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PROLOGUE

I

October 18, 1947

 As the tra�n slows to a crawl for �ts scheduled stop at Br�stow, 
Pennsylvania, its cars glide like dark coffins past the lights spaced 
evenly on poles along the stat�on platform. E�ght coaches back 
from the locomot�ve, the w�ndow of a part�cular sleep�ng compart-
ment presents a blank and star�ng eye to the l�ghts as they t�ck 
rhythmically past. Each, in its turn, briefly illuminates the table 
just inside the window—the highball glasses and overflowing ash-
tray—the formal dress-su�t, w�th ta�led coat, hang�ng on the wall—
the rumpled bed—the body on the bed.
 When the tra�n has chuffed to a halt w�th a rumbl�ng shud-
der and h�ss�ng of steam, a l�ght-pole stands d�rectly oppos�te the 
w�ndow. Should anyone look �n—that porter, say, trundl�ng past 
w�th h�s baggage cart—he’d see, starkly d�splayed among the tan-
gled bedclothes, a man of m�ddle-age—lean, angular, face-up and 
stretched full-length �n str�ped pajamas. Left arm bent across the 
chest; right flung far aside to hang in space. Dark chestnut hair 
just sl�ghtly streaked w�th gray. Face l�ke putty, gone to sag; back-
ward t�lted, mouth agape; eyes sl�tted upward w�th a jell�ed stare.
 A closer look: the pajama sh�rt �s wrongly buttoned, the trou-
sers tw�sted awkwardly askew and backs�de front.
 Three cars forward—bundled �n a heavy coat and carry�ng two 
su�tcases—a passenger descends from the tra�n, maneuvers past 
three men wa�t�ng to board, deftly evades the porter, and str�des 
qu�ckly �nto the stat�on. The wa�t�ng room clock reads 3:�7.
 Passengers aboard, steam shrouds the platform, and w�th a 
sl�ght jolt that rocks the body’s head upon the p�llow, the tra�n 
begins to move. Slowly at first, then ever more quickly, the com-
partment flickers bright and dark as lights flash past the window. 
A water tower; sheds; the open country. And, settled �nto cours-
�ng speed, tra�l�ng a smoke-plume over �ts long cortege of somber 
cars, the eng�ne churns eastward through the Pennsylvan�a h�lls, 
bear�ng the body, �n darkness total, across the n�ght.
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II

From The New York Post-Inquirer (October �8, �947):

BULLETIN  
Charles Ph�l�p Farr�ngford, not-
ed Amer�can composer and con-
cert p�an�st, d�ed late last n�ght 
wh�le travel�ng from Cleveland, 
Oh�o to h�s home �n New York. 
He had just concluded a success-
ful concert tour of three c�t�es 
�n wh�ch he performed h�s re-
cently completed but as yet un-
publ�shed F�fth P�ano Concerto. 
He was 46. An ob�tuary w�ll 
follow �n the morn�ng ed�t�on.

From The New York Daily Chronicle (October �0, �947):
 

FARRINGFORD CADENZA  MISSING!
The manuscr�pt of the cadenza of Charles Ph�l�p 
Farr�ngford’s F�fth P�ano Concerto, wh�ch d�sap-
peared at the t�me of h�s death two days ago, has 
not been recovered. The cadenza �s a s�x-m�nute 
p�ano solo �n the concerto’s fourth movement.

Farr�ngford, one of Amer�ca’s foremost com-
posers and concert p�an�sts, d�ed on a tra�n wh�le 
return�ng to New York from a tour �n wh�ch he 
performed h�s recently completed F�fth Concerto 
�n St. Lou�s, Ch�cago, and Cleveland. Presumably 
he had the cadenza manuscr�pt w�th h�m when he 
boarded the tra�n �n Cleveland, for he �ntended 
to del�ver �t to h�s publ�shers upon reach�ng New 
York.

 Although Farr�ngford’s death �s ascr�bed to 
natural causes and no foul play �s suspected, when 
the tra�n bear�ng h�s body arr�ved at Pennsylvan�a 
Stat�on, ne�ther h�s luggage nor the cadenza was 
found. Despite an intensive search by railroad au-
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thor�t�es and pol�ce �n New York and Cleveland, 
no trace of the cadenza has been d�scovered.

Farr�ngford’s publ�sher, Norton Lunner, 
president of the firm Lunner & Dinch, has offered 
a reward for �nformat�on lead�ng to the manu-
scr�pt’s recovery. In a press conference today, he 
sa�d that the cadenza �s “the capstone of the con-
certo, and—by all accounts from those who heard 
�t performed �n the three concerts—probably 
some of the finest piano music that Farringford 
wrote.”

The firm intends to publish the Fifth Concerto 
as or�g�nally planned. If the cadenza �s not recov-
ered, a blank w�ll be left �n the score at the spot 
where �t should occur. “We must do everyth�ng �n 
our power to find the manuscript,” Lunner said. 
“Loss of the cadenza would be one of the greatest 
traged�es �n the h�story of mus�c.” 

From “Know�ng the Score” by Chesney Fle�schauer �n Music, 
Maestro! Magazine (May �9, �948):

Of spec�al note to the mus�cal world �s the pub-
l�cat�on th�s week of the long-awa�ted Fifth Piano 
Concerto of Charles Ph�l�p Farr�ngford. Lunner 
& Dinch, the firm which has had exclusive rights 
to publ�sh Farr�ngford’s works s�nce �934, has 
provided the world in this, the composer’s final 
compos�t�on, not only a modern masterp�ece, but 
what well may prove to be Farr�ngford’s crown-
�ng ach�evement. I do not speak l�ghtly. My fa�th-
ful readers well know my loath�ng of hyperbole, 
my caut�on �n bestow�ng pra�se. They know how 
str�ngent my standards are, how d�scr�m�nat�ng 
my taste. Be adv�sed, then, that hav�ng stud�ed the 
score �n pre-publ�cat�on copy, I can prom�se that 
you w�ll be astounded, overwhelmed, utterly en-
thralled when you hear th�s concerto performed 
by Rub�nste�n, Bra�lowsky, L�patt�, Serk�n, or 
Myra Hess.
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Unfortunately, the cadenza wh�ch Farr�ngford 
wrote to be performed �n the fourth movement, 
the manuscr�pt of wh�ch d�sappeared at the t�me 
of h�s death last October, has alas! not been re-
covered and �s thus of necess�ty om�tted �n the 
present vers�on. A b�tter loss! In the face of such 
exqu�s�te beauty as the concerto embod�es, the 
cadenza’s absence gaps l�ke a m�ss�ng tooth �n an 
otherw�se dazzl�ng sm�le. We can only hope that 
the cadenza w�ll subsequently come to l�ght to be 
�ncluded �n a future ed�t�on.

Immed�ately pr�or to h�s unt�mely death, 
when Farr�ngford performed the concerto for au-
d�ences �n three m�dwestern c�t�es, the solo and 
orchestral parts were ava�lable �n galley proofs. 
But the cadenza ex�sted only �n a s�ngle manu-
scr�pt wh�ch Farr�ngford kept w�th h�m for re-
v�s�ng pr�or to publ�cat�on. All those lucky ones 
who heard Farr�ngford perform the cadenza 
test�fy un�formly that the exper�ence was unl�ke 
anyth�ng they had encountered prev�ously—�n-
descr�bably exalt�ng and unutterably subl�me. 
I myself have �nterv�ewed th�rty-e�ght of these 
fortunate �nd�v�duals, and all of them—without 
exception—assert that hear�ng Farr�ngford play 
the cadenza was one of the cl�mact�c moments of 
the�r l�ves. Some refuse to say more than th�s; they 
s�mply sm�le and madden�ngly denote the nature 
of the exper�ence “a pr�vate matter.” Others, less 
reticent, try to be forthcoming but find language 
s�mply not adequate to descr�be the qual�ty of the 
exper�ence. Twenty-two assured me that hear�ng 
the cadenza was a watershed event that marked 
a turn�ng po�nt �n the�r l�ves. Obv�ously, those 
pr�v�leged few—how many altogether?—�,000? 
�,500? 3,000?—have shared an event that al-
ready has acqu�red legendary—yes, even myth�c 
stature; they are un�quely fortunate �n know�ng 
the cadenza, and Farr�ngford’s play�ng of �t, �f 
only �n the�r collect�ve memor�es.
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How can the rest of us not envy them? We 
can only wonder, speculate, and gr�eve our loss. 
Oh, such a bitter p�ll! Wh�le Farr�ngford was 
perform�ng for those m�dland aud�ences—�n St. 
Lou�s, Chicago, CLEVELAND!— I—I was v�s�t�ng 
cous�ns �n Ph�ladelph�a!

III

February 28, 1981       (Saturday)

 The dozen people emerg�ng from the s�de door of Symphony 
Hall did not linger on the sidewalk for long goodbyes. The five-
hour board meeting had been irksome, rancorous, filled with in-
vect�ve and c�rcular debate. The del�catessen food catered �n at s�x 
was of such poor qual�ty that eat�ng �t only �ncreased the�r ten-
s�on. Cocooned �n the over-heated conference room, they were 
unaware that a major front had moved �nto the c�ty; and thus, at 
eight, when they finally adjourned and escaped to the street, the 
cold met them like a fist. There was a rush to their waiting cars, a 
slamm�ng of doors, a settl�ng back �n warm �nter�ors.

 Wh�le Morgan Lat�mer sank gratefully �nto the cush�ons, 
V�ctor Zyzynsk� sl�d open the glass panel beh�nd the front seat and 
sa�d, “To the Club, Marco.” The dr�ver nodded and eased the l�m-
ousine into the flow of traffic.
 Zyzynsk� took a large c�gar from a plat�num case, n�pped �ts 
end with a miniature gold guillotine fished from his vest pocket, 
l�t up, and �nhaled deeply. W�th a grunt of fat�gue, he too leaned 
back aga�nst the cush�ons. He was �mmensely fat, h�s face broad 
as a rump roast, w�th plump puffy jowls and a tr�ple ch�n. “Thank 
God these meet�ngs only come three t�mes a year!” he muttered. 
“Today’s was a waste of everybody’s t�me.”
 W�thout open�ng h�s eyes, Morgan Lat�mer smoothed h�s 
wh�te mustache and nodded t�redly. “Maybe we’re just gett�ng too 
old to find pleasure in it, Victor.”
 Zyzynsk� snorted a b�llow of blue smoke. “Speak for yourself. 
The problem w�th the board �s lack of w�ll and v�s�on. How to cure 
an ailing orchestra? Get a new Musical Director. Fire Mitchell. But 
rather than face �t head on, they go round and round, avo�d�ng the 
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obvious, preferring to pussyfoot, and find excuses, and sit on their 
thumbs. I could take pleasure �n the process �f �t weren’t for all the 
�nact�on.” Morgan d�d seem unusually done-�n ton�ght, h�s face 
pale and shrunken above h�s fur collar. W�th h�s dry sk�n stretched 
taut over po�nted cheekbones, and the br�dge of h�s nose arched 
razor-thin, he looked as fragile as a Dresden teacup.
 “Well, you’re only sixty-five,” said Latimer. “I’m eighty-two 
come June, and I’m too old for �t. Th�s w�ll be my last term on the 
board. I’m t�red of hassl�ng budgets, drumm�ng up subscr�pt�ons, 
fart�ng around w�th the damn un�ons. But I agree we should dump 
M�tchell.” He shook h�s head and managed a wry sm�le. “S�x years 
ago, I thought you were wrong when you voted aga�nst h�r�ng h�m. 
But you were r�ght. You saw farther than any of us, V�ctor.”
 Zyzynsk� tr�umphantly exhaled another cloud of smoke. “H�s 
contract’s up for renewal after th�s season. If I made a mot�on not 
to reh�re h�m, would �t carry?”
 Lat�mer yawned. “Hard to say. I’d vote for �t. I th�nk Kennedy 
would. And maybe Mrs. Sternberg.”
 The car angled �n to the curb. Zyzynsk� sl�d back the panel. 
“Wa�t �n the garage, Marco. I’ll call down when I want to leave. 
And tell Mr. Lat�mer’s dr�ver that we’re here.”
 Marco nodded. The two men left the car and hurr�ed through 
plate-glass doors �nto a th�ckly-carpeted lobby, oak-paneled and 
hung round w�th portra�ts �n ponderous g�lt frames. The elevator 
operator was a wh�te-ha�red man �n a maroon un�form w�th deco-
rous gold buttons. “Good even�ng, gentlemen. Shall I take you to 
the sauna?”
 Lat�mer shook h�s head. “Not ton�ght, Selden. Please take us 
to the fourth floor lounge.” 
 As the elevator rose, Lat�mer pursued h�s tra�n of thought, 
fat�gue g�v�ng h�s vo�ce a querulous edge: “Look at the program-
m�ng we’ve had th�s season. Noth�ng but n�neteenth century crap. 
N�edermann for guest conductor!—what else but Beethoven? 
Aaronson w�th the Brahms V�ol�n Concerto—futzy old chestnut! 
Rena Fracett�-Mousse pummel�ng Pucc�n�! And com�ng up �n two 
weeks, P�ano N�ght, w�th M�ss Rosamond Foxe do�ng her th�ng 
w�th Rachman�noff’s Second.”
 “Farr�ngford’s Second,” Zyzynsk� sa�d.
 “My po�nt �s,” sa�d Lat�mer, “that �t’s no wonder we’re not 
ga�n�ng subscr�bers. Truthfully now, does any of that turn you 
on?”
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 Though Zyzynsk� would never have adm�tted �t to Lat�mer (or 
anyone else), he was turned on very much �ndeed by Rosamond 
Foxe. Not only by her play�ng of Farr�ngford (and the other com-
posers she interpreted so brilliantly—Rachmaninoff, Prokofiev, 
Ravel, Bartok, Beach), but by her arms, ears, legs, breasts, teeth, 
h�ps, th�ghs, and lustrous raven ha�r. Her smoky-topaz eyes 
danced w�th �ntell�gence and good humor. Her sm�le (he’d ob-
served �t close-up on several occas�ons) would have closed the 
Stock Exchange �n the th�ck of bus�ness. Just watch�ng her cross 
the stage to the p�ano was enough to set h�s pulse jump�ng. H�s 
opera-glasses, fixed unwavering, brought Zyzynski intense pri-
vate joy in the deft flight of her fingers, the gleam of saliva as she 
mo�stened her l�ps, the s�newy, smooth muscular�ty of her wr�sts. 
During the five years since she’d won the International Farringford 
Compet�t�on at age twenty-one, he’d followed her career w�th �n-
tense, almost propr�etary zeal.
 “It’s not all n�neteenth century crap,” he sa�d to Lat�mer. “Foxe 
plays lots of twent�eth-century stuff.”
 But Lat�mer wasn’t l�sten�ng. “And what’s scheduled for 
next season? More of the same. H�rschfeld on the cello; Albert 
N�codemus as guest conductor—if we can get h�m (and I hope we 
can’t!); Neeta Bless�ngham on the clar�net w�th (good Lord!) the 
Mozart concerto. Poop poop a doop. The only br�ght spot �s P�ano 
N�ght w�th Peter Sh�pley Abbott.”
 Abbott! Pompous little turd, thought Zyzynsk�. They stepped 
from the elevator onto a r�ch burgundy carpet; and, after leav�ng 
the�r overcoats �n an adjacent cloakroom, sank exhaustedly �nto 
deep leather cha�rs. A bald�ng man �n maroon and gold mater�-
al�zed bes�de them. “Good even�ng, gentlemen. Would you l�ke 
someth�ng from the bar?”
 “Thank you, Meadows,” sa�d Lat�mer. “A brandy and water, 
please.”
 “The usual,” sa�d Zyzynsk�, st�ll th�nk�ng of Rosamond Foxe. 
“And someth�ng to eat: a club sandw�ch, I th�nk—w�th lots of may-
onna�se—and a large lobster salad.”
 Meadows nodded. “Brandy and water; wh�skey sour. I’ll br�ng 
a table w�th the food. Have you gentlemen seen today’s ed�t�ons?” 
He wheeled up a d�splay rack conta�n�ng var�ous newspapers.
 “Thank you,” sa�d Lat�mer. “No, we’ve been �n a daylong meet-
�ng. Had the end of the world come, I’m afra�d we would’ve m�ssed 
�t.”
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 Meadows sm�led dut�fully—“Very amus�ng, s�r.”—and went to 
fill their orders.
 Zyzynski opened his paper to the financial section. Latimer 
unfolded h�s �n h�s lap and glanced �dly at the front page. Then, 
w�th a sharp gasp, he snatched the paper closer to h�s eyes. “Oh 
my God, V�ctor! Look at th�s!” He rattled the page �n Zyzynsk�’s 
face. “They’ve found the Farr�ngford Cadenza!”
 Zyzynsk� batted the paper away and followed Lat�mer’s trem-
bling finger. The story was centered at the bottom:

FARRINGFORD CADENZA  FOUND!
BALTIMORE (AP)—The manuscr�pt conta�n�ng 
the cadenza of Charles Ph�l�p Farr�ngford’s F�fth 
P�ano Concerto, assumed lost or destroyed s�nce 
�ts d�sappearance th�rty-four years ago, has been 
d�scovered �n a Balt�more secondhand shop.
 Announc�ng the d�scovery at a press con-
ference late yesterday afternoon, Dr. Theodore 
Pett�grew, Professor of Mus�c H�story at the 
Hast�ngs Inst�tute, cla�med the recovery of the 
cadenza to be a musical event of the first impor-
tance.
 “Farr�ngford’s F�fth Concerto �s regarded as 
one of the greatest p�ano works of the �0th cen-
tury,” he sa�d. “The m�ss�ng s�x-m�nute cadenza 
for solo p�ano wh�ch occurs �n the fourth move-
ment has long had legendary status as the most 
mov�ng and br�ll�ant mus�c that Farr�ngford 
wrote. Discovery of the cadenza in Farringford’s 
autograph manuscr�pt restores to mus�c-lovers 
everywhere one of the finest piano compositions 
ever wr�tten,” Pett�grew sa�d.
 The cadenza had never been publ�shed or 
recorded. It was publ�cly performed by the com-
poser on three occas�ons �n �947, �mmed�ately be-
fore h�s death, at age 46, on a tra�n en route from 
Cleveland to New York. Though �t �s assumed that 
he was �n possess�on of the cadenza at the t�me 
of h�s death, no trace of the manuscr�pt, or of h�s 
luggage, was found.
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 After an �ntens�ve search fa�led to d�sclose 
the whereabouts of the manuscr�pt, the F�fth 
Concerto was published in 1948 by Lunner & 
Dinch, Inc. of New York, in an edition that left a 
blank spot �n the score where the cadenza would 
have been featured.
 An extremely popular concerto, Farr�ngford’s 
F�fth �s frequently heard �n concert. Performers 
have been forced to �mprov�se the�r own cadenzas 
to fill the gap left in the published version. “Now 
�mprov�sat�on w�ll no longer be requ�red,” sa�d 
Dr. Pettigrew.
 After study�ng the manuscr�pt, he plans to 
hand it over to Lunner & Dinch for publication. 
“S�nce Farr�ngford was go�ng to del�ver the caden-
za to them when he reached New York,” Pett�grew 
said, “it’s only fitting that they should be the firm 
to publish it.” But first he plans to make a detailed 
study of the score. “It’s a rare pr�v�lege,” he sa�d, 
“to be the first scholar to examine the manuscript 
of what, by all accounts, may be Farr�ngford’s 
finest piano writing.”
 Pett�grew h�mself was not one of those who 
heard the cadenza performed. He sa�d that he 
counts that as one of the great d�sappo�ntments 
of h�s l�fe. “But now �t w�ll be ava�lable for every-
one. It’s a priceless find,” he said.
 The cadenza was d�scovered yesterday af-
ternoon by Stephanie Simms, a student of Dr. 
Pett�grew’s at the Hast�ngs Inst�tute. She found �t 
by acc�dent �n the bottom of an old p�ano bench �n 
a secondhand store whose owner prefers the shop 
not be identified. Miss Simms said, “I knew the 
manuscr�pt was that of a lengthy p�ano compos�-
tion, and I gave it to Dr. Pettigrew thinking that 
he might find it interesting. I had no idea that it 
was so �mportant and valuable.”
 Silas Dinch, publisher of the Fifth Concerto, 
sa�d when contacted, “We’re amazed and del�ght-
ed. A new ed�t�on of the concerto w�ll be publ�shed 
at the earl�est opportun�ty.”
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When he looked up, Zyzynsk� was startled to see Lat�mer hunched 
forward, eyes wide, staring blankly into space. “So it finally turned 
up,” Zyzynsk� sa�d, knock�ng ash from h�s c�gar. “I remember 
Farr�ngford’s death, and the fuss the press k�cked up over h�s 
m�ss�ng cadenza. I was th�rty-one at the t�me—�n Costa R�ca, con-
clud�ng my takeover of Amalgamated Fru�t.”
 No response. Zyzynsk� reached out and poked Lat�mer’s arm. 
“What’s wrong? Aren’t you feel�ng well?”
 The vague, unfocused eyes turned toward h�m; and slowly, as 
though he d�dn’t trust the stead�ness of h�s vo�ce, Lat�mer wh�s-
pered “I heard Farr�ngford play the cadenza at the Cleveland con-
cert.” He gave each word equal emphas�s, lett�ng each pass h�s l�ps 
only reluctantly, as though �t were a prec�ous tal�sman, the token 
of a memory too sacred to trust to normal speech. “The—very—
last—performance.” Zyzynsk� stared at h�m through a cloud of 
smoke. Lat�mer had lapsed �nto s�lence, h�s eyes closed, a fa�nt 
sm�le play�ng about h�s l�ps. Zyzynsk� grew �mpat�ent.
 “It must have been �mpress�ve,” he sa�d dr�ly.
 “It was—sublime,” sa�d Lat�mer. And th�s t�me as he spoke, 
his eyes seemed to ignite with an inner flame. “Oh, Victor, I can’t 
beg�n to tell you how beaut�ful the mus�c was! I—oh, �t was just 
absolutely—I—I’d never, ever exper�enced anyth�ng l�ke �t.” He 
shook h�s head. “And never aga�n. Oh, �t’s hopeless. Hopeless. You 
just can’t �mag�ne—”
 “No,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “I can’t.” He’d never seen Lat�mer so 
staggered, so off-base, so out of control. He d�dn’t l�ke �t at all.
 Meadows returned, wheel�ng a table conta�n�ng the dr�nks 
and Zyzynsk�’s food. Zyzynsk� began crunch�ng the potato ch�ps 
that accompan�ed the club sandw�ch. Lat�mer se�zed h�s brandy 
and downed �t �n one gulp. Then, gr�pp�ng the glass �n both hands 
to stop the�r trembl�ng, he cont�nued �n a shaky vo�ce:
 “I was forty-eight. Just been made a full partner in the firm. 
After the performance, my w�fe and I left the concert hall �n a 
daze and wandered for—oh, �t must have been three hours. See�ng 
noth�ng. Not talk�ng. Obl�v�ous to where we were and where we 
went. Al�ve only to the cadenza. Rel�v�ng �t. Hear�ng �t aga�n, play-
�ng over and over �n our heads.” He paused, as though muster�ng 
h�s strength, and took a deep breath. “Even now I can somet�mes 
remember �t—not often, and only just a l�ttle. Not the mus�c �t-
self, but what �t was l�ke to have heard the mus�c. I dream about 
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�t somet�mes. There I am �n the dark concert hall, Bertha bes�de 
me—Farr�ngford up on the l�ghted stage—the aud�ence hushed 
and stunned. But then I wake up, and �t’s gone, and all I have �s 
the memory of the dream—the mus�c just a ghost of the ghost of 
an echo. Glor�ous!”
 Zyzynsk� frowned. Th�s was not the Lat�mer he knew. Where 
was the hard-headed stock-broker, the rock-r�bbed Goldwater 
Republ�can who could be upset only by someth�ng the magn�tude 
of October �9�9 or the revelat�ons of Watergate? He found th�s 
unwonted d�splay �rr�tat�ng �n the extreme, and fa�ntly d�sgust�ng. 
“You make �t sound l�ke a rel�g�ous exper�ence,” he snapped, h�s 
mouth full of lobster salad. “Or someth�ng sexual.”
 “Well, yes,” sa�d Lat�mer. “I th�nk �t was. Both of those. You 
know I’m not a rel�g�ous man, V�ctor—and I wasn’t then. But what 
I exper�enced that n�ght made me want to be. And as for the other, 
yes: �t was sexual. The ent�re aud�ence was feel�ng �t—a k�nd of 
orgasmic sharing. Do you know what I mean?”
 “No,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. 
 Lat�mer shook h�s head sadly. “No, of course you couldn’t, 
s�nce you d�dn’t exper�ence �t. S�x m�nutes, V�ctor. S�x endless 
m�nutes at the peak! And that n�ght, when we got back to the ho-
tel—” he paused for a moment, cons�der�ng, then plunged ahead 
“—well,—and this is in confidence, you understand—I’ve never 
told anyone else—before that n�ght, I hadn’t been able to make 
love to my w�fe for over e�ght years. It wasn’t her fault; I’d been 
hav�ng—uh—performance problems. But, V�ctor, that n�ght, after 
hear�ng the cadenza, there was no problem at all!”
 Zyzynsk� gagged on the lobster, set down h�s fork, and took a 
long sw�g of h�s dr�nk. He sh�fted uneas�ly �n the cha�r and w�ped 
h�s mouth.
 “And then, the next day,” Lat�mer cont�nued, not not�c�ng 
Zyzynsk�’s d�scomfort, “the news came that Farr�ngford was dead, 
and the cadenza m�ss�ng! Oh, �t was awful!” The memory brought 
a tremor �nto h�s vo�ce wh�ch he had to struggle to control. “And 
after that,” he concluded hast�ly, “I wasn’t able to perform for a 
year and a half.”
 Darkly flushed, Zyzynski’s face had swelled to the tautness of 
an overr�pe plum. He squ�rmed around �n h�s seat to face away 
from Lat�mer and wheezed out a strangled guffaw: “No lead �n the 
penc�l, huh?”
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 “That’s r�ght,” sa�d Lat�mer. “And when that dark per�od 
passed, I could make love only on those rare occas�ons when the 
memory of the cadenza was very strong. Just remember�ng that 
n�ght �n Cleveland would make �t poss�ble!” From the corner of h�s 
eye Zyzynsk� could see, beneath the th�n pale sk�n on the back of 
the old man’s hand, the blue ve�ns bulg�ng urgently.
 Lat�mer suddenly chugged down h�s chaser and leaped out of 
h�s cha�r. “I’m sorry, V�ctor. I can’t stay s�tt�ng any longer. I’ve 
got to get home and share the good news w�th Bertha.” Humm�ng 
softly, eyes sh�n�ng, mustache abr�stle, he stra�ghtened h�s t�e. 
“And I’ll have to call Silas Dinch and congratulate him on recover-
�ng the cadenza.”
 “I d�dn’t know you knew h�m,” sa�d Zyzynsk�.
 “S�nce he was a schoolboy. I used to play golf w�th h�s father.” 
He threw back h�s head and burst out w�th a great laugh. “I just 
can’t bel�eve that I’ll get to hear �t aga�n!”
 “Lucky you,” Zyzynsk� growled ac�dly. W�thout tak�ng h�s eyes 
from Lat�mer’s rad�ant face, he v�c�ously stubbed out h�s c�gar. “I 
was not one of the fortunate few.”
 “Well, now you’ll have your chance,” sa�d Lat�mer. “Of course, 
noth�ng w�ll ever match Farr�ngford’s performance of �t. And that’s 
a p�ty. But the music w�ll be ava�lable for everyone’s enjoyment!” 
He sm�led and po�nted. “Why, V�ctor, you’re as exc�ted as I am. 
You’ve put out your c�gar �n your wh�skey sour!”
 He crossed the room w�th a bounc�ng ga�t, playfully punched 
the wa�ter’s arm �n pass�ng, and sa�d w�th a w�nk: “Meadows, be a 
good fellow and meet me �n the cloakroom w�th two bottles of our 
very best champagne!”
 Zyzynsk� glared after h�m, h�s dark eyebrows gathered �nto 
a feroc�ous thunderhead. No, Zyzynsk� had not been one of the 
fortunate few. He sat for a moment star�ng at h�s ru�ned dr�nk, 
then—gnaw�ng angr�ly at h�s lower l�p—carefully spread out the 
paper and began re-read�ng the news from Balt�more—slowly, 
word by word. 
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Chapter  1
March 1, 1981       (Sunday)

 Rapp�ng a second t�me w�th the heavy knocker, Trntl asked, 
“Are you sure th�s �s the r�ght house?”
 “It’s the r�ght address,” sa�d Fel�x, huddled deep �nto h�s over-
coat aga�nst the w�nd from Central Park. “And �t’s just s�x, so we’re 
on t�me.” He’d planned to spend the even�ng w�th fr�ends �n SoHo, 
not freeze h�s butt on the stoop of a prospect�ve cl�ent who, refus-
�ng to d�scuss h�s bus�ness on the phone, had sa�d only that the 
sk�lls of a very pr�vate �nvest�gator were requ�red on “an extreme-
ly sens�t�ve matter”; that N. F. Trntl Assoc�ates had been h�ghly 
recommended. Could they come?
 The office rent said, yes they could. And here they were, on a 
Sunday n�ght, fac�ng the sol�d door of a tall brownstone �n the East 
80’s.
 As Trntl was about to knock aga�n, the door abruptly opened; 
and a large man hav�ng �n s�lhouette the appearance of a pear-
shaped dufflebag stood peering at them through gold wire-rims. 
He saw before h�m a tall�sh woman of 36 or -7 w�th glasses, short 
blond ha�r, a mouth too small, a nose far too large, and steady 
green eyes. Bes�de her, a bearded man of med�um he�ght w�th a 
red stock�ng cap pulled over h�s ears. After a moment’s hes�tat�on, 
he fixed on the beard: “N. F. Trntl?”
 “No, I’m Fel�x McKay, an Assoc�ate. This �s N. F. Trntl.”
 She extended her hand. “Mr. Dinch?”
 “No, he’s �ns�de w�th the others. I’m Anton Farr�ngford.” He 
grasped her hand warmly, hold�ng �t longer and more snugly than 
she found comfortable. “I apolog�ze for assum�ng that you were 
Mr. McKay—that �s, that he was N. F. Trntl. I—well, I guess I was 
expect�ng you to be a man.”
 “That happens frequently,” sa�d Trntl, w�thdraw�ng her hand 
with some difficulty. “The price I pay for using my initials in 
what’s generally assumed to be a male profess�on. But who, af-
ter all, would want to h�re a pr�vate �nvest�gator named Nasturt�a 
Fanny Trntl?”
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 He sm�led uneas�ly. “Um. Yes, I see what you mean. A profes-
s�onal necess�ty. Now, �n my l�ne of work—�nvestment bank�ng—
names don’t matter so much. My father named me Anton—for e�-
ther Rub�nste�n or Bruckner. I’m not sure wh�ch. Though I don’t 
much care for �t, the name hasn’t affected my work at all.” Yes, her 
nose was too large by half; and �f only she’d use darker l�p rouge, 
and more of �t, she could turn that pr�m l�ttle prune �nto a r�pely 
lusc�ous plum. “Nasturt�a’s a name I’ve not encountered before,” 
he cont�nued. “But to tell the truth, I’ve always l�ked Fanny. I had 
an aunt �n Poughkeeps�e—”
 Fel�x coughed and began scrap�ng h�s shoes loudly on the 
stoop. Farr�ngford pulled up short. “Of course! You must be get-
t�ng cold. Come �n, please. The others are wa�t�ng �n the parlor.” 
He bustled them �n, hung up the�r coats, and led them to a closed 
door that was on the hallway’s r�ght as they entered. Trntl judged 
him to be fifty-five. Possibly fairly good-looking in his youth, be-
fore everyth�ng had settled, h�s face had gone so puffy and h�s ha�r 
so th�n. Gleam�ng on the back of h�s head, a perfectly round bald 
spot, surrounded by a staunch last stand of chestnut go�ng gray. 
Str�ped bowt�e, sl�ghtly askew. Shapeless gray bus�ness su�t, sh�ny 
�n the seat. That he was a banker surpr�sed her; had she seen h�m 
pass�ng on the street, she’d have pegged h�m as a not-very-suc-
cessful �nsurance salesman.
 H�gh-ce�l�nged and stuffy-hot, the parlor was crammed w�th 
br�c-a-brac and maroon plush-nappy furn�ture from the �930’s. 
Heavy drapes shrouded the tall w�ndows fac�ng the street. On the 
left wall as they entered, a log fire blazed beneath a carved white-
marble mantelpiece. The five people clustered about the hearth 
turned the�r eyes w�th one accord to study the v�s�tors. Just l�ke 
pra�r�e dogs, or a stand of meerkats, Trntl thought.
 We�ght�ng h�s words po�ntedly, Anton Farr�ngford sa�d: “Th�s 
�s N. F. Trntl and her assoc�ate, Mr. Fel�x McKay.”
 A small man came quickly from the fireplace and shook 
their hands. “I’m Silas Dinch, president of the music publishers, 
Lunner & Dinch.” Above tobacco-stained teeth his ginger mus-
tache squ�rmed l�ke a caterp�llar. “I called th�s morn�ng on the rec-
ommendat�on of Henry G�tt�ngs, who was amazed last November 
at how qu�ckly you found h�s m�ss�ng daughter and recovered h�s 
w�fe’s stolen pearls.”
 “We try for speedy resolut�on,” sa�d Trntl. (And pray for good 
luck, she added s�lently. As w�th the pearls. When—through her 
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ha�rdresser—they’d tracked the daughter down and cornered her 
on the Staten Island Ferry, there was no way they could’ve known 
that �n her purse she’d be carry�ng the pawn t�cket.)
 “Henry d�dn’t tell me you were a woman, however,” sa�d 
Dinch.
 “He may not have known �t. Mr. McKay and Torvald Gr�msson 
worked on the G�tt�ngs case.”
 “Well, no matter.” An �mpat�ent wave of d�sm�ssal. “Can Mr. 
McKay or Mr. Gr�msson leave for Balt�more ton�ght?”
 “No,” sa�d Fel�x. “I’m scheduled to g�ve a depos�t�on tomor-
row. And Mr. Gr�msson’s �n Albany.” He eyed the tumbler of wh�s-
key Dinch was clutching and wished he had one, too. 
 “But we’ve got to get someone to Balt�more ton�ght! The 
Farr�ngford Cadenza’s been stolen, and we’ve got to get �t back!”
 Ah, thought Trntl. Farringford. Of course. And Dinch on the 
TV news yesterday, gloat�ng about the manuscr�pt’s d�scovery.
 Anton Farr�ngford ra�sed a restra�n�ng palm. “S�las, they 
should meet the others before we go on.” And before Dinch could 
reply, Anton had placed h�s hand on Trntl’s elbow and gu�ded her 
to an elderly woman sitting by the fire. “This is my mother, Mrs. 
Charles Ph�l�p Farr�ngford. Mother, N. F. Trntl and Mr. McKay.”
 Mrs. Farr�ngford offered her hand. “Pleased to meet you. You’ll 
pardon me �f I don’t get up.” She patted a cane lean�ng aga�nst her 
cha�r. “I turned my ankle on the curb last week, and st�ll feel some 
pa�n.” Her vo�ce was strong and resonant. Trntl guessed her age 
at seventy-five, though her makeup was so skillfully applied that 
�n d�mmer l�ght she probably could’ve passed for s�xty. But here, 
in the unflattering glare of an adjacent floorlamp, a network of 
t�ny wr�nkles rad�ated from the corners of her eyes across her h�gh 
cheekbones to web her l�ps and ch�n. Her eyes were alert beneath 
half-lowered l�ds. Her th�n l�ps, stretched �n a frozen r�tual sm�le, 
exposed only the edges of her upper teeth. A woman used to hav-
�ng her own way, Trntl dec�ded.
 “And I’m pleased to meet you, Mr. McKay,” Mrs. Farr�ngford 
added, touching his fingers, her smile thawing to show her up-
per teeth ent�re. “Your beard becomes you.” She took a c�garette 
from a s�lver box on the table bes�de her, tapped �t smartly on the 
l�d, and held �t shoulder-h�gh wh�le an elegantly-dressed, much 
younger man leaned forward from beh�nd to l�ght �t. “Thank you, 
Peter,” she said, and deeply inhaled. Unfiltered Turkish ovals, 
Trntl noted.
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 But already Anton was squeez�ng her arm and steer�ng her 
toward a very old man who was lean�ng aga�nst the mantelp�ece 
and sw�rl�ng a brandy sn�fter.
 “This is Morgan Latimer, a friend of Mr. Dinch. He was pres-
ent at Father’s last concert—the only one of us who’s ever heard 
the cadenza played.”
 Trntl thought Latimer looked extremely ill. Deepset eyes, 
sunken cheeks, and papery yellow sk�n gave h�m the aspect of an 
anc�ent mummy; and she took h�s small blue-ve�ned hand cau-
t�ously, fear�ng that too v�gorous a shake m�ght d�s�ntegrate h�m 
into flying tatters and scrolls of dust. But his grip was surprisingly 
strong.
 “If you accept our comm�ss�on,” he sa�d, “and succeed �n recov-
er�ng the cadenza, you’ll be do�ng all mank�nd—the entire world, 
M�ss Trntl—a serv�ce of �ncalculable value for wh�ch future gen-
erat�ons w�ll bless your name. It s�mply can’t be lost to us aga�n! I 
can’t beg�n to descr�be for you what’s at stake.” H�s vo�ce faltered. 
He drew a shudder�ng breath and gulped h�s brandy. Taken aback 
by h�s vehemence, by the fever�sh gl�nt �n h�s eyes and the droplet 
of foamy sp�ttle cl�ng�ng to h�s ch�n, Trntl found herself speech-
less, able only to sm�le vacantly and nod agreement.
 “And here,” sa�d Anton, g�v�ng her elbow another squeeze, 
“two of our dearest fr�ends, both concert p�an�sts—Peter Sh�pley 
Abbott and Rosamond Foxe.”
 Abbott, who’d l�ghted Mrs. Farr�ngford’s c�garette, was �n h�s 
fort�es, square-jawed and deeply tanned (sun-lamp, thought Trntl); 
s�mply but expens�vely dressed �n a navy su�t w�th a pearl st�ck-
p�n �n h�s sky-blue t�e—so �mpeccably and fast�d�ously groomed 
that Fel�x had an �mmed�ate urge to muss h�m up. Arms beh�nd 
his back, Abbott bowed stiffly from the waist. “I’m delighted to 
meet you both. Begg�ng your pardon, but I never shake hands.” 
He sm�led gravely. “I was s�x when Charles Farr�ngford d�ed. As a 
student I found that h�s works spoke to me as no other composer’s 
d�d. Consequently, I’ve devoted my career, �n large measure, to un-
derstand�ng, perform�ng, and promot�ng h�s mus�c. When I heard 
the cadenza had been d�scovered, I was so exc�ted I couldn’t sleep. 
F�nally, after th�rty-four years, we would know Farr�ngford’s last 
mus�cal thoughts!—would understand why the cadenza was ac-
corded such pra�se by those who heard �t �n �947!”
 “Hear�ng �t,” sa�d Lat�mer, “was to have been al�ve.”
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 Even Fel�x, whose taste ran more to jazz and bluegrass than to 
class�cal p�ano, knew Abbott’s reputat�on as a Farr�ngford spec�al-
�st—l�ke Arthur Rub�nste�n’s for �nterpret�ng Chop�n. And though 
h�s record collect�on held only a few class�cal t�tles, he d�d own 
Abbott’s record�ng of Farr�ngford’s F�fth Concerto—and played �t 
often.
 But now Fel�x was focused on Rosamond Foxe. She was the 
sort of woman he encountered �n h�s very best dreams. Everyth�ng 
about her was the r�ght s�ze, the r�ght shape, and �n the r�ght place. 
It was as though, �n form�ng Rosamond, Nature had made up for 
all her past m�stakes. Rosamond’s sm�le alone was enough to l�ft 
his feet right off the floor. And when she spoke, her voice vibrant 
w�th emot�on—“We’ll do whatever’s �n our power to help you get 
the cadenza back”—the l�lt of her soft V�rg�n�a T�dewater wafted 
Fel�x, balloonw�se, to bump aga�nst the ce�l�ng.
 “We’re very fond of Rosamond,” sa�d Anton, plac�ng h�s hand 
on the young woman’s shoulder and g�v�ng her an affect�onate 
squeeze.
 Mrs. Farringford stomped the floor with her cane. “Let’s get 
on w�th �t, Anton. There’s a tra�n to catch.”
 “R�ght,” sa�d Anton, clear�ng h�s throat. He �nd�cated where 
Trntl and Fel�x should s�t. “My s�ster Clara should be arr�v�ng 
any moment. She’s a concert flutist who teaches at the Chadwick 
Conservatory �n Boston, and she’s tak�ng a tra�n down to be pres-
ent at th�s meet�ng. Now, S�las, we’re ready to beg�n.”
  
 Silas Dinch spoke from the sideboard where he was refilling 
h�s wh�skey glass. “Two days ago, a mus�c student found the manu-
scr�pt of Farr�ngford’s cadenza �n an old p�ano bench �n a Balt�more 
junkshop. She gave �t to a Professor Theodore Pett�grew, who 
teaches at the Hast�ngs Inst�tute. Late that afternoon Pett�grew 
called a press conference to announce the cadenza’s d�scovery.
 “We at Lunner & Dinch were astonished when we were con-
tacted by the press. S�nce Charles had �ntended for us to publ�sh 
�t along w�th the rest of the F�fth Concerto, we regard the cadenza 
as r�ghtfully ours. We �mmed�ately called Pett�grew to assert our 
cla�m before any of our compet�tors could weasel �n to get �t for 
themselves.
 “Pett�grew agreed that we should have the cadenza. We made 
h�m prom�se to �gnore any approaches made by other publ�shers. 
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He sa�d he only wanted t�me to study the cadenza before turn�ng �t 
over to us, to write an article or something, as the first musicolo-
g�st to see �t.
 “We sa�d we were send�ng Ray Tuttle, one of our v�ce-pres�-
dents, down to �nspect the manuscr�pt and scheduled an appo�nt-
ment at Pett�grew’s house for n�ne the next morn�ng—that �s to 
say, this morn�ng. We d�rected Pett�grew to �nform the med�a that 
he was turn�ng the manuscr�pt over to us. We told h�m that such 
an announcement would make h�s l�fe eas�er, s�nce he wouldn’t be 
hounded by our compet�tors. As a double safeguard, we �ssued our 
own announcement here and called the Balt�more med�a as well. 
They �nterv�ewed Pett�grew, and th�s extended story h�t the news 
last n�ght.
 “Late yesterday afternoon, Ray went to Balt�more and checked 
�nto a hotel. He wasn’t able to meet Pett�grew yesterday even�ng 
because the professor had prom�sed to see h�s son perform �n a 
high school play.” Dinch sighed in discouragement and took a sip. 
“Somet�me after m�dn�ght the professor’s house was burglar�zed, 
and when Tuttle arr�ved th�s morn�ng at n�ne, he learned the ca-
denza had been stolen. Lunner & Dinch, the Farringford family, 
and Mr. Latimer wish to hire your firm to recover it.”
 “Was anyth�ng else taken �n the burglary?” asked Trntl.
 “Apparently not, though Pett�grew was a l�ttle vague about 
that. You can ask h�m yourself when you get to Balt�more.”  
“Were the pol�ce called �n to �nvest�gate the burglary?” asked 
Fel�x.
 “Oh yes. Pett�grew was �njured �n the break-�n and treated 
at the hosp�tal. There was no way he could avo�d talk�ng to the 
pol�ce. And the press learned about that, too—so of course the 
theft of the cadenza was all over the telev�s�on news ton�ght!” He 
finished his drink and shook his head angrily. “So now the whole 
world knows that we don’t have the cadenza. Not only is Lunner & 
Dinch publicly humiliated, but all of our competitors will feel free 
to go on fishing expeditions. Unless, of course, one of them has the 
manuscr�pt already.”
 “And the pol�ce—?” sa�d Trntl.
 “Handl�ng �t as a rout�ne burglary. Wh�ch means we can’t ex-
pect them to get �t back.”
 The two p�an�sts had been wh�sper�ng together. Abbott sud-
denly asked, “Mr. Dinch, didn’t Pettigrew make photocopies of the 
manuscript? That’s the first thing he should’ve done.”
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 “No, he didn’t. It’s the first thing you or I would’ve done—but 
not Pett�grew. He sa�d �t d�dn’t occur to h�m.”
 “Jesus!” sa�d Abbott, slapp�ng h�s brow.
 “And of course,” continued Dinch, “when we found he hadn’t, 
we expressly told h�m not to. We d�dn’t want any extra cop�es 
floating about. Ray Tuttle would make copies when he got there.”
 Trntl asked, “In your first call, did you offer Pettigrew any 
money for the cadenza?” 
 Dinch was shocked. “No, it didn’t seem appropriate under the 
c�rcumstances, and Pett�grew never suggested �t. He saw �t as our 
r�ghtful property.”
 “Could someone else have offered to buy �t from h�m?” asked 
Trntl.
 “Certa�nly. Our ch�ef compet�tors would pay a great deal to get 
the�r hands on �t.”
 Rosamond Foxe sa�d, “Isn’t �t poss�ble that the burglary was 
staged to cover up a sale that’s already happened?”
 “That’s a good point,” Felix told her; and, turning to Dinch: 
“And beyond that as a poss�b�l�ty, what proof do you have that 
Pett�grew actually did possess the cadenza? Only he and th�s stu-
dent cla�m to have seen the manuscr�pt. Couldn’t the d�scovery be 
a hoax, and the burglary a fabr�cat�on to h�de the fact?”
 Dinch shook his head impatiently. “In view of the press con-
ference and hosp�tal treatment? No, I th�nk Pett�grew’s be�ng �n-
jured �nd�cates that he had the cadenza, and that the break-�n re-
ally d�d occur. Ray sa�d he was bru�sed, h�s head bandaged.”
 “All r�ght,” sa�d Fel�x, look�ng up from h�s yellow note pad, “as-
sum�ng that Pett�grew’s tell�ng the truth, do e�ther you or he have 
any �dea who m�ght have stolen the cadenza, or why?” On a page 
separate from h�s notes he’d sketched a l�keness of Rosamond’s 
face, accentuat�ng the eyes.
 Dinch sighed resignedly and phrased his answer as though ex-
pla�n�ng a s�mple math problem to a slow th�rd grader. “Pett�grew 
doesn’t. He’s completely baffled. But since nothing but the manu-
scr�pt seems to have been stolen, �t’s obv�ous the bastards knew 
exactly what they were after, and where to find it. Now, who would 
have that knowledge and be w�ll�ng to stoop to burglary and as-
sault to get �t? Obv�ously someone who d�dn’t want us to publ�sh 
the cadenza; who knew, after read�ng the news accounts, that they 
had to act qu�ckly before Pett�grew turned �t over to us.”
 “Okay, who?” sa�d Fel�x.
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 “Who? Why, one of our compet�tors, of course! Most l�kely, 
Humboldt-Hartmann Gesellschaft of Hamburg, for years our ch�ef 
r�val �n obta�n�ng exclus�ve r�ghts to the works of twent�eth-cen-
tury composers. They’ve got agents everywhere. If not Humboldt-
Hartmann, then, I suppose, either L’Enfant Devereux of Paris, 
B. F. Cleavenger & Sons of Los Angeles, or Cameron Stewart of 
Ed�nburgh. And there are others.”
 “But now that the fact of the theft �s publ�c knowledge,” Trntl 
sa�d, “wouldn’t �t be extremely awkward for any of them to publ�sh 
the cadenza?”
 Dinch gave a loud snort. “Immediately, perhaps. But in sev-
eral years they could publ�sh �t, cla�m�ng they’d obta�ned �t from a 
th�rd party.”
 “Is �t poss�ble,” sa�d Fel�x, “that �t �sn’t one of your compet�tors 
at all—but someone who wants to hold the cadenza for ransom?”
 “I’ve thought of that,” said Dinch. “But a whole day has gone 
by, and no one has contacted us.”
 “Well, then,” sa�d Fel�x, “the th�ef may be plann�ng to hold an 
auct�on and sell �t to the h�ghest b�dder.”
 At this, Dinch staggered where he stood. Latimer said, “Silas, 
don’t worry about the money. If we have to buy �t back, we’ll pay 
whatever �t takes.”
 The door to the hallway opened, and a tall m�ddle-aged wom-
an came �nto the room. “Sorry I’m late. We were delayed by the 
track hav�ng to be cleared th�s s�de of Br�dgeport.”
 “Well, at least you made �t,” Anton sm�led. “You know Mr. 
Dinch, I think—and Peter and Rosamond. This is Morgan Latimer, 
who actually heard Father play the cadenza �n Cleveland. And N. 
F. Trntl, and Fel�x McKay, pr�vate �nvest�gators.” And to them he 
sa�d, “My s�ster Clara—” (for Schumann, no doubt, thought Trntl) 
“—down from Boston, where she’s organ�z�ng a mus�c fest�val.”
 “Celebrat�ng Arthur Foote,” sa�d Clara. “Anton called me at 
noon to tell me about th�s meet�ng, and I barely had t�me to catch 
the tra�n.” She went to the s�deboard; and wh�le she poured and 
s�pped a glass of sherry, Anton gave her a summary of the d�scus-
s�on so far. Trntl stud�ed her w�th �nterest, for she’d adm�red her 
flute-playing for many years, had heard her in live performance 
four seasons ago �n Ph�ladelph�a, and had purchased all three of 
her record�ngs.
 In her late fort�es, Clara Farr�ngford had qu�ck observant eyes 
beh�nd gold-r�mmed glasses, and her mother’s th�n l�ps and prom-
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�nent cheekbones. Her chestnut ha�r was darker than Anton’s, and 
her face cons�derably leaner. An easy stra�ght-backed posture gave 
her an a�r of relaxed tranqu�l�ty. Trntl could �mag�ne her stand�ng 
firm in the blast of a hurricane, fluting a Handel gigue without 
m�ss�ng a note.
 Though Dinch seemed impatient to continue, Trntl wasn’t to 
be hurried. “Going back a bit,” she said, “—since Lunner & Dinch 
has already publ�shed the F�fth Concerto, couldn’t you sue for �n-
fr�ngement of copyr�ght �f one of your compet�tors did try to pub-
l�sh the cadenza at some future t�me?”
 Dinch shook his head. “Our legal staff says it’s not clear that 
anyone holds the rights to the cadenza. Not Lunner & Dinch, not 
even the Farr�ngford fam�ly. After �ts hav�ng been lost for th�rty-
four years, legally �t doesn’t matter whether �t was Charles’s w�sh 
and �ntent�on that we should publ�sh the cadenza along w�th the 
concerto. Our contract w�th Charles �n �946 only st�pulated the 
Fifth Concerto. There was no specific mention of the cadenza as a 
separate p�ece of mus�c. I suppose a case could be made that �t’s 
techn�cally a part of Charles’s estate—but even that �sn’t clear. We 
don’t know why �t was m�ss�ng, or what d�spos�t�on Charles m�ght 
have pr�vately made of �t before he d�ed. Had he canceled �t from 
the score? Destroyed it? Not likely, but possible. We don’t even 
have proof that �t was w�th h�m on the tra�n. Had he g�ven the 
manuscr�pt to someone? Who’s to say?”
 “Didn’t Farringford own the copyright on the concerto?” Felix 
asked.
 “No. In the contract, as always, we purchased �t from h�m out-
r�ght. It’s ours. S�nce �934 we’d always owned the copyr�ghts on 
h�s works.”
 “I’d have thought your copyr�ght on the concerto would have 
covered the cadenza, too,” sa�d Trntl.
 Dinch was becoming testy. “No, apparently it doesn’t. The 
year after Charles d�ed, we publ�shed the ent�re concerto, copy-
r�ghted per contract, leav�ng a blank spot �n the score where the 
cadenza should have come. But s�nce Charles’s cadenza was not 
part of that publ�cat�on, its copyr�ght never has been cla�med or 
reg�stered. When we renewed the concerto’s copyr�ght �n �976, 
we assumed the cadenza was gone forever. Our legal staff feels 
that the cadenza has the status of a separate p�ece of mus�c, �nde-
pendent of the concerto; that whoever publ�shes �t w�ll have sole 
r�ghts to �t under the new copyr�ght law.
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 “As for ownersh�p of the manuscr�pt, �f, after th�rty-four years, 
�t turns up �n a junkshop, �t’s unattached and abandoned property: 
finders keepers. I suppose we could sue if someone published it, 
but there’s no guarantee that we’d w�n.” The wh�skey was beg�n-
n�ng to slur h�s speech, and h�s face had become suffused w�th a 
ruddy flush. He took a step backwards, tilted his head to one side 
and gave the �mpress�on, wh�le star�ng at her, of try�ng to focus h�s 
eyes. “But all that �s really bes�de the po�nt, M�ss Trntl. The po�nt 
�s, that �f someone else br�ngs out the cadenza, the mus�c w�ll be 
available to the public, and Lunner & Dinch will be denied first 
publ�cat�on and copyr�ght.” 
 “Thanks for the clarification,” said Trntl. “Now: even if one 
of your compet�tors d�d steal the manuscr�pt from Professor 
Pett�grew—or comes �nto possess�on of �t �n some other way—
wouldn’t �t be s�lly to publ�sh the cadenza by �tself, detached from 
the rest of the concerto?”
 Dinch set down his empty glass and drew himself up to full 
he�ght, h�s mustache pooch�ng outward l�ke a bottle brush. “You 
st�ll don’t seem to understand the �mportance of the Farr�ngford 
Cadenza,” he sa�d, art�culat�ng h�s words very carefully. “Its pub-
l�cat�on w�ll be the mus�cal event of the century. All p�an�sts w�ll 
want a copy. There w�ll be guaranteed sales to generat�ons of p�-
ano students. All the major concert art�sts w�ll want to record the 
concerto exh�b�t�ng their play�ng of Farr�ngford’s cadenza.” He 
ran a hand through h�s ha�r d�stractedly. “Oh God, �t’s awful to 
conce�ve! They’d buy the concerto from us, and the cadenza from 
Humboldt-Hartmann!”
 “Or whoever,” sa�d Fel�x, jott�ng on h�s pad. “And �f you had 
possess�on of the cadenza—?”
 “We’d br�ng out a new ed�t�on of the complete concerto, and 
reg�ster �t under the current copyr�ght law.”
 “G�v�ng you exclus�ve r�ghts and guaranteed sales to concert 
art�sts and generat�ons of p�ano students.”
 Dinch smiled at him for having finally understood.
 Mrs. Farringford said crisply: “I think you will find, Silas, 
that under the new copyright law, any rights not specifically relin-
qu�shed to another party are owned by the creator of the work—
or his heirs until fifty years after his death. That will take us to 
�997. S�xteen more years, S�las. When the cadenza �s recovered, 
the fam�ly’s attorneys w�ll see to �t that all r�ghts are reta�ned by 
the Charles Ph�l�p Farr�ngford Estate—not to be sold or barga�ned 
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away. We w�ll own the r�ghts, and we w�ll determ�ne how the ca-
denza w�ll be used.” She leaned forward and stubbed her c�garette 
�nto an onyx ashtray. “It is �mportant that the cadenza be pub-
l�shed w�th the rest of the concerto �n a new ed�t�on,” she cont�n-
ued br�skly. “But to ach�eve th�s w�ll requ�re a new contract, S�las, 
and the negot�at�on of a new royalty schedule. It’s conce�vable that 
the cadenza m�ght be l�censed, or leased, for use �n a pr�nt-run 
of so-many cop�es, the l�cense subsequently to be re-negot�ated 
or ass�gned elsewhere. Charles was never a good bus�nessman. 
When he d�ed, he wasn’t even �nsured! and w�th a th�rteen-year-
old daughter, and a son not yet through college.”
 Yep, thought Trntl, a woman used to hav�ng her way. More 
than a shot fired across his bow, this was a broadside that left Dinch 
heeled to starboard, awash and founder�ng. Struggl�ng m�ght�ly 
to suppress a gr�n, Fel�x caught the laugh�ng eyes of Rosamond 
Foxe upon h�m; the�r gaze met, locked, and both of them sm�led 
together.
 Dinch was maneuvering to regain control of the situation. He 
turned to Trntl and said “We’ll pay your firm handsomely when 
you del�ver the cadenza to us.”
 “The firm’s standard rate is two hundred dollars a day plus 
expenses,” sa�d Trntl.
 “That seems rather steep,” said Dinch.
 “We’re very good,” sa�d Trntl. “There are four people, rent’s 
h�gh, and we have to make a l�v�ng.”
 “At that da�ly rate, I’d th�nk �t would be to your advantage to 
take as long as poss�ble.”
 “On the contrary, Mr. Dinch. It’s to our advantage to resolve 
our cases as quickly and efficiently as we can.” She stood up, and 
Fel�x followed su�t. “I th�nk we’ve taken enough of each other’s 
t�me. Best of luck w�th your problem. Good n�ght.”
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Chapter  2
 “Oh no, please!” Clara Farr�ngford blocked the�r path to the 
door. “We desperately need your help. We’ll gladly pay whatever 
�t takes.”
 Lat�mer wheezed from the mantel: “For God’s sake, S�las. Two 
hundred a day plus expenses! I’ll pay �t myself.”
 Clara frowned. “You shouldn’t have to do that. It’s the fam�ly’s 
responsibility, and Mr. Dinch’s.”
 Lat�mer gave her a weary sm�le. “My dear, �f �t enables us to 
recover the cadenza, I’ll cons�der �t my legacy to the world.”
 “That’s very generous of you,” said Dinch. He knew that 
Lat�mer was worth at least three and a half m�ll�on. He also knew 
how l�ttle the Farr�ngford fam�ly had—and how l�ttle prospect of 
more.
 Mrs. Farr�ngford was th�nk�ng along the same l�nes. She 
turned to Lat�mer wh�le reach�ng for another c�garette. “Although 
Lunner & Dinch has been generous over the years, and Charles’s 
other works have enjoyed steady and cont�nuous sales, l�fe has not 
been easy. It’s very k�nd of you to take such an �nterest �n the mat-
ter. W�ll you have another brandy?”
 “No more brandy, thanks. ‘Take’ an �nterest, Mrs. Farr�ngford? 
I have an �nterest. I want to hear the cadenza aga�n before I d�e.”
 She nodded and held her c�garette shoulder-h�gh to be l�ght-
ed. “I trust that we’ll all get what we want,” she sa�d. “Thank you, 
Peter. Clara, I wonder �f you’d pour me a dr�nk, too. Scotch on the 
rocks.”
 “It’s ten till seven,” Dinch said to Trntl. “Will you accept the as-
s�gnment? If so, you’ll have to catch a tra�n to Balt�more ton�ght.”
 Trntl and Fel�x exchanged a glance, and Trntl sa�d, “We ac-
cept. We’ll keep you posted on developments and w�ll g�ve you a 
str�ct account�ng of expenses. But on your end, you’ll have to let 
us pursue the �nvest�gat�on �n our own way and �n accord w�th 
our best judgment. Is that agreed?” A unified murmur of assent. 
“Now, to work efficiently, we need as many facts as we can get. 
I’d like more information about the cadenza’s first disappearance 
th�rty-four years ago.”
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 W�th a startled r�vet�ng of gaze and puzzled frown, Anton 
Farr�ngford sa�d, “What bear�ng could that poss�bly have on the 
present matter?”
 Trntl sa�d, “It’s surpr�s�ng what can somet�mes be learned 
from events that have no apparent connect�on.”
 “I don’t see how anything can be gained from it,” Dinch said 
�rr�tably. “But �t’s s�mply told. It was Charles’s custom to test out 
h�s major compos�t�ons w�th orchestras and aud�ences pr�or to 
official publication. For his St. Louis, Chicago, and Cleveland per-
formances of the F�fth Concerto, the orchestral parts and all of the 
p�ano score except the cadenza were ava�lable �n galley proof. The 
cadenza ex�sted only �n h�s s�ngle manuscr�pt copy, for he was st�ll 
making final revisions. After the last concert, when he boarded 
h�s tra�n, he had the cadenza w�th h�m—or at least we th�nk he 
d�d. When the tra�n reached New York, he was found dead �n h�s 
sleep�ng compartment, dressed �n h�s pajamas. The clothes he’d 
worn for the concert were st�ll �n the compartment, but h�s all�-
gator su�tcase was gone, and there was no trace of the cadenza 
manuscr�pt. We assume �t van�shed w�th the su�tcase.”
 “Was there any s�gn of foul play?” asked Trntl. “Or ev�dence 
that anyone had been �n the compartment w�th h�m?”
 Dinch paused, his mouth half-open, for a full ten seconds; 
then, obv�ously uncomfortable, he sa�d “The �nquest establ�shed 
that he d�ed of natural causes. There was no s�gn of foul play. 
There were a lot of c�garette butts �n the ashtray—and Charles 
d�dn’t smoke. Also, two one-way t�ckets to New York were found 
�n the compartment.”
 “Charles was murdered,” Mrs. Farr�ngford sa�d qu�etly. “I’m 
conv�nced of �t. Murdered and robbed.”
 “Now, Mother,” Clara sa�d softly, “you know the autopsy 
showed that Father d�ed of a coronary thrombos�s.”
 Mrs. Farringford’s eyes, fixed on the fire, were as blank as 
na�lheads. “I’ve never for one m�nute bel�eved �t was a natural 
death. Someone was �n that compartment w�th h�m, and that per-
son k�lled h�m and took the su�tcase.”
 “Do you think the person who took the suitcase was intend-
�ng to steal the cadenza?” Trntl asked. “Or do you th�nk �t was a 
rout�ne theft that carr�ed off the cadenza by acc�dent?” Good gr�ef! 
she thought. When �s a theft ‘rout�ne’?
 Mrs. Farr�ngford closed her eyes. “How would I know what 
the k�ller �ntended? Probably the latter. What value would the 
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cadenza have to anybody? If someone d�d want �t for �tself, why 
would �t turn up �n a junkshop after all these years?”
 Dinch cleared his throat loudly, wanting to get on with it. “The 
tra�n was thoroughly searched, of course, and my father and Mr. 
Lunner offered a reward—no quest�ons asked—for the return of 
the manuscr�pt. No one came forward. There was never any expla-
nat�on for there be�ng two t�ckets �n the compartment.
 “Charles’s death shocked the mus�cal world. Many prom�nent 
composers and mus�c�ans came to h�s large publ�c funeral here �n 
New York. And the mayor, and several ambassadors from fore�gn 
countr�es. Even a representat�ve of the Pres�dent of the Un�ted 
States.”
 “Toscan�n� was there,” Anton sa�d, “and Myra Hess. I was 
twenty and remember �t l�ke yesterday. The Manhattan Chamber 
Orchestra performed Father’s Elegy for Strings, and Susanna 
Jacob� played the adag�o from h�s N�nth P�ano Sonata.”
 “For several months,” Dinch continued, “the Cleveland and 
New York pol�ce, the ra�lway company, and var�ous pr�vate de-
tect�ves conducted �ntens�ve searches and �nvest�gat�ons—but no 
trace was ever found of su�tcase or cadenza. After the concerto was 
publ�shed �n �948, performers had to �mprov�se when they came 
to the blank spot �n the fourth movement. Some, l�ke Abbott here, 
composed the�r own subst�tute cadenzas—and Abbott’s became so 
popular we publ�shed �t �n �968 for use by other performers.”
 Abbott ducked h�s head demurely. “K�nd of you to ment�on 
it. Of course I’m glad that others find it useful. But I’m not a com-
poser, and my cadenza was never �ntended to serve as more than 
a stopgap unt�l Farr�ngford’s came to l�ght.”
 “Did Mr. Farringford normally have anyone accompany him 
on concert tours?” Trntl asked.
 From Mrs. Farr�ngford: “No! Charles always traveled alone. 
He �ns�sted on �t.” She sw�rled her Scotch angr�ly. “That’s why 
there’s someth�ng so very pecul�ar about th�s tr�p—why I’m con-
v�nced he was murdered.” She took a deep drag on her c�garette. 
“You must real�ze, M�ss Trntl, that you’re st�rr�ng up very pa�nful 
memor�es.”
 “Yes, �s �t really necessary to pursue th�s?” Abbott asked. 
“Isn’t the �mportant th�ng to plan how to get the cadenza back?” 
He placed h�s hand on Mrs. Farr�ngford’s shoulder �n a reassur�ng 
gesture of comfort, wh�ch she acknowledged by reach�ng up and 
gently patt�ng h�s hand.
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 “I’m sorry,” sa�d Trntl. “I d�dn’t mean to reopen old wounds.” 
To Dinch: “Thank you for giving me the details.” 
 He sa�d, “Your tra�n leaves �n forty m�nutes. You should 
reach Balt�more around twelve-th�rty. We’ve reserved a room at 
the Cavendish Hotel in the name of Lunner & Dinch. Professor 
Pettigrew is expecting to meet with you at his home the first thing 
�n the morn�ng—n�ne sharp.” He l�fted a th�ck leather br�efcase 
from the coffee table and handed �t to her. “Th�s conta�ns a var�ety 
of documents. Dossiers on Humboldt-Hartmann Gesellschaft and 
our other compet�tors. Photocop�es of or�g�nal mus�c manuscr�pts 
�n Charles Farr�ngford’s autograph so that you can recogn�ze the 
cadenza and ver�fy �ts authent�c�ty. Addresses and telephone num-
bers to call day or n�ght when you d�scover someth�ng or need �n-
format�on from us. Letters of �ntroduct�on wr�tten by me. And a 
cash�er’s check to cover �n�t�al expenses.”
 Trntl asked, “What procedure do we follow if we find the man-
uscr�pt or learn who has �t?”
 “If you find it, get it to our offices at once. Or, if that’s not pos-
s�ble for some reason, send �t here to the Farr�ngford fam�ly. If you 
d�scover where �t �s but can’t obta�n �t, call me and we’ll go from 
there.” 
 She tucked the br�efcase under her arm, acknowledged the 
group’s murmured well-w�shes, and, w�th Fel�x follow�ng, started 
for the door. Anton Farr�ngford hurr�ed after them: “Here, let me 
see you out.” He followed them �nto the hall and carefully latched 
the parlor door beh�nd h�m. Hand�ng them the�r coats, he wh�s-
pered, “I’d l�ke a word w�th you. Out on the steps.”
 In the cold? thought Fel�x. He caught Trntl’s eye; she shrugged; 
he s�ghed res�gnedly.
 The street was empty of pass�ng cars when they gathered on 
the stoop. The w�nd was no less cutt�ng than before, but seemed 
colder by far after the over-heated house. Once the front door was 
closed beh�nd them, Anton began speak�ng rap�dly: “Your br�ng�ng 
up the c�rcumstances of Father’s death was most awkward. But of 
course you couldn’t have known. Mother finds the subject bitterly 
pa�nful, even after all these years, and we all respect her feel�ngs 
by never speak�ng of �t. Nevertheless, I th�nk you have a r�ght to 
know the details; I’ve read enough detective fiction to know that 
sometimes the past does throw light on present difficulties.” His 
speech became ever more rap�d as he talked. (E�ther he’s afra�d 
of being interrupted, Trntl thought, or else he’s finding it colder 



�8

on the steps than he’d ant�c�pated.) “As you saw, my mother �s 
conv�nced that Father was murdered. Th�s �s someth�ng she’s led 
herself to bel�eve over the years even though there’s not one shred 
of ev�dence to support the not�on. The autopsy showed that Father 
d�ed of a heart attack. But she cl�ngs to the bel�ef because �t sur-
rounds h�s death w�th an �ntr�gu�ng ve�l of mystery, leav�ng open a 
var�ety of poss�b�l�t�es—a necess�ty, for �t enables her to �gnore the 
harsh mundane fact that when Father d�ed, he was enterta�n�ng 
a woman �n that compartment. She’s conven�ently forgotten that 
when they found h�m, h�s pajama pants had been put on back-
wards.” Not�ng the�r qu�zz�cal stares, he added hast�ly: “Well, have 
you ever tr�ed to dress a corpse?” They hadn’t, but they grasped 
the difficulty. “And those cigarette butts in the ashtray all showed 
traces of l�pst�ck. Th�s was common knowledge at the t�me. Mother 
s�mply chose not to acknowledge the obv�ous �mpl�cat�ons. And I 
understand her refusal to adm�t that Father was play�ng around. 
How could she eas�ly face the fact that he found her unappeal-
�ng? How else accept all those concert tours he took w�thout her? 
Wh�le she deeply reveres h�s memory, she is angry that he d�dn’t 
leave her well prov�ded for—no l�fe �nsurance, no �nvestments, no 
w�ll. H�s bus�ness affa�rs were a shambles—m�ss�ng records, un-
pa�d b�lls, a del�nquent �ncome tax return. That’s the ma�n reason 
she wanted me to go �nto bank�ng. And I must say that the fam-
ily finances have been on a better footing these last twenty-five 
years.”
 Largely to stop the flow of words, Trntl said, “And, in the dis-
appearance of the su�tcase, she’s seen robbery as a mot�ve for the 
murder.”
 “That’s r�ght. Now, the d�sappearance of the su�tcase does 
present a problem. But I have a theory about what happened.”
 “Do tell us,” said Felix, stamping his feet to revive his numb-
�ng toes.
 “I do have to catch a tra�n—” sa�d Trntl.
 “It’ll only take a moment.” Anton lowered h�s vo�ce 
confidentially. “Just between us, my father had quite an eye for 
the lad�es. Though the publ�c never knew �t—for he was very care-
ful—he was, well, let’s face �t: an av�d woman�zer. I recall one 
t�me, when I was n�neteen—the year before he d�ed—I acc�den-
tally �nterrupted h�m w�th one of h�s p�ano students �n the back 
parlor where he gave lessons. A beaut�ful g�rl, about twenty, w�th 
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honey gold ha�r and lusc�ous great—well, one th�ng I can say for 
h�m: Father had excellent taste. They were on the couch. When he 
looked up and saw me �n the doorway, he blushed m�ght�ly and 
sa�d—w�thout break�ng h�s rhythm, m�nd you—‘Not one word to 
your mother, do you hear?’ And of course I never betrayed h�s 
confidence. Mother never did learn about his women—and Clara 
d�dn’t, e�ther.”
 “And your theory about the d�sappearance of the su�tcase?” 
Fel�x prompted h�m.
 “Oh, �t’s very s�mple. After the Cleveland concert, Father 
p�cked up some woman to share h�s tr�p to New York. A—well, you 
know—a pa�d profess�onal. And unfortunately he d�ed dur�ng the 
n�ght. She pan�cked; and not want�ng to be w�th the body when �t 
arr�ved at Penn Stat�on, she s�mply grabbed h�s su�tcase for what-
ever �t m�ght conta�n that she could sell, and got off at the next 
stop.”
 “Just a simple theft, then,” said Felix. “No specific desire to 
steal the cadenza. No fore�gn plot to get at m�l�tary secrets your 
father had encoded �n the score.”
 Anton laughed. “Oh no, no. Father wasn’t at all pol�t�cal. No, 
I expect the woman d�dn’t even know that the cadenza was �n the 
su�tcase, or what �t was when she found �t. For her, �t was just a 
bus�ness transact�on that went sour.”
 “But both t�ckets found �n the compartment were one-way to 
New York,” sa�d Trntl. “Why would a—a pa�d profess�onal l�v�ng �n 
Cleveland want a one-way t�cket to New York? Wouldn’t a round-
tr�p t�cket make more sense?”
 “I’ve wondered about that, too,” sa�d Anton. “I assume Father 
was s�mply g�v�ng a l�ft to a work�ng woman who wanted to go to 
New York.”
 “It’s a plaus�ble theory, Mr. Farr�ngford,” sa�d Fel�x. “Thanks 
for shar�ng �t w�th us. We won’t breathe �t to a soul.”
 Beh�nd Anton, the door popped open, and Peter Sh�pley 
Abbott stepped out �n a fur overcoat and match�ng hat. See�ng 
them huddled on the stoop, h�s eyes w�dened �n surpr�se. “Oh, 
here you are, Anton. I hope I’m not �nterrupt�ng anyth�ng.” He 
stood sm�l�ng, framed by the doorway, carefully pull�ng on h�s fur-
l�ned leather gloves.
 “Oh no, no. Certa�nly not, Peter. Noth�ng to �nterrupt. Just 
say�ng goodbye, w�sh�ng them luck.”
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 “I’ve never met Professor Pett�grew,” sa�d Abbott. “But I’m ac-
qua�nted w�th some of h�s scholarsh�p. A med�ocre mus�colog�st, 
I’m afra�d. He’s wr�tten one or two art�cles on the early quartets of 
Beethoven, and a very shallow book on Chopin’s influence on later 
composers. I th�nk he’s also wr�tten on the Gossbeck-L�nenweber 
Feud. Definitely a lightweight. And, if I’m not mistaken, he’s an-
nounced that he’s work�ng on a systemat�c study of the p�ano 
works of Brahms.” Abbott appeared to be ready to say a great deal 
more—in fact, to go on indefinitely.
 “Well, I’m off to meet h�m,” sa�d Trntl, edg�ng down the steps. 
Abbott followed her.
 “If I can be of any help to you,” he sa�d, “any at all, �n any way, 
please let me know. Here’s my card, w�th my unl�sted home tele-
phone number.”
 Trntl and Fel�x reached the s�dewalk. Abbott turned to Anton 
Farr�ngford. “Thanks for �nv�t�ng me to th�s meet�ng. Keep me 
posted on developments—and if Dinch thinks I can be of use, 
let me know. Now I must leave; I have a record�ng sess�on �n the 
morn�ng.”
 “We apprec�ate your concern,” Anton repl�ed, mov�ng back-
ward �nto the l�ghted hallway. “You’re such a comfort to Mother.”
 Abbott wa�ted unt�l the door closed, then hurr�ed down the 
steps and caught up w�th Fel�x and Trntl, who were halfway 
to the�r car. “I’m actually go�ng �n the other d�rect�on,” he sa�d 
breathlessly. “But I d�d want to say one th�ng before you got away. 
I wasn’t free to say �t dur�ng the meet�ng because—well, �t’s a sen-
s�t�ve �ssue. Regard�ng who may have stolen the cadenza from 
Professor Pett�grew, I’m obl�gated to say that I don’t agree w�th 
Silas Dinch that it was one of his competitors in the publishing 
business. He’s firmly convinced of it, I’m afraid. But honestly I 
can’t see Humboldt-Hartmann or any of the others actually com-
mitting burglary to prevent Lunner & Dinch from obtaining it.” 
 “Do you have other ideas?” asked Trntl. She found Abbott 
altogether �rr�tat�ng: h�s archness, self-centeredness, and pre-
c�ous manner�sms; h�s scrupulous ta�lor�ng and sunlamp tan; h�s 
haughty New England prep school �ntonat�on wh�ch, as a man of 
forty, he should have long ago outgrown. Even h�s nasty fur-l�ned 
gloves.
 “Two poss�b�l�t�es come to m�nd,” sa�d Abbott. “F�rst, that 
some concert p�an�st arranged to have �t stolen so that he can be the 



3�

first to perform or record the Fifth Concerto with the Farringford 
Cadenza �n place—steal a march on everybody else, make a b�g 
splash, w�th guaranteed record sales and all the rest.”
 “I’m not sure I find that very plausible,” said Trntl. “The bur-
glary’s be�ng publ�c�zed would make possess�on of the cadenza 
just as awkward for a performer as �t would for a publ�sher. Any 
profess�onal p�an�st who would come up w�th such a scheme and 
not foresee the consequences would have to be e�ther demented or 
stupid. Don’t you agree? If your theory’s correct, and the thieving 
p�an�st �s sane, I’d expect h�m to make a photocopy of the score to 
practice with, then return the original to Lunner & Dinch for pub-
l�cat�on. He could st�ll make h�s splash by hav�ng a performance 
or a record�ng sess�on w�th�n a week of the cadenza’s be�ng pub-
l�shed. Now, should th�s be the case, I’d expect the cadenza to turn 
up shortly, and our services won’t be needed. Do you have any 
cand�dates �n m�nd who would be so desperate or mad as to steal 
the cadenza from Pett�grew?”
 “Well, no,” sa�d Abbott, “not off the top of my head. Almost 
any pianist would want to be the first to perform the Farringford 
Cadenza. I know that Rosamond Foxe was count�ng on be�ng the 
first to record it; Dinch had promised her a copy of the score prior 
to publ�cat�on to make th�s poss�ble. Such a coup would certa�nly 
boost her career. I, on the other hand, have been g�ven the pr�v�-
lege of being the first to present it in live performance. It’s the 
fam�ly’s w�sh, and of course I’m grateful for the�r fa�th that I can 
do �t just�ce.”
 “You sa�d you had two theor�es,” Fel�x sa�d �mpat�ently. They 
had been gradually mov�ng down the block and were now stand-
�ng bes�de the car.
 “Well—as you suggested—maybe there wasn’t a burglary at 
all. But not because the cadenza wasn’t actually found. Maybe the 
Simms girl did find it, and Professor Pettigrew still has it.”
 “Why, then, would he announce �t stolen?” asked Trntl, open-
�ng the passenger door.
 “After announc�ng at the press conference that he was g�v�ng 
it to Lunner & Dinch, he may have changed his mind, and decided 
to keep �t for h�mself—”
 “Or to sell �t to the h�ghest b�dder,” sa�d Fel�x.
 Abbott pondered th�s for a moment w�th a rather blank ex-
press�on. “At any rate,” he resumed, “�t’s poss�ble he fabr�cated the 
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burglary as an excuse for not g�v�ng the cadenza up. You’re r�ght; 
there’s no proof that �t was actually stolen.”
 “Nor any proof that �t was actually ever found,” Fel�x rem�nd-
ed h�m. “What �f Pett�grew real�zed—after the press conference—
that what he had wasn’t the Farr�ngford Cadenza at all? He’d have 
to find some way of avoiding the professional embarrassment of 
mak�ng a stup�d blunder. You’ve �mpl�ed that h�s reputat�on as a 
mus�colog�st �s fa�rly shaky.”
 “Now, that’s an �nterest�ng poss�b�l�ty,” sa�d Abbott.
 “We have to be go�ng,” Trntl sa�d, gett�ng �nto the car. “I have 
exactly twenty-e�ght m�nutes to catch the tra�n. Thanks for shar-
�ng your theor�es w�th us; I’ll keep them �n m�nd when talk�ng to 
Pett�grew.”
 “The best of luck!” Abbott sa�d to her as Fel�x got beh�nd the 
wheel. “And by the way, Toscan�n� d�dn’t come to Farr�ngford’s fu-
neral. Nor Myra Hess. Anton’s memory of �t has gotten muddled, 
and he l�kes to dramat�ze th�ngs. He has a pretty dull l�fe, juggl�ng 
figures year in, year out.” They left him standing on the curb.
 As they drove, Trntl sa�d, “I’ll g�ve you a call after I’ve talk-
ed to Pett�grew. If I have to stay �n Balt�more beyond tomorrow 
n�ght, I’ll want Carol to pack a bag for me and z�p �t down on the 
Metrol�ner. I’ll make a l�st of the th�ngs I’ll need.”
 Luckily, traffic was fairly thin, and Felix made excellent time. 
He said, “I’ve had my fill of theories. Those folks do like to talk! 
Chatter, chatter. L�ke a bunch of squ�rrels.”
 Trntl nodded. “A strange gather�ng of people. But you have to 
adm�t that Rosamond Foxe makes a good �mpress�on.” 
 Fel�x glanced at her sharply. She was sm�l�ng at h�m. “Oh, 
come on, Trntl. Was �t that obv�ous?”
 “For those who have eyes to see,” sa�d Trntl, “�t takes only half 
an eye.”
 “Now you’ve got me embarrassed,” he groaned. “I thought I 
wasn’t be�ng obv�ous at all.”
 “There are some th�ngs not easy for a man to h�de,” sa�d Trntl. 
“Anyway, she was flattered and amused. And, I suspect, more than 
m�ldly �nterested �n you. I saw the glance the two of you exchanged. 
If you want to follow �t up, you should send her the sketch you 
made. It’s qu�te good.”
 They lapsed �nto s�lence as they approached the stat�on. Then 
Trntl suddenly sa�d, “I agree w�th you: far too many theor�es. We 
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need facts, and there are prec�ous few so far. WATCH OUT FOR 
THAT CAB! I had a couple of questions I wanted to ask Dinch, but 
th�ngs were gett�ng so tense I felt �t wasn’t adv�sable.” She s�ghed. 
“You know, hear�ng all these speculat�ons about who m�ght have 
stolen the cadenza—�f there is a cadenza, and �f �t was stolen—and 
what the�r mot�ves m�ght or m�ght not have been has turned my 
bra�n to mush.”
 “Yeah,” sa�d Fel�x. “I’ve stopped speculat�ng. I want a hot 
toddy and a good n�ght’s sleep. Here we are, w�th s�x m�nutes to 
spare.”
 They pulled up to the curb, and Trntl opened her door. “I can 
th�nk of one other reason why somebody m�ght steal the caden-
za.”
 “What’s that?” 
 “Why, to get �t back!” She hopped out of the car and started off 
at a run. 
 Fel�x was glad he wasn’t go�ng to Balt�more. The n�ght was 
st�ll young. He headed south toward SoHo.

 Normally, Lat�mer l�ked the sauna. It was a place of anonym-
�ty and refuge where, defenses down, he could s�t relaxed, un-
h�nge h�s m�nd, and sw�ng out �nto sweet obl�v�on, allow�ng the 
burden of h�s Wall Street worr�es to slough off and d�ss�pate �nto 
the sooth�ng steam. Ton�ght, however, hav�ng just come from the 
meeting with Dinch, the Farringfords, and their detectives, whip-
lashed �nto profound despondency by the emot�onal shocks of the 
last two days, he found the steam-room threaten�ng. Stand�ng at 
the threshold, peer�ng �nto the d�m clouds of m�st, he felt sudden-
ly queasy, as though the doorway were the hatch of an a�rplane, 
and that to step through �t would be to plunge �nto a sw�rl�ng gray 
thunderhead for a plummet�ng, s�ghtless drop. 
 If he hadn’t agreed to meet Zyzynsk� here at ten, he’d have 
turned back and hurr�ed stra�ght to h�s room, where the steward 
had del�vered h�m a bottle of cho�ce cognac.
 But V�ctor was expect�ng h�m. Caut�ously he entered the steam, 
creeping his rubber-soled sandals across the smooth tiled floor. 
W�thout h�s glasses, he could see only a general, b�llow�ng gray-
ness clotted now and then w�th darker shapes where, on benches 
l�n�ng the walls, men muttered qu�etly together �n clumps of two 
or three or, more often, huddled sol�tary and s�lent. St�ll, the room 
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was not crowded, and a moment’s grop�ng along one wall brought 
h�m to h�s usual place. He carefully spread h�s towel on the bench, 
lowered h�mself g�ngerly, and leaned back, hands cupped on bony 
knees. Once settled, he was glad of the mo�st heat. The meet�ng at 
the Farr�ngford house had exhausted h�m. Trntl and McKay had 
�mpressed h�m favorably; but he despa�red of the�r recover�ng the 
cadenza.
 He fervently hoped that a ransom demand would come: that 
could be dealt w�th, cleanly, �n unmarked b�lls. But �f the manu-
scr�pt should be destroyed! or should vanish forever into a selfish 
collector’s pr�vate vault! or be scattered! He’d been squ�rrel-cag-
�ng all day long—treadm�ll�ng round and round �n a d�ther of 
angu�sh: and always, when he reached th�s po�nt, �nvoluntary 
spasms locked h�s jaw on the left-hand s�de and caused h�s head 
to wobble. The long r�de home to Connect�cut had s�mply been 
unth�nkable; so, after arr�v�ng at the Club for h�s appo�ntment, 
he’d called h�s w�fe to say that he was stay�ng over—and, as always, 
Bertha understood.
 He’d been seated only five minutes when a huge shape emerged 
from the fog to loom before h�m l�ke the hull of a fre�ghter or a 
suddenly-surfaced kraken.
 “Well, how did the meeting go?” Zyzynski asked. “Has Dinch 
rece�ved a ransom demand yet?”
 “Ah!—V�ctor. No, so far he’s heard noth�ng. We spent most of 
the meeting trying to figure out who might’ve stolen the cadenza.” 
Lat�mer reached down to massage h�s ha�rless calves.
 Zyzynsk� plopped h�s mass�ve buttocks onto the bench bes�de 
h�m and leaned closer, r�vulets of sweat tr�ckl�ng over the folds 
of his chest and the great slick watermelon of his belly. “Did you 
come to any conclus�ons?”
 “No, just empty speculat�ons. Today has been a l�v�ng hell!—
�947 all over aga�n. Last n�ght, sheer ecstasy know�ng the caden-
za was found! That we’d get to hear �t aga�n! Th�rty-four years, 
V�ctor, s�nce we’d known even a tenth of last n�ght’s happ�ness. It 
was as though Bertha and I were n�neteen aga�n—on an all-n�ght 
jounc�ng hayr�de! We got to sleep at dawn.
 “Then, th�s morn�ng, the shock of the theft. I nearly fa�nted 
when Dinch told me. Vomited my breakfast. Couldn’t eat lunch. 
Felt s�ck all afternoon. Ton�ght I can’t even face go�ng home.” He 
began rubbing his flaccid thighs.
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 “Sorry I played a part �n ru�n�ng your day,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. 
“When I rang you this morning asking if you’d call Dinch to in-
qu�re when he ant�c�pated publ�sh�ng the cadenza, I had no �dea 
he’d have such bad news.”
 “He’d learned about �t just after n�ne,” sa�d Lat�mer. “I’m sor-
ry �t took me so long to call you back; I just couldn’t funct�on for 
an hour or so.”
 “Well, when you d�d call, you got me all cur�ous about ton�ght’s 
meet�ng. I’m certa�nly not accustomed to ten p.m. saunas, but I do 
want a report.”
 Latimer sighed wearily. “Dinch was there, and the entire 
Farr�ngford fam�ly. And—I was surpr�sed at th�s—Peter Sh�pley 
Abbott and Rosamond Foxe.”
 A metallic taste filled Zyzynski’s mouth. “Abbott and Foxe?” 
Behind his thigh, his hand clenched into a fist, and the nails dug 
�nto h�s palm.
 “They’re fr�ends of the fam�ly. I assume Mrs. Farr�ngford or 
the son �nv�ted them.”
 “Did they come together?” His breathing had tightened, but 
he managed to hold h�s vo�ce steady, and keep h�s tone casual.
 “No. Abbott got there first, Foxe about ten minutes later. Why 
do you ask?”
 “No reason �n part�cular. Idle cur�os�ty. Let’s go on. You say 
there’s been no ransom demand.”
 “Not yet. Dinch is sure that one of his competitors in publish-
�ng stole the cadenza. If that’s true, there won’t be a ransom de-
mand. But I th�nk he’s wrong. None of h�s compet�tors would r�sk 
the scandal of publ�sh�ng a stolen cadenza. I th�nk �t was stolen for 
money, and that there’ll be a ransom demand shortly. Or perhaps 
word that �t’ll be sold to the h�ghest b�dder. E�ther way, we’ve got 
to pay whatever’s requ�red.” He folded h�s arms and leaned back 
dejectedly aga�nst the wall. “We also dec�ded to h�re a pr�vate �n-
vest�gator to recover �t �f poss�ble.”
 Zyzynsk� gave a start of surpr�se. “A detect�ve?”
 “We felt we had to do something. Delay is dangerous. The 
Balt�more pol�ce are treat�ng the burglary as a common theft—
wh�ch �s not what we need.”
 “Who’s the detect�ve you’ve h�red?”
 “A woman—N. F. Trntl—”
 “Eh?” sa�d Zyzynsk�.
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 “Trntl. T-r-n-t-l. Her firm was highly recommended by one of 
Dinch’s friends.”
 “Located �n Balt�more?”
 “No, here in New York. Dinch says the firm’s been in operation 
for s�x years. I was �mpressed w�th Trntl. She seems very qu�ck. 
She left for Balt�more ton�ght and w�ll talk to that �d�ot Pett�grew 
tomorrow morn�ng.”
 “How much �s th�s Trntl charg�ng for her serv�ces?”
 “Two hundred a day plus expenses.”
 Zyzynsk� snorted. “And you th�nk you’ll get decent results for 
that? Penny-ante operator! And I’ll bet you’re foot�ng the ent�re 
b�ll, aren’t you, Morgan?”
 “Half of it. Lunner & Dinch is in for the other half. The 
Farr�ngfords aren’t very well off. The w�dow’s l�v�ng on royalt�es 
and what her son and daughter g�ve her. He’s an accountant of 
some sort at Swinfurth Lightfoot, and she’s a concert flutist—fairly 
well-known, though not a Rampal or Steegmuller.”
 “Clara Farr�ngford,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “I’ve heard her play.” He 
sat s�lent for a moment, then sa�d wryly, “I’m bett�ng th�s Trntl 
w�ll bleed you on expenses. Fancy restaurant meals. Champagne. 
How long’s she stay�ng �n Balt�more?”
 “As long as the �nvest�gat�on takes. Her job �s to recover the 
cadenza. If there’s a ransom demand, or �t turns up �n the hands 
of one of Dinch’s competitors, her job’s finished.”
 Zyzynsk� shook h�s head. “It sounds to me l�ke you’ve g�ven 
her a blank check. You surpr�se me, Morgan; I thought you were 
more sens�ble than that. I’ll bet she’ll be stay�ng �n one of the most 
expens�ve hotels.”
 “No, Lunner & Dinch put her up at the Cavendish.” Latimer’s 
tone had acqu�red a defens�ve edge. “In a moderately pr�ced s�ngle 
room. We’ll expect a r�gorous account�ng of her expenses, V�ctor, 
you may be sure.”
 Zyzynsk� stood up and wrapped a huge towel around h�s m�d-
dle. “I hope she earns her money and finds the cadenza. In short 
order. But �f she doesn’t, and a ransom demand comes through, 
let me know. I’d l�ke to contr�bute to a fund �f you’re forced to buy 
the cadenza back from the th�eves. But anonymously. I want no 
publ�c�ty.”
 Lat�mer squ�nted up at h�m, sm�l�ng h�s surpr�se. “Why, V�ctor, 
that’s fine of you. May I tell Dinch that you’ve offered to help?”
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 Zyzynsk� shook h�s head. “No, I want to rema�n anonymous.” 
 Lat�mer’s vo�ce was trembl�ng w�th emot�on. “And you’ve not 
heard the cadenza!”
 “But I know what �t means to you,” Zyzynsk� sa�d. “And �f we 
do recover �t, I’ll get to hear �t too. I’m very fond of Farr�ngford’s 
F�fth—I want to hear that cadenza �n the context where �t belongs. 
I’m prepared to do whatever �t takes to get the chance.”
 Latimer said, “Are you leaving already? Don’t you want a rub-
down and a dr�nk?”
 “Just a shower,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “I’ve got to do some paper-
work for the merger negot�at�ons. G�ve Bertha my regards.” And 
w�th that, he heaved off and d�sappeared �nto the fog.
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Chapter  3
March 2      (Monday)

 When she’d parked her rented car �n front of Professor 
Pett�grew’s house, Trntl sat for a moment observ�ng the scene 
of the cr�me. Set well back from the street �n a qu�et res�dent�al 
ne�ghborhood, the house was a modest red br�ck from the �9�0’s. 
Dark yew bushes flanked the porch; the windows were small-
paned casements trimmed in white. A flagstone walk curved up 
to the front door past a circular flower bed. White picket fences 
separated the yard from those on e�ther s�de. Not much cover to 
screen burglars from observant eyes �n the adjacent houses, Trntl 
dec�ded; she’d ask �f the ne�ghbors had seen anyth�ng unusual the 
n�ght of the break-�n.
 N�ne o’clock. She hurr�ed up the front walk and rang the bell.
 After a lengthy pause, the door was opened by a plump gray-
ha�red woman wear�ng a knee-length apron over a house dress. 
About fifty, she was square-shouldered, square-faced, and heavily 
jowled, her jaw line buried in a sheath of flesh folds like collars of 
melted candle wax. Her small t�ght mouth seemed ch�seled �nto 
place; her pale brown eyes were as uncomprom�s�ngly d�rect as 
tw�n dr�ll b�ts. She rem�nded Trntl of an �guana. Express�onless, 
she cont�nually w�ped her hands on a wh�te k�tchen towel wh�le 
Trntl �ntroduced herself and stated her bus�ness.
 “He’s expect�ng you.” She stepped back to let Trntl enter. “I’m 
Mrs. Pett�grew.” She took Trntl’s coat and �mpaled �t on a hook 
fastened to the wall. “He’s back there �n the study.” She led Trntl 
down the hall to a doorway oppos�te the sta�rs. “Theodore, the 
person from Lunner & Dinch is here.”
 He filled the doorway, loose-jointed and heavy-footed, with 
a protrud�ng potbelly, a large melon head, and a wad of matted 
sandy ha�r. H�s glasses sat askew on h�s face, the left ear p�ece 
m�ss�ng, the left lens crazed w�th a starburst fracture. A fresh red 
scab straddled the br�dge of h�s nose, and a gauze pad was taped 
h�gh on the left s�de of h�s forehead, just below the ha�rl�ne.
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 He shook Trntl’s hand and ushered her �nto a small�sh room 
l�ned w�th bookshelves on three s�des and well-l�ghted by case-
ment w�ndows on the fourth. One of the panes was covered w�th 
a piece of heavy cardboard. Trntl gave him Dinch’s letter of intro-
duct�on, and Pett�grew mot�oned her to a cha�r. Mrs. Pett�grew, 
w�th the towel draped over her shoulder, leaned aga�nst the wall 
just �ns�de the doorway and watched unbl�nk�ng.
 “Mr. Dinch says that I’m to answer whatever questions you 
have regarding the theft.” His right eye, greatly magnified by the 
lens, bulged l�ke a chameleon’s; h�s left was masked by the center 
of the starburst. “Needless to say, M�ss Trntl—�t is M�ss, I take �t? 
I see no wedd�ng band—I’m devastated that the cadenza was sto-
len wh�le �n my possess�on. I feel l�ke a sentry asleep at h�s post, a 
steward who’s betrayed h�s trust and let the p�gs �nto the garden. 
I’m doubly respons�ble because my press conference prec�p�tated 
the theft.” Deep from the diaphragm, his voice was self-conscious-
ly well-modulated, as though he knew he played h�s cello well, and 
took great pr�de �n h�s performance. A professor’s vo�ce, thought 
Trntl, used to the fifty-minute hour. Or an actor’s.
 She said, “My firm has been asked to recover the cadenza. 
What �nformat�on can you prov�de?”
 He encompassed the room w�th a sweep of h�s arm. “You see 
the mess the study’s �n. I’m just gett�ng th�ngs organ�zed. The bur-
glars tore the place apart. Books pulled from the shelves, papers 
scattered everywhere. Desk drawers strewn about. Pictures ripped 
down—”  
 “You must’ve had the cadenza well-h�dden,” sa�d Trntl.
 “No, that’s the odd part.” He eased h�mself down �nto a sw�vel 
cha�r beh�nd the desk. “It was ly�ng �n pla�n s�ght here on the desk, 
and the burglars got it the first time. No, the trashing of the room 
took place dur�ng the second break-�n.”
 Trntl jolted to attent�on. “There were two break-�ns?”
 “Well, three, actually. All on the same n�ght. It was dur�ng the 
second that I got h�t on the head.” He tenderly touched h�s ban-
dage with a pale finger. “Four stitches were required to close the 
gash. It was dur�ng the th�rd break-�n, wh�le we were at the hosp�-
tal, that the upsta�rs was searched.”
 “We knew of only one break-�n,” sa�d Trntl. At least that’s all 
she’d been told about. “Let’s start at the beg�nn�ng and get th�ngs 
�n sequence. Expla�n just how the cadenza was d�scovered, then 
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recount the events lead�ng up to and surround�ng the theft.” She 
pos�t�oned a note pad on her knee.
 Pett�grew selected a p�pe from a walnut rack and began slowly 
pack�ng �t w�th tobacco. “I presume you understand the �mpor-
tance of the Farr�ngford Cadenza. What �ts d�scovery means for 
the h�story of mus�c.”
 “I’m certa�nly beg�nn�ng to,” sa�d Trntl. She hoped he wasn’t 
settl�ng �n for a lecture.
 “For thirty-four years it was one of those baffling and wist-
ful losses that occur in all disciplines—and finding it became the 
dream of every mus�c h�stor�an, the k�nd of fantasy one has �n 
graduate school on the threshold of one’s career—and then aga�n, 
later, as one’s career gr�nds on, and the years creep by, and one 
finds that fame and achievement have not come to one in the mea-
sure that one had hoped.” He paused here for a long space to l�ght 
h�s p�pe. It took h�m three wooden matches to accompl�sh �t.
 “And here I must make a d�st�nct�on,” he cont�nued. “The 
Farr�ngford Cadenza wasn’t l�ke some of the van�shed mus�c we 
learn of only through l�sts of t�tles, notebook jott�ngs, or hearsay 
ment�on—�tems whose nature and qual�t�es aren’t really known. 
No, hundreds of people had actually heard Farr�ngford perform 
�t on three occas�ons. I wasn’t one of the lucky ones, and th�s �s a 
great sadness to me. But over the years I’ve met perhaps twenty 
of those people, and �nvar�ably the�r hav�ng heard �t comes up 
�n the course of conversat�on. And—astound�ngly—they all have 
comparable, even s�m�lar memor�es of the exper�ence! F�rst they 
get thoughtful and misty-eyed, then flushed with excitement. But 
language fa�ls them when they try to descr�be the mus�c. In �967, I 
met a woman who’d heard both the St. Lou�s and Ch�cago perfor-
mances: she’d followed Farr�ngford north just to hear �t a second 
t�me!”
 “Tw�ce blest,” sa�d Trntl. “But I’d l�ke to know how the ca-
denza came to be d�scovered after so many years.”
 Pett�grew nodded and rel�t h�s p�pe. “Four days ago, one of 
my students, M�ss Stephan�e S�mms, was brows�ng �n a second-
hand shop downtown—F�negold’s Flea-Market. She has a hab�t 
of frequent�ng such places—hunt�ng old phonograph records and 
sheet mus�c. Inc�dentally, she’s found some early Scott Jopl�n and 
some very �nterest�ng Ed�son cyl�nders—” He caught h�s w�fe’s eye 
over Trntl’s shoulder and d�d a qu�ck turn—“Well, she saw th�s 
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old p�ano bench—no p�ano w�th �t, you understand—but clearly 
the sort of bench that would’ve gone with a very fine instrument. 
She opened �t to see �f any sheet mus�c was �ns�de, found �t empty, 
and was about to close the l�d when she not�ced a spl�t �n the bot-
tom panel and what appeared to be mus�c manuscr�pt show�ng 
through the crack. She pr�ed the panel loose and found a lengthy 
piano score—twelve pages on thinnish flexible paper, yellow with 
age—wr�tten small w�th a careful pen. S�nce there were almost no 
cross-outs, she knew it had to be a clean, or near-final, copy. She 
couldn’t �dent�fy the score; but, th�nk�ng I’d be �nterested �n �t, 
bought �t for two dollars. I re�mbursed her, of course.”
 He leaned back �n h�s cha�r, eye suddenly al�ght, vo�ce trem-
bl�ng w�th emot�on. “When she showed �t to me early Fr�day after-
noon, I �mmed�ately guessed what �t was. I’d seen Farr�ngford’s 
penmansh�p on numerous occas�ons. Though the p�ece was not 
t�tled, �t was a work for solo p�ano obv�ously complete and whole. 
It had themat�c elements of the fourth movement of the F�fth 
Concerto, and—for the cl�ncher—at the bottom of the last page, a 
t�ny monogram s�gnature: ‘C.P.F.’!”
 Trntl sm�led, tak�ng notes, and sa�d “Go on.”
 “Well, you can �mag�ne how exc�ted we were. The dream come 
true! I �mmed�ately called a press conference to announce our d�s-
covery to the world. Here—” he reached �nto a drawer “—I have an 
extra cl�pp�ng from the Balt�more Sun so you can read what I sa�d. 
Keep �t for reference; I have more.” She took �t and glanced over �t 
wh�le he rel�t h�s p�pe.
 The art�cle was s�m�lar to what she’d seen �n the New York 
paper, w�th only a few add�t�onal deta�ls of local �nterest, and 
more about Pett�grew’s career and relat�onsh�p to the Hast�ngs 
Inst�tute. She folded the cl�pp�ng �nto her pad. Pett�grew seemed 
to be sl�pp�ng �nto a rever�e. “And then—?” she prompted.
 He shook out the match flame with a flourish and dropped the 
st�ck �nto the heaped ashtray. “On Saturday, as the news spread 
around the world, I rece�ved telegrams of congratulat�on from 
scholars everywhere—England, France, Rochester, Pr�nceton, 
Indones�a, Germany, Rome!  A great moment, M�ss Trntl! The 
k�nd of th�ng that happens just once �n a l�fet�me to a lucky few!” 
He blew a smoke r�ng, remember�ng. “But then—” H�s pause 
caused her to look up at h�m. H�s mouth had dropped open, lower 
l�p pendulous and slack, sal�va gl�sten�ng on h�s yellow teeth. H�s 
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eye had gone dead, as though someone had flipped a switch. “Then 
came the burglary, and everyth�ng turned to sh�t. And I have only 
myself to blame! Fool, fool, fool—” He began beat�ng the r�ght s�de 
of h�s forehead, rock�ng back and forth.
 Trntl pushed on. “In your press conference, you character�zed 
the cadenza as extremely valuable, a ‘priceless find’. I assume you 
feel �t was that statement that brought about the theft?”
 “Why else would someone steal �t?”
 “I don’t know,” sa�d Trntl. “Its assumed value �s the most ob-
v�ous mot�ve. St�ll, there may be others. Go on w�th your story. 
Did anything odd or suspicious occur on the day of the press con-
ference, or the day after, wh�ch m�ght have led one to th�nk the 
cadenza m�ght be �n jeopardy?” God, thought Trntl, I’m beg�nn�ng 
to talk l�ke he does.
 “No,” he answered after a moment’s thought. “As I sa�d, tele-
grams were arriving. And Mr. Dinch called, asserting his claim to 
the manuscr�pt. We reached an agreement, and I �nformed the 
press so that �t could be reported �n Saturday’s news. We arranged 
for Mr. Tuttle to �nspect the manuscr�pt early Sunday morn�ng. I 
told them I wanted t�me to make a prel�m�nary exam�nat�on of the 
score. It seemed only fitting that I should have the chance to write 
an art�cle about �t.”
 Trntl nodded. “And ne�ther you nor M�ss S�mms made photo-
cop�es of the manuscr�pt?”
 “No—and I’ve cursed myself ever s�nce. But don’t you see? I 
had the th�ng �tself—was work�ng w�th �t all day Saturday. It never 
dawned on me to photocopy �t.”
 “I would have made a copy,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew from the 
doorway.
 He barely glanced at her. “When Mr. Dinch called, he asked 
me the same quest�on. I sa�d no, and he ordered me not to make 
photocop�es on pa�n of a poss�ble lawsu�t. So of course I d�dn’t.”
 “Let’s get to the break-�ns,” sa�d Trntl.
 He gave a deep s�gh. “That even�ng—Saturday—my w�fe and 
I had to attend the performance of a h�gh-school play. Our son 
Robb�e had the role of Jack �n The Importance of Being Earnest. I 
left the cadenza on my desk �n pla�n s�ght. We had an early supper 
and left for the school about seven-th�rty. We got home around 
eleven—Robb�e had gone to a cast party and wouldn’t be home t�ll 
late—and I told Irma I wanted to work on the cadenza for awh�le 
before go�ng to bed. When I came �nto the study and turned on 
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the l�ght, I saw that the manuscr�pt was gone.” The horror of the 
moment repossessed h�m, and Trntl doodled pat�ently unt�l he re-
covered h�mself.
 “Desk top bare. Broken window, glass on the floor. And who-
ever it was had knocked down a hanging flower pot when he 
crawled �nto the room.”
 “Did you find anything missing besides the cadenza?” Trntl 
asked.
 “Only a few other mus�c manuscr�pts that had been on the 
desk: cop�es I was mak�ng �n �nk of certa�n of Brahms’s p�ano 
compos�t�ons. I’m at work on a book analyz�ng h�s br�dgework.” 
Her cocked eyebrow made h�m qu�ckly translate: “H�s trans�t�onal 
passages. I’ve always felt that insufficient attention—”
 “Please descr�be these other manuscr�pts that were taken. 
Just the�r phys�cal appearance.”
 “Well, they were �n a neat stack—about ten sheets upon wh�ch 
I’d transcr�bed �n my own hand port�ons of Brahms’s capr�cc�os, 
�ntermezzos, and rhapsod�es for solo p�ano.” He sm�led, a shade 
defens�vely. “It may seem odd to you that I was copy�ng them by 
hand. But I was try�ng to repl�cate for myself what Brahms must 
have gone through as he wrote out h�s scores. By do�ng the same 
phys�cal labor, I th�nk I can ga�n a clearer understand�ng of h�s 
mus�c. Those papers represent hours of work for me—but I can’t 
see why anyone else would want them.”
 “Had you wr�tten the t�tles of the works on your cop�es?”
 “Not Brahms’s t�tles; just my own code numbers to �dent�fy 
the p�eces.”
 “And they were on the desk alongs�de Farr�ngford’s manu-
scr�pt?”
 “Yes, and that was about all. My pens, of course; a bottle of 
ink; my pipe rack. Those wound up on the floor. The published 
ed�t�ons of Brahms’s works that I was copy�ng from were on the 
end table bes�de the desk, and they weren’t touched.”
 Trntl nodded. “S�nce the burglary took place before you got 
home at eleven, �s there a poss�b�l�ty that your ne�ghbors on th�s 
s�de of the house m�ght have seen someth�ng susp�c�ous?”
 “No, the Nelsons have been gone for nearly a week. They went 
to Detroit to see their new grand-daughter—”
 “Grandson,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew.
 “Did you call the police when you discovered the burglary?” 
Trntl asked.
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 “Not immediately.” Defensive again, and apologetic, he began 
to fidget. “First I searched to see if the cadenza was anywhere in 
the room—on the floor, under the desk, in the wastebasket—”
 “I called the pol�ce,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew. “Face �t, Theodore, 
you were �n a pan�c. Incoherent. Hyster�cal. Beat�ng yourself and 
pound�ng on the wall.”
 Pettigrew flushed, compressed his lips, and carefully set 
h�s p�pe on the heap of matches �n the ashtray. “One patrolman 
came—�n h�s own sweet t�me, I m�ght add—and took our state-
ments; sa�d we should come down to headquarters �n the morn-
�ng.”
 “What t�me was th�s?” asked Trntl.
 “About m�dn�ght. Isn’t that r�ght, Irma? He was here only 
fifteen or twenty minutes. I couldn’t make him understand the 
�mportance of the cadenza, the ser�ousness of the theft. I thought 
he was very casual about �nvest�gat�ng.”
 “Then what? You sa�d there was a second break-�n.”
 “Yes, and a th�rd. After the patrolman left, Irma �ns�sted that 
we go up to bed—”
 “There was noth�ng more we could do,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew. 
“And I had to be up early for a ha�rdresser’s appo�ntment.”
 “So we went upsta�rs,” Pett�grew cont�nued. “But I couldn’t 
sleep. I kept go�ng over �n my m�nd what I should’ve done d�f-
ferently. Worr�ed s�ck at what I’d tell Mr. Tuttle when he came at 
n�ne o’clock.” He took off h�s glasses, and, hold�ng them by the 
s�ngle bow, began pol�sh�ng the good lens w�th h�s handkerch�ef. 
“Much later—�t must have been two-th�rty or three—I heard no�s-
es downstairs. A kind of random bumping and scuffling, now and 
then a soft thud. At first I assumed it was Robbie just home from 
the cast party. Poss�bly a l�ttle t�psy, you know how these part�es 
are, maybe gett�ng h�mself a late snack �n the k�tchen. But when 
the no�ses cont�nued, I thought I’d better get up and �nvest�gate. 
Irma was sleep�ng soundly, and I d�dn’t wake her. I t�ptoed out 
�nto the hall and down the sta�rs. The no�ses were com�ng from the 
study, and occas�onal beams of l�ght shone under the door. When 
I saw th�s, I’m afra�d I d�d someth�ng very fool�sh, M�ss Trntl. But 
you must understand my state of m�nd, that my judgment wasn’t 
functioning very well. I flung open the door and charged into the 
room.”
 “It wasn’t very prudent,” Trntl agreed.
 “It was stup�d,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew.
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 “The room was dark,” he went on qu�ckly. “I had a br�ef gl�mpse 
of two flashlight beams, then someone grabbed me from behind, 
p�nn�ng my arms, and someth�ng h�t me on the head. When I came 
to, Robb�e had just come home, and he and Irma took me to the 
hosp�tal emergency room.”
 “Here by the door,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew, “you can see where 
he bled on the carpet.” Trntl observed the small brown spot on the 
rug. “The next morn�ng the pol�ce told us not to touch anyth�ng 
till they’d finished their investigation; so by last night, when I was 
finally able to clean it, some of the stain had set.”
 Trntl turned back to the professor. “You sa�d the study was 
ransacked dur�ng the second break-�n. Was anyth�ng taken th�s 
t�me?”
 “When I put the room to r�ghts, noth�ng seemed to be m�ss�ng. 
But in the third break-in, fifty-seven dollars was taken from our 
bedroom.”
 “Tell me about the th�rd break-�n.”
 “The hosp�tal wanted to hold me for observat�on, but I refused; 
and, after talk�ng to the pol�ce, the three of us came home about 
five in the morning. We’d left some of the house lights on when 
we left, but the house was dark when we pulled �nto the dr�ve-
way. Wh�le we were gone, somebody had come �n through the 
study w�ndow and systemat�cally gone through the house room by 
room—ev�dently �n a great hurry.”
 “Flour and salt were strewn all over the k�tchen,” Mrs. 
Pett�grew sa�d b�tterly. “Th�ngs were pulled from the cupboards, 
and a plate of cold ch�cken was m�ss�ng from the refr�gerator.”
 “Robb�e’s room was the least upset,” the professor went on. 
“Drawers pulled out, socks and underwear thrown about, school 
papers scattered on the floor. It was our bedroom and the book-
shelves �n the upsta�rs hall that got the full treatment.”
 “They went through the clothes closets and the dresser. All 
our personal th�ngs,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew.
 “Irma’s l�ttle wr�t�ng desk was ly�ng on �ts s�de, the wood spl�n-
tered as though someone had k�cked �t.”
 “And fifty-seven dollars was taken?” asked Trntl.
 “Yes, and my grandfather’s gold pocket watch wh�ch was on 
the bureau.”
 “Did you call the police?” 
 “R�ght away. They sent out a couple of detect�ves about e�ght 
o’clock. They poked around and made notes of what was stolen. 
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But they couldn’t seem to grasp the �mportance of the Farr�ngford 
Cadenza, e�ther—kept call�ng �t ‘the mus�c’. They couldn’t under-
stand why anyone would want to steal �t. They thought �t strange 
the burglars hadn’t taken my tape deck and electr�c typewr�ter.”
 Trntl looked up from her notes. “Since, in the first break-in, 
noth�ng was taken except Farr�ngford’s manuscr�pt—”
 “And my cop�es of Brahms’s works,” he rem�nded her.
 “—�t’s clear the burglars were after the cadenza.”
 “But they got �t. Why come back and ransack the study?”
 “Why, �ndeed,” sa�d Trntl. “And you say noth�ng was taken �n 
the second burglary?”
 “R�ght. But maybe only because I surpr�sed them �n the act. I 
think they came back later to finish the job while we were at the 
hosp�tal.”
 “Do you have any specific reason for assuming the first two 
break-�ns, or the second and th�rd, or—for that matter—all three 
were the work of the same burglars?” asked Trntl.
 “Surely you’re not suggest�ng three separate sets of burglars!” 
he cr�ed.
 “It’s poss�ble,” sa�d Trntl. “Three would be h�ghly d�sturb�ng. 
Two sets is more likely. Both after the cadenza. The first burglars 
accompl�shed the�r object�ve. S�nce the second set of burglars 
began the�r search �n the study, I assume they came through the 
same window the first burglars did. If they were at all professional, 
they’d have not�ced the broken w�ndow and known that somebody 
had been there ahead of them.”
 He was star�ng at her open-mouthed. “But they wouldn’t have 
had any way of knowing the first group had taken the cadenza.”
 “R�ght. For all they knew, �t m�ght be locked �n a wall safe or 
stashed upsta�rs.”
 “But what about the fifty-seven dollars and my grandfather’s 
watch?”
 “What about the typewr�ter and tape deck they didn’t take? I 
th�nk the money and watch were e�ther an attempt to obscure the 
true object of the search, or else a l�ttle bonus on the s�de. L�ke the 
cold ch�cken. Now, please recount the events of the day follow-
�ng the burglar�es. You stopped w�th the v�s�t of the pol�ce detec-
t�ves.”
 He gathered h�s thoughts and sa�d hes�tantly, “After the pol�ce 
left, I thought I’d l�e down unt�l Mr. Tuttle arr�ved. You don’t know 
how I dreaded see�ng h�m—”
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 “Tell her about the reporter,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew.
 “Oh yes, I forgot. Not five minutes after the police left, a news-
paper reporter came to �nterv�ew me. He sa�d he was ass�gned the 
pol�ce beat, and had seen the report of last n�ght’s break-�n—that 
would have been the first burglary, I assume. He recognized my 
name from the press conference, and suspected that someth�ng 
was up, though the pol�ce report was scanty on deta�ls. A br�ght 
young man. He asked me po�nt blank �f the cadenza had been sto-
len. I sa�d yes �t had, and told h�m about all three burglar�es and 
showed h�m the cut on my head. He was very fr�endly and left after 
ten m�nutes.”
 Pett�grew took off h�s glasses and wear�ly rubbed h�s eyes. 
“Then I lay down for a few m�nutes, and at n�ne sharp Mr. Tuttle 
arr�ved. When I told h�m the cadenza was gone, he �mmed�ately 
phoned Mr. Dinch in New York. They told me not to talk to any re-
porters, s�nce the best hope of gett�ng the cadenza back was not to 
advert�se �ts theft. When I heard that, I was sorry that I’d spoken 
to the young man that morn�ng; and I felt obl�ged to make a clean 
breast of �t, and told them that the story was already out. They 
were very angry w�th me. And w�th good reason.”
 “Anybody would have done the same,” Trntl sa�d. “Then 
what?”
 “Mr. Tuttle left, and I went back to bed. But about an hour 
later the phone started r�ng�ng—reporters and TV people want�ng 
to know about the cadenza. We stopped answer�ng the phone. So 
they began arr�v�ng at the house, gather�ng on the front lawn—”
 “Trampling my flower beds,” said Mrs. Pettigrew.
 “—and I had to go out onto the front porch and tell them all 
what had happened. It was three �n the afternoon before I could 
get to sleep.”
 Trntl sat silent for a minute, assembling and fitting together 
what she’d heard. Th�ngs were far from clear, and she fought her 
urge to launch freewheel�ng speculat�ons. Premature, premature. 
“Tell me about that first reporter,” she said. “The one who came 
just after the pol�ce left. Can you descr�be h�m?”
 Mrs. Pett�grew answered. “He was tall, about s�x feet two. 
Young—�7 or �8. Clean-cut, w�th short blond ha�r, a small blond 
mustache. Pleasant-look�ng and very pol�te. He was wear�ng a 
brown overcoat and a neat, narrow-br�mmed hat. He d�dn’t re-
move h�s coat, but under �t I could see that he was wear�ng a dark 
su�t and t�e.”



48

 “Did he show a press card or any other identification?” asked 
Trntl. “What paper was he work�ng for?”
 “He flashed a card,” said the professor. “I assumed he was 
work�ng for the Sun.”
 “Had you seen h�m before? Was he at your �n�t�al press con-
ference?”
 “I never saw h�m before,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew.
 “What sorts of questions did he ask? Please be specific.”
 “Well, he asked �f the cadenza had been stolen, and I sa�d yes. 
And he asked me �f I had any �dea who m�ght have taken �t. And 
I sa�d I had no �dea—unless �t m�ght’ve been Mr. F�negold of the 
Flea-Market, angry at hav�ng sold for a measly two dollars what he 
later learned from the papers was a pr�celess treasure.”
 “If �t had been Finegold, that would account for only the first 
break-�n,” sa�d Trntl. “St�ll, �t’s a poss�b�l�ty.” Not a good one, she 
thought. How could F�negold eas�ly d�spose of the cadenza once 
word of the theft got out? St�ll, talk�ng to h�m m�ght be useful. 
He m�ght remember where and how he’d acqu�red the false-bot-
tomed p�ano bench; and that m�ght suggest how the manuscr�pt 
had come to be h�dden there. And even—as a very long shot—who 
m�ght have stolen �t from Pett�grew.
 “I invited Mr. Finegold to the first press conference,” Pettigrew 
cont�nued. “But he was very unfr�endly, refus�ng to come and �n-
s�st�ng that h�s name not be ment�oned �n the news accounts of 
the d�scovery. I suppose he d�dn’t want the world to see h�m as a 
fool.”
 “I don’t find that strange,” said Trntl.
 “I thought �t was a l�ttle odd at the t�me,” Pett�grew went on. 
“It would have been free publ�c�ty for h�s shop. So when I was cast-
�ng about for suspects, he �mmed�ately came to m�nd—and I sa�d 
as much. The reporter took down h�s name.”
 “Why are you so �nterested �n th�s reporter?” Mrs. Pett�grew 
snapped.
 Trntl faced her. “I th�nk �t’s poss�ble he wasn’t a reporter at all, 
but one of the second set of burglars trying to find out whether the 
earl�er th�eves had managed to steal the cadenza.”
 Professor Pett�grew swayed s�deways �n h�s cha�r. “Then he 
m�ght have been the man who h�t me!” H�s face had gone toad-
stool wh�te. He fumbled about �n one of the desk drawers, pulled 
out a half-p�nt of bourbon, uncapped �t w�th a shak�ng hand, and 
took a long swallow.
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 “On the other hand,” sa�d Trntl, “he may have been a report-
er.”
 “He d�dn’t look l�ke a burglar,” sa�d Pett�grew, w�p�ng h�s 
mouth. Seem�ngly exhausted, he had sagged �nto h�s cha�r, eyes 
closed, head weav�ng back and forth.
 “Between your talk w�th Tuttle and my arr�val has anyth�ng 
occurred wh�ch struck you as odd or susp�c�ous?”
 “No, but I’ve pretty much secluded myself. I’m on leave from 
the Inst�tute, so I don’t have to go �n to teach.”
 “Stephan�e S�mms came over yesterday afternoon,” h�s w�fe 
rem�nded h�m sharply. “You told her about the theft of the ca-
denza.”
 He jerked h�mself erect and glared at her. “Well, she had a 
r�ght to know!”
 “You called her over to tell her.”
 “I wasn’t going to go to the office with my wound and broken 
glasses.”
 “You could have told her on the telephone.”
 “That’s not the k�nd of th�ng you tell someone on the tele-
phone! I knew �t would be a major shock. And I needed to get her 
op�n�on as to who m�ght have taken �t.”
 “And some mo�st-eyed sympathy, and a chance for L�ttle M�ss 
Pattycake to hold your hand. And, more to the po�nt, for you to 
hold hers!”
 “Irma—!”
 “You must th�nk I’m pretty stup�d.” She v�c�ously snapped her 
towel, and Trntl saw a puff of flour gust past her head. “I know all 
about that three-day convent�on you went to �n New Haven. She’s 
not welcome �n th�s house, Theodore!”
 Pett�grew scowled at her, h�s r�ght cheek tw�tch�ng.
 “How d�d M�ss S�mms take the news?” Trntl asked.
 Pett�grew looked at her blankly for a moment, then loudly 
stammered out: “She was devastated, of course. She knows the 
�mportance of the cadenza. And she was angu�shed that her d�s-
covery had put me �nto such phys�cal danger.”
 “Did she have any idea who might’ve taken it?”
 “No, but she agreed that F�negold was a poss�b�l�ty.”
 “I’d better talk to her,” sa�d Trntl. “May I have her address, 
please?”
 “7�7 North Charles,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew. “Apartment 3. You’ll 
find her charming.”
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 “Thank you. Here’s my number at the Cavend�sh Hotel. Call �f 
anyth�ng else occurs to you that m�ght be of help. It probably would 
be best �f you d�dn’t tell anyone about my presence �n Balt�more. 
If I have further quest�ons, I’ll call you. Thanks for your t�me and 
cooperat�on. If you don’t m�nd, I’d l�ke to look around outs�de be-
fore I leave.”
 As Trntl moved past h�s w�fe and through the doorway, 
Pett�grew slumped �n h�s cha�r l�ke a half-empty sack of fert�l�zer. 
Her last gl�mpse of h�m as Mrs. Pett�grew began march�ng her 
down the hall was of one pale hand �nvert�ng the bottle of bourbon 
and a scrawny adam’s apple leap�ng �n qu�ck convuls�ve gulps. 
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Chapter  4
 Hav�ng combed h�s beard and poured a second cup of coffee, 
Felix McKay was finally ready to riffle through the morning’s mail. 
As usual, mostly junk and b�lls.
 Carol Brown, another of the Assoc�ates, looked over h�s shoul-
der. “Not much of �nterest.”
 “A brochure from a stationery outfit that thinks we’re an ad-
vert�s�ng agency hav�ng our tenth ann�versary. And a check from 
P. K. Jenk�ns for serv�ces rendered.”
 She nipped the check from his fingers like a heron striking 
a fish. “Well, hurrah for old P. K. It’s about time.” She went to 
her desk and made qu�ck jott�ngs �n a ledger. As bus�ness man-
ager, Carol was responsible for keeping the firm afloat—a nervy 
and precar�ous balanc�ng act, for �ncome was errat�c and spotty at 
best, outgo as steady as runoff down a dra�n. Her success was due 
�n part to her organ�z�ng and plann�ng sk�lls; �n part to her under-
graduate major �n Econom�cs; �n part to her tendency to look on 
the darkest s�de of th�ngs, wh�ch enabled her to ant�c�pate d�sas-
ters before they occurred and take evas�ve act�on. 
 F�ve-foot-three and sl�mly bu�lt, she pr�ded herself on keep�ng 
fit, working out three or four times a week at Smalley’s Gym. She 
used very l�ttle make-up, wore her na�ls short and her ha�r long—�t 
too be�ng a source of pr�de: black, glossy, and shoulder-length, 
mostly stra�ght, but w�th an odd wave, almost a cowl�ck, h�gh on 
the left s�de.
 Follow�ng her husband’s death on the New Jersey Turnp�ke 
seven years ago, Carol had worked as an ed�tor�al ass�stant at a 
glossy fash�on magaz�ne—her job bas�cally trouble-shoot�ng �n or-
der to make her bosses appear more competent than they actually 
were. In late summer of �974, wh�le work�ng out at the gym, she’d 
met Trntl, who was restless and �ncreas�ngly bored work�ng as 
an �nvest�gator for an �nsurance company wh�ch seemed to th�nk 
�t had more than �ts r�ghtful share of fraudulent cla�ms. They’d 
cl�cked, and after four months of lunches and go�ng to mov�es, 
they decided, over beer and pizza on New Year’s Day, to pool 
the�r resources—the remnant of Howard Brown’s l�fe �nsurance 
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and Trntl’s hoarded sav�ngs—and launch N. F. Trntl Assoc�ates, 
Pr�vate Invest�gators. 
 Today, st�ll s�ngle by cho�ce, Carol shared her skyl�ghted 
Brooklyn apartment w�th three cats and a jungle of exot�c plants. In 
her free t�me at home, her favor�te act�v�ty was read�ng: Margaret 
Mead’s writings, all that she could find of Katherine Anne Porter’s, 
much of Thoreau, and certain novels of Sinclair Lewis. During the 
last year she’d been systemat�cally progress�ng through the works 
of George Orwell. 
 Trntl, too, l�ved alone. After weather�ng two d�vorces by age 
twenty-e�ght and hav�ng dated, �n the last s�x years, a pol�ceman, 
a psycholog�st, a postal clerk, and a sculptor—w�th none of the re-
lat�onsh�ps prov�ng capable of long-term endurance—she’d begun 
to suspect that she was sett�ng her standards too h�gh. As an ex-
planat�on, th�s conclus�on was more comfortable than adm�tt�ng 
that she m�ght be hard to get along w�th, or not even very l�kable. 
When, at unguarded moments, such pr�ckly thoughts �nvaded 
her consc�ousness, she qu�ckly bur�ed them w�th cream cheese or 
sweated them out at the gym. 
 What she was able to adm�t was her need to be �n control—of 
her c�rcumstances, her self, her dec�s�ons, her act�ons. Th�s she’d 
learned from living with her first husband, who’d been something 
of a control-person h�mself. And from her second, who was so �n-
effectual at mak�ng dec�s�ons that, whenever she deferred to h�m, 
she found herself ensnared by a tangle of financial and emotional 
crises which left her exhausted. Occasionally, when in a reflective 
mood (usually after a couple of beers), she was able to acknowl-
edge that perhaps, �n the last analys�s, �t was her need for assert-
�ng personal autonomy, and the zealous guard�ng of her turf, that 
prevented her relat�onsh�ps from sett�ng roots.
 Her need to be �n control had certa�nly made her �mpat�ent 
w�th her bosses at the �nsurance company. She’d found the�r or-
ders and demands �ncreas�ngly �rr�tat�ng, and she’d come to re-
sent b�tterly hav�ng to expend her l�fe energy to save (and make) 
them money. Be�ng a pr�vate �nvest�gator allowed her to be her 
own boss. And she knew that she was a good �nvest�gator. Very 
good. Experienced, quick, efficient, cool. Observant. Not easily 
conned. Sk�lled �n read�ng people’s mot�vat�ons, d�scern�ng h�d-
den �nterests, detect�ng falsehood, ferret�ng out the truth. And her 
colleagues were good investigators, too. The firm could boast a 
remarkable str�ng of successes. Unfortunately, the�r comm�ss�ons 
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brought them barely enough money to stay afloat. But, for Trntl, 
the sat�sfact�on of a successfully concluded case—part�cularly one 
that enta�led �ntellectual challenge, keen analys�s, and puzzles to 
be solved—was not the money �t earned but the proof �t prov�ded 
(to her and to the world at large) that she d�d �ndeed possess a 
super�or m�nd. Her need for th�s proof was the res�due of con-
stantly be�ng rem�nded of her late father’s keen d�sappo�ntment 
in having, as his only child, a daughter instead of a son. Death had 
s�lenced h�s r�d�cule, but h�s ghost st�ll taunted her.
 And as part of the res�due, she had long ago determ�ned that 
what there was �n her l�fe she could control, she damn well would 
control. All th�ngs cons�dered, she was content to be l�v�ng alone.   
 Her modest fifth-floor one-bedroom flat had bright prints of 
French Impress�on�sts on the walls, a perpetual clutter of books 
and phonograph records on the floor, sporadic invasions of cock-
roaches, and an unobstructed v�ew of at least twelve stor�es of a 
blank-faced office building across the street. Much of the living 
room was taken up by a qu�lt�ng frame, wh�ch Trntl had �nher�ted 
from her mother along w�th her mother’s add�ct�on to fabr�c. She 
found that des�gn�ng and p�ec�ng qu�lt-tops was a construct�ve 
way to preserve her san�ty �n the face of the �nsurance company’s 
parano�a; and, bes�des, she l�ked present�ng qu�lts and wall-hang-
ings to her nieces and nephews, who—much to her gratification—
seemed to l�ke gett�ng them. Most of her bedroom was taken up by 
stockpiled and color-grouped fabrics, stacked on every flat surface 
except the bed. 
 She kept only one cat—an arrogant chocolate-po�nt S�amese 
wh�ch slept at the foot of her bed and drooled a b�t when scratched 
beh�nd the ears.
 Fel�x, at th�rty-two, was one year younger than Carol, three 
younger than Trntl. Before coming to work for the firm a little over 
two years ago, he’d been teach�ng h�gh school chem�stry �n Rac�ne, 
W�scons�n, supplement�ng h�s meager �ncome by play�ng clar�net 
�n a ’40’s-style dance band. Not surpr�s�ngly, h�s w�fe felt neglected 
by h�s many n�ghts away from home; and th�s opened the door for 
the broad shoulders, blond crewcut, and flattened nose of a strap-
p�ng h�gh-school coach-turned-pr�nc�pal who had plenty of t�me 
to keep her occupied. The crash had come on a cold December 
n�ght when h�s w�fe qu�etly announced, “I’m leav�ng you, Fel�x, for 
a better man—a stud w�th a future who’s never played the clar�-
net.” Worse yet, the stud was Fel�x’s boss, whom Fel�x had fre-
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quently character�zed as “an orangutan �n a brown su�t and red 
bowt�e who doesn’t know Bach from Benny Goodman.” When the 
dust had settled, Fel�x had s�mply qu�t teach�ng, grown h�s beard, 
and come East to seek h�s fortune. At N. F. Trntl Assoc�ates, he 
was the expert on matters med�cal and chem�cal—as well as ch�ef 
legwork �nvest�gator. He enjoyed th�s l�fe far more than teach�ng; 
and though he hadn’t yet found h�s fortune, he st�ll played the 
clar�net.
 “I wonder what Trntl’s learned �n Balt�more,” Carol sa�d, as 
she put away the ledger.
 “She was to call �n at eleven.” He glanced at h�s watch. “Ten 
m�nutes late. Well, I hope she’s learned something. Hav�ng no 
specifics of any sort, last night’s meeting with the clients was a riot 
of woolly speculat�on and w�ld surm�se.”
 “It sounds l�ke an odd group. You gave me the �mpress�on that 
Mr. Dinch is a man obsessed.”
 “He’s a bus�nessman,” sa�d Fel�x. “Money’s h�s mot�vat�on. 
H�s ma�n concern �n recover�ng the cadenza �s the sales he’ll make 
on a new ed�t�on of the concerto. If he’s obsessed, �t’s w�th the fear 
that one of his competitors will get it first.”
 “And the Farr�ngford fam�ly?”
 “They want the cadenza publ�shed to complete the F�fth 
Concerto, to restore what may well be Father’s finest achievement. 
They also want the royalt�es that would come from a new ed�t�on. 
Charles didn’t leave the family in good financial shape, and Mrs. 
Farr�ngford’s had some lean years.”
 “She doesn’t l�ve �n a cheap ne�ghborhood,” sa�d Carol.
 “Her ‘lean’ may not be yours and m�ne,” sm�led Fel�x. “But 
seriously, I don’t think the family’s all that flush. Her furniture 
dates from before World War II—and looks �t. The son Anton’s �n 
banking, but he looks anything but prosperous. Clara teaches flute 
at some school �n the Boston area. She’s had a modest concert 
career and made some record�ngs, seems far more sens�ble and 
level-headed than Anton.
 “Anton apparently adm�res h�s father �ntensely, w�th a k�nd 
of hero-worsh�p, and env�es h�s success w�th women. Wants the 
cadenza publ�shed as a memor�al, or tr�bute to h�s daddy’s great-
ness. Clara seems more �nterested �n �ts mus�cal �mportance—
Father’s final legacy, and so on. Now, Mrs. Farringford’s position 
�s more complex. She th�nks Charles was murdered back �n �947, 
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and the cadenza stolen by the k�ller. I wonder �f, for her, publ�sh-
�ng the cadenza wouldn’t be a k�nd of v�nd�cat�on, or poet�c just�ce, 
or retr�but�on upon the person she th�nks k�lled h�m. A settl�ng of 
accounts wh�ch would not only pay back the k�ller, but d�spel the 
shadows of the old cr�me and exorc�se the ghost of scandal.”
 Carol gave a low wh�stle. “All that? It sounds very romant�c, 
Fel�x.”
 “Only guesswork,” sa�d Fel�x. “But Mrs. Farr�ngford’s been 
brood�ng for over th�rty years. Now, I suspect she’s someth�ng of a 
romant�c—but also a tough old b�rd who’s been through and sur-
v�ved a lot.”
 “Okay,” Carol sa�d w�th a gr�n. “And the others?”
 “Morgan Latimer’s an old old man who was a friend of Dinch’s 
father. He’s got p�les of money, s�ts on the board of the Metropol�tan 
Symphony, establ�shes scholarsh�ps, and looks very �ll—well, 
worse than very �ll. More l�ke someth�ng resurrected from a crypt. 
He actually heard Farr�ngford play the cadenza �n Cleveland, and 
he’s w�ll�ng to pay any ransom that’s requ�red to get �t back. I th�nk 
h�s mot�ve �s altru�st�c. Wants the world to have th�s mus�c wh�ch 
gave him so much pleasure. I don’t sense anything selfish in his 
concern.” Aga�n he glanced at h�s watch. “The two p�an�sts seem 
altru�st�c also. They want the concerto complete, the cadenza �n 
the reperto�re.”
 “Earl�er you d�dn’t sound greatly �mpressed w�th Peter Sh�pley 
Abbott.”
 “He tr�es hard to be a self-�mportant pr�g,” sa�d Fel�x. “Snob, 
stuffed-sh�rt, dandy—take your p�ck; they all apply. But he’s also 
one of the best class�cal p�an�sts we’ve got, so whatcha gonna 
do?”
 “I’ve got h�s record�ng of the F�fth Concerto,” sa�d Carol. “It’s 
marvelous.”
 “W�th the cadenza he wrote to subst�tute for Farr�ngford’s?” 
sa�d Fel�x.
 “Sure. But don’t most performers use �t?”
 “Yes, I guess they do. Anyway, Dinch promised Abbott that 
he will be the first to perform Farringford’s cadenza in public. 
Whereas Rosamond Foxe has been promised the first recording.”
 “You seemed to l�ke her somewhat better than Abbott,” Carol 
�nterjected w�th a sly sm�le.
 “She was fine.”
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 “N�ce boobs?”
 “Cyn�c! As a matter of fact, yes—but she has other po�nts �n 
her favor—”
 “You’re say�ng she’s not a stuffed-sh�rt?” sa�d Carol.
 “Let’s say she �sn’t a pr�g or a self-centered snob. She’s per-
form�ng w�th the Metropol�tan Symphony on the twelfth; you can 
come w�th me and see for yourself.”
 “I just m�ght do that.”
 The door wh�pped open, and Torvald Gr�msson, the th�rd 
Assoc�ate, bustled �n, b�g as a gr�zzly �n h�s rough tweed greatcoat 
and woolly astrakhan. “It’s gett�ng colder out,” he announced, 
dropp�ng a large battered br�efcase onto h�s desk. “Albany was 
downr�ght warm when I left last n�ght.” He shrugged h�s coat off 
and hung �t on the back of the door. Then, st�ll wear�ng h�s hat, he 
seated h�mself and began pull�ng papers from the br�efcase—the 
results of h�s morn�ng’s work.
  He’d jo�ned the Assoc�ates four years ago, hav�ng left an un-
rewarding job as legal secretary in a stodgy Minnesota law firm 
that spec�al�zed �n probate, d�vorce, ch�ld custody, and trusts. Just 
short of a law degree h�mself, he’d concluded that he had no des�re 
to pract�ce law. Trntl’s ad �n The Paralegal Review had �mmed�-
ately caught his eye: “WANTED: A person with legal expertise for 
confidential investigative work promising adventure and personal 
growth.” He’d called long-distance from his employer’s office and 
arranged to send h�s résumé. And, on a br�ght May morn�ng, he’d 
appeared on Trntl’s threshold: a broad, rectangular g�ant (s�x feet 
four �n h�s socks) w�th lumberjack shoulders, freckled hands as 
large as catcher’s m�tts, ch�cory blue eyes �n constant mot�on be-
h�nd th�ck lenses, and a long narrow skull capped w�th a tangled 
thatch of wheat-straw ha�r. In one hand, he’d carr�ed a huge su�t-
case; �n h�s pocket, a cash�er’s check for s�x thousand dollars—the 
sum of h�s worldly goods. All he’d sa�d was, “Torvald. I’m here.” 
Trntl had po�nted to the corner desk; and there, four years later, 
he st�ll was.
 A black belt �n karate, Torvald was sk�lled �n research tech-
n�ques, legal protocols, chess, and general strateg�z�ng. He rarely 
dealt with clients or other contacts outside the office, preferring to 
let Fel�x and Trntl do the street work. He spent most of h�s t�me �n 
l�brar�es, news morgues, publ�c reg�str�es, and courthouse foss�l 
beds—or else at h�s desk typ�ng w�th mach�negun regular�ty h�s 
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s�xty-three words a m�nute. He was respons�ble for manag�ng the 
firm’s files, and had created an elaborate system of indexed and 
cross-referenced folders, tape cassettes, and news cl�pp�ngs that 
occup�ed one ent�re wall. In August he was scheduled to marry 
Rachel We�ntraub, a buyer �n women’s wear at Macy’s and he�ress 
to a del�catessen on Lex�ngton Avenue.
 “Did you find the things I wanted?” Felix asked him.
 “Most of them, and some other th�ngs, too.” He handed Fel�x a 
stack of cr�sp photocop�es. “News stor�es deal�ng w�th Farr�ngford’s 
death and the �n�t�al d�sappearance of the cadenza. Items kept 
showing up till December, and then there was another wave the 
next year when the concerto was publ�shed.” He gave Fel�x an-
other stack. “B�ograph�es of Charles and Clara Farr�ngford, Peter 
Sh�pley Abbott, and Rosamond Foxe culled from var�ous Who’s 
Who’s and mus�c�ans’ d�rector�es. And here”—two more stacks—
“a complete d�scography of Foxe’s record�ngs, along w�th her ad-
dress and phone number in Hempstead; and—finally—notes on 
the legal hassles attend�ng the settlement of Farr�ngford’s estate. 
He left th�ngs �n a mess, as you learned last n�ght, and the cred�-
tors swarmed �n l�ke gulls at low t�de. Mrs. Farr�ngford came out 
of �t w�th the clothes on her back, but that’s about all—and only 
because she had some shrewd attorneys. Charles seems to have 
been an irresponsible dolt in managing his finances, and the Mrs. 
has every r�ght to be p�ssed w�th h�m.”
 The telephone rang, and Fel�x answered: “N. F. Trntl 
Assoc�ates.”
 Trntl’s vo�ce: “Good morn�ng, Fel�x. I’m call�ng from my hotel 
with the first progress report. Turn on the tape recorder.”
 “Good morning yourself,” said Felix. “Dinch has already called 
to see �f you’ve learned anyth�ng.” He sw�tched on the recorder.
 “I left my mag�c wand �n New York w�th my toothbrush,” sa�d 
Trntl. “Yes, I’ve learned some th�ngs—but �t’s not clear yet how 
they all relate. Maybe you folks can figure it out. Ready?” She sum-
mar�zed what she’d learned from talk�ng to Professor Pett�grew.
 Fel�x read her back an abstract: “Three break-�ns—probably 
by two groups of burglars, both after the cadenza. One early, two 
late on the same night. The first burglars got the cadenza along 
w�th some Brahms manuscr�pts �n Pett�grew’s hand. The second 
group trashed the study and sent Pett�grew to the hosp�tal, then 
probably came back and went through the rest of the house.”
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 “Good,” sa�d Trntl. “I also observed some tens�on between the 
Professor and Mrs. Pett�grew regard�ng Stephan�e S�mms. Mrs. 
Pett�grew �s self-absorbed, tr�v�al, convent�onal, and drab. The 
k�nd of person who’d wear wh�te gloves wh�le v�s�t�ng to see �f 
you’d dusted the tops of p�cture frames. She’s observant, however, 
and remembers deta�ls far better than he.”
 “And you th�nk the second group sent a man �n the gu�se of a 
reporter to learn from Pettigrew whether the first burglars got the 
cadenza.”
 “R�ght. And Pett�grew told h�m yes, and gave h�m the name 
of the shop where the cadenza was d�scovered. I’ll say more about 
that in a minute. This first: when I examined the ground outside 
the broken w�ndow, there wasn’t much to see. The pol�ce had 
trampled everything quite thoroughly. I did find a partial print 
of what seemed to be a gym shoe, and, about seven feet from the 
w�ndow, a t�ny roach that appeared to have been tossed away.”
 “The end of a jo�nt?”
 “You’ve got �t. And I doubt �f the pol�ce were smok�ng. It was a 
recent discard; the paper was damp but still firm.”
 “Not much help, though. M�ght have been the son’s.”
 “True,” sa�d Trntl, “but worth logg�ng �n. Now here’s the �nter-
est�ng part. I went to see the owner of the shop where the cadenza 
was found—a Nathan F�negold. I d�dn’t th�nk �t very l�kely that 
he’d done the burglary to get back a valuable �tem he’d pract�cally 
g�ven away; but I wanted to learn what he knew about that p�ano 
bench the cadenza was found �n. When I got there at ten-th�rty, 
the shop was closed and the l�ghts out—wh�ch seemed strange on 
a weekday. F�negold l�ves upsta�rs above the shop, w�th a sepa-
rate sta�rway open�ng onto the street. I went up to see �f he was 
home.”

 The narrow stairs led up to a dark hallway that ran the 
depth of the building, front to back. Several closed doors l�ned the 
r�ght-hand wall. The second one down from the head of the sta�rs 
was labeled ‘FINEGOLD’ on a small name-plate. Trntl knocked 
briskly. She heard a faint scuffling from behind the door, and then 
a l�ve s�lence.
 She knocked aga�n, more author�tat�vely. Th�s t�me, after 
some urgent soft mutter�ngs, there was a loud cl�ck as the bolt was 
drawn back. The door slowly opened the space of an �nch, and a 
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s�ngle fr�ghtened eye peered out over a slack guard cha�n. “What 
do you want?” A woman’s vo�ce, breathless w�th fear.
 Afterwards, Trntl dec�ded that she began badly. She should 
have ch�rped, w�th a br�ght sm�le, “Hello! I’m w�th the Consumer 
Bureau” or someth�ng s�m�lar. But not be�ng a naturally dev�ous 
person, she’d sa�d stra�ght out: “I’m here to see Nathan F�negold 
about the Farr�ngford Cadenza.” The wrong th�ng to say.
 Inside, a rapid scuffling. A man’s hoarse whisper: “Lock the 
door!”
 The door slammed shut; the bolt shot home. Trntl was glad 
she d�dn’t have her toe �n the crack. She knocked aga�n. “Mr. 
F�negold, I’m a pr�vate �nvest�gator—not the pol�ce. Please talk 
to me—” Thumps and scrap�ngs. Someth�ng was be�ng pushed �n 
front of the door. “Mr. F�negold, do you hear me?”
 At the far end of the hall, a door flew open. And with the speed 
of a clay pigeon flung from a trap, a man darted out, turned, and 
clattered down a back sta�rway. Trntl charged after h�m; and as 
she ran, it flashed on her that maybe he had stolen the cadenza. 
Hurtl�ng a good cl�p when she reached the end of the passage, she 
st�ff-armed the wall to bound s�deways down the sta�rs. A d�m-
lit, narrow flight leading to the back of the shop. Dark storeroom 
piled with crates and boxes, bald mannequins, floor lamps, bird 
cages, pots and pans. Fl�ng�ng herself through a curta�ned door-
way �nto the salesroom, she saw the man leap�ng through coun-
ters and tables toward a cash reg�ster near the front w�ndow. She 
followed, shout�ng “Wa�t! I just want to talk!” He fumbled at a 
drawer beneath the cash reg�ster, then turned at bay, shak�ly hold-
�ng a p�stol �n h�s left hand.
 “Stop r�ght there!” he shouted. “I have a gun!”
 She ducked beh�nd a table heaped w�th old fru�t jars, magneto 
telephones, and stand-up p�cture frames. “I don’t have a gun, Mr. 
F�negold. And I’m not w�th the pol�ce, �f that’s what you’re worr�ed 
about. I’m a pr�vate �nvest�gator, and I only want to ask you some 
quest�ons.”
 “Then come out w�th your hands up,” he cr�ed, crouch�ng 
down beh�nd the cash reg�ster.
 She thought th�s over for a b�t; then, ra�s�ng only her hands 
above the table top so he could see them empty, she sa�d, “I just 
want to ask you about the p�ano bench where the Farr�ngford 
Cadenza was found.”
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 “I don’t have the cadenza!” he shouted. “And I don’t know 
where �t �s.”
 The terror �n h�s vo�ce �ncl�ned her to bel�eve h�m. But why 
the terror? “Did someone think you’d stolen it from Professor 
Pett�grew’s house?” she asked.
 “Why should I steal �t? It’s noth�ng to me. Noth�ng! And you’re 
the fourth to come ask�ng about �t. Yesterday the others, and I told 
them no, I d�dn’t have �t, and they beat me up. They broke my 
arm!”
 W�th her hands st�ll ra�sed, Trntl slowly came out from beh�nd 
the table. Us�ng the cash reg�ster as a sh�eld, Nathan F�negold con-
t�nued to po�nt the gun at her. He was a small man, th�n and bald; 
h�s r�ght arm, bent at the elbow, was encased �n a plaster cast and 
suspended by a sl�ng. H�s left eye was blackened and puffed nearly 
shut.
 “Why d�d they th�nk you’d stolen the cadenza from Pett�grew’s 
house?” Trntl asked.
 “How should I know? I’m an honest man, not a th�ef. I never 
saw the mus�c after I sold �t to the g�rl. Now you get out of here. 
How do I know you’re not w�th them?”
 “I don’t know who they are,” Trntl sa�d. “I’m a pr�vate �nves-
tigator hired by Lunner & Dinch, who were planning to publish 
the music. They sent me to Baltimore to find who stole it from 
Professor Pett�grew.”
 “Then why come here?” he shouted. “It wasn’t me!” And the 
gun barrel jumped scar�ly.
 “No, no,” sa�d Trntl. “No one’s accus�ng you. Can you descr�be 
the men who came here and beat you up?”
 “I want no more trouble,” sa�d F�negold. “Start for the door. 
I’ll let you out. Don’t ever come back. I have the right to refuse 
anyone.”
 “Won’t you at least descr�be the men who broke your arm?”
 “Get mov�ng. Now!” The p�stol jerked tw�ce toward the door.
 Trntl started for the front of the shop. “If they th�nk you stole 
the cadenza or know where �t �s,” she sa�d evenly, “you’ve already 
got trouble. There were two break-�ns at Pett�grew’s house. The 
first burglary got the cadenza. The guys who beat you up were the 
second group. They think you got there first.”
 “Nope. No more. You want I should call the cops?” He came 
from beh�nd the cash reg�ster, gestured w�th the gun barrel. “You, 
unlock the door.”
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 She d�d as she was told. F�rst the deadbolt, then the key. “Was 
one of the men blond, clean-cut, w�th a small mustache?”
 “Out!” he sa�d. 
 “Dammit,” said Trntl, turning in the doorway, “answer me 
one quest�on—just one! Where d�d you get the p�ano bench?”
 The muzzle d�d not waver. But F�negold frowned. “What do 
you mean?”
 “The bench where the cadenza was found. Where d�d you get 
�t?”
 “I don’t remember. It was a long t�me ago. An auct�on lot. 
From somewhere �n Pennsylvan�a, maybe. Why do you want to 
know?”
 “That,” sa�d Trntl w�th a nasty sm�le, “�s my bus�ness.” And 
she was out on the sidewalk, hearing the door slam and lock be-
hind her.

 “Interesting,” said Felix, when Trntl had finished reporting 
her encounter with Finegold. “Do you think the bully-boys decid-
ed he wasn’t responsible for the first burglary?”
 “I suspect so. But they had to break h�s arm before they were 
conv�nced.”
 “That makes them seem desperate to know who did get the 
cadenza.”
 “Yes, and �t makes me th�nk they were clutch�ng at straws. But 
the quest�on rema�ns for them and us: who has the cadenza now? I 
have an appo�ntment w�th Stephan�e S�mms at two o’clock. Would 
�t be poss�ble for Carol to come down on the Metrol�ner w�th some 
clothes and to�let art�cles—oh yes, and a tape recorder? All I’ve got 
�s what I’m wear�ng, and I don’t know how long I’m go�ng to be 
here. Carol should plan to stay awh�le.”
 Fel�x looked over h�s shoulder. “Carol, Trntl wants you to go to 
Balt�more, take her some clothes and a tape recorder. Are you free 
to go and stay?”
 “Sure,” Carol sa�d. “I’ve got her key; I’ll pack her bag, see my 
ne�ghbor about water�ng the plants and feed�ng the cats, and be 
there late th�s afternoon.”
 “She’s on her way,” Fel�x sa�d �nto the phone. “Is there any-
th�ng we can do for you here?”
 “If someth�ng occurs to me, I’ll let you know.”
 “We’ll expect a call from you the same t�me tomorrow,” sa�d 
Felix. “What should we tell Dinch the next time he calls?”
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 “Tell him there were two burglaries, and that the first one got 
the cadenza. Let h�m chew on that awh�le. If he can get beyond 
th�nk�ng h�s compet�tors d�d �t, he m�ght come up w�th other pos-
s�b�l�t�es.”
 She hung up, and Fel�x turned to the others. “It gets stranger 
all the t�me.”
 “Let’s hear the tape,” sa�d Carol.
 They listened carefully; and when the tape was finished, 
Torvald Gr�msson nodded gravely. “Trntl observes well, and 
seems to have made some l�kely �nferences. But �t’s been two days 
s�nce the cadenza was stolen. If ransom was the mot�ve, or sell�ng 
it, wouldn’t Lunner & Dinch have been contacted by now?”
 “You’d th�nk so,” sa�d Fel�x.
 “S�nce they haven’t, �sn’t there a strong poss�b�l�ty that money 
m�ght not be the mot�ve for the burglars who got �t?”
 “But where does that leave us?” asked Carol. “Back w�th 
Lunner & Dinch’s competitors?” 
 “Not necessar�ly.” From h�s br�efcase Torvald removed a brown 
paper bag and prepared to eat h�s lunch. Bagels from Lex�ngton 
Avenue, lox, cream cheese, a monstrous p�ckle. A large slab of hal-
vah. “Fel�x, d�dn’t Trntl once suggest to you that �t m�ght’ve been 
stolen by somebody who wanted �t back? Somebody who had �t 
once, lost �t somehow, and dec�ded to repossess �t after Pett�grew’s 
press conference.”
 “Sorry,” sa�d Carol. “That seems unl�kely to me. Why would 
someone want an unpubl�shed cadenza all to h�mself?”
 Torvald shrugged. “Maybe the person thought �t was r�ght-
fully h�s—or hers, as the case m�ght be. Remember the l�pst�ck on 
the c�garette butts �n the tra�n compartment. Or maybe he’s just a 
dog-�n-the-manger who doesn’t want anyone else, or the publ�c, to 
have �t.”
 “A collector?” sa�d Fel�x.
 “Poss�bly. Or someone who s�mply doesn’t want �t publ�shed 
at all—by anybody.”
 “Or both,” sa�d Carol. “But �f that person was �nvolved �n the 
or�g�nal d�sappearance �n �947, th�rty-four years �s a long t�me to 
wa�t for �t to resurface. He’d be gett�ng a b�t old to break �nto the 
professor’s house through a w�ndow.”
 Torvald shook h�s head. “The person try�ng to repossess �t 
might not have been involved in the first disappearance. Or the 
manuscr�pt m�ght not have been out of the person’s hands for all 
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of the th�rty-four years.” He paused �n h�s munch�ng for a dr�nk 
of water. “I found the news accounts of Farr�ngford’s death qu�te 
�nterest�ng. No ment�on of the l�pst�cked c�garettes. The Cleveland 
rev�ewer knocked h�mself out pra�s�ng the performance. I even 
found the advertisements that Dinch’s father ran trying to get 
the cadenza back, no quest�ons asked. And Farr�ngford’s funeral: 
lots of �mportant folks got the�r names l�sted. About two-th�rds of 
them are dead now.”
 “Was Toscan�n� there?” Fel�x �nqu�red.
 “I d�dn’t see h�s name. Why do you ask?”
 “Anton Farr�ngford says yes, Abbott says no.”
 Aga�n Torvald shrugged. “If he was, the papers d�dn’t ment�on 
h�m. You can read about �t yourself; the accounts of the funeral are 
�n those photocop�es I gave you.”
 “It’s not �mportant,” sa�d Fel�x. “Anton may not be remember-
�ng r�ghtly. Th�rty-four years is a long t�me.”
 “It depends,” Torvald sa�d, “on wh�ch end you start from.”
 Fel�x poured another cup of coffee. Carol sa�d thoughtfully, 
“There are a few other �tems �n Trntl’s report that �nterest me. 
And they might have a bearing on motive for theft.” She filched 
a chunk of Torvald’s halvah. “F�rst, why d�d the th�eves take both 
the cadenza and Pettigrew’s manuscript of the Brahms works? Did 
they want them all? Or was �t an acc�dent, a m�stake �n the dark? 
Or be�ng �n too much of a hurry to not�ce?”
 “Or too h�gh on pot to make d�st�nct�ons?” Fel�x added.
 “Assuming it was the first burglars who were doing the smok-
�ng,” sa�d Torvald.
 “Any of those are poss�ble reasons why both Farr�ngford and 
Brahms were taken,” Carol cont�nued. “But �t could have been 
s�mple �gnorance. People who weren’t able to tell the d�fference—
who thought all the manuscr�pts were Farr�ngford’s. Or maybe so 
unsure of themselves they just took the whole batch to be on the 
safe s�de.”
 “Or someone who d�dn’t know much about mus�c at all,” sa�d 
Fel�x. “But that hypothes�s doesn’t square w�th Torvald’s not�on of 
someone try�ng to repossess the cadenza who thought �t was r�ght-
fully h�s. That person would recogn�ze �t when he saw �t.”
 “Unless that person had s�mply h�red a mus�cally-�gnorant 
flunky to do the burglary,” said Carol. “An aged party from 1947 
too old to crawl through a w�ndow h�mself. Look, we know th�s for 
sure: it wasn’t a random theft. Someone broke in specifically to 
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steal the Farr�ngford manuscr�pt. Noth�ng else was taken �n that 
first break-in except the Brahms manuscripts that were on the 
desk w�th �t. If money �sn’t the mot�ve—ransom or sale—and �f th�s 
person wasn’t try�ng s�mply to get �t back for h�mself or someone 
else—what is the mot�ve?”
 “To prevent �ts be�ng publ�shed,” sa�d Fel�x.
 “To put �t �n a pr�vate collect�on,” sa�d Torvald.
 “Or s�mply to hum�l�ate or �njure Professor Pett�grew,” sa�d 
Carol. “F�nd�ng the cadenza was the b�ggest th�ng ever to happen 
to h�m. It brought recogn�t�on, fame, press conferences. Wouldn’t 
tak�ng all that away be a way of crush�ng the man?”
 “An old enemy?” sa�d Fel�x. “A r�val scholar? A d�sgruntled 
student? Maybe the theft �s only a prank or a v�c�ous joke.”
 “The second and th�rd break-�ns weren’t just a prank,” sa�d 
Carol.
 “But Pett�grew’s students are mus�c�ans,” sa�d Torvald. “And 
r�val scholars would know the d�fference between Farr�ngford and 
Brahms. Wouldn’t that undercut the �gnorance argument? That’s 
enough halvah, Carol.”
 “Not necessar�ly,” sa�d Fel�x. “It m�ght have been a dumb stu-
dent. And grudge m�ght prov�de a mot�ve for want�ng revenge on 
Pettigrew. Don’t forget the roach. If it was a student, he might 
have been dop�ng up for hours before mak�ng the break-�n.”
 “Theor�es,” muttered Torvald. “I’m go�ng to do my �ncome 
tax.”
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Chapter  5
 Stephan�e S�mms l�ved just off Mt. Vernon Place, at the 
northern edge of downtown Balt�more, �n an old, once-elegant 
rowhouse d�v�ded long ago �nto a gaggle of small apartments. The 
house was located only two blocks from the Hast�ngs Inst�tute 
and one block north of the tower�ng column of the Wash�ngton 
Monument. Along w�th �ts s�sters and an �mpos�ng old church, �t 
faced a narrow park that d�v�ded Charles Street �nto a boulevard. 
Th�s park �nstersected at r�ght angles two larger parks that d�v�d-
ed Monument Street on e�ther s�de of the memor�al column. In 
summert�me, the benches, statues, trees, and shrubs of the parks 
would no doubt have lent to Mt. Vernon Place a semblance of �ts 
former grace. But today, as Trntl observed the parks March-des-
olate, w�th only h�nts of green to temper the m�dw�nter brown, 
w�th trash and old leaves heaped beneath the benches, and v�stas 
fuzzed gray w�th naked tw�gs, the�r bleakness merely underscored 
how shabby the ne�ghborhood had become.
 In the vest�bule at the top of the wh�te marble steps, Trntl 
scanned the mailboxes for Stephanie’s name. Three flights up. 
She pushed the button bes�de the nameplate, and was �mmed�-
ately buzzed through the �nner door �nto the downsta�rs hallway. 
H�gh-ce�l�nged and poorly l�t, and darkened further by maroon 
and chalk-blue wallpaper in a vaguely floral pattern, the hall tun-
neled away toward the back of the house l�ke the entrance to a 
m�ne. The sta�rcase on Trntl’s left, though steep and narrow, had 
been des�gned w�th a sense of style: bes�de �t cl�mbed a superbly 
molded hardwood bann�ster that curved gracefully w�th a half-
tw�st at each land�ng. And everywhere, the fa�nt musty odor of ad-
vanced age, dry rot, carpets leaked on, and over-heated p�pes.
 Stephan�e’s apartment was near the head of the sta�rcase. She 
answered the door at once, as though she’d been l�sten�ng beh�nd 
the panels to Trntl’s footsteps ascend�ng the sta�rs. “You’re r�ght 
on t�me,” she sa�d, when Trntl had �ntroduced herself. “Come �n. 
Let me take your coat.”
 She was twenty-three or four, sl�ghtly plump, w�th long eye-
lashes and fluffy blond hair caught up with pink ribbon into a po-
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nyta�l. She rem�nded Trntl of a doll she’d once had that opened and 
closed �ts eyes, drank water from a bottle, and wet �ts pants. When 
you pulled a str�ng protrud�ng from �ts belly, �t always squeaked 
“I-love-you.”
 Stephanie was wearing flat-heeled shoes, dark blue slacks, 
and a pale orange sweater—self-consc�ously t�ght to show off her 
breasts. She used makeup well—turquo�se eye shadow, cheek 
blush (no w�nter pallor there, just the proper rosy glow), br�ght 
carm�ne l�pst�ck. In h�gh school, Trntl guessed, she’d been a cheer-
leader—or, at the very least, a member of the pompon squad.
 Her apartment was a s�ngle large room, h�gh-ce�l�nged, w�th 
one narrow w�ndow that opened onto an areaway between her 
bu�ld�ng and the one adjacent. From a large plaster rosette �n 
the center of the ce�l�ng hung a sp�dery chandel�er w�th mult�ple 
l�ghtbulbs, each peek�ng from �ts scalloped shade of frosted glass 
(morn�ng glor�es? tul�ps?). In an alcove near the w�ndow, a k�tch-
enette. On the r�ght wall upon enter�ng, a closet and a bathroom no 
b�gger than a closet. Aga�nst the left hand wall, a sofa that opened 
�nto a bed.
 Despite her practiced ease at living in mess, Trntl found the 
room claustrophob�c w�th �ts �ll-organ�zed clutter. Books and 
magaz�nes p�led knee-deep. Old phonograph records tumbled 
�nto cardboard boxes. Stacks of sheet mus�c. A w�ndup V�ctrola. 
Two tenn�s racquets. A plaster bust of Beethoven glar�ng �nto the 
closet w�th the trad�t�onal grumpy frown (for all the world, Trntl 
thought, l�ke a bulldog w�th hemorrho�ds). Remnants of a sparse 
lunch on the drop-leaf table. A p�le of unwashed d�shes �n the s�nk. 
“Please s�t down,” Stephan�e sa�d, �nd�cat�ng the sofa-bed. “Now, 
what can I do for you?”
 She wore a pol�te sm�le, but her eyes were guarded and anx-
�ous, spo�l�ng the gee-wh�z peaches-�nnocent effect of her care-
fully-appl�ed makeup. She held her body r�g�d, elbows close �n to 
her s�des, as though she feared that, left to themselves, her move-
ments m�ght be spasmod�c and tw�tchy.
 “As I said on the phone, my firm’s been hired by Lunner & 
Dinch and the Farringford family to recover the cadenza. When 
I spoke to Professor Pett�grew th�s morn�ng, he sa�d he’d already 
d�scussed the theft w�th you.” Stephan�e seemed to become even 
more nervous as Trntl spoke. Intr�gued by th�s, but preferr�ng to 
have her at ease, Trntl began on neutral turf: “I understand you 
d�scovered the cadenza �n a secondhand shop.”
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 Stephanie sat stiffly on the edge of a wooden chair, her hands 
t�ghtly gr�pp�ng her knees. “Yes, that’s r�ght. H�dden �n an old p�a-
no bench—”
 “So I understand. What sort of bench was �t? Or rather, what 
sort of p�ano would the bench have belonged to?”
 “Oh, �t had been a very good bench at one t�me. The sort that 
would’ve gone w�th a very expens�ve p�ano.”
 “Not the sort of piano you’d find in a typical home? not an old 
upr�ght or sp�net?”
 “Oh no. I’ve seen such benches w�th older concert grands.”
 “Was �t the profess�onal type w�th padded top and a knob for 
ra�s�ng and lower�ng—”
 “No, just a rectangular bench w�th a h�nged l�d. Pretty beat up, 
though—scratched and scarred.”
 “When you bought the manuscr�pt from Mr. F�negold, d�d he 
seem to be part�cularly �nterested �n �t? Or cur�ous as to where 
you’d found �t?”
 “No, he just glanced at �t and sa�d ‘Two dollars’. He seemed 
pretty �gnorant about mus�c—held �t ups�de down wh�le he looked 
at �t. And bes�des, he was busy w�th another customer who was 
pr�c�ng a couple of chamber pots.”
 “Have you heard from h�m s�nce you bought the cadenza?”
 “No, and I haven’t been back to the shop. I d�d �nv�te h�m to 
our press conference, but he refused to come and �ns�sted that h�s 
name not be g�ven to the reporters.”
 “Did you think that was odd?”
 “Not at the t�me. Ted—Professor Pett�grew th�nks �t’s strange: 
�t would have been free publ�c�ty for Mr. F�negold.”
 “I understand the manuscr�pt was h�dden �n a false bottom �n 
the bench.”
 She seemed to be relax�ng a l�ttle, breath�ng more deeply. 
“That’s r�ght. I saw �t through a crack and pr�ed up the bottom to 
get �t out.”
 Trntl dec�ded to leave the neutral turf. “You’re aware that 
there were three break-�ns at Professor Pett�grew’s house on the 
n�ght the cadenza was stolen. Whoever was respons�ble for the 
first burglary got the cadenza. Those involved in the second and 
th�rd, who attacked Pett�grew and sent h�m to the hosp�tal, were 
after the cadenza too.”
 Stephan�e’s gr�p had so t�ghtened on her knees that her knuck-
les flared white. Her face, too, had blanched, and—except for her 
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w�de watchful eyes—had become as �mmob�le as an �vory mask. 
“My job �s to get the cadenza back,” Trntl cont�nued, “no quest�ons 
asked. Do you know who took it?”
 For a long moment, Stephan�e seemed to have stopped breath-
ing altogether. Then suddenly her face crumpled, her hand flew to 
her mouth, and she gave a strangled sob—prelude to a torrent of 
tears.
 Trntl snatched a Kleenex from a box at the end of the sofa 
and handed �t to her. Between heavy sobs and great gulps of a�r, 
Stephan�e gasped: “Oh M�ss Trntl! Can I trust you? I’ve got to talk 
to someone!” She blew her nose loudly. Trntl handed her the whole 
box of t�ssues. “I told you why I’m here,” she sa�d sooth�ngly. “My 
only �nterest �s �n recover�ng the cadenza.”
 “You won’t go to the pol�ce?”
 “I’m a private �nvest�gator. If you have someth�ng you want to 
say, please do so. It won’t go any farther.”
 “I’ve got to trust someone. I’m just sick at what’s happened, 
and I can’t keep �t all to myself anymore!” Her sobs were subs�d-
�ng �nto h�ccups. Trntl settled back and wa�ted pat�ently. F�nally, 
Stephan�e blurted: “I know who has the cadenza, M�ss Trntl!”
 Trntl sm�led encourag�ngly but sa�d noth�ng.
 “It’s a fr�end of m�ne—Morr�s Wa�te. He broke �nto Professor 
Pett�grew’s study and took �t off the desk.” She blew her nose aga�n, 
and, w�th red-r�mmed eyes, gazed at Trntl w�th m�ngled fear and 
hope—much l�ke a young ch�ld who, hav�ng confessed to cutt�ng 
holes �n Mother’s favor�te tablecloth, doesn’t know whether to ex-
pect pun�shment for the offense, or pra�se for be�ng truthful.
  Trntl wasn’t Mother, however, and was not the least b�t �nter-
ested in either punishment or praise. “Does he still have it?”
 “He had �t yesterday when he told me about the break-�n.” 
 “Why d�d he take �t?”
 “Oh, �t’s all so stup�d!” Stephan�e cr�ed. “So ch�ld�sh! He took 
�t because he was angry at Professor Pett�grew and wanted to get 
back at h�m. Last year, when Morr�s was a student at the Hast�ngs 
Inst�tute, he plag�ar�zed a paper he had to turn �n for Ted’s  course 
�n European Romant�c�sm—and Ted accused h�m of d�shonesty 
and had h�m expelled from the Inst�tute. Morr�s has been work�ng 
as a restaurant cook ever s�nce.”
 “I take �t you and Morr�s are close fr�ends?” Trntl asked.
 “Well, yes, you could say that. We go places and do th�ngs to-
gether. Yes, I guess we’re close. When he was a student we saw 
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each other every day, and now �t’s only two or three t�mes a week. 
I guess you could say we used to be closer than we are now.”
 “Come now, M�ss S�mms. Are you tell�ng me that h�s steal�ng 
the cadenza was s�mply a matter of gett�ng revenge on Pett�grew 
for hav�ng h�m expelled? That’s all?” Trntl laced her tone w�th 
we�ghty skept�c�sm, and the �mpl�ed �ncredul�ty pulled the rest of 
�t out. 
 “Well, no,” Stephan�e repl�ed, “there’s more to �t than that. 
Morr�s �s a very jealous person. In many ways he’s st�ll an ado-
lescent. He m�sunderstood the fr�endsh�p I have w�th Professor 
Pett�grew. He thought we were see�ng too much of each other, that 
there was someth�ng go�ng on between us. Just because I d�d well 
�n Ted’s classes, and adm�re h�m so much, and played tenn�s w�th 
h�m all last summer, Morr�s thought that Ted was cutt�ng h�m 
out, that we were hav�ng an affa�r!” (S�lly Morr�s, thought Trntl; 
and s�lly Mrs. Pett�grew, who would agree w�th h�m.) “So when 
the Farr�ngford Cadenza was d�scovered, and Ted was gett�ng so 
much attent�on after the press conference, Morr�s dec�ded that 
steal�ng the cadenza would be the best way to hurt h�m.”
 “Did Morris tell you this?” Trntl asked.
 “Yes, but only after he got fr�ghtened.”
 “Fr�ghtened?”
 “Yes, when I told h�m about the second burglary. He hadn’t 
known about �t, and �t came as a b�g shock to h�m.”
 “Perhaps you’d better start at the beg�nn�ng,” sa�d Trntl.
 Stephan�e fumbled a c�garette from a pack bes�de her and l�t �t 
shak�ly. Trntl se�zed the opportun�ty to l�ght one of her own. “The 
first I heard about the theft was yesterday morning when Ted—
Professor Pett�grew called me to h�s house and told me. He sa�d 
the publ�shers d�dn’t want h�m tell�ng anyone about the theft, but 
that he thought I had a r�ght to know. He told me there had been 
three break-ins, that the cadenza had been taken during the first, 
and that he’d been attacked dur�ng the second. He showed me h�s 
st�tches. It was an awful wound, M�ss Trntl!
 “Well, I was just bes�de myself. When I saw Morr�s that af-
ternoon, I told h�m everyth�ng. I had no �dea he was the th�ef. He 
got real scared when he heard about the second break-�n. I asked 
why, and then he swore me to secrecy and confessed that he’d 
taken the cadenza. You can’t �mag�ne how dumbfounded I was! 
I had no �dea Morr�s hated Professor Pett�grew so much, or that 
he assumed Ted and I were hav�ng an affa�r. Weren’t Morr�s and 
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I st�ll go�ng out—at least tw�ce a week? And I rem�nded h�m that 
Professor Pett�grew �s a marr�ed man, for goodness sakes!”
 Trntl blew a smoke r�ng. “If no one knew that Morr�s had 
taken the cadenza, why was he scared when he heard about the 
second break-�n?”
 “He’s afra�d he’ll be blamed for �t �f he tr�es to g�ve the cadenza 
back. Morr�s real�zes he d�d a fool�sh th�ng, M�ss Trntl. He sa�d 
he wasn’t th�nk�ng stra�ght the n�ght he broke �nto the house. He 
knows how �mportant the cadenza �s. He’s a mus�c�an h�mself, and 
was study�ng mus�c h�story. He wants �t publ�shed, and he knows 
that �f anyth�ng happens to �t wh�le �t’s �n h�s possess�on—�f �t’s 
damaged or destroyed—I’d never forg�ve h�m. He’d thought about 
ma�l�ng �t back to Ted so that he wouldn’t be connected w�th the 
break-�ns, but he th�nks the cadenza’s too valuable to trust to the 
ma�ls. I offered to take �t and g�ve �t back for h�m, but he sa�d No, 
that would involve me in the burglary. How could I explain finding 
�t twice? Quest�ons would be ra�sed that would lead back to h�m, 
and he’d be charged w�th burglary and assault. He knows he can’t 
keep the cadenza—and he doesn’t want to—but he doesn’t know 
how to go about g�v�ng �t back. And wh�le he works �t out, I’ve got 
to keep s�lent to protect h�m. It’s been dr�v�ng me crazy!” She be-
gan sniffling again.
 “Frankly,” sa�d Trntl, “�t doesn’t sound l�ke he’s th�nk�ng 
straight yet. Does he understand the full significance of the second 
break-�n?”
 “He knows �t means someone else wants the cadenza. That 
fr�ghtens h�m, too.”
 “It should,” Trntl sa�d gravely. “Whoever they are, they play 
rough. Bes�des attack�ng Pett�grew, they beat up Mr. F�negold and 
broke h�s arm.”
 Stephan�e’s eyes popped w�de. “Mr. F�negold? When d�d th�s 
happen?”
 “Yesterday morn�ng. They thought he might’ve been the first 
burglar, that he m�ght have the manuscr�pt.”
 Stephanie gasped. “Does that mean Morris is in danger?”
 “Only if they find out he’s got the cadenza. Has he told anyone 
else bes�des you?”
 Her eyes grew w�der st�ll. “I asked h�m that. He sa�d that be-
fore he talked to me, he’d told just one other person—another cook 
he works w�th at the restaurant—Tony Scaevola. Morr�s and I have 
double-dated w�th h�m and h�s g�rlfr�end Tammy several t�mes. 
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Morr�s sa�d that somet�me around m�dn�ght, after he’d stashed 
the cadenza �n h�s apartment, he went over to Tony’s place and 
had some dr�nks and bragged about what he’d done to get even 
w�th Professor Pett�grew. He expla�ned the whole th�ng to Tony, 
showed h�m a cl�pp�ng of the press conference and everyth�ng. 
He sa�d Tony laughed a lot and sa�d �t was a great revenge.” She 
paused. “Tell�ng Tony won’t put Morr�s �n any danger, w�ll �t?”
 “Hard to say,” sa�d Trntl. “But the longer Morr�s keeps the 
manuscript, the more danger he’s in. Do you think he’d give it to 
me? I’d deliver it to Lunner & Dinch and never reveal where I got 
�t.”
 Stephan�e sa�d, “I th�nk he’d g�ve �t to you—and be glad to be 
r�d of �t. Part�cularly �f I told h�m he should.”
 “Could you call h�m now and arrange a t�me?”
 Aflutter with relief, Stephanie leaped up and rushed to the 
phone, as pumped as �f the team had made a touchdown. “He 
should be home now—maybe sleep�ng,” she sa�d, d�al�ng the num-
ber. Trntl l�t another c�garette and puffed �mpat�ently wh�le the 
phone rang repeatedly and Stephan�e became ever more ag�tated. 
“He must be gone,” Stephanie said, finally hanging up the receiv-
er. “Maybe he was called back �n to work.” Her lower l�p was trem-
bl�ng.
 Trntl stumped out her c�garette, shrugged �nto her coat, and 
pulled on her gloves. “We’d better go over to h�s place,” she sa�d, 
try�ng not to sound too urgent. “Wa�t for h�m �f he’s not there. 
You’ll want your gloves; �t’s cold out.”
 Stephan�e nodded and s�lently got her coat and earmuffs. 
They hurr�ed to Trntl’s car and drove to Morr�s’s address on 
Gobel Street. On the way, Stephan�e chattered cont�nuously, and 
Trntl learned much about Morr�s: that he was a very n�ce person 
and fun to be w�th, though he probably d�d too much mar�juana 
(Stephan�e had urged h�m to smoke less dope, and bes�des, �t gave 
h�m a parano�d react�on)—that he played the dulc�mer, pretty well, 
too, and someday wanted to compose mus�c and wr�te a novel and 
travel to Europe and get a master’s degree �n mus�cology and have 
an uns�ghtly mole removed from h�s r�ght shoulder and get back 
to shar�ng an apartment w�th Stephan�e aga�n somet�me. “And we 
go to recitals and concerts,” she said, finally running out of steam. 
“Morr�s always has such unusual �ns�ghts �nto the mus�c. And we 
go to Patapsco Park to p�cn�c and walk �n the woods, and up the 
Wash�ngton Monument, and out to Fort McHenry and down to 
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the harbor, oh, we do lots of th�ngs. I’ve been want�ng Morr�s to 
learn to play tenn�s, but he says he’s not �nterested.” She po�nted. 
“Turn here. He l�ves �n the m�ddle of the next block.”
 Trntl was l�sten�ng w�th only half an ear—be�ng far more �n-
terested �n the gray Oldsmob�le Cutlass she’d been observ�ng �n 
the rear-v�ew m�rror ever s�nce they’d left Stephan�e’s apartment. 
It had fa�thfully followed them turn by turn, ma�nta�n�ng a d�s-
tance of one to two blocks. She was so �ntent on watch�ng �t she 
nearly m�ssed the turn onto Gobel Street.
 “That’s h�s house up there,” Stephan�e sa�d. “The one w�th the 
flagpole.”
 Sure enough, the Cutlass turned after them onto Gobel. 
“Qu�ck!” sa�d Stephan�e. “There’s a park�ng place. Grab �t, they’re 
hard to find.” Trntl braked, reversed, and angled in parallel to the 
curb. She was �ntend�ng to s�t beh�nd the wheel unt�l the Cutlass 
passed them; but as she k�lled the eng�ne, she saw �n the m�rror 
that �t had turned off Gobel onto a s�de street before �t reached the 
second block.
 Stephan�e was already out of the car and dash�ng up the s�de-
walk. Trntl pulled the �gn�t�on key and hurr�ed after her. “Now,” 
she sa�d to herself, “assum�ng they were ta�l�ng us, who were they 
follow�ng—Stephan�e, or me?”
 Morr�s’s apartment was �n a tall, narrow bu�ld�ng of aged red 
br�ck w�th carved stone l�ntels above the w�ndows. The entry was 
l�ned w�th wh�te marble that had yellowed w�th hard use and de-
cades of grime. “Fourth floor,” said Stephanie, leading the way. 
The sta�rs were extremely steep and narrow, covered w�th thread-
bare carpet for the first two flights, and dimly lit with wall sconces 
conta�n�ng small, tapered, low-wattage bulbs that succeeded qu�te 
well in simulating orange candle flames.
 The two of them were out of breath when they reached the 
fourth floor. Stephanie led Trntl down a dark corridor lined with 
garbage cans and stopped at a paneled door pa�nted chocolate 
brown. There was no answer to her frant�c knock�ng.
 Reach�ng past her, Trntl tr�ed the knob w�th her gloved hand. 
The door swung open. As they entered, Trntl scanned a qu�ck �n-
ventory. A rather stark room. L�ttle furn�ture. No w�ndow curta�ns 
to prevent the afternoon sun from stream�ng �n. European tour 
posters on the walls—V�enna, Par�s, London, Rome. Bare hard-
wood floor. A single bed, unmade and rumpled, pulled out at an 
angle from the wall. A hot plate �n one corner. Above �t, a small 
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wall-cupboard w�th canned goods, a bottle of v�negar, and an open 
box of soda crackers. In the center of the room, a small table l�t-
tered w�th empty beer cans. Bes�de �t, a cha�r ly�ng on �ts s�de. By 
the head of the bed, a pair of greasy gym shoes. On the floor at 
the foot of the bed, the remains of a dulcimer crushed flat by what 
Trntl guessed were the repeated stamp�ngs of a very large foot.
 “Morr�s?” Stephan�e called.
 “Where does he keep the cadenza?” Trntl asked, the smashed 
dulc�mer and toppled cha�r g�v�ng her vo�ce new urgency.
 “He told me he’d locked �t �n h�s mus�c case and h�dden �t w�th 
h�s dope,” sa�d Stephan�e. “There’s a stash hole �n the wall beh�nd 
h�s bed.”
 Sure enough, there where the bed had been pulled away from 
the wall, the wa�nscot�ng of vert�cal wooden boards had been 
wrenched from the plaster to expose a dark recess. It was empty.
 “No cadenza here,” Trntl announced. “No mar�juana, e�ther.”
 Stephan�e peered �nto the hole. “The cadenza was �n a locked 
brown leather br�efcase.”
 “We’ll search,” Trntl said. “Stephanie, see if you can find the 
cadenza anywhere �n th�s room. Check everyth�ng—mattress, 
books, drawers, beh�nd the posters. It m�ght not be �n the br�ef-
case anymore. At least you’ve seen the manuscr�pt, and w�ll be 
able to recogn�ze �t. But don’t take off your gloves, and don’t d�s-
turb anyth�ng. Is that the bathroom? I’ll look �n there.”
 Through a narrow doorway, the bathroom was a long closet 
w�th just enough space for a s�nk, tub, and to�let to be l�ned up �n 
ser�es on the oppos�ng wall. The br�ght sunl�ght slanted through 
the s�ngle w�ndow at the end oppos�te the stool. As she entered, 
Trntl noted that the bare bulb above the s�nk was l�t.
 Behind a plastic shower curtain, the bathtub, two-thirds filled 
w�th scummy water, conta�ned the mostly submerged body of a 
naked man.
 Precisely what Trntl had hoped not to find. Although not a 
complete surpr�se, nonetheless st�ll a shock to the system. “Can 
you descr�be Morr�s?” Trntl asked casually �nto the other room.
 “He’s tall, w�th blue eyes,” Stephan�e answered, her vo�ce 
muffled by the bathroom wall, “with longish blond hair and a kind 
of scraggly beard. He’s not very muscular—but he would be �f he’d 
learn to play tenn�s. Oh, and he has a l�ttle blueb�rd tattoo.”
 The body lay on �ts back, �ts swollen face just below the sur-
face of the water. The face was framed by a tangled webl�ke mass 
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of dark�sh ha�r and beard. W�th the l�ds half-closed, �t was hard to 
tell the color of the eyes. On the r�ght shoulder was a large dark 
mole, and h�gh on the left th�gh adjacent to the gro�n, a small tat-
too. A l�ttle blueb�rd w�th spread w�ngs, waterlogged and not go-
�ng anywhere.
 Trntl reached out and gently nudged the r�ght shoulder; the 
body sh�fted away �n the water. No blood. No apparent wounds. 
Severe abras�ons on both knees. Blue jeans and underwear tossed 
�nto a soggy heap bes�de the to�let. A pa�r of scuffed leather shoes. 
Evidence of a considerable amount of water drying on the floor 
around the tub.
 Trntl opened the med�c�ne chest, scanned the asp�r�n tablets, 
toothbrush, and dental floss, closed the door, observed that the 
cab�net was securely bolted to the wall. Removed the top of the 
water closet, looked �n: no stash, no cadenza. Stud�ed the ce�l�ng, 
the light fixture, the window frame, the molding where the walls 
joined the ceiling, the vinyl floor. No wainscoting, just painted 
plaster. She turned and went back to the bedroom.
 From the k�tchen area, Stephan�e sa�d, “There’s no s�gn of the 
cadenza. I’ve gone through the cupboards, even the cracker box, 
and—s�nce you sa�d search everyth�ng—even h�s bag of d�rty laun-
dry.”
 “It wasn’t �n the bathroom, e�ther,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Someone must’ve come �n and taken �t from h�s stash hole. 
Morr�s would never leave the boards pulled away l�ke that. And h�s 
dulcimer’s lying smashed on the floor!”
 “We’d better go,” sa�d Trntl, gu�d�ng Stephan�e �nto the hall. 
She carefully closed the door beh�nd them, not�ng as she d�d that 
there was no s�gn of forced entry: no j�mmy marks, the lock �ntact. 
Then she followed Stephan�e down the sta�rs.
 “I don’t know where Morr�s could be,” Stephan�e sa�d on 
the second flight down. “He wasn’t scheduled to work today. On 
h�s days off he’s usually home at th�s t�me. And who got �nto h�s 
apartment? Do you suppose it was those people who hurt Mr. 
F�negold?”
 “Poss�bly,” sa�d Trntl. Probably, she thought—and they were 
play�ng very rough. She felt fairly confident in reconstructing 
what had happened. S�nce the l�ght was st�ll on �n the sun-washed 
bathroom, Morr�s had been k�lled at n�ght. He’d probably been 
clothed, poss�bly just home from work; s�nce h�s jeans and shorts 
were wet and at some d�stance from the tub, he’d been drowned 
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wh�le wear�ng them. It would take at least two �ntruders to force 
h�m down onto h�s knees and hold h�s head under water t�ll he 
told them where the cadenza was h�dden—and then to drown h�m. 
Once he was dead, they’d placed h�s clothes by the to�let to make �t 
look as though he’d undressed h�mself and drowned wh�le tak�ng 
a bath. But the toppled cha�r and crushed dulc�mer suggested a 
struggle. S�nce the room had not been further d�srupted to s�gn�fy 
a thoroughgo�ng search, Morr�s had probably told them where the 
stash-hole was beh�nd the bed. But �t hadn’t saved h�m.
 “Of course, Morr�s h�mself may have taken the cadenza out of 
the h�d�ng place and gone off w�th �t,” Stephan�e sa�d. “He m�ght’ve 
known that someone was com�ng for �t and wanted to escape.” 
Trntl let her cont�nue to clutch at her straws. Her own thoughts 
were concerned w�th who had the cadenza now. Pett�grew’s at-
tackers? Most l�kely. But who were they? The pol�te young man 
w�th the blond mustache and h�s fr�ends (however many there 
were)? Agents of Humboldt-Hartmann Gesellschaft? Or Cameron 
Stewart, Ltd.? B. F. Cleavenger & Sons? L’Enfant Devereux? The 
dossiers Dinch had given her asserted that his competitors would 
stop at noth�ng. But �f the k�llers were agents of one of the com-
pet�tors, how d�d they learn that Morr�s had the cadenza? He’d 
sa�d he’d told no one except Stephan�e and h�s fr�end Tony the 
cook. Well, then: Tony?
 At the street, Trntl made a qu�ck dec�s�on. “Where d�d you say 
Morr�s works?”
 “Hanrahan’s. On Charles Street.”
 “An Ir�sh place?”
 “Well, more Ital�an, I guess. P�zza, spaghett�, lasagna, stuff 
l�ke that. It’s very expens�ve.”
 “Maybe we should go there and see what th�s fr�end of h�s 
m�ght know.”
 “Tony Scaevola. He’s the owner’s nephew. That’s a good �dea. 
Maybe Morris was called back to work tonight, and we’ll find him 
there, too.”
 “And �f not, they m�ght know where he �s,” sa�d Trntl. “I’d l�ke 
to get a look at Tony. If anyone asks about me, just say I’m your 
Aunt Fanny.”
 As they drove back to Charles, Trntl not�ced that the Olds 
Cutlass was st�ll �n her rear-v�ew m�rror. She sa�d noth�ng, not 
w�sh�ng to upset Stephan�e further. Later, she w�shed that she 
had.
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 When they arr�ved at Hanrahan’s, the park�ng lot was nearly 
full of very pr�cey cars. Happy hour folks. Trntl pulled �n between 
a Rolls-Royce and a Ferrar�, and observed casually: “Qu�te a cl�en-
tele. The place doesn’t look l�ke much on the outs�de. They must 
have good lasagna.”
 “Gee, I don’t know,” sa�d Stephan�e. “I’ve never eaten here.”
 It was a fa�rly old bu�ld�ng wh�ch had undergone a modern�z-
�ng facel�ft of stone veneer and s�lvery weathered wood. Adjacent 
to the plate glass doors were elegant stone planters filled with 
some type of creep�ng evergreen. Pass�ng through the doors was 
l�ke enter�ng a cave: w�ndowless walls pa�nted black, d�m �nd�rect 
l�ght�ng, and a th�ck black carpet. A s�ngle candle �n a tall ruby 
ch�mney graced each of the small, �nt�mate tables that receded 
�nto the darkness; an endless success�on of red glow�ngs. (There 
has to be a m�rror on the far wall, Trntl thought. The bu�ld�ng �sn’t 
b�g enough to have so many tables.) A blond hostess approached 
them.
 “Is Morr�s Wa�te work�ng ton�ght?” Stephan�e asked her. 
 “Morr�s? No, th�s �s h�s n�ght off.”
 “What about Tony Scaevola?”
 “He’s �n the k�tchen.”
 “Could we see h�m, please?” Trntl asked.
 The hostess hesitated briefly. “I suppose so. Just a minute.”
 She moved back through the tables toward the bar. “I’ll ask 
h�m �f he knows where Morr�s �s,” Stephan�e sa�d. “He m�ght know 
someth�ng we don’t.”
 “Yes, he m�ght,” sa�d Trntl, stra�n�ng to see �nto the k�tchen 
through the small glass panel set �n the sw�ng�ng door. Even as she 
peered, the door swung open, and a stocky man w�th glossy black 
ha�r pushed through and strode toward them. At close range, he 
looked them over, unsm�l�ng and prec�se. “It’s �rregular to have 
people ask�ng to see the k�tchen help. What’s the nature of your 
bus�ness?”
 “We just want to ask Tony Scaevola a quest�on,” sa�d Stephan�e, 
“—about Morr�s Wa�te.”
 The briefest flicker of a shadow darkened his eyes. “Neither 
Morr�s Wa�te nor Tony Scaevola �s work�ng ton�ght. If you’d care to 
leave a message—?” H�s vo�ce tra�led off, and he watched them.
 “No, I don’t th�nk we want to do that,” sa�d Trntl. “You’re the 
manager, I take �t? What’s your name �n case we want to call �n a 
message later?”
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 “Yes, I’m the manager, Angelo Torell�. I’m here every eve-
n�ng.”
 Trntl tugged at Stephan�e’s elbow and moved her toward the 
door. Angelo Torell� stared at the�r backs as they hurr�ed �nto the 
park�ng lot.
 “Noth�ng more to be ga�ned here,” sa�d Trntl, as they got �nto 
the car. “I’m go�ng to take you home. I adv�se you to say noth-
�ng about Morr�s’s steal�ng the cadenza—to anyone. And don’t tell 
anybody we were at h�s apartment th�s afternoon. Keep your door 
locked and don’t open it for strangers. Don’t try to contact Morris. 
He’s in very deep waters, and if you try to find him, you may be in 
danger yourself.”
 Stephan�e arr�ved at her apartment house ashen and per-
plexed, confused and j�ttery, and once aga�n on the verge of tears. 
Trntl wa�ted unt�l she’d unlocked the outer door and d�sappeared 
�ns�de. Then she drove to a publ�c telephone booth and called 
an anonymous t�p to the pol�ce that a body would be found four 
flights up at a certain address on Gobel Street.
 Preoccup�ed w�th sort�ng out the events of the day, she got 
�nto the car, l�t a c�garette, and started back to the hotel. She was 
not too preoccup�ed to watch the rear-v�ew m�rror. Yes, there 
�t was: no doubt about �t now. The Cutlass was follow�ng her. 
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Chapter  6
 When Trntl got back to the hotel at 5:�0, she found a space 
on the second level of the park�ng garage and hurr�ed down to the 
lobby. Carol Brown was wa�t�ng for her on a couch oppos�te the 
reg�strat�on desk. “Am I glad to see you!” Trntl excla�med, throw-
�ng herself onto the cush�ons bes�de her. “How long have you been 
here?”
 “About forty-five minutes. When I found you weren’t in, I de-
cided to sit here and get a feel for the place. I finished reading The 
Wall Street Journal and met a couple of extremely fr�endly men: 
a lonely cla�ms adjuster from W�ch�ta, and a n�ce older fellow w�th 
a red toupee and a cab�n cru�ser who wanted to take me out for an 
even�ng on Chesapeake Bay.”
 “I hope you’re not go�ng w�th h�m,” sa�d Trntl. “I need you 
here.”
 “No, I told h�m I had a pr�or engagement.”
 “I’m glad ne�ther of them was a sales rep for Humboldt-
Hartmann Gesellschaft,” sa�d Trntl. “That would have made my 
day.”
 “I brought your toothbrush and assorted clothes,” sa�d Carol, 
patt�ng the su�tcase bes�de her. “Also the small tape recorder.” 
She was study�ng Trntl’s face qu�zz�cally. “You seem tense. What’s 
happened?”
 “All hell’s broken loose. I thought I almost had my hands on 
the cadenza, but �t got away aga�n. And there’s been a murder.”
 “A murder? The ante’s go�ng up. Sounds l�ke you need a 
dr�nk.”
 “You’re r�ght. Let’s go up to my room, d�tch the su�tcase, and 
get some supper. We’ve got a lot to d�scuss ton�ght.” They went 
to the elevator; and on their way to the sixth floor, Trntl began 
recount�ng the events of the afternoon.

 They ate �n the hotel restaurant, Trntl st�ll keyed up and talk-
�ng nonstop through her pre-d�nner mart�n�. By the t�me the�r 
meals were served, she’d smoked four c�garettes and relaxed a 
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little; halfway through their crab cakes and white wine, she finally 
ran down.
 Carol sa�d, “I’m surpr�sed you d�dn’t tell Stephan�e that Morr�s 
�s dead.”
 “I was afra�d she’d get hyster�cal,” sa�d Trntl. “And we’d have 
had to call the pol�ce, and wa�t around, and answer quest�ons—
and I thought we’d better get on w�th our �nvest�gat�on before the 
tra�l got any colder.”
 “Well, you called the cops anonymously,” sa�d Carol. “It’ll be 
�n tomorrow’s news. How w�ll Stephan�e take �t?”
 “I tr�ed to warn her that she’s �n potent�al danger herself. I 
don’t know what she’ll do when she learns about Morr�s. Poss�bly 
go to Pett�grew and tell h�m everyth�ng. Poss�bly call me—she 
knows I’m at the Cavend�sh. But ton�ght I d�dn’t want her under-
foot. I need to get your thoughts on what’s been happen�ng.”
 “Hmmm,” sa�d Carol. “F�rst, �t seems to me that your analys�s 
�s val�d. Morr�s’s death �s e�ther related to the cadenza, or �t’s not. 
If �t �s, he was probably k�lled e�ther by the people who savaged 
F�negold or else Tony Scaevola and h�s fr�ends. If the former, we 
don’t know how they learned that Morr�s had the manuscr�pt. If 
the latter, we don’t know Tony’s mot�ve.”
 “Money,” sa�d Trntl. “He’ll e�ther try to sell �t, or hold �t for 
ransom. Morr�s showed h�m the cl�pp�ng of the press conference, 
where Pett�grew told all the world �t’s pr�celess.”
 “So Tony gets to set the pr�ce,” Carol mused. “Now, on the 
other hand, �f Morr�s’s death isn’t related to the cadenza, why was 
he k�lled? And where’s the cadenza now?”
 “Drugs,” said Trntl. “He may have been a dealer, for all we 
know. A deal may have gone sour, or h�s suppl�ers may have felt he 
was hold�ng out on them. It’s ent�rely poss�ble that someone k�lled 
h�m to steal h�s stash. The hole was empty, after all.”
 “Then why would the cadenza be gone?”
 “Morr�s told Stephan�e that he kept the manuscr�pt locked �n 
h�s leather br�efcase. If the br�efcase was �n the stash hole, who-
ever k�lled h�m m�ght’ve taken �t too, assum�ng �t conta�ned drugs 
or money.”
 “Oh gad,” sa�d Carol. “And after they get the br�efcase open 
and see that �t �sn’t drugs—”
 “Exactly. The cadenza may wind up in a Dumpster some-
where, or blow�ng �n the w�nd.”
 “So we should hope �t was Tony,” Carol sa�d wryly.
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 “Well, that would g�ve us a place to start,” sa�d Trntl. “But 
there’s noth�ng to �nd�cate that Tony was �nvolved. When 
Stephan�e and I went to Hanrahan’s to talk to h�m, th�ngs got a 
little fishy. The hostess said he was in the kitchen; Torelli said he 
wasn’t. But fishy doesn’t prove a thing.”
 Carol dec�ded on chocolate mousse for dessert, and Trntl 
chose caramel custard.
 “Gett�ng back to the drug angle,” Carol sa�d, when the wa�ter 
had left, “there’s no proof that whoever k�lled Morr�s and emp-
t�ed the stash got the cadenza; �t m�ght not have been �n the hole. 
Morr�s may have h�dden �t somewhere else or g�ven �t to someone 
for safekeep�ng. It may st�ll be h�dden.”
 “So who k�lled Morr�s? Tony and fr�ends? the burglars who 
�njured Pett�grew (and maybe F�negold)? somebody w�th a drug 
connect�on?”
 Carol shook her head. “The murder just confuses th�ngs. 
Let’s st�ck w�th the cadenza. We know that the burglars respon-
s�ble for the second and th�rd break-�ns—and maybe for break�ng 
F�negold’s arm—want the cadenza badly. Why? Try another mo-
t�ve bes�des money.”
 Trntl finished her coffee and lit another cigarette. “A compet-
ing publisher might want to upstage Lunner & Dinch and publish 
the cadenza first. Or, if that’s not possible, considering the legal 
problems, at least to keep Lunner & Dinch from publishing it. 
That certainly would be Dinch’s view.” She picked up the bill and 
started away from the table.
 “My God,” sa�d Carol. “Burglary, black bag jobs. You make �t 
sound l�ke �ndustr�al esp�onage. Here, Trntl, you’ve forgotten your 
c�garettes, as usual.” She handed her the pack. “Surely mus�c pub-
l�sh�ng �sn’t �n the same league as real estate development, elec-
tron�cs, aeronaut�cs, plast�cs and pharmaceut�cals!”
 “You haven’t read the dossiers Dinch gave me on his competi-
tors,” Trntl sa�d darkly. “They’re up �n the room; you’ll see.”

 The door locked, and a bottle of Scotch and a bucket of �ce 
on the table bes�de them, they sprawled on the double bed and 
prepared to go systematically through the folders Dinch had pro-
vided. “Dinch was very thorough,” Trntl said, as Carol filled their 
glasses. “See: first the letters of introduction—to the Director of 
the Hast�ngs Inst�tute, the pol�ce, the news ed�tor of the Sun and 
‘Whom �t may concern’. Then a tape cassette of Farr�ngford’s F�fth 
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Concerto played by Rosamond Foxe. But he forgot to g�ve me a 
tape recorder to play �t on.”
 “We’ve got one now,” said Carol. “Do you want to play it?”
 “Later, maybe,” sa�d Trntl. “Then there’s the reta�ner check 
wh�ch we’ll cash tomorrow. And these photocop�es of mus�c 
manuscr�pts �n Farr�ngford’s hand.” She la�d these documents 
as�de and took up s�x fat man�la folders. “And now to the meat 
of the matter. Are you ready? Dossiers on Dinch’s chief competi-
tors: Humboldt-Hartmann Gesellschaft; B. F. Cleavenger & Sons; 
Cameron Stewart, Ltd.; L’Enfant Devereux; Franzen-Van Eyck of 
Rotterdam; and W�n�fred House, Inc. He says �n h�s cover letter, 
‘The first four have shown themselves to be especially aggressive 
and utterly unscrupulous �n the�r efforts to acqu�re the works of 
living and recently dead composers. These files were compiled 
w�th great care over a per�od of many years. I �nclude them so 
that you may see how viciously these firms operate, what they’re 
capable of, and what you’ll be up aga�nst.’”
 “My God,” sa�d Carol, “they’re huge! Humboldt-Hartmann �s 
an �nch th�ck.”
 Trntl cont�nued read�ng the letter: “‘To g�ve you an �dea of 
the�r tact�cs: �n �93�, B. F. Cleavenger acqu�red the r�ghts to all 
of Abner Solhe�m’s works by cult�vat�ng and subsequently marry-
�ng Solhe�m’s w�dow. In �949, Cameron Stewart stole the r�ghts to 
Arch�bald Ingraham’s last three symphon�es by br�b�ng the execu-
tor of Ingraham’s estate—an unpr�nc�pled brother-�n-law.’”
 Carol asked, “Wouldn’t that be ‘buy�ng’ rather than ‘steal-
�ng’?”
 “The worst �s yet to come,” sa�d Trntl. “‘For many years, 
L’Enfant Devereux has engaged in the unfair business practice 
of g�v�ng money grants and loans to struggl�ng composers �n ex-
change for the�r works—an extort�on they call patronage and 
commissions.’”
 “Why, that’s awful,” sa�d Carol.
 “And,” cont�nued Trntl, “he accuses Humboldt-Hartmann of 
blackma�l: ‘For example, they obta�ned the r�ghts to Pandofsky’s 
works by threaten�ng to tell h�s w�fe about h�s numerous adulter-
ous affa�rs and h�s s�x �lleg�t�mate ch�ldren. They got Rundelmann’s 
quartets by threaten�ng to publ�cly expose h�s sexual �nterest �n 
young boys.’”
 “Ah, that’s closer to the marrow!” sa�d Carol. “But what makes 
a ch�ld ‘�lleg�t�mate’?”
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 “I don’t know; it’s Dinch’s word, not mine. He goes on to 
say, ‘Humboldt-Hartmann’s �ntell�gence network �s the largest—
but the other five have spies and agents everywhere—including 
infiltrators in each other’s home offices and sales departments. 
They have the�r people on the ed�tor�al staffs of major mus�c mag-
az�nes and on the judg�ng panels of awards-compet�t�ons. They’ve 
secretly bankrolled cr�t�cs and rev�ewers to guarantee that the�r 
composers w�ll get favorable not�ces and the�r compet�tors’ com-
posers won’t. As a case �n po�nt, Luella Campbell Kn�ghtley of 
Music, Maestro! Magazine (see Cleavenger file, p. 13) is invari-
ably present at Cleavenger’s pr�vate cockta�l part�es; but she has 
refused to come to ours on ethical grounds.’”
 “Maybe Cleavenger has better booze,” sa�d Carol.
 “And note this,” said Trntl: “‘In each file, a red star marks those 
operat�ves who seem to me the most l�kely to be �nvolved �n the 
theft of the Farr�ngford Cadenza. Fam�l�ar�ze yourself w�th the�r 
phys�cal character�st�cs and hab�ts, and study the�r photographs 
so that you’ll recogn�ze them �f you encounter them. They’re ca-
pable of adopt�ng clever d�sgu�ses. Employ the utmost d�scret�on 
in your inquiries; if any of these firms learn that you’re working 
for us, you may be sure that you’ll be under constant surve�llance 
at the very least.’ He concludes by say�ng that �n our commun�ca-
tions with his office, it would be wise to assume that our telephone 
�s bugged, and to conduct ourselves accord�ngly.”
 “Well, well,” sa�d Carol. “And somebody is follow�ng you �n a 
gray Cutlass.” She stifled a small yawn. “What does he mean by 
‘under surve�llance at the very least’, do you suppose?”
 “It does g�ve one pause,” sa�d Trntl. “Part�cularly �n v�ew of 
F�negold’s broken arm and Morr�s’s last bath.”
 “Maybe we’d better look at those photographs,” sa�d Carol.
 Together they opened the Humboldt-Hartmann folder. Trntl 
removed a stack of seven s�ngle-spaced typewr�tten pages. “What’s 
that?” asked Carol.
 “A profile of the company and a historical sketch of its opera-
t�ons and act�v�t�es. Conc�se summary for the per�od �905 to �947; 
exceed�ngly deta�led from �947 to the present.”
 “And th�s?” Twelve pages stapled �nto a separate bundle.
 “F�nanc�al �nformat�on. Balance sheets, tax statements, roy-
alty payments, payroll, the terms of part�cular composers’ con-
tracts.”
 “How the hell did Dinch obtain all that?” Carol gasped.
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 “Lunner & Dinch has spies and agents everywhere,” said Trntl. 
“Here are some key �tems.” She scanned the sheets. “HHG had a 
morator�um on publ�sh�ng Jew�sh composers �n the �930’s; but, 
beg�nn�ng �n �949, made a concerted effort to enl�st them. In �954, 
one of Lunner & Dinch’s most prolific and profitable composers, 
Rebecca Ste�nmetz, was lured away when HHG conv�nced her that 
L & D was cheating her on royalties. In 1956, just as Lunner & 
Dinch came forth with an offer for Quincy Forrester’s Woodwind 
Qu�ntet, HHG �ntercepted h�m as he arr�ved �n Salzburg, wh�sked 
him away to an Alpine hunting lodge (‘kidnapped him’ is Dinch’s 
term), and flattered him into signing a contract with them. In 
1969, when L & D was making a secret bid to Oliver Pritchett’s 80-
year-old w�dow for the r�ghts to h�s unpubl�shed works, the offer 
was leaked by Lunner’s personal secretary, enabl�ng HHG to top 
the�r b�d and purchase the works.”
 “Do you suppose HHG has a comparable file on L & D?” Carol 
asked.
 “The quest�on does r�se unb�dden to the m�nd,” sa�d Trntl.
 They’d arrived at the personal data sheets. The first photo-
graph marked w�th a red star was that of Rudolph Ge�sler, born 
�936, Stuttgart. A nondescr�pt blond�sh man w�th horn-r�mmed 
glasses, reced�ng ha�rl�ne, and a small goatee. “He’s currently 
Assistant Vice-President for Marketing, U. S. Office (New York),” 
said Trntl. “His father was a member of the Nazi Party and Deputy 
Minister of Cultural Affairs, killed in the Dresden fire-bombing. 
Rudolph has an Amer�can w�fe and three daughters.”
 Carol po�nted to a p�ece of paper taped to a card. “And th�s �s 
a sample of h�s handwr�t�ng, I suppose.” It was a torn half-sheet 
of what appeared to be an inter-office memorandum—mustard-
sta�ned and crumpled, as though �t had been plucked from a 
wastebasket. 
 “H�s hobb�es are l�sted,” sa�d Trntl. “Garden�ng, jogg�ng—and 
get th�s, Carol: hunt�ng w�th bow and arrows.”
 Carol gave a l�ttle wh�stle.
 The next starred photo—dated �978—was of a woman �n her 
late �0’s or early 30’s. Snapped on the street, �t caught her �n sm�l-
ing profile entering a taxi. “Ilse Sturm,” Carol read, “née Adler, 
born �948, �n Bonn. Current pos�t�on: Ass�stant Ed�tor, Keyboard 
Division, home-office Hamburg. Smokes small cigars, changes 
ha�r-color frequently, has a small brown mole under her r�ght eye. 
Known to have numerous contacts w�th mus�c cr�t�cs and rev�ew-
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ers �n both Europe and Amer�ca. Served as a judge �n the Larsen-
P�tts Compet�t�on �n �976—the w�nner that year be�ng Inez Olson, 
one of HHG’s regulars. Husband k�lled �n a Sw�ss cable car acc�-
dent �n �975.”
 “Do you think you’d recognize her across a crowded room?” 
Trntl asked.   
 “Poss�bly,” sa�d Carol, “But I’d hate to be �n a pos�t�on where 
my l�fe depended on �t.”
 “Probably would help �f she was smok�ng one of her c�gars,” 
sa�d Trntl.
 The th�rd photo was a d�stance shot, fuzzy and blurred, of a 
group of people s�tt�ng at a banquet table. The star was placed 
above a man who m�ght poss�bly have been dark-ha�red and of 
med�um bu�ld, who m�ght or m�ght not have been wear�ng a beard. 
“Horace Alonzo H. Nev�lle, Jr.,” Carol read. “Born �95�, Cooksv�lle, 
Pennsylvania. Currently Assistant Sales Director, Western States 
Division, San Francisco. Well, Trntl, he’s far enough away you 
don’t have to worry about h�m.”
 “Dreamer,” said Trntl.
 “Says he was formerly an HHG undercover agent at B. F. 
Cleavenger in Los Angeles, but was unmasked and fired.”
 “Go on,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Nev�lle’s unmarr�ed. ‘Hobb�es: boys and young men, aged �6 
to �5. Current boyfr�end (�980): R. J. “Bubba” S�mpk�ns, l�feguard 
at the Ach�lles Club, San Franc�sco.’ It says he was the ch�ef opera-
t�ve �n HHG’s obta�n�ng Rundelmann’s quartets, and �n scotch�ng 
the agreement Lunner & Dinch was negotiating with Maximilian 
Poore �n �980.”
 “It gets better,” sa�d Trntl.
 “‘Extremely dangerous. In December, 1976, he caused LD #8 
(who was assigned to him) to fall and break his leg on a flight of 
sta�rs at the “Boy Howdy!” bar �n Ch�cago; and, �n May �977, he 
arranged the arrest, for indecent exposure, of LD #13 by an under-
cover v�ce cop at the “Man Al�ve!” bar �n Seattle.’”
 “N�ce guy,” sa�d Trntl, ly�ng back on the bed, one arm over her 
eyes. “It goes on that way through all s�x folders. A, for example, 
has a luxur�ous v�lla on the Côte d’Azur for week-long org�es; B 
wr�tes a b�ased column for Journal X—under a pseudonym; C has 
a severe alcohol problem; D enjoys a twist of lemon in her vodka 
tonic. And the photographs! Just flip through them.”
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 Carol d�d. Page after page of formal portra�ts, and cand�d 
shots of people com�ng out of doorways or cross�ng streets, stand-
�ng �n recept�on l�nes or descend�ng sta�rs, pos�ng �n groups or 
wandering in crowds—the named individuals identified by neatly 
penned arrows and t�ny red stars—chatt�ng on park benches, buy-
�ng chestnuts from street vendors, s�tt�ng �n parked cars, eat�ng 
p�zza, walk�ng w�th the�r ch�ldren at the zoo, and—�n one arrest-
�ng p�cture—r�d�ng on a carousel, star�ng d�rectly �nto the camera, 
open-mouthed w�th shock.
 Carol closed the folders and stacked them on the floor beside 
the bed. Trntl yawned, and placed her glasses on the beds�de table. 
“That gray Cutlass following me—? Maybe it’s LD #16 checking to 
make sure I’m do�ng my job.”
 Carol started for the bathroom to brush her teeth. “I wouldn’t 
count on �t,” she sa�d. 
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Chapter  7
March 3      (Tuesday)      

 Trntl was doing leg-lifts in the center of the floor when Carol 
breezed �n w�th the morn�ng paper. “Well, Morr�s made page 
three.”
 Cranking up on one elbow, Trntl took the paper, flattened it 
on the carpet, and turned to the story. One column �nch: Morr�s 
Wa�te d�scovered drowned �n h�s bathtub; foul play suspected; 
pol�ce �nvest�gat�ng. “I wonder �f Stephan�e has read th�s,” Trntl 
sa�d. “I’ll call her later today and see how she’s do�ng.” She jack-
kn�fed to her feet and rummaged �n the closet for street clothes. 
“Breakfast first, and then to work. I want to know more about 
Tony’s uncle, the owner of Hanrahan’s. That means the publ�c l�-
brary, maybe the courthouse. We need to pay another v�s�t to Mr. 
F�negold; maybe you’ll have better luck than I d�d. If the store’s 
open, go �n as a customer and get h�m talk�ng about h�s broken 
arm. If the store’s closed, go upsta�rs to h�s apartment and talk 
there.”
 “And �f he won’t talk?”
 “Then we cudgel our bra�ns about what to do next,” sa�d Trntl. 
“But now, let’s eat.” 

 Before they set out on the�r separate m�ss�ons, Trntl dec�ded 
to phone Professor Pett�grew to ask �f he could recall hav�ng talked 
to anyone else after the break-�ns bes�des herself, Stephan�e, the 
man w�th the blond mustache, and the pack of reporters who’d 
converged on h�s lawn. And part�cularly to �nqu�re �f he’d men-
t�oned the name of Morr�s Wa�te to anyone at all. “A long shot,” she 
sa�d, not expect�ng much from the call, “but �t’s gotta be done.”
 She got even less than she expected. Mrs. Pett�grew answered 
on the first ring.
 “Th�s �s N. F. Trntl. Is Professor Pett�grew �n?”
 “He’s not �n, and he won’t be tak�ng any more calls, so you 
needn’t try ever aga�n.”
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 “Mrs. Pettigrew, I’ve been hired by Lunner & Dinch—”
 “Dinch is a foul-mouthed, pushy, disgusting toad!”—a shriek 
�n Trntl’s ear. “He called th�s morn�ng and accused Theodore of 
st�ll hav�ng the cadenza! Yes! of keep�ng �t for h�mself and an-
nounc�ng the theft as a hoax! After he called, Theodore was taken 
�ll and actually lost h�s breakfast on the l�v�ng room couch!”
 “I had no idea Mr. Dinch would be calling you—”
 “We’ve had noth�ng but trouble s�nce that mus�c was found! 
Reporters, calls from everywhere, break-�ns, and now accusat�ons! 
I w�sh we’d never seen that m�serable mus�c! And �f that’s not bad 
enough, Dinch has even set spies on us! I know there’s someone 
watch�ng our house.”
 “Maybe �t’s the pol�ce,” Trntl sa�d, not bel�ev�ng �t for a m�n-
ute.
 “It’s not the pol�ce,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew. “We want noth�ng 
more to do with Dinch—or you. Or reporters. We’re finished. 
We’re go�ng to my s�ster’s �n Omaha.” She hung up w�th a loud 
cl�ck.
 W�th a s�gh, Trntl replaced the rece�ver and reported the conver-
sat�on to Carol, who ra�sed her eyebrows and sa�d “Interest�ng.”
 “I was afraid Dinch would interfere with our investigation,” 
sa�d Trntl.
 “Well, we know two things from that call. First, Dinch is crack-
�ng under the stra�n. Second, there’s been no ransom demand as 
yet.” 
 “It’s only been one day s�nce Morr�s gave �t up,” sa�d Trntl. “I’d 
welcome a ransom demand. Then we’d know the cadenza’s not 
lost or destroyed.” She put on her coat. “Let’s go, and meet back 
here for lunch at eleven.”

 At ten-twenty, wh�le Trntl �s study�ng documents at the court-
house and Carol �s leav�ng F�negold’s Flea-Market, V�ctor Zyzynsk� 
crosses the lobby of the Cavend�sh Hotel, enters the elevator, and 
viciously punches the button for the ninth floor.
 As the car r�ses, he opens h�s overcoat, lett�ng h�s belly ex-
pand, takes c�gar case from su�tcoat pocket, and selects a large 
Havana. It’s fortunate that he’s alone �n the elevator; for had there 
been other passengers, they’d have shrunk back aga�nst the walls, 
cowed by h�s thunderous brows, h�s downturned mouth t�ght as a 
z�pper, h�s unbl�nk�ng bas�l�sk stare.
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 Zyzynsk� �s not happy to be �n Balt�more. Hav�ng to leave the 
merger negotiations to fly down for a personal inquiry into the 
whereabouts of the Farr�ngford Cadenza �s vastly more than an 
�rr�tat�on. It’s a b�tter adm�ss�on, acute as a k�dney stone, that 
someone, somehow, has managed to get ahead of h�m. Snick! The 
blade of the gold guillotine flashes down to lop off the end of his 
fat c�gar.
 In the ninth floor hallway he pauses a moment to get his 
bear�ngs, then moves qu�ckly to Room 9�7. He knocks loudly: 
three—two—three. The door �s opened by a tall young man, blond, 
w�th a blond mustache. Ne�ther speaks. Zyzynsk� removes h�s hat 
and coat and flings them onto the bed. The young man moves to 
the center of the room and stands wa�t�ng at a tense parade rest. 
Zyzynsk� seats h�mself ponderously �n a cha�r at the foot of the 
bed, crosses h�s legs by heft�ng h�s r�ght ankle onto h�s left knee. 
Then, puffing his cigar, leans back and stares at the young man for 
a full th�rty seconds. Stretched t�ght across h�s vest, the gu�llot�ne’s 
gold cha�n gleams �n the sunl�ght stream�ng through the w�ndow. 
F�nally, w�th a jet of th�ck blue smoke, he says: “Not an �mpress�ve 
performance, Ch�p. You men don’t usually d�sappo�nt me.”
 So that’s the form �t w�ll take. “No, s�r, not a good perfor-
mance,” says Ch�p. He braces h�mself for what he knows w�ll be 
com�ng next.
 “I find it hard to understand,” Zyzynski continues, flinging 
h�s words l�ke darts, “that the three of you—normally so cool, so 
efficient and skilled, so careful, so practiced—could bungle some-
th�ng so s�mple as an entry at Pett�grew’s house.”
 As he talks, ever more rap�dly, h�s vo�ce becomes louder, 
higher in pitch. He jabs the cigar at Chip like an accusing finger. 
“You, who’ve penetrated the most soph�st�cated electron�c se-
cur�ty systems �n the world! to whom attack dogs and armed 
guards have never been an obstacle! who snatched the Charles 
IX Coronat�on Cup r�ght before the eyes of three hundred guests 
at the Invest�ture Ceremony! who l�fted all twelve tons of The 
Temptation of Saint Anthony right off the flatcar as it arrived at 
the Vat�can! who made off w�th all four hundred square feet of 
The Death of Caligula!—” (Twenty by twenty, recalls Ch�p, w�th an 
inward smirk of justifiable pride.) “—who extracted the Komiroff 
Sapphire from its Deep Vault in the Moscow Kremlin despite the 
best defenses of the KGB!” He g�ves a snort of contempt. “And I 
thought you were experts! Marco—ten years �n the c�rcus w�th The 
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Fly�ng Gruschenkos! Jerry—w�th h�s Spec�al Forces tra�n�ng and 
five and a half years in Southeast Asia! And you—you, with your 
Pr�nceton degree! It’s just �ncred�ble!” C�gar ashes shower onto 
the rug. Ch�p bl�nks rap�dly and swallows hard.
 “Now,” Zyzynsk� says �n a calmer tone, “what the hell went 
wrong?”
 Ch�p knows the worst �s over and v�s�bly eases h�s r�g�d stance. 
“When you ordered us to come down, we took the jet and got 
here just after m�dn�ght. Mr. Meggs had two rental cars wa�t�ng 
for us as you ordered, and we made our preparations. Drove in 
and reached Pett�grew’s house just before two o’clock.” The next 
part is difficult for Chip, and he can’t hide the note of defensive-
ness that creeps �n: “We got there just as soon as we could. But 
when we saw the cardboard taped over the broken w�ndow, we 
knew that somebody else had got there first.” Too late he realizes 
he’s said the wrong thing: he sees Zyzynski’s face flush darkly, the 
cigar twitch upright to stand quivering in his fist. Never, never 
does one suggest to Zyzynski that anyone else could ever be “first”. 
Ch�p tr�es to cover �t by plung�ng ahead: “It was clearly an ama-
teur job. We �mmed�ately knew they were after the cadenza, too. 
But we went in and searched; couldn’t find it anywhere. Then, at 
that po�nt, I guess we k�nd of freaked out and began tear�ng the 
place apart.” He gestures helplessly. He doesn’t say that all three 
of them had been pushed past pan�c �nto g�bber�ng despa�r at the 
thought of Zyzynsk�’s wrath. “It was the real�zat�on that someone 
else had gotten there f—before we d�d, you understand—and an 
amateur!—that blew our cool.”
 Zyzynsk� shakes h�s head �n d�sgust. “Not well handled at all.” 
He puffs on h�s c�gar for a moment and then �nqu�res ac�dly, “Was 
�t absolutely necessary to attack Pett�grew?”
 “He surpr�sed us, and we d�dn’t want h�m to get a good look 
at us.” Ch�p hopes th�s answer w�ll sat�sfy Zyzynsk�; he has almost 
conv�nced h�mself that �t’s the whole truth. But deep down he 
knows that, �n the�r rage, and fear, and pent-up frustrat�on, �t had 
been a great pleasure to bash the old fart.
 “If you hadn’t been bang�ng around, he wouldn’t have come 
down to surpr�se you.”
 “You’re r�ght, Ch�ef.” Ch�p hangs h�s head.
 “However,” Zyzynsk� adds grudg�ngly. “I congratulate you on 
your presence of m�nd to pose as a reporter the next day to de-
term�ne �f the earl�er burglar actually did get the cadenza. That’s 
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the k�nd of profess�onal�sm I’d come to expect of you.” He tugs 
reflectively at his lower lip while Chip waits nervously, with in-
creas�ng d�scomfort: when Zyzynsk� had knocked, Ch�p had been 
on h�s way to the to�let.
 Zyzynsk� notes but chooses to d�sregard h�s d�scomfort. “And 
when you reported to me that the cadenza had been stolen, you 
followed my orders w�th adm�rable d�spatch �n not�fy�ng the press 
that the theft had occurred. Nonetheless—” and here the c�gar 
starts jabb�ng aga�n “—I th�nk your v�s�t to F�negold was unneces-
sary, and �ll-adv�sed �n that you exposed your presence and ga�ned 
noth�ng �n return.”
 Ch�p offers up a feeble defense. “It was the only lead we had. 
And we d�d learn that he hadn’t stolen the cadenza.” In the�r re-
port they hadn’t ment�oned Marco’s break�ng of F�negold’s arm. 
“We pretended to be reporters to get �nto h�s apartment, and I 
don’t th�nk he’ll ever be able to �dent�fy us.” Nor had they told 
Zyzynsk� of the�r warn�ng F�negold that �f he went to the pol�ce, 
they’d be back for his wife. But clearly, Chip would be the first to 
adm�t, �t wasn’t the�r usual smooth operat�on. All three of them 
are embarrassed by �t and agree that the less Zyzynsk� knows of 
the part�culars, the better.
 Zyzynsk� g�ves another snort. “It was h�ghly unl�kely that 
Finegold had stolen it. There are far bigger fish in these waters.” 
W�th a wave of h�s hand he s�lences anyth�ng else Ch�p m�ght have 
been planning to say. “What I find hard to understand,” he contin-
ues, h�s vo�ce once aga�n edged w�th contempt, “�s that you haven’t 
found the cadenza �n three days of search�ng. We’ve got to have 
closure on th�s, Ch�p. Every day that passes �ncreases the poss�b�l-
�ty of the cadenza gett�ng away.”
 “It’s the most frustrating baffle we’ve ever dealt with,” Chip 
adm�ts. “There just aren’t any leads.”
 “What about Trntl?”
 “Marco’s follow�ng her now, and Jerry’s down on the s�xth 
floor bugging her phone.”
 “You haven’t bugged her phone yet?” Zyzynsk� sputters �n d�s-
may. “Why’s �t taken so long? And why don’t you have a room 
closer to hers?”
 “When you called us after your talk w�th Lat�mer, we hurr�ed 
r�ght over to the Cavend�sh to get a room. But there’s some sort 
of sales convention going on, and the ninth floor was the best we 
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could do. We’ve got our eye on the room across the hall from hers, 
wa�t�ng t�ll �t opens up. As for bugg�ng her phone, we d�dn’t br�ng 
the equ�pment w�th us when we left New York. We had Mr. Meggs 
send �t by cour�er, and �t arr�ved last n�ght.”
 “What’s Trntl learn�ng �n her �nvest�gat�on?
 “She saw Pett�grew yesterday morn�ng. And �n the afternoon, 
that S�mms g�rl who found the cadenza. Trntl probably doesn’t 
know any more than we do at th�s po�nt.” For a number of reasons, 
Ch�p th�nks �t prudent not to ment�on Trntl’s v�s�t to F�negold.
 “But you don’t know she doesn’t know any more than you do, 
do you?” Zyzynsk� grunts. “You haven’t bugged her phone!” He 
g�ves a res�gned s�gh. “Keep follow�ng her, l�sten to all her phone 
conversat�ons. She may learn someth�ng that’ll g�ve you a lead.” 
W�th that, Zyzynsk� lapses �nto s�lence. Ch�p takes �t as a d�sm�ssal 
and hurr�es to the bathroom.

 
 Zyzynsk� rel�t h�s c�gar, puffed tw�ce, and watched contem-
plat�vely as the smoke sp�raled laz�ly toward the ce�l�ng. It should 
have been so s�mple: a qu�ck hop down, a l�ghtn�ng ra�d on the un-
suspect�ng professor, and wham! the Farr�ngford Cadenza h�s and 
his alone. Nothing at all for Lunner & Dinch, so uppity smug with 
the�r fatuous “pr�or cla�m”. Noth�ng at all for Morgan Lat�mer: 
the dodder�ng old husk had already had h�s pleasure. And noth-
�ng—noth�ng at all—for sh�tface Abbott, who would never get to 
play the cadenza, and—because Zyzynsk�’s possess�on of �t was the 
ult�mate trump—would never get Rosamond Foxe!
 But “s�mple” had become an unw�nd�ng cha�n of d�sasters. 
Who was th�s Myster�ous Other who’d tw�tched away the pr�ze 
and fixed asses’ ears on Marco, Jerry, and Chip? Could it be an-
other Collector?—some unguessed r�val who’d squ�rrel the caden-
za forever out of reach �nto some secret, �naccess�ble cache? He 
squ�rmed �n h�s cha�r and began gnaw�ng at h�s knuckles. An ama-
teur burglary, Chip had called it. A kid’s job! That was the final 
hum�l�at�on—and �t lashed h�m l�ke a red-hot wh�p.
 For Zyzynsk� could never adm�t to fa�lure or acknowledge per-
sonal defeat; could never bear to be surpassed or thwarted. Always 
to succeed, to preva�l, and always, always to be first—these were 
the compass and goad that governed h�s act�ons. H�s relentless 
s�ngle-m�ndedness of purpose had �ts roots �n h�story.
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 Unt�l he was twenty-one, the spell�ng of h�s name had been 
‘Zzzyzzzynsk�’ (a v�le joke perpetrated by a xenophob�c �mm�gra-
tion officer who added the four extra z’s while writing the name 
of Victor’s grandfather on official documents). For three genera-
t�ons the spell�ng had pers�sted unt�l V�ctor, at age ��, had legally 
changed �t to �ts present form. But by then the damage had been 
done. And �n v�ew of h�s needs and temperament, by ass�gn�ng 
h�m the name (no matter whether �t began w�th three Z’s or only 
one), Fate had played Victor a filthy trick.
 For, as the world organ�zes th�ngs, from h�s earl�est school 
days, h�s name had always placed h�m last. Last �n roll-call, and 
alphabet�cal seat�ng. Last �n thought, cons�derat�on, and esteem. 
Never d�d h�s teachers �nvert the order to start w�th Z. In V�ctor’s 
world, the end of the alphabet was always the end of the l�ne. How 
he’d hated the A’s and B’s and C’s who never had to wa�t t�ll last: 
the Aarslofs, Ackermans, and Ashbrooks, the Bennetts, Borglums, 
and Browns, the Chases, Craddocks, and Coles who were first to 
go to the to�let. F�rst to get the teacher’s handouts—graham crack-
ers, crayons, exams. First into the cafeteria; first to get tickets to 
games and shows, first to board the field-trip buses (and grab the 
best seats).
 As a ch�ld, he’d w�thdrawn �nto h�mself and cr�ed at the un-
fa�rness of �t: the full bladder, the p�cked-over food, the broken 
crayons. The teachers’ jokes: “Where’s V�ctor? Oh, there he �s—at 
the end of the l�ne!”; “Ch�ldren, don’t be greedy, or there won’t be 
any cook�es left for V�ctor!”; “If you don’t behave, you’ll have to 
go to the end of the l�ne—and be w�th V�ctor!” And the other k�ds 
laugh�ng at h�m, desp�s�ng h�m, call�ng h�m “Ta�l”—a hated name 
that followed h�m through h�gh school.
 Early fat—and ever fatter—unga�nly, awkward, ugly to be-
hold, he’d watched the Andersons and Arbuthnots, the Barlows 
and Bells, Cl�ffords and Cre�ghtons—even the Wooleys and 
Wyatts—get the g�rls. Hav�ng no athlet�c ab�l�ty, he avo�ded sports 
and watched the others get the glory. W�th only modest academ�c 
sk�lls, he d�d not compete �n schoolwork. An only ch�ld, he’d had 
to nurse h�s many �njur�es alone.
 But as he suffered through ch�ldhood �nto adolescence and 
early manhood, tears gave way to anger, and anger to bone-deep 
b�tterness and a gran�te resolve. Though he would always come 
at the butt-end of the alphabet, l�ke some tr�v�al cod�c�l or un�m-
portant afterthought, he would nonetheless ga�n such success �n 
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business and finance that he would be universally acknowledged 
as Number One. F�rst �n wealth. F�rst �n power. F�rst �n the n�ght-
mares of commercial rivals. His financial daring was matched 
only by h�s ruthlessness �n crush�ng opponents. By age 45, w�th 
l�zard cunn�ng and p�le-dr�ver pers�stence, he had accompl�shed 
h�s a�m.
 He began h�s ascent at twenty, �n �936, when the death of 
h�s parents �n a ferryboat s�nk�ng enabled h�m to sell the fam�ly’s 
hardware bus�ness to obta�n a cap�tal base. He �nvested some of 
th�s �n parcels of underpr�ced real estate pr�me for development 
when the Depression ended, and the rest in financing the inven-
t�on and manufacture of electron�c dev�ces that would prove �n-
d�spensable to the government �n the com�ng War. To be F�rst, he 
had to be in on the ground floor, ahead of the game; had to sense 
the dr�ft of th�ngs before others d�d, had to possess the courage 
and w�ll to shape opportun�t�es that would catapult h�m �nto the 
future. S�nce he’d arr�ved too late to be Number One �n ra�lroads, 
steel, mot�on p�ctures, o�l, or automob�les, he had to look ahead, 
to ant�c�pate where the world would be �n th�rty years and plan for 
that, all the wh�le absorb�ng or ann�h�lat�ng h�s r�vals. 
 From land speculat�on and �nnovat�ve electron�cs �n the late 
�930’s, he advanced to mun�t�ons, m�l�tary a�rcraft, bombs�ghts 
and radar in World War II, profiting hugely from fat government 
contracts. During and after the War, he expanded into petrochem-
icals, plastics, synthetic fibers, and housing construction. In the 
’50s, he added pharmaceut�cals, m�cro-c�rcu�try, and nuclear en-
ergy; �n the ’60s and ’70s, computers, aerospace research, global 
commun�cat�ons, laser technology, and b�ogenet�c eng�neer�ng. 
Now, at 65, w�th h�s personal net worth est�mated by Wealth 
magaz�ne at s�xty-three b�ll�on dollars, he stood master of a vast 
global empire which pursued its own foreign policy and flew its 
own flag—a tangled network of nested corporations, secret hold-
�ng compan�es, clandest�ne pol�t�cal arrangements, and pr�vate 
financial pipelines. 
 Zyzynsk� controlled banks, publ�sh�ng conglomerates, broad-
casting networks, countless blocks of office buildings and oth-
er pr�me real estate �n the world’s major c�t�es, plantat�ons �n 
Guatemala, farms in Colombia, fisheries in Japan, the votes of 
twenty-seven U.S. Senators and seventy Representat�ves (g�ve or 
take five or six, depending on electoral flukes), the governments 
of at least seven small nat�ons, and the econom�es of at least a 
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dozen more, both large and small. Prom�nently d�splayed �n each 
of his managers’ offices—whether at AAA#1 Petrochemicals or 
Arch-Apex Electron�cs, Top of the L�ne Beefburgers, or F�rst and 
Foremost Bus�ness Mach�nes—was a framed motto drawn from 
the Gospel of Mark: “THE LAST SHALL BE FIRST, AND THE 
FIRST SHALL BE LAST.” Employees called �t “the gu�d�ng pr�n-
c�ple”.
 Zyzynsk�. Strong men blanched at the ment�on of h�s name. 
R�vals quaked. Pol�t�c�ans everywhere bent themselves to please.
 Hobb�es? Only bu�ld�ng h�s Collect�on. And th�s he pursued 
w�th the same relentless s�nglem�ndedness he employed �n mak-
ing money. As a young man he’d begun with first editions, deter-
m�ned to bu�ld the greatest collect�on the world had ever seen. But 
th�s qu�ckly palled. However rare, most of the books ex�sted �n 
more than a s�ngle copy. Know�ng that an �tem was not un�que 
�n �ts class blunted the po�nt of h�s pleasure. L�kew�se w�th co�ns, 
postage stamps, and anyth�ng else that had been created �n mul-
t�ples. What, after all, d�d �t s�gn�fy to have one more Roman sar-
cophagus (no matter how fine), or one of several similar Stradivari 
v�ol�ns? yet another T�ffany lamp shade, or one of Monet’s endless 
pools of water l�l�es? He came to des�re only that wh�ch enjoyed 
the undisputed status of first in its class—or, better yet, uniquely 
constituted a class unto itself. There was only one Hope Diamond, 
after all; one Shroud of Tur�n; one Mona Lisa; one Blarney Stone; 
one L�berty Bell.
 Thus, year by year, unknown to anyone but Zyzynsk� and h�s 
var�ous Black Baggers, the vaults at h�s homes �n Zur�ch, London, 
Lake Forest, Phoen�x, Santa Barbara, N�ce, and St. Cro�x rece�ved 
into their private silence the very finest expressions of the human 
sp�r�t. The cho�cest examples of supreme craftsmansh�p, the most 
stirring of mankind’s imaginative flights, the most precious sym-
bols of nat�onal and ethn�c pr�de.
 From castles they came, and modern fortresses; from cathe-
drals, museums, and Nat�onal Trusts. Acqu�s�t�oned by operat�ves 
sk�lled �n electron�cs, demol�t�on, and d�sgu�se, who ga�ned the�r 
access by parachute and submar�ne, descend�ng from skyl�ghts, 
tunnel�ng underground, and burrow�ng through walls. Who var�-
ously presented themselves as secur�ty guards, pol�ce, l�brar�ans, 
construction workers, firefighters, priests, plumbers, soldiers, 
electricians, art-restorers, government officials, pilgrims, and 
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tour�sts. Some of the acqu�s�t�ons made �nternat�onal headl�nes; 
some were known only to the robbed and the�r �nsurance carr�ers; 
st�ll others only to curators and boards of d�rectors who qu�ckly 
subst�tuted repl�cas for the or�g�nals and kept the�r s�lence.
 Toward the bottom of h�s want-l�st were some �tems that 
Zyzynsk� grudg�ngly adm�tted were probably beyond h�s reach. 
These—such as the Declaration of Independence, the Colossi of 
Memnon, the Kamakura Buddha, and Da Vinci’s Last Supper—
were too well-guarded, bulky, or otherw�se �naccess�ble for h�s 
technology and personnel resources. He took sour consolat�on �n 
know�ng that no other collector could obta�n them e�ther. But he 
kept them on the l�st, and now and then would spend a pleasur-
able hour �n work�ng out elaborate schemes by wh�ch they m�ght 
be acqu�s�t�oned.
 But the Farr�ngford Cadenza wasn’t one of these. After �ts d�s-
covery, �t had been access�ble. Acqu�r�ng �t should have been as 
easy as tak�ng penc�ls from a bl�nd beggar. Zyzynsk� clenched h�s 
teeth �n a spasm of fury. Who had been there ahead of h�m? If 
one of Dinch’s competitors, the music would be published before 
he, Zyzynsk�, could prevent �t—and that would ru�n everyth�ng. If 
a freelance hustler w�th money as h�s a�m, there m�ght st�ll be a 
chance to be the first to buy it. But if it was a hustler, how could 
Zyzynsk� be sure that photocop�es d�dn’t already ex�st? And of 
course �f �t had been stolen by another collector . . . A breath-stop-
p�ng pa�n began a rhythm�c beat�ng �n h�s temple, a ball-peen ham-
mer striking ping, ping, inside his skull, on a single fixed point no 
b�gger than a match head. Zyzynsk� pressed h�s thumb aga�nst the 
throbb�ng. As far as Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p knew (and would ever 
know), the object of Zyzynsk�’s �nterest was the manuscript—one 
more un�que art�fact to add to h�s collect�on. But the manuscr�pt 
was just notes on paper, a veh�cle, a conveyance that served to 
prov�de access to what he really des�red. No, h�s ult�mate objec-
t�ve wasn’t the manuscr�pt: �t was the music itself .
 S�nce that n�ght at the Club when Morgan Lat�mer had learned 
of the cadenza’s d�scovery, Zyzynsk� had been haunted to sleepless-
ness by the old man’s seraph�c joy, the m�raculous restorat�on of 
h�s youthful bounce. Gall and br�mstone! Just the memory of the 
mus�c had empowered Lat�mer to r�se and stand; had put w�ngs to 
h�s heels and rushed h�m home to enjoy an all-n�ght hayr�de w�th 
h�s w�fe!
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 S�nce he was twenty-two, Zyzynsk� hadn’t been able to r�se 
and stand. For forty-three long years he’d been accursed w�th �n-
tense desire and no means whatsoever to fulfill it. Oh, he’d tried. 
He’d bought the company of some of the world’s most des�rable 
and beaut�ful women; but the�r company was the l�m�t of what 
he could enjoy. These affa�rs d�ed qu�ckly of h�s hum�l�at�on; of 
h�s awareness that they saw h�m—Zyzynsk�!—as an �mpotent pre-
tender, a l�mp noodle, a r�ch man yet a pauper. Of h�s certa�nty 
that they were laugh�ng about h�m beh�nd h�s back. It drove h�m 
nearly to a frenzy to know they regarded h�m as weak, unmanly, 
r�d�culous, and—s�nce utterly �ncapable of perform�ng—a gro-
tesque and lud�crous joke.
 To br�ng h�s powers back, he’d tr�ed everyth�ng h�s �mag�na-
t�on could dev�se. Steam baths, red pepper soaks, massage and 
med�tat�on, creat�ve acupuncture, oysters and champagne, pow-
dered rh�noceros horn, bee st�ngs, hypnos�s, v�negar enemas, 
pornography and electr�c shocks, megadoses of V�tam�n E, tes-
tosterone, t�ger gall, �nject�ons of sheep-l�ver cells, alfalfa and 
buckwheat honey, cold showers, and g�nseng tea. Even charms 
and spells from around the world adm�n�stered by assorted h�gh-
pr�ced quacks. Noth�ng could make h�s l�ly blossom.
 But there was Lat�mer, dash�ng off as spunky as a teen. All 
r�ght, then. The cadenza would be Zyzynsk�’s Grand El�x�r! H�s key 
to open the mag�c door. Ah yes. And his alone.
 The telephone jarred h�m from h�s rever�e. Ch�p emerged from 
the bathroom to answer the call. “It’s Marco,” he told Zyzynsk�. 
“Trntl’s leav�ng the courthouse. He’ll follow her.”
 Zyzynsk� gave a grunt. “Maybe she’ll turn someth�ng up. You 
certainly haven’t. My God, what if she finds the cadenza and gets 
it back to Lunner & Dinch before you can stop her? Keep her away 
from ma�lboxes.”
 Qu�ck taps on the door: three—two—three. Ch�p released the 
cha�n, and a tall scarecrow �n work coveralls s�dled through the 
doorway two steps �nto the room—but stopped abruptly when he 
saw Zyzynsk�.
 “Hello, Jerry,” Zyzynsk� sa�d coldly. “I’ve already told Ch�p 
how d�spleased I am at the progress you men aren’t mak�ng.”
 Jerry had spent three days rehears�ng what he would say �n 
response to Zyzynsk�’s wrath. “We’ve done what we could,” he an-
swered. H�s nose was long and po�nted l�ke a wolfhound’s; a th�n 
wh�te scar angled down the left s�de of h�s face from ear to corner 
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of mouth. When he spoke, he d�dn’t move h�s upper l�p—a hab�t 
he’d acqu�red w�th cons�derable pract�ce, from observ�ng colonels 
�n V�etnam and watch�ng generals g�v�ng press conferences on 
TV.
 “Done what you could,” Zyzynski intoned with heavy irony. 
“That’s prec�ous l�ttle, that I can see. Whatever you do �n the fu-
ture, avo�d gett�ng the pol�ce �nvolved. I don’t have any contacts 
on the Balt�more force.”
 “I don’t th�nk we have to worry about the pol�ce,” Jerry sa�d, 
stretch�ng h�s lower l�p �nto a broad sm�le.
 “Ch�p says you’ve been bugg�ng Trntl’s phone. It took you long 
enough to get around to �t.”
 “We had to order the bug from Central Supply,” sa�d Jerry. 
“It’s the very latest model.” He went to the telephone and flipped a 
sw�tch on a small black box bes�de �t. “Any t�me she gets or makes 
a call, a red light will flash on this box, and we can tune in on 
the conversat�on, wh�ch w�ll automat�cally be recorded on the at-
tached tape recorder.”
 The pa�n �n Zyzynsk�’s head was slowly abat�ng. “We’ve got to 
�n�t�ate some act�on. It’s hell to be so pass�ve and not be doing. We 
can’t s�t here and follow Trntl’s lead.” Aga�n he rel�t h�s c�gar. “I’ve 
done some th�nk�ng. My �dea of �nform�ng the press of the caden-
za’s theft from Pett�grew was a shrewd move. Publ�c knowledge 
closes down opt�ons for whoever stole �t, and for the people who 
want it—such as Lunner & Dinch’s competitors—who can’t risk 
scandal. And �t narrows the channels through wh�ch the cadenza 
could be sold for profit.” The cigar tasted terrible. He stubbed it 
out and l�t another one. “S�lence regard�ng the theft would �ncrease 
everybody’s flexibility to maneuver in the dark. Publicity reduces 
everybody’s flexibility but ours.” He fished in an inner coat pocket 
and brought forth a small address book, wh�ch he tossed to Ch�p. 
“Call Mr. Meggs and have h�m contact all my dealers—Van Voort, 
Kropotk�n, S�efk�s—Huyck �n Amsterdam, Fouchet �n Par�s, Patel 
�n Calcutta—Chou �n Hong Kong, and McK�llop �n Sydney. I want 
them all �nformed that Cl�ent �-Pr�mus-Tr�ple-A �s �n the market 
for ‘recently d�scovered’ p�ano compos�t�ons �n or�g�nal holograph 
manuscr�pt, and that they’re to let h�m know �mmed�ately �f any 
such �tem comes to the�r attent�on. They’ll know what we’re after.” 
Ch�p nodded and made rap�d jott�ngs on a pad. “Then, to cover all 
bases—assum�ng that the cadenza hasn’t left Balt�more—take out 
a post office box in the name of Aakers and place a classified ad 
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�n the Sun to run for two weeks: ‘WANTED—Musicologist seeks 
or�g�nal p�ano compos�t�ons �n composer’s autograph: works of 
Bartok, Prokofiev, Rachmaninoff, and Farringford. Transactions 
confidential. Top dollar paid.’ Have them write to the post office 
box.”
 He closed h�s eyes and leaned back �n the cha�r. There, that 
was more like it: the rapidfire decision-making that was the terror 
of boardrooms the world over. H�s headache was nearly gone. It 
helped to be do�ng someth�ng aggress�ve and tang�ble. He felt as 
though he’d been stranded on the freeway w�th a plane to catch 
while continuous streams of traffic passed him by.  
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Chapter  8
 
 When Trntl got back to the hotel at ten t�ll eleven, Carol was 
s�tt�ng on her couch �n the lobby read�ng The Wall Street Journal. 
Bes�de her was a large brown paper bag. “How d�d you fare w�th 
F�negold?” Trntl asked.
 “Pretty well. But I’m starved. We just have t�me for lunch be-
fore call�ng our report to Fel�x.” She expertly folded the newspa-
per �nto a narrow swatch, tucked �t under her arm, grabbed up her 
package, and led the way to the coffee shop.
 “I learned a few th�ngs,” Trntl sa�d. “The courthouse was more 
helpful than the l�brary. And I tr�ed several t�mes to call Stephan�e 
S�mms, but never got an answer. If I don’t get her on the next try, 
I’m go�ng to her apartment. If she �sn’t �n, I’ll leave a note.”
 “Was your shadow w�th you?”
 “Yeah, for part of the t�me at least. The same gray Cutlass. But 
he’s clever; never would let me get a look at h�m up close, and I 
tr�ed some tr�cky maneuvers. If he followed me on foot, he’s good, 
’cause I never saw anybody on my ta�l.”
 They found a table and ordered sandw�ches and coffee. “Now 
tell me what you accompl�shed,” sa�d Trntl.
 “I half expected to find the Flea-Market closed and the 
F�negolds gone on a sudden vacat�on. But no, the shop was open, 
and there were two other customers when I arr�ved. I had a n�ce 
talk w�th F�negold and bought th�s p�ece of cobalt glass—” she 
pulled a dark blue bowl from the paper sack and d�splayed �t hap-
p�ly “—�t’s P�lchard, �936, and I had to pay forty dollars for �t.”
 “Oof,” said Trntl. “Dinch will explode if it appears on the ex-
pense account.”
 “We’ll have to be shrewd,” sa�d Carol. “Well, at any rate, here’s 
what happened—”

 When Carol entered the shop, Mr. Finegold was at the cash 
register concluding a sale. She wandered back among the crowd-
ed tables and ch�na cab�nets, brows�ng for someth�ng to buy. She 
wanted no repet�t�on of the pan�c Trntl had caused on the earl�er 
v�s�t. She was a l�ttle staggered at the var�ety of th�ngs for sale. A 
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complete set of Dickens in stamped leather bindings caught her 
eye; a carved wooden bootjack; a bronze funerary urn. And the 
usual sets of dinnerware in pale pink Depression Glass, stacks of 
78-rpm phonograph records, large fam�ly portra�ts �n elaborate 
frames, ant�que med�c�ne bottles (some of them none too clean), 
ancient toasters, flatirons, serving spoons. An old piano bench—
probably the bench—look�ng much the worse for wear. She was 
drawn to the shelf of cobalt glass; and there was a P�lchard bowl 
for $40. Not a bad pr�ce at all. She carr�ed �t to the rear of the store 
where Mr. F�negold was arrang�ng sun helmets and v�sored caps 
on a mahogany hall-tree.
 “Are you the propr�etor?” she asked. “I’d l�ke to buy th�s 
bowl.”
 “Yes, I’m F�negold. Ah, the P�lchard �936! You’ve made a good 
cho�ce. Many th�ngs I don’t know; cobalt glass I do. I assume you 
saw the set of water glasses?”
 “Yes, and they’re very handsome. But th�s bowl �s spec�al.”
 “I agree,” he sa�d w�th a sm�le. “Would you m�nd br�ng�ng �t 
up to the front? I have only one hand for carry�ng, as you see.” He 
po�nted to the cast and sl�ng wh�ch �mmob�l�zed h�s r�ght arm.
 “Oh dear!” said Carol. “Did you have an accident? I hope it 
wasn’t hoodlums or thugs who beat you up. People just aren’t safe 
anymore. The law-ab�d�ng c�t�zen �s more and more v�ct�m�zed by 
the lawless. It was an acc�dent, wasn’t �t?” She paused, her expres-
s�on one of �ntense concern.
 “Well, no,” he sa�d �n a lowered vo�ce, glanc�ng nervously to-
ward the front of the shop. “As a matter of fact, �t was thugs who 
broke my arm. They came to my apartment upsta�rs and attacked 
me and threatened my w�fe.”
 “Why, that’s terr�ble!” Carol sa�d. “Were they try�ng to rob 
you?”
 “No, they d�dn’t want money. They wanted me to tell them 
about a p�ece of mus�c that was d�scovered here �n the shop and 
was later stolen from a professor over at the Hast�ngs Inst�tute. 
They thought I’d stolen �t! But of course I hadn’t.”
 “How awful!” sa�d Carol, shak�ng her head �n d�smay. She set 
the bowl on the counter and opened her purse. “Did they break 
your arm to pun�sh you for steal�ng the mus�c?”
 “No, no. Because they thought I knew where �t was. They 
wanted the mus�c.”
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 “But �f you d�dn’t steal �t, how could you know where �t was?”
 “That’s what I told them. But they d�dn’t bel�eve me.”
 “Why did they want it? Did the music belong to them?”
 “I don’t know why they wanted �t.” He punched the amount of 
her purchase �nto the cash reg�ster, and she gave h�m the money 
�n cash. “They were v�c�ous men. They sa�d �f I went to the pol�ce, 
they’d come back and break my w�fe’s legs.”
 “Monsters!” sa�d Carol. “It’s just terr�ble what these young 
k�ds do these days!”
 “Oh, they weren’t k�ds,” sa�d Mr. F�negold, putt�ng the bowl 
�nto a paper bag. “Grown men. Three of them. A team of thugs.”
 “They must not have looked l�ke cr�m�nals,” sa�d Carol, tak�ng 
the bag. “Or else you wouldn’t have been caught off guard.”
 “No, they sa�d they were reporters who wanted to talk to me 
about the d�scovery. When I sa�d I d�dn’t want to talk about �t, they 
barged �n, locked my w�fe �n a closet, and beat me up.”
 “Horr�ble!” she sa�d. “So there was noth�ng unusual or susp�-
c�ous �n the�r appearance?”
 “Noth�ng. One was n�ce-look�ng—tall, w�th a t�e and a l�ttle 
hat. He had a blond mustache—not bushy, tr�mmed. And one of 
the others—the one who quest�oned me—was sk�nny w�th a scar 
on h�s face all the way down on the left s�de, ear to mouth. It was 
the th�rd man—b�g shoulders l�ke an ox—who broke my arm. And 
yes,” he added, eyes fr�ghtened, remember�ng, “the man w�th the 
mustache called h�m Marco. He sa�d, ‘Hey, Marco, don’t get too 
rough, okay?’ But my arm was already broken by then.”
 Another customer had approached the cash reg�ster, and 
F�negold turned to serve her. “Well, thank you,” sa�d Carol. “It 
was n�ce talk�ng to you. I’m so glad I came �n today and found th�s 
bowl.”
 “A good cho�ce,” sa�d F�negold. “You don’t see P�lchard very 
often. A pleasure to serve you. Please come aga�n.”

 Carol finished her story as the sandwiches arrived. 
“Remarkable,” sa�d Trntl. “And you d�dn’t have to br�ng up the 
Farr�ngford Cadenza at all.”
 “That’s r�ght,” sa�d Carol. “He d�d �t for me.”

 Wh�le Carol and Trntl were hav�ng the�r lunch, three m�les 
away, in a small modern office building, a family crisis was about 
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to erupt. The bu�ld�ng was �n all ways modest, w�th clean, s�m-
ple l�nes, walls of unadorned red br�ck, and plate-glass w�ndows 
backed by Venet�an bl�nds. Near the front door, �n a neat plot of 
landscaped lawn, a tall flagpole flew the Stars and Stripes. At a 
d�screet d�stance from the pole, a s�mple s�gn of br�ck and sta�n-
less-steel read: CIMACORP.
 The eruption was about to occur on the building’s third floor, 
in an office at the rear of a three-room suite entered by a glass door 
marked SCAEVOLA DEVELOPMENT. Here, Giuseppe Scaevola 
(known as “Lefty” to h�s fr�ends) was work�ng h�mself down from 
an �ncandescent to merely a cold fury.
 He was staring out the window past the flag, which was whip-
p�ng �n a st�ff breeze, to the crowded park�ng lot of a large super-
market across the street. (He would have preferred a golf course 
to look at; but the land was h�s, zoned commerc�al, and the rev-
enue ga�ned by bu�ld�ng and leas�ng the store to a major cha�n had 
more than compensated h�m for the loss of v�ew.) A short man, 
lean and muscular, bald, but with fluffy gray hair on his powerful 
arms, Lefty Scaevola might well have qualified for Grandpa of the 
Year—except for the ch�ll of h�s hooded black eyes, blank and bot-
tomless as c�garette holes burnt �nto a corkboard.
 The walls of his office were covered with framed testimonials 
to forty years of bus�ness acumen and publ�c serv�ce. C�tat�ons and 
commendat�ons from c�v�c organ�zat�ons and commerc�al groups. 
Plaques commemorat�ng h�s leadersh�p on governmental boards 
and plann�ng comm�ss�ons. Photographs of Lefty pos�ng w�th C�ty 
and State officials, two Maryland Governors, three U. S. Senators, 
and var�ous judges (local and Federal). On h�s desk, a fold-out p�c-
ture of h�s w�fe and ch�ldren, taken twelve years ago. An elegant 
pen-set �n an alabaster base presented by Howard County’s Waste 
Management Assoc�at�on. A small pedestal hold�ng a baseball au-
tographed by all of the Balt�more Or�oles. An Ital�an letter-opener, 
dagger-shaped. And the morn�ng Sun.
 Br�stl�ng w�th �mpat�ence, he turned from the w�ndow. The 
d�g�tal clock read ��:�4. Mutter�ng, he crossed to a small refr�gera-
tor �n the corner and poured h�mself a glass of grapefru�t ju�ce. 
He’d drunk half, when the �ntercom beeped: “Mr. Scaevola, three 
people to see you: Mr. Torell�, Mr. Speranza, and your nephew 
Tony.”
 “Send them �n.” He slugged down the rema�n�ng ju�ce and 
went to stand beh�nd the desk fac�ng the door.
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 Angelo Torell�, h�s dark square face blank as a sk�llet, and 
G�ovann� Speranza, broad and sol�d as a gran�te double-tomb-
stone, advanced only a few feet �nto the room, then took pos�t�ons 
on e�ther s�de of the doorway. The young man between them was 
left standing alone in the center of the office facing the desk. 
 Tony Scaevola was of moderate he�ght, th�n and h�gh-shoul-
dered, w�th a prom�nent nose and neatly co�ffed black curls. Pale 
and sullen, he was palpably nervous; for though he was str�v�ng 
m�ght�ly to present an appearance of nonchalance and soph�st�-
cated cool, a fine dew of sweat beaded his forehead and glistened 
�n droplets on h�s scrawny black mustache. Lefty Scaevola stared 
at h�m unsm�l�ng for a long m�nute, study�ng the face so l�ke h�s 
brother’s, not�ng the sweat and the dark eyes mov�ng restlessly, 
avo�d�ng contact.
 “I’m very angry with you, Tony.” His tone was flat and matter-
of-fact. “You been free-lanc�ng. You know that’s aga�nst the rules. 
Don’t we pay you enough but you’ve got to go out on your own?”
 Tony sa�d noth�ng, know�ng that �t wasn’t yet h�s t�me to speak. 
Lefty held up the newspaper. “Have you seen th�s, Tony? Here, on 
page three, th�s guy drowned who worked w�th you �n the k�tchen 
at Hanrahan’s—a guy who’s known to be your fr�end.” He dropped 
the paper on the desk. “It won’t be long t�ll the pol�ce come round 
to check on h�s fr�ends and the place he worked. That’s no good for 
Hanrahan’s or the Organ�zat�on or the fam�ly.”
 He came from beh�nd the desk and stood before Tony at 
slapping distance; Tony tightened up defiantly. “You got another 
problem bes�des free-lanc�ng, Tony. You got loose l�ps. You l�ke 
to brag about what you’ve done. That’s very bad. You been tell�ng 
folks you stole th�s Farr�ngford Cadenza from the Morr�s guy. The 
guy who’s dead! That’s real stup�d, Tony. You’ve put the whole 
Organ�zat�on �n a bad pos�t�on. The tra�l leads r�ght to you; and �f 
�t leads to you, �t leads to us. What were you th�nk�ng of, Tony?”
 He clamped h�s mouth and glared, wa�t�ng for an answer. The 
d�rect quest�on caught Tony off guard, and he raced h�s thoughts 
before attempt�ng a reply. He hadn’t wanted Morr�s k�lled; but the 
s�lly jerk had refused to go along w�th the ransom plan. A bus�ness 
partnersh�p, w�th a four-way spl�t. Morr�s sa�d he was go�ng to 
g�ve the cadenza back, for chr�ssakes! Wouldn’t tell them where �t 
was, so they had to make h�m. B�ll just got carr�ed away when he 
and Lonn�e had Morr�s �n the bathtub. It wasn’t Tony’s fault that 
Morr�s got dead.
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 And when had he bragged about tak�ng the cadenza?—was �t 
dur�ng the poker party?—somebody must’ve got word to Torell�. 
What the hell, there was no use deny�ng h�s �nvolvement. H�s an-
swer was br�ef. “The cadenza’s worth lots of money.”
 “Who was go�ng to buy �t?” Lefty asked.
 “The publishers who want it so bad—Lunner & Dinch.”
 “So you were go�ng to sell �t to them. Break the rules, huh. Go 
�t alone.”
 “It was a partnersh�p—a three-way spl�t.”
 “How much were you go�ng to ask?”
 Tony swallowed. “F�fty thousand.”
 Lefty Scaevola just stared at h�m.
 “See, �t’s worth lotsa money,” Tony sa�d qu�ckly.
 “How’d you know they’d buy? You get an offer?”
 “No. I called them. This morning. Said fifty thousand was what 
they’d have to pay—”
 Lefty slapped h�m so hard that Tony nearly lost h�s balance.
 “Stup�d!” Lefty snorted. “My own brother’s k�d!” He took a 
deep breath and brought h�mself under control. “What d�d you tell 
them, Tony? How were they to del�ver the money?”
 Tony’s eyes had become hard, hot, and dry. But he was fr�ght-
ened as well as angry. “I d�dn’t say. I told them what the pr�ce was. 
They sa�d they’d have to talk �t over. I sa�d I’d call back to get the�r 
answer and g�ve them �nstruct�ons then.”
 Lefty felt a wave of rel�ef but kept h�s face �mpass�ve. “Why, 
Tony?” he asked. “Why free-lance?”
 “I need the money,” Tony sa�d. “I got debts. You don’t pay me 
enough as a cook at that lousy restaurant for me to meet my ex-
penses.”
 “I know about your debts and expenses,” Lefty sa�d. “Your 
new sports car, that g�rl you l�ve w�th and her charge accounts, 
the b�g color TV, the weekend poker games. You th�nk you’re a b�g 
man already? You’re a l�ttle guy just learn�ng the ropes. You’re l�v-
�ng beyond your means, Tony.”
 “Well, �f you pa�d me more, I’d be okay!” Anger had the upper 
hand. In a surly tone he added: “Why do I have to be a cook at 
Hanrahan’s? I want to be someth�ng b�gger �n the Organ�zat�on. I 
thought you’d find something else for me.”
 “Tony, Tony, you know how �t goes �n the Organ�zat�on. You 
start at the bottom and work your way up. Your father knew that. 
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He and I started as roustabouts �n your grandpa’s salvage yard at 
a dollar-fifty an hour. When I promised your father I’d take care 
of you, I expected you to work your way up. You got to learn the 
system from the ground floor and know how to be patient. How 
to follow the rules. Then you understand the Organ�zat�on, and 
see how you fit in. But you got greedy and couldn’t wait—no dis-
c�pl�ne, no loyalty to the greater good. You had to branch out on 
your own.” The barest pause. “Why d�d you k�ll the guy, Tony?”
 “I d�dn’t k�ll h�m,” Tony yelped. “I just wanted the mus�c. It 
was the other two who put h�m �n the tub.”
 “The other two, huh? A three-way spl�t.” Lefty gave Torell� 
a sl�ght nod. “Who are they, Tony? your two-b�t fr�ends. Tell me 
their names and how to find them.”
 “But they’re my friends,” sa�d Tony, �n desperat�on. “I can’t 
rat on ’em.”
 “They know, Tony. They know you, and that puts them too 
close to all of us.”
 “They’re my fr�ends—”
 “They aren’t fam�ly. How can you be sure they won’t rat on 
you? W�th fam�ly, you know.” He leaned back w�th one haunch on 
the corner of the desk, p�cked up the baseball and began rhythm�-
cally squeez�ng �t w�th h�s left hand.
 Tony began talk�ng rap�dly, fear now uppermost. “We wanted 
Morr�s to tell us where he’d h�dden the mus�c. He had to be per-
suaded. And then after he told us, and I went to get �t, the others—
well, I don’t know just what happened—but Morr�s was dead.”
 “Did he think you were his friend?”
 “Yeah. We d�d a lot of stuff together.”
 “That’s my po�nt, Tony.” H�s hand completely h�d the base-
ball. The rhythm never var�ed. Gr�p. Squeeze. The knuckles show-
�ng wh�te. “Now, these other two. They’re �n th�s ransom th�ng 
w�th you, aren’t they?”
 “Yeah.”
 “Do they know it’s fifty thousand?”
 “No, they th�nk I’m ask�ng for ten.”
 Lefty was silent for a long time, staring at Tony as he shuffled 
on the carpet. Then �n a conversat�onal tone, he sa�d: “You’re fam-
�ly, Tony. That’s spec�al. I prom�sed your father I’d take care of you. 
There’s st�ll a place �n the Organ�zat�on for you.” Gr�p. Squeeze. 
“Don’t spoil it, Tony. Don’t throw away your future.”
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 Tony’s shoulders had slumped; �n a th�n, reedy vo�ce he qua-
vered, “You’re ask�ng me to rat—”
 “They aren’t fam�ly,” Lefty sa�d. He replaced the baseball on �ts 
pedestal and handed h�s nephew a penc�l and pad of paper. “Now 
write down their names and addresses and how we can find them. 
Pool halls. Taverns.” Tony scr�bbled dut�fully wh�le Lefty read 
along. Then Lefty took the pad and handed �t to Angelo Torell�. “A 
w�se dec�s�on, Tony. Now where’s the mus�c?”
 “At my apartment, �n a locked brown leather br�efcase that 
belonged to Morr�s.”
 “Where �n your apartment?”
 “I left �t under one of the seat cush�ons on the l�v�ng room 
couch.”
 “A real safe place, Tony. Does your girlfriend know about it?”
 Tony jerked as though he’d once aga�n been slapped. “No! I 
swear she doesn’t know anyth�ng about the mus�c. I don’t tell her 
noth�ng about what I’m do�ng, and she knows not to ask ques-
t�ons.”
 “You say you called these publ�shers—what’s the�r name?—
Dunner & Lynch—about the ransom. How many times?”
 “Just once. Th�s morn�ng.”
 “It’s Lunner & Dinch,” Torelli interjected quietly.
 “Whatever,” sa�d Lefty. “One call, huh?”
 “From a publ�c phone booth.”
 “And they needed some t�me to dec�de �f they want to pay. 
When were you to contact ’em aga�n?”
 “Tomorrow morn�ng at n�ne.”
 “It’s best that you leave town, Tony. I’m go�ng to send you 
away for awh�le—”
 Tony lurched a step backward, h�s eyes w�de. “Not to 
Philadelphia—!” Pleading, terrified.
 Lefty shook h�s head. “No, not Ph�lly. Th�ngs are a mess over 
there r�ght now. No, I’ve made arrangements for you to go to your 
Uncle V�nn�e �n Newark. He’ll have a job for you. You’ll l�ke New 
Jersey.” He reached �nto a desk drawer, w�thdrew some b�lls and 
gave them to Tony. “Here’s two hundred dollars you can use for 
clothes. You’ll be stay�ng at Uncle V�nn�e’s house, so rent’s no 
problem.” He turned to G�ovann� Speranza. “Johnny, there’s a 
company l�mo wa�t�ng �n the car pool; you take Tony stra�ght to 
�t, and r�de w�th h�m to make sure he gets to h�s Uncle V�nn�e safe 
and sound. No phone calls or s�de tr�ps, r�ght?”
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 Speranza nodded. “I’ll see he gets there. You want me to come 
r�ght back?”
 “Stay over a week. Keep Tony company.”
 “But what about Tammy?” Tony cr�ed. “And my car?”
 Lefty stood at the w�ndow, look�ng out, h�s hands clasped be-
h�nd h�s back. “Tammy w�ll stay here for now. We’ll tell her you 
were called away to a new job. If th�ngs work out �n Jersey, maybe 
we’ll send her up later. And you won’t be need�ng your l�ttle sports 
car. We’ll take good care of �t for you. G�ve me your keys. All of 
them.” Tony tossed the keyr�ng onto the desk. Lefty nodded, and 
Speranza stepped forward to stand at Tony’s elbow.
 “You be good, Tony. Do what your Uncle Vinnie says. And no 
more free-lanc�ng, huh?” He cont�nued to look out the w�ndow. 
Speranza gripped Tony’s arm and took him from the office.
 When the door had closed beh�nd them, Torell� approached 
the desk. Lefty turned h�s head and gave h�m a somber nod of ap-
proval. “You d�d good, Angelo, keep�ng your ears open. I hope we 
n�pped th�s th�ng off short. The pol�ce haven’t been to Hanrahan’s 
yet, but they’ll be coming. Ditch Tony’s time-card, and let the oth-
er employees know that he hasn’t worked there for the past two 
weeks. Say he went to Wyoming on a fishing trip. Take his keys, go 
to h�s apartment, get that damned mus�c and destroy �t. Close the 
place up, put h�s car �n storage at Benno’s. Pack up the g�rl and put 
her �n one of the apartments �n the new McHenry H�ghr�se—one 
w�thout a telephone. Tell her that Tony’s gone to Ph�ladelph�a to 
do a job for me. Don’t let her talk to nobody. Give her plenty of 
whatever she needs—food, magaz�nes, booze, p�lls. Have someone 
watch the ma�lbox at the old apartment, and whatever’s del�vered, 
bring it here to me.” He waited until Torelli had finished jotting on 
the pad. “F�nd Tony’s two fr�ends, p�ck ’em up w�thout attract�ng 
attent�on—use as many men as you need—and take ’em on a one-
way tr�p out to the m�ddle of Chesapeake Bay. Move fast. I want 
th�s th�ng settled by ton�ght.”
 “You want me to destroy the cadenza?” Torell� asked. “When 
we get �t, wouldn’t �t be smart to go ahead and use �t? Tony’s got �t 
all set up for us.”
 Lefty shook h�s head. “Not smart. I already rejected that. It’s 
t�ed �n w�th the k�ll�ng that’s already too close to us.”
 “But fifty thousand—”
 “Peanuts, Angelo. It would make some �nterest payments, or 
buy a judge. We don’t need the r�sk. Not now, not when we’ve got 
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the Justice Department on our butts and the possibility of Federal 
indictments coming down any day. Destroy it.”
 “Okay,” sa�d Torell�. “Can I use your phone to call Benno and 
George?”
 “Sure.” But as Torell� reached for the phone on the desk, Lefty 
stopped h�s hand. “No, not that one. That’s the FBI’s l�ne. Use th�s 
one.” He unlocked a lower desk drawer and pulled �t out to reveal 
a bu�lt-�n box w�th several pushbuttons and a rece�ver. “Th�s one’s 
safe; �t’s got a spec�al scrambler dev�ce manufactured by Arch-
Apex Electron�cs—the latest th�ng.” Torell� moved beh�nd the desk 
and began study�ng the complex bank of buttons.
 “Oh, someth�ng else,” sa�d Lefty, tapp�ng on the w�ndow glass. 
“We need to put up a new flag. This old one’s getting frayed around 
the edges.” 
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Chapter  9
 Carol glanced at her watch. “Eleven twenty-five. Time to call 
Fel�x.” Trntl s�gned the lunch b�ll, and together they sauntered 
�nto the lobby, where Trntl popped �nto the g�ft shop to buy a pack 
of c�garettes. Carol was wa�t�ng for her by the elevators.
 “You smoke too many of those th�ngs,” she commented, as 
Trntl opened the pack. “Inc�dentally, there’s a man stand�ng near 
the telephones try�ng to look casual, but watch�ng us �n the wall 
m�rror. Fa�rly short, dark ha�r, bu�lt l�ke a stevedore, wear�ng a 
gray trenchcoat.”
 Turn�ng slowly to drop the cellophane wrapper �nto the sand 
urn, Trntl stud�ed the man Carol had �nd�cated. H�s back was to 
them, and he appeared to be �ntently read�ng the hotel d�rectory-
of-events. In the large m�rror on the wall before h�m, she could see 
their own reflections but only the top of his head.
 Trntl sa�d, “He was �n the coffee shop yesterday when I had 
breakfast. He may s�mply be a guest at the hotel.”
 “Perhaps,” sa�d Carol. “But he was g�v�ng us h�s full attent�on. 
These elevators have indicators over the doors to show what floor 
the car’s arr�ved at. Just for fun, let’s r�de up to e�ght and take the 
sta�rs down to s�x.”
 “Why not?” sa�d Trntl.

 In Room 9�7, V�ctor Zyzynsk� had just stretched out on the 
bed for a qu�ck nap when the telephone rang. Ch�p snatched up 
the rece�ver.
 “It’s Marco, in the lobby. Trntl’s finished her lunch. She and 
that woman who’s stay�ng w�th her have just gone up to the e�ghth 
floor.”
 “The e�ghth?” sa�d Jerry. “Her room’s on s�x.”
 Zyzynsk� opened one eye. “Who’s th�s other woman?”
 “We don’t know,” Jerry answered. “She arr�ved yesterday w�th 
a su�tcase.”
 “F�nd out,” sa�d Zyzynsk�.
 Ch�p cont�nued l�sten�ng to Marco for a long m�nute, then 
turned to the others. “He says that Trntl spent much of the morn-
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�ng at the l�brary and the courthouse. He doesn’t know what she 
was do�ng, but she took a long t�me do�ng �t. Yesterday she spent 
much of the afternoon w�th Stephan�e S�mms, the g�rl who d�scov-
ered the cadenza. They went to another apartment bu�ld�ng and 
stayed �ns�de a wh�le, and then to a restaurant named Hanrahan’s, 
where they d�dn’t stay long enough to eat. Marco wonders �f we 
shouldn’t pay a v�s�t to Stephan�e S�mms, too.”
 “We don’t want Trntl to know we’re ta�l�ng her,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. 
“How could the S�mms g�rl poss�bly know who stole the cadenza? 
She d�dn’t do �t. She gave �t to Pett�grew, for godsakes.”
 The l�ttle black box gave a beep, and the red l�ght began 
flashing. “Trntl’s using her phone!” Jerry cried. “Hang up, Chip. 
Our l�ne has to be free for the bug to work!”
 Ch�p sa�d, “Hang up, Marco. By the way, the Ch�ef’s here. 
What? Okay.” He turned to Zyzynsk�. “Marco wants to know what 
he should do now. Stay �n the lobby, or come up here?”
 “Tell h�m to get up here!” Zyzynsk� shouted. “And clear the 
l�ne!”

 As Marco hung up, Chip flipped the switch on the black box, 
and Trntl’s voice came through to the listeners in Room 917: “—
settle a score w�th Pett�grew. But he was murdered, Fel�x, and �t 
looks as though the k�llers got the cadenza.”
 “Murdered!” sa�d Fel�x. “That t�ghtens the screw.”
 “Pettigrew’s dead?” Zyzynski groaned, leaning his head 
against the wall. “You idiots! You must have hit him harder than 
you thought. Oh, hell!”
 “He was drowned �n h�s bathtub two n�ghts ago,” sa�d Trntl. 
“I sent the police an anonymous tip on where they could find the 
body.”
 “Bathtub?” said Jerry. Zyzynski fell back on the bed.
 “Do you think he was killed by the people responsible for the 
second break-�n?” Fel�x asked. “The ones who quest�oned F�negold 
and broke h�s arm?”
 “Broke his arm?” said Zyzynski. He rolled onto his side and 
stared at Jerry and Chip, who carefully kept their eyes fixed on 
the black box.
 “I don’t know,” sa�d Trntl. “It’s poss�ble. But how could they 
have learned that Morr�s was the th�ef?  The�r v�s�t to F�negold on 
Sunday shows they d�dn’t know about Morr�s. And F�negold d�dn’t 
know that Morr�s had �t, so he d�dn’t tell them.”
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 “Who the hell is Morris?” Zyzynski sputtered.
 “There’s another poss�b�l�ty I’m pursu�ng,” sa�d Trntl. “Have 
Torvald see what he can learn about the Scaevola fam�ly—s-c-a-e-
v-o-l-a—and about Angelo Torelli, and the Scaevola Development 
Company, and CIMACORP—c-�-m-a-c-o-r-p. Balt�more folks. 
What are they �nto? What’s the�r h�story? Stephan�e d�dn’t have 
much �nformat�on about them. I’ve done a l�ttle d�gg�ng here, but 
Torvald’s better at �t, and he’ll d�scover more.”
 “W�ll do.”
 “Now what’s your news?”
 “Lunner & Dinch received a call this morning from someone 
who claims to have the cadenza. He wants fifty thousand for it.”
 “Ransom or sale?”
 “Ransom. He sa�d he’ll destroy the manuscr�pt �f payment 
�sn’t made.”
 “What was Dinch’s response?”
 “That he’d have to th�nk �t over. The man w�ll call back for h�s 
decision tomorrow morning at nine. Dinch called us immediately 
and asked me to come to a meet�ng ton�ght at Mrs. Farr�ngford’s, 
where they’ll dec�de what to do.”
 “Take Torvald w�th you. If they pay the ransom and get the ca-
denza back, our work is finished. If they don’t, the cadenza may or 
may not be destroyed. If �t’s not—and �t’s offered to another pub-
l�sher, or �n open sale to the h�ghest b�dder—we may have more 
work to do.” She paused. “Does Dinch still think that Humboldt-
Hartmann Gesellschaft, or one of those others, �s beh�nd the 
theft?”
 “The ransom demand blew that out of the water. He doesn’t 
know what to th�nk now.”
 “He shouldn’t forget that there were two burglar�es,” sa�d 
Trntl. “And Mrs. Pett�grew �s conv�nced that someone �s watch�ng 
the�r house.”
 Viciously chewing an unlit cigar, Zyzynski heaved himself up 
to sit on the edge of the bed. The situation was becoming more 
and more complicated. Altogether too complicated. Again, he 
had the sense that things were spinning out of control.
 “G�ve us a call after the meet�ng at Mrs. Farr�ngford’s,” Trntl 
sa�d. “We’ll be up late. By the way, �t sounds as though you have a 
bad cold.”
 “I do. It came on yesterday and has been gett�ng stead�ly 
worse. Thanks to Anton Farr�ngford, who l�kes to hold long pr�-
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vate conversat�ons on h�s front steps. Hey, before I go, what sort of 
score was Stephan�e’s boyfr�end try�ng to settle w�th Pett�grew?”
 “Pett�grew had caused h�m to be expelled from the Inst�tute, 
and Morr�s was jealous of Stephan�e’s relat�onsh�p w�th the pro-
fessor. He d�dn’t �ntend any harm to come to the cadenza.”
 “Do you suppose he was killed trying to protect it?”
 “That’s a poss�b�l�ty. Th�s ransom demand m�ght suggest �t. 
We need more �nformat�on before we can say for sure. And speak-
�ng of Stephan�e, I’ve tr�ed to reach her all morn�ng and got no 
answer. When I’m done talk�ng to you, I’m go�ng to g�ve her one 
more call, and then I’m go�ng to her apartment.” They sa�d good-
bye and rang off.

 Zyzynsk� sat frown�ng angr�ly at the black box. “It’s a hell of a 
note,” he growled, “that our telephone has to be clear before the 
bug works. It caused us almost to m�s�dent�fy who’d been k�lled. 
Who manufactured the crappy th�ng anyway?”
 Jerry gr�nned nervously. “We d�d, Ch�ef. At Arch-Apex 
Electron�cs. Henderson des�gned �t. It’s the latest th�ng—top of 
the l�ne.”
 “You’d th�nk somebody was try�ng to sabotage us,” Zyzynsk� 
snapped. “Have Mr. Meggs tell Henderson that he’s got three 
weeks to do �t over r�ght, or he’ll be back �n the v�deo games d�v�-
s�on.” He tr�ed to l�ght h�s c�gar, found �t too mangled and soggy to 
draw, and threw �t down �n d�sgust. “So �t was the boyfr�end!” he 
sa�d. “A k�d’s job!” He gave a wry laugh and selected another c�gar, 
pleased that, �n a sense, he hadn’t been upstaged at all.
 “Yeah, who’d a-guessed �t,” sa�d Ch�p. “But somebody k�lled 
h�m. And that somebody has the cadenza.”
 There was a long s�lence wh�le they all pondered the �mpl�ca-
t�ons of that. Then Zyzynsk� pulled h�mself together and �nqu�red 
ac�dly, “Why d�dn’t you tell me that you’d broken F�negold’s 
arm?”
 H�s tone brought them both to stand at attent�on. “I d�dn’t 
know �t was broken,” sa�d Ch�p.
 “Me ne�ther,” sa�d Jerry. “There was noth�ng to show �t. Marco 
had to be v�gorous w�th h�m, s�nce he wasn’t tell�ng us what we 
wanted to know.”
 Zyzynsk� ho�sted h�mself off the bed and strode to the w�n-
dow. ”And I’m paying for such �ncompetence!” He poured h�mself 
a glass of water from a p�tcher. “It’s bad enough you went there �n 
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the first place, revealing yourselves to no purpose. But it was stu-
p�d to hurt h�m so he’d remember you well! You say �t was Marco 
who broke h�s arm?”
 Ch�p and Jerry exchanged glances. “We know that we d�dn’t,” 
sa�d Ch�p.
 “I was hop�ng to get back to the merger negot�at�ons,” Zyzynsk� 
sa�d. “But I see that I’ll have to stay unt�l Trntl gets a report on 
ton�ght’s ransom d�scuss�on at the Farr�ngford house. Then I’ll 
know �f I have to call Lat�mer or not. I’m not sure I can trust you 
to get the message to me stra�ght.”
 There was a l�ght knock on the door: three—two—three.
 “Let h�m �n,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. Jerry opened the door. A burly 
man �n a gray trenchcoat stepped �n qu�ckly to face a blue cloud of 
c�gar smoke. “Come �n, Marco,” Zyzynsk� sa�d. “Take off your coat. 
Have a seat.”

 When she’d finished talking to Felix, Trntl gave Carol a sum-
mary of what he’d sa�d. “The ransom demand probably �sn’t a 
hoax,” she concluded. “We’ve got to assume that whoever made �t 
really does have the cadenza and could poss�bly destroy �t.”
 “Also,” sa�d Carol, “�f the manuscr�pt was taken from Morr�s’s 
apartment at the t�me of h�s death, we have to assume that the de-
mand came from Morr�s’s k�ller—someone who knew that he had 
it, knew what it was, and knew enough to call Lunner & Dinch.”
 “And who was w�ll�ng to k�ll for �t,” sa�d Trntl. “Stephan�e sa�d 
that Morr�s had only told Tony Scaevola.”
 “As far as she knew,” sa�d Carol. “He m�ght have told others.”
 Trntl nodded. “But we st�ll have to cons�der the poss�b�l�ty that 
Morr�s was k�lled by the people who broke F�negold’s arm—the 
folks who m�ght or m�ght not have been respons�ble for the second 
and th�rd break-�ns.”
 “If the ones respons�ble for the later break-�ns are the k�llers,” 
sa�d Carol, “the ransom demand establ�shes that the mot�ve for 
the later break-�ns was money—not some other reason, such as 
prevent�ng the cadenza from be�ng publ�shed. And the ransom de-
mand does seem to eliminate Dinch’s competitors as suspects.”
 Trntl mashed her cigarette into an overflowing ashtray. “It 
took more than one person to drown Morr�s �n h�s bathtub.”
 “Wh�ch suggests the poss�b�l�ty of F�negold’s fr�ends: the man 
w�th the mustache, the man w�th the scar, and Marco the ox.”
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 Trntl crossed to the phone. “I’m go�ng to try to reach Stephan�e 
aga�n.” She d�aled and l�stened for e�ght r�ngs. “Noth�ng. I’m get-
t�ng qu�te concerned. On the way to her apartment I want to pho-
tocopy these notes I made on the Scaevola fam�ly and get them �n 
the ma�l to Torvald.”
 “There’s a copy shop three blocks over,” sa�d Carol. “I’ll come 
w�th you.”
 As they crossed the lobby, Trntl noted the g�lt clock above the 
reg�strat�on desk. “It’s just noon; �t’s been a busy morn�ng.” Then, 
on a sudden �mpulse, she went to the desk and caught the clerk’s 
attent�on. “Have there been any messages left for N. F. Trntl �n 
Room 609?” He scanned the bank of p�geonholes on the wall be-
h�nd h�m. “No, there haven’t.”
 “Thanks.” She rejo�ned Carol, and together they left by the re-
volv�ng door.

 
 Stephan�e S�mms had not read the morn�ng paper. Thus, 
when her repeated calls to Morr�s’s apartment between e�ght and 
n�ne weren’t answered, she could only assume that he was st�ll 
gone. But where? Trntl had sa�d that he was �n grave danger. Was 
he h�d�ng, perhaps? In her anx�ety she paced a�mlessly about her 
room s�pp�ng from a cup of last n�ght’s coffee. Then she went to 
the phone aga�n and d�aled Hanrahan’s, not sure whether anyone 
would be there at nine-fifteen—it wasn’t a restaurant that served 
breakfast. But surpr�se, after several r�ngs, she d�d ra�se the k�tch-
en manager. No, he d�dn’t know where Morr�s was; yesterday had 
been h�s day off—but he should be �n at three th�s afternoon.
 That made her feel a l�ttle better, but her bra�n was st�ll abuzz 
w�th fears and speculat�ons. However, she knew that po�ntless 
stew�ng would accompl�sh noth�ng, and she d�d have a paper to 
wr�te for her sem�nar �n the German Baroque. She took a qu�ck 
shower, dressed �n her brown slacks and the cream cashmere 
sweater Ted had g�ven her for her b�rthday, and—w�th only a 
tw�nge of gu�lt at d�sregard�ng Trntl’s order to stay �n—hurr�ed off 
to the l�brary at the Hast�ngs Inst�tute.
 But desp�te her best efforts, her worr�es kept nagg�ng her. 
Though she sat �n the l�brary for over an hour, she found she 
couldn’t concentrate: the words �n the books wouldn’t come �nto 
focus; her own words wouldn’t come. Morr�s’s d�sappearance, 
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h�s s�lence, the fate of the cadenza cont�nuously churned her 
thoughts. 
 H�s apartment had been burglar�zed. Had the cadenza been 
stolen? Had Morr�s taken �t to a place of greater safety? She prayed 
that noth�ng had happened to Morr�s. For although he wasn’t as 
exc�t�ng or mature or �ntellectually st�mulat�ng as Ted Pett�grew, 
Stephan�e st�ll had much affect�on for h�m—s�lly goofus, w�th h�s 
pot and dulc�mer, h�s scratchy beard and funny ways and perky 
l�ttle blueb�rd. They’d always had good t�mes together—l�sten�ng 
to music, going to the zoo, climbing the endless flight of wind-
�ng marble steps to the top of the Wash�ngton Monument, where 
they had a breathless v�ew of all Balt�more spread out below them. 
That was the�r favor�te. It was so cozy, so �nt�mate, so romant�c 
and sh�very to be alone together between the curved br�ck walls, 
on the narrow corkscrew sta�rs! They m�ght’ve been �n a fa�rytale 
castle, never know�ng what they’d d�scover next as they ascended 
through the t�ght bl�nd curves. Unt�l Morr�s got expelled from the 
Inst�tute and became all sour w�th th�s jealousy th�ng aga�nst Ted, 
he’d always been able to make her laugh. And now, desp�te h�s 
long s�lences when they were together, h�s sad eyes watch�ng her 
as she ate, or stud�ed, or d�d her na�ls, she st�ll found h�m fun to 
be w�th—a change of pace, for sure, from the earnestness of the 
Professor, who always, no matter how relaxed he got, worr�ed 
about being fifty years old and “over the hill” as he called it, who 
fretted about h�s arthr�t�c knee and the knowledge that he was fac-
�ng a lot of expens�ve dental work. Morr�s wasn’t worr�ed about 
grow�ng old, he d�dn’t wh�ne about l�fe pass�ng h�m by. She w�shed 
he wouldn’t do so much dope, though. Not that she m�nded an oc-
cas�onal jo�nt herself. But Morr�s d�d so much.
 W�th a s�gh, Stephan�e acknowledged that she was gett�ng no-
where w�th her paper. She went to the pay phone �n the foyer and 
d�aled Morr�s’s number. No answer. She returned to the read�ng 
room, closed up and returned the books she’d been us�ng, gath-
ered her th�ngs, checked to see that she had her key to Morr�s’s 
apartment, put on her coat and earmuffs, and caught the bus to 
Gobel Street.
 When Stephan�e arr�ved at Morr�s’s apartment bu�ld�ng at 
11:30, she saw a police car parked outside and two officers talk-
ing in the vestibule. Her first thought: the police had somehow 
fingered Morris for the break-in at Ted’s house. Had they already 
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arrested h�m? Was that why he hadn’t answered the phone? But �f 
so, why were they st�ll here? Maybe they were wa�t�ng for h�m to 
return! She stood for a moment undec�ded, not want�ng to jeop-
ard�ze Morr�s further by ask�ng quest�ons, and also not want�ng 
to draw the officers’ attention to herself. Maybe they were investi-
gat�ng the burglary of Morr�s’s apartment. Had Trntl reported �t? 
Had Morr�s? No, �t wouldn’t have been Morr�s. He had too much 
at stake.
 She walked back toward the bus stop �n extreme ag�tat�on. 
And �t suddenly occurred to her that Tony Scaevola, as h�s clos-
est male fr�end, m�ght know where Morr�s was. In fact, �f Morr�s 
was h�d�ng out, �t m�ght very well be at Tony’s. She fumbled �n her 
purse for Tony’s address (she’d only been there tw�ce), hurr�ed 
back a block, and succeeded in flagging down a cab.
 It was a ten m�nute r�de to Tony’s apartment. Stephan�e pa�d 
the dr�ver and rang Tony’s bell. “Who �s �t?” A woman’s vo�ce over 
the �ntercom.
 “It’s Stephan�e S�mms, Tammy. Can I come up?”
 “Sure. Come on.” The door buzzed, and Stephanie flung it 
open and hurried in. Tony’s place was one flight up. Tammy was 
a very th�n blonde w�th shoulder-length ha�r; dressed �n T-sh�rt 
and blue jeans, she held a c�garette �n one hand, a dust cloth �n 
the other. “Been housecleaning,” she said in a flat tone without 
warmth. “Hate �t. Haven’t seen you for awh�le.”
 “No, I’ve—that �s, Morr�s and I have been busy. I’m try�ng to 
find him now. I haven’t seen him for a couple of days. Has he been 
around here? w�th Tony maybe?”
 “No, I haven’t seen Morr�s s�nce Saturday n�ght, when he and 
Tony went out for a beer. And Tony’s not here e�ther; they called 
h�m �n to work. Come on �n and s�t down. Want a cuppa coffee?”
 Stephanie said “Coffee would be fine.” She moved four steps 
�nto the l�v�ng room and stopped short. A brown leather br�efcase 
lay on the glass-topped coffee table. “Where d�d th�s come from?” 
she cr�ed.
 “That? I found �t under the sofa cush�on when I was clean�ng. 
I guess Tony must’ve put �t there. I don’t know why. I’ve never 
seen �t before. And �t’s locked, so I don’t know what’s �ns�de.”
 “It’s Morr�s’s mus�c case,” sa�d Stephan�e.
 “Huh! I wonder why �t was there.” Tammy draped her dust 
cloth on the back of a cha�r. “I’ll get your coffee.” And she dragged 
off to the k�tchen.
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 Stephanie seized the briefcase. On the flap, MORRIS WAITE 
was stamped �n faded gold. She clutched �t to her, engulfed by a 
nauseous wave of shock and pan�c.
 “Do you take anything in your coffee?” Tammy called from 
the k�tchen. Stephan�e turned and ran through the door, down the 
sta�rs, �nto the street.
 She had the cadenza at least. But what should she do w�th �t? 
Of course! Call Trntl at the hotel. She trotted down the s�dewalk 
for three blocks, hunt�ng at each �ntersect�on for a phone booth. 
F�nd�ng none, she ha�led a cab and had �t take her to the Cavend�sh 
Hotel. Trntl was not �n her room. She hurr�ed back downsta�rs and 
stopped at the reg�strat�on desk. Could she leave a message for 
the occupant of Room 609? Certa�nly. The clerk handed her note-
paper, pen, envelope. With fingers so shaky and numb she could 
hardly hold the pen, she scrawled:

I have the cadenza. It’s locked �n Morr�s’s leather 
br�efcase. It was at Tony Scaevola’s apartment. I 
tried to find you and couldn’t—so I’m taking it to 
Professor Pett�grew. 
          Stephan�e.

 She sealed the envelope and handed �t to the clerk. Then, 
clamp�ng the br�efcase under one arm and gr�pp�ng �ts edge w�th 
the other hand, she rubberlegged out to the street, where the sun-
light seemed far too bright, the noise of the traffic jarringly shrill. 
Had Morr�s left the cadenza at Tony’s to keep �t safe? Or—she ap-
proached th�s caut�ously, l�ke the br�nk of an abyss—had Tony been 
the one who stole �t from Morr�s? If so, then where was Morr�s? 
She s�gnaled a cab, cl�mbed �n, and gave the dr�ver Ted Pett�grew’s 
address.
 
 As she’d brought the cup and saucer �nto the l�v�ng room 
say�ng “It’s only �nstant, but they claim �t’s coffee!”, Tammy had 
stopped, looked about �n puzzlement, seen that both Stephan�e 
and the br�efcase were gone, sa�d “What the sh�t!”, and gone back 
to the k�tchen to pour the coffee down the s�nk, mutter�ng, “She 
always was a d�ng-a-l�ng.”
 Then to the l�v�ng room aga�n, l�ght�ng a jo�nt. The clean�ng 
was almost done. One th�ng about Tony, he expected a clean house. 
She flipped on the color TV to her favorite soap opera, “Break of 
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Day”, padded back to the kitchen to get a can of beer from the re-
fr�gerator, and seated herself �n Tony’s favor�te cha�r to relax. Ten 
m�nutes �nto her show, she heard a key �n the door. “Tony—?” she 
called. The door opened and Angelo Torell� entered, followed by 
two other men.
 Torell� went stra�ght to the couch and began throw�ng the seat 
cushions onto the floor.
 “Hey, whatcha do�n’?” Tammy cr�ed, leap�ng up. Torell� turned 
and took a step toward her, wh�ch froze her �n place. “Where’s the 
br�efcase?” he demanded.
 “The br�efcase? A woman was just here and took �t away w�th 
her.”
 “A woman? Who?”
 “Stephan�e—uh, S�mms, I th�nk.”
 Torell�’s face went gray. “How long ago?”
 “Maybe twenty m�nutes. I don’t know. I d�dn’t t�me �t.”
 “Here, Benno.” Torell� tossed a set of keys to the taller of the 
two men. “These are for Tony’s car; �t’s �n the lot at Hanrahan’s. 
Tammy, pack your bags. Just clothes and personal stuff. We’re 
mov�ng you to another apartment.”
 ”Hey,” she cr�ed. “Where’s Tony?”
 “Mr. Scaevola sent h�m to Ph�ladelph�a on bus�ness. You’ll 
hear from h�m. Now shut up and get packed.” He punched off the 
TV. “George, get her �nto the bedroom, I’ve got to make a call.” 
George hustled her out st�ll protest�ng, and Torell� d�aled a num-
ber. “Th�s �s Angelo. Get me the pr�vate l�ne.”

 When the cab pulled up �n front of Professor Pett�grew’s 
house, Stephan�e stumbled out, told the dr�ver to wa�t, and ran 
up the walk. She’d s�mply del�ver the cadenza w�thout say�ng how 
she’d acqu�red �t. Wouldn’t ment�on Morr�s’s �nvolvement �n the 
first break-in. Wouldn’t explain how the manuscript came to be in 
Morr�s’s br�efcase. Noth�ng sa�d, noth�ng proved. S�nce there was 
no key, Ted would have to break the lock to see what was �ns�de. 
He could get the cadenza to Lunner & Dinch and redeem himself 
�n the�r eyes. She just wanted out of �t all. She knocked frant�cally 
at the door.
 There was no answer at first, so she kept pounding away. At 
last the door was war�ly opened, and Mrs. Pett�grew peered out. 



��9

When she saw who was stand�ng on the porch, her head reco�led, 
like a turtle’s, into rumpled folds of flesh, and her neck visibly, 
puffily, swelled in girth. “Go away.” Uttered with icy contempt.
 “Is Professor Pett�grew �n?” Stephan�e asked breathlessly. “I 
have someth�ng to g�ve h�m.”
 “He’s gone,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew, stepp�ng back to shut the 
door.
 “Wa�t, wa�t! Please, he has to get th�s!” She thrust the br�efcase 
past Mrs. Pettigrew onto the hallway floor. “It’s the Farringford 
Cadenza!”
 Mrs. Pett�grew slammed the door. Stephan�e stood bew�ldered 
for a moment; then, suddenly feel�ng a stupendous rush of rel�ef, 
turned and ran back to the wa�t�ng cab.
 Ins�de, her back to the door, Mrs. Pett�grew held the br�ef-
case and glared at �t w�th loath�ng. “Hell th�ng!” she h�ssed at �t. 
“It’s you who’ve caused all our trouble! And here you are aga�n, 
dumped on our doorstep by L�ttle M�ss Pattycake w�th her great 
big buttery eyes. Snot-faced bitch!” The name stamped on the flap 
had no assoc�at�ons for her. She held the br�efcase �n both hands, 
crush�ng and tugg�ng, as though wrestl�ng �t �nto subm�ss�on, or 
trying to kill it. “The fire’s the place for you!” But Mrs. Pettigrew 
was not a fool. She understood the cadenza’s �mportance, that �t 
mustn’t be destroyed. But she also was not go�ng to let her hus-
band have �t.
 “Th�s �s for New Haven,” she sm�led, “and all those afternoons 
of tenn�s. And for talk�ng about her �n front of my fr�ends.”
 She carr�ed the br�efcase down the hall to her sew�ng room at 
the back of the house. As she passed the study, Theodore called 
out, “Irma, who was at the front door?”
 “Noth�ng �mportant,” she answered. Ah, the very place:—
her pattern drawer �n the cab�net beh�nd the sew�ng mach�ne. 
“Noth�ng at all. Just a person who came to the wrong house.”
 
 When Stephan�e arr�ved back at her apartment at ��:50, she 
was suffer�ng an exhausted letdown. She pa�d the cabdr�ver and 
watched h�m gl�de away up Charles. Adjust�ng her earmuffs and 
pull�ng out her keys, she cl�mbed the steps to her front door. As 
she paused �n the vest�bule to open her ma�lbox, two men �n dark 
overcoats left a car parked three doors down and hurr�ed along the 
s�dewalk toward her.
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 Clutch�ng her ma�l, she had just turned to unlock the �nner 
door when she saw them com�ng. The manager from Hanrahan’s 
was �n the lead. “M�ss S�mms—” he shouted.
 Terror thrummed her l�ke an electr�c jolt. She turned the key, 
shoved open the door, and plunged through. It was a heavy door; 
and once she was �n the hallway, she spun around and tr�ed to 
force �t shut. Through the glass she saw them crowd�ng �nto the 
vest�bule. She leaned all her we�ght aga�nst the door, but one of 
the men had thrust his leg into the crack, flexing it to block clo-
sure, tw�st�ng and work�ng �t spasm�cally aga�nst the jamb. She 
couldn’t hold the door aga�nst the�r comb�ned we�ght; so, calcu-
lat�ng d�stance and the speed she’d need to cover �t, she suddenly 
turned and bolted up the sta�rs. The men sp�lled �nto the hallway 
beh�nd her and came thudd�ng up �n hot pursu�t.
 At the first landing, she hurled a pot of dusty plastic ferns 
down the steps beh�nd her and managed to ga�n a s�x-foot lead. 
Pell-mell up the second flight, apartment-key ready in her right 
hand, ma�l clutched �n her left, she spr�nted to her door. It took 
three seconds to fit the key into the lock, turn the knob, throw 
herself �nto her apartment, and slam the door. She was fumbl�ng 
w�th the guard-cha�n when they arr�ved on the other s�de; they h�t 
the panels shoulder-first, and the door burst inward. Stephanie 
spun backwards, stumbl�ng over boxes of records and stacks of 
books. Angelo Torell� closed the door. Stephan�e scrambled �nto 
the k�tchenette, se�zed a butcher kn�fe, and turned at bay. The 
other man whipped out a pistol fitted with a silencer.
 Torell� came slowly toward her through the clutter. “Where’s 
the br�efcase?”
 Stephan�e brand�shed the kn�fe and began to scream.
  Pfsst! Pfsst! the p�stol farted, and down she went.
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Chapter  10
 Shortly after twelve-th�rty, hav�ng buzzed Stephan�e’s apart-
ment and rece�ved no response, Carol and Trntl had walked 
back to the�r hotel. Wh�le pass�ng the Hast�ngs Inst�tute, they’d 
stopped in to see if they could find Stephanie there. It was a rather 
daunt�ng place. Lots of closed doors. Great expanses of pol�shed 
marble. Ant�que mus�cal �nstruments beh�nd glass. A very large 
l�brary w�th t�ers of books stretch�ng upward for three stor�es, the 
stacks framed by a glor�ous array of carved and pol�shed wood, ef-
fus�vely molded plaster, and g�lded ornamental gr�llwork. “Great 
heavens,” sa�d Trntl.
 Many students were about; and �n a commons area where 
food was served, Trntl scanned the crowded tables for Stephan�e. 
F�nally she approached a woman who was hold�ng a v�ol�n case 
and read�ng not�ces posted on a bullet�n board. “Excuse me, do 
you know Stephan�e S�mms?”
 The woman looked her over coolly. “Yes, I do. Why do you 
ask?”
 “I need to find her. Have you seen her today?”
 “She was study�ng �n the l�brary th�s morn�ng,” the woman 
sa�d. “But I haven’t seen her s�nce.”
 “Thanks.” They gave �t up and went back to the street. “I 
should have told her about the Cutlass,” Trntl said, “but I figured 
�t was follow�ng me.”
 “You warned her to stay �n.”
 “Yeah, but since I didn’t tell her about finding Morris, she had 
no reason to th�nk I wasn’t just be�ng overly caut�ous. My not tell-
�ng her may have caused her to do someth�ng fool�sh.”
 “Maybe so,” sa�d Carol. “But you can’t be sure anyth�ng’s hap-
pened to her. And blam�ng yourself does no good at all. If she’s �n 
personal danger, there’s no way for you to protect her unless you 
stay w�th her round the clock, or br�ng her along wherever you 
go.”
 “St�ll and all, I should have told her about Morr�s,” sa�d 
Trntl.
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 When they entered the lobby, the desk clerk flagged them 
down. “M�ss Trntl, a message was left for you shortly after you 
spoke to me. Room 609. Yes, here �t �s.” He handed her the pla�n 
wh�te envelope. “A young woman wrote �t for you here at the 
desk.”
 On the back, the clerk’s time-clock had stamped 12:18. “Damn, 
we just m�ssed her.” Trntl tore open the envelope, and she and 
Carol read the note together. “It’s almost one-th�rty,” Trntl sa�d. 
“We’d better call Pett�grew and see �f she arr�ved w�th the caden-
za.”
 They went to the bank of public telephones, and Trntl flipped 
to the number �n her pocket notebook. On the seventh r�ng, Mrs. 
Pett�grew answered: “Yes?”
 “Th�s �s N. F. Trntl. Is Professor Pett�grew �n?”
 Mrs. Pett�grew hung up.
 “Dammit!” said Trntl. She called again, and this time the 
phone rang twelve t�mes. She was prepared to let �t r�ng a hun-
dred.
 F�nally, Professor Pett�grew p�cked up the rece�ver: “Hello?”
 Mrs. Pett�grew’s vo�ce snapped �n the background: “Get off 
the l�ne, Theodore. I’ll handle th�s.” Then, loudly, �n Trntl’s ear: 
“What do you want?”
 “Mrs. Pett�grew—”
 “I told you earl�er, we won’t talk to you anymore. We’re done 
w�th you and Mr. Dinch.”
 “It’s a matter of l�fe and death!” Trntl sa�d qu�ckly. “Has 
Stephan�e S�mms been to your house today?”
 “She has not. She’s not welcome here.”
 “She left me a message that she’d found the cadenza and was 
tak�ng �t to the Professor. If she does come, please have her call me 
�mmed�ately at the Cavend�sh Hotel. You have my number. And 
please keep her there at your house t�ll I can reach her—”
 “She won’t be gett�ng �n �f she does come,” sa�d Mrs. 
Pett�grew.
 “If the cadenza’s �n her possess�on, she’s �n extremely grave 
danger,” sa�d Trntl. “There’s already been one murder—her boy-
fr�end, Morr�s Wa�te—”
 “Morr�s Wa�te?” A long pause. “Murdered, you say?”
 “That’s r�ght. And because of the cadenza. Please have her call 
me when she arr�ves.” Trntl hung up before Mrs. Pett�grew could 
refuse, and sa�d to Carol: “She hasn’t been there. I’m go�ng to ask 
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you to stay here and s�t by our phone wh�le I go back to Stephan�e’s 
apartment. Let’s hope for the best.”
 Carol went to the elevator. Trntl hurr�ed to the park�ng garage 
and charged her car into heavy traffic. There was no sign anywhere 
of the man �n the trenchcoat.
 It wasn’t far to Mt. Vernon Place, but the dr�v�ng was slow 
and ted�ous, and Trntl found herself fum�ng w�th �mpat�ence. 
Park to Centre Street, Centre to Charles, then north on Charles. 
Finally: the Hastings Institute. Dead ahead, the tall marble col-
umn of the Wash�ngton Monument. She veered around �t, cross-
�ng Monument Street, the boulevard bare, deserted, and cont�nued 
north on Charles. A park�ng place! She slammed out of the car. Up 
the steps. Stephan�e’s buzzer. No response. All r�ght, the super�n-
tendent, manager, whatever. There: J�m Eggleston. Buzzzzzzzzz.
 “Yes?”—a gravelly vo�ce on the �ntercom.
 “Stephanie Simms, third floor. She doesn’t answer, and I’ve 
reason to bel�eve she may have met w�th foul play. I’m a detect�ve. 
You can see my ID when you come to the door. I must ask that you 
accompany me up to M�ss S�mms’s apartment to see �f she’s all 
r�ght.”
 “Just a m�nute.”
 And one minute later he let Trntl in after studying her ID 
through the glass. As he led the way upsta�rs, he sa�d w�th a d�s-
t�nctly worr�ed tone, “I wondered �f someth�ng m�ght be wrong. 
When I got back from my dental appo�ntment, I found a broken 
flowerpot here on the first flight. And Mrs. Gresham in second 
rear told me she heard no�ses, l�ke runn�ng �n the hall.”
 “We can hope noth�ng’s wrong,” sa�d Trntl.
 Approach�ng Stephan�e’s door, Trntl stud�ed the jamb 
and lock. The frame had been spl�ntered around the latch. Mr. 
Eggleston knocked on the panels, and the door swung �nward of 
�ts own accord.
 “Ohm�lord!” Eggleston groaned. Stephan�e was ly�ng �n the 
kitchenette like a heap of old clothes. Trntl reached her in five 
strides, knelt and felt for a pulse. “She’s dead. Shot. Don’t touch 
anyth�ng �n here. Get downsta�rs and call the pol�ce. Tell them 
there’s been a hom�c�de.”
 The super�ntendent stared down at the body open-mouthed, 
muscles tw�tch�ng �n h�s face. Then w�th a d�sbel�ev�ng shake of h�s 
head, he turned and went stumbl�ng down the hall to the sta�rs, 
mutter�ng “Ohm�lord!—oh!—oh!” all the way.
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 Trntl looked at her watch. �:4�. She used her few moments 
alone to assess the s�tuat�on. Stephan�e had been shot tw�ce. The 
body was st�ll fa�rly warm. She lay crumpled on her left s�de �n 
her overcoat and earmuffs. (“E�ther go�ng out, or just come �n,” 
thought Trntl.) On the floor near Stephanie’s right hand, a butcher 
kn�fe. (To defend herself? But no blood on the blade.) Near her left 
hand, a scatter�ng of unopened ma�l w�th canceled stamps. (S�nce 
the ma�lbox was �n the vest�bule: “Just come �n,” Trntl concluded.) 
But even �f she’d been out and had just come �n, she hadn’t—accord-
�ng to Mrs. Pett�grew—reached the professor’s house. Therefore, 
she must have come back to her apartment after wr�t�ng the note 
at the hotel. To get the cadenza to take to Pett�grew’s? If so, where 
was �t now?
 E�ther the k�ller had �t, or �t was st�ll �n the apartment. Qu�ckly, 
w�th �ntense concentrat�on, she moved her eyes about the room. 
The mess was much more chaot�c than on her prev�ous v�s�t. Boxes 
were dumped over, their contents spilled onto the floor, drawers 
yanked open, books pulled off the shelves to l�e heaped among the 
scattered sheet mus�c and phonograph records.
 Yet the d�sarray d�dn’t look l�ke the aftermath of a struggle. 
A search, rather—wh�ch �nd�cated that the k�ller hadn’t found the 
cadenza on Stephan�e’s body. Unless, of course, she’d had the ca-
denza w�th her all along, and the search had occurred before she 
returned. Had she surpr�sed the k�ller dur�ng h�s search, then? 
Not l�kely; how would she have made �t across the room to the 
k�tchenette? And bes�des, the door had been broken �n. She prob-
ably would’ve not�ced that and not entered. In all l�kel�hood, she 
had been followed to the room and k�lled pr�or to the search. Well, 
then, had the k�ller found the cadenza?
 Poss�bly; but—s�nce the search had been extens�ve and appar-
ently hasty, poss�bly not. Was �t st�ll here? A brown leather br�ef-
case, she’d sa�d. Noth�ng of that sort �n s�ght. So, �f �t wasn’t at 
Pett�grew’s, and �t wasn’t here, where was �t?
 She heard the super�ntendent com�ng up the sta�rs. Qu�ckly 
she pulled on her gloves and stooped to exam�ne the �tems of 
ma�l. C�rculars, b�lls w�th w�ndowed addresses and company let-
terheads, something official from the Treasury Department. Only 
three �tems that looked l�ke personal letters: one postmarked 
Oh�o, one Cal�forn�a, one Balt�more. Ah. Canceled �0:�6 p.m., the 
n�ght before last. Return address, Gobel Street. Trntl scooped up 
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th�s envelope and sl�pped �t �nto her coat pocket just as Eggleston 
approached the door.
 “The pol�ce are com�ng,” he sa�d, wheez�ng from the fast 
cl�mb. “Th�s �s just terr�ble! She was such a n�ce g�rl! Who could 
have done �t?”
 “I’d g�ve a great deal to know,” sa�d Trntl. She felt a great wea-
r�ness, a crush�ng melancholy. Anger. And—desp�te what Carol 
had sa�d—the stab of gu�lt. She and Eggleston made the�r way 
downstairs to the front hall to wait for the police. Descending, she 
felt as though her legs were we�ghted w�th 50-pound sacks of sand. 
When she got to the front hall, she sank �nto a cha�r and stared at 
the worn carpet beneath the chandelier. The fixture’s small glass 
pendants cast oblique, watery shadows on the floor. “She was a 
good tenant,” the super was say�ng. “Never no no�se. Never any 
overn�ght guests. Who’d k�ll a n�ce g�rl l�ke her?”
 A squad car pulled up �n front of the house. A un�formed pa-
trolman came to the door and Eggleston let h�m �n. Together they 
went upsta�rs. Another patrolman knocked on the glass; Trntl 
wedged the door open w�th a rubber doorstop. “What’s happened 
here?” he asked.
 “A homicide on the third floor,” she answered. “A wom-
an named Stephan�e S�mms—a mus�c student at the Hast�ngs 
Inst�tute. The person who d�scovered the Farr�ngford Cadenza.”
 “The what?”
 “The Farr�ngford Cadenza. A p�ece of mus�c that’s cost two 
people’s l�ves.”
 “Two people? Upsta�rs?”
 “No, the other was Morr�s Wa�te. N�ght before last on Gobel 
Street.”
 “Where’s the—whadja call �t?—the mus�c?”
 “Gone,” sa�d Trntl. “Gone, gone, gone.”

 It was s�x o’clock before Trntl was able to leave Stephan�e’s 
apartment bu�ld�ng. She’d called Carol and told her the bad news, 
then sat �n the downsta�rs hall and watched the med�cal exam�ner 
and photographers and laboratory people troop�ng up and down 
the sta�rs. She’d watched Stephan�e’s body taken out on a covered 
stretcher. Clearly, �t was t�me to tell the pol�ce the whole story, 
shar�ng what she knew and her percept�ons of what th�s knowl-



��6

edge �mpl�ed. It was the least she could do to make some rest�tu-
t�on for her respons�b�l�ty �n Stephan�e’s death.
 When she’d identified herself to the Detectives Adcock and 
Pr�ce, she showed them her credent�als, and let them read the 
letter of introduction which Dinch had addressed to “Chief of 
Pol�ce.” Then she expla�ned her role �n attempt�ng to recover 
the Farr�ngford Cadenza and recounted the whole sequence of 
events as she understood them: the break-�ns, Morr�s’s des�re 
for revenge, h�s tell�ng Tony Scaevola of the theft; the beat�ng of 
F�negold; Stephan�e’s d�scovery of the br�efcase �n Tony’s apart-
ment, her aborted plan to return the cadenza to Pett�grew. She 
finished with the ransom demand made that morning to Lunner 
& Dinch. The narrative took a long time. The detectives had many 
quest�ons.
 “In my op�n�on,” she told them, “your �nvest�gat�on should 
certa�nly �nclude Tony Scaevola, who works at Hanrahan’s 
Restaurant, h�s uncle G�useppe Scaevola, who owns the restau-
rant, Angelo Torell�, the manager, and somebody named Marco, 
who broke Mr. F�negold’s arm.”
 Detective Adcock said, “Do you mean the Giuseppe Scaevola of 
the Development Company?—the man who received the Business 
Counc�l Award and served on the Governor’s Urban Renewal 
Comm�ss�on?”
 “That’s the one,” sa�d Trntl. “I don’t know �f he has any part �n 
th�s—but I th�nk there’s a d�st�nct poss�b�l�ty that h�s nephew Tony 
may be �nvolved �n both murders.”
 Detective Price frowned. “Those are pretty serious accusa-
t�ons. Lefty Scaevola’s a very �mportant man.”
 “I’m not mak�ng accusat�ons,” sa�d Trntl from the depths of 
fat�gue, “I’m suggest�ng l�nes of �nqu�ry. I grant that much of th�s 
�s conjecture—guess-work, really—but �t’s cons�stent w�th the �n-
format�on I’ve been able to collect.”
 Adcock sa�d, “Why the hell d�dn’t you come talk to us earl�er 
when you began to get these susp�c�ons? To have �nformat�on of 
the sort you cla�m to have and not share �t w�th the pol�ce �s down-
r�ght cr�m�nal. You goddamned free-lancers futz around �n mat-
ters you’re not equ�pped to handle and screw th�ngs up for the 
profess�onals!”
 “That may be,” Trntl sa�d wear�ly. “I’m not happy about the 
way th�ngs are go�ng. But I’m tell�ng you now—so do someth�ng 



��7

about �t.” She stood up and buttoned her coat. “You know where 
to reach me—Cavend�sh Hotel, Room 609.” She left the super�n-
tendent’s apartment and turned up the sta�rs. 
 “Hey, where are you go�ng?” Adcock demanded.
 “I want to ask Mrs. Gresham one quest�on. It relates to the 
cadenza.”
 “All r�ght,” he sa�d grudg�ngly. “Go up w�th her, Pr�ce.”
 Drained of all energy, Trntl climbed to the second floor. Her 
anger, frustrat�on, and emot�onal shock had left her neutral�zed 
and blank, like an erased tape. Detective Price followed her up 
�n sullen s�lence, rad�at�ng an aura of d�sl�ke wh�ch Trntl s�mply 
chose to �gnore.
 Mrs. Gresham opened qu�ckly �n response to her knock and 
peered out eagerly—a w�spy wren of a woman, short and fra�l, 
her eyes alert and sparkl�ng. Her face was soft and wr�nkled l�ke 
a dr�ed apr�cot; a spot of rouge blazed on each cheekbone. She 
wore a cheap but attractive wig with tight gray curls, a loose-fitting 
burgundy dress (perhaps her Sunday best, thought Trntl) wh�ch 
undoubtedly had fit her well at one time, but now hung baggily on 
her shrunken frame, and a gl�tter�ng rh�nestone brooch above her 
left breast. “Yes?” she beamed. “You want to ask me more ques-
t�ons?”
 “Mrs. Gresham, I’m N. F. Trntl, a pr�vate �nvest�gator. I’m not 
w�th the pol�ce. Mr. Eggleston and I found M�ss S�mms’s body th�s 
afternoon. I understand you’ve already g�ven a statement to the 
pol�ce—”
 “Yes, that’s right.” Mrs. Gresham looked up at Detective Price 
w�th a qu�ck, self-�mportant sm�le.
 “—but I wonder �f you could answer a quest�on for me.”
 “I’ll be happy to try. Anyth�ng to be of help. Stephan�e was 
such a nice g�rl.”
 Trntl immediately noted the use of first name. A close friend, 
perhaps? “Mr. Eggleston sa�d that you heard no�ses on the sta�rs 
and �n the hall. Could you descr�be them for me? Were there vo�c-
es? And about what t�me d�d you hear the commot�on?”
 “As I told the pol�ce, there was qu�te a thump�ng and clatter. 
It sounded l�ke a group of people runn�ng up the sta�rs. But they 
turned and just went on up to the third floor. I didn’t hear any-
body talk�ng. And then everyth�ng got qu�et. I opened my door and 
looked out. But I can’t really see the sta�rs from here. I remember 
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�t was shortly before one o’clock. I had my rad�o on, and the hour-
long newscast I l�sten to at noon was almost over.”
 “Did you hear anybody coming down the stairs later?”
 ”No. I d�d th�nk I heard a scream very fa�ntly, from far away. 
But I wasn’t sure—there are so many no�ses all the t�me—s�rens, 
doors clos�ng, refr�gerators wh�rr�ng—I d�dn’t pay much atten-
t�on.”
 Detective Price cleared his throat menacingly. Trntl quickly 
sa�d, “Stephan�e was the one who d�scovered the Farr�ngford 
Cadenza, I suppose you know.”
 Mrs. Gresham nodded sadly. “Yes, she was so exc�ted about 
that. And then, when �t was stolen from Professor Pett�grew, she 
was just bes�de herself.”
 “Did she ever show it to you?”
 “No, she took �t to the professor as soon as she found �t. She 
told me �t was a very �mportant p�ece of mus�c.”
 “Thank you, Mrs. Gresham,” Detective Price interjected. 
“You’ve been very helpful. T�me to go,” he told Trntl. And he had 
her by the elbow, tugg�ng her away from the door.
 “Yes, thank you very much, Mrs. Gresham,” Trntl sa�d.
 “It’s a c�t�zen’s duty,” she responded w�th a proud sm�le. “And 
bes�des, Stephan�e was a lovely g�rl. She came to talk to me, and 
she enjoyed listening to my Nelson Eddy records. You don’t find 
many young people today who apprec�ate Nelson Eddy.”
 “I’m sure that’s true,” sa�d Trntl. And to herself she muttered, 
We’ll talk aga�n, Mrs. Gresham.
 But now she had to deal with Detective Price, who was tailgat-
�ng her down the sta�rs. “You shouldn’t be �nvest�gat�ng murders, 
M�ss Trntl; that’s pol�ce work. You’re not on your own turf here 
�n Balt�more. Leave it to us. You don’t want to be charged w�th 
�nterfer�ng �n a pol�ce �nvest�gat�on.”
 “I’m not try�ng to encroach on your terr�tory,” sa�d Trntl. “I’m 
not try�ng to solve murders. I was h�red to recover the Farr�ngford 
Cadenza, and that’s all I’m �nterested �n. Bel�eve me, noth�ng 
would make me happ�er than to accompl�sh that and get back to 
New York.”
 But of course that wasn’t all she was �nterested �n. She took 
Stephan�e’s death personally. Morr�s’s was an abstract�on, a chap-
ter closed before she’d arr�ved. But her own act�ons �mpl�cated 
her in Stephanie’s. And, however briefly, she’d gotten to know 
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Stephan�e: self-centered, shallow, bumbl�ng, na�ve—all of those—
but well-�ntent�oned, too, desp�te her self-delus�ons, her affa�r w�th 
Pettigrew, her manipulations of Morris for her own gratification. 
Stephan�e had truly cared about Morr�s. She had cared for mus�c. 
She had been committed to the cadenza’s publication. And finally, 
she had trusted Trntl: she had revealed her secret knowledge of 
Morr�s’s theft, had tr�ed to reach Trntl at the hotel to g�ve her the 
br�efcase, had �nformed Trntl of her attempt to return the cadenza 
to Pett�grew.
 When Trntl had expressed all of th�s to Carol over a qu�ck and 
tasteless supper �n the hotel coffee shop, her fat�gue and depres-
s�on were ev�dent; Carol had never seen Trntl at so low an ebb.
 “I understand someth�ng of what you’re feel�ng,” Carol sa�d 
over coffee and Trntl’s second brandy. “But you’re not play�ng fa�r 
w�th yourself to accept the blame for Stephan�e’s death. You don’t 
know what all happened to her today. You d�dn’t tell her about 
Morr�s’s death because you thought she’d pan�c, wh�ch would 
compl�cate your work. You d�d warn her of poss�ble danger and 
urged her to lock herself �n t�ll you could contact her. And you 
tr�ed repeatedly to reach her. There may be larger forces at work 
here than we’re aware of, and �t’s poss�ble that noth�ng you m�ght 
have sa�d or done could have saved her.”
 “I want to see her k�ller pun�shed,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Well, you told the pol�ce all you know,” sa�d Carol. “Let them 
do the�r job.”
 “I held back only one th�ng. I d�dn’t tell them that I was the 
one who d�scovered Morr�s’s body. I d�dn’t see that to be neces-
sary. It’s easy enough for them to l�nk up Morr�s and Tony through 
the Hanrahan’s connect�on.” She suddenly remembered the enve-
lope she’d put �n her coat pocket. “Oh, and there’s someth�ng else 
I d�dn’t tell them. Upsta�rs �n my coat I have a letter Morr�s wrote 
to Stephan�e wh�ch arr�ved shortly before she was k�lled. It was �n 
a heap of unopened ma�l bes�de her body. Let’s go look at �t.”
 “Okay,” sa�d Carol. “I’ll pay the b�ll.” Trntl hurr�ed out wh�le 
Carol fished her billfold from her purse and extracted money for 
the wa�ter’s t�p. She placed the cash bes�de her plate and saw that 
once aga�n Trntl had forgotten to take her pack of c�garettes. “She 
smokes too much,” Carol sa�d, “I should just leave ’em here.” But 
of course she d�dn’t; she p�cked up the pack and dropped �t �n her 
purse.
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 Wear�ng her gloves, Trntl took Morr�s’s letter from her coat 
pocket, and with infinite patience, held the envelope over hot run-
n�ng water �n the bathroom s�nk unt�l she was able, w�th the blade 
of her Swiss Army knife, to lift the dampened flap. “Very neat,” 
Carol sa�d, from the bathroom doorway, preferr�ng not to enter 
the hum�d room.
 “Th�s well may be ev�dence regard�ng her murder,” Trntl sa�d. 
“It m�ght help to na�l down a conv�ct�on. I don’t want to be accused 
of tamper�ng w�th �t.” She brought the envelope �nto the bedroom 
and carefully sl�d out the folded sheet of notepaper. St�ll wear�ng 
her gloves, she spread it flat on the bedside table. The letter was 
undated and br�ef:

Dear Stef,
After we talked and I was st�ll dec�d�ng what to 
do, Tony started urg�ng me to hold the cadenza 
for ransom and make Lunner and Dinch buy it 
back. At first I thought he was kidding. Then I re-
al�zed he wasn’t and I got nervous. To play �t safe 
I pulled the cadenza from the other mus�c and 
h�d �t. The key �s �n our Spec�al Place—the “Key 
Hole”, get �t? I just cant g�ve �t back to that horses 
ass Pett�grew. You better get �t and send �t to the 
publ�sher. I dont know what’s w�th Tony but I’m 
gett�ng scared. Why aren’t you ever at home when 
I phone?
    I love you all ways,
     Morr�s

 “Well, �t does turn the screw on Tony,” Carol sa�d, “but �t 
doesn’t prove Tony k�lled Morr�s. And there’s noth�ng there that 
even suggests he m�ght’ve k�lled Stephan�e.”
 “It establ�shes that Tony wanted to hold the cadenza for ran-
som. Th�s morn�ng a demand was made, and we’re assum�ng �t 
was Morr�s’s k�ller who made �t.”
 “And that he had the cadenza �n h�s possess�on when he made 
�t. But Morr�s says he h�d the cadenza; the letter seems to be tell-
ing Stephanie how to find it. How could the killer have gotten pos-
sess�on of �t?”
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 “He m�ght have forced Morr�s to reveal the h�d�ng place,” sa�d 
Trntl.
 “Let’s look at it this way. At nine this morning, Dinch gets the 
ransom call, presumably from somebody who has the cadenza. At 
��:�8, �n her note to you, Stephan�e cla�ms that she has the ca-
denza—”
 “Wh�ch she sa�d she found at Tony’s apartment.”
 “S�nce she was fam�l�ar w�th �ts appearance, she’d certa�nly 
know whether what she had was the cadenza or not.”
 “Yeah, and at one o’clock, she’s dead.”
 Carol changed her tack. “Okay, assum�ng that the guy who 
called Dinch had it at nine (it might or might not have been Tony), 
and assum�ng that Stephan�e had �t at ��:�8, how d�d �t get from 
h�m to her? Where was she all morn�ng when you were try�ng to 
reach her?”
 “I don’t know where she was,” Trntl sa�d test�ly, “or how she 
got �t.”
 “And where’s the cadenza now? Ev�dently she never made �t to 
Pett�grew’s. You sa�d �t wasn’t �n her apartment—”
 “No, I sa�d I d�dn’t see �t there,” sa�d Trntl. “Someone had ob-
v�ously searched the place. Probably her k�ller.”
 “Wh�ch doesn’t mean her k�ller found �t.”
 “I’m conv�nced,” sa�d Trntl, “that she’d just come �n off the 
street when she was k�lled. S�nce Mrs. Pett�grew says that she 
never reached the�r house, then Stephan�e e�ther had the caden-
za w�th her when she was k�lled, or had h�dden �t �n the apart-
ment, or had d�tched �t somewhere between the hotel and home. 
If she’d had �t on her person, the k�ller wouldn’t have been forced 
to search the apartment—assum�ng the search took place after the 
shoot�ng. If the search occurred before she got home, and she had 
the cadenza w�th her, then maybe the k�ller does have �t. But what 
I don’t understand �s why she would’ve come back home before 
go�ng to Pett�grew’s? It was a long d�stance out of her way. Carol, 
�t doesn’t add up.”
 “Would she have left the cadenza someplace else? It doesn’t 
seem l�kely after what she sa�d �n her note to you. Unless some-
th�ng changed her m�nd. Fr�ghtened her, maybe, made her th�nk 
she’d never get to Pett�grew’s.”
 “Someth�ng else bothers me,” sa�d Trntl. “Morr�s was drowned, 
and the k�llers went to some trouble to make �t look l�ke an acc�-
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dent. Stephan�e was shot tw�ce and left ly�ng where she fell. The 
k�ll�ngs don’t have the same feel about them; they may not have 
been done by the same people.”
 “Well, why would she be k�lled unless �t was to get the caden-
za?” Carol asked.
 “Maybe the k�ller thought she had �t,” sa�d Trntl. “Also, there 
was a butcher knife beside her. She might’ve put up a fight and 
forced the k�ller to shoot.”
 “Well, if the killer is the same man who called Dinch, and he 
did get the cadenza back from Stephanie, then Dinch will get a sec-
ond ransom demand at n�ne tomorrow morn�ng. If no call comes 
through, �t may mean that the k�ller d�dn’t recover the cadenza, or 
that the killer isn’t the man who called Dinch this morning.”
 “It’ll be interesting to see if Dinch gets that call,” Trntl agreed. 
“Let’s move on.” She flattened the letter on the table once again, 
and reread �t. “What �s th�s key Morr�s ment�ons? ‘The key �s �n 
our Special Place—the “Key Hole”, get it?’ Does that make any 
sense to you?”
 Carol thought for a b�t. “Stephan�e’s note sa�d that he’d locked 
the cadenza �ns�de the br�efcase. Maybe the key opens that lock. 
But the ‘Spec�al Place’ couldn’t be the hole �n the wall where he 
stashed h�s dope and h�d the br�efcase—because �f he locked the 
br�efcase to keep the cadenza safe, he surely wouldn’t have put the 
key �nto the stash hole with �t. I can’t tell �f ‘Spec�al Place’ and ‘Key 
Hole’ refer to the same th�ng or two d�fferent th�ngs.”
 Trntl gave a wry laugh. “It’s a b�zarre and crypt�c message. H�s 
‘get �t?’ could �mply e�ther that he’s mak�ng a joke and wants her 
to apprec�ate �t, or else s�gnal�ng that he’s talk�ng �n some sort of 
code, and draw�ng her attent�on to the coded message.”
 “And what does he mean when he says ‘I pulled the cadenza 
from the other mus�c’?” Carol asked.
 “He may be referr�ng to Pett�grew’s manuscr�pt cop�es of 
Brahms’ works wh�ch the professor cla�ms were stolen along w�th 
the cadenza. In dayl�ght when he wasn’t stoned, Morr�s would have 
had enough mus�cal knowledge to tell the d�fference between the 
two sets of manuscr�pts.” Trntl l�t a c�garette and rubbed her fore-
head t�redly. “There also was a lot of sheet mus�c �n h�s apartment. 
Maybe Morr�s had or�g�nally h�dden the cadenza �n the m�dst of 
�t. L�ke Poe’s purlo�ned letter. And then, when he got really fr�ght-
ened, locked up the Farr�ngford �n h�s br�efcase and stuck �t �n the 
wall.”
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 “It probably doesn’t matter,” sa�d Carol, “s�nce �n her note 
Stephan�e cla�ms to have the cadenza.”
 Trntl s�ghed. “Then maybe Morr�s’s letter �s a dead end. A 
p�ece of h�story outd�stanced by events. As our fr�end Torvald 
would say, ‘Nah, �t’s moot.’ St�ll, �t l�nks the deaths of Morr�s and 
Stephan�e and t�es Tony Scaevola �n w�th the extort�on plot. The 
pol�ce should have �t for the�r �nvest�gat�on.”
 “And how are you go�ng to get �t to them w�thout reveal�ng 
that you l�fted �t from the scene of the cr�me?” asked Carol.
 “That’s a problem,” sa�d Trntl. “Adcock and Pr�ce already th�nk 
I’ve meddled too much.” She seated herself and made a met�culous 
copy of Morr�s’s letter, then double checked her text aga�nst h�s be-
fore sl�d�ng the or�g�nal back �nto �ts envelope. “I won’t reseal the 
envelope. The gum is dry on the flap, and we can always moisten it 
and paste �t down. Hav�ng �t open, but not torn open—as though �t 
had never been sealed—may provide us flexibility when we give it 
to the pol�ce.” She placed the envelope �n her purse, peeled off her 
gloves, and went to take a shower. Carol sat ponder�ng the copy of 
Morr�s’s text.
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Chapter  11
 Lefty Scaevola l�ved �n the suburban commun�ty of Grafton, 
a walled and exclus�ve enclave of gracefully curv�ng streets, spa-
c�ous lawns and gardens, handsome trees, and expens�ve houses. 
Designed to provide all the amenities of gracious living, it had 
�ts own golf and sw�mm�ng club, communal tenn�s courts, br�dle 
paths, and recreat�on center (w�th pool tables and v�deo games), 
as well as read�ng and d�scuss�on groups, elected res�dents’ coun-
c�l, and pr�vate secur�ty force. Lefty’s house—of h�s own des�gn 
and construct�on—was a large, rambl�ng ranch-style red-br�ck 
Georg�an w�th fanl�ght w�ndows and wh�te tr�m. Across the front 
stretched a broad veranda, w�th a stubby tr�angular ped�ment and 
six fluted white Corinthian columns. Since Lefty liked fine woods, 
the rooms of the house were var�ously paneled �n oak, teak, wal-
nut, pecan, and knotty p�ne. S�nce h�s w�fe Theresa l�ked garden-
ing, the landscaped lot was subdivided into numerous flower beds 
separated by gravel paths. In the rear was a broad flagstone ter-
race surround�ng a pr�vate sw�mm�ng pool. In the center of the 
backyard stood a tall silver pole, flood-lit at night, which continu-
ously flew the American flag.
 Ton�ght Lefty was enterta�n�ng guests. A small, �nt�mate d�n-
ner party for two State Senators and the�r w�ves, and Judge and 
Mrs. McPhee. At seven, Lefty’s guests were enjoy�ng the�r cock-
ta�ls and hors d’oeuvres. Ton�ght the ma�n course would be Lefty’s 
favor�te, Veal Scalopp�ne Scaevola, made by Theresa’s own hands 
from Lefty’s mother’s recipe. Thin and trim at fifty-five, Theresa 
was an elegant hostess �n chocolate mo�re taffeta, her performance 
smoothly perfect after th�rty years’ pract�ce. Lefty’s mother, sev-
enty-e�ght, and fra�l s�nce fractur�ng her h�p three years ago, was 
sitting in her accustomed place by the fire, sipping, as usual, her 
favor�te Marsala. An orchestral arrangement of Pucc�n�’s Madama 
Butterfly was softly play�ng as a background to the buzz of sp�r�ted 
conversat�on. It prom�sed to be a del�ghtful even�ng.
 Why, then, should Lefty feel th�s nagg�ng queas�ness? Why 
should his mouth, every now and then, be filled with the residue 
of a sour belch? Why th�s hot coal lodged beh�nd h�s sternum? 
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Torell� had reported that th�ngs were under control. Tony safely 
w�th h�s Uncle V�nn�e �n Newark; Tony’s two fr�ends �n drums of 
cement at the bottom of Chesapeake Bay; Tammy on �ce �n the 
McHenry H�ghr�se; the S�mms g�rl s�lenced.
 There’d been only two snags �n what seemed to be a very 
smooth operat�on: Torell� hadn’t been able to make the S�mms 
g�rl’s death appear to be an acc�dent—wh�ch meant further pol�ce 
�nvest�gat�on (he said she’d attacked them w�th a butcher kn�fe, 
and they’d really had no cho�ce). And secondly, he hadn’t recov-
ered the Farr�ngford Cadenza. Th�s last was more �rksome than 
threaten�ng. For even �f the mus�c turned up, �t couldn’t eas�ly be 
l�nked back to Tony and the fam�ly. St�ll, the fa�lure was �rr�tat-
�ngly unt�dy.
 On the other hand, the slopp�ness of the S�mms matter d�d 
pose a potent�al hazard. Part�cularly s�nce foul play was already 
assumed �n the death of her boyfr�end. Fortunately, George’s gun 
was safely at the bottom of the Bay. Damn the sour stomach! He 
couldn’t afford a flareup of his ulcer—not with the Federal Grand 
Jury prepar�ng to hand down �ts �nd�ctments.
 W�th a broad sm�le, he was l�sten�ng to Judge McPhee extol 
the glor�es of h�s new Mercedes when he not�ced h�s valet beckon-
�ng h�m urgently from the doorway that led to the front hall.
 “Excuse me a moment,” he sa�d to the judge. “My man wants 
me.” He walked casually to the hallway and followed the valet to 
the door of the TV room, far out of the hear�ng of h�s guests. “What 
�s �t?” he asked �mpat�ently.
 “Mr. Torell� �s here to see you, s�r. He’s wa�t�ng �n the sun-
room. He says �t’s �mportant.”
 “Damnation! We’re just at the point of sitting down to eat.” 
Puffing angrily on his pipe, Lefty strode past him down the hall. 
Madama Butterfly accompan�ed h�m to the back of the house and 
into the large sunroom whose floor-to-ceiling windows were heav-
�ly curta�ned aga�nst the n�ght. There, �n a dark overcoat, hold�ng 
h�s hat �n h�s hands, Angelo Torell� stood by the door that opened 
onto the terrace.
 “All r�ght, what �s �t?” Lefty snapped. “I’ve got �mportant 
people �n there. You know I don’t want bus�ness com�ng to the 
house.”
 “I’m sorry,” sa�d Torell�. “It’s someth�ng you should know. 
Someth�ng I d�dn’t want to trust to the telephone—even the safe 
l�ne. Our source at pol�ce headquarters says that your name, and 
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Tony’s, and m�ne are be�ng ment�oned �n connect�on w�th the 
drown�ng on Gobel Street and the death of Stephan�e S�mms to-
day.”
 Lefty nearly b�t through h�s p�pestem. A wad of someth�ng hot 
and heavy gave a slugg�sh hop! and turned over �n h�s stomach. 
“More,” he demanded.
 “It’s all �n the report of the S�mms hom�c�de that was turned 
�n late th�s afternoon. A woman named N. F. Trntl—t-r-n-t-l—told 
the pol�ce to check for l�nks between you, me, Tony, and the two 
deaths.”
 “Who the hell �s N. F. Trntl?” Lefty cr�ed �n a hoarse wh�sper.
 “She’s a pr�vate detect�ve from New York who was h�red by 
Lunner & Dinch to find the cadenza. She discovered the Simms 
g�rl’s body and �s tell�ng the cops that the two deaths are related 
through the mus�c. Oh yeah, she also sa�d that the�r �nvest�gat�on 
should �nclude somebody named Marco.”
 “Marco? Marco who? Borghes�? Are you us�ng h�m �n th�s?”
 “No. I don’t know where she came up w�th that name.”
 “How the hell d�d she come up w�th our names?”
 “I don’t know. Maybe the same way that S�mms knew to go to 
Tony’s house to find the cadenza. This Trntl probably made a tie-
�n w�th the boyfr�end’s work�ng w�th Tony at Hanrahan’s. Or may-
be S�mms told her she found �t �n Tony’s apartment.” He stopped 
abruptly and pursed h�s l�ps �n thought. “You know, I th�nk maybe 
I’ve seen th�s Trntl. Yesterday afternoon some woman came �nto 
the restaurant w�th Stephan�e S�mms hunt�ng for Morr�s Wa�te 
and want�ng to talk to Tony. I sa�d he wasn’t work�ng that n�ght. 
She’s a blond�sh woman—somewhere �n her th�rt�es—w�th glass-
es, a b�g nose, and a cheap cloth coat.” He referred to a sl�p of 
paper. “Our source at pol�ce headquarters says she’s stay�ng at the 
Cavend�sh Hotel—Room 609.”
 Scaevola leaned over an ashtray and savagely knocked out h�s 
p�pe bowl on the heel of h�s hand. “Another loose end, Angelo! 
There’s too many of them.” He blew through the p�pe and stuffed 
�t �nto h�s jacket pocket. “Jesus Chr�st!”—he qu�ckly crossed h�m-
self—”Am I pay�ng good money to feed a bunch of screw-ups?” He 
shook his finger in Torelli’s face. “The Simms girl shoulda had an 
acc�dent! You screwed that up bad, Angelo. There’s too much com-
�ng loose. It’s gett�ng outa the box!” He forced h�mself calm, took a 
deep breath. Paused. Struck: “Are you a screw-up, Angelo?”
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 “I messed th�s one up,” Torell� acknowledged nervously. “But 
I have a good track record. You’ve been good to me. It won’t hap-
pen aga�n.”
 “Well, �t damn well better not. You have a chance to prove �t. 
Th�s Trntl woman has to be shut up fast before she talks to any-
body else. Does she have the cadenza? Is that why you couldn’t 
find it?”
 “I asked about that,” sa�d Torell�. He’d gone wh�te about the 
l�ps. “Our source says no. From the report, he says �t looks as 
though she th�nks we have �t.”
 It took Lefty only a moment. “Okay, then, use the cadenza as 
ba�t. Make her come and get �t. But no screw-ups, Angelo. I want 
her to d�sappear.”
 “No trace?”
 “No trace.”
 Torell� nodded and went out the terrace door. Lefty locked 
�t after h�m and started back to h�s guests. That goddam Tony! 
Couldn’t wa�t h�s turn. Impat�ent. Greedy. Just l�ke h�s father be-
fore h�m. Well, �t would be a long t�me before Tony worked up 
from the bottom. In the front hall, he chewed down three antac�d 
tablets. Damn stomach. And with veal scaloppine tonight. His 
mother’s best rec�pe.
 “Ah, there you are, Lefty,” sa�d Judge McPhee. “We’ve been 
wa�t�ng for you. Theresa says we should go �n and s�t down. And 
by the way, these l�ttle sausages are marvelous!”
 “Glad you l�ke them, Judge. My cous�n G�no makes them up �n 
Harr�sburg. One of the fam�ly spec�alt�es. But wa�t t�ll you’ve tr�ed 
the veal!” He swallowed v�gorously several t�mes to force back the 
ac�d that was creep�ng up h�s throat; and—sm�l�ng broadly—w�th 
expans�ve gestures herded h�s guests �nto the d�n�ng room. He 
pressed one hand deeply �nto h�s belly. He knew he could count 
on Torell�. No trace. Not now. Not ever.

 Wh�le Scaevola was hav�ng h�s d�nner �n Grafton, a d�fferent 
sort of gather�ng was tak�ng place �n Manhattan. Watch�ng S�las 
Dinch fill his glass at the sideboard, Felix McKay was struck by a 
keen sense of déjà vu. Except for some fresh magaz�nes on the cof-
fee table, Mrs. Farr�ngford’s parlor was exactly as he’d seen �t last; 
and, except for Clara, who’d been unable to leave her teach�ng du-
t�es �n Boston, all the cl�ents were present as before. 
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 Leaning heavily on her cane before the fireplace, tonight Mrs. 
Farringford was wearing a floor-length dove-gray dress, her au-
burn ha�r pulled back severely �n a bun. Anton Farr�ngford—also 
suffer�ng from a head cold (one much nast�er than his, Fel�x was 
pleased to note)—was perched on the edge of the read�ng-table, 
now and aga�n blow�ng h�s nose g�ngerly �nto a huge wh�te hand-
kerch�ef.
 Peter Shipley Abbott, nattily outfitted in a vested tweed suit, 
was lean�ng aga�nst the mantelp�ece as though pos�ng for a photo-
graph. Gold and garnet l�nks gl�ttered on the soft wh�te cuffs of h�s 
broadcloth sh�rt.
 Oppos�te Fel�x, relaxed and svelte �n slacks and corduroy 
jacket, Rosamond Foxe nestled deep �n an easy cha�r, her long 
legs crossed demurely at the ankles. Ah, fa�r Rosamond! In the 
firelight, it seemed to Felix that her face glowed with an inner 
rad�ance—gleam�ng mellow, l�ke a Japanese lantern—aga�nst 
the n�ght-dark of her ha�r: rose-p�nk m�ngled w�th honey-yellow 
flame.
 By contrast, Morgan Lat�mer’s chalky pallor and sunken 
cheeks gave the �mpress�on that he’d cl�mbed off a slab to be 
present. His knobby fingers, continually twitching and fidgeting, 
plucked at the fabr�c of h�s trouser legs as though p�ck�ng l�nt or 
trying vainly to find the end of a raveling thread. 
 Stra�ght-backed bes�de Fel�x on the couch, h�s legal pad ready 
for notes, Torvald Gr�msson sat knee to knee w�th Lat�mer, qu�etly 
chew�ng gum, mov�ng h�s large jaws slowly from s�de to s�de, l�ke 
a camel work�ng �ts cud.
 Drink in hand, Dinch stood with his back to the fire. “It was a 
man,” he sa�d, “call�ng from Balt�more. He sa�d the cadenza w�ll be 
destroyed if we don’t pay fifty thousand dollars in used, unmarked 
twenty-dollar b�lls. A fa�rly young man, judg�ng by the vo�ce. I told 
h�m I’d have to consult w�th the rest of you before g�v�ng h�m an 
answer. He w�ll call back at n�ne �n the morn�ng and g�ve us �n-
struct�ons on del�ver�ng the money.”
 Anton blew h�s nose. “We can’t let �t be destroyed. F�fty thou-
sud �s a lot of buddy, but we have to pay. The fably w�ll codtr�bute; 
it’s dot fair that Ludder & Ditch carry the load alode.”
 “Where do you th�nk the fam�ly w�ll get the money?” sa�d Mrs. 
Farr�ngford. “We don’t have any!”
 Anton retreated into silence, staring at the floor and snuffling 
�nto h�s handkerch�ef.
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 “I suppose we don’t have any choice,” Dinch said bitterly. 
“They know how badly we want �t—thanks to Pett�grew’s damned 
press conference.”
 “The fam�ly won’t have to pay anyth�ng,” Morgan Lat�mer sa�d 
qu�etly. “I’m w�ll�ng to help. Also, S�las, there’s another concerned 
party—who wants the cadenza publ�shed as much as I do, but who 
prefers to rema�n anonymous. He’s prepared to make a substan-
t�al contr�but�on. If we dec�de to pay the ransom, I’ll contact h�m 
tomorrow.”
 Anton sa�d, “I’b surpr�sed they’re ask�g so l�ddle.” Then he 
added hastily: “Dot that I’d wat it to be bore. It’s just sad they put 
such a low value od Father’s work.”
 “So l�ttle?” Mrs. Farr�ngford p�voted on her cane to glare at 
h�m. “You’re talk�ng nonsense, Anton. F�fty thousand dollars �s 
a hell of a lot of money—more than your annual salary.” Anton 
aga�n pulled back �nto s�lence.
 Fel�x l�t a c�garette and w�nced as the smoke stung h�s raw 
throat. “Mr. Dinch, how likely is it they’d actually destroy the ca-
denza? If they d�d, they’d have no return whatever on a rather 
large �nvestment. They’ve comm�tted murder to get �t.”
 “Murder?” cr�ed Rosamond Foxe. Peter Sh�pley Abbott 
clamped h�s l�ps and went pale.
 “Murder,” said Felix. And he briefly summarized what Trntl 
had reported regard�ng Morr�s’s �n�t�al theft of the cadenza from 
Pettigrew, and her finding his body in the bathtub. When he 
finished, the others sat for a long moment subdued and thought-
ful. Latimer was the first to rally: “Well, that certainly puts a dif-
ferent l�ght on th�ngs. I’m �ncl�ned to agree w�th Mr. McKay. The 
k�llers have too h�gh a stake to destroy the cadenza.”
 “If you refused to pay,” Fel�x cont�nued, “they could s�mply of-
fer to sell �t to the h�ghest b�dder. I’m sure they’re aware that other 
publ�shers would l�ke to get �t.”
 Dinch set his bourbon on the mantel and wiped his forehead 
w�th h�s coat sleeve. He’d wrestled w�th that poss�b�l�ty all after-
noon.
 “St�ll,” sa�d Abbott, “there’s a chance they m�ght destroy �t. We 
can’t afford to assume they won’t.”
 “Does the name ‘Scaevola’ ring a bell with any of you?” Torvald 
asked suddenly.
 “A music publisher?” said Dinch. “Scaevola—Scaevola. No, I 
don’t know of one. Sounds Ital�an.”
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 “There was a composer named Scaevola �n the e�ghteenth 
century,” sa�d Abbott. “Anton�o, I bel�eve. Not very well known. 
He wrote some su�tes for harps�chord, two v�ol�n concert�, and a 
Mass.”
 “No matter,” sa�d Torvald. “It’s a potent�al lead Trntl p�cked 
up �n Balt�more. We’ll pursue �t.”
 “Wh�ch br�ngs us back to the quest�on of what we’re go�ng 
to do,” said Dinch. “Fifty thousand is a lot of money. If they have 
noth�ng to ga�n by destroy�ng the cadenza, how would they react 
if we simply told them we aren’t going to pay that much? Do you 
th�nk they’d lower the�r pr�ce, Mr. McKay?”
 Fel�x shrugged. “How can I say? Try�ng to haggle them down 
would be to assume they don’t know what the market m�ght bear. 
Or to assume they feel they’re stuck w�th a wh�te elephant wh�ch 
they’d l�ke to dump for whatever they can get—”
 “Or to assume they don’t have other avenues for d�spos�ng of 
�t,” Torvald �nterjected.
 “—It would be to assume that they’re bluffing about destroy-
�ng �t—a dangerous assumpt�on—and to counter them w�th a bluff 
of your own.”
 Dinch, impatient, was almost dancing a jig. “Well, point blank 
then, do you th�nk we should try to get them to reduce the�r de-
mand?”
 “I’d hes�tate to adv�se that,” Fel�x sa�d. “Trntl and Assoc�ates 
doesn’t want to do anyth�ng that m�ght jeopard�ze the cadenza.”
 Dinch scowled thoughtfully and swirled his drink. Peter Shipley 
Abbott moved from the fireplace to stand behind Rosamond’s 
cha�r. “Clearly there’s a huge r�sk,” he sa�d. “St�ll, I’m �ncl�ned to 
agree w�th what Mr. McKay sa�d a moment ago: that �t’s unl�kely 
they’d destroy �t and have noth�ng, when—by tak�ng less—they’d 
at least have something.”
 “Excuse me, that’s not what I sa�d,” Fel�x countered. “I sa�d 
�t’s unl�kely that they’d destroy �t after comm�tt�ng murder to get 
�t and thus ga�n no return on a rather heavy �nvestment. I have no 
idea whether they’d settle for less than fifty thousand.” God, his 
throat hurt; and now h�s nose was beg�nn�ng to run. He sn�ffed 
wetly. Torvald shot h�m a glance and �ncreased the space between 
them on the couch.
 “I don’t l�ke �t,” sa�d Rosamond. “It’s too b�g a r�sk.” Oh, that 
vo�ce! Fel�x exulted; but the truth was, he felt so rotten ton�ght 
that her T�dewater couldn’t ra�se so much as h�s toes.
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 “I dod’t l�ke �t e�ther,” sa�d Anton. “They b�ght destroy �t out of 
spite!”
 “Well,” sa�d Abbott, “�f you want to pay the fifty thousand—”
 “Of course we don’t!” said Dinch. “It’s—it’s infuriating to pay 
a bunch of crooks for someth�ng that’s r�ghtfully ours.”
 “Pardon me,” Torvald sa�d. “For whatever �t’s worth, I th�nk 
we’re deal�ng w�th a bunch of amateurs—or at least w�th people 
who don’t know much about the true value of what they have. 
While fifty thousand is a lot of money however you look at it, I 
th�nk Mr. Farr�ngford made a good po�nt when he sa�d that they 
were valu�ng the cadenza rather cheaply. If they were really knowl-
edgeable and clever, they’d know they could ask much more than 
fifty thousand and get it somewhere. For example, if they asked 
half a m�ll�on, perhaps the world’s major mus�c publ�shers would 
form a consort�um and pool the�r money for a jo�nt purchase—”
 Dinch choked on his bourbon, and there ensued a prolonged 
cough�ng spell, dur�ng wh�ch Anton pounded h�m on the back. 
F�nally, h�s cough�ng ended, he stared at Torvald w�th watery eyes, 
wheez�ng, wh�le Torvald went on as though noth�ng had occurred 
to �nterrupt h�m: “But I don’t th�nk the th�eves real�ze th�s. S�nce 
there’s no market value establ�shed for the cadenza—�t’s not l�ke a 
Rembrandt painting, where there might be a ball-park figure for 
starters—they don’t really know what �t m�ght be worth to poten-
t�al buyers. The low pr�ce they’ve put on �t leads me to wonder 
�f they know much about mus�c, or even about Farr�ngford’s �m-
portance. Beyond Lunner & Dinch, who they learned about in the 
press conference, they have no �dea of who m�ght want to buy �t. I 
suspect they’re just testing the water. If you refused to pay the fifty 
thousand, they well might lower the pr�ce.”
 “Or throw it open to the highest bidder,” said Dinch.
 “Or destroy �t,” sa�d Rosamond, shak�ng her head.
 “My po�nt �s,” Torvald concluded, “that, even though they’ve 
comm�tted murder to get the cadenza, they’re not b�g-t�me opera-
tors who spec�al�ze �n th�s k�nd of th�ng. Opportun�sts, rather, who 
barely know what they’re do�ng. Probably free-lancers, or only a 
m�d-rank gang of hometown hoodlums.”
 “Just a Balt�more group?” Mrs. Farr�ngford asked. “Not an �n-
ternat�onal cabal?”
 “That’s my guess,” sa�d Torvald. Was her last quest�on laced 
w�th �rony? He found he couldn’t dec�de. Already she was look-
�ng elsewhere, preoccup�ed. She crossed the room slowly, not 
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rely�ng much on her cane, and poured herself a form�dable shot 
of Scotch. She carr�ed herself erect, shoulders back, and from a 
d�stance looked younger than her years. Her drawn-back ha�r was 
not becom�ng, however; �t threw her sharp cheekbones �nto h�gh 
rel�ef, accentuated her nose and the trowel-l�ke po�nt of her ch�n. 
Dinch joined her at the sideboard and refilled his glass. “Let’s vote 
on what we should do,” he sa�d. “Who of us feels that we should 
refuse to pay the fifty thousand? Mrs. Farringford?”
 “I’m not sure,” she answered.
 “Anton?” 
 W�th a nervous sm�le, Anton repl�ed, “I’ll wa�t t�ll I hear what 
Peter has to say.”
 Dinch turned to the pianist. “Well?”
 Abbott was frown�ng thoughtfully. “It’s a terr�bly hard dec�-
sion. But I think they’re just bluffing about destroying the cadenza. 
I vote that we tell them the pr�ce �s too h�gh—say the cadenza just 
isn’t worth fifty thousand—to us or to anyone else. Tell them we’ll 
go ten thousand—but that’s our last offer. They know �t’s worth 
something.”
 “Anton?”
 W�th a great s�gh of m�sg�v�ng: “I’ll cast by vote w�th Peter.”
 “What about you, Rosamond?”
 “I just don’t want anyth�ng to happen to the cadenza,” she 
sa�d. “But s�nce I don’t have more than three or four hundred dol-
lars to contr�bute toward the ransom, I don’t th�nk I have any r�ght 
to comm�t anyone else to a part�cular course of act�on. I th�nk Mr. 
Gr�msson �s probably r�ght when he suggests that the th�eves don’t 
really know what they’re do�ng. You m�ght be able to get away w�th 
call�ng the�r bluff. But I hate tak�ng the r�sk.”
 “Mr. Lat�mer?” 
 “I say don’t take chances. We should pay �t all. And I’ve al-
ready sa�d that the fam�ly won’t have to put up any money. Or 
M�ss Foxe. For me, further d�scuss�on �s po�ntless. I’d personally 
pay ten times fifty thousand to get the cadenza published.” A faint 
wave of shock r�ppled through the room; and sens�ng th�s, he sa�d 
hurr�edly: “I’ve heard the cadenza and know what �t �s. The rest of 
you don’t.”
 Dinch turned back to Mrs.Farringford. “How do you vote?”
 She took the t�me to l�ght one of her Turk�sh ovals before an-
swer�ng. “S�nce Mr. Lat�mer feels so strongly, and has actually 
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heard the mus�c, I defer to h�s judgment. I vote we go the whole 
fifty thousand.”
 “I feel the same way,” said Dinch, “though I hate like hell to 
g�ve �n to extort�on.”
 He tall�ed the�r votes. “Three for pay�ng the full ransom; two 
aga�nst; one abstent�on. Now we’ve got to call Clara.” He went to 
the phone and d�aled the number ly�ng bes�de �t on a card. H�s con-
versat�on w�th Clara Farr�ngford was br�ef. “She says we shouldn’t 
try to bluff,” he said to the room. “She’s willing to contribute five 
thousand of her own money to the�r full ask�ng pr�ce.”
 “She doesn’t have that much to spare!” sa�d Mrs. Farr�ngford, 
surpr�sed.
 “Nevertheless,” Dinch said impatiently. He let Clara know their 
dec�s�on and hung up. “She’s pleased,” he announced. “And now 
we have our answer for the extort�on�st when he calls. Morgan, I 
want to express how grateful we are for your �nterest �n the mat-
ter, and your generos�ty.”
 Lat�mer shook h�s head. “It has to be saved and g�ven to the 
world.”
 Dinch turned to Felix and Torvald. “You’ll inform Miss Trntl 
of our dec�s�on, I trust? If we recover the cadenza by pay�ng the 
ransom, we of course w�ll no longer requ�re the serv�ces of your 
firm.”
 “Understood,” sa�d Fel�x. “But unt�l the cadenza’s �n your 
hands, we’ll rema�n on the case. Trntl’s act�vely pursu�ng matters 
in Baltimore, and she may be able to find out who has it now.”
 W�th that, the meet�ng broke up. Mov�ng fast, before he had 
t�me for second thoughts, Fel�x pulled an envelope from h�s �ns�de 
coat pocket and handed �t to Rosamond Foxe. “Th�s �s a sketch I 
made of you at the last meet�ng,” he sa�d qu�ckly. “Trntl thought �t 
was a good l�keness and sa�d I should g�ve �t to you. I’d be happy �f 
you’d accept �t as a token of my esteem.”
 She sm�led, qu�ckly opened the envelope, and spent a long 
m�nute study�ng the p�cture. “Why, �t’s very good,” she sa�d. 
“Thank you very much.”
 “Um,” sa�d Abbott look�ng at the draw�ng over her shoulder. 
“Have you had art tra�n�ng, Mr. McKay?”
 Fel�x was blush�ng w�th pleasure and rel�ef. “No, �t’s just �ntu�-
t�ve, I guess. Eye and hand. No tra�n�ng.” Rosamond was putt�ng 
the envelope carefully �nto her handbag.
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 “Self-taught, then,” sa�d Abbott. “You certa�nly do have a 
flair.”
 “I apprec�ate your g�v�ng me the p�cture,” Rosamond sa�d to 
Fel�x. “I w�ll treasure �t.” She reached out and gently pressed h�s 
hand. 
 And then everybody left in pairs: Abbott and Foxe; Dinch and 
Lat�mer; Fel�x and Torvald. Anton stayed to talk w�th h�s mother 
before go�ng back to h�s apartment �n Queens.

 As they drove back to the office, Felix, still exhilarated by his 
exchange w�th Rosamond, felt the urge to burst out s�ng�ng. To 
avo�d the embarrassment of do�ng th�s, he asked Torvald, “Well, 
what d�d you th�nk of them?”
 Work�ng the sugar out of a fresh p�ece of gum, Torvald d�d a 
qu�ck memory scan. “They’re pretty much what you’d led me to 
expect. Certa�nly that Foxe woman �s everyth�ng you cla�med. I 
found I had to keep my m�nd on someth�ng else—uh, you know 
what I mean.”
 “It helps to have a head cold,” sa�d Fel�x.
 Torvald nodded. “I looked at Lat�mer. That helped a lot. Now, 
Abbott seems very much taken w�th h�mself, l�ke a cock pheas-
ant d�splay�ng h�s plumage. But I don’t th�nk he’s after any hens. 
Not even Rosamond Foxe. No, he’d be happ�est w�th a full-length 
mirror where he could admire himself preening. Dinch is deeply 
ag�tated, as though h�s honor’s been besm�rched—”
 “H�s face has broken out �n a rash s�nce I saw h�m last,” sa�d 
Fel�x.
 “I was wonder�ng about that,” sa�d Torvald. “Uns�ghtly to say 
the least. Anyway, he appears to feel v�olated, as though the ca-
denza had been stolen from him—he sees �t as a personal loss. But 
he’s del�ghted that Lat�mer’s w�ll�ng to foot the b�ll. Lat�mer’s �n-
terest�ng. I don’t recall ever see�ng anyone qu�te l�ke h�m; a strange 
m�xture of desperat�on and zeal, w�th hardly enough energy left 
to handle e�ther. Now, Mrs. Farr�ngford—can you �mag�ne be�ng 
marr�ed to a tough old kestrel l�ke her for th�rty years? She doesn’t 
seem to hold Anton �n very h�gh regard, and she’s obv�ously cen-
tered on money.”
 Fel�x sm�led. “If, as Anton cla�ms, old Charles Ph�l�p was �n-
cl�ned to stray, �t’s not too hard to understand. We’ll call our re-
port to Trntl; then, for me, �t’s home to a hot toddy and a good 
n�ght’s sleep.”
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 “For me,” sa�d Torvald, “�t’s chess w�th Papa We�ntraub. 
Rachel and her Mom are go�ng to an uncle �n Brooklyn, but I’ll get 
some good kraut and a dandy corned beef sandw�ch.”

 Sw�rl�ng �ce �n a fresh glass of wh�skey, Mrs. Farr�ngford stood 
at the s�deboard regard�ng her son w�th stunned d�sbel�ef. Anton 
had just told her that, because of his own financial difficulties, he’d 
no longer be able to prov�de her the $500 allowance he’d been 
giving her each month for the last five years (and the equivalent 
amount, relat�ve to h�s salary, for the seventeen years before that). 
$�60 was all he could afford for March.
 When she’d recovered from her �n�t�al shock, she explod-
ed—first in a silent paroxysm that showered him with Scotch and 
shards of �ce, then w�th wh�te hot �nd�gnat�on, altogether l�ke a 
spew of magma.
 “Financial difficulties!” she shrieked. “I’m the one w�th 
financial difficulties! You’ve got a good job, making forty-six thou-
sand a year. I have noth�ng—noth�ng! The roof over my head, th�s 
moth-eaten furn�ture, the p�t�ful tr�ckle from my father’s estate. 
And the roof leaks—go up and see for yourself! A great brown sta�n 
on the ce�l�ng of the old nursery. The plumb�ng’s shot. The car-
pet looks like it’s from a fleabag hotel. I’ve survived—barely—by 
scr�mp�ng and cutt�ng corners, no thanks to your father. When he 
d�ed, �t was l�ke he’d run out on me, leav�ng me w�th two teenage 
k�ds to ra�se, and a mounta�n of debts! I don’t ask much from you, 
Anton. F�ve hundred a month. W�th that, and what Clara can pro-
v�de, I manage. I manage by sav�ng coupons for grocery sales, by 
eat�ng lean, not go�ng to plays or restaurants, wear�ng old clothes, 
letting things go to pot. And I’ve sacrificed for you, Anton. I’ve 
g�ven everyth�ng I could. I saw you through your account�ng de-
gree. Clara through her mus�c lessons and the conservatory. You 
owe me, Anton. So what’s this crap about your having financial 
difficulties?”
 Slumped on the couch, almost unable to breathe for h�s nasal 
congest�on, Anton would not meet her feroc�ous glare. H�s head 
felt as though �t were stuffed w�th cottage cheese. “I’ve had set-
backs—”
 “Hah! You’re not a gambler,” she sa�d. “What do you mean, 
‘setbacks’? You haven’t lost your job, have you?”
 He shook h�s head—a m�stake: h�s nose began to run. He blew 
loudly �nto the handkerch�ef.
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 “Bad �nvestments? Is that �t, Anton?”
 “That’s �t,” he sa�d qu�ckly. “A b�g loss.”
 She thumped her cane on the floor. “No more sense than your 
father! Why the hell do you �ns�st on hav�ng that expens�ve apart-
ment out �n Queens? You never should have rented �t. You should 
have stayed here; there’s plenty of room for both of us, your old 
room �s st�ll up there wa�t�ng for you. Just th�nk of the money 
you’d save! Why, th�s house �s even close to your work. You could 
get r�d of your car and save that expense too.”
 “It’s dot poss�ble,” Anton sa�d. (Bes�des, he’d already sold h�s 
car.)
 “Nonsense. There’s noth�ng keep�ng you �n Queens.” (True, 
he thought wryly; the problem, Mother, �s what I’m keep�ng �n 
Queens.) She began mov�ng restlessly back and forth bes�de the 
couch. “You’re not marr�ed, you’re gett�ng on �n years—yes you 
are, Anton, you’ll be fifty-four in August! Your place is here with 
me, �n the fam�ly home.”
 He’d been work�ng up the courage to suggest that she sell the 
house and move �nto a small, furn�shed apartment; but at that 
statement, h�s resolve w�lted. Fam�ly home, �ndeed! For h�m, the 
rooms were crowded w�th foul memor�es: the cont�nuous natter-
�ng, the badger�ngs, the sn�de undercutt�ngs and v�c�ous quarrels. 
Mother—always demand�ng, cr�t�c�z�ng; Father retreat�ng to h�s 
stud�o, slamm�ng the door. Clara as a ch�ld lock�ng herself �n her 
room to escape �t all; h�mself, h�d�ng down cellar w�th h�s g�rl�e 
magaz�nes.
 There were some good memor�es: h�s father tak�ng l�ttle—then 
not so little—Anton aside in whispered confidence: “Now don’t tell 
your mother—”, and Anton enter�ng �nto the game w�th exc�ted 
and secret del�ght; later, the loyal camarader�e, the �ntr�cate con-
sp�rac�es concocted w�th h�s father aga�nst the common enemy, 
Anton covering up and running interference, helping his dad find 
ways to compose w�thout �nterrupt�on, to sneak an afternoon off 
or an even�ng out; dev�s�ng ready excuses for h�s unexpla�ned ab-
sences, prov�d�ng a fr�endly eye to spot the l�pst�ck on h�s collar. 
But the good memor�es d�d not, could not outwe�gh the bad.
 Abruptly, Anton stood up, went to the table, and qu�ckly wrote 
out a check. He handed �t to h�s mother and opened the door to the 
hallway.
 “It’s for only a hundred and s�xty dollars—” Mrs. Farr�ngford 
cr�ed.
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 “That’s r�ght,” Anton sa�d.
 She saw that she’d lost the battle. Anton was putt�ng on h�s 
hat and coat.
 “What w�ll I do?” she asked. “How can I l�ve?”
 “Wad am I to do?” he shouted back. He started for the outer 
door.
 “I suppose I could sell your father’s p�ano,” she sa�d loudly.
 He stopped �n m�d-str�de, then planted h�s foot, and turned 
around slowly. “Don’t ever say that aga�n!” he wh�spered, h�s r�ght 
hand, at shoulder height, clenched in a shaking fist. His intensity 
made her qua�l. She took a step backward. “The p�ano’s about all 
your father left us,” she sa�d, try�ng to cover her fr�ght. “We won’t 
even get any money for the cadenza after Dinch gets his hands on 
�t.”
 “Royalt�es,” sa�d Anton.
 “Royalties!” she wa�led, as though �n pa�n. “The lucky ones are 
the th�eves who are hold�ng �t for ransom! They’ll get fifty thou-
sand!”
 He spun around, flung open the door, marched out, and 
slammed �t beh�nd h�m. Halfway down the steps, he laughed 
harshly: She was r�ght. The th�eves were the lucky ones. Goddam! 
F�fty thousand, pa�d by Morgan Lat�mer, who’d never m�ss �t. The 
bastards had really cut themselves a tr�ck. Guaranteed payment. 
As good as money �n the bank.
 He ha�led a cab, and all the way to the stat�on replayed the 
conversat�on �n h�s head. Pay�ng off the dr�ver, he began to laugh 
aga�n. Now that h�s anger had subs�ded, he felt damn good. How 
he’d dreaded th�s confrontat�on, h�s mother’s razor tongue! But 
by God, he’d faced her down. He really had. And now, w�th that 
problem solved, h�s others appeared more manageable. He bought 
h�mself a candy bar and took the tra�n to Queens.
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Chapter  12
 In Room 609, the telephone rang. Trntl p�cked up the rece�v-
er.
 In Room 917, the red light flashed on Jerry’s black box. “She’s 
making a call,” Chip said, flipping the switch. Jerry and Marco 
took up positions on either side with note pads. In his shirtsleeves, 
Victor Zyzynski turned expectantly from the window where, in 
a haze of cigar smoke, he’d been brooding over the lights of the 
city.
 “Torvald. Hello, Trntl. Fel�x doesn’t feel well enough to talk 
and wants to go home to bed.”
 “Well, tell h�m to hang around a m�nute,” sa�d Trntl. “I’ve got 
some news he needs to hear. F�rst, what happened at the meet-
�ng?”
 “They agreed to pay the fifty thousand and will so inform the 
guy when he calls tomorrow. Bas�cally, they’re all afra�d �f they 
don’t, the cadenza will be destroyed. And if it’s not, Dinch is afraid 
h�s compet�tors w�ll get �t.”
 “Thank God they’ve decided to pay!” Zyzynski crowed, puffing 
triumphantly.
 “And Morgan Lat�mer w�ll p�ck up most of the tab; though he 
d�d say there’s an anonymous donor who would want to help, and 
he’ll get �n touch w�th h�m tomorrow.”
 Oh crap, Zyzynski thought. No evading it. Well, he’d be back 
in New York before morning, but it would be Latimer’s problem 
to get through to him at the merger negotiations. What would 
be a plausible amount to contribute? Ten thousand? Probably 
enough. A “one-fifth share”! If paying ransom was the only way 
to get the cadenza back within reach, it was fine with him if 
Latimer paid the bulk of it.
 “Are you done?” sa�d Trntl. “Okay, a lot’s happened here s�nce 
we talked to Fel�x at ��:30. Stephan�e S�mms was murdered some-
t�me around one o’clock. At ��:�8 she wrote me a note say�ng that 
she had the cadenza—”
 Torvald gave a wh�stle of surpr�se. “Two murders now! How 
d�d she get possess�on of the cadenza?”
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 “I knew we shoulda paid the Simms girl a visit!” Marco whis-
pered to Chip.
 “Don’t know,” said Trntl. “Evidently it was at Tony Scaevola’s 
apartment. She sa�d she was go�ng to take �t to Pett�grew’s, but she 
never got there. She was shot �n her apartment shortly after she 
wrote me the note and before she left for the professor’s house. 
There’s a good poss�b�l�ty her k�ller has the cadenza now. But then 
aga�n, maybe not. She may have h�dden �t or passed �t to someone 
else.”
 “What about the guy that made the ransom demand th�s 
morn�ng?” asked Torvald.
 “He may be the k�ller. But on the other hand, he may not.”
 “I see,” sa�d Torvald.
 “We’re extremely curious as to whether Dinch will get the 
scheduled ransom call at n�ne tomorrow.”
 “Dinch made it clear that if he does get the cadenza, he’s ea-
ger to term�nate our serv�ces. I’m sure he’s already dread�ng your 
expense account. But I told h�m we stay on the case t�ll the cl�ents 
have the cadenza �n hand.” 
 “Good. I ma�led you some stuff today—the �nformat�on on 
Scaevola & Company that I was able to ferret out this morning. 
Did you get a chance to do any research?”
 “Well, �t so happens I had noth�ng down for th�s afternoon, so 
I spent �t grubb�ng for worms. Want a report?”
 “Sure. Let me turn on the tape recorder.”
 “I found out qu�te a b�t, but there’s some stuff you’ll have to 
get for me down there. I’ll study what you’ve sent, then tell you 
what you st�ll need to look for. Here’s what I’ve got.
 “The Scaevola fam�ly controls CIMACORP, wh�ch �s an um-
brella for several development and construct�on compan�es that 
do res�dent�al, commerc�al, and publ�c works projects. There’s 
also a lumberyard, nursery and landscap�ng bus�ness, a salvage 
yard, and three restaurants. It’s bas�cally a Balt�more operat�on, 
but �t owns tracts of land as far away as Annapol�s and Harr�sburg. 
It holds a 60% share of three similar outfits in New Jersey which 
have the same range of act�v�t�es—�n Atlant�c C�ty, Newark, and 
Paterson. Now, that’s just the above-board operat�ons. I talked to 
Gretchen �n Annapol�s, Herb �n Newark, and Joel �n Trenton, and 
there seems to be a range of undercover act�v�t�es too—prost�tu-
t�on, gambl�ng, pornography, drugs, br�bery, k�ckbacks, et cetera. 
They’ve evaded several attempts by the Justice Department to 
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na�l them; but scuttlebutt has �t that new Federal �nd�ctments are 
pend�ng wh�ch w�ll result �n conv�ct�ons.
 “The bus�ness was founded by three brothers who �mm�grated 
from S�c�ly �n �9�3, opened a salvage yard �n Balt�more �n �9�7, and 
a cha�n of saloons and fun parlors �n �9�6. The Balt�more branch 
�s currently headed by G�useppe, who’s 60 years old—the oldest of 
four brothers, three of whom are living. Tony’s father—Dominic—
died sixteen years ago in a warehouse fire. Giuseppe has two sons 
of h�s own. One manages a construct�on company �n Toledo, and 
the other �s a l�eutenant-colonel �n the A�r Force. Now what do you 
have?” There was a fa�nt cl�ck as he turned on h�s tape recorder.
 “The Scaevola fam�ly owns a great deal of land �n the Balt�more 
area,” Trntl said. “The Development Company has constructed 
and leased two shopp�ng malls, bu�lt n�ne res�dent�al subd�v�-
s�ons, seven supermarkets, three publ�c park�ng lots, and a dra�n-
age d�tch. They’ve been h�ghly successful �n b�dd�ng for street and 
h�ghway construct�on �n the reg�on. Var�ous Scaevolas (cous�ns, 
�n-laws)—many w�th other names—have a�ded the restorat�on of 
downtown Balt�more by buy�ng old rundown rowhouses from the 
c�ty for one dollar each and renovat�ng them for eventual rent-
al or resale. G�useppe has served on the board of the Maryland 
In�t�at�ve for Econom�c Enhancement, The Governor’s Urban 
Renewal Commission, the County Retail Development Board, the 
Chamber of Commerce Execut�ve Comm�ttee, the Anne Arundel 
C�t�zens’ Commun�ty Improvement League, and the Clean-Up-
Balt�more Task Force Aga�nst Pornography. He has cous�ns on the 
Plann�ng Comm�ss�on and the Zon�ng Board.”
 Zyzynski had listened to all of this with intense interest; when 
it was over, he gave a relieved chuckle and blew a jet of smoke at 
the telephone: this guy Scaevola was in the game, all right—but 
only as a nickel and dime player.
 “With his fingers in all those pies,” Torvald said, “do you really 
think Giuseppe would be involved in holding up Lunner & Dinch 
for fifty thousand dollars?” 
 “F�fty thou would buy a lot of rundown rowhouses,” Trntl 
sa�d w�th a laugh, “Even some votes. But no, I doubt �f someone 
who’s �nto pornography and gambl�ng, who bu�lds publ�c sewers 
and shopp�ng malls, would comm�t two murders �n order to have 
a manuscr�pt to ransom for peanuts. I th�nk h�s nephew Tony �s 
go�ng �t alone. At th�s po�nt, I feel sure he k�lled both Morr�s and 
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Stephanie, and is the caller who’s shaking Dinch down. I’ve told 
the pol�ce I suspect h�s �nvolvement �n both murders.”
 “And you th�nk he has the cadenza back aga�n?”
 “I don’t know. I’m afra�d so.”
 “At least you’ve t�pped off the pol�ce,” sa�d Torvald. “Maybe 
they’ll get h�m for the murders and recover the cadenza them-
selves.”
 “Uh oh,” said Zyzynski. “We don’t want the police to get it. 
Marco, is this Tony Scaevola’s address in the directory?” “How do 
you spell it?” Marco asked. Chip flipped back through his notes of 
the 11:30 conversation, found Trntl’s spelling, and passed it over 
to him.
 “I don’t know how v�gorously the pol�ce w�ll follow up the 
leads I gave them,” Trntl sa�d. “They made �t qu�te clear they don’t 
want me muck�ng around �n the�r murder �nvest�gat�on. As far as 
I know, Tony Scaevola �sn’t aware that I know about h�s �nvolve-
ment. When you give Dinch your next report, use discretion in 
dec�d�ng what to tell h�m.”
 “Right. Discretion it is. We’ll be waiting for your call tomor-
row at eleven-th�rty.”

 The red l�ght w�nked out. “Well!” Zyzynsk� sa�d, putt�ng on h�s 
suitcoat. “I’ve got to fly back to New York. Call me a report tomor-
row at three. Use the Arrow-A L�ne; and �f I’m not ava�lable, put 
your call through to Mr. Meggs.” He put on h�s topcoat and gray 
homburg. “Was Tony Scaevola �n the d�rectory, Marco?”
 “Yep,” sa�d Marco. “Should we pay h�m a v�s�t?” 
 “In th�s case, by all means. Be very careful. We have both the 
pol�ce and h�s uncle G�useppe to reckon w�th, and I don’t want to 
be bothered by e�ther of them gett�ng �n our way.” He left, br�skly 
clos�ng the door beh�nd h�m.
 They all relaxed. Jerry and Marco took off the�r shoes. Ch�p 
broke out the bottle and glasses. “The sales convent�on ends to-
night,” said Chip. “And that guy from Delaware will be moving out 
of the room d�rectly across the hall from Trntl’s. Marco, get down 
to the front desk and reserve that room so we can move �n r�ght 
after checkout. Use the Aarslof cred�t card. Tell them you want 
that specific room for sentimental reasons—like you spent your 
honeymoon there, or someth�ng.”
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 Marco gave a squeaky l�ttle laugh. “That’s r�ch, Ch�p. You’re a 
card.”
 “We’ll keep th�s room, too,” sa�d Jerry. “It’s got a great v�ew. 
The n�ce th�ng about hav�ng another room across the hall from 
Trntl �s that we can watch through that l�ttle peephole-bubble �n 
the door to see when she goes �n or out.”
  Jerry was a man of act�on, and the �nact�v�ty of the last three 
days was dr�v�ng h�m nuts. Wh�le Marco had been follow�ng Trntl, 
Jerry had been ta�l�ng her g�rlfr�end; but she hadn’t done much—
gone to F�negold’s, yes, but all she’d done there was buy a blue 
bowl. Most of the rest of the t�me, she’d just stayed �n the hotel. 
 But now there was prom�se of act�on �n the black bagg�ng of 
Tony Scaevola! Tony sounded l�ke one heavy dude: wasted two 
people to get the cadenza, and had h�s uncle’s organ�zat�on to back 
h�m up. More l�ke �t! As he poured a glass of tomato ju�ce, h�s low-
er l�p was do�ng a sm�le.

 Anton Farr�ngford’s apartment was not the sort of place he’d 
dreamed of as a young accountant start�ng out on what had proved 
to be a very bumpy road. It was a small un�t �n a very large bu�ld-
�ng—l�v�ng room, bedroom, k�tchenette, bath—surrounded above, 
below, and on three s�des by countless s�m�lar un�ts. But anyth�ng 
was better than l�v�ng �n h�s mother’s house, trapped �n h�s l�ttle 
upsta�rs room w�th no fr�ends of any sort allowed above the sec-
ond floor, no music after 10 p.m., and Mother everywhere, snoop-
�ng, pry�ng, wa�t�ng �n the parlor to see what t�me he came �n at 
n�ght (ready to sally forth to confront h�m �n the hall w�th hav�ng 
no respect for her person, her health, her peace of m�nd);—w�th 
oatmeal for breakfast every morn�ng and ch�cken suppers tw�ce a 
week (God how he hated ch�cken!), Mother’s gr�sly br�dge part�es 
tw�ce a month, her constant harp�ng about money and how badly 
off Father had left her. He desp�sed the cont�nual econom�z�ng—
her sav�ng of alum�num fo�l and str�ng, empty boxes and plast�c 
bags; scann�ng newspapers for barga�n sales, sn�pp�ng coupons, 
soak�ng off uncanceled stamps to use a second t�me. (Yet she al-
ways found money to have her ha�r and na�ls done, to buy cosmet-
�cs and booze and her Turk�sh c�garettes.) 
 He recalled her rage and h�s acute embarrassment when—�n 
his fifteenth year—she’d discovered his girlie magazines, and a 
year or so later the package of condoms he’d secreted beneath h�s 
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mattress. Clara was the lucky one, escap�ng to Boston and a d�stant 
career at age n�neteen. He’d had to stay unt�l he was twenty-s�x, 
and then he’d simply fled. Free at last from the probing eye, the 
host�le scrut�ny of h�s women fr�ends, the perpetual l�tany of woe, 
the petty b�cker�ng, the never-end�ng d�atr�bes aga�nst Father. 
Over the years he’d l�ved �n a ser�es of cheap apartments, edg�ng 
farther and farther from the East 80’s, unt�l now, at 54, he’d got-
ten as far as Queens.
 From h�s w�ndow he could see three cemeter�es and a park. 
And even w�th ne�ghbors above, below, r�ght, left, and beh�nd, he 
st�ll felt a mod�cum of pr�vacy (h�s mother had never been to th�s 
apartment!)—�t was a place of refuge, a haven of retreat from the 
rout�ne hurly-burly of Sw�nfurth L�ghtfoot Bank and Trust, where 
he held a most respons�ble pos�t�on as Ch�ef Accountant �n the 
Trust Division.
 The apartment enabled h�m to express h�mself, to be “h�s 
own boss” as he l�ked to put �t; to wear h�s checkered bathrobe all 
Sunday long, or h�s purple Bermuda shorts, or noth�ng at all �f he 
chose (h�s mother would have stood for none of th�s); to enterta�n 
guests, to shun oatmeal and save no str�ng, to keep h�s condoms 
where they belonged—�n h�s top drawer, ready to hand for fre-
quent use.
 He st�ll had to keep h�s g�rl�e magaz�nes out of s�ght, however; 
for Tw�la B�dwell, h�s lover for the last three years, was a jealous 
woman who brooked no compet�t�on even from the soft-l�ghted 
glossy models who posed for a�rbrushed photographs.
 Two months past her th�rt�eth b�rthday, Tw�la was a sales-
clerk at a d�scount shoestore; blond, shapely, sl�m; she was true 
to Anton �n her fash�on, and l�ked her bread n�cely buttered. She 
resented b�tterly the monthly allowance he gave h�s mother; for 
after that was creamed off, the rema�nder of the�r comb�ned pay-
checks was never sufficient to cover expenses.
 For all �ts small s�ze, the apartment was a marvel of comfort 
and conven�ence: new furn�ture �n both rooms, a new large-screen 
color TV, new stereo (though they had to keep the volume down 
to appease the ne�ghbors), new m�crowave oven, new refr�gerator, 
and electr�cally-powered can-opener, carv�ng-kn�fe, and tooth-
brushes. In addition, there was a new Dodge for Twila, and a large 
amount of expens�ve computer equ�pment for Anton.
 The bedroom closet and dresser drawers were filled with 
Tw�la’s clothes, the van�ty w�th Tw�la’s beauty a�ds, restorat�ves, 
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and scents. A lovely rosewood box overflowed with Twila’s hoard 
of jewelry. She l�ked elegant n�ght spots and restaurants; enjoyed 
dress�ng up and do�ng the town; loved lobster, steak, champagne, 
and lush desserts. In the corner of the l�v�ng room was a fancy 
bar, upholstered �n padded leather (w�th four rotat�ng stools), and 
a well-stocked l�quor cab�net wh�ch, �n the last year, Anton had 
made more and more use of.
 For �n add�t�on to pleas�ng h�s lady, Anton also l�ked to play 
the horses: and over the last two years, he’d susta�ned a stagger�ng 
series of losses. He’d managed to stay afloat and keep her pleased 
only by sk�llfully juggl�ng s�x cred�t cards and d�screetly embez-
zl�ng funds from a number of Sw�nfurth L�ghtfoot’s trust accounts. 
As Ch�ef Accountant, he had pr�v�leged �nformat�on and access to 
records, the confidence of his employers, the wherewithal to find 
chinks, crevices, and crannies in financial structures, the skill to 
t�nker unobtrus�vely and cover h�s tracks, and the �ntell�gence not 
to take too much from any one place.
 In the space of five years, he’d managed to siphon off forty-
e�ght thousand dollars from var�ous accounts—all of wh�ch had 
been spent on personal ma�ntenance, on the horses, on var�-
ous women he’d supported comfortably, and—�n the last three 
years—on Tw�la B�dwell. In�t�ally, he’d planned to take only a l�ttle 
for short-term needs and to fa�thfully pay �t back (w�th the ad-
d�t�on of the same �nterest that would’ve accrued had the funds 
been left �n place); br�ef loans, so to speak, from large trusts that 
wouldn’t m�ss a hundred here, two hundred there. But obl�gat�ons 
mounted, the horses wouldn’t cooperate, Mother demanded her 
checks, and the var�ous women—Brenda, M�chelle, Tonya, Sandy, 
and now Tw�la—expected large compensat�ons for “spend�ng my 
youth” (Tonya’s phrase—but they all felt �t) w�th a man old enough 
to be the�r father, bald�ng, slope-shouldered, baggy �n the seat. 
He knew th�s; and �n h�s desperat�on to keep the women attracted 
and attent�ve, he found h�mself spend�ng more and more to shore 
th�ngs up.
 Manag�ng h�s “loans” was h�s b�ggest worry. In each of h�s 
apartments during the last five years one corner of the living 
room had been reserved for h�s ledgers, calculators, notebooks, 
reference works, and—recently—the latest �n home computers. 
Of course he kept str�ct accounts of h�s “borrow�ng”, and of the 
growth the funds would have susta�ned �f they’d been left �n place; 
but after two years or so, he’d ceased agon�z�ng about pay�ng back 
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the “loans”—though the hope kept dimly flickering that someday 
he would, w�th all of the accrued “�nterest” that had been lost. He 
knew that when h�s luck �mproved at the races, he’d be able to 
make full rest�tut�on. 
 Tw�la knew noth�ng of these “loans”; and wh�le she was aware 
that he played the horses, he never let her know how much he lost. 
She’d have seen �t as a waste of the�r resources rather than a h�gh-
risk investment for their mutual benefit. And of course his mother 
knew noth�ng at all of the horses (or the women).
 Ton�ght’s confrontat�on w�th h�s mother had been occas�oned 
by the harsh fact that three weeks ago, h�s elaborate structure had 
suddenly been threatened w�th collapse. Sw�nfurth L�ghtfoot was 
aware that someth�ng was am�ss �n several major trust accounts. 
There’d been emergency staff meetings of the Trust Division, the 
Department Heads, and the firm’s Executive Committee. (Anton 
had been requ�red to comp�le a deta�led report summar�z�ng the 
work of the �nternal aud�tors.) Now a spec�al team of external au-
d�tors was be�ng called �n. There would be a r�gorous �nvest�gat�on. 
Anton saw that h�s �ntr�cate subterranean labyr�nth was about to 
be stripped open and flooded with light. In all likelihood, for him 
�t would mean exposure, prosecut�on, conv�ct�on, loss of l�cense. 
Prison. “We have to pol�ce ourselves,” the Pres�dent had stated. 
“Keep our stables clean. We can’t afford loss of public confidence, 
or the ta�nt of Federal susp�c�on. The aud�tors w�ll have complete 
access to our operat�ons, and carte blanche to do whatever’s needed 
to get the matter solved. They’ll be work�ng w�th you, Farr�ngford, 
and we know you’ll cooperate w�th them fully.”
 The aud�tors would arr�ve �n n�ne days. For the last three 
weeks Anton had been frant�cally retrac�ng h�s routes to erase h�s 
tracks. Yet how could he be sure? He’d been too many places over 
too long a per�od. Though h�s records were prec�se and well-kept, 
he knew he’d overlooked someth�ng, had gotten dangerously, per-
haps fatally, cocky w�th the ease of ra�d�ng the accounts.
 He’d l�qu�dated some of h�s own assets �n an attempt at re-
�mbursement; had sold h�s car (much to Tw�la’s d�smay), h�s 
golf clubs (he never used them anyway), borrowed aga�nst h�s 
l�fe �nsurance, auct�oned off a draw�ng by W�nslow Homer that 
had belonged to h�s father. He’d stopped play�ng the horses, had 
borrowed three hundred dollars from Clara (all she could spare), 
and—as of ton�ght—reduced h�s mother’s allowance. He couldn’t 
sell the computer stuff—he needed �t for h�s pan�cky adjustments. 
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All �n all, he’d been able to scrape together a sum just short of 
seven thousand dollars, wh�ch he’d carefully fed back �nto the 
plundered accounts. Yet no matter how prec�se and thorough he 
was �n cover�ng h�s tra�l, he was plagued by n�ghtmares that he’d 
done a sloppy, half-ass job wh�ch would conv�ct h�m. And what of 
the Internal Revenue? their interest in his five years’ undeclared 
income? Five years of tax fraud—the final blow. Oh Jesus, he felt 
the rope around h�s neck, the trap beneath h�s feet!
 One more cr�s�s was not what he needed; but that’s what he 
walked �nto when, m�serable w�th h�s head cold but st�ll elated 
from h�s v�ctor�ous bout w�th Mother, he entered h�s apartment. 
Tw�la B�dwell, �n her s�lk bathrobe and fuzzy p�nk sl�ppers, was 
wa�t�ng w�th a quest�on: “Anton, where are my cred�t cards?”
 W�thout look�ng at her, he hung up h�s overcoat. “Aren’t they 
�n your purse?”
 “No, they’re not �n my purse!” Her stance was aggress�ve, el-
bows out, legs wide apart, feet planted firmly on the shag carpet. 
“I’ve got to have them. There’s a new spr�ng coat I want to buy 
tomorrow at Jol�ot’s.”
 “You have plenty of coats.” He sneezed, then blew h�s nose 
loudly �nto the soggy handkerch�ef.
 “Did you take my credit cards?” It was as much a threat as a 
quest�on. Her vo�ce, r�s�ng �n p�tch, was approach�ng a shr�ek.
 He seated h�mself at h�s work table, pressed h�s l�ps together, 
and tr�ed to focus on a stack of computer pr�ntouts.
 She took three steps closer. “I sa�d, Did you take my credit 
cards?” Th�s t�me �t was a shout, str�dent and challeng�ng.
 He tw�sted around, glower�ng. “Yes! You’re spedd�ng too buch 
buddy! I sa�d th�ngs were gett�ng t�ght, and you wouldn’t l�sten.”
 “T�ght! That’s what you are!” She flung the telephone direc-
tory onto the floor “It’s been over three weeks since we’ve been to 
any decent place to eat! We never go anywhere anymore. You s�t 
in your corner fiddling with your computer crap, and don’t ever 
th�nk about me or my needs!”
 He sneezed, hauled out h�s handkerch�ef, and sneezed aga�n. 
“B�g project,” he gasped. “Lots to do.”
 “Your work means more to you than I do. You can s�t here and 
rot �f you want. I’m go�ng out!”
 He leaped up, flushed and quivering. “It’s ten o’clock! What 
do you mean you’re go�ng out? Where are you go�ng?”
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 She tossed her head. “That’s none of your bus�ness, chum.”
 “It �s so my bus�ness!” he shouted. He slammed the table w�th 
his fist. “You walk out that door and you won’t be welcome back!”
 “Hah! That’s a laugh! What makes you th�nk I want to come 
back!” She started toward the bedroom.
 “You’ll be back!” he sneered. “You need me!”
 She laughed at him over her shoulder. “Don’t kid yourself, old 
man. I don’t need to have your fat clammy hands fumbl�ng at me. 
Smell your on�on breath. L�sten to you puff and grunt! You’re d�s-
gust�ng, Anton. You need me—don’t you forget �t!” She snapped 
her fingers at him.
 And �t was as though someth�ng had burst �n h�s head. He 
lurched out of the cha�r, a froth of sal�va on h�s l�ps. “B�tch!” he 
screamed. “Whore!” He grabbed up the stack of computer pr�nt-
outs and flung them at her—a long accordion-pleated streamer 
fann�ng across the room.
 She flailed at the papers. “Wimp! Faggot!”
 “Slut!” he screamed.
 “Scum-ball!”
 “Sleaze-bag!”
 “Mama’s boy!”
 With a roar, Anton ran to the wall and pounded his fist against 
�t seven t�mes as fast and hard as he could. Immed�ately, someone 
�n the ne�ghbor�ng apartment thudded his fist on the other side of 
the wall. A man’s voice, muffled and angry: “Pipe down in there! 
Keep �t to yourselves, or we’ll call the cops!”
 W�th a sob, Anton leaned h�s head aga�nst the cracked plas-
ter, gasp�ng and heav�ng, and nursed h�s bru�sed, ach�ng hand. “I 
th�nk I’ve broken �t,” he moaned.
 Twila stood in the bedroom doorway looking first at the print-
outs scattered about the floor, then regarding him thoughtfully. 
She gathered her robe about her, waded to h�m through the strewn 
paper, and gently touched h�s shoulder, “Gee, honey, you really 
are strung out.”
 He nodded slowly, but wouldn’t look at her.
 “The money really is �mportant to you, �sn’t �t?” She paused, 
then went on �n a sooth�ng tone: “I don’t have to have that coat. 
It was a pretty one, just my style, and you would’ve l�ked the way 
�t looked on me. But pooh, �t’s just a coat. Hey, are you all r�ght, 
honey?”
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 He hadn’t moved from the wall. “I’m okay.” He w�ped h�s nose 
w�th h�s good hand. “I’ve just been under a lot of stra�n. I’m sorry 
I shouted at you. I don’t know what came over me.”
 She caressed h�s shoulder reassur�ngly. “I’m sorry too. We’ve 
been through a lot together, honey. We can’t let little flare-ups like 
th�s upset our relat�onsh�p.” She moved closer, press�ng her body 
against his back, and ran her fingers through his thinning hair.
 “You’re r�ght,” he sa�d. “I’ve been neglect�ng you. It’s just th�s 
goddam work.”
 “You work so hard, Anton. All the t�me. You wear yourself out, 
and that’s no good.” She turned h�m around and gave h�m her best 
sm�le. “You need a break. It’s gett�ng you down. Hey, l�sten, why 
don’t you take a break? It’d surpr�se you how much better you’d 
feel. We’ll go out to some l�ttle place—qu�et and dark—w�th a l�ttle 
mus�c, maybe—have a coupla dr�nks. Come back relaxed. Th�ngs 
w�ll go better then. Whatcha say?”
 He s�ghed deeply and nodded. “It m�ght be a good th�ng to do. 
Th�s �s a dead end, for sure.”
 “We’ve got to take t�me for ourselves,” she wh�spered, g�v�ng 
h�m a l�ttle squeeze where he most l�ked to be squeezed. “Okay, �t’s 
a deal. I’ll just go sl�p �nto some decent clothes, and we’ll go out 
and enjoy ourselves, huh? Won’t be a m�nute.” She gave h�m a k�ss 
on the cheek and moved qu�ckly �nto the bedroom. “We have to 
trust each other, don’t we?” she called. “W�thout trust, there’s no 
relat�onsh�p, �s there?”
 “R�ght,” he sa�d, survey�ng the l�ttered room.
 “I trust you, Anton. I always have. And I hope you trust me. I 
want you to.”
 “I trust you.” He got down on h�s knees to gather up the pr�nt-
outs. H�s headache was much worse now.
 In three m�nutes she’d returned dressed �n a pla�d wool sk�rt 
and cashmere sweater that gave the �llus�on her bust measured 40 
�nstead of 38. W�th her came waft�ng the scent of Anton’s favor�te 
perfume. “I’m ready, honey. How do I look?” She posed for h�m, 
shoulders back, hand on h�p, one foot turned out just so.
 “You look fine, Twila.” He reached out and hugged her close, 
savor�ng the softness of the cashmere, g�ddy w�th her scent. 
Humm�ng softly, he nuzzled her neck below the ear.
 “Oh, honey!” she laughed. “You’ll muss me. There’ll be plenty 
of t�me for that later. Now go get your coat, and let’s have fun!”
 By morn�ng, she knew, she’d have her cred�t cards back.
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 x  x  x

 Tony Scaevola’s apartment rece�ved two v�s�ts that n�ght. The 
first, about ten-thirty, was made by Trntl and Carol; the second, 
about two a.m., by Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p. Both groups found the 
apartment dark, letters uncollected �n the ma�lbox. “Well, at least 
we’ve seen where he l�ves,” sa�d Trntl. “Now let’s go to Hanrahan’s 
for a dr�nk.”
 Marco and Ch�p d�d more. Wh�le Jerry stood watch on the 
street, they scaled a wall, climbed a fire escape, and, from a small 
balcony outs�de Tony’s apartment, ga�ned entry and looked the 
place over. Using only flashlights they made a thorough but tidy 
search for the cadenza, and �n the process d�scovered food �n the 
k�tchen cab�nets, to�let art�cles �n the bathroom med�c�ne chest, a 
half-empty box of chocolates bes�de the telephone. In the l�v�ng 
room they carefully stud�ed Tony’s p�cture �n a h�gh school year-
book, then neatly sl�ced �t out to take away for future reference. 
In the desk they found Tony’s checkbook, a bundle of canceled 
checks (they took one of these �n order to have h�s s�gnature), a 
9 millimeter Smith & Wesson (loaded), a penciled copy of Morris 
Wa�te’s work schedule, and a b�rthday card (“Happy �3rd”) from 
Aunt Mar�a.
 “How do you figure it?” said Chip. 
 “Where’s the lady’s underth�ngs?” asked Marco. “There’s st�ll 
some of her stuff �n the bathroom—but no cosmet�cs. Some of her 
shoes and summer clothes �n the closet—but lots of empty hang-
ers. Her w�nter th�ngs are gone. His clothes all seem to be here.”
 “Maybe she’s a part-t�mer,” sa�d Ch�p.
 “Nope,” sa�d Marco. “Too many l�pst�ck-sta�ned c�garette butts 
�n the trash. She’s the smoker here. There’s an unopened carton of 
c�garettes �n the pantry. Potted plants all over the place, st�ll mo�st 
from water�ng. Women’s magaz�nes under the coffee table, mov�e 
star goss�p, letters addressed to Tammy O’Rourke. I’d say she left 
�n a b�g hurry.”
 “But Tony’s stuff �s st�ll here: clothes, electr�c shaver, check-
book. He hasn’t moved out.” 
 “So �t seems. Can you th�nk of anyplace we haven’t looked?” 
 Ch�p surveyed the l�v�ng room, stepped �nto the k�tchen, shone 
his flashlight around, did the same in the bedroom and bath. 
“Mattress, laundry hamper, water closet, cupboards, freezer, re-
frigerator, dish washer, lighting fixtures, sofa cushions. Under the 
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rug, beh�nd the p�ctures—jeez! these are terr�ble p�ctures, aren’t 
they?—no, I can’t th�nk of anywhere else.”
 “Me ne�ther. Let’s get out of here.”
 On the way back to the hotel, the three of them drew straws, 
and Jerry was des�gnated to stake out Tony’s apartment to see 
when he returned.

 The park�ng lot at Hanrahan’s was crowded. New Cad�llacs 
and Cont�nentals, four BMW’s, a custom�zed Mercedes, a Rolls-
Royce, two Corvettes, and a v�ntage Bentley. “Some company,” 
sa�d Carol.
 “Luck of the Ir�sh,” sa�d Trntl. “I’m hop�ng there won’t be a 
cover charge.”
 There wasn’t a cover charge; and when they told the hostess 
they only wanted dr�nks, she steered them away from the d�n�ng 
room and led them to a small table near the rear wall of the p�ano-
bar/lounge. Carol ordered a Daiquiri; Trntl, black-label Johnnie 
Walker on the rocks.
 “It’s certa�nly dark �n here,” Carol remarked. “I’m glad we’re 
not eat�ng.”
 Except for a small bullet spotl�ght on the woman p�an�st (who 
was s�ng�ng a bluesy torch song) and some pale �nd�rect �llum�na-
tion over the bar (reflected eerily in the inverted glasses racked 
over the bartender’s head), l�ght�ng was prov�ded only by the sol�-
tary candles stand�ng �n ruby ch�mneys on each table. There were 
many tables, at nearly all of which dark figures loomed and hud-
dled. But, from across the room, even those figures near the bul-
let-spot were �nd�st�nct. Occas�onally there would be the momen-
tary gleam of a gold cufflink or watchband, the glitter of a jeweled 
ring or pendant, a half-seen profile or dull red swatch of reflected 
l�ght l�mn�ng the unders�de of a ch�n. But beyond that, the matte 
black walls and ce�l�ng and th�ck sable carpet swallowed what l�ght 
there was. Unl�ke the restaurant, here there were no m�rrors.
 “It’s ev�dently not a place where people come to be seen,” sa�d 
Trntl.
 “Or for people who are scared of the dark,” sa�d Carol.
 The�r dr�nks arr�ved, pr�ced at s�x dollars each.
 “S�x dollars!” Carol wh�spered, as the wa�tress left.
 “Well, there �sn’t a cover charge,” sa�d Trntl. “Look, th�s �s re-
search. I got a receipt; it goes on Dinch’s expense account.”
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 Carol sampled her Daiquiri. “Glad to hear it. I’d hate to have 
pa�d for th�s dr�nk myself.”
 Trntl’s compla�nt was of a d�fferent order: �t was Scotch all 
right, but it wasn’t the Johnnie Walker Black she’d ordered. “Do 
you suppose they’re try�ng to tell us someth�ng? Maybe we aren’t 
dressed r�ght.”
 “Maybe two women �s an unusual comb�nat�on here,” sa�d 
Carol. “Do you suppose the people at those other tables are look-
�ng at us askance?”
 “No, they can’t see us any better than we can see them. I th�nk 
th�s �s a consp�racy between the wa�tress and the bartender.”
 “Hanrahan �s probably sp�nn�ng �n h�s grave l�ke a yo-yo,” sa�d 
Carol.
 “No, he’s st�ll here,” sa�d Trntl. “Back �n the k�tchen, stand�ng 
firm in the deep-freeze.”
 Having finished their drinks, and feeling that they’d acquired 
a good sense of Hanrahan’s amb�ence, they made the�r way out 
to the recept�on area. “I’m go�ng to try �t once more,” sa�d Trntl. 
“Th�s �s a d�fferent hostess from the one Stephan�e and I talked to 
yesterday.”
 The hostess saw them and came forward w�th two menus. 
“May I seat you now?”
 “Thank you, no,” sa�d Trntl. “I wonder, though, �f you could do 
me a favor. I understand Tony Scaevola works �n the k�tchen. I’m 
h�s Aunt Fanny from Atlant�c C�ty, �n town for just a few hours, 
and I’d l�ke to say hello to h�m. I wonder �f I m�ght see h�m for just 
one m�nute?” 
 The hostess stared at her perhaps more sharply than she re-
al�zed, and then her eyes went cool. “I’m sorry,” she sa�d, “Tony 
Scaevola no longer works here.”
 “Dear me, I didn’t know,” said Trntl. “How long has he been 
gone?”
 “He hasn’t worked for two weeks,” sa�d the hostess. “He’s �n 
Wyom�ng on a camp�ng tr�p.”
 “Well, I’m sorry I m�ssed h�m,” sa�d Trntl. “Thanks so much 
for your trouble.” She sm�led and, w�th Carol �n tow, made a le�-
surely ex�t. Outs�de, Trntl sa�d, “We know he was work�ng here 
yesterday. Why d�d they push �t back two weeks?”
 “Sounds l�ke someone’s cover�ng for h�m,” Carol suggested.
 “Or for themselves,” sa�d Trntl.
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 Trntl was brush�ng her teeth when a sudden �dea cl�cked �nto 
focus. She spun around and leaned out of the bathroom: “Carol! I 
th�nk I’ve got �t!”
 Carol had already gone to bed and was halfway through the 
th�rd chapter of Orwell’s The Road to Wigan Pier. “Um?” she sa�d, 
marking her place with a finger.
 “When I first saw Stephanie, and she told me that Morris had 
stolen the cadenza, she already knew that Morr�s had h�dden �t �n 
the stash-hole �n h�s apartment. If he’d already told her that when 
he confessed to the theft, then why d�d he need to send her a letter 
tell�ng her where he’d h�dden �t? Unless—”
 “He’d subsequently put �t somewhere else,” sa�d Carol. She 
gr�nned. “A very ‘Spec�al Place’.”
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Chapter  13
March 4      (Wednesday)

 The morn�ng paper’s front page announced Stephan�e’s death 
with a banner headline: FINDER OF FARRINGFORD CADENZA 
SLAIN. The account of her shoot�ng was rather lur�d, and much 
was made of the fact that Morr�s Wa�te, drowned two n�ghts be-
fore, had been her boyfr�end. The art�cle recounted once aga�n 
Stephanie’s finding of the cadenza, and its theft from Professor 
Pett�grew’s home. “Spec�al to the Sun,” sa�d Carol, “but the w�re 
serv�ces have �t too, so all the world knows what’s happen�ng �n 
Balt�more.”
 “Unfortunately, my name gets ment�oned too,” sa�d Trntl, 
“along with Mr. Eggleston’s. And of course I’m identified as a pri-
vate detective hired by Lunner & Dinch and the Farringford family 
to recover the cadenza. Now, I don’t need publ�c�ty l�ke that.”
 “Reporters w�ll be show�ng up to �nterv�ew you,” sa�d Carol.
 “I’m at the no comment stage. You probably should stay here 
by the phone �n case Fel�x or Torvald should call to say whether 
Dinch got his second ransom demand this morning. I’m going to 
the l�brary to do some more check�ng on Scaevola. I’ll be back by 
eleven.”

 But she d�dn’t get back unt�l twelve-th�rty: and when she en-
tered the room, Carol sa�d, “You look awful—l�ke sp�nach that 
should’ve been reduced for qu�ck sale three weeks ago.”
 “I assume you mean ‘w�lted’?”
 “Well, I really �ntended more than that,” sa�d Carol. “The l�-
brary must’ve worked you over.”
 “Oh, I was done at the l�brary by ten-twenty.” Trntl k�cked off 
her shoes and lay back on the bed. “I’ve also been to the court-
house, the grave of Edgar Allan Poe, the B & O Transportation 
Museum, and the zoo.”
 “Well, well, I hope you found what you were look�ng for.”
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 “I learned some new th�ngs about the Scaevolas and the�r bus�-
ness �nterests. But my b�ggest adventure was d�tch�ng the man �n 
the gray trenchcoat.”
 “The man we saw watch�ng us �n the lobby.”
 “The very same. He followed me all morn�ng. He’s pretty good 
at �t; but once I got a good look at h�m, I kept see�ng h�m every-
where. I managed to g�ve h�m a run for h�s money. There he was, 
play�ng h�de-and-seek �n the l�brary, and later lurk�ng about the 
courthouse to see which office I went into. He wasn’t threaten-
�ng, never got close, and was certa�nly try�ng to stay out of s�ght. 
When I was done w�th the research, I dec�ded to see just how 
tenac�ous he was. I went to see Poe. Yep, there Trenchcoat was, 
watch�ng me through the churchyard fence. And then I went to the 
Transportat�on Museum and we spent qu�te a long t�me look�ng at 
tra�ns. Then to the zoo, where I had a jolly t�me feed�ng the goats. 
But, when the game had gone on long enough, and he knew that 
I knew he was ta�l�ng me, I dec�ded to d�tch h�m. It was s�mpler 
than I expected. I drove out of Druid Hill Park to the northeast 
and lost him in three minutes flat in a tangle of narrow, hilly resi-
dent�al streets so confus�ng that I just about lost myself. He may 
st�ll be there, for all I know.”
 “Who do you th�nk he �s?” asked Carol.
 “Dunno. He’s driving a rental car, which suggests he’s from out 
of town. I managed to walk past and look �n when �t was parked at 
the zoo, and saw that he had a notebook and a Balt�more map on 
the front seat.”
 “Okay, an out-of-towner. Why �s he follow�ng you?”
 “It’s the same car that followed Stephan�e and me. Therefore 
he’s been watch�ng me for three days—maybe ever s�nce I got here. 
I don’t think he’s one of Dinch’s operatives making sure I’m on 
the job. And I don’t th�nk he’s the person who shot Stephan�e. He 
might be an agent of one of Dinch’s competitors thinking I can lead 
h�m to the cadenza. But, before th�s morn�ng’s paper sp�lled every-
th�ng, who-all knew I was here pursu�ng the cadenza? Only our 
cl�ents, the Pett�grews, and the pol�ce. If the compet�tors do have 
spies in the offices of Lunner & Dinch, then maybe Trenchcoat is 
an agent of B. F. Cleavenger or Cameron Stewart, Ltd.”
 “Oh, come on, Trntl—”
 “You’ve seen Dinch’s dossiers. No, I don’t know what to think. 
I’ll go through those photographs ton�ght and see �f I can spot 
h�m.”
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 “Inc�dentally,” sa�d Carol, “you had three calls from reporters 
th�s morn�ng, and some TV hustler who wants to �nterv�ew you on 
a local talk show w�th call-�n quest�ons from the aud�ence.”
 “What d�d you tell them?”
 “I told the reporters you weren’t ava�lable; I told the TV per-
son—Sukey Somebody—that your standard fee �s a thousand dol-
lars an hour for talk-show appearances. She lost �nterest �n a hur-
ry.”
 “Too bad,” sa�d Trntl. “I’d have done �t for that.” She reached 
for the telephone. “Well, Torvald hasn’t called, so �t’s t�me we call 
h�m.”

 In Room 917, the red light flashed. Jerry, just back from his 
morning vigil at Tony’s apartment, gave a whistle: “Hey, Chip, 
she’s making a call.” Chip left his crossword puzzle and came 
to listen. As they bent over the black box, the door opened, and 
Marco entered, his trenchcoat spattered with grease.
 “Hello, Torvald. I hope your day has gone better than m�ne.”
 “Fa�rly rout�ne,” he repl�ed. “Fel�x �s home �n bed w�th h�s cold. 
I’ve been do�ng Carol’s work, h�s, and m�ne. The b�ggest news at 
this end is that Dinch did not get a ransom call th�s morn�ng. He’s 
very upset. He’s afra�d that the cadenza’s been destroyed, or that 
h�s compet�tors have moved �n.”
 “The Chief will want to know this immediately,” said Jerry.
 “If a ransom call does come through, I’ll let you know at once,” 
Torvald sa�d. “I got the stuff you sent me �n the ma�l. You d�d 
good.”
 “I got some more today. Is the tape recorder on?” And she 
summar�zed for h�m what she’d learned: dates of certa�n real es-
tate transact�ons, l�sts of d�rectors of var�ous subs�d�ary corpora-
t�ons, accounts of several key news �tems from back �ssues of the 
Sun.
 “Great,” he said, “that fills in some blanks. Now if you can get 
the following information, we’ll have a nice composite profile for 
our permanent records.” He told her what to look for. “Anyth�ng 
else to report?”
 “S�nce I’ve been here I’ve been followed by a grubby l�ttle fel-
low �n a trenchcoat. He’s not a local; dr�ves a rental car w�th a map 
of Balt�more �n �t. He st�cks l�ke a burr; today we’ve done the tour-
�st b�t—ra�lroad museum, Poe’s grave, the works. After the zoo, I 
d�tched h�m.”
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 Chip shook his head. “Ditched you, Marco?”
 Marco said nothing, but angrily popped the top of a can of 
soda he’d bought at the vending machine on his way to the room. 
‘A grubby little fellow’!—he, Marco of the barrel chest and mas-
sive arms, the Death-Defying Leap, two and a half aerial som-
ersaults, ten years’ trapeze and high-wire work with The Flying 
Gruschenkos!
 “Any �dea who he m�ght be?” Torvald asked. “Or why he tags 
along?”
 “I’m not sure. He isn’t hostile. Maybe one of Dinch’s people, 
or an agent of one of the compet�tors.”
 “Take care,” sa�d Torvald. A sound b�t of adv�ce w�th wh�ch to 
end the�r conversat�on.

 Ch�p went back to h�s crossword puzzle. “I’m surpr�sed she 
gave you the sl�p, Marco.”
 Marco scowled �nto h�s soda. “When she left the park, she 
drove l�ckety-spl�t �nto a maze of crazy up-and-down streets. I 
wasn’t prepared. She’d just spent twenty m�nutes feed�ng the 
goats �n the Ch�ldren’s Zoo, for cr�ssakes.”
 “Now that she’s identified you,” said Chip, “somebody else 
had better follow her. Jerry, what about you? One of us could take 
over watch�ng Tony Scaevola’s apartment.”
 “Okay by me,” Jerry sa�d. “There’s certa�nly not much hap-
pen�ng at Tony’s. The apartment’s st�ll empty. About ten o’clock 
an older man w�th gray ha�r came by and collected the newspaper 
and Tony’s ma�l. He had to have Tony’s key to open the ma�lbox.”
 “Well then, maybe there’s not much po�nt �n hav�ng somebody 
there,” sa�d Ch�p. “Tony and the cadenza are clearly somewhere 
else.”
 “We could follow the guy that p�cks up the ma�l,” sa�d Marco.
 “Are you w�ll�ng?” asked Ch�p.
 “Sure, s�nce I’m through w�th Trntl. Sh�t, Jerry, you’ll see 
what �t’s l�ke. Two hours �n the l�brary for cr�ssakes. And every 
t�me she’d leave her table and go to the stacks, I’d have to go too, 
for fear she wouldn’t come back. And the tra�n museum! You’ll 
see. She likes broad open spaces where you can’t find any cover, or 
else narrow tw�sty l�ttle places where she’s always out of s�ght. She 
doubles back a lot, so you really have to scramble. And �f she takes 
you to the zoo, be real careful leav�ng the park.”
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 “I’ll manage,” sa�d Jerry. “It’ll probably take some d�sgu�ses. 
Let’s see what we’ve got.”
 He hauled the brown su�tcase from under Ch�p’s bed and 
opened �t. W�gs, false mustaches and beards, eyeglasses �n var�-
ous styles, appl�qué tattoos, bottles of latex, tubes and jars of 
theatrical makeup, bundles of identification and business cards. 
“Actually,” he muttered, a l�ttle d�sappo�nted, “we d�dn’t expect to 
need d�sgu�ses on th�s tr�p. Except for my workman’s coveralls, I 
don’t have much at all. That’s the secret, Marco. Now that she’s on 
her guard, I won’t g�ve her the chance of see�ng me look the same 
way tw�ce.”
 “You’d better take the blue car,” sa�d Ch�p. “And we can rent 
others �f we have to.”
 Jerry was st�ll exam�n�ng the contents of the su�tcase. “I really 
enjoyed be�ng a L�eutenant-General,” he sa�d w�stfully, “when we 
got the Esterházy Chal�ce out of Fort Clephard.”
 Ch�p sa�d, “My favor�te was acqu�r�ng the Tears of St. Ursula, 
when we got the chance to be two nuns and a card�nal-archb�sh-
op.”
 Jerry closed the su�tcase. “Th�s rout�ne stuff we’ve got �s pretty 
sk�mpy. I’ll have to put some thought to �t. May do a l�ttle shop-
p�ng.”

 “It’s very frustrat�ng,” sa�d Carol, “to have so l�ttle �n th�s 
case by way of concrete fact. Almost everyth�ng �s guesswork 
and assumpt�on.” They were hav�ng a qu�ck lunch �n the hotel 
coffee shop before start�ng an afternoon of �nterv�ews. “We as-
sume, for example, that Tony Scaevola stole the cadenza from 
Morris and made the first ransom call to Dinch. But if it’s true, 
as Stephan�e cla�med, that she had the cadenza at noon, then she 
must’ve gotten �t away from h�m at h�s apartment. If he’s the one 
who k�lled her, �t’s clear he d�dn’t recover the cadenza—or else 
Dinch would have received the second ransom call this morning.” 
 “The ransom attempt seems to have aborted,” sa�d Trntl. 
“Wh�ch suggests e�ther that someone else other than the �n�t�al 
ransomer now has the cadenza, or that Stephan�e, �nstead of tak-
�ng �t to Pett�grew, changed her m�nd—for whatever reason—and 
h�d �t, or left �t for safekeep�ng w�th a trusted fr�end. I th�nk we can 
assume that �f the k�ller did get the manuscr�pt from Stephan�e, 
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the k�ller �sn’t Tony Scaevola. If that’s the case, then I’m not sure 
what the k�ller’s mot�ve �s for want�ng the cadenza. Not hold�ng 
�t for ransom, ev�dently. Anyway, we’ve got to proceed on the as-
sumpt�on that the k�ller—whoever �t was—didn’t get the cadenza. 
Anyth�ng else, and we’re stym�ed.” She s�gned her room number 
on the lunch b�ll. “I’ll drop you at the Hast�ngs Inst�tute to talk to 
teachers and other students. I’ll see Eggleston, Mrs. Gresham, and 
Professor Pett�grew.”
 
 Mr. Eggleston was glad to see her. He opened the front door 
at once and led her �nto h�s apartment off the front hall. The l�v-
�ng room was overcrowded w�th furn�ture, the walls covered w�th 
framed steel engrav�ngs. A large console rad�o took up the center 
of one wall, and near th�s, hang�ng from a tall wrought-�ron stand, 
was a domed cage conta�n�ng a blue and yellow parrot. The par-
rot qu�zz�cally took note of her when she entered, then opened �ts 
curved beak on a bunched gray-purple tongue, and leered at her 
w�th a wh�te-r�mmed eye.
 Eggleston seated Trntl on the sofa. “Have you seen the morn-
�ng paper?” he asked exc�tedly, po�nt�ng to the coffee table and the 
spread front page.
 “Yes, I have.”
 “R�ght there on page one!” he sa�d. “Your name and m�ne. Oh, 
but th�s sad bus�ness won’t do our apartments any good. Not any 
good at all.”
 “Bad boy!” sa�d the parrot.
 “That there’s Rossett�,” sa�d Eggleston. “He’s almost as old as 
I am.”
 Trntl sm�led wanly. “I’m sorry the news story had so much 
deta�l �n �t. Have you been contacted by any reporters?”
 “One came by th�s morn�ng, and I’ve had calls from 
Ph�ladelph�a, Wash�ngton, and London.”
 “London,” sa�d Trntl.
 “They all wanted to know more, and I told ’em all I could. Oh 
yeah, and Sukey Caltrop—she’s one of our local TV folks—wants to 
�nterv�ew me on her talk show!”
 “And answer call-�n quest�ons from the aud�ence,” sa�d Trntl.
 “That’s r�ght.”
 “What d�d you tell her?”
 “That I’d th�nk �t over and get back to her.”
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 “She called me, too,” sa�d Trntl. “I feel �t would be a sensa-
t�onal�st explo�tat�on of Stephan�e’s death—turn�ng �t �nto a med�a 
event. I don’t want to be a part of that.”
 “I hadn’t thought of �t that way,” he sa�d. “It does seem k�n-
da d�srespectful. Stephan�e was a real n�ce person. Frankly, M�ss 
Trntl, finding that poor girl was one of the worst shocks I’ve ever 
had. I d�dn’t sleep hardly at all last n�ght.”
 “A bad exper�ence,” Trntl agreed. “It’s g�ven me a hard t�me, 
too.”
 “Would you l�ke a cuppa coffee?” he asked.
 “No, thanks. But I would l�ke to ask you some quest�ons about 
Stephan�e, �f you don’t m�nd. I know the pol�ce asked you a lot 
yesterday; but there are some add�t�onal ones that have occurred 
to me. You m�ght be able to throw some useful l�ght on who m�ght 
have k�lled her.”
 “Anyth�ng I can do to br�ng the k�llers to just�ce. So, sure, ask 
your quest�ons. There’s st�ll pol�ce upsta�rs; they don’t want any-
body up on third floor.”
 “Thanks for your cooperat�on, Mr. Eggleston. F�rst: the outer 
door locks automat�cally and can only be opened by a key or by a 
tenant’s releas�ng the lock w�th a buzzer. How do th�nk the k�ller 
got �n?”
 “The pol�ce asked me that. Well, I checked the door pretty 
carefully: there’s noth�ng wrong w�th the lock, and the glass �sn’t 
broken. My guess �s that Stephan�e—or even someone else �n the 
bu�ld�ng—buzzed them �n when they rang.”
 “Could the k�ller have had h�s own key?”
 Mr. Eggleston’s mouth dropped, and he stared at her w�th a 
worr�ed frown. “Well, I don’t r�ghtly see how. We’re pretty careful 
w�th our keys.”
 “Could someone have made a dupl�cate?”
 “There’s a rule aga�nst �t. I have dupl�cates, of course; but I 
counted ’em when I talked to the pol�ce, and there’s just the r�ght 
number.”
 “Could Stephan�e have lost her key or g�ven �t to someone, do 
you suppose?”
 “No, she had the outs�de door key on her. And they found her 
apartment key on the floor near the body.”
 “And you don’t th�nk �t’s l�kely that one of the other tenants 
may have opened the front door to let the k�ller �n?”
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 “The pol�ce talked to everybody. Nobody buzzed the door 
open.”
 “So: e�ther Stephan�e buzzed the k�ller �n, or he came �n w�th 
her when she entered.”
 “One of those two,” sa�d Eggleston. “And s�nce no one �n the 
bu�ld�ng remembers hear�ng a buzzer, I th�nk the last �s what hap-
pened, �f you want to know the truth.”
 “Dork!” said the parrot.
 “You shut up, Rossett�!” Eggleston shouted. Canted back on �ts 
perch with one foot against the bars of its cage, the parrot flexed 
�ts toes at h�m.
 “That would �mply the k�ller was a fr�end, or at least someone 
she thought she had no cause to fear.” 
 He nodded. “Unless �t was somebody who wayla�d her �n the 
vest�bule after she’d unlocked the outer door and then forced h�s 
way �n. We warn our tenants about gett�ng ambushed by mug-
gers. They’re to have the�r keys out, get that door unlocked, and 
get through as fast as they can—espec�ally after dark.”
 “Th�s was broad dayl�ght,” sa�d Trntl. “If �t was an ambush, 
maybe there were w�tnesses on the street.”
 “The street’s not crowded that t�me of day. The park’s r�ght �n 
front; not many people us�ng �t �n th�s cold weather. The houses 
on the other s�de of the park—they’re k�nda far away, and what 
w�th the trees and all, I don’t know. It’d have to be the people �n 
the front apartments who saw anyth�ng.”
 “It m�ght be worth check�ng out. Could you g�ve me the names 
of the managers of the bu�ld�ngs across the street?”
 “I don’t know ’em all. And bes�des, the pol�ce have already 
done �t. They’ve �nterv�ewed everybody �n those front apartments 
all up and down the block.”
 “I see. Did they turn up any witnesses?”
 “I don’t know. They d�dn’t talk to me about �t.”
 Trntl dec�ded that �t would be very awkward to go back to the 
same people, retrac�ng the pol�ce’s steps, and ask them the same 
quest�ons over aga�n. She gave a shrug of d�sm�ssal. “One further 
question, Mr. Eggleston. Did Stephanie have any close friends 
that you know of? People who v�s�ted her here? Or that she talked 
about?”
 “As far as I could tell, she had only two v�s�tors. A young guy 
w�th long ha�r and a beard used to come a lot, not so much lately. 
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He never stayed long, and �t was always dur�ng the day. The other 
was an older man, k�nda d�st�ngu�shed look�ng, w�th glasses and 
all. He only went upsta�rs tw�ce that I know of, and he d�dn’t stay 
long e�ther. Most of the t�me he called for her wear�ng clothes l�ke 
he was going to play tennis or go jogging or something. Do you 
th�nk one of them m�ght be the k�ller?”
 “No,” sa�d Trntl. “The bearded man �s dead. He’s �n the news-
paper, too, under the name of Morr�s Wa�te.” Eggleston half-turned 
to stare at the front page, h�s eyes w�de w�th th�s new horror. “The 
other man was one of Stephan�e’s teachers at the Inst�tute.” Trntl 
rose from the sofa. “I’d l�ke to speak to Mrs. Gresham,” she sa�d, 
edg�ng toward the door. “I hope she’s �n.”
 “Oh, she’s always �n except to go to church on Sunday. 
Wouldn’t you l�ke to stay a few m�nutes longer? I’ll put on a pot of 
coffee.”
 “No, thanks. I’ve got lots of ground to cover today. Thanks 
anyway.” She opened the door and stepped �nto the hall. “I appre-
c�ate your help.”
 “Any t�me,” he sa�d, stand�ng rather a�mlessly �n the center of 
the room. “I th�nk I won’t go on that TV program after all.” Rossett� 
cocked h�s head to one s�de and shot Trntl a baleful glare.

 Detective Adcock was coming down the stairs. “Well, Miss 
Trntl, return�ng to the scene of the cr�me?” H�s tone was d�st�nctly 
unfr�endly.
 “Thanks for putt�ng my name �n the paper,” she countered.
 “I d�dn’t do that. Pr�ce was the one the reporters �nterv�ewed. 
May I ask what you’re do�ng here?”
 “I’m try�ng to establ�sh �f Stephan�e S�mms had close fr�ends 
in whom she might have confided, or with whom she might pos-
s�bly have left the cadenza for safekeep�ng.”
 “Yesterday you were accus�ng Tony Scaevola of hav�ng taken 
�t,” sa�d Adcock.
 “That’s st�ll a poss�b�l�ty, of course,” Trntl sa�d. “But �t’s my 
responsibility to my clients to do everything in my power to find 
the manuscr�pt. I have to pursue all poss�b�l�t�es.”
 “We’ve done some check�ng on Tony Scaevola. I’m not obl�-
gated to tell you anyth�ng about our �nvest�gat�on, but I’m go�ng 
to share th�s w�th you. He seems not to be work�ng at Hanrahan’s 
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as you cla�m. Hasn’t worked there for two weeks. And he doesn’t 
seem to be com�ng back to h�s apartment, e�ther. He’s supposed to 
be �n Wyom�ng on a camp�ng tr�p.”
 “Then you might find these interesting,” said Trntl. She took 
from her purse the note Stephan�e had wr�tten her, and the letter 
from Morr�s to Stephan�e. “I was �ntend�ng to stop by headquar-
ters today and g�ve you these. Stephan�e rece�ved th�s letter from 
Morr�s; she left the note for me at the hotel desk shortly before 
she was k�lled. There’s a date-and-t�me stamp on the back of the 
envelope.”
 He took them and read them carefully. “Where d�d you get 
th�s letter addressed to Stephan�e S�mms?” he asked.
 “From Stephan�e. She was extremely worr�ed about Morr�s.”
 “I understand the bas�s for your susp�c�ons about Tony,” he 
sa�d. “You’re g�v�ng these to me as mater�al ev�dence?”
 “That’s r�ght. But I’d l�ke a s�gned, dated rece�pt for them. And 
I have my own photocop�es, of course.”
 “Of course.” He took out h�s notebook, wrote out what she re-
quested, and gave her the paper.
 “Thank you,” he sa�d. “Th�s �s cons�derable help �n our �nves-
t�gat�on. Why d�dn’t you tell me about the notes yesterday?”
 She said, “It slipped my mind in the shock of finding Stephanie 
dead.”
 Adcock sa�d, “I see.” He turned the postmarked envelope over. 
“Did this letter from Morris come through the mail with its enve-
lope unsealed? The flap is intact. The gum is slightly disturbed. It 
looks almost as though the envelope’s been steamed open. Do you 
suppose M�ss S�mms—”
 “I only know that Stephan�e cla�med to have found Morr�s’s 
br�efcase at Tony’s apartment,” sa�d Trntl. “I do not know how she 
opened her ma�l.”
 “Ne�ther do I,” sa�d Adcock. “There was a quant�ty of un-
opened ma�l bes�de her body. As I’m sure you not�ced.”
 “That’s why I assume she was k�lled after return�ng from out-
s�de. Her earmuffs and coat suggest that the k�ller followed her �n 
from the street when she entered.”
 Adcock sl�pped the note and letter �nto a plast�c bag wh�ch he 
placed �n h�s attache case. 
 “One other th�ng,” Trntl sa�d. “Tony Scaevola was work�ng at 
Hanrahan’s two days ago when Stephan�e and I went there hunt-
�ng for Morr�s. The hostess sa�d that Morr�s wasn’t there; but 
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when Stephan�e asked to see Tony, the hostess sa�d he was �n the 
k�tchen, and took h�m the message. A m�nute later, Angelo Torell� 
came out and sa�d that Tony wasn’t work�ng that even�ng.”
 “Maybe the hostess d�dn’t know that Tony had qu�t work to go 
camp�ng,” sa�d Adcock.
 “Well, that’s understandable,” sa�d Trntl, “s�nce she knew 
he was �n the k�tchen.” She brushed by h�m and started up the 
sta�rs. “And now I want to ask Mrs. Gresham about Stephan�e’s 
fr�ends.”
 His tone was flat: “Stay in touch, Miss Trntl.”
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Chapter  14
 Mrs. Gresham was surprised and pleased to find Trntl on her 
threshold. “Do come in,” she said. “I’ve just started a pot of tea, and 
surely you’ll have a cup.” Today she was �n a str�ped house dress 
and woolly sl�ppers. “I do look a fr�ght,” she apolog�zed, as Trntl 
sat on her anc�ent sofa. “Just took off my shoes an hour ago. Some 
reporters were here th�s morn�ng, but I wasn’t expect�ng anyone 
else to call today. Frankly, I’ve been so upset by Stephan�e’s death 
that I really haven’t gotten myself together yet. Would you l�ke 
some toast w�th your tea?”
 “No thank you. The tea sounds very good, though.”
 “It’s such a terr�ble th�ng,” Mrs. Gresham cont�nued, plac�ng 
cups and saucers on a small tray. “She was such a sweet g�rl, so 
fr�endly. And she knew so much about mus�c! She knew I l�ked 
Nelson Eddy, and she found some old 78’s for me �n secondhand 
shops. She was always on the lookout for th�ngs she thought I’d 
l�ke.” She began to cry over the tea th�ngs. “Excuse me,”—fetch�ng 
a Kleenex from a box on the k�tchen counter—“I’m go�ng to m�ss 
her so.”
 Trntl glanced about the apartment wh�le Mrs. Gresham recov-
ered herself, not�ng the cha�rs w�th ant�macassars on the backs, 
the Readers’ Digest condensed books neatly arranged on a shelf, 
framed photographs, a portable record player, an embro�dery hoop 
w�th a des�gn newly started on stretched fabr�c, a wooden rack 
w�th needlework magaz�nes, Newsweek, National Geographic, 
and The Christian Missionary.
 “There, I’m better now.” Mrs. Gresham set the tray on a low 
table before Trntl. “Would you l�ke to hear one of the Nelson Eddy 
records that Stephan�e found for me?”
 “That would be very n�ce,” sa�d Trntl.
 Mrs. Gresham hurr�ed to the record player, selected a th�ck 
platter from a stack of 78’s bes�de �t, and carefully placed �t on 
the turntable. “It’s ‘Stout-hearted Men’ by S�gmund Romberg,” 
she sa�d, “one of my favor�tes.” She sat bes�de Trntl and poured 
tea, wh�le, w�th only a fa�nt scratch�ness as surface no�se, Nelson 
Eddy’s rich baritone filled the room.
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 “Isn’t he wonderful?” sa�d Mrs. Gresham, when the record 
was over, and the automat�c changer had stopped the mach�ne. 
“There’s no one qu�te l�ke h�m.”
 “A beaut�ful vo�ce,” sa�d Trntl.
 “It’s a shame that the younger generat�on doesn’t know h�m,” 
Mrs. Gresham sa�d w�th a s�gh.
 “Young people have the�r own,” sa�d Trntl. “And someday 
they’ll be able to say the same about their favor�tes.”
 “I suppose so. St�ll, qual�ty �s qual�ty; Stephan�e was able to 
apprec�ate Nelson Eddy. She was a very sens�t�ve g�rl.”
 “I �mag�ne she had lots of close fr�ends,” Trntl sa�d. 
“Inc�dentally, th�s tea �s qu�te good.”
 “Thank you. The secret �s a p�nch of catn�p I put �n w�th the 
leaves. But no, I wouldn’t say that Stephan�e had lots of close 
fr�ends. I d�dn’t know most of the people she dealt w�th at the 
Inst�tute, of course. But she never ment�oned many people. 
Unt�l about s�x months ago, her best fr�end was th�s boy Morr�s 
Wa�te who d�ed several days ago.” She shook her head �n d�smay. 
“The newspaper left the strong �mpress�on that h�s death and 
Stephan�e’s m�ght be related.”
 “I’m afra�d they are. In each case, the k�ller was try�ng to get 
possess�on of the Farr�ngford Cadenza.”
 “Why, that’s just awful!—that someone would take l�ves for a 
p�ece of music!” 
 “My job, as the paper stated, �s to recover the cadenza for 
the Farr�ngford fam�ly and the publ�sher of the F�fth Concerto. 
Stephan�e �nformed me that she’d come across the cadenza after 
�t had been stolen from Professor Pett�grew. She was plann�ng to 
return �t to the professor, but she never arr�ved at h�s house. Wh�le 
�t’s l�kely that her k�ller may have taken the manuscr�pt from her, 
there’s a remote poss�b�l�ty that—�f Stephan�e knew the k�ller was 
clos�ng �n—she may have g�ven �t to a fr�end for safekeep�ng. I’m 
trying to find out who those friends might be that she’d trust with 
�t. So any leads you can g�ve me would be very helpful.”
 “Well, she d�dn’t g�ve �t to me,” Mrs. Gresham sa�d. “I’ve seen 
very l�ttle of her dur�ng the past week. Let me th�nk. As I sa�d, 
Morr�s Wa�te was her best fr�end up t�ll about s�x months ago. She 
had a good fr�end Lou�sa—I forget her last name—who was a stu-
dent at the Inst�tute, but she went back to France. And lately she’s 
been see�ng a lot of Professor Pett�grew, who she sa�d was help�ng 
her w�th her thes�s. She respected h�m a lot—adm�red h�m, really. 
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He’d come by to play tenn�s w�th her—though he was actually old 
enough to be her father. I’m sure there was noth�ng unseemly �n 
the�r relat�onsh�p.” She gazed search�ngly at Trntl over the r�m of 
her teacup; Trntl chose not to pursue the �mpl�ed quest�on. 
 “I very much apprec�ate your help. If anyth�ng else should oc-
cur to you, please contact me at the Cavend�sh Hotel, Room 609. 
I’ll probably be there for a few more days at least.”
 She wrote out the �nformat�on on a card and gave �t to her. And 
while Trntl was finishing her tea, Mrs. Gresham rose and went to 
the record player. “Won’t you l�sten to one more of Nelson Eddy’s 
record�ngs? It’s so n�ce to have someone to share them w�th—and 
now part�cularly when Stephan�e—”
 “Yes, I’d be happy to.” She’d much rather be gett�ng on to 
Professor Pett�grew’s, but the 78’s d�dn’t take long to play.
 Mrs. Gresham qu�ckly selected another record and put �t on 
the turntable. “Th�s one’s ‘Short’n�n’ Bread’,” she sa�d, as she care-
fully sl�d “Stout-hearted Men” back �nto �ts sl�pcase. “Very much 
out of fash�on nowadays, I suppose: ‘Mammy’s l�ttle baby loves 
short’n�n’ bread’—but very popular when he made the record�ng. 
And he does �t so well.”
 And he d�d, Trntl had to agree.

 When, after a long delay, Mrs. Pett�grew opened the door, 
Trntl was startled at the change wrought �n the woman s�nce her 
last v�s�t. Gone were the host�l�ty and arrogance, the g�mlet stare 
and haughty contempt. In the�r place was naked fear. Peer�ng 
through the crack of the barely opened door, she rem�nded Trntl 
of a fr�ghtened possum peek�ng from a hole. Her manner was sub-
dued and furt�ve, her eyes cont�nually dart�ng here, there, over 
and past Trntl’s shoulder, and up and down the street wh�le Trntl 
expla�ned why she’d come.
 “I’ve got to see Professor Pett�grew �mmed�ately. It’s a matter 
of the utmost �mportance.”
 W�thout a word, Mrs. Pett�grew opened the door w�de enough 
for her to s�dle through, then slammed �t shut and cha�n-locked 
�t. “Who �s �t, Irma? Who’s there?” the professor called from the 
study.
 Trntl announced herself as she rushed down the hall and en-
tered the study w�th Mrs. Pett�grew trott�ng beh�nd her. The pro-
fessor was seated at h�s desk, the front page of the morn�ng pa-
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per spread before h�m. He too had undergone a change: h�s face 
appeared to have aged ten years. H�s glasses had been repa�red, 
and he was wear�ng a smaller bandage on h�s forehead. But h�s 
sk�n was m�lky wh�te w�th a tawny cast, fa�ntly mottled w�th blu-
ish veins—rather like Stilton cheese, Trntl thought; the flesh hung 
loose on h�s cheeks and wattled under h�s ch�n.
 “You’ve seen the paper?” he quavered. “It’s v�le, horr�d! 
Stephan�e shot to death. Morr�s drowned �n h�s bathtub! And �s �t 
because of that wretched cadenza? Why, M�ss Trntl? Who’d want 
�t so desperately that he’d k�ll two young people to get �t?”
 Trntl seated herself across from h�m, and Mrs. Pett�grew 
took up her pos�t�on bes�de the doorway. “Yes, �t’s because of the 
cadenza,” Trntl sa�d; and she recounted the whole story, from 
Morr�s’s theft (“because he wanted to pay you back for hav�ng h�m 
expelled”) to her d�scovery of Stephan�e’s body. She om�tted men-
t�on of Tony Scaevola. “And about the t�me she was k�lled, she was 
�ntend�ng to return the cadenza to you. I take �t you’ve not had the 
cadenza returned through any means—personal del�very, messen-
ger, the ma�ls? It m�ght come as a package, or locked �n Morr�s’s 
brown br�efcase.”
 “No,” he sa�d. “Stephan�e never came here the day she was 
killed. Did she, Irma?”
 “No, that’s r�ght, she d�dn’t,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew.
 “It’s poss�ble she was prepar�ng to come here when she was 
k�lled,” sa�d Trntl. “When she d�ed, she was �n her apartment 
wear�ng her overcoat and ear-muffs.”
 “Oh God,” moaned the professor, tak�ng off h�s glasses. He put 
h�s elbows on the desk and held h�s head �n both hands. “I haven’t 
seen the cadenza s�nce �t was ly�ng here on the desk. We haven’t 
rece�ved �t �n the ma�l, have we, Irma?”
 “No,” sa�d Mrs. Pett�grew.
 “There’s a sl�m chance �t st�ll m�ght come �n the ma�l,” sa�d 
Trntl. ”If �t does, call me �mmed�ately at th�s number.” She gave 
h�m one of her handwr�tten cards. “I’ll come r�ght out and get �t, 
and deliver it personally to Lunner & Dinch.” She turned to Mrs. 
Pett�grew. “Be extremely careful who you let �nto the house. I don’t 
th�nk you’re �n any danger as long as you don’t have the cadenza. 
But should �t arr�ve, cons�der yourself �n extreme hazard unt�l you 
get it to me or to Lunner & Dinch. Be constantly on guard.”
 “Do you think the killer is some sort of madman?” Pettigrew 
asked.
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 “No, I th�nk money’s at the bottom of �t. Yesterday morn�ng 
Dinch received a ransom demand; but that was before the time 
that Stephan�e cla�med to have recovered the manuscr�pt. It’s pos-
s�ble the k�ller has the cadenza now.”
 “And �f he doesn’t?” asked Mrs. Pett�grew.
 “Then I’m sure he’ll keep look�ng for �t.”
 “It’s l�kely the k�ller was the person respons�ble for the second 
and th�rd break-�ns!” Pett�grew cr�ed, fumbl�ng for h�s glasses. 
“Irma, he’s already been �n our house! Upsta�rs, downsta�rs, �n 
our bedroom!”
 Mrs. Pett�grew gave a strange gargl�ng sound, and, wh�te as 
bleached bone, fell back aga�nst the doorframe—then stead�ed 
herself and sank �nto a cha�r. The professor, star�ng abstractedly 
at h�s w�fe, asked Trntl �n a hoarse vo�ce: “When w�ll th�s matter 
be settled? How long t�ll we can breathe easy?”
 “I don’t know. I suppose, when the cadenza’s heard from 
aga�n.”
 The answer clearly d�dn’t sat�sfy h�m. She went on w�th her 
agenda: “Perhaps you could answer a quest�on of m�ne. On the 
off-chance that Stephan�e m�ght have g�ven the manuscr�pt to a 
fr�end for safekeep�ng, who m�ght �t be? It would have to be some-
one close and �nt�mate that she could trust.”
 He took a long t�me to respond. “Stephan�e was someth�ng 
of a loner. She d�dn’t have many close fr�ends. Let me th�nk.” He 
reached for h�s p�pe and began pack�ng �t w�th tobacco. “There 
was Lou�sa Claudel, a student fr�end, but she went back to Par�s 
four months ago. And Professor Markow�tz—but they weren’t �n-
t�mate. Oh yes, a Mrs. Gresham, who l�ved �n her apartment bu�ld-
�ng—Stephan�e spent some t�me w�th her. And Morr�s, of course.” 
He paused aga�n, l�ght�ng h�s p�pe. “And that’s about �t. I can’t 
th�nk of anyone else she ever ment�oned as a close fr�end.”
 “Well, thank you,” sa�d Trntl, r�s�ng to go. “You know how to 
reach me �f anyth�ng else should come to m�nd—or �f anyth�ng 
happens that I should know about.”
 Professor Pett�grew went w�th her down the hall. Mrs. 
Pett�grew sat slumped �n her cha�r, her face sheened w�th a th�n 
film of sweat. Her mind was galloping over the various horrors that 
Trntl had d�scussed so calmly. The w�ld r�de took her to the back 
of the house, where, beneath a stack of dress patterns, a locked 
leather br�efcase bear�ng the name MORRIS WAITE rested �n her 
sew�ng-cab�net drawer.
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 When Professor Pett�grew returned to the study after see�ng 
Trntl out, h�s w�fe had come to a dec�s�on. She wa�ted unt�l he’d 
seated h�mself at the desk and rel�ghted h�s p�pe, and then she 
walked around to the back of h�s cha�r and placed her hand on h�s 
shoulder. “It’s been a terr�ble week, Theodore. It’s as though the 
cadenza had a curse on �t.”
 Pett�grew gave a shudder�ng s�gh. “An apt way of putt�ng �t, 
Irma. And I curse the day �t came �nto th�s house!”
 She patted h�s shoulder gently. “We’ve not had a moment’s 
peace.” All that morn�ng she’d had to fend off calls and v�s�ts from 
reporters who’d swarmed l�ke vultures after Stephan�e’s death. 
She’d finally refused to answer the phone, and those that came to 
the door she’d met w�th a s�ngle statement: “We have noth�ng to 
say.” One enterpr�s�ng young woman had taken her p�cture as she 
stood block�ng the doorway, an �nc�dent that had both �nfur�ated 
and fr�ghtened her. But the photographer was already down the 
walk before she could protest.
 Pett�grew stared sadly at the newspaper before h�m. “Our l�ves 
w�ll never be the same, Irma.”
 “No,” she agreed, “they won’t.”
 “I respect M�ss Trntl for com�ng to warn us; �t was decent of 
her.”
 “She works for Dinch,” Mrs. Pettigrew snapped, “a vicious, 
mean-sp�r�ted man. I’ll never forg�ve h�m for treat�ng you as he 
d�d: berat�ng you, blam�ng you for los�ng the cadenza, accus�ng 
you of compl�c�ty �n the theft, of perpetrat�ng a hoax.”
 The memory caused the professor’s eyes to smart. “He was 
just overwrought, Irma. He backed down from that pos�t�on.”
 “But he never apolog�zed. He’s an unreasonable ass. It would 
serve h�m r�ght �f he never saw the cadenza!”
 “Irma! He’d publ�sh �t for the whole world.”
 “I don’t care. It’s what I feel. I understand the cadenza’s �m-
portance, Theodore. The world should have �t. But Dinch shouldn’t 
be the one to publ�sh �t.” Her hand moved to the back of h�s neck 
and rested there caress�ngly.
 “Lunner & Dinch has the best claim,” he said. “No other repu-
table publ�sher would touch �t under the c�rcumstances.”
 She pursed her lips. “Publishers aside, who—after Dinch—
would most want to have the cadenza?”
 He thought for a moment. “The Farr�ngford fam�ly, I suppose. 
They’d have the b�ggest personal stake.”
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 “And are they �n New York, too?”
 “Dinch told me that the widow and the son Anton are living 
�n New York, and I th�nk the daughter Clara’s �n Boston. She’s a 
flautist with a considerable reputation in her own right.”
 She began to massage the back of his neck. “Do you think Miss 
Trntl was exaggerat�ng when she sa�d that we m�ght be �n dan-
ger?”
 “My God, Irma!” he cr�ed. “Trntl �sn’t exaggerat�ng. Look at the 
tra�l of blood! Stephan�e. Morr�s. The attack on me. On F�negold. 
It’s only �f the k�ller already has the cadenza that we’re not �n dan-
ger. If he doesn’t have �t and for some reason comes to th�nk we 
do—then we m�ght have our throats cut �n the dead of n�ght!”
 H�s vehemence made her shr�nk away. But, after a moment 
to recoup, she once aga�n began massag�ng h�s neck, us�ng both 
hands th�s t�me. He la�d h�s p�pe down, closed h�s eyes, and re-
laxed to the pressure of her sooth�ng thumbs.
 “It’s all so �nsane, so terr�fy�ng!” she sa�d. “Unt�l the cadenza’s 
whereabouts �s known, we’re to stay �n the house and guard our-
selves. Pr�soners �n our own home, Theodore!”
 “It’s probably the best course of action. Due caution, Irma. It 
probably won’t be long t�ll the pol�ce catch the k�ller.”
 “Well, �f I’m to be a pr�soner �n my own home, I’m go�ng to 
the library and get some of my kinds of books to read. Four or five 
novels; perhaps a b�ography. I’ll go now, and be back �n an hour or 
so.”
 “You’re go�ng out? Well, then, let me go w�th you. You shouldn’t 
be out alone.”
 “I’ll only be gone a little while, and be back in time to fix you 
a n�ce supper. Your favor�te Sw�ss steak w�th mushroom gravy. 
I’ll stop at the store on my way back from the l�brary.” She la�d a 
finger on his lips as he started to speak. “No, Theodore, stay here 
and work on your book. Your sabbat�cal leave’s almost over, and 
you st�ll have a long way to go.”
 He sat back and folded the newspaper, plac�ng �t �n the center 
of the desk. “It’s been a long t�me s�nce we had Sw�ss steak w�th 
mushroom gravy,” he sa�d. “But I just don’t have the heart to work 
on my book. I can’t concentrate, Irma. After all that’s happened, a 
study of Brahms’s br�dgework doesn’t seem very �mportant.”
 “You mustn’t th�nk that!” She gently touched h�s cheek. 
“You’ve been working on it for over a year. It will be a fine book, 
an �mportant book. You’ll see; �t’ll be well-rece�ved and make a 
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significant contribution! Please don’t lose heart, Theodore. It’s 
your most �mportant scholarsh�p to date, and the world w�ll see 
that.”
 H�s eyes had become m�sty. “I d�dn’t know you felt that way 
about the book,” he sa�d. “You’ve shown so l�ttle �nterest �n my 
work over the years. I’m grateful to know your feel�ngs.”
 “I’ve always been �nterested �n your work, Theodore. I just 
don’t have the techn�cal knowledge to d�scuss �t w�th you. But I’ve 
always bel�eved �n �ts �mportance.”
 He sm�led up at her. “You �nsp�re me, Irma. Perhaps I will 
work on the book. Try to collect my thoughts, focus �n. But these 
distractions have made it so difficult.”
 “It’ll help keep your m�nd off the stress we’re l�v�ng under,” 
she sa�d. “Wh�ch �s why I want to get some good novels to lose 
myself in. I’ll only be gone briefly, and then I’ll get right to the 
k�tchen. When I get back, show me that you’re hard at work.”
 She patted the top of h�s head on h�s l�ttle bald spot and 
slipped the newspaper off the desk with the other hand. “Don’t let 
me down,” she sm�led, mov�ng to the door. “I’ll just change clothes 
and get a shopp�ng bag to carry the books. I’ll keep the car doors 
locked wh�le I dr�ve.”
 She left h�m l�ght�ng h�s p�pe w�th fresh v�gor and went stra�ght 
to the k�tchen. She wadded up the newspaper and tossed �t �nto the 
garbage pa�l, then hurr�ed �nto the ut�l�ty room, where she found 
a box just the r�ght s�ze. From a cupboard she took a quant�ty of 
brown wrapp�ng paper and a roll of ma�l�ng tape. Then to the sew-
�ng room, where she pulled Morr�s’s br�efcase from the pattern 
drawer. W�th a ball-po�nt pen she wrote on a p�ece of blank pa-
per: 

Th�s br�efcase conta�ns the Farr�ngford Cadenza 
stolen in Baltimore. Do with it as you will. 

A fr�end.

She taped the paper to the br�efcase, put the br�efcase �nto the 
box, wrapped the box �n brown paper, and taped �t securely. She 
sl�d the package �nto her opaque plast�c shopp�ng bag, went up-
stairs briefly to put on a long-sleeved sweater, then came down 
and marched past the study door to the coat closet. “I’ll see you 
later,” she called. Her husband barely looked up from h�s papers: 
“Hurry back.” And she was gone.
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 At the l�brary, she looked up ‘Farr�ngford’ �n the New York C�ty 
telephone d�rectory, found Anton’s address �n Queens, and pr�nt-
ed �t on the outs�de of the package w�th her pen. Then she browsed 
for a b�t, selected several books, and checked them out. Off to the 
post office, where she had the package weighed and stamped. She 
decided to send it first-class, its importance befitting the expense. 
And when it was gone, entrusted to the implacable efficiency of 
the US Ma�ls, she heaved a great s�gh of rel�ef.
 Away, foul thing! Do your bloody damage somewhere else! 
Morr�s she hadn’t known; Stephan�e she’d come to know too well. 
Not that she was happy that Stephan�e had been k�lled: that was 
truly awful. But she wasn’t the least b�t sorry that Stephan�e was 
gone. She’d had her fling in New Haven, her jolly tennis on long 
summer afternoons. Now Theodore was l�berated, free to concen-
trate on h�s po�ntless, dreary scholarsh�p. And she Irma would see 
to �t that he wasn’t d�stracted from �t ever aga�n. She was humm�ng 
softly to herself as she turned the car toward the supermarket to 
get the beef and mushrooms: “Come To Me, Bend To Me”—a song 
from Brigadoon. And she already knew wh�ch novel �n her shop-
ping bag would be the first she’d read.

 When Trntl returned to the hotel a l�ttle after four, she found 
Carol already �n the�r room. And w�th her—pr�mly elegant �n a ta�-
lored tweed suit, mauve shirt with large gold cufflinks, and blue 
s�lk t�e—Peter Sh�pley Abbott. (Oh hell, thought Trntl, what’s he 
do�ng here?)
 He’d been loung�ng �n a cha�r, sleek as a cat, w�th one elbow on 
the wr�t�ng table. As she stood gawk�ng �n the doorway, he l�thely 
rose to greet her, and, casually sl�pp�ng h�s r�ght hand �nto h�s coat 
pocket, gave her a t�ght l�ttle bow. “Ah, M�ss Trntl. Good to see 
you aga�n. Mrs. Brown and I have been hav�ng a most �nterest�ng 
chat.”
 She hung up her coat �n the closet. “What br�ngs you to 
Balt�more?”
 “I’ve been commissioned by Mr. Dinch to see what progress 
you’ve made �n d�scover�ng the cadenza’s whereabouts. I had 
some personal bus�ness here, and S�las sa�d that s�nce I was com-
�ng anyway, I should stop by and see you.”
 “If you’ve read today’s paper,” sa�d Trntl, “�t should be appar-
ent that th�ngs have become cons�derably more compl�cated.”
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 “Yes, I saw both the New York and Balt�more papers. The ac-
count of the murder of the Simms girl is shocking. Mr. Dinch finds 
all th�s publ�c�ty and sensat�onal�sm regard�ng the cadenza alto-
gether deplorable. And I must say that I agree w�th h�m: the d�s-
covery of the cadenza should have been an occas�on of un�versal 
rejo�c�ng.”
 “If and when we recover the manuscr�pt,” Trntl sa�d t�redly, 
“the publ�c�ty and sensat�onal�sm w�ll probably �ncrease sales.” 
She stopped herself and backtracked. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have 
sa�d that. I’m very t�red; been �nterv�ew�ng people all afternoon. I 
need a dr�nk.”
 Abbott seemed prepared to let �t pass. “I understand; you’ve 
surely been under a lot of strain. Mrs. Brown has filled me in on 
the other th�ngs that have happened.”
 Trntl shot Carol a search�ng look, and Carol responded w�th 
a slow, �ron�c w�nk. Trntl nodded acknowledgment; and, feel�ng 
relieved, dipped into the freshly filled ice bucket and poured her-
self a weak Scotch. “When d�d you leave New York?” she asked 
Abbott.
 “Th�s morn�ng, as soon as �t became clear that we weren’t go-
�ng to get a second call regard�ng the ransom. I took the Metrol�ner 
down and came stra�ght to the hotel. I’m stay�ng �n Room 603.”
 “Oh,” sa�d Trntl, “just down the hall.”
 “My bus�ness here may take a couple of days—though I do 
have a concert �n Ph�ladelph�a th�s weekend. S�nce I knew you were 
stay�ng at the Cavend�sh and I wanted to see you, �t seemed conve-
n�ent to use th�s hotel.” (The better to keep an eye on us, thought 
Trntl.) “Though I must say,” he added w�th a tone of d�staste, “the 
accommodat�ons seem only med�ocre at best. Adequate, but only 
barely.”
 “It’s where Mr. Dinch put us up,” said Trntl. “You were lucky 
to catch us. We’ve both been out conduct�ng �nterv�ews. I take �t 
Mr. Dinch hasn’t received any further instructions this afternoon 
about pay�ng the ransom?”
 “When I arr�ved, I called h�m to see �f anyth�ng had happened 
s�nce I left the c�ty. Not a word. He’s gett�ng qu�te concerned. 
While I was in his office, Clara Farringford called from Boston to 
�nqu�re �f there’d been a further ransom demand. She was horr�bly 
upset by the S�mms g�rl’s murder, and she’s certain the cadenza’s 
been destroyed.”
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 Trntl sw�rled the �ce �n her dr�nk. “As Carol undoubtedly told 
you, we don’t know where the manuscr�pt �s at the moment, but 
there’s no reason to assume �t’s been destroyed.”
 “I’m rel�eved to hear that.” Abbott went to the bed, where h�s 
hat, overcoat, and leather gloves were ly�ng. He drew a s�lver c�ga-
rette case from the coat pocket and lit up a Turkish oval. “Do you 
have some concrete bas�s for your bel�ef? or �s �t only suppos�-
t�on?”
 “No ev�dent�ary proof,” Trntl answered—�n what Carol d�s-
cerned was a fa�ntly mock�ng tone—“but �t seems unl�kely that 
people who’ve gone to such lengths to obta�n �t would throw the�r 
�nvestment away.”
 “I surm�se you th�nk �t’s st�ll �n Balt�more,” he sa�d. “Would 
you m�nd �f a had a s�p of your wh�skey?”—�nd�cat�ng the bottle on 
the dresser. (I thought you’d never ask, Trntl s�ghed.)
 “Help yourself. Yes, we th�nk �t’s st�ll �n Balt�more.” 
 Abbott went to the dresser and carefully unwrapped one of 
the hotel’s plastic cups. “I never use ice.” He filled the cup with 
Scotch. “And I don’t usually dr�nk Johnn�e Walker Red Label—I’m 
sure �t w�ll be a treat.” He returned to the wr�t�ng table, arranged 
h�mself �n the cha�r w�th prec�se del�berat�on (exactly as though 
he were bu�ld�ng a nest, Trntl thought), and crossed h�s legs. Trntl 
dec�ded to �gnore h�m and gave Carol a report of her �nterv�ews 
w�th Eggleston, Adcock, Mrs. Gresham, and the Pett�grews. “No 
suggest�ons of other close fr�ends w�th whom Stephan�e m�ght 
have left the manuscr�pt,” she concluded. “But the Pett�grews are 
warned to be on guard, and Adcock has the letters.”
 Carol nodded. “I d�dn’t learn much at the Inst�tute. I talked 
to several faculty members and a couple of students who knew 
Stephan�e. No one could th�nk of any close fr�ends bes�des Morr�s 
and Pett�grew. One faculty member, a Professor Markow�tz, who 
teaches theory, knew her fa�rly well—but only as a student she re-
spected.”
 “I guess I d�dn’t th�nk we’d learn much,” Trntl sa�d. “To be on 
the safe s�de, I suppose we have to assume that the k�llers have the 
manuscr�pt. But we’re agreed, aren’t we, that �t appears that there 
are others bes�des the k�llers and ourselves who are after �t?”
 Carol nodded. “Some th�ngs have happened that can’t be ex-
pla�ned �n any other way.”
 Th�s exchange evoked an �mmed�ate response from Abbott. 
“Others bes�des the ransomers and ourselves?”
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 “At least one other group,” sa�d Trntl. “I don’t know who they 
are or what they plan to do w�th the cadenza �f they get �t.”
 “That’s very disturbing.” Abbott set down his cup. “Dinch has 
learned that B. F. Cleavenger & Sons, in Los Angeles, are so ex-
tremely �nterested �n the s�tuat�on they’ve created a task force to 
mon�tor events.”
 Trntl, having read the Cleavenger dossier supplied by Dinch, 
accepted this at face value. But, more to the point: “Does Cleavenger 
have agents �n Balt�more?”
 “Dinch is sure of it. But he always assumes the worst. Oh! that 
rem�nds me: he sa�d that he’d also learned that one of Cameron 
Stewart’s New York sales managers has unaccountably d�sap-
peared.”
 “Maybe he’s tak�ng a spr�ng vacat�on,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Dinch thinks he’s gone underground.” Abbott shrugged, dis-
m�ss�ng the subject, and returned to h�s dr�nk.
 The man �n the gray trenchcoat? thought Trntl. The people 
who beat up F�negold? Scarface, Mustache, and Marco. She’d al-
ready gone through the photos �n the doss�ers and found no one 
who looked remotely l�ke the man �n the gray trenchcoat. More 
puzzl�ng st�ll, he no longer seemed to be follow�ng her. She hadn’t 
seen him since losing him in the twisting streets north of Druid 
H�ll Park. Maybe he was still there. If Dinch’s competitors pos-
sessed the �ntell�gence networks the doss�ers cla�med, then of 
course they’d have known of her role as pr�vate �nvest�gator long 
before th�s morn�ng’s news spelled everyth�ng out for folks who 
didn’t have a network.
 To top off her frustrat�ons, even though Gray Trenchcoat was 
no longer �n ev�dence, she st�ll had the eer�e sense that she was 
being followed. She’d never rejected the possibility that Dinch had 
sent h�s own agents down to see that she was do�ng her job. L�ke 
th�s man fac�ng me �n my own room, dr�nk�ng my wh�skey, she 
thought.
 Carol asked, “Has Dinch learned whether any other publish-
ers have created cadenza squads?”
 “If so, he hasn’t confided in me,” said Abbott. He studied 
his fingernails, one eyebrow raised. “Naturally, I want Lunner & 
Dinch to be the ones to publish it. But—if I may speak frankly—de-
sp�te my loyalty to S�las, my ch�ef concern �s that �t be publ�shed 
by someone—just so �t’s made ava�lable to the world. My greatest 
fear’s that �t’ll be destroyed.”
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 The phone rang, startl�ng them all.
 Trntl sw�tched on the tape recorder and answered “Hello” 
w�thout g�v�ng her name.
 A man’s vo�ce: “Who am I speak�ng to?”
 “Who do you w�sh to speak to?”
 A sl�ght pause. “n—f—t—r—n—t—l.”
 Her best recept�on�st’s vo�ce: “Who’s call�ng please?”
 “A fr�end w�th �mportant �nformat�on about the Farr�ngford 
Cadenza.” 
 On the ninth floor, Chip, listening at the black box, winked at 
Marco.
 Cover�ng the mouthp�ece, Trntl told Carol �n a small wh�sper 
what was up and gave her the rece�ver.
 “Hello,” sa�d Carol. “N. F. Trntl speak�ng. How can I help 
you?”
 “Jesus Christ,” said Marco, “she’s changed her voice!”
 “It’s that other dame that’s living with her,” said Chip. “Shut 
up.”
 Carol’s quest�on seemed to have nonplused the caller. After 
another br�ef pause, he sa�d: “No, lady, �t’s how I can help you. 
You want the Farr�ngford Cadenza, r�ght? Well, I know how you 
can get �t.”
 “How?” sa�d Carol.
 “I’m not gonna talk about �t over the phone. The man that’s 
got �t wants to get r�d of �t. There’s been too much publ�c�ty. You 
meet me, and I’ll see that you get �t.”
 “How do I know you’re on the level?”
 “You gotta trust me. Look, you want the cadenza, dontcha? 
Th�s’ll be your only chance.”
 “All r�ght. Where shall I meet you?”
 “At e�ght-th�rty ton�ght, take a cab to the corner of Fayette 
and Monroe. Come alone. If you br�ng anybody else, the deal’s 
off. When you reach the corner, get r�dda the cab. There’s a pay 
phone �n the m�ddle of the block. Be there at n�ne sharp. When the 
phone r�ngs, answer �t, and you’ll get more �nstruct�ons then. If 
you aren’t there to answer the call, the deal’s off.”
 He hung up. Carol reversed the tape and replayed the whole 
conversat�on for Trntl and Abbott. “Good,” Trntl nodded. “you 
got h�m to talk a lot, and we’ve got a good sample of h�s speech 
patterns. The voice doesn’t sound disguised or muffled. Not 
Balt�morean: more l�ke New York or New Jersey.”
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 Abbott, fidgeting with excitement: “Is he serious? Will he give 
you the cadenza?”
 “Hard to say,” sa�d Trntl. “If Stephan�e’s k�ller has �t, I can’t 
see h�m g�v�ng �t up just because publ�c�ty has made �t too hot to 
handle. If one of Dinch’s competitors has it, I can see why they’d 
want to get r�d of �t. The call may be a hoax—occas�oned by some 
nut finding my name in the paper and learning my purpose for be-
�ng here, stay�ng at a local hotel.” (She d�dn’t bel�eve th�s.) “Or, �t 
may be a trap.” (Far more l�kely.)
 “A trap?” It caught Abbott �n m�d-swallow, and he set h�s dr�nk 
down hurr�edly.
 “Sure,” said Trntl, “it’s quite possible that somebody’s finding 
me a pa�n �n the ass.”
 “Are you go�ng to meet th�s person?” Abbott asked. “It seems 
such a r�sk.”
 “It’s my job,” sa�d Trntl. “I can’t refuse to make an effort to 
recover the cadenza when an opportunity’s offered.” (Damn! With 
Abbott as a w�tness to the call, she had no cho�ce �n the matter. If 
she turned down the “offer” s�mply because �t m�ght be spur�ous, 
or a trap, Abbott would smugly report to Dinch that she hadn’t 
done everyth�ng �n her power to recla�m the cadenza.) “But I w�ll 
take precaut�ons,” she added. “Carol, you should probably follow 
my cab �n the car.”
 “I was go�ng to �ns�st on �t,” sa�d Carol.
 “I’m wondering if I should let Detective Adcock know about 
th�s new development. He m�ght want to stake out the telephone 
booth and see what happens.”
 Carol nodded. “Though we’ve no proof that th�s caller �s con-
nected w�th the murders of Morr�s and Stephan�e, I th�nk you 
should call Adcock and tell h�m you’ve been contacted. Repeat 
what the caller sa�d. Let Adcock dec�de �f he wants to do any-
th�ng.”
 “I don’t want h�m �nterfer�ng,” sa�d Trntl. “St�ll, �t m�ght ga�n 
me some brown�e po�nts �f I have to work w�th h�m �n the future.”

 Across the hall in the newly-acquired Room 610, Jerry had 
just sat down to enjoy his sackful of hamburgers and fries, when 
his phone rang. It was Chip, in 917, calling to report the message 
Trntl had just received. But Chip had said no more than three 
words when Marco shouted in the background: “Hang up! She’s 
using her phone again!”—and Jerry’s line went dead.
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 After a long delay, Detective Adcock came on the line. Trntl 
recounted her anonymous call, and Adcock sa�d dr�ly, “I’m glad 
you’re stay�ng �n touch, M�ss Trntl. Now, accord�ng to your theory 
of the S�mms murder, �t m�ght be very dangerous for you to go out 
and meet th�s person. What do you �ntend to do?”
 “I’m go�ng. My job’s to get the cadenza back. I’d be derel�ct 
and unprofess�onal �f I d�dn’t pursue a prom�s�ng lead.”
 “Are you ask�ng for pol�ce protect�on?”
 “I don’t feel �t’s my place to ask for pol�ce protect�on. I’m s�m-
ply �nform�ng you of th�s new development and lett�ng you know 
that I’ll be at the corner of Fayette and Monroe at n�ne. I w�ll say 
th�s: �f the meet�ng should result �n the cadenza’s be�ng turned 
over to me, I don’t want the pol�ce �nterfer�ng w�th the transac-
t�on.”
 “M�ss Trntl, �n v�ew of the letters you gave us, I’m afra�d the 
manuscr�pt w�ll have to be regarded as mater�al ev�dence �n a 
murder �nvest�gat�on.”
 She swore under her breath, thought rap�dly. “I understand 
your pos�t�on. I would ask that, �f you do �mpound the manuscr�pt, 
I be allowed to del�ver photocop�es of �t to my cl�ents.”
 “I’d have to th�nk about that,” sa�d Adcock, “and consult w�th 
my super�ors.”
 What a pr�ck! she thought. He was clearly enjoy�ng th�s. 
 “Well,” she sa�d, “I’ve told you what I’m go�ng to do.”
 After a long pause, Adcock sa�d, “I’m not free to come my-
self. I’ll see if I can get Detective Price to be there in an unmarked 
car.”
 “Thanks,” sa�d Trntl. So much for brown�e po�nts.

 “Now the cops are �n on �t,” Ch�p sa�d to Marco. “Th�s could 
be the b�g one.” He called Jerry �n Room 6�0 and reported what 
they’d just heard.
 “I’ll take the blue car,” Jerry sa�d, “and be wa�t�ng at the cor-
ner when she arr�ves. You guys follow her cab �n the brown car. If 
th�s �s on the up and up, we deal ourselves �nto the game.”
 Ch�p sa�d, “Synchron�ze watches. I have 5:07.”
 “In synch,” sa�d Jerry. “By the way, all Trntl d�d th�s after-
noon was go to Stephan�e’s apartment house and to Professor 
Pettigrew’s. Did you get the Chief’s classified ad into the paper?”
 “Should be �n the morn�ng ed�t�on.”
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 “Wa�t—they’re open�ng the�r door. Just a m�nute.” Ch�p heard 
the rece�ver clunk onto a hard surface, and he doodled �mpat�ently 
on h�s pad for forty-three seconds by h�s sweep second-hand. He 
could v�sual�ze Jerry peer�ng through the bubble-peephole. Then 
Jerry was back. “There’s some guy w�th them �n a fur-collared coat 
and fur hat. I don’t know where he came from. They’re argu�ng 
about where to eat supper.”
 “Follow them. They’ll probably come back here before Trntl 
has to meet the Man. But �f they don’t, let us know, and we’ll l�nk 
up w�th you at the phone booth.”
 Ch�p hung up and reported to Marco, who l�stened �ntently 
wh�le crack�ng h�s knuckles. Black ha�r sp�raled from h�s sh�rt cuffs 
to cover the backs of h�s beefy hands. “It’s about t�me,” Marco sa�d 
when Chip had finished. “Some action at last. But now we got the 
cops to deal w�th—and maybe a whole organ�zat�on, too. I th�nk 
we should take some equ�pment.” He turned and hauled a black 
satchel from the closet.
 “And we’d better get some supper, too,” sa�d Ch�p. “We may 
be need�ng lots of energy.”
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Chapter  15
 At the elevator, the argument was finally winding down. 
Abbott’s vo�ce had taken on a pla�nt�ve tone: “But when I come to 
Balt�more, I always eat at Haussner’s.”
 “You can eat wherever you l�ke,” sa�d Trntl. “We’re eat�ng �n 
the hotel coffee shop.”
 “The coffee shop?” She’d thought that would frost h�m. Trntl 
and Carol had th�ngs to d�scuss, and one of the �tems was Abbott’s 
presence �n Balt�more. 
 But he threw a curve: “Look,” he said quickly. “Don’t worry 
about the expense account. I’ll buy your d�nners. You can be my 
guests at Haussner’s.”
 “We couldn’t allow you to do that,” Carol responded, just as 
qu�ckly. “We apprec�ate the offer, but—really—we have to ma�n-
ta�n our profess�onal �ndependence.” She wasn’t sure what th�s 
last phrase meant (�t just popped out), but the p�an�st took �t as 
an adequate explanat�on. As the elevator arr�ved and the door sl�d 
open, he began pull�ng off h�s fur-l�ned gloves. “All r�ght, then, all 
r�ght,” he sa�d, w�th a martyr’s res�gnat�on, “the coffee shop �t w�ll 
have to be. I presume they do have crabs?”

 Reverently, w�th hands as gentle as a lover’s, V�ctor Zyzynsk� 
placed on the turntable Farr�ngford’s F�fth Concerto as played 
by Rosamond Foxe. He cleaned the stylus w�th four strokes of a 
camel’s ha�r brush and tapped the start button. Wh�le the trom-
bones and kettledrums filled the room with their somber fanfare, 
he crossed to the marble-topped bar and made h�mself a wh�skey 
sour.
 The drums and brass qu�ntet gave way to cellos and basses �n a 
majest�c r�s�ng ser�es of decept�ve cadences, th�s qu�ckly followed 
by the same progress�ons echoed success�vely, �n canon—and w�th 
ever-�ncreas�ng tempo—by the bassoons, clar�nets, oboes, and 
violins. Zyzynski stood transfixed, sipping his drink and beating 
time with two fingers. What a splendid opening! the harmonic 
�rresolut�ons bu�ld�ng, cl�mb�ng to a frenz�ed cl�max. And—now! 
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the v�ol�ns tremolo, for a moment of almost unbearable tens�on, 
followed by an exqu�s�te melody �n two parts, a d�alogue between 
French horns and v�olas underscored by plucked str�ngs �n the cel-
los. Zyzynsk� closed h�s eyes and let the mus�c take h�m.
 The melody arched and soared, l�ke a suspens�on br�dge vault-
�ng over smooth water, profound �n �ts s�mpl�c�ty of l�ne, but subtly 
contoured and textured w�th muted embell�shments �n harp and 
flute. Clarinets and violins took over the melody (with flutes in 
counterpo�nt), the p�zz�cato bass slyly syncopat�ng �nto a mazurka 
rhythm; and then—almost unnoticeable at first—the piano began 
�ns�nuat�ng �tself �nto the melod�c l�ne, thread�ng an �ntr�cate em-
bro�dery through, among, around the notes of the ma�n theme; 
�n�t�ally as accompan�ment, then gradually as full partner �n the 
melodic development, finally vanquishing the violins to freely 
carry on �ts own duet w�th the clar�nets—t�ll, leap�ng solo over the 
syncopated bass, �t asserted �ts own full statement of the theme.
 Zyzynsk� dug h�s toes �nto the carpet. O Rosamond! your 
touch—so loving and sure. Definitive. Crisp. Your fingers, strong 
but infinitely gentle, authoritative—yet sensual—in caressing and 
strok�ng the keys!
 He hurr�ed to a deep leather cha�r pos�t�oned at a w�ndow 
overlook�ng Central Park. Far to the west beyond the park’s dark 
expanse, the spangle of c�ty l�ghts stretched to the Hudson. The 
n�ght sky reta�ned one d�m swash of the descended sun. He took a 
c�gar from the hum�dor bes�de the cha�r, cl�pped the end, and l�t �t 
slowly, rotating the end one inch above the flame.
 In just e�ght days—March ��, c�rcled �n h�s pocket calendar—
Rosamond Foxe would be featured solo�st w�th the Metropol�tan 
Symphony. Play�ng Farr�ngford’s Second Concerto—the one glory 
�n a program of dull orchestral stuff by Mozart, Mendelssohn, and 
Brahms. What joy to see Rosamond, flushed with success, bare-
armed in her floor-length gown, dark hair shimmering beneath 
the spotl�ghts, grac�ously queenl�ke, engulfed �n applause!
 He’d been eagerly look�ng forward to th�s n�ght for a full 
year. While the Board of Directors was scheduling the current 
season, he’d been the one to suggest Foxe for P�ano N�ght, and, 
w�th the help of Morgan Lat�mer and Mrs. Sternberg, had gath-
ered enough votes to overwhelm the oppos�t�on who wanted Peter 
Sh�pley Abbott (who’d have to wa�t t�ll next year, pompous toad). 
Rosamond’s concert would br�ng the season to a close; and follow-
�ng the performance, a recept�on, w�th a celebratory buffet, would 
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be held for her in the Gold Room on the top floor of Symphony 
Hall. There he would bask �n her presence. Savor�ng her nearness. 
Hearing her voice. Smelling her scent. And finding a way, an op-
portun�ty, an excuse, to touch, �f only for a moment,—oh ecsta-
sy!—her warm and yielding flesh.
 Bitterly he begrudged the presence of the other Directors, the 
�nv�ted patrons of the Symphony, the crowd of mus�cal celebr�t�es 
w�th the�r loathsome hangers-on. The even�ng ought to be h�s and 
hers alone. But, by God, this t�me he’d manage to get her off by 
herself—just the two of them together. This time he’d find a way.
 He’d been phys�cally close to her on seven occas�ons—always 
�n these abom�nable soc�al sett�ngs. Never had he gotten as close 
as he’d wanted: always there’d been crowds of people �n the way—
gush�ng well-w�shers, fawn�ng adm�rers, possess�ve cr�t�cs, dense 
public officials, nasty autograph hounds. Once, in April 1979, at a 
formal banquet honor�ng the e�ght�eth b�rthday of conductor S�r 
Samuel Poindexter, he’d been seated sufficiently close to her to 
smell her perfume.
 But between h�m and Rosamond at the long table, the seat�ng 
arrangement had placed a major obstacle: Peter Sh�pley Abbott. 
And asshole Abbott, pursu�ng h�s own lustful des�gns, had mo-
nopol�zed Rosamond throughout the meal. As Zyzynsk�’s frustra-
tion mounted, he had to fight the urge to stab a fork into Abbott’s 
th�gh, or t�p a bowl of hot turkey soup �nto h�s crotch. But, �n th�s 
case, frustrat�on was the mother of �nvent�on; and as the meal 
dragged on, he succeeded �n adro�tly maneuver�ng h�s salad bowl 
so as to soak Abbott’s coat sleeve w�th cream garl�c dress�ng.
 On these seven occas�ons, he’d been near enough to observe 
the firm and pliant textures of Rosamond’s skin, the dark peach-
fuzz down on the backs of her arms; to revel �n the fullness of her 
l�ps, her v�vac�ous eyes, her laughter and melod�ous R�chmond ac-
cent. On these occas�ons, stand�ng near her, he’d fantas�ze grasp-
�ng her �n h�s arms and pull�ng her to h�m. And—y�eld�ng, melt�ng 
�nto h�s embrace, clos�ng her eyes and t�lt�ng back her head, full 
l�ps parted, mo�st and gl�sten�ng—she’d wh�sper, “Oh, V�ctor! I’ve 
waited so long! Take me! I’m yours!” And finally, at long last, the 
man �n h�m would r�se and stand, and he Zyzynsk� would aga�n 
prevail, proving yet again the maxim: The last shall be first—
 A d�screet cough beh�nd h�s cha�r. “Excuse me, s�r.” It was 
W�lson, h�s valet. “The telephone: Mr. Meggs on the l�ne. W�ll you 
take the call?”
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 Zyzynsk� hunched forward and cleared h�s throat. “Yes, of 
course. Always at home to Mr. Meggs.”
 W�lson plugged a telephone �nto the wall and went away. “Th�s 
is Mr. Meggs.” A flat, featureless voice. “I have a response to your 
dealers’ query.”
 Zyzynsk� ra�sed h�s eyebrows. “That d�dn’t take long.”
 “It came as a message to Client 1-Primus-Triple-A from D. H. 
Van Voort, here �n New York. I quote: ‘Regard�ng your express�on 
of �nterest �n acqu�r�ng newly d�scovered manuscr�pts of p�ano 
mus�c that have come onto the market: another cl�ent has contact-
ed me express�ng s�m�lar �nterest, say�ng that he w�ll pay top dol-
lar for the Farr�ngford Cadenza should �t become ava�lable. Th�s 
cl�ent �s rel�able and of long stand�ng, and I thought I should br�ng 
the matter to your attent�on. Should I be �n a pos�t�on to offer such 
an �tem, I would be pa�nfully torn �n my loyalt�es to two greatly 
esteemed and valued cl�ents. Please adv�se.’ End of quote.”
 Zyzynsk� groped for h�s wh�skey sour. “Th�s �s very unusual. 
Van Voort doesn’t ment�on h�s transact�ons or h�s cl�ents to th�rd 
part�es. That’s why he has cl�ents. Is he do�ng th�s as a favor to me 
for hav�ng been a steady customer? Or �s he actually �n possess�on 
of the cadenza and try�ng to jack up the pr�ce for sale to the h�gh-
est b�dder? I want you to ask h�m d�rectly, Mr. Meggs, whether he 
now has the cadenza. If he does, tell h�m that I w�ll pay top dol-
lar.”
 “Very well,” sa�d Mr. Meggs.
 “And �f he doesn’t have the cadenza, but some other cl�ent 
has been mak�ng �nqu�r�es about �t, I’m very �nterested to know 
who.”
 “Van Voort keeps all h�s cl�ent relat�onsh�ps �n the str�ctest 
confidence,” said Mr. Meggs.
 “I know, I know. And I certa�nly wouldn’t want �t any other 
way.” Zyzynsk� puffed thoughtfully at h�s c�gar, and Mr. Meggs 
wa�ted s�lently for h�m to cont�nue. When he d�d, he chose h�s 
words w�th care: “Yet I would very much l�ke to know who th�s 
other person �s who wants the Farr�ngford Cadenza—�f not h�s 
�dent�ty, at least a not�on of what h�s resources are, the degree of 
h�s determ�nat�on to have �t. It’s compet�t�on, Mr. Meggs, and I 
always need to gauge the power of the oppos�t�on.”
 “I understand,” sa�d Mr. Meggs.
 “It’s poss�ble that he’s already act�vely pursu�ng the matter �n 
Balt�more. That’s a most d�squ�et�ng thought.” He took a s�p of h�s 
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dr�nk, three puffs on the c�gar. “Contact Van Voort aga�n. Tell h�m 
that Cl�ent �-Pr�mus-Tr�ple-A �s sens�t�ve to the unusual nature 
of the present s�tuat�on. That I’m prepared to pay top dollar, but 
that I would apprec�ate meet�ng th�s other cl�ent—h�mself, not an 
agent—�f �t would be poss�ble for Van Voort to arrange �t. A pr�-
vate meet�ng, w�th anonym�ty assured, and the str�ctest secur�ty 
enforced. I’ll expect h�s answer tomorrow n�ght as to whether such 
a conference can be held.”
 “Str�ctest secur�ty,” sa�d Mr. Meggs. “Anonym�ty of both par-
t�es to be assured.”
 “You can also tell Van Voort that Cl�ent �-Pr�mus-Tr�ple-A 
understands the eth�cal constra�nts he’s work�ng under, that I re-
spect h�s profess�onal �ntegr�ty and reputat�on. But that I would be 
very much obliged �f he could conv�nce h�s other cl�ent that such a 
meet�ng would be to our mutual advantage.”
 “I’ll report back tomorrow n�ght,” sa�d Mr. Meggs.
 Zyzynsk� hung up and brooded for the rema�nder of h�s c�gar 
about the �mpl�cat�ons of th�s new development, try�ng to see �f 
and how it fit in with what Marco, Jerry, and Chip had reported 
earl�er �n the even�ng.
 Now there were two murders �nvolv�ng the cadenza. Trntl 
bel�eved that Tony Scaevola had been hold�ng �t for ransom. But 
Dinch had not received a follow-up ransom call this morning. 
Tony’s apartment was empty, the cadenza was not there, and Tony 
seemed to have van�shed. S�nce Trntl had told the pol�ce about 
Tony, presumably they were after h�m, too. But the pol�ce must 
not, through some ghastly fluke, be the ones to recover the ca-
denza. If Tony d�dn’t have �t, who d�d?
 What �f someone else ent�rely—another Collector, say—had 
k�lled S�mms and was now �n possess�on of the cadenza? A thought 
so pa�nful, so nauseat�ng that he hurr�ed on. Or a dealer, perhaps? 
Van Voort? The uncerta�nty, the enforced �nact�v�ty, the real�za-
t�on that th�ngs were out of h�s control were s�mply �ntolerable. He 
slugged back the rest of h�s dr�nk and went to the bar for another.
 The tr�ple harp gl�ssando alerted h�m to the beg�nn�ng of the 
concerto’s th�rd movement. F�ve t�mpan� strokes. A br�ef chorale 
for trumpets and horns. And then the tornado of dense p�ano 
chords played presto ag�tato that �ntroduced the ma�n theme. 
He leaned aga�nst the wall and once aga�n closed h�s eyes. Ah, 
Rosamond! those fingers could perform the impossible! work 
m�racles! return the dead to l�fe!



�95

x  x  x
 
 When they’d finished eating, they returned to Trntl’s room to 
make last-m�nute preparat�ons for her meet�ng w�th the anony-
mous caller. No sooner had they entered when Peter Sh�pley 
Abbott declared: “I �ns�st on com�ng along. My �nterest �n the safe 
return of the cadenza �s as great as yours—�f not greater. And I 
would rem�nd you that I am here as the representat�ve of both 
Lunner & Dinch and the Farringford family.” (Shit! shit! shit! 
thought Trntl.)
 She sa�d: “It’s not usual for cl�ents and the�r representat�ves to 
take part �n act�ons they’ve h�red detect�ve agenc�es to do.”
 “Th�s �s a h�ghly unusual c�rcumstance,” sa�d Abbott. He was 
go�ng to stand h�s ground, no doubt about �t. What a drag.
 “There may be danger,” sa�d Carol.
 “I’m w�ll�ng to r�sk �t,” Abbott sa�d, arms ak�mbo, thumbs 
hooked �nto the pockets of h�s vest. “It’s the least I can do.”
 “Danger aside,” said Trntl, “has it occurred to you that you 
m�ght s�mply be �n the way?”
 “Has �t occurred to you,” he rejo�ned hotly, “that �f—through 
some horr�d acc�dent or wanton act�on on the part of the th�eves—
the manuscr�pt should be damaged or destroyed, you’d want some 
reliable witness to give Dinch and the family a faithful account of 
what happened?”
 Th�s just about pushed her over the edge. It was only w�th the 
greatest exert�on of w�ll that she avo�ded curs�ng aloud. The stare 
she gave h�m caused h�m to moderate h�s tone: “I’m only offer�ng 
you my serv�ces,” he sa�d, “to be of whatever mater�al help I can. 
Assum�ng that you do obta�n what purports to be the cadenza, I 
daresay that I’m one of the best qualified people anywhere to ver-
�fy �ts authent�c�ty. It’s ent�rely poss�ble that whoever has the real 
cadenza would try to put you off the scent by g�v�ng you a fake. I 
know the F�fth Concerto. I know Farr�ngford’s holograph, and h�s 
hab�ts of compos�t�on and mus�cal notat�on. I’d be able to tell �n a 
moment �f the manuscr�pt was genu�ne, or �f someone was try�ng 
to tr�ck you.”
 Trntl was �rr�tated that Abbott had thought of th�s wh�le she 
herself hadn’t. Tr�ckery was a d�st�nct poss�b�l�ty, part�cularly �n 
v�ew of the unexpla�ned happen�ngs that cont�nued to percolate 
through and around the Tony Scaevola connect�on. For Trntl and 
Associates triumphantly to present Silas Dinch with a bogus ca-
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denza would be a major embarrassment which the firm might not 
surv�ve.
 “You have a good po�nt there,” she told Abbott. He acknowl-
edged her concess�on w�th a curt bob of h�s head and a l�ttle bow. 
Turn�ng to Carol, she sa�d, “Abbott can r�de w�th you. Follow my 
cab at a su�table d�stance, and then, when we get to the phone 
booth, play �t by ear. I’d better take my gun.” She went to the su�t-
case, dug out her Smith & Wesson .38 Special, and placed it care-
fully �n her leather handbag.
 Abbott blanched but sa�d noth�ng.
 Carol remarked, “If I’d known we’d be gett�ng �nto these k�nds 
of act�v�t�es, I’d have brought the b�noculars and camera when I 
came down. All you wanted was a change of cloth�ng, the tape re-
corder, and a toothbrush.”
 Turn�ng her back on Abbott, Trntl sa�d “It’s hard to plan for all 
cont�ngenc�es.”
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Chapter  16
 At 8:53 the cab let Trntl off at the des�gnated corner. She pa�d 
the dr�ver and watched h�m leave. Look�ng back the way they’d 
come, she saw Carol and Abbott pull �nto a park�ng space a block 
away. Ins�de the phone booth, a young woman was talk�ng an�-
matedly. Stand�ng near the door to �nd�cate she wanted to use the 
phone, Trntl took the occas�on of her wa�t to get the lay of the 
land. Only a few people on the s�dewalk �n th�s block and the next. 
A bag woman, scarf cover�ng her head, huddled on a bench at the 
bus stop. Eat�ng someth�ng—a sandw�ch? No s�gn of an unmarked 
police car containing Detective Price. “Well,” she said, “so much 
for that.” 
 Trntl’s watch sa�d one m�nute t�ll n�ne. The woman �n the 
booth seemed to have no �ntent�on of end�ng her conversat�on. 
W�th the edge of a quarter, Trntl tapped on the glass door.
 At the rhythm�c cl�nk�ng, the woman turned to look at her, 
shooed her away w�th a sw�ft hand gesture, then sw�veled back 
and resumed talk�ng. N�ne o’clock. Trntl tapped aga�n. The wom-
an swung her head around and pushed the door open a crack: 
“Whatcha want?”
 “Excuse me,” Trntl sa�d. “I’m expect�ng a call on that phone at 
n�ne.”
 The woman sa�d “L�sten, my man’s hav�n’ a cr�s�s!”, closed the 
door, and resumed talk�ng.
 Trntl paced nervously back and forth, glanc�ng at her watch. 
Now the young woman was do�ng more l�sten�ng than talk�ng. 
9:0�. Trntl tapped the glass aga�n. The woman frowned at her, 
then wh�pped the door open. Before she could speak, Trntl sa�d: 
“L�sten, I’m hav�ng a cr�s�s! An �mportant call was to come through 
two m�nutes ago.”
 The young woman glared at her �n exasperat�on, and turned 
back to the phone. “Roosevelt, there’s a lady here who needs to use 
the phone. Just don’t let ’em �n, honey, and I’ll call ya r�ght back.” 
Roosevelt ev�dently had someth�ng else to say, and �t was a mo-
ment more before the woman could hang up. Trntl sa�d “Thanks” 
as the woman came out of the booth, and then had the sat�sfact�on 
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of hear�ng the phone r�ng. She stepped �nto the booth and l�fted 
the rece�ver. The young woman stood �mpat�ently just outs�de the 
door.
 The New York/New Jersey vo�ce sa�d: “Who �s th�s?”
 “N. F. Trntl.”
 “I can see you. You can’t see me. Did you come alone?”
 “If you can see me, you can see that I’m alone.”
 “In a m�nute, another cab’ll be along. It’ll stop for you; get �n 
and tell the dr�ver to take you out Freder�ck to Wood�ngton; have 
h�m turn north on Wood�ngton to Eucl�d, then east on Eucl�d. 
There’ll be a black Bu�ck parked on Eucl�d, near the corner. Leave 
the cab and get �nto the Bu�ck. The dr�ver w�ll take you to the ca-
denza.”
 The l�ne went dead. Trntl left the booth, and the young woman 
went �ns�de and shut the door. Trntl stood by the curb look�ng 
for a cab in the moderately heavy traffic. The old woman with the 
scarf, having finished her snack, had moved off with her shopping 
bag, and was turn�ng the corner at the end of the block. A cab 
was com�ng slowly down the street. It angled �n to the curb and 
stopped bes�de Trntl.
 “Where to?” the dr�ver asked.
 “Out Freder�ck to Wood�ngton; turn north on Wood�ngton to 
Eucl�d.”
 She got �nto the back seat, and the cab pulled away. Through 
the rear w�ndow she saw Carol follow�ng at a cons�derable d�s-
tance. Ne�ther Trntl nor the dr�ver spoke. Out of long hab�t she 
stud�ed the�r route for landmarks that could be recalled, �f neces-
sary. When she arr�ved someplace, she l�ked to know how she’d 
gotten there.
 Traffic was much heavier on Frederick. Carol had gained on 
them, but was still separated from the cab by five or six cars. 
 “Can’t you get closer?” Abbott wa�led. “One red l�ght, and we’ll 
lose her!”
 “I can try,” sa�d Carol. “It is the only cab ahead of us, howev-
er.” Abbott was squirming as though afflicted with boils. The cab 
was go�ng a good cl�p and actually pull�ng away from them. They 
crossed a r�ver. Passed a large cemetery on the�r r�ght. “Oh, look 
out!” cr�ed Abbott. A large van pulled out of a s�de street �n front 
of them, and Carol stomped the brake. The truck started �nto a left 
turn, block�ng the�r v�ew of the street ahead.
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 From h�s vantage po�nt three cars beh�nd Carol’s, Jerry could 
st�ll see the cab when he edged to the extreme left of h�s lane. 
Steer�ng w�th h�s left hand, and keep�ng tabs on Marco and Ch�p 
�n the rearv�ew m�rror as they stayed about e�ght cars beh�nd h�m 
(also hugg�ng the left of the lane), he cont�nually d�pped �nto a 
plast�c bag on the seat bes�de h�m to select and thoughtfully munch 
assorted jujubes. He liked the ones with lemon flavor best.
 The cab turned r�ght onto Wood�ngton—so suddenly that 
Trntl was thrown aga�nst the door-handle. A short block, another 
r�ght turn. The cab stopped w�th �ts eng�ne runn�ng. “Okay,” the 
dr�ver sa�d. “Get out.”
 “What’s the fare?” Trntl asked.
 “Taken care of,” sa�d the dr�ver. “Get out!” He revved the mo-
tor.
 As soon as she slammed the door, the cab moved away. Bes�de 
her, the rear door of a black Bu�ck sedan swung open. “Get �n,” a 
man sa�d from the back seat.  
 She tr�ed to get a look at h�m, but the smoked w�ndows made 
the �nter�or very dark. 
  “N. F. Trntl?” he asked. “Hurry up, get �n.”
 Glanc�ng over her shoulder and see�ng no s�gn of Carol, Trntl 
reluctantly bent down and edged onto the back seat. The man’s 
vo�ce wasn’t the one she’d heard on the phone. He leaned across 
her and closed the door. A heavy-set th�rty-or-so. 
 From Wood�ngton, a car turned the corner onto Eucl�d; and 
Trntl, �nv�s�ble beh�nd the smoked glass, watched Carol and 
Abbott rush by �n pursu�t of the cab, wh�ch, hav�ng reached the 
end of the block, was now mak�ng another r�ght turn—back to-
ward Freder�ck.
 “Let’s go,” the man sa�d to the dr�ver. The car pulled away from 
the curb just as Carol reached the end of the block and turned 
r�ght to follow the cab.
 “Where are we go�ng?” Trntl asked.
 “My job was to p�ck you up,” the man sa�d, “not to talk.” 
 He was wear�ng a tan overcoat and brown hat. H�s square face, 
clean-shaven and deeply pocked w�th acne scars, was w�thout ex-
press�on. After scrut�n�z�ng her when she’d entered, he hadn’t 
looked at her aga�n.
 Hav�ng turned onto Eucl�d from Wood�ngton—fur�ous at 
hav�ng lost the cab—Jerry saw smoked glass gleam�ng under the 
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streetl�ght as a car turned at the far end of the block. W�th the �n-
st�nct that had served h�m well �n many t�ght s�tuat�ons, he dec�d-
ed to follow the Bu�ck. By the t�me he reached the corner, Marco 
and Ch�p had turned onto Eucl�d beh�nd h�m. All r�ght then: hope 
for the best.

 Trntl found the r�de lengthy and ted�ous. Her s�lent compan-
ion sat with his hands folded in his lap, staring at the floor—a de-
meanor that d�scouraged any attempt at conversat�on. The dr�ver, 
whose eyes she could see �n the rearv�ew m�rror, only occas�onally 
looked at her, and he too sa�d noth�ng. So she sat star�ng out her 
w�ndow, not even not�c�ng the street s�gns, crav�ng a c�garette and 
clutch�ng �n her lap her leather handbag, heavy w�th the reassur-
�ng we�ght of the .38 Spec�al.
 At last the Bu�ck turned �nto a dr�veway that led to a con-
crete park�ng apron crowded w�th cars. Before them, a large wh�te 
bu�ld�ng of concrete blocks: she could barely make out the words 
BODY WORK painted above the broad paneled door. As the car 
approached the bu�ld�ng, th�s door sl�d upward, reveal�ng dark-
ness �ns�de. When the Bu�ck had passed �n, the door sl�d shut be-
h�nd �t.
 The car stopped, and the man �n the tan coat sa�d, “Here we 
are. Get out.”
 She stepped �nto a cavernous room d�mly l�ghted w�th a s�ngle 
bare bulb at the far end. It seemed to be cluttered w�th automo-
b�le parts, hoses, stacks of t�res. Several cars stood about �n the 
shadows �n var�ous stages of d�sassembly. Bes�de the Bu�ck and 
po�nt�ng �n the same d�rect�on was a black �976 Cad�llac, also w�th 
smoked w�ndows. The man �n the tan coat opened �ts r�ght rear 
door and sa�d, “Get �n.” The�r dr�ver opened the front door and 
sl�d beh�nd the wheel.
 Dandy, she thought, climbing in. I should write a book on how 
not to be a pr�vate �nvest�gator. The man �n the tan coat cl�mbed 
�n beh�nd her and closed the door. It was very dark �n the back 
seat, but Trntl �mmed�ately real�zed there was a th�rd person w�th 
them. Someth�ng hard pressed �nto her s�de.
 “N. F. Trntl,” sa�d the Th�rd Party. “Glad you dec�ded to come. 
But you shouldn’t have told the pol�ce. It made our plann�ng more 
difficult.” It also was not the voice she’d heard on the phone. The 
eng�ne started, and a door sl�d up oppos�te the one they’d entered 
by. The car moved forward through th�s rear doorway �nto a d�mly 
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lit alley. The light was sufficient to reveal what she already knew. 
The man bes�de her was Angelo Torell�, and the th�ng pok�ng her 
in the side was a silencer affixed to the barrel of a very ugly re-
volver.

 From a block away Jerry saw the Bu�ck turn �nto the dr�ve-
way of a large autobody shop. A s�gn near the edge of the property 
read BENNO’S BODY PARTS. He slowed, passed the garage as the 
overhead door was clos�ng, turned r�ght at the next corner, and 
stopped.
 A moment later, Marco and Ch�p parked beh�nd h�m. He got 
out and jo�ned them.
 “They’re �n that garage,” he sa�d, “�n a black Bu�ck.”
 “Helluva place to h�de a cadenza,” sa�d Ch�p.
 “What happened to the cab?” asked Marco.
 Jerry shrugged. “When I turned onto Eucl�d, �t was gone. But 
the Bu�ck was pull�ng away. Must’ve been a qu�ck sw�tch.” They’d 
done �t themselves many a t�me.
 Ch�p gave h�m a skept�cal look. “Are you sure Trntl’s �n that 
car?”
 “I d�dn’t see her get �n,” Jerry sa�d evas�vely. “But she has to 
be.”
 “Jeez,” Ch�p groaned, “you mean we’ve been follow�ng that car 
across town and don’t even know she’s in �t?”
 “How often have my hunches been wrong?” Jerry snapped. 
“To get away as qu�ck as �t d�d, the cab would’ve had to go back 
south to Freder�ck. That wouldn’t make sense �f she was st�ll �n �t. 
The Bu�ck turned north.”
 “Let’s get mov�ng,” sa�d Marco. “The deal may be go�ng down 
wh�le we stand here jabber�ng.”
 “Okay,” Jerry sa�d. “You guys take the front. I’ll go up th�s al-
ley at the back. Got your rad�os?”
 Marco and Ch�p hurr�ed back to the corner. Jerry went to h�s 
car, took h�s .38 from the shopp�ng bag ly�ng on the front seat, 
and, clutch�ng h�s rad�o, started for the mouth of the alley. He was 
halfway there when he heard a car eng�ne start up, and then the 
crunch�ng of gravel. He leaped �nto the shrubbery that l�ned the 
s�dewalk and crouched down as a large black Cad�llac, �ts l�ghts 
off, nosed out of the alley and turned past h�m. At the �ntersect�on 
�ts headl�ghts sw�tched on, and �t turned left to pass �n front of the 
garage.
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 Jerry plunged from the bushes and worked the rad�o as he 
ran back to h�s car: “They came out the back and turned left on 
Sh�ckel. I’m go�ng to follow.” He was beh�nd the wheel when 
Marco answered: “We’re �ns�de. The place �s dark, seems empty. 
We found the Bu�ck, but no s�gn of Trntl.” Jerry squealed a t�ght 
U-turn and rounded the corner. The Cad�llac was two blocks away. 
“We’re r�ght beh�nd you,” sa�d Marco. “Come on, Ch�p, qu�t d�ck�n’ 
around �n there!” 

 Traffic was light. Jerry sat back, again steering with one hand 
while fishing in the bag of jujubes. Trntl had better be �n that car. 
God help them all �f she wasn’t. After the boondoggle at Pett�grew’s 
and the Finegold fiasco, the Chief would fry their asses if she actu-
ally got the cadenza and they weren’t there to �ntercept. He swore 
out loud. Th�s was the most frustrat�ng ass�gnment they’d ever 
tackled. In the past, they’d always known specifically—or at least 
�n a general way—where the�r object�ve was located. The problems 
�n those cases were of method and plann�ng—dev�s�ng �ngen�ous 
ways of ga�n�ng access and snatch�ng the pr�ze and gett�ng away. 
But with the cadenza floating in the never-never, no plan was pos-
s�ble, and prec�ous l�ttle method.
 Jerry l�ked the certa�nty of know�ng what had to be done; the 
challenge of strateg�z�ng to create a cha�n of pred�ctable events, 
which—once appropriate moves were made—would fire off auto-
mat�cally, �n proper sequence, each one tr�gger�ng the next, l�ke 
dominoes going down in ripple drill to the bafflement and con-
sternat�on of the Enemy. Th�s ass�gnment was l�ke try�ng to play 
a chess game bl�ndfolded: they d�dn’t know where the p�eces were 
on the board, or where the Enemy was, or what he was do�ng when 
he made h�s moves. Jerry turned to look �n the seat bes�de h�m, 
fearing the worst. Yep. Damn! The lemon-flavored ones were all 
gone.
 
 In the Cad�llac, Trntl had assessed her s�tuat�on real�st�cally, 
sorted through the poss�ble courses of act�on ava�lable to her, and 
computed her odds. Her conclus�ons weren’t encourag�ng. She’d 
known that follow�ng up the anonymous phone call was r�sky. But 
she’d thought Carol and Detective Price were an adequate backup. 
F�nd�ng the pol�ce nowhere �n ev�dence had been d�sturb�ng; but 
s�tt�ng �n the Bu�ck watch�ng Carol and Abbott go zoom�ng by �n 
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pursu�t of the cab was l�ke hav�ng the sudden knowledge that her 
parachute wasn’t go�ng to open.
 To her r�ght, the man �n the tan overcoat, �mmob�le as a rock. 
To her left, l�ke a prosperous bus�nessman �n h�s gray hat, black 
overcoat, and wh�te scarf, Angelo Torell�, half fac�ng her, h�s gun 
barrel po�nt�ng d�rectly at her spleen. The street was �n poor re-
pa�r; at every bump and jounce, the s�lencer poked her pa�nfully 
�n the lower r�bs.
 Torell� was regard�ng her �ntently, l�ke a l�zard watch�ng a 
mealworm. “I thought so,” he sa�d w�th sat�sfact�on, “you are the 
one who came to Hanrahan’s w�th the S�mms g�rl.”
 “I’m surpr�sed you got a good look at me,” sa�d Trntl, “what 
w�th your keep�ng the restaurant so bloody dark. S�nce I’m sure 
you can afford electr�c�ty, �t must be by des�gn. Are you ashamed 
of the food you serve? Or of your customers?”
 “Our customers like �t dark,” sa�d Torell�.
 “Maybe they’re ashamed of themselves,” sa�d Trntl.
 Torell� sneered contemptuously.
 “You charge too much for your dr�nks, too,” sa�d Trntl. “Where 
did you find your bartender? Under a bridge?”
 “If you don’t l�ke our restaurant,” Torell� sa�d softly, “you’ll 
be happy to know you won’t be com�ng back.” H�s tone had ac-
qu�red a sl�ght edge; but after a pause, when he spoke next, �t had 
reverted to a silky flatness: “You’ve been busy, Miss Trntl. You’ve 
been say�ng bad th�ngs about me beh�nd my back. That was ne�-
ther pol�te nor w�se.”
  Trntl sa�d, “Those who work the v�neyard should have to eat 
the grapes.”
 Th�s gave h�m long pause. Then he sa�d, “The v�neyard you’ve 
been working has produced a poor crop, Miss Trntl. You’ll find the 
grapes very sour.”
 She d�dn’t respond to th�s, so after a moment he cont�nued: 
“You fell �nto our trap rather eas�ly. It was a long shot, s�nce we 
weren’t sure you d�dn’t have the cadenza already.”
 Her ears pr�cked up at th�s. “No, I don’t have the cadenza,” she 
sa�d carefully. “I assumed that Stephan�e’s k�ller had �t, s�nce she 
had �t �n her possess�on when she was shot.”
 “As a matter of fact, she d�dn’t,” sa�d Torell�.
 “If I d�d have �t,” sa�d Trntl, “I’d have been long gone from 
Balt�more by now.” Her s�de was becom�ng qu�te sore where the 
gun kept pok�ng �t. “You say I fell �nto your trap eas�ly,” she went 
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on. “You flatter yourself. If I supposed the people offering me the 
cadenza were Stephan�e’s k�llers, do you really th�nk I’d come to 
meet them w�thout tak�ng—certa�n precaut�ons?”
 He sm�led w�th half h�s mouth. “Inform�ng the pol�ce, you 
mean. Well, I don’t see they prov�ded you much protect�on.”
 “Oh, heavens, one can’t rely on the pol�ce alone. Call�ng them 
was only one of my precautions. Give my regards to Detective 
Adcock next t�me you see h�m.”
 Torell� curled h�s l�p �n contempt. “Adcock! That man has nev-
er learned where h�s advantage l�es.”
 “Well, to Detective Price, then.”
 “You th�nk you’re pretty smart, don’t you? Busy, busy. You 
have a b�g nose, M�ss Trntl.”
 “So I’ve been told. And you, Mr. Torell�, have extremely bad 
breath. You really ought to see a dent�st.”
 The s�lencer tw�tched and v�c�ously gouged �nto her s�de. “You 
also have a b�g mouth,” he h�ssed through clenched teeth. “The 
only th�ng that keeps me from shoot�ng you now �s that I don’t 
want to sta�n the upholstery!”
 “I d�dn’t th�nk �t would be from concern for your s�lent part-
ner s�tt�ng here bes�de me,” she sa�d. The man �n the tan overcoat 
quickly turned his head and flung Torelli a sharp look. 
 After the space of fifty heartbeats (which Trntl had no trouble 
count�ng), Torell� leaned back, breath�ng heav�ly, and the pressure 
of the s�lencer abated. H�s face was a pale blur �n the darkness.
 “You’re go�ng for a boat r�de on Chesapeake Bay,” he sa�d. 
“Have you ever been to the Eastern Shore, M�ss Trntl?”
 “No.”
 “Too bad. Because I’m afra�d you’ll never get there.”
 “Oh well,” she sa�d, “I probably won’t get to Alaska, e�ther.”
 Wh�le talk�ng, Trntl had been observ�ng the�r route as well as 
she could. She’d noted that they’d gone south on Hanover, crossed 
a s�zable body of water on a long br�dge, turned southeast on 
Potee, made a jog, and were now cont�nu�ng east on Frankfurst. 
Her careful study of the map on her first night in town told her 
that they were �n south Balt�more, head�ng stra�ght for land’s end 
at the broad mouth of the Patapsco R�ver, wh�ch—further east—
merged �nto the waters of the Bay.
 On Frankfurst, they were pass�ng through desolate, scrubby 
woodland; a gravel pit to the left, B & O freight yard to the right, a 
hous�ng project. Then they turned onto a street named Chesapeake 
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wh�ch took them �nto an �ndustr�al area w�th fenced-�n tracts, o�l 
storage tanks, a small res�dent�al area, factor�es. She could smell 
the nearby oil refinery; saw dimly in the darkness what appeared 
to be warehouses and truck depots. They drove through a w�de 
gate �n a cha�n-l�nk fence toward a dark expanse of water dead 
ahead. Another turn, and they were �n the park�ng lot of a large 
warehouse. To the�r left, a s�gn read CIMACORP.
 The car stopped near the bu�ld�ng �n an �ll-l�ghted area. To the 
dr�ver, Torell� sa�d, “Wa�t here, Benno. We won’t be long.” Then 
he and the man �n the tan coat got out one at a t�me, each keep�ng 
a gun tra�ned on Trntl. Torell� grabbed her arm and pulled her out 
of the car. “Up the steps,” he ordered.
 She cl�mbed four concrete steps; and, go�ng through a door 
�nto the warehouse, she managed surrept�t�ously to unclasp her 
handbag aga�nst the fold of her coat. But then, w�th the muz-
zle of the s�lencer aga�nst the back of her neck, she was hustled 
across the echoing floor toward a cargo port in the opposite wall. 
Through the open�ng she could see a wharf w�th a large motor 
launch moored bes�de �t.
 Ins�de, adjacent to th�s port, stood s�x large steel drums: a s�n-
gle bare bulb low on the wall cast their coffin-shaped shadows the 
length of the room. “Stand there,” sa�d Torell�, po�nt�ng to a drum 
sl�ghtly separated from the rest. In a tub bes�de �t were several 
sacks of Double-A-1 Top-Dog Redi-Mix Cement. Suspended over 
the tub was a water hose w�th a tap sp�got.
 “Start m�x�ng �t,” Torell� told the man �n the tan overcoat. The 
man removed h�s coat and began tear�ng open the sacks and pour-
ing cement into the tub. “We’re going to put you in the drum, fill it 
w�th cement, and take you on a boat r�de,” sa�d Torell�.
 “To be dumped l�ke tox�c waste,” sa�d Trntl.
 “That’s r�ght. You’ll stay at the bottom a very long t�me.”
 “It sounds l�ke someth�ng out of the �9�0’s,” sa�d Trntl. “Aren’t 
you capable of updat�ng your scr�pt?” 
 “Why change a method that’s proved effect�ve?” sa�d Torell�. 
“Note the holes punched �n the l�d to let the a�r out.”
 “You th�nk of everyth�ng. The cadenza must be awfully �mpor-
tant to G�useppe Scaevola for you to go to so much trouble.”
 “You do have a one-track m�nd,” sa�d Torell�. “Mr. Scaevola’s 
not �nterested �n the damn cadenza. It’s noth�ng to h�m. If we’d 
been able to recover �t from the S�mms g�rl, my orders were to 
destroy �t.”
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 “I thought he wanted to hold �t for ransom,” she sa�d. “W�th 
Tony the front man.”
 He gave a der�s�ve snort. “You’re the one who’s beh�nd the 
t�mes. The ransom th�ng was Tony’s own �dea—go�ng �t alone. Our 
organ�zat�on wants noth�ng to do w�th the cadenza.”
 ”So where �s �t?” Trntl asked.
 “I don’t know,” Torell� sa�d. “And I don’t care.”
 “So why are you tak�ng me on th�s boat r�de?”
 “You know too much. And you talk too much about what you 
know. You drop names and make accusat�ons. In fact, you’re talk-
�ng too much now.” Over h�s shoulder: “Joe, how’s the cement 
com�ng?”
 “It’s gett�ng there.” M�x�ng and st�rr�ng.

 Outs�de, lean�ng aga�nst the Cad�llac’s front fender, and keep-
�ng a general lookout wh�le smok�ng a c�garette, Benno d�dn’t see 
the dark shadow creep�ng from the heaps of jumbled mach�nery on 
the opposite side of the car. A slim, silent figure, moving stealthily 
from one pool of shadow to the next unt�l �t was d�rectly beh�nd 
Benno across the car hood. In �ts hand �t carr�ed a b�ll�ard ball t�ed 
�nto the toe of a black, knee-length stock�ng. Hold�ng t�ght to the 
sock’s other end, and taking careful aim, the figure swung the bil-
l�ard ball �n a h�gh arc over the hood—thwack! onto Benno’s cra-
n�um, and Benno collapsed w�thout a sound bes�de the front t�re. 
F�shnet, stock�ng, �t’s all the same, thought Jerry, as he pulled the 
key from the �gn�t�on and released the catch of the hood.
 Wh�le Marco and Ch�p spr�nted from the shadows and start-
ed up the steps of the warehouse, Jerry removed the d�str�butor 
cap and sent �t sk�tter�ng across the gravel �nto the water. Then, 
when the others had d�sappeared �nto the dark �nter�or, he dashed 
around the corner of the bu�ld�ng onto the wharf wh�ch he’d seen 
from the road.

 As they moved toward the group by the cargo port, us�ng as 
cover the crates and heavy mach�nes that stood here and there 
about the room, Marco and Ch�p overheard the ta�l end of the ex-
change between Trntl and Torell�. They were w�th�n twenty feet of 
the tableau—but at some d�stance from each other—when the man 
st�rr�ng the cement announced: “It’s ready to go.”
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 “Then so �s M�ss Trntl,” sa�d Torell�. “Get �nto the drum,” he 
told her, “and crouch down.”
 “Can’t you let me have one last c�garette?” Trntl asked, reach-
�ng w�th her r�ght hand toward her open handbag.
 “You should’ve had �t wh�le we were wa�t�ng. Throw that purse 
�n the drum—now!”
 “Police!” Marco shouted, in a booming voice. “Drop the gun. 
Ra�se your hands. You’re surrounded!”
 From the other side of the room Chip shouted, “Don’t any-
body move! You’re under arrest!”
 Torell� and Joe spasmed and froze. Torell� dropped the re-
volver, and both ra�sed the�r hands.
 Marco darted forward, p�stol a�med, scooped up Torell�’s gun, 
moved qu�ckly to Joe, patted h�m down, and pulled h�s gun from 
�ts holster. He then gave Joe a blow w�th the gun butt that toppled 
h�m face downward �nto the tub of wet cement.
 Ch�p meanwh�le had rushed up to Trntl. “Get out of here!” he 
h�ssed at her. “Fast!”
 P�stol-wh�pp�ng an unarmed man wasn’t her not�on of normal 
police procedure. But she wasn’t about to dally while figuring it 
out. Gr�pp�ng her bag, she ran to the doorway, down the steps and 
past the Cad�llac, where she saw Benno ly�ng on the gravel. W�th 
long str�des she loped up the road to the gate and made for the 
street.
 Jerry entered the warehouse from the wharf and jo�ned the 
others. “You,” Marco sa�d, po�nt�ng h�s p�stol at Torell�, “get �nto 
the drum.”
 Torell� gave a bleat of real�zat�on: “You’re not the pol�ce!”
 “Into the drum,” sa�d Marco. “Come on, hunker down, pull �t 
�n. Make small.”
 Torell� d�d as commanded. And once he was huddled �n the 
drum, crouched �nto a jack-kn�fed fetal pos�t�on, Marco slammed 
the l�d on, hammered �t t�ght w�th a rubber mallet, and method�-
cally went round the rim, crimping down the flanges. “Huh,” he 
sa�d. “There’s even holes punched to let the a�r out.”
 “And the water �n,” sa�d Ch�p.
 When the l�d was secure, he t�pped the drum over and stood 
�t on �ts top. Jerry meanwh�le had hauled down a blunt hook fas-
tened to the end of a cha�n wh�ch ran through a pulley on the ce�l-
�ng. Then he and Ch�p dragged Joe to h�s feet coated w�th wet ce-
ment all down h�s front, and stood h�m grogg�ly bes�de the tub. 
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Jerry brought the hook over, unz�pped Joe’s pants, passed the 
hook behind the belt and out through the open fly, activated the 
pulley, hoisted him five feet off the floor. 
 Ch�p k�cked the s�de of the steel drum and sa�d to Torell�, “You 
told Trntl you’d take her to the cadenza. She’s gone. You can g�ve 
�t to us �nstead. Where �s �t?”
 The muffled voice was breathless and strained: “I don’t have 
�t. I never d�d. Tony had �t, but �t’s gone.”
 “Th�s �s your last chance,” Ch�p sa�d. “Where �s �t? Who has �t 
now?”
 “I don’t know where �t �s!”
 “Don’t believe you,” said Chip. “Did the Simms girl have it?”
 “No. We even searched her place. Noth�ng.”
 “Where’s Tony?”
 “I don’t know.”
 “Sure you do,” Ch�p sa�d. “T�me’s up. Okay, boys, roll h�m out 
�nto the water.”
 Marco and Jerry t�lted the drum onto �ts s�de and began roll-
�ng �t toward the cargo port. “Just drop h�m off the end of the p�er,” 
sa�d Ch�p.
 “No, no!” Torell� screamed. “Tony’s �n Newark w�th h�s Uncle 
V�nn�e!”
 “W�th the cadenza?” Ch�p asked.
 “No, the S�mms g�rl had �t!”
 “You sa�d she didn’t have �t.”
 “She d�dn’t, she d�dn’t! Not when we found her.”
 “And you k�lled her to get �t.”
 “She pulled a kn�fe on us. George doesn’t l�ke kn�ves. But no,—
you’ve got to bel�eve me!—she didn’t have the cadenza. I’ve never 
even seen �t.”
 “Who are you work�ng for?” Ch�p demanded.
 Torell� was s�lent. Ch�p nodded, and Marco and Jerry began 
roll�ng the drum toward the p�er.
 “I work for Lefty Scaevola!” Torell� shr�eked.
 Aga�n Ch�p nodded, and Marco and Jerry pulled the drum up-
r�ght, upend�ng �t to stand on �ts l�d, tops�de down. They saw that 
holes had been punched �n the bottom, too. 
 Joe was groan�ng from h�s hook, “Let me down!”—h�s face be-
com�ng st�ff w�th the dry�ng concrete.
  “Let’s get out of here,” sa�d Jerry. “These guys are no help at 
all.”
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 Benno was st�ll unconsc�ous, but breath�ng �n shallow gasps. 
They took h�s gun and headed for the�r cars wh�ch were parked on 
the road beyond the fence.

 Pac�ng herself by alternately runn�ng and walk�ng, Trntl had 
come a cons�derable d�stance s�nce leav�ng the warehouse. Her 
course was restr�cted because of the cha�n-l�nk fences that l�ned 
both s�des of the road. By the t�me she’d reached Chesapeake 
Avenue and proceeded along �t for four m�nutes, she’d seen only 
two people—a n�ght watchman s�lhouetted �n the doorway of a 
d�stant guardhouse and a workman some three hundred yards 
away park�ng a forkl�ft for the n�ght.
 A cloud cover had moved �n, and the sky overhead was dusky 
red w�th the l�ghts of Balt�more. The a�r was cold, but her runn�ng 
�n the overcoat had drenched her w�th sweat. The comb�nat�on 
chilled her through. Ah, the refinery odors. Chemical plants. As 
she walked and ran, she sorted through what she’d learned from 
talk�ng to Torell�.
 Scaevola’s people had k�lled Stephan�e, but the cadenza wasn’t 
on her when they had. Scaevola d�dn’t have the cadenza, d�dn’t 
want the cadenza, would destroy �t �f he obta�ned �t. It pleased her 
to get corroborat�on that �t had been Tony who’d planned to hold 
�t for ransom—a scheme wh�ch apparently had come to noth�ng. 
But always the �nsoluble rema�ned: �f Stephan�e d�d have the ca-
denza at one t�me (but not when she was k�lled), and �t d�dn’t get 
to the Pett�grews, where the hell was �t now?
 And now she knew that Scaevola was try�ng to k�ll her, too. 
Torell� sa�d she knew too much and talked too much. Well, she’d 
certa�nly named names to the pol�ce. And the pol�ce were clear-
ly not to be trusted: s�nce Torell� knew about her call to Adcock, 
there must be a leak—�f not a p�pel�ne—from the department. But 
Torell� had �mpl�ed that Adcock was an honest cop. Someone else, 
then. S�nce th�s attempt to get her hadn’t worked out, she had to 
assume that Scaevola would probably try aga�n. Obv�ously, more 
precaut�ons were needed. F�nally, desp�te what they’d sa�d, the 
people who’d rescued her �n the warehouse were not the pol�ce. So 
who were they? how d�d they appear on the scene? and why d�d 
they rescue her? Were they a r�val gang? Not l�kely. Agents of S�las 
Dinch? Maybe. Agents of one of his competitors? Perhaps.
 She remembered that a small res�dent�al area lay ahead of her, 
with houses and taverns. When she got there, she’d find a phone 
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and try to reach Carol, or at least call a cab. She heard the sound 
of a car approach�ng from beh�nd and turned defens�vely. A blue 
Chevrolet she hadn’t seen before. It slowed as �t neared her. W�th 
one hand �n her purse clutch�ng the Spec�al, she peered through 
and beyond the headl�ghts and saw only one person �ns�de.
 The car pulled to a stop bes�de her. The dr�ver was a sl�m el-
derly man w�th wh�te ha�r, a bushy gray mustache, and t�nted eye-
glasses.
 “Hey there,” he called �n a quavery vo�ce. “I’m dr�v�ng �nto the 
c�ty. Can I g�ve you a l�ft?”
 She dec�ded qu�ckly. “That would be n�ce, I’d apprec�ate �t. I’m 
headed there myself, and it’s cold out here.” Having first glanced 
beh�nd the front seat, she got �n.
 “My name’s Jolley,” the old man sa�d. “Here, let me move th�s 
sack of jujubes. Help yourself, �f you want. There’s l�me and cherry 
and one p�neapple left. But the lemon’s all gone, I’m afra�d.”
 “Thanks,” she sa�d, “don’t m�nd �f I do.”
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Chapter  17
 When the blue Chevrolet had let her off at the front door of the 
hotel, Trntl asked at the desk �f she’d rece�ved any messages, and 
then went stra�ght to the publ�c restroom just off the lobby. There, 
after rel�ev�ng herself, she washed her face at the s�nk and stud�ed 
her reflection in the mirror. 
 Noth�ng �n her appearance even h�nted that she’d come w�th�n 
a gnat’s wh�sker of go�ng to the bottom of the Bay. But now, alone, 
the cr�s�s past, adrenal�n no longer pump�ng �nto her system, she 
was exhausted, fluttery, weak. And very angry. Enraged at how 
�neffectual and helpless she’d felt when Torell� was order�ng her to 
cl�mb �nto the drum. How v�olated. How totally w�th�n h�s power 
and control. She felt she knew and understood, better than ever 
before, what women must feel when they’ve been raped.
 She ran warm water over her cold hands. On the r�de back 
to the c�ty, she hadn’t been able to stop her teeth from chatter-
�ng. Never had she gotten �nto such a scrape, come so close to be-
�ng k�lled. Once, caught �n the m�ddle of a domest�c quarrel, she’d 
nearly been sl�ced by an angry w�fe assault�ng her husband w�th a 
cleaver. On another occas�on, she’d been stand�ng some s�xty feet 
away when a cl�ent’s letter-bomb exploded. But �n ne�ther of these 
�nc�dents had she been the target. Dealing with corporate thieves 
and �nsurance crooks, trac�ng youthful runaways and m�ss�ng 
husbands, perform�ng guard dut�es and stand�ng stakeouts, do-
�ng documentary research �nto v�tal stat�st�cs, corporate hold�ngs, 
deeds, titles, and newspaper files—the staple fare of her investiga-
t�ve work—none of these had ever brought her to the br�nk of an-
n�h�lat�on.
 And yet, she had to adm�t, the potent�al had always been 
there. The crazy bus�ness execut�ve who, aware that the j�g was 
up, would dec�de to take everybody w�th h�m. The errant husband 
who, for h�s own reasons, d�dn’t wish to be found, and who would 
remove the finder as a threat to his peace of mind and future hap-
p�ness. Or the guard duty that would turn out to be for real, term�-
nat�ng abruptly �n a fus�llade of bullets. Even the old newspaper 
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story that would open the l�d of bur�ed secrets and br�ng a stalker 
from the shadows to un-d�sturb the past.
 W�th a paper towel she dr�ed her face and hands. She d�dn’t 
l�ke be�ng a target. And she had to assume that she’d cont�nue to 
be a target as long as she rema�ned �n Balt�more. 
 On the dr�ve to the warehouse she’d kept up a good front, 
w�secrack�ng, appear�ng unafra�d. But even then, wh�le hav�ng to 
th�nk fast to parry Torell�’s thrusts, she real�zed �t was bas�cally a 
performance, served up to mask (from Torell� and herself) how 
terrified she was. It was also an act of bravado, attempting to com-
pensate, or atone, for what she all too clearly saw was her own 
stup�d�ty �n underest�mat�ng the unpred�ctable and trust�ng to a 
half-baked plan. She should never have gotten herself �nto such a 
pos�t�on of helplessness. But she was not go�ng to g�ve Torell� the 
sat�sfact�on of th�nk�ng he’d bested her and broken her sp�r�t. 
 And the final irony: what the fuck did it signify that she’d had 
a gun �n her handbag? Torell�’s was already out and a�med. And 
she’d been ne�ther foolhardy nor courageous enough to se�ze the 
r�sk, pull forth her .38, and tr�gger off a shootout. So, then, of what 
use was the gun beyond prov�d�ng a reassur�ng presence, an emp-
ty prom�se of power, a cold comfort �n the gr�p of fear? What use 
had �t ever been? Oh, she’d occas�onally taken the gun w�th her 
dur�ng �nvest�gat�ons, but she’d never once had occas�on to use 
it—except for practice on the firing range. Basically, it was just so 
much dead we�ght to lug around. And ton�ght, �t had almost jo�ned 
w�th the wet cement to take her more sw�ftly to the bottom.
 The lenses of her glasses were so d�rty she could hardly see 
through them. She held them under the water faucet and rubbed 
them w�th her thumb. That helped a l�ttle. Her ha�r could’ve dou-
bled as a b�rd’s nest. She tugged a comb through �t several t�mes, 
found that accompl�shed noth�ng, and gave up. Now that her 
shock and res�dual fear had abated, she felt only anger and leaden 
fat�gue. Hop�ng that Carol was wa�t�ng upsta�rs, she left the rest-
room and headed for the elevators.

 When she opened the door to her room, both Carol and Peter 
Sh�pley Abbott leaped up from where they’d been s�tt�ng bes�de 
the telephone. “Thank God you’re safe!” Carol cr�ed.
 “Did you get the cadenza?” Abbott asked.
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 To Carol, Trntl sa�d, “For the moment.” To Abbott: “No, I 
d�dn’t.” She k�cked off her shoes and began pour�ng herself a tall 
Scotch. “Have you called Torvald yet?” 
 “At ten o’clock,” Carol said. “He’s waiting at the office to hear 
more.” She’d been blam�ng herself for hav�ng not g�ven Trntl ad-
equate backup, and now found herself dr�ven to prov�de explana-
t�on: “We kept follow�ng the cab, th�nk�ng you were �n �t. But when 
�t stopped on Freder�ck to p�ck up a fare, we knew someth�ng was 
wrong. We passed �t, saw you weren’t �n �t, and then c�rcled back 
to Euclid. When we couldn’t find you, we wandered around aim-
lessly for awh�le, then came back here, hop�ng you’d call. We’d just 
about g�ven you up.”
 “On your first pass,” said Trntl, “I was sitting in a parked Buick 
watch�ng you go by. Then I was transferred to another car, and 
taken south to a warehouse on the Patapsco R�ver, where Angelo 
Torell� tr�ed to k�ll me—”
 “Torell�!” sa�d Carol.
 “The whole setup was s�mply a ruse to put me away,” sa�d 
Trntl. “On orders from G�useppe Scaevola. They th�nk I know too 
much about Tony’s �nvolvement �n Morr�s’s death, and are afra�d 
of what I m�ght tell the pol�ce. Somebody at the pol�ce department 
d�d pass on to them what I had sa�d after Stephan�e’s death. I’m 
sure that Torell� was present when Stephan�e was k�lled, though 
I’m not sure he’s the person who shot her. They were hunt�ng the 
cadenza to destroy �t.”
 “Destroy it!” said Abbott. “And did they?”
 “No, because they didn’t find it on her. They want it gone be-
cause �t t�es Tony to Morr�s. And, we were r�ght—Tony was the 
one hold�ng �t for ransom.”
 “So how d�d you get away from Torell�?” Carol asked.
 “I was rescued,” sa�d Trntl. “By two guys who cla�med to be 
pol�ce, but weren’t. They had guns and d�d some sort of v�olence 
to the dr�ver of Torell�’s car. They must’ve followed us to the ware-
house. I don’t understand how they knew what was com�ng down. 
And �t’s not clear to me whether the�r object was to save my sk�n or 
to na�l Torell�’s. For awh�le I thought they m�ght be members of a 
r�val gang—but that wouldn’t expla�n why they followed us. I now 
think they were working for Lunner & Dinch, keeping me from 
harm; or else, agents of one of Dinch’s competitors who see me as 
potent�ally valuable �n help�ng them.”
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 Abbott asked, “B. F. Cleavenger, perhaps? Members of the ca-
denza task force?”
 “Why not?” And she p�cked up the telephone to g�ve Torvald a 
report.

 Wh�le Trntl was be�ng returned to the hotel, V�ctor Zyzynsk� 
�n New York was on the telephone w�th Mr. Meggs, who—surpr�s-
ingly—had managed to contact D. H. Van Voort about Zyzynski’s 
proposal. At first, Van Voort had been extremely hesitant to at-
tempt arrang�ng a meet�ng—however secure and anonymous—be-
tween two of h�s most valued cl�ents. But Mr. Meggs had been un-
y�eld�ng and h�ghly persuas�ve: Van Voort was made to real�ze that 
should he lose the bus�ness or goodw�ll of Cl�ent �-Pr�mus-Tr�ple-
A, he could not hope to stay financially afloat—and the dealer had 
qu�ckly agreed to �nqu�re �f the other collector would consent to a 
meet�ng.
 W�th�n an hour Van Voort had called back to �nform Mr. 
Meggs that, contrary to h�s expectat�ons, the other cl�ent had been 
extremely �nterested �n such a meet�ng. S�nce he too was currently 
�n New York, would �t be poss�ble to have the meet�ng soon—to-
morrow n�ght, say? A pr�vate room could be prov�ded for that pur-
pose at Van Voort’s Gallery and Auct�on House. Ten-th�rty, then, 
the two collectors to be alone, face to face, w�th separate means of 
entry and ex�t. To preserve anonym�ty, �t m�ght be w�se for both 
to wear masks. Van Voort would be happy to supply them. Would 
that be sat�sfactory?
 “The meet�ng arrangements are sat�sfactory,” Zyzynsk� sa�d to 
Mr. Meggs, “but the �dea of wear�ng a mask does not appeal. Van 
Voort’s always had a baroque sens�b�l�ty. Th�s �s clearly an oppor-
tun�ty for h�m to work out h�s frustrated romant�c�sm. He’d have 
been happ�est l�v�ng �n e�ghteenth-century Ven�ce �n perpetual 
carn�val. I w�ll not let h�m choose a mask for me. Stop by a novelty 
store, Mr. Meggs, and get me one of those latex masks that cover 
the ent�re head. Not a Frankenste�n’s Monster or K�ng Kong, �f 
you please, and noth�ng w�th fangs, po�nted ears, or sparkle dust.  
I’ll trust your judgment.”
 “I’ll see what I can find,” said Mr. Meggs.
 “And I’ll want a couple of men to go w�th me—just as a precau-
t�on. W�llett and Strunk, I th�nk.”
 “I’ll arrange �t,” sa�d Mr. Meggs.
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 Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p recorded Trntl’s report to Torvald 
Gr�msson and then took stock of the�r n�ght’s act�v�t�es. L�ke Trntl, 
they were back to square one, no closer to the cadenza.
 “She got herself �n a helluva spot,” sa�d Marco. “What’s she 
been do�ng to make those goons want to k�ll her?”
 “They th�nk she knows too much about the S�mms murder,” 
Ch�p repl�ed. “But none of that concerns us. All we know �s that 
Scaevola and Torell� don’t have the cadenza, and that Trntl doesn’t 
have �t. It Scaevola gets �t, he’ll destroy �t. So, he mustn’t be al-
lowed to get it. Trntl might possibly be the one to find it. If she 
does, we can’t let her keep �t.”
 Jerry looked up from clean�ng h�s na�ls. “You’ve got to agree: 
�t was fun doing someth�ng for a change. Just s�tt�ng around, or 
follow�ng Trntl, I feel l�ke I’m gather�ng cobwebs. She never goes 
anyplace that’s very �nterest�ng.”
 “Wa�t t�ll she takes you to the zoo,” sa�d Marco.
 Ch�p was ponder�ng what to say �n the�r n�ghtly report. “Just 
how much should we tell the Ch�ef?”
 Jerry frowned. “About today? Not much. Just that Scaevola �s 
out to k�ll Trntl and that he pretended to have the cadenza to ba�t 
her �nto a trap. We can tell h�m she escaped, but we’d better not 
ment�on the part we played. If he learns we’ve been mess�ng �n 
murder plots and m�x�ng �t up w�th the local hoods, he’ll go r�ght 
through the floor.”
 Ch�p threw up h�s hands �n exasperat�on. “The Ch�ef wants 
th�s manuscr�pt as much as he’s ever wanted anyth�ng. But here 
we s�t. Our asses are on the l�ne, and all we’re able to do �s hope 
that a female snoop can find it for us!” He began shredding paper 
from the pages of h�s notebook.
 “You’ve been spend�ng too much t�me �n the room,” Jerry 
sa�d. “You need to get out more.”
 “Go to the tra�n museum,” sa�d Marco. “V�s�t Poe.”
 Chip flung a shoe at him and dialed Zyzynski in New York.

 After finishing her conversation with Torvald, Trntl—finally 
feel�ng the effects of the Scotch—stretched out on the bed. “Let’s 
have some mus�c, Carol.”
 “Okay. Here’s our cassette of Farr�ngford’s F�fth as played 
by Rosamond Foxe.” She sl�pped �t �nto the tape recorder and 
punched the play button.
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 Sprawled �n the easy cha�r w�th h�s legs extended before h�m, 
Peter Sh�pley Abbott had been sunk �n a dank depress�on s�nce 
hear�ng Trntl’s report and learn�ng that the cadenza was no closer 
than before. Well along on h�s th�rd Scotch, he br�ghtened up a b�t 
at mention of the concerto. “A fine recording. If I may say so, the 
best vers�ons of the F�fth are Rosamond’s and m�ne.”
 “Dinch sent this one w�th us,” sa�d Trntl.
 Abbott made a bridge of his fingers. “I do the second move-
ment scherzo a l�ttle faster than she does. She uses a l�ttle more 
rubato �n the th�rd movement andante than I do. But �t’s a very 
cred�table performance; these d�fferences �n �nterpretat�on are 
bas�cally a matter of taste. Rosamond’s a very g�fted mus�c�an, 
and, w�th a l�ttle maturat�on, has a br�ght future before her.”
 “I have your record�ng w�th the Cleveland Ph�lharmon�c,” sa�d 
Carol.
 “That’s an early one,” Abbott sa�d, obv�ously pleased. “You 
must have �t on the budget Zeno label. I’ve recorded the F�fth s�x 
t�mes dur�ng my career.”
 “I have you w�th the Ph�ladelph�a Symphony and the Cleveland 
Ph�lharmon�c,” sa�d Trntl.
 “I prefer the Ph�ladelph�a vers�on,” he sa�d. “S�eberl�ng want-
ed to bring out the brass at the end of the first movement, but I 
told h�m �t would overshadow the p�ano, and of course he toned 
�t down.” He laughed tr�umphantly. “All conductors want to blare 
forth w�th the brass at that po�nt. That isn’t the way Farr�ngford 
�ntended �t. Oh, l�sten to th�s!” He ra�sed a hand; they l�stened, 
and the mus�c was glor�ous. “The wr�t�ng here �s just br�ll�ant! 
God, what a gen�us Farr�ngford was!”
 Exhausted, emot�onally dra�ned, and more than a l�ttle drunk, 
they lounged about the room l�sten�ng to the concerto. The pro-
fund�ty and br�ll�ance of Farr�ngford’s concepts were g�ven exqu�-
s�te l�fe by Rosamond’s mus�c�ansh�p and techn�que. F�nally, as 
the fourth movement bu�lt to the cl�mact�c solo passage called for 
�n the score—the s�x-m�nute cadenza that was the cause of all the�r 
woes—Abbott cr�ed out �n a bleary vo�ce: “And here: she’s go�ng 
to perform my cadenza. I was only twenty-one when I wrote �t 
back �n �96�—and though I’m sure �t doesn’t anywhere, �n any-
wise, begin to approach Farringford’s own, I flatter myself that it 
does do the concerto justice. Most of my colleagues have seen fit 
to �ncorporate �t �nto the�r performances. I thought that Charles’s 
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six minutes was excessive, so I confined my cadenza to two and a 
half m�nutes, a more convent�onal length.”
 Rosamond launched �nto Abbott’s cadenza; the wr�t�ng was 
complex, her performance superb. Wh�le the subst�tute cadenza 
was true to the sp�r�t of the concerto and of the fourth movement, 
�t was essent�ally more of the same, translated �nto solo bravura 
passages wh�ch allowed the p�an�st to show off techn�cal sk�lls. It 
lacked the author�tat�ve address wh�ch character�zed the rest of 
the concerto; and �f �t was wr�tten �n �m�tat�on of Farr�ngford’s 
style, �t was an �m�tat�on of a Farr�ngford nodd�ng off to sleep. It 
lasted two m�nutes and th�rty-s�x seconds by Trntl’s watch.
 “You must be very proud to have wr�tten that,” Carol sa�d.
 “Oh,” sa�d Abbott w�th a decorous blush, “let’s say that I’m 
pleased to have been able to wr�te �t. Clearly the structure of the 
concerto needs a cadenza there for balance; �t would have been 
unth�nkable to leave that sect�on blank just because we don’t have 
Farr�ngford’s or�g�nal. Several people bes�des me have tr�ed the�r 
hands at wr�t�ng a cadenza. M�ne seems to have become standard, 
for wh�ch I’m pleased. My homage to the composer, �f you w�ll. 
But of course �t’s Farr�ngford’s we want �n that spot.”
 Farr�ngford’s, thought Trntl through her alcohol buzz: the 
“stunn�ng”, the “�ndescr�bably beaut�ful”, the “exalt�ng”, m�nd-
boggl�ng s�x fr�gg�n’ m�nutes wh�ch—by all accounts—const�tuted 
a turn�ng po�nt, a peak exper�ence, a l�fe-chang�ng encounter for 
everyone who’d heard �t. No, Abbott’s was certa�nly not that.
 “What else have you composed?” she asked.
 Th�s t�me he blushed �n earnest. “Really, noth�ng at all. Oh, a 
few sketches for p�ano wh�ch have never been publ�shed. I’m not 
a composer. In th�s case, �nsp�rat�on and a sense of duty somehow 
comb�ned to l�ft me above myself. No, I’m bas�cally a performer.”
 The tape ended, and Carol turned off the recorder. Trntl rose 
to brush her teeth. “Good n�ght,” she sa�d to Abbott, who’d gath-
ered up h�s coat and gloves and was now mov�ng unstead�ly to-
ward the door. “We’ve had a long day. Tomorrow may be just as 
long.”
 He murmured h�s goodn�ghts and went weav�ng down the 
hall. From the bathroom, Trntl sa�d, “I’m glad we played the mu-
sic; I really enjoyed it. Did he make it to his room? Okay, lock and 
cha�n the door. From th�s po�nt on, we’ve got to be as watchful as 
the Secret Serv�ce dur�ng a Pres�dent�al walkabout.”
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 When Fel�x had heard the tape of Trntl’s report from Balt�more, 
h�s response was br�ef: “Well, she’s �n �t up to her armp�ts.”
 “You’ve got the Phillips case to finish up,” Torvald said. “I’m 
go�ng down to jo�n Trntl and Carol.”
 “You’ve heard Trntl’s speculat�ons,” sa�d Fel�x. “Who do you 
th�nk saved her l�fe?”
 “E�ther somebody who wanted to fo�l Scaevola’s plan, or 
somebody who specifically wanted to save Trntl. I incline to the 
second v�ew.”
 “Approach�ng �t from a d�fferent angle: Why d�d the rescuers 
want to keep Trntl al�ve? Answer�ng that m�ght suggest who they 
are.”
 “Agents of Lunner & Dinch,” said Torvald, “protecting the 
boss’s �nvestment.”
 “No, I don’t buy it,” said Felix. “If Dinch has agents he can 
field, why did he hire us? I think whoever it was thinks Trntl can 
lead them to the cadenza.”
 Torvald opened a fresh box of chocolate covered cherr�es, se-
lected one, and tossed �t �nto h�s mouth. “Well, clearly there’s at 
least two of them; and �f we grant your hypothes�s, �t’s a team that 
can’t find the cadenza for itself.”
 “One of Dinch’s competitors? Someone else we haven’t learned 
about yet? A th�rd party who’d l�ke to hold �t for ransom? A col-
lector who wants �t for h�mself? Somebody bes�des Scaevola who 
wants to destroy �t?”
 Torvald ate another cherry. “Why hasn’t the manuscr�pt sur-
faced again after that first ransom call? Is someone holding it? Is it 
s�mply m�splaced?—or maybe h�dden somewhere, wa�t�ng to turn 
up?”
 “Hold�ng,” sa�d Fel�x.
 “Hidden,” said Torvald, stifling a yawn. He put the box of 
chocolate cherr�es �nto h�s desk drawer, stretched, and shrugged 
�nto h�s coat. “I’ve got to get home, pack, and catch an early tra�n. 
Are you stay�ng here awh�le?”
 “Yeah, I slept most of the day. What work needs to be done?”
 “A little of Carol’s book-keeping I didn’t get finished. And 
sort�ng through today’s ma�l.”
 “I can do those th�ngs before I leave. In case you’re �nterested, 
my cold’s a lot better.”
 From the doorway Torvald sa�d, “Maybe Anton Farr�ngford’s 
cold �s better too.” 
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 “I hope not,” sa�d Fel�x.

 Alone in the office, Felix opened Torvald’s drawer and helped 
h�mself to a few more chocolate covered cherr�es than he would’ve 
taken had Torvald been present. Carol’s book-keep�ng was me-
t�culous and well-organ�zed; enter�ng the new rece�pts �n the led-
ger took only a few m�nutes. When he’d done that, he turned to 
the stack of ma�l. There were the usual throwaways. Requests for 
money from var�ous ostens�bly char�table organ�zat�ons. Never-
to-be-repeated offers for charter subscr�pt�ons to three new mag-
az�nes: a Journal of Criminological Investigations out of St�les 
Un�vers�ty; a monthly, Real-Life Police Stories, and someth�ng 
called Balls, a quarterly anthology of “the finest male poetry pro-
duced �n the Northwest.” “What �s male poetry?” he wondered. 
Into the wastebasket. How the hell d�d they they get onto these 
ma�l�ng l�sts? I’ll buy your l�st �f you buy m�ne. Jesus! Hello. An en-
velope addressed to h�m. No stamp, so ev�dently hand-del�vered. 
A note neatly scr�pted w�th founta�n-pen by Rosamond Foxe!

 Dear Mr. McKay,
 Once aga�n I’d l�ke to thank you for the draw-
�ng you gave me last n�ght at the Farr�ngfords’. It’s 
an excellent l�keness, and I’m hav�ng �t framed.
 As a token of my grat�tude, please accept 
the enclosed two t�ckets to my concert w�th 
the Metropol�tan Symphony on the even�ng of 
Thursday, March ��. Perhaps you have a fr�end 
who could use the second t�cket?
 Also, there w�ll be a recept�on for me follow-
�ng the concert—�n the Gold Room on the top 
floor of Symphony Hall. I would be happy if you 
(and your fr�end) would come to the recept�on as 
my guests. I’m very glad to have made your ac-
qua�ntance. ‘Mr. McKay’ seems so formal! May I 
call you Fel�x? If I may, you can call me—
     Rosamond.

 Fel�x gave a whoop and canted back �n the sw�vel cha�r. “You 
certa�nly may call me Fel�x!” he crowed. He grabbed the two t�ck-
ets, pressed them to h�s l�ps, and noted that they des�gnated much 
better seats than the t�ckets he’d purchased for h�mself and Carol 
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two days ago. And—wonder of wonders—the recept�on, too! There, 
he’d have to clar�fy for Rosamond that the “fr�end” accompany�ng 
h�m was a colleague merely, noth�ng more—and then �nqu�re �f 
Rosamond would l�ke to go out for d�nner some even�ng when she 
was free.
 He suddenly wanted to be out of the office, onto the street, 
and �nto h�s favor�te bar. He qu�ckly sorted through the rest of the 
ma�l. A letter addressed to Trntl from Mrs. Leopold G. Sternberg, 
marked ‘PERSONAL’. He tossed �t �nto Trntl’s �ncom�ng box. Next, 
two bills and a catalog for survivalists—combat boots, camouflage 
cloth�ng, telescop�c s�ghts, n�ght-v�s�on b�noculars, walky-talk�es, 
electron�c bugs, assault weapons, rocket launchers. Jesus. Into the 
wastebasket.
 Fel�x t�d�ed Carol’s desk and looked at h�s watch. Nearly m�d-
n�ght. T�me for a couple of qu�ck ones at Marshall’s Pub before go-
�ng home. He donned h�s coat, turned out the l�ghts, went through 
the outer office and locked the door behind him. Apparently he 
was the last one out of the bu�ld�ng; the hallway was d�m and 
echoed hollowly to h�s footsteps.
 The br�ghtly l�t s�dewalk was crowded w�th strollers. Fel�x 
began walking briskly toward the pub five blocks away, observ-
ing with interest, as he always did, the night life flowing about 
h�m. Yet, as he walked, he was aware of someth�ng tapp�ng away 
at the back of h�s m�nd—a nagg�ng presence seek�ng adm�ss�on to 
h�s consc�ous thoughts. When he was halfway to Marshall’s Pub, 
�t forced �ts way �n. Yeah. Mrs. Leopold G. Sternberg. Surely—
somehow—he’d encountered that name �n connect�on w�th the 
Farr�ngford Cadenza. Where, though? Try as he m�ght, noth�ng 
came.
 Down the steps into Marshall’s, the finest basement bar in 
Manhattan. Crowded ton�ght. He nodded to several people he 
knew and went stra�ght to the bar, where Albert made h�s spec�al 
dr�nk—Vodka Fel�x—w�th a dash of crème de menthe, a j�gger of 
ton�c water, the ju�ce of half a lemon, and a marasch�no cherry. 
“How ya do�n’ ton�ght?” Albert asked, as he set the glass before 
h�m.
 “Better than last n�ght,” he answered. “I’d rather be here than 
�n Balt�more.” 
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Chapter  18
March 5      (Thursday)

 It had not been a good day for Anton Farr�ngford. Shortly af-
ter arr�v�ng at work, he’d learned that the external aud�t of the 
firm’s trust accounts would begin on Monday, March 9—three 
days earlier than originally scheduled. During his coffee break in 
the employee canteen, he’d had the d�st�nct �mpress�on that h�s 
co-workers were casually avo�d�ng h�m. When he’d returned to h�s 
desk, he’d seen Tippett, head of the Trust Division, and Brownlow, 
ch�ef of Internal Aud�t, cast�ng cold and malevolent glances at h�m 
through the glass window of Tippett’s outer office. A mounting 
wave of parano�a and despa�r had sent h�m to the men’s room 
to vom�t. H�s work went to hell; and just before noon, feel�ng as 
though h�s head were be�ng crushed �n a v�se, he cla�med �llness 
and took the rest of the day off.
 ‘”You’ve had a terr�ble cold the last couple of days,” Mrs. 
Woolley sa�d as he s�gned out. “Be careful that �t doesn’t go down 
on you.”
 A s�n�ster admon�t�on. He wasn’t sure what she meant: lungs? 
bowels? balls? The phrase echoed �n h�s m�nd all the way to the 
tra�n stat�on. But dur�ng h�s journey to Queens, T�ppett, Brownlow, 
and the External Aud�tors came to occupy h�s thoughts l�ke an �n-
vad�ng army. He heard drumrolls and the trampl�ng of hobna�led 
boots, he�nous charges barked out by the Sen�or V�ce-Pres�dent; 
saw before h�m a tr�bunal of gr�m, v�nd�ct�ve faces, a row of hands 
firmly poised with pens above his death-warrant. This was to be 
h�s lot: an execut�ve broads�de and r�tual blood-lett�ng before the 
matter moved beyond the walls, and he was flung out to be pulver-
�zed by the wheels of just�ce.
 He’d have to h�re a good lawyer (how? w�th what?). He’d lose 
h�s l�cense, no doubt of that. Tw�la would leave h�m. The case 
would w�nd through the courts to conv�ct�on. And what would 
Mother say? Oh god, the d�sgrace. The scandal. He was stream�ng 
sweat when he left the tra�n, h�s headache not one wh�t better—
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staggering, shuffling blindly up the sidewalk, supporting himself 
on doorframes and fencera�ls.
 There was no way he could pay back the money. And even �f he 
could, that rest�tut�on wouldn’t salvage h�s career �f the embezzle-
ment showed up �n the aud�t. H�s only chance was to funnel back 
as much money as he could. But he had no means of do�ng �t. He’d 
already restored about $7,000 to the var�ous pr�nc�pals, but w�th 
the accrued �nterest the accounts would’ve earned over the last 
five years, that left almost $60,000 that he still owed.
 Stumbl�ng up the steps of h�s apartment bu�ld�ng, he paused 
by habit to fish in his mailbox. A few items—but also, leaning 
aga�nst the wall at h�s feet, a large package wrapped �n brown pa-
per and addressed to h�m. From Balt�more.
 Once �ns�de h�s l�v�ng room, he placed the package on the table 
and stared at �t vacantly wh�le he poured h�mself a st�ff bourbon 
and gulped �t down. Thank God Tw�la wasn’t home from work yet. 
He couldn’t face her now.
 He went to h�s Workspace, sat at the computer, and checked 
his figures once again. Yes, computing the interest-earnings till 
Monday morn�ng, the amount he owed was $58,�09.37.
 H�s math was accurate. It always was. St�ll star�ng at the 
figures, he finished his second whiskey and poured another. 
Fogg�ly he tr�ed to recall where he’d put h�s father’s old stra�ght 
razor. Tw�la would be home soon; he’d have to hurry. He knew �t 
wasn’t �n the bathroom. Was �t �n the keepsake box �n the record 
cab�net? H�s nose felt numb.
 On h�s way to the cab�net, he aga�n saw the package on the 
l�v�ng room table. From Baltimore?
 The package had been very securely taped. It took h�m a full 
two m�nutes to get the wrapp�ngs off. A brown br�efcase. He read 
the note, stared at �t blankly for a moment, read �t aga�n, and then 
grabbed the edge of the table for support.
 “The cadenza!” he cr�ed. Not �n Balt�more. Not held for ran-
som! Here!
 He tore at the leather flap, found that the case was locked. 
For another long moment he searched dazedly for the key—on 
and under the table, among the wrapp�ngs, �n h�s trouser cuffs. 
W�th h�s hands he aga�n scrabbled at the lock, and, after tear�ng a 
fingernail, ran to the kitchen to find something that would pry the 
metal apart. He came back w�th a screwdr�ver, a corkscrew, and 
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a butcher kn�fe. Surely one of them would work. But the screw-
dr�ver was too small to serve effect�vely as a ch�sel or pry; �t s�mply 
scratched and battered the outs�de of the lock. The corkscrew was 
no help at all. The butcher kn�fe was awkward and perverse; after 
�t tw�ce sl�pped and nearly sl�ced h�s hand, he became fr�ghtened 
and gave �t up. But when he �nverted the br�efcase, or shook �t 
from s�de to s�de, he could hear someth�ng sl�d�ng about aga�nst 
the leather. A stack of papers: h�s father’s manuscr�pt.
 He reverently placed the br�ef case on the table. What luck! 
what joy! He should tell Mother the cadenza was safe; Dinch, 
that h�s long, anx�ous wa�t was over. Carry�ng h�s empty glass, he 
started unstead�ly toward the telephone. He hadn’t spoken to h�s 
mother s�nce the b�tter d�spute two n�ghts ago over her d�m�n-
�shed allowance. He hoped she wouldn’t beg�n the quarrel all over 
aga�n; he couldn’t bear more wheedl�ng and wh�n�ng, �ns�st�ng, 
demand�ng. She’d even threatened to sell Father’s piano! He’d 
been as shocked and mortified at that as if she’d desecrated a holy 
shrine, or defiled a national monument.
 He sat down heav�ly bes�de the phone, reached out to d�al her 
number. And how gross of her to call the bastards who’d stolen the 
cadenza “the lucky ones” because “they’d be getting fifty thousand 
dollars!” “No, Mother,” he muttered, “they won’t be gett�ng any-
thing. The cadenza’s safe now. I have it!” His finger froze above 
the d�al.
 F�fty thousand dollars. He pulled back h�s hand, clasped �t 
t�ghtly w�th the other, sat gr�pp�ng them together �n h�s crotch. He 
frowned and tr�ed to focus h�s eyes.
 No, he wouldn’t call Dinch just yet, either. No hurry. He had 
to wa�t and th�nk. Tw�la would be home soon. Oh god. He had 
to clear his head. He lurched up and shuffled to the bathroom, 
stuck h�s head �nto the shower stall, and doused h�mself w�th cold 
water. He should’ve eaten lunch; the wh�skey had h�t h�s stomach 
l�ke a rock. He let the water play on the back of h�s neck. Had to 
have a clear head to work th�s out. Who’d sent h�m the caden-
za? Trntl? No, she wouldn’t have s�gned herself “A Fr�end”. The 
people who’d been hold�ng �t for ransom—dec�d�ng, perhaps, that 
with two murders, it had become too hot a liability? Perhaps. Did 
�t really matter?
 Yes. Because �t was �mportant to know who was aware that the 
cadenza was now �n his possess�on.
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 Had Peter Sh�pley Abbott sent �t? He’d told Anton he was go�ng 
to Balt�more to see how Trntl was do�ng. No, he’d have s�gned h�s 
own name, want�ng cred�t for gett�ng the cadenza back to the fam-
�ly. More l�kely yet, he’d have carr�ed �t back personally. Professor 
Pett�grew? No, he’d have s�gned h�s own name also, want�ng �t 
known that he’d finally rectified the disaster caused by his foolish 
press conference and h�s carelessness �n allow�ng the cadenza to 
be stolen in the first place. 
 Anton se�zed a towel and scrubbed h�s head and neck wh�le 
rushing back to the living room table. The note said, “Do with it 
as you w�ll.” The wr�ter was clearly g�v�ng up all cla�m to �t, shuck-
�ng �t off l�ke a bad memory. All r�ght. It was h�s now. What did he 
want to do w�th �t?
 Publ�sh �t, of course: complete Father’s greatest work. Stup�d 
quest�on, Anton! why d�d you even ask �t? Now that �t’s safe, of 
course it’ll be published. Dinch and Morgan Latimer had been 
prepared to pay fifty thousand dollars to see it published. Latimer 
had been w�ll�ng to pay ten t�mes that amount to get �t back. So 
rich he’d never miss it. And whatever Dinch paid would be written 
off as a bus�ness expense. 
 S�nce all th�s had been agreed to, the dec�s�on made, the ran-
som already set as�de—�n used, unmarked twenty-dollar b�lls—
why, the transact�on was, �n effect, an establ�shed fact, a done 
deal. When the money was handed over, the cadenza would be 
delivered to Lunner & Dinch for publication. Dinch was simply 
wa�t�ng for the second call so the matter could be consummated.
 And �f Anton, �n the next two days, could manage to obta�n 
that cash, he might have a fighting chance to repay his Swinfurth 
L�ghtfoot borrow�ngs before the aud�tors came. The computer 
programs were ready to go. Even �f the External Aud�tors found 
ev�dence of h�s t�nker�ng—surely h�s hav�ng returned the money 
with interest would m�t�gate h�s pun�shment. He’d been very clev-
er �n s�phon�ng off h�s loans. If all the amounts were securely �n 
place �n the proper trust accounts—he just m�ght be able to muddy 
the waters and obscure the trail sufficiently to keep the auditors 
from finding out precisely what he’d done. Then, even if they had 
susp�c�ons, they wouldn’t be able to prove anyth�ng. It had to be 
tr�ed. Father would want h�m to.
 Return�ng the cadenza would be easy. Obta�n�ng the ransom 
money without being seen and identified would not. No longer 
hav�ng a car was a major problem. He returned to h�s Workspace, 
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the towel draped around h�s shoulders. He needed paper, a penc�l 
to wr�te out what he’d say. New York was so crowded, w�th so l�ttle 
pr�vacy! How, then, to arrange a drop-off of the br�efcase and a 
p�ckup of the ransom w�thout be�ng seen—or runn�ng the r�sk of 
hav�ng someone else stumble onto the money by acc�dent?
 He tr�ed to remember how these th�ngs were done �n mov�es 
and detect�ve novels. He thought of publ�c lockers, museum check-
rooms, confess�onal booths, elevators w�th sets of doors open�ng 
on oppos�te s�des to parallel hallways, bu�ld�ngs w�th mult�ple 
ex�ts, ch�ldren’s tra�ns that wandered through amusement parks. 
No, all of them were too publ�c, too chancy, too eas�ly staked out. 
S�nce no one must ever know h�s �nvolvement, he couldn’t r�sk 
us�ng a cour�er—not Tw�la, not Clara, not some h�rel�ng off the 
street.
 A cemetery! The one nearest h�s apartment, where he’d of-
ten taken sol�tary walks. He knew �ts layout, �ts part�cularly str�k-
ing monuments. It was private, filled with nooks for hiding and 
watch�ng unobserved, easy to escape from undetected, and w�th�n 
walk�ng d�stance from home. He qu�ckly wrote out the message he 
would read to Silas Dinch on the telephone.

 If you want the Farr�ngford Cadenza, the 
pr�ce has gone up. Put $58,300 �n used, un-
marked twenty-dollar b�lls �n a black su�tcase. 
Deliver it tomorrow, Friday, March 6, at 12 noon 
sharp as follows: go to Mount Myrtle Cemetery 
(Queens) and take the central road from the ma�n 
gate t�ll you come to the T-�ntersect�on w�th the 
tall DIGBY monument (square column with a red 
gran�te ball on top). Turn r�ght at the T and con-
t�nue t�ll you come to the stone angel. Turn left 
and cont�nue to the th�rd r�ght-branch�ng road. 
Turn on �t and proceed for about two hundred 
yards till you come to the HODGES tombstone 
(a large rectangular gray gran�te monument w�th 
stone urns on e�ther s�de). Put the su�tcase be-
h�nd the stone so that �t can’t be seen from the 
road. Drive back to the main gate. If you follow 
these �nstruct�ons, the cadenza w�ll be returned 
to you. If you don’t or �f there’s anyth�ng funny 
about the money, or �f you br�ng anyone w�th you, 
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or �nform the pol�ce, the deal �s off. The cadenza 
w�ll be offered to your compet�tors and sold to the 
h�ghest b�dder.

 Anton read the note over, sm�l�ng w�th sat�sfact�on at what 
he’d wr�tten. He was espec�ally pleased w�th the last sentence, the 
ultimate threat that would guarantee Dinch’s compliance. And his 
choice of the HODGES plot was ideal; it was near a thick grove 
of trees, and the stone was backed by a dense wall of evergreen 
shrubbery—an effect�ve cover from wh�ch he could reach out and 
grab the money.
 He went to the telephone and dialed the number of Lunner & 
Dinch. Muffling his voice with a handkerchief, he informed the sec-
retary that he wanted to speak to Mr. Dinch about the Farringford 
Cadenza. Dinch came on the line immediately.
 “L�sten carefully, mate”—(he pronounced �t myte)—“Th�s �s 
the message youse have been wa�t�n’ for. I a�n’t gonna repeat �t, so 
get �t the fo�st to�me.” He read the scr�pt slowly, g�v�ng h�s vowels 
what he thought was an Austral�an colorat�on.
 “Fifty-eight thousand three hundred dollars?” said Dinch.
 “The pro�ce has gone up.”
 “Did you say Rogers or Hodges?” Dinch inquired curtly.
 “Hodges,” Anton sa�d. “Twelve o’clock sharp.” He hung up 
and hugged h�mself �n a rush of elat�on and rel�ef. Before pour�ng 
h�mself another dr�nk, he h�d the br�efcase beneath the underwear 
�n h�s dresser drawer. When Tw�la arr�ved twenty m�nutes later, 
t�red and grumpy, he greeted her w�th a freshly poured dr�nk of 
her own and a pleasant surpr�se: “Wash up, Tw�la. Put on your 
blue-sequ�ned dress. We’re go�ng out to Chuck’s for a steak d�nner 
and lemon mer�ngue p�e!”

 Silas Dinch rewound the tape in his recorder and dialed the 
number of N. F. Trntl Assoc�ates. Fel�x answered.
 “Mr. McKay? Silas Dinch. We’ve just received the second ran-
som demand. I’m go�ng to play you the tape to see what you make 
of �t.” He pressed the play button.
 “Now,” he said, when the tape was finished, “do you think it’s 
ser�ous, or someone play�ng a perverted joke?”
 “We can’t afford to regard �t as a joke,” sa�d Fel�x. “It’s certa�n-
ly b�zarre. The caller was try�ng to d�sgu�se h�s vo�ce w�th a phony 
Austral�an accent. If �t was a local call, and he wants the money 
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dropped off �n a cemetery �n Queens, I th�nk we should assume 
the cadenza �s here �n New York, and no longer �n Balt�more. It’s 
�nterest�ng that th�s call ment�ons your compet�tors and prom�ses 
to hold an auction, whereas the first call simply threatened to de-
stroy the manuscr�pt �f ransom wasn’t pa�d.”
 “You may find it interesting,” Dinch said heatedly. Felix had 
the sudden impression that Dinch would rather have the cadenza 
destroyed than have �t fall �nto the hands of h�s compet�tors. He 
drew a c�rcular frown-face on h�s pad, and turned h�s own mouth 
down to match �t.
 “To give such specific directions,” said Felix, “the person also 
seems to know the cemetery well.”
 “A New Yorker?”
 “Probably a res�dent of Queens.” Or poss�bly, he thought, 
somebody who works �n the cemetery—graved�gger? groundskee-
per? mort�c�an? 
 “Th�s caller �s not the same person who called earl�er,” sa�d 
Dinch.
 “You may be deal�ng w�th a gang. Or else the cadenza may 
s�mply have changed hands.”
 “If it’s changed hands, how could the person know that fifty 
thousand was the or�g�nal ransom?”
 “Good quest�on. Also, by say�ng that th�s �s the call you’ve 
been waiting for, the person clearly knows of the first call, and 
that there’s been no follow-up.”
 “What do you make of that?”
 “I’m not sure. Perhaps an assoc�ate of Tony Scaevola’s.”
 “Ment�on�ng my compet�tors �s an ent�rely new tw�st—one 
that I don’t l�ke.”
 “I don’t know what that signifies. It’s also interesting that the 
ransom has been ra�sed by e�ghty-three hundred dollars.”
 “We’ll pay it,” said Dinch.
 “The three hundred �s the most �nterest�ng of all,” sa�d Fel�x. 
“It has a precision, a scrupulous refinement that borders on the 
burlesque.”
 “That’s why I thought the call m�ght be a joke. That and the 
Australian accent. At first I wondered if he might be drunk.”
 “Do you want me to be at the cemetery tomorrow?”
 “He sa�d I should come alone. I’m less concerned w�th who 
has the cadenza than that we get �t back. I don’t want anyth�ng to 
jeopard�ze the deal. No, I don’t want you at the cemetery.”
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 “As you w�sh.”
 “You should call M�ss Trntl �n Balt�more and tell her th�s new 
development.”
 “I’ll do that. Thanks for keep�ng us posted.” (Wh�ch means, 
thought Felix, that Dinch is preparing the way for terminating 
our services.) Dinch rang off. Before calling Baltimore, Felix sat 
th�nk�ng for a long wh�le, tugg�ng gently at h�s beard. So far, the 
�nvest�gat�on had prov�ded them noth�ng to feel good about. Two 
murders. W�th Trntl’s abduct�on, almost three. Frustrat�on on all 
fronts. They had to get some sat�sfact�on from the case; at the very 
least, to know who the ransom-caller was. Know�ng that m�ght 
lead to the recovery of the money. But here was Dinch intruding 
�nto the�r �nvest�gat�on and d�ctat�ng l�m�ts on the�r profess�onal 
respons�b�l�t�es. They’d told h�m that k�nd of �ntrus�on wouldn’t 
be tolerated. Fel�x would damn well be at the cemetery long before 
twelve o’clock, to see for h�mself just what was there to see.

 Having finished with Felix, Dinch called Morgan Latimer 
and played h�m the tape. The stockbroker’s explos�ve exc�tement 
caused Dinch to recoil in distaste: Latimer harbored no doubts, 
had no skepticism, was not suspicious of a hoax. Did such credu-
lous fa�th s�gnal advanc�ng sen�l�ty? And h�s sheer unabashed joy, 
so effus�ve and puer�le! Why, he sounded l�ke a schoolboy who’d 
just d�scovered a peephole �nto the g�rls’ locker room. 
 F�nally Lat�mer calmed down enough to say “It does sound as 
though the cadenza’s here, �n New York. Thank God �t’s not been 
destroyed! The fifty thousand’s in my safe. I’ll get the rest and de-
liver it to you by ten tomorrow.” There was a pause, and Dinch lis-
tened to h�m suck�ng on h�s dentures. Then: “Nevertheless, S�las, 
I don’t l�ke buy�ng a p�g �n a poke. I w�sh to hell there were some 
way we could exam�ne the manuscr�pt to know for sure what we’re 
gett�ng.”
 “I agree,” said Dinch, “but it’s not an option.”
 “Call me as soon as you get �t.” When the l�ne was clear, Lat�mer 
placed a call to V�ctor Zyzynsk�. As had been the case yesterday, 
the secretary �nformed h�m that Mr. Zyzynsk� was not ava�lable.
 “Tell Mr. Zyzynsk� that Morgan Lat�mer has urgent news 
about the Farr�ngford transact�on. Have h�m call me back—he has 
my number.”
 He hung up, leaned back �n h�s padded cha�r, and stared at the 
ceiling. His initial flush of excitement had dissipated. He should 
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have been rejo�c�ng at the prospect of recover�ng the cadenza, but 
�nstead he felt suddenly we�ghed down w�th doubts and m�sg�v-
�ngs. Was �t s�mply fear that he m�ght be d�sappo�nted yet aga�n? 
He wasn’t sure that he could surv�ve another d�sappo�ntment. 
After the expected second call hadn’t come through yesterday 
morn�ng, he hadn’t slept, had hardly eaten—only a d�sh of cole 
slaw, one p�ece of toast, and a l�ttle weak tea. How many blows 
could he endure? H�s stam�na was gone; and Bertha’s, too, was 
falter�ng. Both of them together s�mply wast�ng away, l�ke tw�n 
gold wedd�ng bands hav�ng worn th�n from susta�n�ng the cumu-
lat�ve knocks and abras�ons of s�xty years.
 It was that tape Dinch had played for him: the caller’s voice, 
grotesque, l�ke someth�ng out of a th�rd-rate roadshow. Yet some-
how d�sturb�ngly familiar. Could �t be a hoax, after all? An ev�l 
joke? If so, he knew he wouldn’t be able to bear �t.

 Zyzynsk� reached for the phone. He m�ght as well get �t over 
w�th; Lat�mer would keep try�ng t�ll he got through. He s�ghed. 
S�nce the second ransom call hadn’t been made, he’d assumed 
that Tony Scaevola’s plan had collapsed, and that Tony had been 
taken off the scene. Ch�p cla�med he’d d�sappeared w�thout a 
trace. Lat�mer probably wanted to gr�eve that the ransom was off. 
Well, Zyzynsk� would talk to the old fart and let h�m get �t off h�s 
chest. “Hello? Morgan Lat�mer, please.” Cl�ck. “Morgan? V�ctor. 
You called?” He massaged a fresh cigar with the fingers of his free 
hand.
 “V�ctor, I’ve got good news about the Farr�ngford Cadenza. 
Dinch received the second ransom call this afternoon.”
 Zyzynsk� squeezed h�s eyes shut. Oh fuck, �t wasn’t over! 
Damn, damn, damn. “Good!” he said. “That’s wonderful.” Okay, 
he’d allow h�mself to be pulled �n for ten thousand, but no more. 
He scowled at the broken c�gar he’d been go�ng to l�ght.
 “This was a different caller from the first one,” Latimer said. 
“It was the vo�ce of a drunk Austral�an w�th a bad head cold. He 
read a prepared script, and he raised the price from fifty to fifty-
e�ght thousand three hundred.”
 ”Do you think it’s a legitimate call, Morgan? Or just someone 
try�ng to r�p off the cash?”
 “Dinch thinks it’s the real thing. We can’t risk assuming oth-
erwise. I’m sending him the money tomorrow morning. Do you 
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st�ll w�sh to contr�bute to the ransom? I’ll keep you anonymous, 
of course.”
 Clearly, there was no way out. “F�ne. Yes. I’ll put �n ten thou-
sand.”
 “That’s very generous. Since we already have the fifty, I was 
go�ng to suggest that you supply only the e�ght add�t�onal. But 
now, w�th ten from you, we can refund to Clara Farr�ngford the 
two thousand she �ns�sted on g�v�ng. She really doesn’t have �t to 
spare.”
 Zyzynsk� rolled h�s eyes upward, dropped the halves of h�s 
broken cigar into the wastebasket, and, with a broad finger, began 
patt�ng the �nk sta�ns on h�s blotter. “Certa�nly, that sounds good. 
By all means, refund her money. I’ll send you a check by messen-
ger �n the morn�ng.”
 “Dinch is going to play it straight,” Latimer continued. “He’s 
supposed to take the money h�mself at noon tomorrow and leave 
�t �n a cemetery.”
 “W�ll he get the cadenza then?”
 “That’s not clear. The caller sa�d that, �f everyth�ng was �n or-
der, Dinch would receive the cadenza. It might be mailed, or deliv-
ered, or left somewhere for p�ckup.”
 “Wh�ch cemetery?”
 “One of those �n Queens. I’m afra�d I don’t remember wh�ch. 
There were two words �n the name: someth�ng about a moun-
ta�n.”
 Zyzynsk� scrambled �n h�s desk drawer for a map. He spread 
Queens out before h�m. “Was �t Mount Z�on?” he asked. “Mount 
Ol�vet? Mount Carmel—”
 “Ol�vet,” sa�d Lat�mer. “Yes, I th�nk that’s �t. Mount Ol�vet.”
 “Not Mount Neboh or Mount Lebanon—”
 “No, I’m sure �t was Mount Ol�vet. It seems to me I once at-
tended a bur�al there.”
 “At noon, you say?”
 “Yes, twelve sharp.”
 “It’s a rather large cemetery. Where’s he supposed to leave the 
money?”
 “That I don’t know. The caller gave h�m deta�led �nstruct�ons, 
but I d�dn’t take them down.”
 “It sounds l�ke a scam to me,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “I’ll bet you what-
ever you like that Dinch will never see the cadenza.”
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 “What else can we do?” Lat�mer cr�ed. “I know �t’s a rotten 
s�tuat�on.”
 “All r�ght, all r�ght, maybe I’m just borrow�ng trouble. You go 
on, get the money to h�m. Call me tomorrow just as soon as any-
th�ng’s resolved, e�ther for us or against us.”
 Zyzynsk� was sm�l�ng t�ghtly when Lat�mer ended the call. He 
had twenty m�nutes to get to the staff meet�ng to plan strategy 
for tomorrow’s bout of merger negot�at�ons. The tr�p to Balt�more 
had been d�sastrous. The absence of h�s gu�d�ng hand had caused 
today’s negot�at�ons to lurch off-track. He s�mply had to be at to-
morrow’s sess�on. Before leav�ng for the staff meet�ng, he just had 
t�me to call W�llett and Strunk.
 He punched the buttons. “Willett? Zyzynski. Do you know 
how to get to Mount Ol�vet Cemetery? It’s �n Queens. Well, tomor-
row at eleven . . .”

 In view of the importance of Dinch’s communication, Felix 
McKay decided not to wait till five-thirty when Trntl called in her 
n�ghtly report. Bes�des, he wanted to get to Marshall’s Pub for an 
early supper and “Jazz Combo N�ght”; he was tak�ng h�s clar�net to 
s�t �n on the jam sess�on that would follow the peak-t�me sets. He 
chose four-th�rty to d�al Trntl’s room at the Cavend�sh Hotel.
 Torvald Gr�msson answered. “Trntl’s not here. She and Carol 
went to a mov�e: Trntl really needed to decompress. I’m here w�th 
Peter Sh�pley Abbott.” Fel�x caught the �rony �n h�s tone.
 “Is Abbott st�ll there? What’s he do�ng?”
 “Hover�ng,” sa�d Torvald. “Actually, he’s �n the bathroom now. 
He’s frequently �n the bathroom. But that’s okay w�th me; �t’s the 
only t�me he’s not underfoot.”
 “Can’t you shake h�m?”
 “No. He’s a barnacle. Afra�d he’ll m�ss someth�ng. Seems to 
get a thr�ll out of play�ng detect�ve. We th�nk he’s here to see that 
Dinch is getting his money’s worth. Wup! the toilet just flushed. I 
th�nk he’d sleep here �f the women would let h�m.”
 Fel�x ate one of Torvald’s chocolate cherr�es. “I take �t noth�ng 
new has come up regard�ng the cadenza?”
 “Noth�ng.”
 “Any further attempts on Trntl’s l�fe?”
 “No, but she’s ly�ng low. Abbott’s been tell�ng me all about the 
p�ano mus�c of Gershw�n and Shostakov�ch.”
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 “Learn�ng anyth�ng?”
 “You’d be surpr�sed.”
 “Well, there’s news here. Looks l�ke the cadenza may be back 
in New York. Dinch got a second ransom demand about four this 
afternoon; the money’s to be left at noon tomorrow �n a cemetery 
in Queens. Dinch doesn’t want me there to observe, but I’ll be 
there anyway.”
 “Does that mean our work in Baltimore is finished?”
 In the background, Fel�x heard Abbott cry out anx�ously: 
“Who’s on the phone?”
 “F�ll h�m �n,” sa�d Fel�x.
 Torvald relayed the ransom news to Abbott.
 Abbott, close to the mouthp�ece: “How much are they ask-
�ng?”
 “F�fty-e�ght thousand three hundred,” sa�d Fel�x.
 Torvald: “Three hundred?”
 “My react�on exactly,” sa�d Fel�x.
 Abbott: “Are Dinch and Latimer going to pay it?”
 “Yes.”
 “Any clues as to who �t m�ght be?” Torvald asked.
 “Nope. It was a different voice from the first.”
 “Are we to leave Balt�more?” Torvald asked.
 “Dinch didn’t say anything about it. If the cadenza’s here in 
New York, there’s no reason to stay. If Scaevola’s people are after 
Trntl, there’s every reason to leave.”
 “When Trntl and Carol get back, I’ll pass on your report.”
 Felix ended the call and locked up the office for the night.
 
 In Room 9�7, as soon as the red l�ght w�nked off, Marco tr�ed 
to call Zyzynsk� �n New York; but he couldn’t ra�se the Ch�ef at the 
“Confidential” private number. He then dialed the “Top Priority” 
record�ng mach�ne and left h�s message there for Mr. Meggs. Ch�p 
was out follow�ng Trntl and her fr�end, g�v�ng Jerry a breather; 
and Jerry, down �n 6�0, was presumably watch�ng Trntl’s door 
through h�s bubble. Should he r�ng the room and tell Jerry th�s 
latest news? Naw, plenty of t�me for that later. Marco went back to 
do�ng pushups.

 In Trntl’s room, Peter Sh�pley Abbott had made Torvald go 
through the few specifics Felix had provided regarding the ransom 
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�nstruct�ons. “Noon tomorrow,” he repeated. “Wh�ch cemetery �n 
Queens?”
 “He d�dn’t say,” sa�d Torvald.
 “And you’re stay�ng here �n Balt�more when the cadenza’s �n 
New York?” Abbott asked �n d�sbel�ef.
 “We’ll have a conference and dec�de,” sa�d Torvald.
 “Well, I’m go�ng back to New York ton�ght,” sa�d Abbott. “I 
may be of more use there than here.”
 “That’s true,” sa�d Torvald.
 Abbott pulled the Amtrak schedule from h�s coat pocket and 
stud�ed �t rap�dly. “Yes, there’s a tra�n that’ll get me to Manhattan 
around m�dn�ght.”
 There was a br�sk knock on the door. A man’s vo�ce sa�d “Room 
serv�ce.”
 “I didn’t order anything,” said Torvald. “Did you?” Abbott 
shook his head and started for the door. “Don’t open it!” Torvald 
wh�spered. “Look through the peephole.”
 Abbott craned h�s neck and peered out. “Just a man �n a red 
jacket w�th a wheeled cart.”
 Another knock. “Room serv�ce.” More �ns�stent.
 Through the door Torvald sa�d loudly, “There must be a m�s-
take. We d�dn’t order anyth�ng.”
 “I have an order here for n—f—t—r—n—t—l �n Room 609. 
Unless you s�gn my sl�p and state the order’s an error, �t’ll be add-
ed to your b�ll.”
 “Crap,” sa�d Torvald, shoot�ng back the bolt and releas�ng the 
cha�n lock. He opened the door, and �mmed�ately a man �n a red 
jacket pushed a wheeled cart w�th covered d�shes �nto the room.
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Chapter  19
 From across the hall, Jerry, peer�ng through his peephole, 
saw much more than Abbott had. A second man �n a red jacket 
stood bes�de Trntl’s door w�th h�s back pressed to the wall. Hotel 
un�form notw�thstand�ng, Jerry recogn�zed h�m as Angelo Torell�. 
Trntl’s door opened, and the man w�th the cart entered the room; 
Torell� qu�ckly moved to stand beh�nd h�m �n the doorway, w�th 
h�s back to Jerry.
 

 Torvald stepped back as the cart wheeled �n. “Let’s see your 
sl�p,” he sa�d.
 A second man in red appeared in the doorway behind the first. 
The man w�th the cart was push�ng �t w�th h�s left hand. H�s r�ght, 
rest�ng on the top shelf bes�de the d�shes, was completely covered 
by a towel folded lengthw�se. The man looked sw�ftly around the 
room and ra�sed h�s r�ght hand. The towel, st�ll drap�ng �t, came 
too. Even Abbott could see that, under the towel, he had a very 
long arm.
 “N. F. Trntl?” sa�d the man. A s�lencer poked from beneath the 
towel.
 Torvald d�d several th�ngs almost s�multaneously. W�th h�s 
r�ght foot he k�cked the cart �nto the man’s gro�n; and wh�le, w�th 
h�s left hand, he se�zed the gun barrel through the towel, tw�st-
�ng �t upward, back, and to the man’s r�ght, w�th h�s r�ght hand 
he chopped down on the man’s wr�st. The man screamed as h�s 
finger broke in the trigger guard; the gun fired—pfsst! (the bul-
let go�ng whunk �nto the ce�l�ng). Wrench�ng the p�stol from the 
man’s nerveless hand, Torvald k�cked h�s r�ght kneecap, and ka-
rate-chopped the base of h�s neck where �t jo�ned the left shoulder. 
The clav�cle snapped l�ke a rotten st�ck. The man dropped bes�de 
the cart w�th a great outrush of a�r, felled l�ke a tree �n just three 
seconds.
 During which, Jerry had opened his door, stepped into the hall 
beh�nd Torell�, and dropped and t�ghtened a garrote cord around 
his neck. Leaning back solidly against the wall, firmly supported 
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by h�s left leg, w�th h�s r�ght knee �n the m�ddle of Torell�’s back, he 
used both hands to pull the wooden toggles at the ends of the cord. 
Yanked backwards, Torelli clutched at his throat, then flailed his 
arms uselessly beh�nd h�m and to the s�des, became purple-faced, 
and never made a sound. Jerry had to restra�n h�mself; �t would’ve 
been so easy to finish the job, and it’d been such a long time! But 
he had no bus�ness k�ll�ng Torell�; �t wasn’t h�s quarrel. When he 
observed w�th a pract�ced eye that Torell�’s spasms and clutch�ngs 
had become so feeble as to pose no threat, he released the garrote, 
spun Torell� around, and slammed h�s head resound�ngly aga�nst 
the wall. He reached down, took Torell�’s p�stol from �ts shoulder 
holster, stepped back �nto h�s room and closed the door. A mo-
ment later, while Torvald was calling the hotel desk and Detective 
Adcock at pol�ce headquarters, Jerry emerged w�th h�s su�tcase 
and darted down the hall to the sta�rs that would take h�m to the 
ninth floor.
 Abbott, h�s face the color of a d�sh of gr�ts, was bend�ng down 
to exam�ne the man who’d pushed the cart. “You made a mess of 
his finger,” he choked in a squeaky voice. He felt a sharp twinge in 
the reg�on of h�s prostate, and a wave of nausea so whelm�ng he 
had to fight down the urge to puke. His own fingers, curling defen-
sively, hid themselves deep in his coat pockets. Though horrified, 
he couldn’t pull h�s eyes away. “And I th�nk you broke h�s wr�st!”
 “Very l�kely,” sa�d Torvald. “What about the guy �n the hall? I 
had the �mpress�on some stranger was deal�ng w�th h�m.”
 Abbott stepped around the man with the ruined finger and 
stud�ed the body crumpled on the hall carpet. “He’s unconsc�ous, 
looks awful, and h�s breath�ng �s k�nd of wheezy.”
 The house d�ck arr�ved, runn�ng up from the elevator, a tr�m 
and dapper man wear�ng a p�n-str�pe su�t and po�nted shoes w�th a 
m�rror-br�ght pol�sh. He looked at the casualt�es, heard Torvald’s 
account of what had happened. “These are hotel employees,” he 
sa�d, not�ng the red jackets. “You say they tr�ed to k�ll you? Uh, s�r, 
why don’t you g�ve me that gun?”
 “I’ll give it to the police,” said Torvald. “You’ll find a bullet 
up there �n the ce�l�ng.” At th�s po�nt the manager arr�ved, a tall, 
morose man w�th broad shoulders and horn-r�mmed glasses. He 
had to hear the recount�ng also, but when he’d exam�ned the two 
men, he sa�d: “These aren’t hotel employees. They’re just dressed 
up �n our l�very.” To the house d�ck he sa�d: “F�nd out where they 
got those jackets and that serv�ng cart.”
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 Police headquarters was not far away. Detective Adcock ar-
r�ved w�th another man �n pla�nclothes whom he �ntroduced as 
Detective Price. Torvald handed Adcock the pistol, and he and 
Abbott gave the�r names. Adcock stud�ed the s�lencer and looked 
at the bullet hole �n the ce�l�ng. As the pol�ce were l�sten�ng to 
Torvald’s story, Trntl and Carol returned from the�r mov�e.
 “What d�d you do to these guys?” Adcock asked. Both were 
now s�tt�ng grogg�ly aga�nst the wall. “And where’s the other gun? 
That man’s holster �s empty.”
 “The stranger must have taken �t,” sa�d Torvald. “He went 
back �nto that room across the hall.”
 Adcock rapped loudly on the door of 6�0. He turned to the 
manager, sa�d “Open �t,” and the manager produced a passkey and 
let them �n. “The room’s empty,” sa�d Adcock. “Call down and see 
who’s reg�stered here.”
 The manager called the front desk and Trntl, hav�ng gotten a 
qu�ck rundown from Torvald, announced to Adcock as he returned 
to her room, “The man w�th the bru�sed face �s Angelo Torell�, as 
you may know. He and a man named Joe tr�ed to k�ll me yester-
day.”
 “We hadn’t heard,” Adcock sa�d �c�ly.
 “I was hop�ng for a pol�ce presence when I went out last n�ght 
pursu�ng the cadenza lead. But I never saw you or Pr�ce or anyone 
else. If you’d been there, you wouldn’t have had to be told.”
 Adcock turned to Price and gave him a long stare. Price flushed 
and sa�d, “When I got to the phone booth, she’d already gone.”
 “You should also know that Torelli knew I’d called your office,” 
sa�d Trntl. “He and K�ller Joe both work for G�useppe Scaevola.”
 Adcock d�d not respond to th�s. Torvald sa�d, “I want these 
men charged. For starters, assault w�th a deadly weapon—w�th �n-
tent to inflict severe bodily harm.”
 “I want them charged too,” Trntl sa�d to Adcock. “You should 
do a ball�st�cs check on th�s gun w�th the s�lencer. It m�ght be the 
one used to k�ll Stephan�e S�mms.”
 Adcock turned to the two attackers where they lay gently hold-
�ng and support�ng var�ous parts of themselves. “You’re under ar-
rest—”
 “I want my lawyer,” Torell� wh�spered, h�s vo�ce a reedy 
croak.
 The manager turned from the telephone. “Room 6�0 �s reg�s-
tered to Mr. Ambrose Aarslof from Butte, Montana.”
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 “He’s the one who took care of Torell�,” sa�d Torvald.
 “Hunt for h�m,” Adcock sa�d to the house d�ck. To the un�-
formed patrolmen now �n the hallway, he sa�d, “Take these two 
away. I’ll follow you to book ’em. Pr�ce, get formal statements 
from Abbott and Gr�msson. M�ss Trntl, I wonder �f you’d obl�ge 
me by com�ng down to headquarters. I’d l�ke to talk to you some 
more.”
 “I was just a bystander,” Abbott qu�ckly sa�d to Pr�ce. “Just 
v�s�t�ng �n th�s room when the attack occurred. My room’s 603 
down the hall;—look, here’s my key. I’d apprec�ate �t �f you’d take 
my statement first. I’ve got to catch a train.”

 When, �n short order, Lefty Scaevola heard about the arrests, 
he was �n h�s study l�sten�ng to Rigoletto. Theresa had gone to her 
s�ster’s for the even�ng, h�s mother was off �n her quarters watch-
�ng telev�s�on, and he had been ant�c�pat�ng some qu�et t�me for 
h�mself. But, after hang�ng up the phone, he sat for a long t�me 
star�ng at the desktop wh�le the �ce melted �n h�s dr�nk and the 
opera ended. In�t�ally h�s thoughts focused on h�s nephew Tony, 
whose free-lanc�ng had set so much �n mot�on. “Cretino,” he mut-
tered, “idiota!” No br�ghter than h�s father. Then h�s thoughts 
shifted to the present difficulty. He picked up the phone, dialed his 
office manager: “Bernie, first thing in the morning: call Newark; 
have Johnny Speranza get back here as qu�ck as he can. As for 
Angelo Torell� and George F�occo—” He shook h�s head. “Ba�l ’em 
out—whatever �t costs. Then take the�r names off the payroll.”
 
 It was almost ten-th�rty when the l�mous�ne turned �nto the 
dark street and stopped at the side entrance of D. H. Van Voort’s 
Gallery and Auct�on Rooms. W�th Strunk and W�llett fac�ng h�m 
on the jump-seats, V�ctor Zyzynsk� sat brood�ng w�th h�s hands 
clasped across h�s belly and a fat c�gar project�ng from the shelf of 
h�s lower l�p. It had been an altogether unsettl�ng day; the merger 
negot�at�ons had bogged down, and Ch�p’s call from Balt�more 
that morn�ng had g�ven h�m a nasty turn. “Yes, Ch�ef, your ad’s �n 
today’s paper. But there’s another ad that’s s�m�lar.”
 Zyzynsk� had felt a sudden throb �n h�s lower gut. “Read �t.”
 “‘WANTED. Publisher desires original music manuscripts in 
composers’ autographs—works of Strav�nsky, Farr�ngford, Amy 
Beach. Confidential.’ There’s a post-office box listed. This is the 
second day �t’s appeared.”
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 “It was �n yesterday?” Zyzynski’s eyes filmed over with a red 
haze.
 “Yep. When I saw it today while reading the classifieds, I 
checked the Sun for the last two days.”
 “Another collector,” Zyzynsk� sa�d tonelessly.
 “Probably. But I even thought �t m�ght be Pett�grew, hop�ng to 
recover the cadenza anonymously.”
 “It’s another collector,” Zyzynsk� sa�d.
 And that jagged certa�nty had gnawed at h�m all day.
 Add�ng to h�s d�scomfort as even�ng approached was h�s grow-
�ng anx�ety regard�ng the meet�ng he’d arranged at Van Voort’s 
gallery. He was desperately cur�ous to know what sort of r�val 
was oppos�ng h�m, and reason counseled that as long as anonym-
�ty was preserved, no harm would come from the encounter. But 
reason couldn’t allay h�s nagg�ng susp�c�on that �ns�st�ng on the 
meet�ng had been a grave m�stake. In the past he’d trusted h�s 
�nst�ncts, and they’d served h�m well. But �n th�s case he was pur-
su�ng a course that den�ed them outr�ght.
 In v�ew of the damnable murk�ness of the s�tuat�on �n 
Balt�more, the �nab�l�ty of Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p to make any 
progress, and the new ransom demand Dinch had received this 
afternoon, he was becom�ng acutely nervous and jumpy.
 At least ton�ght he’d be able to see what sort of threat th�s 
Other Collector posed. Van Voort’s confidential clients (only 
God knew how many there were!)—l�ke those of Yeager, S�efk�s, 
Huyck, Fouchet, Kropotk�n, and Patel—were r�ch, pr�vate, zealous 
�n the�r pursu�ts, anyth�ng but amateur, and part�cularly �nterest-
ed �n the exot�c, the un�que, and the legally unobta�nable. To Mr. 
Meggs, Van Voort had let sl�p that th�s Unknown whom Zyzynsk� 
was meet�ng was a collector of h�s own rank and cal�ber: “Cl�ent 
�-Pr�mus-Tr�ple-A has the assurance that he w�ll be meet�ng w�th 
a collector of comparable stature.”
 Zyzynski had flushed purple on hearing this. Van Voort of 
course d�dn’t know h�s true �dent�ty; �f he had, he wouldn’t have 
dared to say such a th�ng. In v�ew of the �nexhaust�ble extent of 
Zyzynsk�’s resources, �t was �nconce�vable that any other collector 
could be h�s equal. But Van Voort’s �gnorance of h�s true grasp 
and scope d�d not assuage Zyzynsk�’s wrath; as the day wore on, 
he found the art dealer’s gl�b statement a source of �ntense and 
growing irritation—like the fiery spread of poison ivy, or the itch 
of bleed�ng p�les.
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 Already, s�ght unseen, th�s Other Collector had aroused �n h�m 
a keen host�l�ty. In the meet�ng, Zyzynsk� would have to assert h�s 
dom�nance at the outset, establ�sh h�s pr�macy, and �nt�m�date the 
Other �nto acknowledg�ng �t.
 The l�mous�ne was stand�ng at the curb. He could wa�t no lon-
ger. “Here, W�llett, help me on w�th my mask.” He felt damn s�lly 
putt�ng on a latex mask that covered h�s whole head and neck. 
Masks! Van Voort had a b�zarre sens�b�l�ty. Yet, he grudg�ngly ad-
m�tted, how else could anonym�ty be guaranteed �n a face to face 
meet�ng? Turn out the l�ghts, or put a sack over your head? Talk 
through a screen, as at confess�on? Bah. And turn�ng out the l�ghts 
�n the presence of a man even remotely l�ke h�mself had the appeal 
of walk�ng alone down a South Bronx alleyway at n�ght.
 Mr. Meggs had at least p�cked out a mask that was tolerable. 
None of those stup�d ones Zyzynsk� had seen �n var�ous novelty 
shops—the Cavemen, Apemen, Frankenste�n’s Monsters, Lucret�a 
Borgias, Draculas, Mummies, Aliens, or Creatures from the 
Black Lagoon. It wasn’t Goldilocks, any of the Bears, Dagwood 
Bumstead, Betty Boop, or the B�g Bad Wolf. No, he rather l�ked �t: 
the mask of a fierce craggy face—high-cheekboned, snub-nosed, 
bearded, framed with densely-flowing hair; the eyes deep-set, the 
l�ps tw�sted �nto a coldly cruel sneer. “The best of the lot,” Mr. 
Meggs had assured h�m. “Att�la the Hun.”
 When Willett had helped him get it on—and it was difficult, 
requ�r�ng much tugg�ng and p�nch�ng—he found the mask a 
tight fit, stuffy and hot. Almost immediately he began to sweat; 
and of course the latex held the mo�sture �n. But at least he could 
see through the eye-holes and breathe through the nostr�ls and 
mouth. He wanted to finish his cigar, but the mouth-hole between 
Att�la’s molded l�ps was too small to accommodate �t. W�th a s�gh, 
he stubbed �t out.
 Zyzynski left the car first; then Willett and Strunk in their 
w�de-br�mmed hats and black overcoats. The car pulled away. A 
swinging glass door opened, and D. H. Van Voort ushered them 
�nto a d�mly-l�ghted hallway. “Cl�ent �-Pr�mus-Tr�ple-A,” Zyzynsk� 
announced, his voice slightly muffled by the mask. Van Voort was 
momentar�ly nonplused by the feroc�ous v�sage of the man before 
h�m. “I chose my own d�sgu�se,” sa�d Zyzynsk�.
 “So I see,” Van Voort repl�ed w�th a nervous sm�le; h�s hav�ng 
been startled �rked h�m, for he’d wanted to make a good �mpres-
s�on on th�s excellent cl�ent whom he’d never met. He peered at the 
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mask through an eyeglass suspended on a gold cha�n around h�s 
neck. “And �t’s a stunn�ng cho�ce!” he cont�nued, try�ng to make 
back the ground he’d lost. “The face �s so—so rugged and v�r�le! 
Let me guess. Is �t that of—Vlad the Impaler?”
 The face stared at h�m for a long, fr�ghten�ng moment wh�le 
the large body swelled even larger. “Att�la the Hun!” Zyzynsk� 
thundered.
 “Of course!” Van Voort cr�ed, dropp�ng h�s glass, clapp�ng h�s 
hands together and burst�ng �nto a broad sm�le. “How stup�d of 
me! An excellent cho�ce! One of the most br�ll�ant tact�c�ans of all 
t�me!”
 Van Voort was a short man, very sl�ghtly bu�lt, ch�c and svelte 
�n h�s dark gray su�t w�th velvet lapels. H�s sk�n gleamed �n the 
dusk l�ke anc�ent porcela�n. Beneath h�s button nose a handlebar 
mustache l�ke spun s�lver fr�nged h�s upper teeth; h�s �ron-gray 
ha�r, worn long�sh, was combed smoothly back, parted on the 
r�ght as though by a ruler, and exqu�s�tely feathered �nto a fr�lled 
r�dge above h�s left ear. He hastened to repa�r h�s gaffe. “I can’t tell 
you how pleased I am to meet you at last, �-Pr�mus-Tr�ple-A, after 
so many years of—ah, mutually beneficial transactions.”
 “When can we expect the other party?” Zyzynsk� asked �mpa-
t�ently.
 “Oh, he’s here already. He arr�ved about ten m�nutes ago, and 
�s wa�t�ng for you �n the pr�vate conference room. Allow me to es-
cort you.”
 He led them across a large darkened salon filled with chairs 
arranged �n neat rows, through an archway draped �n blue velvet, 
and up a broad curved sta�rcase to an upper hallway carpeted �n 
dark burgundy. “I’ve arranged a su�te of three rooms,” Van Voort 
expla�ned. “The conference room �s �n the center; you each enter 
from oppos�te s�des. Your men can stay here �n th�s antecham-
ber. The other party also has two assoc�ates rema�n�ng �n his ante-
chamber. I’ve taken the l�berty of prov�d�ng several cho�ce w�nes, 
a plate of modest cheeses, and a bowl of fresh fru�t. Take as long 
as you need for your conference. When you’re ready to leave, 
press the buzzer, and I’ll escort you out separately through your 
respective anterooms.” Dietrich Van Voort smiled graciously with 
a sweep�ng bow. “I’ll leave you now. I hope that your conference �s 
product�ve.” He backed out of the room �nto the carpeted hall and 
gently closed the door.
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 Wh�le Strunk helped h�m off w�th h�s coat, Zyzynsk� sa�d to 
them both: “S�t near the door. If I should need you, I’ll s�mply 
press the button on th�s c�gar case, and your beepers w�ll go off.” 
They nodded and moved cha�rs near the door. Zyzynsk� entered 
the �nner room.

 It was rectangular, fa�rly small; �ts walls were covered w�th 
rich ruby brocade, its floor with a thick blood-red carpet. It was as 
�nt�mate as a pocket, and as remotely sealed away from the outs�de 
world as an underground bunker. In the center was a table—of 
dark burled wood, elaborately carved, �ts top �nla�d w�th �ntr�cate 
des�gns �n �vory, gold, and mother-of-pearl (e�ghteenth-century 
Ital�an, Zyzynsk� judged). Above the table, a small crystal chande-
l�er prov�ded the room’s sole �llum�nat�on.
 There were two cha�rs at the table. In the one fac�ng h�m as he 
entered, a short, th�n man sat watch�ng h�m, smok�ng a Russ�an 
c�garette �n a long black holder. He rose as Zyzynsk� approached 
the table, but sa�d noth�ng. He was elegantly att�red �n a ta�lored 
black tuxedo, p�nched at the wa�st. The broad sat�n lapels gleamed 
�n the overhead l�ght, and h�s large black bowt�e of watery s�lk 
was lustrous beneath h�s st�ff w�ng collar. H�s mask was the sort 
Van Voort would have chosen: Ital�an, black as ebony, skull-l�ke 
w�th �ts domed forehead, angular cheekbones, and deepset eye-
holes—demon�c, s�n�ster, redolent of �ntr�gue, and carn�val, and 
Poe. Instead of a mouth, the mask possessed a large, tr�angular 
project�on jutt�ng wedge-l�ke from beneath the po�nted nose—a 
prow of an upper l�p completely cover�ng the wearer’s mouth and 
ch�n. But, unl�ke Zyzynsk�’s, �t was a face-mask only; v�s�ble be-
h�nd the curve of the forehead was a wave of glossy black ha�r. 
Zyzynsk� took the cha�r oppos�te, and the other �mmed�ately sat 
also. They d�d not shake hands.
 “Ton�ght my name �s Att�la,” sa�d Zyzynsk�.
 The Other acknowledged th�s w�th a br�ef, restra�ned bob of 
the head. “You may call me Abel,” he sa�d, “and refer to me as ‘the 
Count.’” H�s vo�ce was r�ch, deep, and resonant.
 Zyzynsk� tw�tched �n h�s cha�r and ground h�s teeth; he’d been 
so smugly pleased that his persona was �n the A’s. Moreover, �n h�s 
blue bus�ness su�t he felt at a d�sadvantage fac�ng the cr�sp wh�te 
sh�rt front of the Count and the gl�tter of h�s dazzl�ng ruby studs. 
Damned if he would ever call him ‘Abel’! He placed both hands 
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firmly on the table and began to tap one finger rhythmically—a 
tact�c wh�ch, on numerous occas�ons �n the past, had proved ef-
fect�ve �n board rooms and negot�at�ng sess�ons when �t was �m-
portant to �nt�m�date the Enemy. Mak�ng a random stab, Zyzynsk� 
sa�d, “It was k�nd of you to consent to th�s meet�ng.” Tap, tap, tap 
. . .
 “You should take �t as a compl�ment that I d�d so,” sa�d the 
Count. “It’s h�ghly unusual for me to acknowledge my collect�ng 
to anyone. But I’ll confess I was �ntr�gued at the prospect of meet-
�ng a collector who was represented to me as hav�ng comparable 
stature.” Then, indicating Zyzynski’s tapping finger, he added: 
“There’s no cause for you to be nervous. Th�s �s, I assume, a fr�end-
ly meet�ng.” 
 Zyzynsk� stopped tapp�ng.
 “As a matter of fact,” the Count cont�nued, “�t’s a d�st�nct plea-
sure meet�ng you �n person. In the course of my act�v�t�es over the 
years, there are many t�mes I feel I’ve sensed your presence.”
 “And I yours,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “Perhaps, as we get acqua�nted, 
�t w�ll be poss�ble for you to resolve some matters that have puz-
zled me for some t�me.”
 “Perhaps.” The Count’s gaze was �ntense through the eye-
holes of the black mask.
 Zyzynsk� forced h�mself to stare �nto the gaze. “The Star of 
Zambes�?” he asked.
 The eyes tw�nkled as the Count gave a qu�ck nod and blew a th�n 
stream of smoke at the pendants of the chandel�er. “Acqu�s�t�oned 
�n �968.”
 “My congratulat�ons,” sa�d Zyzynsk�.
 “Thank you,” sa�d the Count. “Perhaps you’re �n a pos�t�on to 
settle some matters that have puzzled me.”
 “Perhaps,” sa�d Zyzynsk�.
 The Count leaned sl�ghtly forward, and h�s vo�ce betrayed h�s 
eagerness: “The Tears of St. Ursula?”
 Zyzynsk� spread h�s hands. “All n�ne of them.”
 The Count leaned back. “Ah,” he sa�d w�th a gentle s�gh. “My 
turn to congratulate you.”
 “Thank you,” Zyzynsk� sa�d. “The Book of Aldhelm?”
 “Even so,” sa�d the Count. He t�lted back h�s head, expos�ng 
h�s clean-shaven d�mpled ch�n, and took a s�p of w�ne beneath 
the prow of h�s mask. Then, w�th a s�delong glance: “The Manz�n� 
Altarp�ece?”
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 “Far better protected than �t was �n Florence,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. 
He paused for a moment, th�nk�ng. “The Uxmal Sunstone?”
 “Safely out of the sun.”
 It was Zyzynsk�’s turn to s�gh. “Well then,” he muttered.
 “The Celest�al Throne?” asked the Count.
 “With footstool,” said Zyzynski. “Da Vinci’s Demeter?”
 “�973,” sa�d the Count. He t�pped the ash off h�s c�garette and 
took a deep breath. “The Darjeeling Puzzle-Box?”
 “A constant pleasure,” sa�d Zyzynsk�.
 “A most difficult acquisition,” the Count said. “For that you 
have my s�ncerest adm�rat�on.” There was an unm�stakable note 
of envy �n h�s vo�ce. Zyzynsk� sm�led beh�nd h�s mask. Then asked 
�n turn: “Luther’s Folly?”
 “An amus�ng p�ece,” sa�d the Count. “I never t�re of �t.—The 
Pl�nth of Ptolemy?”
 “Egypt’s loss,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. And now a cruc�al �tem: “Bern�n�’s 
Sleeping Shepherdess?”
 “No,” sa�d the Count. He crushed out h�s c�garette, and both of 
them sat s�lent for a long moment, star�ng at the tabletop.
 The Count was the first to look up. “And now before us is the 
matter of The Farr�ngford Cadenza.” But he d�d not �mmed�ately 
pursue the topic. First he reached for an open bottle and refilled 
h�s glass. “I can heart�ly recommend th�s w�ne,” he sa�d. “Chateau 
Beaupré Bonv�eux �938. May I pour you a glass?” Zyzynsk� nod-
ded, and the Count filled the empty goblet. “It’s remarkably good. 
I’m surpr�sed that our host has �t. I’d assumed the Naz�s got �t 
all.”
 “They probably d�d,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. Bastard! he thought. 
Prick! To have the Uxmal Sunstone, the Book of Aldhelm, and 
the Star of Zambes�! For just a second he caught h�mself star�ng at 
the small cheese-kn�fe, w�sh�ng that the�r host had suppl�ed them 
w�th a Rena�ssance st�letto. He tr�ed to dr�nk h�s w�ne, but the hole 
�n the mask that served as Att�la’s mouth was too small for the r�m 
of the glass—and, as he t�pped the goblet, he found to h�s chagr�n 
that the wine flowed along the lines of the rubber lips and spilled 
down Att�la’s ch�n. To form a large red sta�n on Zyzynsk�’s sh�rt 
front.
 “Dear me!” said the Count. “What a shame! Here, take this 
napkin.” While Zyzynski wiped his shirt front, the Count fitted 
a fresh c�garette �nto h�s holder. Wh�le he patted and swabbed, 
Zyzynsk� s�lently uttered a str�ng of curses. He desperately needed 
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a c�gar but knew he could never manage �t w�th Att�la’s mouth; he 
found h�mself look�ng w�stfully at the Count’s open c�garette case. 
But damned �f he was go�ng to ask the bastard for a smoke. And 
on top of everyth�ng else, the mask was gett�ng hell�shly hot: sweat 
was tr�ckl�ng profusely down h�s face �nto h�s collar. He felt that 
h�s head was turn�ng to soup.
 Hav�ng l�t h�s c�garette and leaned back comfortably �n h�s 
cha�r, the Count sa�d, “You asked for th�s meet�ng, my dear Att�la. 
Perhaps you’d better expla�n why. Van Voort ev�dently �nformed 
you that I had made �nqu�r�es about the poss�ble ava�lab�l�ty of 
the Farr�ngford Cadenza. In�t�ally I was qu�te angry w�th h�m for 
what I consider to be an inexcusable breach of confidentiality. 
However, as I sa�d, I was �ntr�gued to learn that there �s another 
collector v�gorously pursu�ng the same object�ve; and as I thought 
the matter over, my anger at Van Voort was somewhat tempered 
by my cur�os�ty regard�ng the purpose of the meet�ng you request-
ed. And thus �t was that I consented to th�s �rregular proceed�ng. 
You may be sure that such a meet�ng �s un�que �n my exper�ence.” 
He paused, h�s eyes gl�tter�ng �n the sockets of the mask. “What, 
my dear Att�la, �s on your m�nd?”
 “I was surpr�sed to learn that Van Voort had rece�ved another 
query regard�ng the Farr�ngford Cadenza,” Zyzynsk� began cau-
t�ously, not know�ng where the exchange would lead. “I found 
myself want�ng to know the nature of th�s other collector’s �nter-
est—what’s mot�vat�ng �t.”
 The Count waved h�s hand gracefully. “The cadenza has leg-
endary—almost myth�c—stature. One of the world’s great lost 
treasures now come to l�ght. Isn’t that mot�vat�on enough?”
 “I wondered �f perhaps you were one of the fortunate ones 
who heard Farr�ngford perform �t th�rty-four years ago.”
 “Alas, no,” sa�d the Count. “I was only s�x when Farr�ngford 
d�ed. My ex-w�fe’s aunt heard �t, though, �n the St. Lou�s concert. 
On her deathbed she sa�d that her one great regret was that she 
had never been able to hear �t aga�n. She marked that concert as 
one of the h�gh po�nts of her l�fe. Talked about �t for years. I can 
see why that quest�on m�ght have come to your m�nd.”
 “I was also wonder�ng �f your �nterest m�ght ar�se from your 
be�ng a spec�al�st �n autograph manuscr�pts—from a des�re to ac-
qu�s�t�on the rar�ty �n Farr�ngford’s own hand.”
 The Count thought for a moment, fram�ng h�s reply. “S�nce the 
cadenza ex�sts �n a un�que manuscr�pt �n Farr�ngford’s holograph, 
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acqu�r�ng the cadenza necess�tates acqu�r�ng the manuscr�pt. 
But—to answer your quest�on—for me, whatever value res�des �n 
the manuscr�pt �s only �nc�dental. The treasure—that wh�ch has 
the des�rab�l�ty and value—�s the music!”
 Zyzynski flinched; in reflex clutched the edge of the table. 
Now he knew where the Count stood. On the very same ground 
that he, Zyzynsk�, occup�ed! Through the ve�l of sweat st�ng�ng h�s 
eyes, Zyzynsk� stared w�th even greater loath�ng at the �mmob�le 
demon-face before h�m. 
 “I take �t then,” Zyzynsk� sa�d carefully, “that �f you obta�ned 
the cadenza, you wouldn’t publ�sh �t.”
 The Count gave a dry, hollow laugh—a ser�es of rap�d stac-
cato ch�rps, l�ke pebbles rattl�ng down the �ns�de of a dra�np�pe. 
“My dear Att�la! Of course not! That would make �t common prop-
erty! If any honkytonk p�an�st could perform �t, �f any housew�fe 
or bookkeeper could buy a record�ng of �t �n the�r ne�ghborhood 
shopp�ng mall, what would be the po�nt of possess�ng �t?”
 Zyzynsk�’s pos�t�on exactly. H�s bowels gave a deep queasy 
heave. Bile flowed into his mouth. The Count continued: “I have 
expressed myself cand�dly, as a gesture of good w�ll. I’m go�ng to 
ask that you rec�procate. What �s your mot�vat�on for possess�ng 
the cadenza?”
 Zyzynsk� had rega�ned h�s equ�l�br�um. It wasn’t candor 
or good w�ll that had brought h�m to the pos�t�on of F�rst and 
Foremost, at the top of the heap. Nor was �t underest�mat�ng the 
Enemy. Inst�nct and hab�t together shouted Caution! What could 
be ga�ned by lett�ng the Count know that the�r a�ms and mot�va-
t�ons were the same? What could be lost by reveal�ng to th�s con-
tempt�ble p�psqueak Zyzynsk�’s conv�ct�on that the cadenza would 
heal h�s manhood and ra�se the dead? Confess h�s hopes, h�s s�ngle 
great infirmity? No!
 He sa�d, “I heard Farr�ngford perform the cadenza �n the 
Ch�cago concert.”
 “Ah,” sa�d the Count. “Then I can understand your w�sh to 
have �t.” He paused—then asked abruptly: “If you obta�ned �t, 
would you have �t publ�shed?”
 The second lie was easier than the first. “Perhaps—after a suit-
able lapse of t�me.”
 “I see,” sa�d the Count.
 “Perhaps you would answer another quest�on for me,” sa�d 
Zyzynski. “Someone has run a classified ad in the Baltimore Sun 
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angling for a lead on the cadenza. Did you, by any chance, run that 
ad?”
 The Count gave h�s dry chuckle. “My dear Att�la, you must be 
joking. Of course not! I have no need to run classified ads for my 
acqu�s�t�ons!”
 Prick! At a loss for anyth�ng else to say, Zyzynsk� concluded 
lamely, “Well, �t �nd�cates that someone else �s try�ng to acqu�re 
the cadenza.”
 “Yes, that would seem to be a warranted �nference,” sa�d the 
Count. Then, before Zyzynsk� could say anyth�ng further: “As soon 
as �ts d�scovery was announced, I assumed that numerous collec-
tors would be �nterested �n �t. And part�cularly after �t was stolen 
from the professor �n Balt�more. Unl�ke most of the world’s great 
treasures, �t’s not s�mply awa�t�ng acqu�s�t�on �n some museum, 
archive, monastery, private home, or national repository—a fixed 
locat�on un�versally known.”
 “No,” said Zyzynski, “it’s at large, floating—perhaps through 
var�ous hands—”
 “Which opens up the field to all contenders,” said the Count, 
help�ng h�mself to some of the cheese. “It’s a heady s�tuat�on wh�ch 
p�ts all collectors aga�nst one another �n a contest of w�lls, of sk�lls, 
of �ntell�gence, and resources. Refresh�ng! I detest boredom, my 
dear Att�la. My l�fe �s a constant struggle to avo�d be�ng overcome 
by ennu�. I’m �n cont�nuous search of novelty. The Farr�ngford 
Cadenza’s be�ng at large, as you say—I l�ke that term very much—
presents a un�que and st�mulat�ng challenge. I rel�sh the t�t�llat�on 
of the chase, the thr�ll of the hunt, the test of w�ts.” He savored h�s 
cheese thoughtfully beneath the prow of h�s mask. “The mystery 
of �ts whereabouts, the sensat�onal news coverage, the �n�t�al bur-
glary of the professor’s house, and—above all—the two murders 
add piquancy, do they not? Does not the Star of Zambesi gain lus-
ter from the fact that s�nce �894 at least twelve people have been 
k�lled for �ts possess�on?” He paused. “My dear fellow, you really 
must try some of th�s Camembert; our host has excellent taste.”
 Zyzynsk� would have l�ked to try the cheese; he knew, though, 
that the t�ny mouth of Att�la would not allow �t. He settled for a 
grape. This, using one finger, he was able to push through the 
mouth-hole.
 “The more contenders,” the Count cont�nued, “the more exc�t-
�ng the contest. And when one has won, the sweeter the v�ctory! 
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In this ‘floating’ situation, as you call it, who can say how many 
contenders will compete? There’s a publishing firm here in New 
York cla�m�ng that the cadenza’s r�ghtfully the�rs—and I under-
stand they’ve fielded operatives to recover it. But I don’t think that 
ser�ous and exper�enced contenders have anyth�ng to fear from 
Dunner & Lynch.”
 Oho! a m�sstep at last! Zyzynsk� leaped to correct h�m: “L�nner 
& Dunch!” he said archly.
 “Lynch, Dunch, what does it matter?” the Count said air-
�ly. “I’ve read the�r r�d�culous cla�ms �n the newspapers of three 
cont�nents. But they’re not the only publ�shers �nterested �n the 
whereabouts of the cadenza. Just two days ago �n Par�s I learned 
that L’Enfant Devereux has dispatched one of its vice-presidents 
to th�s country to mon�tor the s�tuat�on.”
 “To Balt�more?” asked Zyzynsk�.
 “That I don’t know. And a fr�end of m�ne �n Hamburg tells me 
that Otto W�nkler of Humboldt-Hartmann Gesellschaft �s deeply 
concerned with what’s happening. I presume that firm, too, is en-
ter�ng the l�sts.”
 Normally, Zyzynsk� would have agreed that the more con-
tenders, the sweeter the v�ctory. “The Last Shall Be F�rst, and the 
First Shall Be Last” required for its fulfillment that there be rivals 
to be bested, bypassed, pushed to the back of the l�ne. In th�s case, 
though, the prospect of a contest d�d not exc�te h�m. There was 
just too much at stake.
 Wh�le the Count was talk�ng, Zyzynsk� had pushed h�s th�rd 
and fourth grapes through the mouth-hole of h�s mask. If the Count 
had �ndeed acqu�red for h�s collect�on the th�ngs he’d cla�med, �t 
was obv�ous he had at h�s command an organ�zat�on s�m�lar to 
Zyzynsk�’s. H�s agents were probably �n Balt�more at th�s very mo-
ment!
 “I understand why you wanted th�s meet�ng,” the Count was 
say�ng. “You wanted to s�ze up the compet�t�on. That makes good 
strateg�c sense. I do �t myself. And that’s why I chose to come. 
All ser�ous contenders must know the strengths, the determ�na-
t�on, and the weaknesses of the�r opponents. I trust I’ve made �t 
sufficiently clear that I am determined to have the cadenza.”
 “Yes,” sa�d Zyzynsk�, “you’ve made that qu�te clear.” He 
reached out and punched the buzzer that would �nform Van Voort 
that the conference was over. “There’s noth�ng further for us to 
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d�scuss.” He rose, and the Count stood up also. Wh�le fac�ng h�m 
Zyzynsk� backed to the door of h�s anteroom. “I’ve found th�s �n-
struct�ve,” he sa�d we�ght�ly, as a part�ng shot.
 The Count cl�cked h�s heels and bowed. “I hope you found �t as 
�nstruct�ve as I do,” he repl�ed.
 Zyzynsk� sl�pped �nto h�s anteroom and closed the door be-
h�nd h�m. Tak�ng up h�s overcoat, he sa�d to W�llett and Strunk, 
“Into the hall. Van Voort w�ll show us out.”
 Strunk opened the door to the hallway, and there �ndeed was 
D. H. Van Voort emerging from behind a velvet drape. “Is the 
meeting over?” he said. “I hope it was profitable.” He stopped, 
shocked at see�ng the huge red sta�n on Zyzynsk�’s sh�rt front.
 Zyzynsk� �gnored h�s stare. “Useful,” he sa�d. “We’re ready to 
leave.”
 They hurr�ed to the sta�rs w�th Van Voort �n the lead and de-
scended to the auct�on room. As they moved toward the outer 
door, Zyzynsk� sa�d, “Mr. Van Voort, we’ve had some mutually 
beneficial transactions in the past. It would be nice if they could 
cont�nue.”
 “Yes, very beneficial,” Van Voort said nervously. “I’m afraid I 
don’t catch the dr�ft of your last statement, however . . .” He ended 
on a rising inflection that hung between them like a flag to test the 
d�rect�on of the w�nd.
 “If you want our relat�onsh�p to cont�nue,” sa�d Zyzynsk�, 
“you w�ll let me know �mmed�ately �f you learn anyth�ng about the 
whereabouts of the Farr�ngford Cadenza. Me and me alone.”
 Van Voort’s face went a s�ckly yellow. “My dear �-Pr�mus-
Tr�ple-A! I value your patronage. But that’s prec�sely what Cl�ent 
Abel told me just before the meeting!” His hands fluttered help-
lessly as W�llett opened the outer door. “You’re putt�ng me �nto an 
�mposs�ble pos�t�on!”
 “Only �f you choose to treat w�th the other party,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. 
The l�mous�ne drew up to the curb; and, st�ll wear�ng the mask of 
Att�la, he crossed the s�dewalk and crawled �nto the dark �nter�or.  
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Chapter  20
  
March 6      (Fr�day) 

 At n�ne the next morn�ng, st�ll smart�ng from h�s duel w�th the 
Count, V�ctor Zyzynsk� breakfasted �n the sunroom, star�ng mood-
ily down on Central Park. Tasteless grapefruit, a grilled perch fillet 
no better than yesterday’s, hash-brown potatoes that left noth�ng 
to the imagination, bran muffins that left far too much. His valet 
Wilson brought him the telephone-recorder as he was finishing 
h�s coffee. “Last n�ght’s calls, s�r; and I’d rem�nd you of the staff 
meet�ng at ten-th�rty.”
 Oh, damn the merger negot�at�ons. “Tell Br�m that I don’t 
want perch for breakfast tomorrow; I’ll have haddock �nstead. No 
muffins. Cornbread with currant jam.”
 The only message of �nterest was Marco’s to Mr. Meggs, re-
port�ng a call to Trntl from Fel�x McKay wh�ch corroborated the 
�nformat�on Zyzynsk� had gotten from Lat�mer. Except McKay 
hadn’t named the cemetery. Well, Zyzynsk� was ahead of them 
there! At eleven, W�llet and Strunk would be settl�ng �n at Mount 
Ol�vet to observe developments at noon. And, �f �t seemed appro-
pr�ate, to intervene.
 It was ent�rely poss�ble they’d have the cadenza w�th them 
when they returned.
 Wh�le select�ng a c�gar, Zyzynsk� allowed h�mself a sneer of 
tr�umph at the Count’s expense. Not know�ng about the cemetery 
drop placed h�s r�val at a fatal d�sadvantage. W�th condescend�ng 
arrogance, the Count pr�ded h�mself on be�ng the dom�nant “con-
tender”, smugly assured that h�s sk�ll and determ�nat�on would 
w�n h�m the race. Fool! In h�s �gnorance he d�dn’t know that he 
wasn’t even �n the runn�ng.

 While Zyzynski was finishing his breakfast, Silas Dinch ar-
rived at work tense and irritable after a fitful night. He snapped 
at h�s secretary when she gave h�m h�s �ncom�ng ma�l and barely 
mumbled a response to the cheery greet�ng of Ray Tuttle, who was 
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standing by the coffeepot. He went into his private office, closed 
the door, and seated h�mself at h�s cluttered desk to play yet once 
aga�n the tape record�ng of yesterday’s ransom call. He carefully 
wrote down the �nstruct�ons for dropp�ng the money and sl�pped 
the paper �nto h�s coat pocket. The more he l�stened to the call-
er’s attempt at Austral�an speech, the more conv�nced he became 
that the whole thing was a hoax. Damned if the man didn’t sound 
�ntox�cated! Thank God �t was mostly Lat�mer’s money; Lunner 
& Dinch only had five thousand in the kitty. If it wasn’t a hoax, 
and they d�d recover the cadenza, he’d wr�te that off as a bus�ness 
expense—a comm�ss�on, or a fee for contractual serv�ces. If they 
didn’t recover the cadenza . . . But he d�dn’t want to th�nk about 
that poss�b�l�ty. Wa�t and see, that’s all they could do.
 The �ntercom buzzed, and, �n a carefully neutral vo�ce, h�s sec-
retary sa�d: “Peter Sh�pley Abbott to see you, s�r. He doesn’t have 
an appo�ntment.”
 Abbott? What the hell— “Send h�m �n.”
 And �n he came, �n fur-collared coat and natty black homburg, 
energet�c and freshly-shaved—w�th only sallow sk�n and dark c�r-
cles around h�s eyes to attest h�s late-even�ng tra�n r�de and two 
n�ght’s lack of sleep.
 “Well, this is a pleasant surprise,” said Dinch. “Have a seat. Do 
you want some coffee?”
 “No coffee, thanks.” Abbott began do�ng off h�s gloves, del�-
cately, finger by finger. “I’ve been to Baltimore; came back last 
n�ght. Th�ngs have gotten qu�te out of hand. Tw�ce now someone 
has tr�ed to k�ll Trntl—and last n�ght, I was almost shot.”
 “Good God.” Dinch leaned forward, elbows on the desk. 
“Who’s do�ng th�s?”
 Abbott removed h�s hat and coat and carefully la�d them on 
a chair. The bright, bumpy red rash covering Dinch’s face was re-
pugnant to behold, yet �nterest�ng enough to mer�t close exam�-
nat�on. He’d be hav�ng to shave off h�s mustache soon. Mak�ng a 
consc�ous effort to pull h�s eyes away, Abbott stared at the desk-
top. “Who, �ndeed? She’s conv�nced �t’s one of the Scaevolas—e�-
ther Tony or his uncle. I was present at both attempts. On the first 
occas�on, she was abducted, and was rescued by two myster�ous 
men—posing as police, but not police—who used efficient team-
work. She th�nks they m�ght be agents of one of your compet�-
tors. On the second occas�on, we were attacked �n her hotel room 
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by two assass�ns w�th guns. We escaped only through the qu�ck 
act�ons of her assoc�ate Torvald Gr�msson and another myster�-
ous man from across the hall—an Ambrose Aarslof from Butte, 
Montana—who subsequently d�sappeared. I never got a good look 
at h�m.” He passed a hand over h�s brow. “S�las, I actually felt the 
bullet go past my head!”
 Dinch rested his cheek against his palm and closed his eyes. 
“Aarslof—Aarslof. No. I can’t place that name.” He pushed a but-
ton on the base of the telephone. “Hello—Johnson? Check the 
doss�ers for an Ambrose Aarslof who cla�ms an address of Butte, 
Montana. No, I don’t know how to spell �t. Sounds Russ�an. Start 
with Humboldt-Hartmann Gesellschaft, than L’Enfant Devereux. 
Keep going till you find something or nothing.” He hung up and 
turned back to Abbott. “Why does she th�nk �t may be a Scaevola 
who’s try�ng to k�ll her?”
 “She told the pol�ce she suspects Tony Scaevola of k�ll�ng 
Stephan�e S�mms. She th�nks the fam�ly wants to shut her up.”
 “Did she tell the police she’s working for Lunner & Dinch?”
 “I assume so. Anyway, the papers announced �t—so everybody 
knows.”
 “I need some coffee,” said Dinch. “No, on second thought . . .” 
He opened a desk drawer and pulled out a bottle of bourbon and 
a shot glass. Halfway through pour�ng, he looked up: “Would you 
l�ke one?”
 “No, thank you,” sa�d Abbott. “When I leave here, I’ve got to 
go home and do some pract�c�ng. I have a concert �n Ph�ladelph�a 
the day after tomorrow.”
 Dinch tossed down his drink, then had another, then capped 
the bottle and put �t back �n the drawer. “It well may be the 
Scaevolas who are try�ng to k�ll her. I can’t see why my compet�-
tors would be do�ng �t; she hasn’t come close to recover�ng the 
cadenza.”—Th�s w�th a note of b�tterness.—“But I can’t see why 
they’d try to save her, e�ther.”
 “Last n�ght when Fel�x McKay called us,” Abbott cont�nued, 
“he sa�d that you’d rece�ved a second ransom demand. That made 
us wonder �f the cadenza was no longer �n Balt�more.”
 “Yes, we rece�ved a call yesterday afternoon. The caller wants 
to conclude the transact�on today. At ten, Lat�mer w�ll send me the 
money. I’m to make the drop at noon and wa�t for further �nstruc-
t�ons. Would you l�ke to hear the tape?”
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 “Very much,” Abbott said. Dinch pulled the recorder close and 
started the message aga�n. Abbott l�stened closely.
 “It’s an odd voice,” he said when the tape was finished. “I’ve 
never heard an accent qu�te l�ke �t—yet, you know, there’s some-
th�ng strangely fam�l�ar about �t. It doesn’t seem poss�ble, but I’m 
sure I’ve heard that vo�ce before.” He resumed h�s seat bes�de the 
pedestaled smok�ng stand and l�t a c�garette. “And �t’s very strange 
that the price has gone up to fifty-eight thousand three hundred. 
Are you sure th�s �s a ser�ous demand—and not just a prank, or a 
scam to get the money?”
 “No, but what choice do we have?” Dinch debated about hav-
�ng another dr�nk, dec�ded aga�nst �t. He w�ped h�s mustache w�th 
the back of one finger. “Frankly, I don’t care who has the cadenza 
now—Tony Scaevola, or an unknown opportun�st, or some p�mply 
street-punk. I just want to get �t back unharmed.”
 Abbott set down h�s c�garette. “Trntl learned that Tony’s uncle 
doesn’t want �t—would destroy �t, �n fact, �f he got h�s hands on �t. 
It’s clear that Tony made the first call, but Trntl thinks he’s out of 
the p�cture now. At any rate—” tak�ng out h�s checkbook and gold 
founta�n pen “—I’d l�ke to k�ck �n some money for the ransom.”
 “That’s good of you, Peter. But Lunner & Dinch has already 
contributed five thousand, and Latimer and his anonymous friend 
are prov�d�ng the rest.”
 “I’d l�ke to have some part �n gett�ng the cadenza back—”
 “Put away your checkbook. You’ve done a lot already—g�ven 
us all encouragement, been k�nd enough to catch me up on Trntl’s 
�nvest�gat�on (for wh�ch I’m grateful). Been shot at, for Godsake!”
 Abbott slowly pocketed h�s checkbook and pen. Resumed 
smok�ng. “Are you go�ng to have someone watch�ng the cemetery 
when you drop off the ransom?”
 “No, I’ve dec�ded to play �t accord�ng to the caller’s �nstruc-
t�ons: go alone, have no backup, send no sp�es. If the caller doesn’t 
l�ke the way I follow through, he’ll put �t up for auct�on.”
 “It’s probably the best course of act�on,” Abbott agreed. “You’ll 
call me when you’ve rece�ved the cadenza, won’t you? I’ll ver�fy the 
manuscr�pt’s authent�c�ty so we’ll know we haven’t been conned.”
 “We’re counting on your expertise,” said Dinch. “You’ll be at 
home?”
 “All day today. Tomorrow I’ll be �n Ph�ladelph�a for rehears-
al.” He sl�pped �nto h�s coat and began the slow process of putt�ng 
on h�s gloves.
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 “And what about Trntl and her associates?” Dinch asked. 
“Now there are three of them �n Balt�more runn�ng up expenses. 
Should I tell ’em to come back?”
 Abbott hes�tated before answer�ng. “I th�nk you should hold 
off on that t�ll you have the cadenza. If th�s ransom demand turns 
out to be a fraud, the cadenza m�ght st�ll be �n Balt�more.”
 “I suppose you’re right,” Dinch grumbled. “I could deliver the 
money and never hear from the ransomers aga�n.” Screw�ng h�s 
face �nto an exasperated gr�mace, he began method�cally crack�ng 
h�s knuckles. Abbott w�nced at th�s and, w�th a shudder, qu�ckly 
turned away. “It’s almost ten o’clock,” sa�d Abbott. “I’ve got to go. 
Good luck.”
 Dinch walked him to the door. “Thanks for dropping by. It 
was thoughtful of you to come all the way uptown to share what’s 
been happen�ng �n Balt�more. I really do apprec�ate �t.” After the 
pianist had left, Dinch returned to his desk to sort through the 
ma�l. 
 The attempts to k�ll Trntl were puzzl�ng; but the presence of 
the myster�ous men who’d rescued her was downr�ght d�sturb�ng. 
Who could they be? He paused, look�ng at but not see�ng the large 
framed photograph of Jean S�bel�us that faced h�s desk from the 
oppos�te wall. Was that why Abbott had come to see h�m? to report 
the presence of the unknown men? He dec�ded that he would have 
that dr�nk, after all. Wh�le he poured the bourbon, he rev�ewed h�s 
conversation with Abbott, isolating the specific things he’d said. 
Beyond relating Trntl’s personal difficulties and his own peril in 
the hotel room, Abbott had sa�d very l�ttle. Hardly worth a tr�p 
uptown; a phone call would have sufficed. Oh, of course! there it 
was: he’d heard about the second ransom call and w�shed to make 
a contr�but�on to the fund. To do �t �n person. Well, �t was a decent 
gesture, and maybe Dinch should’ve let him write the check. Oh, 
well. Abbott was a great p�an�st; but, l�ke many art�sts, eccentr�c as 
hell. Satisfied, he turned his attention to the mail, and ten minutes 
later the secretary buzzed h�m. “S�r, Mr. Lat�mer �s here to see 
you.”
 “Good,” said Dinch. “Send him in.”

 At ten m�nutes t�ll eleven, Peter Sh�pley Abbott drove through 
the ma�n gate of Mount Myrtle Cemetery and began creep�ng 
along the central roadway �nto a bew�lder�ng maze of monuments. 
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Not only had he never been to th�s cemetery before, he generally 
avo�ded cemeter�es altogether, s�nce he found them d�sp�r�t�ng. 
Th�s one, on th�s part�cular March day, was espec�ally so. The sky 
was densely overcast; and a bleak, shadowless, lead-gray l�ght lay 
on the tombstones, on the bare branches of the oak and maple 
trees stand�ng above them, and the low r�dges of the mole tun-
nels wander�ng among the graves. Except �n a few sheltered places 
where green was show�ng, the turf was un�formly a frost-bleached 
yellow-brown, hav�ng the look of well-man�cured straw. The ever-
greens—yew, jun�per, hemlock, spruce—stand�ng about s�ngly or 
�n somber groups served only to �ntens�fy the gloom.
 As he drove, he cont�nually rehearsed the d�rect�ons he’d heard 
on Dinch’s tape. Despite the terrors encountered in Baltimore, 
he found detect�ve work exh�larat�ng—the most glandular act�v-
�ty he’d known s�nce h�s attempt, s�x years ago at a concert �n 
P�ttsburgh, to perform the Schumann concerto on a badly-out-of-
tune grand. Today, however, the blend of exc�tement and fever�sh 
anxiety he felt had given him a headache. What if he couldn’t find 
the HODGES monument in this forest of standing stones?
 He reached a T-intersection, and sure enough, DIGBY stood 
r�ght before h�m—a tall square column capped w�th a pol�shed 
gran�te ball. He turned r�ght, and saw—a hundred yards ahead—
the stone angel. When he reached the angel—a mournful crea-
ture w�th droop�ng, half-folded w�ngs and blank bulg�ng eyes—he 
turned left and drove t�ll he was able to turn onto the th�rd r�ght-
branch�ng road. After progress�ng very slowly for two hundred 
yards, scann�ng the monument names on both s�des of the road, 
he saw on his left a large rectangular stone, perhaps five feet tall, 
with HODGES carved into the gray granite. At each end stood an 
ornamental stone urn. Close beh�nd the monument grew a th�ck 
screen of yew bushes wh�ch the extort�on�st would undoubtedly 
use for h�s cover.
 Elated at hav�ng so eas�ly succeeded �n h�s quest, Abbott drove 
past w�thout chang�ng speed. He turned aga�n �n a hundred yards, 
and kept driving until he was well out of sight of the HODGES plot. 
He parked beh�nd a caretaker’s shed des�gned to s�mulate a fam-
�ly mausoleum and began walk�ng back the way he’d come. Well 
before HODGES, he left the road and started cross-lots, screen-
�ng h�s progress whenever poss�ble w�th shrubbery and the larger 
monuments.
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 Since Dinch had been instructed to leave the money behind 
the marker, Abbott had to find an observation post providing both 
concealment and an unobstructed v�ew of the space between the 
stone and the yew bushes. H�s watch read ��:�7.
 H�s extreme caut�on made h�s progress very slow; and, on 
one occas�on (hav�ng lost s�ght of the road), he nearly pan�cked, 
th�nk�ng he was head�ng �n the wrong d�rect�on. But he rega�ned 
his bearings, and finally saw, small in the distance, the HODGES 
monument.
 He chose for h�s h�d�ng place a low-ly�ng clump of jun�per be-
tween two large vert�cal stones: excellent cover, from wh�ch—ly-
ing on his belly—he could clearly see the back of the HODGES 
marker. ��:�6. He settled �n to wa�t.
 Because of h�s exc�tement and the exert�on requ�red, Abbott 
hadn’t felt part�cularly cold dur�ng h�s dev�ous course through the 
graves. But only three m�nutes of ly�ng mot�onless on the ground 
beneath the jun�per was enough to ch�ll h�m through.
 To protect h�s ears from the sharp, search�ng w�nd, he turned 
up the fur collar and huddled deeply �nto �t as far as he could. It 
didn’t suffice. The ears gradually went numb. He then took his 
neck scarf, fitted it over the top of his head, covering the ears, 
and tied it beneath his chin. He was pleased to find that his black 
homburg still fit tolerably well over this makeshift babushka. But, 
even in their fur-lined gloves, his fingers ached and throbbed. Oh 
my God, he thought. My joints! And tomorrow he’d have to be �n 
Ph�ladelph�a rehears�ng. And, to make matters worse, because of 
the goddam tr�p to Balt�more, he hadn’t pract�ced for three days!
 Was the chance of observ�ng the ransomer worth the r�sk of 
ru�n�ng h�s hands? Aga�n he looked at h�s watch: ��:3�. Even now 
the ransomer m�ght be h�d�ng �n the yew bushes a hundred feet 
away! He decided to wait it out. To protect his fingers, he crossed 
h�s arms beneath h�m, elbows forward, and put h�s hands �ns�de 
both overcoat and su�tcoat, hugg�ng them �nto h�s armp�ts. Th�s 
helped his fingers but stressed his wrists and elbows.
 On h�s s�de of the access road, and s�xty feet beyond the 
HODGES plot, the ground had been prepared for a burial. Beside 
the freshly dug grave was a mound of earth covered w�th a green 
tarpaul�n; above the grave, a green canvas canopy, �ts scalloped 
valance flapping stiffly in the breeze. Cold day for a funeral. He 
found himself focusing on the open grave, reflecting that it would 
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probably be warmer down �n the hole than here beneath the jun�-
per bush. The shrub’s aroma was mak�ng h�s stomach churn quea-
s�ly and cramp: he’d always loathed the smell of evergreens—de-
tested g�n; hated the p�ne-scent h�s mother had used to clean the 
bathroom; desp�sed the fam�ly Chr�stmas trees. ��:5�.
 He was feel�ng thoroughly sorry for h�mself when a l�ne of 
black cars swung �nto v�ew, turn�ng at the stone angel. A funeral 
procession. Oh hell! coming to the open grave. And Dinch would 
be arr�v�ng �n n�ne m�nutes. The funeral could spo�l everyth�ng! 
The hearse stopped at the graves�te, and st�ll the cars kept com-
�ng.
 He fought the urge to leap up shouting “No, no! Drive on!”—
wav�ng h�s hat and mak�ng faces—but of course that would reveal 
h�s presence to the watcher �n the yew. No, there was absolutely 
noth�ng he could do to stop the funeral. In exqu�s�te despa�r, he 
squeezed h�s hands �nto h�s armp�ts and watched res�gnedly.
 
 Somebody GILBERT come at last to journey’s end. Mourners 
stepp�ng from the�r cars to gather under and about the canopy. 
The m�n�ster, wh�te ha�r feather�ng �n the breeze, open�ng h�s 
B�ble; h�s mouth mov�ng soundlessly. On supports above the hole, 
the casket gleam�ng gun-metal gray.
 And—com�ng slowly past the funeral cars �n search of 
HODGES—the Oldsmobile of Silas Dinch.
 Some of the mourners looked up from the�r contemplat�on to 
stare as Dinch went oozing by. Abbott could see the ginger mus-
tache sweep�ng r�ght and left as S�las read the markers.
 Dinch drove past HODGES. Stopped the car. Did not get out. 
Clearly was hav�ng a moment of �ndec�s�on study�ng the funer-
al �n h�s rear-v�ew m�rror. Then he stepped out carry�ng a black 
su�tcase. Fully two-th�rds of the mourners were watch�ng h�m as 
Dinch strode resolutely to the HODGES monument. He casually 
set the su�tcase on the ground beh�nd �t out of the mourners’ v�ew. 
Then he walked to the front of the stone and peered �nto both of 
the ornamental urns. Even the m�n�ster was watch�ng h�m now.
 Internally Abbott shrieked, Don’t leave the money with so 
many people present! Surely Dinch wouldn’t be so stupid. The 
publ�sher wh�pped out h�s handkerch�ef and began method�cally 
w�p�ng the gran�te clean—start�ng at the top and mov�ng slowly 
down the face of the stone. Just as �f he were a Hodge, Abbott 
thought adm�r�ngly.
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 It took Dinch all of three minutes to remove the bird drop-
p�ngs. The mourners lost �nterest �n h�m after a b�t and turned 
the�r attent�on back to the m�n�ster as he concluded the serv�ce. 
When they broke �nto small groups and began mov�ng away from 
the grave, Dinch wadded up his handkerchief, stuffed it into one 
of the stone urns, and went to h�s car. He had just got beh�nd the 
steering wheel when the first limousines started up and came 
along the narrow road toward him. Dinch was blocking their way. 
It wasn’t feas�ble for h�m to do a U-turn �nto the grass and meet 
the funeral cars head-on. There was noth�ng for �t but to cont�nue 
down the road �n the d�rect�on he was po�nted. Th�s he d�d, be-
com�ng the lead car �n the process�on as �t left the cemetery.
 W�th�n four m�nutes, the funeral had departed, leav�ng be-
h�nd three men to lower the casket and close the grave. Abbott lay 
shivering, his gaze fixed on the suitcase. After two or three min-
utes more (�t seemed an hour to Abbott), the yew bushes beh�nd 
the monument suddenly st�rred, and a man scuttled out, humped 
over �n a st�ff-kneed hobbl�ng crouch as though dodg�ng bullets. 
He placed a flat brown object on the ground behind the stone, 
snatched up the su�tcase, and plunged back �nto the bushes.

 Anton Farringford? Some shocks there are the m�nd can-
not encompass. It balks, goes blank, den�es. As though a belt had 
snapped, Abbott’s brain spun madly like a flywheel disengaged. 
He rolled over onto h�s back, pant�ng for breath. Anton?—the 
ransomer? Oh no. No. Not poss�ble! But that’s what h�s eyes had 
shown h�m. Oh...!
 Still disbelieving, he stiffly hauled himself up, resettled the 
hat on h�s babushka, and darted across the road �nto the monu-
ments on the other side. The men filling the grave did not see him. 
Hunkered down behind HODGES, he seized the brown briefcase 
w�th trembl�ng hands, read w�th a jolt the name MORRIS WAITE 
stamped on the leather. He clawed at the flap and found it locked. 
Clutch�ng the case to h�s chest w�th both arms, he ran raggedly 
back to h�s car.
 Numb w�th cold, st�ll dazed w�th shock, he was a jumble of 
r�ot�ng emot�ons: elat�on, d�smay, rel�ef, d�sgust, surpr�se, bew�l-
derment, joy. And triumph. For finally! he—he alone!—was in pos-
sess�on of the Farr�ngford Cadenza! Oh, lucky Peter! Plucky Peter, 
to have succeeded where everyone else had fa�led! But:—Anton 
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Farringford the person holding it for ransom? How? Why? He’d 
th�nk about that later. Now, there were far more �mportant th�ngs 
to do.
 In h�s car, he tr�ed aga�n to get the br�efcase open. The th�ck 
leather flap was secure, resisting all his wrenching, twisting. He 
left the case on the seat bes�de h�m, gunned the eng�ne, and, w�th 
a spurt of gravel, shot off along the road to the ex�t. Home to 
Brooklyn. Plenty of tools there.
 Traffic was heavy; and by the time he pulled into the driveway 
of h�s modest br�ck house, h�s m�nd had somewhat settled, and he 
was th�nk�ng clearly aga�n.
 He ran up the walk, unlocked the door, and went stra�ght to 
the l�v�ng room where the grand p�ano was. As he burst �n, h�s 
tw�ce-a-week housekeeper, Mrs. Rosen, leaped up from the couch 
and hurr�edly sw�tched off the telev�s�on set. “I d�dn’t hear you 
drive in,” she said. “I’d just finished the upstairs and was taking a 
break.”
 “That’s fine, Edna.” He put the briefcase on the music rack 
of the piano, shrugged out of his coat and flung it onto a chair, 
pulled off h�s gloves, and, st�ll wear�ng h�s hat (he’d removed the 
scarf), knelt down at the fireplace to light a fire. “It’s horribly cold 
out, and my hands are nearly frozen.” Rolled newspapers stuffed 
beneath the ready logs. Two matches. Goose �t w�th the gas jet. 
There! He sm�led up at her. “Why don’t you take the rest of the day 
off?”  
 “But I’m only half done w�th the clean�ng.”
 “That’s all r�ght. I’ve got a great deal of pract�c�ng to do before 
leav�ng for Ph�ladelph�a th�s even�ng. I need to be alone to concen-
trate.” He held his aching fingers before the fire. “You go on. I’ll 
see you next Tuesday.”
 “Well, �f you say so.” She pouted a l�ttle to let h�m know �t 
bothered her to be �nterrupted �n the m�ddle of her work; but he 
d�dn’t not�ce—kneel�ng, eyes closed, hands outstretched to the 
blaze, flexing his fingers in the welcome heat, feeling the warmth 
penetrat�ng deep �nto h�s frosted jo�nts. In sequence, he gently 
massaged each of his ten fingers—slow, sensual stroking, from 
base to t�p: Ah! so good. And, at the t�p, the keen�ng sens�t�v�ty 
of nerve-ends return�ng from the numb! Such joy �n the subtle 
fr�ct�on of r�dge and whorl, �n squeez�ng gently, rhythm�cally, the 
firm, resilient flesh, in exploring the curve of the bone, the elegant 
swell�ng of the jo�nt.
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 Mrs. Rosen banged around for a b�t, assert�ng herself by ad-
just�ng and rearrang�ng th�ngs that d�dn’t need �t. Then, wh�le she 
went to the back of the house to put away her dust cloths and mop, 
Abbott crossed to the wr�t�ng desk to hunt for tools. Letter-kn�fe, 
nail file, scissors. He needed something sturdier—hammer, chisel. 
Both were �n the ut�l�ty room beh�nd the k�tchen.
 He brushed past Mrs. Rosen �n the hall, went to h�s tool draw-
er and rummaged t�ll he found what he wanted. When he returned 
to the l�v�ng room, Mrs. Rosen was stand�ng by the front door put-
t�ng on her coat. Abbott swore �nwardly: wasn’t she gone yet?
 “I didn’t get the kitchen floor mopped,” she told him.
 “That’s fine,” he said impatiently, “it’ll wait till Tuesday.” From 
where he stood, he could see the br�efcase stand�ng on the mus�c 
rack.
 “You should also know that you’ve developed a dr�p �n your 
bathroom faucet,” she added. H�s gr�p t�ghtened on the ch�sel. 
“Thanks, I’ll see to �t.” He went past her �nto the l�v�ng room, set 
the tools down on the hearth, put another log on the roaring fire.
 “I’m go�ng now,” Mrs. Rosen sa�d.
 “Yes, you do that. Goodbye.”
 The front door opened and closed. Abbott glanced over h�s 
shoulder; gone at last. He ran to the record cab�net, found h�s own 
rend�t�on of Farr�ngford’s F�fth as played w�th the Ph�ladelph�a 
Symphony, placed �t on the turntable, and lowered the stylus onto 
the open�ng of the fourth movement.
 F�rst, the muted fanfare by the French horns; then the oboe’s 
heart-break�ng l�ttle song. Jo�ned now by the clar�net �n staggered 
duet—the p�ano mak�ng �ts entrance w�th soft staccato chords—
God! what br�ll�ant wr�t�ng! And Abbott’s own play�ng was excep-
tionally fine—undoubtedly the best recording of the Fifth he’d ever 
made. At the first full statement of the piano’s theme, Abbott’s 
eyes m�sted over. I’m so good, he thought. And soon would come 
the Abbott Cadenza—the two and a half m�nutes that represented 
the best that he could do to subst�tute for Farr�ngford’s s�x.
 But Farr�ngford’s cadenza was here �n h�s l�v�ng room! He 
rushed to the p�ano, grabbed up the br�efcase, carr�ed �t to the 
hearth. Gave the gas valve another turn. Se�zed hammer and 
ch�sel, struck aga�n and aga�n and aga�n at the lock t�ll �t broke 
apart in fragments. Threw aside the tools. Whipped open the flap. 
And—w�th shak�ng hands—pulled the sheets of mus�c manuscr�pt 
�nto the l�ght.
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 He looked �ns�de the br�efcase to be sure �t was empty, then 
tossed it into the fire. Rose up to his full height, godlike in exulta-
t�on.
 Laughed aloud. Such g�ddy rel�ef! For, hav�ng endured the 
past week’s tens�on, the expense of energy, worry, and despa�r; 
the d�smal tr�p to Balt�more; the danger; h�s sleepless n�ghts; h�s 
fevered anx�ety that Trntl would actually recover the manuscr�pt 
and get it to Dinch, who then would publish �t—he now had h�s re-
ward: that he alone, of all human�ty, would be pr�v�leged to know 
the Farr�ngford Cadenza. He, whose own cadenza—replac�ng 
Farr�ngford’s so ably for n�neteen years—would now remain the 
standard and never be relegated to obl�v�on!
 But before he destroyed the manuscr�pt, feed�ng �t sheet by 
sheet into the flames, he must play the cadenza—must know what 
Farr�ngford had wr�tten that mer�ted such myth�c stature.
 He sw�tched off the record player, went to the p�ano, placed 
the mus�c sheets before h�m, pulled h�s read�ng glasses from the�r 
case, and po�sed h�mself to play.
 The manuscr�pt wasn’t �n Farr�ngford’s hand. Even more un-
settling, the notes in their configurations looked dimly familiar. 
He dropped h�s hands onto the keys, squ�nt�ng as he s�ght-read 
the sp�dery notat�on, began to play. Notes he had played before.
 “Oh, hell!” he shr�eked. “It’s Brahms!”
 And so �t was. The Intermezzo in A Major, Opus 118. Abbott 
pawed through the other sheets. All �n the same sp�dery hand. All 
of them Brahms. B�ts and p�eces of capr�cc�os, �ntermezzos, rhap-
sod�es. At the bottom of the tenth sheet, a penc�led note �n a rather 
ch�ld�sh hand, w�th c�rcles dott�ng the �’s: “Courage, Ted. I have 
fa�th �n br�dgework. Steph.”
 Two houses north, Abbott’s ne�ghbor looked up from vacuum-
�ng her carpet to ask her daughter, “Was that a scream?”
 Had Mrs. Rosen st�ll been stand�ng �n the hall, she would have 
fled aghast before the fury with which Abbott flung the papers into 
the fire.
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Chapter  21
 For Trntl and Torvald, Fr�day morn�ng had been a ser�es of 
d�shearten�ng frustrat�ons. For several hours, they’d sat on hard 
chairs at police headquarters, talking at length with Detective 
Adcock and a young ass�stant prosecutor named Crandall 
N�epagen-Scholles.
 In mak�ng her compla�nt the n�ght before, Trntl had �ns�st-
ed that a charge of attempted murder be pressed aga�nst Angelo 
Torell�. But now, �n d�scuss�ng th�s w�th her, Mr. N�epagen-Scholles 
would only deal with the difficulties he foresaw in moving for an 
�nd�ctment and tak�ng the case to tr�al.
 It was part�cularly awkward, he sa�d, there be�ng no w�t-
nesses to the “alleged attempt” Torell� had made on her l�fe �n 
the Scaevola warehouse; and �t was very unfortunate that Trntl 
couldn’t �dent�fy the myster�ous “Joe” who’d m�xed the cement, 
or find his picture in the files of police photographs. As for the 
alleged second attempt on her l�fe �n the hotel room, M�ss Trntl 
had not even been present. The l�kel�hood of obta�n�ng an �nd�ct-
ment, much less a conv�ct�on, for attempted murder was greatly 
d�m�n�shed because on that occas�on Torell� had done noth�ng 
but stand �n the hall wear�ng a hotel un�form; there wasn’t even 
a gun �n h�s holster when he was arrested. (“There’s noth�ng �n 
the law that would let us prosecute a man for wear�ng an empty 
shoulder holster, Miss Trntl.”) With regard to the first attempt, in 
the absence of w�tnesses and hard ev�dence, �t would bo�l down to 
her word aga�nst Torell�’s. W�th regard to the second, �t was one 
George F�occo—and not Torell�—who’d come �nto her room and 
mentioned her name while flourishing a weapon.
 (‘Flour�sh�ng’? thought Trntl. As he rattled on, she was struck 
by his resemblance to a self-satisfied pocket gopher with a walnut 
�n each cheek-pouch.)
 Now �t was clear that Mr. Gr�msson had a more substant�al 
compla�nt �n the hotel room �nc�dent, s�nce the sa�d George F�occo 
had brand�shed a p�stol and—when attacked by Mr. Gr�msson �n 
self-defense—had fired it. Thus, Fiocco had perpetrated an as-
sault—but on Mr. Gr�msson, not M�ss Trntl. Even so, F�occo 
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hadn’t fired at Mr. Grimsson: the gun had discharged only when 
Mr. Gr�msson broke h�s wr�st.
 And �t d�dn’t help at all that Peter Sh�pley Abbott, equally �n 
jeopardy, had refused to s�gn a compla�nt.
 As for M�ss Trntl’s allegat�ons regard�ng Torell�’s supposed 
mot�ve, or her conjecture that h�s employer, Mr. G�useppe 
Scaevola, one of Balt�more’s most prom�nent and respected c�t�-
zens, had put h�m up to �t—why, how far would that get w�th a 
grand jury, or w�th a tr�al jury, for that matter? M�ss Trntl could 
poss�bly charge Torell� w�th an attempt at �nt�m�dat�on, perhaps; 
and Fiocco could certainly be charged with unlawful use of firearm 
�n reckless d�sregard for publ�c safety, and certa�nly there was a 
d�sturb�ng of the peace . . .
 “I’d th�nk you surely could charge Torell� w�th theft of hotel 
property and �mpersonat�ng a wa�ter,” sa�d Trntl, stubb�ng out her 
n�nth c�garette.
 “Well, we m�ght get somewhere w�th a theft charge. He d�d 
take the wa�ter’s jacket from the locker room—” He paused, eyes 
narrow�ng, and turned down h�s mouth. “I take �t you’re play�ng a 
game, M�ss Trntl.”
 She looked h�m squarely �n the eye. “No more than you are.”
 Mr. N�epagen-Scholles gathered up h�s papers. “I was s�mply 
th�nk�ng aloud, M�ss Trntl, try�ng to formulate the best approach 
to br�ng�ng a cr�m�nal act�on aga�nst Mr. Torell� and obta�n�ng a 
conviction. Our job in the prosecutor’s office is to obtain convic-
tions. It’s in the discretion of our office to decide what charges 
should be filed—”
 “I th�nk Torell� should be held on susp�c�on of murder,” sa�d 
Trntl. “Wh�le hold�ng me capt�ve, he as much as adm�tted that he 
was �nvolved �n the shoot�ng of Stephan�e S�mms.”
 “Did he actually say he killed her?”
 “I can’t say that he actually pulled the tr�gger. But he strongly 
�mpl�ed that he was �nvolved.”
 “Aga�n, no w�tnesses,” sa�d Mr. N�epagen-Scholles. “It’s only 
hearsay you offer, Miss Trntl. Detective Adcock is aware of your 
allegat�ons, and w�ll take note of them dur�ng h�s �nvest�gat�on 
of the S�mms murder. What we’re concerned w�th here �s your 
compla�nt, as an aggr�eved party, aga�nst Mr. Torell�. And on that 
score, I’ve tr�ed to tell you where we stand.”
 “Excuse me,” sa�d Torvald. “I’m an aggr�eved party, too. I’ve 
s�gned a compla�nt aga�nst both George F�occo and Torell�, and I 
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want a v�gorous prosecut�on. F�occo d�d enter the room through 
m�srepresentat�on, d�d say M�ss Trntl’s name and wave h�s gun 
about. He did fire a shot which could have caused severe bodily 
harm.”
 “Yes, that’s true,” sa�d the ass�stant prosecutor. “The state-
ment of Peter Sh�pley Abbott bears that out.”
 “And Torell� was wear�ng a hotel un�form and pretend�ng to 
be an employee.” 
 “So �t would seem.”
 Trntl sa�d, “I’m prepared to test�fy under oath that Torell� 
tr�ed to k�ll me at the warehouse the prev�ous n�ght.”
 “And if Torelli testifies under oath that he didn’t, where are 
we then w�thout any ev�dence to refute h�m?” He closed h�s br�ef-
case. “It’s a p�ty that th�s Joe person you saw that n�ght �sn’t �n 
custody.”
 “He’s probably �n Wyom�ng by now,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Yes, well.” He started for the door. “Our office will formulate 
charges; the bond w�ll be set later today.” He put on h�s hat and 
left.
 Detective Adcock leaned across his desk, preparing to light his 
p�pe, and sa�d w�th the h�nt of a sm�le, “Now you see what you’re 
up aga�nst, M�ss Trntl.”
 “Where did they find Crandall Niepagen-Scholles?” 
 “He’s a hotshot from someplace up north; been ass�stant pros-
ecutor for about three years. H�s fr�ends call h�m Crandy.”
 “It figures,” said Trntl. “What do his enemies call him?”
 “Oh, a var�ety of th�ngs.” He l�t h�s p�pe, puffed for a few 
seconds, and blew a smoke r�ng. “The coroner’s �nquest �nto the 
S�mms death �s scheduled for next Tuesday. You’ll have to be here 
to test�fy.”
 “That,” sa�d Trntl, “�s very true. I s�ncerely hope to be.”
 “What does that mean?”
 “Just because Torell�’s been arrested doesn’t mean there 
won’t be other attempts to k�ll me. What progress have you made 
in finding Tony Scaevola?”
 “We have a search underway,” sa�d Adcock. “Qu�etly, of 
course. No one seems to be l�v�ng �n Tony’s apartment. Every day 
someone comes and takes h�s ma�l.”
 “Takes �t where?”
 “Need I rem�nd you, M�ss Trntl, that th�s �s our �nvest�ga-
t�on—not yours?”
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 “Sorry.” She smiled stiffly and rose to put on her coat. “Do you 
need us for anyth�ng else?”
 “No, your statements are very complete. If you come across 
anyth�ng that could be useful �n our hom�c�de �nvest�gat�on, please 
let us know.”
 They left, walked a block to a short-order restaurant for a 
qu�ck lunch, and then Trntl returned to the hotel, wh�le Torvald 
went on to the courthouse to mon�tor developments there.
 When Trntl reached her room, she k�cked off her shoes and 
flopped full-length on the bed. Carol looked up from The Wall 
Street Journal: “Bad morn�ng?”
 “Adcock asked some good quest�ons and let us talk. It’s hard 
to know where he stands �n all of th�s. He seems less unfr�endly 
than he d�d, and he seemed really to be l�sten�ng last n�ght when I 
told h�m about the �nformat�on source Scaevola has �n the pol�ce 
department. But Torvald and I had a most �rr�tat�ng encounter 
with a gopher from the prosecutor’s office. He futzed around for 
two hours trying to find reasons for not bringing felony charges 
aga�nst Torell�.”
 “What’s the word on Tony Scaevola?”
 “No word. Adcock cla�ms to be hunt�ng h�m for quest�on�ng.”
 “Wh�le I was s�tt�ng here by the telephone, I came across 
someth�ng �nterest�ng �n the Sun.” Carol handed her the classified 
ads, hav�ng carefully folded the sheets to h�ghl�ght one column. 
“Two separate post office boxes requesting original music manu-
scr�pts by C. P. Farr�ngford.”
 Trntl sat up and read the ads. “Well, well,” she sa�d. “A gleam 
�n the murk.”
 “A publ�sher cla�ms to have placed one ad, a mus�colog�st the 
other. If we assume for a moment that both labels are accurate, 
could the ‘publisher’ be Lunner & Dinch covering all bases? Or 
one of Dinch’s competitors, perhaps? Could the ‘musicologist’ be 
Professor Pett�grew, try�ng to redeem h�mself?”
 Trntl shook her head. “If so, why would they l�st all these 
other composers? Pettigrew and Dinch only want the cadenza. 
Both could be stra�ghtforward about �t, w�thout hav�ng to throw 
out these other names as a smokescreen. Now, �t’s poss�ble that 
the ‘publisher’ ad could’ve been placed by one of Dinch’s competi-
tors—and I could see why they would want to be c�rcumspect and 
not reveal the�r true �nterest.”
 “And �f the labels are phony?”
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 “Then your guess �s as good as m�ne.” She lay back on the bed. 
“And I’m too t�red to do any more guess�ng at the moment. Let’s 
put �t to s�mmer on the back burner. I take �t you haven’t heard 
whether Dinch recovered the cadenza when he paid the ransom?”
 “Nope. Fel�x sa�d he’d call as soon as he learned anyth�ng.”
 “Well,” Trntl said with a yawn, “maybe he’ll report that Dinch 
recovered �t, and we can all go home.”
 “And maybe,” sa�d Carol, “he won’t.”

 At two-th�rty, Fel�x called and they could tell at once from h�s 
voice that he was distraught. “Did Dinch get the cadenza?” Carol 
asked.
 “There’s a lot of strange sh�t com�ng down,” sa�d Fel�x. And 
that, of course, gave them their answer. “At noon Dinch left the 
money beh�nd the proper tombstone, and he’d barely got back to 
his office when a call came through—in the same phony Australian 
accent—tell�ng h�m to go back to the cemetery and p�ck up the 
cadenza where he’d left the money. The caller sa�d �t would be �n a 
brown br�efcase—” “Ah,” sa�d Trntl. “—so back he went to Queens, 
straight to the HODGES plot—and what do you think he found?”
 “Noth�ng,” sa�d Trntl.
 “R�ght you are! No br�efcase, no cadenza. He searched thor-
oughly, then went back to his office and called Latimer, Mrs. 
Farringford, Anton, Abbott, and me. Dinch doesn’t know what to 
think. Did somebody else find the cadenza before he returned? 
There weren’t any other people �n the cemetery when he got there. 
Did the caller leave the briefcase there at all? Dinch suspects that 
the whole thing was a scam to rip off fifty-eight thousand dollars—
that the person who called never d�d have the cadenza. So he’s 
conv�nced that �t’s probably st�ll �n Balt�more. And he’s back to 
worry�ng about h�s compet�tors.”
 “Well, he may have reason to,” sa�d Trntl. And she told h�m 
about the classified ads. Then, as an afterthought: “Didn’t you go 
to the cemetery to observe the money drop?”
 “No, and that br�ngs us to the other sh�t that’s come down. I 
fully intended to be there, but when I went to the office this morn-
�ng about ten, I found that somebody had broken �n dur�ng the 
n�ght.” (He d�dn’t th�nk �t necessary to say that, �n SoHo the n�ght 
before, he’d jammed w�th the Combo t�ll three a.m., drunk far too 
much, and crashed at his friend Dirk’s house, not getting home to 
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hear the recorded Balt�more report unt�l n�ne-th�rty th�s morn-
�ng.) “Noth�ng much was d�sturbed; �t was a sl�ck, profess�onal 
job. They p�cked the locks, opened the dead-bolt. I stopped by to 
get the b�noculars on my way to the cemetery; but when I saw 
what had happened, I thought I’d better try to figure out what they 
were after, and �f they’d taken anyth�ng.”
 “The files?” asked Carol. “We’ve got lots of background on in-
d�v�dual cases, much of �t very sens�t�ve.”
 “Everyth�ng neat and t�dy. No folders seem to be m�ss�ng; 
some may have been read or photographed. Part�cular �tems 
m�ght’ve been taken from them.”
 “Exactly what d�d you see when you entered?” Trntl asked.
 “The door was stand�ng ajar; the wastebaskets were dumped 
out; the tape recorder had been used—the �nd�cator read 084 
�nstead of 000, where I always leave �t; one cassette was m�ss-
�ng from the new dozen I bought yesterday morn�ng; and two of 
Torvald’s chocolate covered cherr�es were gone. I knew exactly 
how many were �n the box.”
 “Petty cash?” asked Carol.
 “All there.”
 “Checkbook?”
 “Checks all present, sequent�ally numbered.”
 “Not robbery then,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Snoop�ng,” sa�d Fel�x. “I suspect they found what they want-
ed in the files, read it onto a tape, and put the folder back.”
 “That would suggest they d�dn’t have a camera,” sa�d Trntl. 
 “Anyway,” sa�d Fel�x, “that’s why I wasn’t at Mount Myrtle 
Cemetery.”
 “We’ve had lots of cl�ents,” sa�d Trntl. “The break-�n could be 
related to any of them. But �t may well have been the Farr�ngford 
file they were interested in. Look through it when you can, and see 
�f anyth�ng at all seems to be m�ss�ng or out of order.”
 “Will do. I wonder if you shouldn’t answer those classified 
ads.”
 “We’re go�ng to. Carol �s draft�ng a response r�ght now.”

 In Room 917, Marco slapped his knee. “It took them long 
enough to see the ads,” said Chip. “And now we know we’ve got 
at least one response coming!” 
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 Fel�x gave a shy, almost embarrassed chuckle and cleared h�s 
throat before continuing. “About twenty minutes after I finished 
talking to Dinch, Rosamond Foxe called to inquire how the inves-
t�gat�on’s go�ng. We had a n�ce talk. She sent me two t�ckets to her 
concert on the twelfth; and when she learned that Carol’s go�ng 
w�th me, she �nv�ted us both to the recept�on afterwards. Please 
pass the word along.”
 “Carol w�ll be glad to know that,” sa�d Trntl. “I must say, you 
do work fast.”
 Fel�x gave a l�ttle laugh. “Well, th�s seems to be k�nd of a mu-
tual th�ng. We’re go�ng out for d�nner tomorrow n�ght.”
 “I’m really �mpressed,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Oh, one other th�ng,” Fel�x cont�nued. “Mrs. Farr�ngford 
called, �nv�t�ng me to her house at e�ght ton�ght. Says she has 
someth�ng �mportant to d�scuss, but wouldn’t say what.”
 “If you learn anyth�ng we should know, g�ve us a call. We’ll be 
up late.”
 Fel�x hung up. As soon as the red l�ght w�nked out, Ch�p 
turned to the others. “The Ch�ef w�ll want to know the ransom 
scheme d�dn’t pan out. And he’ll be �nterested �n the break-�n at 
their office. Any thoughts before I call him?”
 “Yeah,” sa�d Jerry, open�ng a fresh bag of jujubes. “When I 
was ta�l�ng Trntl back from the pol�ce stat�on th�s noon, I not�ced 
someone else follow�ng her, too.”
 “Tell us more,” sa�d Marco.
 “A woman—blond, big-boned, about five-foot-ten. She was 
pretty good at �t. Took me awh�le to real�ze she was a shadow. 
I kept see�ng her, and then real�zed I’d seen her yesterday, too. 
Wh�le Trntl and that Gr�msson guy were eat�ng lunch, the blonde 
browsed �n a bookstore across the street watch�ng them through 
the front w�ndows.”
 “Where were you?” asked Marco.
 “I went �nto the bookstore too, browsed the magaz�nes, and 
got a good look at her. Then I went out and sat on a bench t�ll Trntl 
finished her lunch and came back to the hotel. The blonde came 
w�th us, w�ndow shopp�ng all the way.”
 “So who �s she?” asked Marco.
 Jerry shrugged. “She was well-dressed: Glendower overcoat, 
Gucc� handbag and shoes.”
 “How old?” Ch�p asked.
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 “Somewhere between thirty-five and forty.”
 Marco helped himself to some jujubes. “Did she know you 
were follow�ng Trntl?”
 “I �mag�ne so. And she m�ght recall hav�ng seen me yesterday. 
Though I d�d look a l�ttle d�fferent then.”
 “Do you want me to take over tomorrow?” Chip asked.
 “Does that mean I have to sit by the phone?”
 “Sure,” sa�d Ch�p. “I need a break.”
 “I could wear a heavy d�sgu�se,” sa�d Jerry.
 “You s�t by the phone,” sa�d Ch�p. “I’ll wear a d�sgu�se.” He 
crossed to the bag that conta�ned the costumes and rummaged 
through �t. “You’ve added some stuff. A pa�r of women’s shoes—
good sensible ones, with flat heels and crepe soles. Not Gucci, 
though. Another dress—but �t’s so b�g! And th�s new w�g looks l�ke 
a haystack. Couldn’t you have found a n�cer one?”
 “Sure. But the point of that outfit isn’t to create drag-queen-
of-the-prom. It’s to fash�on a n�ce old lady of l�m�ted means, down 
on her luck. See, there’s a shopp�ng bag and scarf to go w�th �t.”
 “And these horn-r�mmed glasses—”
 “W�ndow glass.”
 “I’ll wear those,” sa�d Ch�p, plac�ng them on the beds�de table. 
“And use some of th�s r�nse to darken my mustache and ha�r.”
 “You could always shave the mustache,” sa�d Marco. 
 “Some th�ngs,” sa�d Ch�p, “aren’t even to be joked about.”

 When Torvald returned at four-th�rty, h�s news prov�ded the 
dregs of a thoroughly depress�ng day. “Torell� and George F�occo 
are both out on ba�l,” he announced. “Torell� was charged w�th 
�nt�m�dat�on, petty theft, and cr�m�nal trespass; but F�occo got as-
sault with a deadly weapon and unlawful use of firearm.”
 “Ah, they’ve thrown George to the wolves,” sa�d Carol.
 Trntl sa�d, “How does the Scaevola mach�ne get such qu�ck 
results?”
 “It pays to know the r�ght people,” sa�d Torvald. “Th�ngs were 
n�cely exped�ted. They appeared before a Judge McPhee who set 
m�n�mum bond; they made ba�l, and are once aga�n among us on 
the streets.”
 “Crandy N�epagen-Scholles has a br�ght future,” sa�d Trntl. 
“When I see such ev�dence of the work�ng of our jud�c�al system, I 
get all choked up �ns�de. Lock the door.”
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 Torvald fastened the guard cha�n. “I’ve also found us other 
rooms—two blocks west, at the Macready Hotel. I’ve reserved 
Room 5�3—�n Carol’s name—for the two of you, and one for my-
self two floors above. I think you and Carol should go there after 
supper. I’ll stay here t�ll m�dn�ght �n case Fel�x calls, and then I’ll 
check out and jo�n you.”
 “We’re pretty much packed already,” sa�d Carol. “We’ll take 
the sta�rs down, and I’ll get the car. The less Trntl’s seen, the bet-
ter.”
 Trntl handed Torvald the Sun. “What do you make of those 
circled classifieds?”
 He read them tw�ce over. “Placed by two part�es who want 
the cadenza, and are as baffled as we are. Unless, of course, one of 
them has rece�ved �t by now.”
 “How does th�s sound?” Carol handed h�m a sheet of paper. It 
was a very simple statement, addressed to two post office boxes:

In response to the want ad �n 
the Sun: I have �n my possess�on
the manuscr�pt of a late compo-
s�t�on by Charles Ph�l�p Farr�ng-
ford, �n the composer’s auto-
graph. The compos�t�on dates 
from �947 and has not been 
publ�shed. For sale �f a su�table 
pr�ce can be negot�ated. Str�ct 
confidence. If interested, contact 
me as soon as poss�ble at the fol-
low�ng number to d�scuss terms.

 “We can put the telephone number of our new hotel room �n 
the blank,” Carol sa�d.
 “I have �t here.” Torvald jotted �t down. “Now, what do you 
expect to accompl�sh w�th th�s l�ttle game?”
 “If one or both of them take the ba�t,” Carol sa�d, “we can 
smoke out who else �s after the cadenza. And we’ll know for sure 
they don’t have �t yet.”
 “And �f ne�ther b�tes, you’ve proved noth�ng.”
 “Well, �t’s someth�ng to do,” Trntl sa�d �rr�tably, peer�ng down 
�nto the street. “Call �t a necessary d�vers�on. Necessary for us.”
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 Torvald’s and Carol’s eyes met �n br�ef commun�cat�on; ne�-
ther of them had ever seen Trntl so severely stressed. “Should we 
stake out the two post office boxes to see who comes for the mail?” 
Torvald asked.
 “Bor�ng, bor�ng,” sa�d Trntl. “Who wants to stand �n the post 
office all day?”
 “I’d be w�ll�ng to do �t for awh�le,” sa�d Carol. “It’d be more 
�nterest�ng than s�tt�ng �n the hotel room by the phone.”
 Trntl left the w�ndow and sank �nto a cha�r bes�de the bed. 
She took off her glasses and rubbed her eyes wear�ly. “If only the 
logjam would break! I worry that we made a wrong turn some-
where.”
 ”I th�nk we’ve done what we could,” sa�d Carol. “It’s not our 
fault that every avenue becomes a cul-de-sac.” 
 Trntl put her glasses back on and p�cked up the copy of the 
letter Morr�s had wr�tten to Stephan�e. “I’m really bothered by th�s 
message. Here’s what he says: ‘To play �t safe I pulled the cadenza 
from the other mus�c and h�d �t. The key �s �n our Spec�al Place’ 
(and he cap�tal�zes that) ‘—the “Key Hole”, get �t? ... You better get 
�t and send �t to the publ�sher.’ Now, he sent th�s letter after he told 
Stephan�e that he’d locked the cadenza �n h�s br�efcase and h�dden 
�t �n the stash-hole �n h�s apartment. Therefore, the ‘Spec�al Place’ 
�s not the stash-hole, wh�ch was ra�ded—presumably by Tony 
Scaevola. Though she never read th�s letter, she cla�med �n her 
note to have possess�on of the cadenza on the day she d�ed. Yet 
Angelo Torell� cla�ms that Stephan�e d�dn’t have the cadenza at 
the t�me of her murder, and her apartment was searched, presum-
ably by Torell� and whoever else was along. I’m �ncl�ned to th�nk 
that Stephan�e never d�d have �t.”
 “But she cla�med she d�d,” sa�d Carol. “Wouldn’t she know? 
She’d seen �t before and could recogn�ze �t.”
 “She may have thought she had �t. Try th�s for plaus�b�l�ty: 
Tony took the locked br�efcase from Morr�s’s apartment and made 
the first ransom call. Somehow Stephanie got the briefcase from 
h�m, assumed the cadenza was �ns�de, but was never able to see 
for sure, because �t was locked.”
 “So where’s the br�efcase now?”
 “If the cadenza wasn’t �n �t, �t doesn’t really matter,” sa�d 
Trntl.
 “Then, by that hypothes�s, Morr�s used the br�efcase as a de-
coy to fool Tony?” Torvald asked.
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 “Poss�bly. And �f that’s what happened—s�nce Stephan�e nev-
er read Morr�s’s letter—the cadenza �s st�ll where Morr�s h�d �t, 
wa�t�ng to be d�scovered.”
 “But what about the second ransom call?” sa�d Carol.
 “That’s a hard one. Tony Scaevola makes the first ransom call, 
loses the br�efcase, d�sappears. Stephan�e’s k�lled, but no caden-
za’s found. Torell� says that Tony’s uncle doesn’t have �t, doesn’t 
want it, would destroy it if he got his hands on it. Dinch gets the 
second call, pays the ransom, gets noth�ng—no cadenza, no br�ef-
case. I’m guess�ng that the second call was s�mply a ploy to get the 
fifty-eight thousand, and the caller never had the cadenza.”
 “But where’s the cadenza now?” asked Torvald.
 Trntl shrugged. “I think we’ll find it when we find the ‘Special 
Place’.”
 “No,” sa�d Torvald, “Morr�s says the key �s �n the ‘Spec�al 
Place’: what key?”
 “It m�ght be the key to the br�efcase lock,” sa�d Carol.
 “But �f the cadenza wasn’t �n the br�efcase,” sa�d Trntl, “why 
would he d�rect her to the br�efcase key? No, I th�nk �t’s a d�fferent 
key. Morr�s calls the ‘Spec�al Place’ the ‘Key Hole’—putt�ng quota-
t�on marks around ‘Key Hole’ as though the term �s the name of 
some locat�on she’s fam�l�ar w�th,—or as though he sees the term 
as some sort of metaphor, not referr�ng to a real keyhole at all.”
 “Thinking that it might be the name of a specific place,” Carol 
sa�d to Torvald, “we checked the telephone d�rectory’s yellow pag-
es to see if we could find an establishment named ‘The Key Hole’. 
We went through taverns, bowl�ng alleys, restaurants, locksm�ths, 
bookstores, adult theaters, porn palaces, mus�c stores, second-
hand shops, and skat�ng r�nks—and found noth�ng so named.”
 “If �t’s a metaphor,” sa�d Torvald, “could Morr�s be us�ng ‘key’ 
to mean ‘answer’ or ‘solut�on’? H�s ‘get �t?’ �mpl�es some sort of 
pr�vate joke or code he and Stephan�e shared. Or he m�ght be set-
t�ng her a r�ddle.”
 Trntl empt�ed the ashtray �nto the wastebasket. “So what 
could �t be that he and Stephan�e called ‘the Key Hole’ but no one 
else d�d? Someth�ng that, w�th h�s ‘get �t?’, he had to rem�nd her 
of?”
 Torvald ra�sed h�s hands to stop the d�scuss�on. “Enough! 
We’ve got to get off th�s treadm�ll. Let’s face �t. Morr�s’s references 
may have mean�ngs only to h�m and Stephan�e. Pr�vate, personal 
mean�ngs that outs�ders l�ke us w�ll never understand. Bes�des, all 
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th�s talk �s mak�ng me hungry. I suggest we wr�te up our responses 
to the classified ads so we can drop ’em at the main post office 
on our way to eat. And then, Trntl, let’s get you and Carol to the 
Macready Hotel. From there I’ll call Rachel and tell her I’ll be stay-
�ng here for at least two more days. I’ll have to m�ss her b�rthday 
party, though, and that’ll take some expla�n�ng.”
 “You’ll do fine,” said Carol, smiling. “You’ve had so much 
pract�ce.” 
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Chapter  22
 Mrs. Farr�ngford greeted Fel�x warmly. “Come �n, Mr. McKay. 
It’s good to see you aga�n. I’m glad you were free to come over on 
such short not�ce.” She po�nted across the d�mly l�ghted entrance 
hall to an ornate coat-rack. “Hang your th�ngs there. We can s�t �n 
the parlor, where I have a nice fire going.”
 The fierce blaze crackling in the fireplace illuminated the tiled 
hearth, the plush cha�rs drawn up on e�ther s�de, the decanter and 
glasses on the coffee table. A small shaded lamp some twenty feet 
away prov�ded the only other l�ght.
 “Do sit down, Mr. McKay, and make yourself comfortable.” 
He took one of the chairs beside the fireplace, and she sat facing 
h�m. “As you can see,” she cont�nued, patt�ng her knee, “I’m no 
longer us�ng that awful cane.”
 “I’m glad your �njury’s so much �mproved.”
 “Well, �t was a nu�sance. I’ve been warned repeatedly to be 
careful stepp�ng off curbs. But you know how �t �s: I get to th�nk�ng 
about other th�ngs and mov�ng fast. Th�s t�me I’d just ha�led a cab 
and wasn’t watch�ng where I put my foot.”
 Tonight she was wearing a loose-fitting white blouse, turquoise 
slacks, a gold bracelet on each bare arm, and a gold cha�n neck-
lace w�th turquo�se pendant. Her ha�r was more becom�ngly styled 
than the last t�me Fel�x had seen her; �nstead of be�ng severely 
pulled back, it was drawn forward, loose and flowing, with bangs 
across her forehead. At the s�des, the curled ends rested l�ghtly on 
her shoulders. Th�s arrangement softened the angular�ty of her 
prom�nent cheekbones and de-emphas�zed the sl�ght droop �n her 
left eyel�d.
 “And tonight,” she continued, “for the first time in three 
weeks, I went out to d�nner w�th fr�ends. I got back only shortly 
before you arrived.” Her crimson nails flickered in the firelight.
 Fel�x sm�led and nodded. Mrs. Farr�ngford took a c�garette 
from a box on the table and deftly l�t �t w�th a match. After exhal-
�ng a th�n stream of smoke from the s�de of her mouth, she leaned 
forward sl�ghtly and began speak�ng w�th restra�ned �ntens�ty.
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 “I asked you to come over because I need some answers I’m 
not getting anywhere else. At our first meeting, you impressed me 
as a sens�t�ve man who could be trusted to speak openly and hon-
estly.”
 “As one of our cl�ents, you’re ent�tled to whatever answers I 
have,” sa�d Fel�x.
 “That’s what I’d expect,” she sa�d. “But some of my fellow 
cl�ents don’t seem to be play�ng square w�th me.” He started to 
speak, but she s�lenced h�m w�th a graceful wave of her hand. “I 
know that Silas Dinch called you today about his failure to recover 
the cadenza after pay�ng the ransom. He called me too, and sa�d 
that he’d spoken to Anton, Peter, and you. Mr. McKay, I’m beg�n-
n�ng to despa�r of our ever gett�ng �t back. My great fear �s that �t 
no longer ex�sts—that �t’s been destroyed. After hear�ng what S�las 
had to say, I was extremely upset and confused. I called Peter for 
h�s op�n�on as to what had happened �n the cemetery. H�s react�on 
astounded me. He was very abrupt, downr�ght rude. I know he’s 
leav�ng for Ph�ladelph�a ton�ght and has a major concert day after 
tomorrow; I can understand h�s be�ng edgy about that. But I’ve 
never heard h�m so short-tempered. And when I tr�ed to talk to 
h�m about th�s ransom bus�ness, he—well, he developed the odd-
est tone and muttered someth�ng about �ts be�ng a hoax—that the 
cadenza st�ll ex�sted, but was pass�ng about from hand to hand. 
There was a—a fishiness about h�s answers that d�sturbed me 
greatly—not l�ke Peter at all.”
 She paused to take a deep drag on her c�garette, and the gold 
bracelet flashed like a firefly. “Next I called Anton; he wasn’t at 
work, but was home s�ck. He’s had a terr�ble cold. The call from 
S�las had prostrated h�m—he was horr�bly d�straught, almost �n-
coherent. It took a full m�nute for h�m to calm down enough to 
talk sens�bly. And that’s not l�ke Anton—he’s usually so calm and 
�n command of h�s feel�ngs.”
 “What d�d he th�nk had happened?”
 “He’s conv�nced that the cadenza’s lost and gone forever, has 
no hope that �t w�ll ever be recovered. I would’ve talked to Clara, 
but she’s �nvolved �n some sort of Arthur Foote celebrat�on �n 
Cambr�dge and wasn’t ava�lable. I couldn’t reach Rosamond Foxe. 
So �n desperat�on I called you, not know�ng where else to turn.” 
She stopped and looked at h�m expectantly.
 “What do you want to know?” he asked, feel�ng h�s way.
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 “I want you to tell me cand�dly whether you and M�ss Trntl 
th�nk the cadenza has been destroyed. If �t st�ll ex�sts, do you 
th�nk we have any chance of gett�ng �t back? And then, I want your 
thoughts on what th�s phony ransom attempt means.”
 Fel�x nodded. “After you called th�s afternoon, I talked to 
Trntl �n Balt�more. We don’t th�nk the cadenza’s been destroyed. 
We bel�eve the ransom demand was a sw�ndle by an opportun�st 
who never d�d possess �t.”
 She tamped out her c�garette and l�t another. “In other words, 
someone who saw a chance for an easy fifty-eight thousand dol-
lars.”
 “Right. And not the same person who made the first ransom 
call. We th�nk that man was a petty hoodlum who’s now off the 
scene.”
 “But �f the cadenza hasn’t been destroyed,” she cr�ed, “where 
is �t? Pass�ng about from hand to hand as Peter th�nks?”
 “Poss�bly. Or ly�ng h�dden wa�t�ng to be found. We th�nk �t’s 
st�ll �n Balt�more.”
 “Then there’s st�ll a chance we can get �t back?”
 “Sure,” said Felix, expressing more confidence than he felt.
 She gave a great s�gh and sank back �n her cha�r. “You’ve re-
l�eved my m�nd cons�derably, Mr. McKay. I was afra�d that you, 
too, would see the matter as hopeless. It’s all very upsett�ng. I’m 
go�ng to have a glass of Scotch.” She leaned forward and unstop-
pered the decanter. “Please jo�n me, Mr. McKay, I don’t want to 
dr�nk alone—and may I call you Fel�x? There’s �ce �n th�s bucket—
or, �f you prefer, you can have �t neat.”
 “I’d prefer �ce, thanks.”
 She tonged �ce cubes �nto two tall glasses and poured the 
wh�skey. “Charles �ntroduced me to the pleasures of Scotch,” she 
sa�d, as they settled back w�th the�r dr�nks. “I d�dn’t dr�nk at all 
before I met him. My father was a Methodist minister, a fiery-eyed 
teetotaler, and Proh�b�t�on was �n force. After Charles and I were 
marr�ed �n �9�5, we l�ved �n France for several years, and there I 
learned to apprec�ate w�ne. But Charles always drank Scotch—and 
always neat. He couldn’t ab�de any sort of add�t�ve or d�lutent. 
And after I tr�ed Scotch, I found I l�ked �t too—but I do want �ce �n 
m�ne.”
 She stared reflectively into the fire. “Charles had a rule of nev-
er dr�nk�ng wh�le he was work�ng on a major compos�t�on. Wh�le 
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wr�t�ng h�s S�xth Symphony, he d�dn’t touch a drop of alcohol for 
nearly three months. Then, when the symphony was finished, he 
polished off three fifths of Scotch in two days—all by himself.”
 Fel�x sm�led. “He must have been a remarkable man.”
 “Oh, he was. I’ve never known a person who could match h�s 
capac�ty for work. It was almost an obsess�on w�th h�m. He was al-
ways practicing or composing. During the first twelve years of our 
marr�age he kept up a full concert schedule, tour�ng the Un�ted 
States, South Amer�ca, Europe. And st�ll he kept the compos�t�ons 
com�ng. After �938, he l�m�ted h�mself to e�ght publ�c concerts a 
year, somet�mes w�th symphony orchestras, somet�mes �n solo 
performance—frequently prem�er�ng h�s new works.”
 “It’s amaz�ng how much he wrote to have d�ed at forty-s�x,” 
sa�d Fel�x, recall�ng Torvald’s notes.
 “It is amaz�ng,” she agreed. “E�ght hundred and twelve sep-
arate works, two hundred forty-e�ght opus numbers.” Her vo�ce 
was v�brant w�th pr�de. “Eleven symphon�es, e�ghteen major con-
certos, one for cello; three for flute; two for violin; three for clari-
net; one for saxophone; three for French horn; five for piano—”
 “I have record�ngs of all the clar�net concertos,” Fel�x sa�d.
 “—two orchestral su�tes, s�x serenades for str�ngs and brass 
cho�r; twelve p�ano sonatas; four str�ng tr�os; n�ne quartets; s�x 
p�ano qu�ntets; the Adirondack Interludes, Custer’s Last Stand, 
the Fantasy for v�ol�n, harp, and jazz tr�o; Five Meditations on 
Melrose Abbey for Piano 4-Hands; the “Natchez Trace” septet for 
w�nds; the Elegy for Jane Addams; Mardi Gras; Harvest Home; 
the Walden Rhapsody; the Yankee Doodle and Shenandoah 
Variations; Years of Decision—”
 “I’ve always l�ked the Shenandoah Variations,” sa�d Fel�x.
 “—n�neteen v�ol�n sonatas, three ballades for oboe and harp, 
s�xty-four songs, and l�terally hundreds of solo p�ano works—�m-
promptus, eclogues, the Urban Sketches, nocturnes, fantas�as, 
rhapsod�es, ep�grams.” She clearly took great del�ght �n rattl�ng 
them off. With her head thrown back, her eyes closed, her fingers 
ticking off items in the air, the wattles of loose flesh swaying, jig-
gl�ng beneath her upper arm, she seemed �n a k�nd of rapture.
 “Incred�ble,” sa�d Fel�x.
 “Much of h�s compos�ng was done here, �n th�s house, wh�ch 
he �nher�ted from h�s grandfather �n �93�.”
 “How d�d you meet h�m?”



�77

 “He was just twenty-three, �n the early stages of h�s concert 
career, but already w�th a l�st of publ�shed works. I was only twen-
ty, l�v�ng �n P�ttsburgh w�th my fam�ly. I heard Charles perform 
Chop�n’s Second P�ano Concerto and was s�mply bowled over. He 
was so handsome and full of v�tal�ty, and played w�th such beauty, 
such author�ty and competence! Three weeks later, when I was 
visiting friends in Detroit, I heard him give a solo recital—and at 
that po�nt I dec�ded I had to meet h�m. A fr�end of m�ne was study-
�ng at the Hopewell Conservatory �n Syracuse, where Charles was 
teach�ng theory and compos�t�on; she arranged an �ntroduct�on, 
and Charles and I were married five months later.”
 Fel�x thought �t was an �nterest�ng story and sa�d so. Recall�ng 
Anton’s long-w�nded narrat�ve on the front steps, he added: 
“Didn’t Charles also teach private students?”
 “Only after we returned from France and moved �n here,” she 
repl�ed. She tossed back the rema�nder of her dr�nk and set the 
empty glass on the table. “A total of twenty-two students—some 
for less than a year. None of them went on to concert careers. 
Charles hoped that Anton would show mus�cal talent, but he nev-
er d�d. Th�s was a d�sappo�ntment to h�m. He was pleased when 
Clara showed early mus�cal apt�tude, and he gave her much en-
couragement. He lived to see her doing quite well on the flute—but 
she was only th�rteen when he d�ed.”
 “How did he find time and energy to do so much?” Felix asked. 
People l�ke Charles gave h�m a large pa�n.
 “Well, he worked constantly. He d�dn’t have any hobb�es, 
wasn’t �nterested �n sports or l�terature. He read very l�ttle, as a 
matter of fact. We had a l�m�ted soc�al l�fe, and he d�dn’t travel 
except to g�ve concerts.” (Fel�x thought, Correct�on: accord�ng to 
Anton, Charles hadn’t worked constantly; and he’d had one very 
t�me- and energy-consum�ng hobby he’d pursued w�th zeal.)
 “As you m�ght �mag�ne, h�s compuls�on to work was hard on 
the rest of us,” Mrs. Farr�ngford cont�nued. “We had to develop 
our own �nterests and soc�al contacts. I traveled w�th the ch�ldren 
to a few places, and took up br�dge. Iron�cally, though, desp�te 
his working so hard, we were never financially well-off.” Her tone 
took on a h�nt of host�l�ty: “Charles wasn’t a good bus�nessman. 
Many of h�s early works, both here and �n Europe, he s�mply sold 
outright for a flat fee—never receiving any royalties from them. 
Later, when he became a regular with Lunner & Dinch, I insist-
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ed on contracts that st�pulated royalt�es. Mr. Lunner was very 
generous, and so was S�las’s father, though less so. The royalt�es 
have prov�ded us a cont�nuous but modest �ncome, and many of 
Charles’s compositions have been used in film scores—which has 
helped cons�derably.”
 She took his empty glass and refilled it. “Don’t misunderstand 
me, please. Charles was a good husband, attent�ve and cons�der-
ate. A thoughtful, car�ng father. He always took an �nterest �n the 
ch�ldren’s schoolwork, the�r tr�umphs, the�r ch�ldhood gr�efs. I’ve 
always cons�dered �t a rare pr�v�lege to have been marr�ed to such 
a great mus�cal gen�us—a man looked up to and adm�red the world 
over. Th�s house once saw a cont�nual steam of �nternat�onal ce-
lebr�t�es—composers, conductors, performers—v�s�t�ng to talk 
shop or pay Charles homage.”
 “That must’ve been a good exper�ence for the ch�ldren,” sa�d 
Fel�x.
 “Well, you know how ch�ldren are. They took �t �n str�de, 
the b�g names d�dn’t mean anyth�ng to them. Anton went �nto 
account�ng and worked up to a very respons�ble pos�t�on �n the 
trust d�v�s�on at Sw�nfurth L�ghtfoot. He l�ved here for ten years 
after Charles d�ed, and was a great comfort to me �n my lonel�-
ness, prov�d�ng me company and a small monthly allowance 
for l�v�ng expenses. I don’t th�nk a mother could w�sh for a son 
more loyal, devoted, and dut�ful than Anton.” She paused for a 
moment, smok�ng. “Clara, though, was more self-centered. She 
left home at e�ghteen to pursue her mus�cal career. Went to the 
Hast�ngs Inst�tute and the Hopewell Conservatory, and settled �n 
Boston. Now, I won’t say that she’s been an undut�ful daughter; 
she’s always been there when I needed her. But she’s also ma�n-
ta�ned a determ�ned d�stance. She almost got marr�ed when she 
was twenty-s�x—to a most unsu�table man, a newspaper reporter 
from Amherst. He would’ve stifled her career and kept her from 
develop�ng her talent. Fortunately, she came to see what a m�stake 
�t would’ve been, broke off the relat�onsh�p, kept the Farr�ngford 
name, and went on w�th her career. And she’s done qu�te well, 
all th�ngs cons�dered.” She l�t another c�garette and leaned back 
sw�rl�ng the �ce �n her glass. “Now tell me about yourself, Fel�x. 
Are you marr�ed?”
 “Not any more,” he answered, a little flustered by the abrupt 
turn in the conversation. He was finding the fire unpleasant-
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ly warm, and the wh�skey was numb�ng h�s l�ps. “I was l�v�ng 
�n W�scons�n. My w�fe found she preferred a h�gh school coach 
turned pr�nc�pal. He played a fast game of tenn�s.”
 “Oh dear. And you d�dn’t play?”
 “Only the clar�net, wh�ch was part of the problem. My w�fe 
felt I was neglect�ng her for n�ghts �n a jazz-band. And I suppose I 
was.”
 She lunged forward qu�ckly, her c�garette swoop�ng an orange 
arc. “Jazz clar�net! Oh, that is exc�t�ng, Fel�x. Charles �ntroduced 
me to jazz when we were plann�ng to be marr�ed, and showed me 
how to apprec�ate �t.”
 “Play�ng �n the band was a great pleasure,” he sa�d. “But I gave 
that up when I came to New York, and I find I miss it.”
 “Do you still play the clarinet?”
 “For myself. Occas�onally I jam w�th fr�ends. I was pretty good 
�n my heyday, I must adm�t.”
 She stood up suddenly. “Would you l�ke to see Charles’s stu-
d�o? Not many people have had the opportun�ty �n the last twenty 
years. But you have the sens�t�v�ty to apprec�ate see�ng where he 
worked.”
 “I’d very much l�ke to,” sa�d Fel�x. Once on h�s feet, he d�scov-
ered that h�s balance was none too steady. And now h�s nose was 
numb, too.
 “It’s at the rear of the house,” she sa�d, start�ng for the hall. 
“In what was once a large back parlor. Clara used �t for pract�c-
�ng wh�le she l�ved here, but when she went to school, I arranged 
th�ngs the way Charles had left them and s�mply closed the door.”
 They were walk�ng t�ps�ly down the d�m hallway past the sta�rs 
and the open door of a formal d�n�ng room. W�th a l�ttle g�ggle Mrs. 
Farr�ngford leaned up aga�nst Fel�x and gr�pped h�s arm. “Scotch,” 
she sm�led, cl�ng�ng to h�m for support. She smelled fa�ntly of or-
ange blossoms. “Clara accuses me of ma�nta�n�ng the stud�o l�ke a 
shr�ne. But that’s not true. It’s really Anton who can’t bear to have 
anyth�ng changed. He �dol�zed h�s father, and I respect h�s w�shes. 
Everyth�ng �s just as �t was.”
 They had reached a paneled door at the end of the hall. Mrs. 
Farr�ngford turned the knob and ushered Fel�x �nto a dark room, 
qu�te cold, w�th stagnant a�r permeated by a fa�nt musty odor. “I’m 
sorry about the ch�ll,” she sa�d as she fumbled for the l�ght sw�tch. 
“S�nce th�s room’s never used, I close off the heat reg�sters.”



�80

 Fel�x felt a thr�ll of exc�tement. After the bu�ldup he wasn’t 
qu�te sure what to expect; perhaps Charles Ph�l�p h�mself, em-
balmed or mummified, sitting at his piano—or, at the very least, 
as a portra�t draped �n black velvet. When the overhead l�ght 
sw�tched on, he felt a letdown. The stud�o was drab and ord�nary: 
a large square room w�th three tall w�ndows at the back and two 
on one s�de—all t�ghtly shuttered aga�nst the n�ght. A long plush 
sofa—The Couch of Anton’s narrat�ve?—ran along the w�ndowless 
wall. It was flanked by shelves containing phonograph records—
78’s for the most part, �n the�r heavy cardboard albums, w�th some 
45’s. Oppos�te them, a console phonograph stood between the two 
side windows. The remaining available wall space was filled with 
shelves and cab�nets conta�n�ng complete ed�t�ons of composers’ 
works, stacks of sheet mus�c, and reference books. In the center 
of the room, �ts l�d down, �ts keyboard covered, a n�ne-foot grand 
p�ano squatted l�ke a cenotaph. The harsh l�ght revealed cobwebs 
in the corners of the room and a thin film of dust covering every-
th�ng.
 “I rarely come in here,” said Mrs. Farringford. “I find it de-
press�ng. Charles used to have plants �n hang�ng pots �n front of 
all the w�ndows. At n�ght he always closed the shutters.”
 Fel�x approached the p�ano, touched �t reverently, and ra�sed 
the cover off the keys. “May I?”
 “Of course.” He struck a G-major chord and ran his fingers 
qu�ckly up and down an octave scale. The sound was atroc�ous, 
and the F-sharp key wouldn’t ra�se up after he’d pressed �t.
 “I’m afra�d �t’s badly out of tune,” sa�d Mrs. Farr�ngford. “I 
stopped hav�ng �t tuned after Clara left. One of my necessary econ-
om�es.”
 He closed the cover, rubbed the grit off his fingers.
 “And over here,” Mrs. Farr�ngford cont�nued, �nd�cat�ng a large 
cab�net on the rear wall, “are all of Charles’s publ�shed works. And 
there, at the left end of the sofa, are all the record�ngs he made—
Beethoven, Chopin, Hibbert, Bessemer, Brahms, Denby, Bartok, 
Granados, Ravel—and of course many of h�s own compos�t�ons. I 
suppose you’ve never heard any of h�s record�ngs—though a few 
have been re�ssued on LP dur�ng the last th�rty years.”
 “I have h�s record�ng of Gershw�n’s Concerto in F,” sa�d Fel�x, 
“some Fauré, and a budget release of h�s performance of h�s Th�rd 
P�ano Concerto.”
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 “Oh, good!” she sa�d. “Then you know someth�ng of h�s play�ng. 
I’m glad.” She was stand�ng by the l�ght sw�tch, her hand po�sed. 
He took the cue and stepped qu�ckly �nto the hall. She turned off 
the l�ght, and, g�v�ng a deep s�gh (e�ther of gr�ef or of res�gnat�on, 
Fel�x couldn’t determ�ne wh�ch), closed the door beh�nd her. Fel�x 
wa�ted for her to jo�n h�m.
 “It’s been very lonely s�nce the ch�ldren moved out. It took me 
years to get over Charles’s death; and though one has to make ad-
justments and go on, st�ll the loss and empt�ness are always pres-
ent, and somet�mes the pa�n of know�ng what lonel�ness means 
goes through me l�ke a skewer.” She was lagg�ng beh�nd, w�p�ng 
at her eyes w�th the back of her hand. “I’m sorry, Fel�x, to be go-
�ng on l�ke th�s. For some reason, I feel the lonel�ness very keenly 
just now. Go�ng �nto the stud�o aga�n, talk�ng w�th you about the 
old t�mes—they’ve just rem�nded me of what I’ve had to do w�th-
out—”
 Fel�x stopped and faced her �n concern. “I’m sorry �f my �nter-
est has caused you pa�n—”
 “Oh, no! No, Fel�x. It’s not your fault!” She reached out and 
gently se�zed h�s arm, g�v�ng �t a reassur�ng squeeze, and press-
�ng �t to her. “I enjoy talk�ng w�th you. It’s not often I meet a man 
so ser�ous-m�nded, so sens�t�ve, so honest and stra�ghtforward, 
so—well, �n a word—exciting.” She sm�led coyly and gave the back 
of h�s hand a playful pat. And aga�n they were �n the parlor, re-
turning to their chairs. She reached for his glass to refill it, and 
he raised his hand in protest. “Don’t you want a nightcap?” she 
asked.
 “I’ve had enough, thanks,” Fel�x sa�d w�th a sm�le. “I’m feel�ng 
the effects.”
 “Ah, well then.” She replaced the stopper �n the decanter. “So 
am I. I suppose I should call �t qu�ts, too. Clara always says I don’t 
know my l�m�t.”
 Fel�x glanced at h�s watch. It was gett�ng on to ten. “I really 
should be go�ng. I have some work to do before meet�ng w�th an-
other cl�ent �n the morn�ng.” Th�s wasn’t true, but was plaus�ble 
enough to get h�m gracefully out of the house. And he wanted 
out: h�s bus�ness w�th Mrs. Farr�ngford was clearly concluded. He 
wasn’t so sure about her bus�ness w�th h�m.
 “Well, �f you must go.” Her vo�ce �nd�cated her d�sappo�nt-
ment. “I do thank you for com�ng. Talk�ng w�th you has set my 
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m�nd at ease that we st�ll may recover Charles’s cadenza. Please 
keep me informed of developments. And if Trntl & Associates does 
find the manuscript, I’d appreciate your calling me immediately. 
I’d prefer not to have to hear it from Silas Dinch—who irritated me 
greatly today w�th h�s patron�z�ng tone. W�ll you prom�se to let me 
know?”
 “Of course,” sa�d Fel�x, r�s�ng casually and edg�ng toward the 
door. “E�ther Trntl or I w�ll contact you �mmed�ately.”
 As he was putt�ng on h�s coat, she sa�d “Perhaps you’d play 
your clar�net for me somet�me. I’d l�ke that very much.”
 “Well, thank you. But I’m really out of pract�ce.” Wh�ch wasn’t 
true e�ther; but �t served to get h�m out the door. She waved h�m 
down the steps and went �ns�de.

 Hurry�ng down the s�dewalk, he systemat�cally rev�ewed 
the�r conversat�on. He’d certa�nly learned some �nterest�ng th�ngs 
about Charles Farr�ngford’s personal�ty and work hab�ts. If Anton 
were correct �n what he’d sa�d, there were some th�ngs about her 
husband that Mrs. Farr�ngford d�dn’t know. She was undoubtedly 
strong-w�lled and poss�bly dom�neer�ng �n her relat�onsh�p w�th 
Anton and Clara, and Clara’s standoffishness was obviously pain-
ful to her. He really felt sorry for Mrs. Farr�ngford. A lonely old 
woman rattl�ng around �n that b�g house, surrounded by rem�nd-
ers of a better t�me. W�th only her memor�es to keep her company, 
angry and hurt at the hands she’d been dealt s�nce �947.
 A tough old b�rd, thought Fel�x—maybe not a kestrel; a cormo-
rant, perhaps. Someth�ng of a romant�c, but pract�cal, try�ng hard 
to stay �n the runn�ng. By God, he hoped they did get the cadenza 
back, if only to brighten her path at the end of a long and difficult 
journey. Was there anyth�ng �n the conversat�on that Trntl needed 
to know ton�ght? No; the report could wa�t. He started h�s car and 
headed down to SoHo.   

 Abbott reached Ph�ladelph�a on the Metrol�ner at n�ne p.m., 
totally unstrung by the m�nd-bl�tz he’d suffered dur�ng the after-
noon. Hav�ng checked �nto h�s hotel, he a�mlessly wandered the 
streets star�ng blankly �nto shop w�ndows. He hadn’t eaten s�nce 
breakfast; and a l�ttle after ten-th�rty, suddenly weak w�th hunger, 
he stopped at a confect�onery where he wolfed down a hot fudge 
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sundae, two ecla�rs, and three large cream-puffs. Before leav�ng, 
he purchased a two-pound box of chocolate-covered caramels, 
half of wh�ch he devoured �n h�s hotel room before turn�ng out the 
l�ght. 
 All n�ght long, he squ�rrel-caged on h�s sweat-soaked bed 
struggl�ng to comprehend the afternoon’s grotesque turn of 
events. Aga�n and aga�n he cycled through the unanswerable 
quest�ons. How had Anton come to be the one hold�ng the cadenza 
for ransom? Anton was one of those who wanted �t back! How 
had he obta�ned Morr�s Wa�te’s br�efcase? Surely he hadn’t k�lled 
the Simms girl. Did Anton believe that the briefcase actually con-
ta�ned the cadenza? or had he known all along that �t really held 
only a m�schmasch of Brahms? Brahms! Each t�me he got to th�s 
po�nt, Abbott would thrash and pound h�s p�llow, g�v�ng vent to 
wh�mpers and h�ccupp�ng sobs.
 The m�nd endures only so much of be�ng wh�plashed, and 
then �t falters. St�ll stunned and reel�ng from the shock �t had re-
ce�ved �n the cemetery, Abbott’s had soared home on a gust of ela-
tion, exulting in victory, afire with anticipation at seeing, hearing 
the Farr�ngford Cadenza before he destroyed the manuscr�pt. And 
then—oh God! the second shock! Confronted w�th such trauma, 
the m�nd goes blank, can only tw�tch and g�bber.
 Reason and judgment paralyzed, the body explodes �nto phys-
�cal frenzy. But when th�s �s spent—the runn�ng back and forth 
across the room, the beat�ng on walls, the smash�ng of Steuben 
glass, the consigning to flames of the detestable Brahms—and the 
mind tries to regroup its far-flung tatters, it butts up against the 
ult�mate and �rreduc�ble quest�on: Where’s the cadenza now?
 Unless, of course, there was no cadenza. Only that p�ss-ant 
Pettigrew had identified it. Maybe the whole thing was a fraud, a 
damnable l�e got up by Pett�grew for h�s personal aggrand�zement. 
Only three people cla�med to have seen the manuscr�pt, and two 
of them were dead. Had Pett�grew k�lled them to keep h�s secret? 
Anyth�ng seemed poss�ble.
 The final horror: there was no way Abbott could talk to any-
one about any of th�s. To do so, he’d have to adm�t to knowledge 
that he’d had no leg�t�mate way of acqu�r�ng, and reveal h�s true 
mot�ve for want�ng to recover the cadenza. Hav�ng burned both 
the briefcase and the Brahms, he couldn’t go to Dinch and disclose 
Anton’s betrayal—there’d be no proof; couldn’t confront Anton or 
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threaten h�m w�th exposure—he’d s�mply deny �t; couldn’t even let 
Trntl know what he’d learned.
 But w�th the certa�nty that one knows the presence of an ab-
scessed tooth—a red-hot coal confined and raging in the maxillary 
s�nus—Abbott knew that the cadenza was still out there, wa�t�ng 
to be found. As dawn spread �ts d�ngy gray l�ght through h�s room, 
he dragged h�mself from the tangled sheets, sat on the s�de of the 
bed in his drenched pajamas, and finished the box of chocolate-
covered caramels.

 All the wh�le that Abbott was travel�ng to Ph�ladelph�a, wan-
der�ng the streets, and groan�ng through h�s sleepless n�ght, Anton 
Farr�ngford was at h�s computer work�ng frant�cally to balance the 
embezzled trust accounts. Under his feet, in Dinch’s black suit-
case, fifty-eight thousand three hundred dollars; at his fingertips, 
the means by wh�ch �t would save h�m from the gallows.
 Anton, too, had been emot�onally dra�ned by the day’s events. 
The cemetery caper had exhausted h�m and done h�s cold no good. 
After leaving the briefcase at the HODGES monument, he’d come 
home and immediately called Dinch to tell him where the caden-
za could be retr�eved. He’d thought everyth�ng was settled then; 
that he could dismiss it from mind and get on with his financial 
restitution. But then Dinch had called to report that, though the 
money was gone, the cadenza had not been del�vered. The news 
had knocked the stuffing out of him.
 Someone else must’ve found the br�efcase. One of those grave-
d�ggers? a caretaker? a Hodge?
 Well then, �t was gone forever. No one who got the br�efcase 
open would have the fa�ntest �dea what they had �n the�r posses-
s�on. The capstone of h�s father’s work would just be thrown away! 
Gu�lt and despa�r had comb�ned to funk h�m nearly speechless; 
and when h�s mother had called to share her funk, he’d snapped 
and growled at her s�mply to get her off the l�ne.
 But now h�s own surv�val was a far more press�ng matter. 
Fortunately he’d have all of Saturday and Sunday to work on �t. By 
four o’clock he’d sternly resolved not to th�nk about the cadenza 
unt�l somet�me Monday morn�ng. He’d brewed a pot of coffee and 
gone to h�s computer; and there he was when Tw�la B�dwell came 
home from work chatty w�th goss�p; and there he was aga�n, af-
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ter a ten-m�nute break for a supper of warmed-up leftovers. And 
all through the even�ng, wh�le Tw�la chafed and pottered about 
the apartment, mutter�ng under her breath, and later watched TV 
w�th the volume turned str�dently loud.
 At one-th�rty, see�ng that she’d gone to sleep �n her cha�r, he 
turned off the TV, and there they’d sat, Anton gr�nd�ng away w�th 
his figures, Twila snoring softly, until, at three, she’d roused her-
self and—mak�ng sn�de comments about h�s preferr�ng ar�thmet�c 
to sex—gone shambl�ng off to bed.
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Chapter  23
March 7      ( Saturday)      

 V�ctor Zyzynsk�’s breakfast was less than sat�sfy�ng. Tasteless 
grapefru�t, a gr�lled haddock no better than yesterday’s perch, 
hash-brown potatoes w�th the cons�stency of glue, cornbread w�th 
currant jam that crumbled and went nasty-st�cky �n h�s hand. 
Wilson brought him the telephone-recorder as he was finishing his 
coffee. “Last n�ght’s calls, s�r; and the wr�tten report from W�llett 
and Strunk.”
 “Very good. Tell Br�m that h�s haddock was und�st�ngu�shed 
and that I’ll have perch aga�n tomorrow. Toast and honey. 
Cantaloupe �nstead of grapefru�t.” He punched the button on the 
phone-recorder, and W�lson left for the k�tchen.
 Of several calls, the only one of �nterest was Ch�p’s from 
Baltimore. A dutiful report that Dinch had paid the ransom but, 
when summoned back to the cemetery to p�ck up the cadenza, had 
found no trace of �t or the money. (No news there: Zyzynsk� had 
learned all of �t yesterday afternoon, when Morgan Lat�mer had 
called h�m to say that h�s ten thousand was gone: “It must have 
been a hoax, V�ctor, a v�c�ous tr�ck to get the money. S�las returned 
to Mount Myrtle Cemetery as fast as he could, but found noth-
�ng.”
  “I thought you told me �t was Mount Ol�vet,” Zyzynsk� had 
sa�d, far more casually than he’d felt. 
 “I bel�eve I d�d,” sa�d Lat�mer. “A s�mple m�stake. What d�ffer-
ence does �t make?”
 The d�fference �t made was that W�llett and Strunk had spent 
two hours wander�ng around the wrong cemetery watch�ng �n va�n 
for Dinch’s arrival, scrutinizing with binoculars everyone who 
came to v�s�t a loved one’s grave. Strunk had even been pressed 
�nto serv�ce as an emergency pallbearer at an �ll-attended funeral 
for a MARTINSON, who seemed to have no fr�ends.
 Old fool Lat�mer, Zyzynsk� had fumed, couldn’t even keep h�s 
cemeter�es stra�ght. “We d�d what we could,” he told the stock-
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broker. “The money’s not the �mportant th�ng. I stand ready to 
contr�bute aga�n �f there’s another ransom demand.” And that was 
that.)
 Of much greater �nterest was Ch�p’s statement that Trntl was 
planning to answer both classified ads in the Sun. And of great-
est interest was the news that Trntl’s New York office had been 
searched (“a smooth job”), and that Jerry had observed her be-
�ng followed (sk�llfully) by a tall blond woman wear�ng expens�ve 
clothes.
 Th�s was h�ghly d�sturb�ng �nformat�on. He sat for a long t�me 
puffing his cigar and staring out the window. Okay, meeting the 
ransom demand had been a gamble that had cost h�m ten thou-
sand dollars. A negl�g�ble amount; best to forget �t. What con-
cerned him now was finding out who’d searched Trntl’s office, and 
who the blond woman was. Profess�onals. L�ke Marco, Jerry, and 
Ch�p. Tra�ned agents. In all l�kel�hood, the Count’s.
 Zyzynsk� st�ll hadn’t recovered from h�s �nterv�ew w�th Cl�ent 
Abel two nights before. Disgusting little snot, with his superior 
ways, h�s name-dropp�ng, h�s audac�ty �n try�ng to bluff Zyzynsk�, 
to fake h�m out and g�ve the �mpress�on that he was the one on top 
of th�ngs! Clearly, the Count was h�s ch�ef adversary. And Zyzynsk� 
was determ�ned to w�n. He placed a call to the Cavend�sh Hotel. 
“Marco? Got your message. Place a watch on that other post office 
box; see who p�cks up Trntl’s response to the ad. F�nd out every-
th�ng you can about the blond woman Jerry spotted. I th�nk the 
�tem we’re seek�ng �s st�ll �n Balt�more.”
 

 Shortly after ten o’clock that morn�ng, just after Marco and 
Jerry had finished a leisurely breakfast in their room and settled 
down to a game of cr�bbage, a hurr�ed knock came: three—two—
three. When Marco opened the door, Ch�p stuck h�s head �n: 
“Nobody’s left Trntl’s room th�s morn�ng. But a short m�ddle-aged 
man just arr�ved w�th a small su�tcase and let h�mself �n w�th a 
key.”
 “A new player,” sa�d Marco. “Get back to s�x and watch that 
door.” Ch�p hurr�ed away.
 “Is Trntl call�ng re�nforcements?” Jerry gr�nned, as they re-
turned to the�r game. “Another of her assoc�ates, I suppose. How 
many does she have, for cr�ssake?”
 “The Ch�ef sa�d three,” Marco answered, star�ng at h�s cards.
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 Jerry l�t a small c�gar. “What a sh�tty ass�gnment! Noth�ng to 
do but loaf around �n hotel rooms, and shadow a sk�rt—”
 “And keep her from gett�ng k�lled,” sa�d Marco.
 Jerry poured h�mself another cup of coffee. “Granted, we had 
to s�t around �n that strange hotel �n Ca�ro for almost a month, and 
�t took us a week and a half to d�smantle the Assumpt�on W�ndow 
at Edelste�n Abbey—but we were busy every day.”
 “Twelve days �n Bangkok,” sa�d Marco. “Lots of s�tt�ng there.”
 “But there we were wa�t�ng for the opportune moment. Here 
we’re just wa�t�ng.”
 “We’ve been �n Balt�more a week,” sa�d Marco. “It seems l�ke a 
month.” He threw down h�s cards. “I’m s�ck of cr�bbage! A stup�d 
game!”
 Jerry continued sipping his coffee. “Do you want to go back to 
chess?”
 “No, I’m s�ck of chess.”
 “Poker?”
 “Bor�ng w�th just two players.”
 “Str�p poker?”
 Marco wr�nkled h�s nose. “We’d need more players to make �t 
�nterest�ng. A few broads—”
 “That’s aga�nst the Ch�ef’s rules.”
 “But I know you too well, Jerry. There’s no mystery or exc�te-
ment left.”
 “Oh, come on.”
 Marco was �ncl�ned to pout. “Loser w�ll have to—you know—
�nto the coffee pot.”
 “You’re d�sgust�ng,” sa�d Jerry, w�thout remov�ng the c�-
gar from h�s mouth. “Okay. You’re on. We’ll use a fresh deck of 
cards.”
 Marco cleared the table while Jerry broke open and shuffled a 
new deck.
 “Aren’t we go�ng to put on more clothes?” asked Marco. “It’ll 
make the game last longer.”
 “You’re r�ght. Put on as many �tems as you l�ke.” They went 
through the�r su�tcases and the d�sgu�se k�t, p�l�ng on add�t�onal 
cloth�ng: two pa�rs of socks, three sh�rts, an extra belt, the pho-
ny eyeglasses, the gray w�g, a neckt�e each. One th�ng Jerry had 
learned in the Special Forces was to guard his flank; he wasn’t 
about to be the loser. So wh�le Marco was pull�ng on a second pa�r 
of pants, Jerry ra�ded the closet and put on h�s own w�ndbreaker, 
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add�ng on Ch�p’s topcoat, scarf, and porkp�e hat. When they re-
turned to the table, Marco was v�s�bly shaken. “You’re cheat�ng.”
 “You could have gone to the closet,” sa�d Jerry, l�ght�ng a fresh 
c�gar. “Shut up and deal.”
 They played the first hand, and Jerry removed the hat.

 They were down to their skivvies when the red light flashed 
on the telephone. “Well, she’s mak�ng a call at last,” Jerry sa�d, 
flipping on the tape recorder.
 “Hello?” A woman’s vo�ce.
 “H�, honey.” A man’s vo�ce they’d not heard before. “I thought 
I’d call to let you know where to reach me. I really lucked out and 
got a room at the Cavend�sh Hotel—where most of the convent�on 
meet�ngs w�ll be held. Room 609. The hotel �s full-up, but some-
body checked out late last n�ght, and the room was ava�lable when 
I walked �n th�s morn�ng. I thought I’d have to commute �n every 
day!”
 Stony-eyed, Jerry puffed steadily at his cigar. Marco sat finger-
combing the hairs on his chest. “How are things in Dayton?” 
the man asked. “You hav�ng the br�dge club �n today as you’d 
planned?”
 “Th�s afternoon,” she sa�d. “I’ve got brown�es and cupcakes �n 
the oven. Yesterday Henry had a runny nose, but I made h�m go to 
school anyway.”
 “I saw Barney Wolff down �n the lobby. You remember h�m 
from graduate school?”
 “Sure. The one w�th the tw�tch.”
 “Yeah. Well, he’s nearly bald now. He’s g�v�ng a paper tomor-
row on Teddy Roosevelt’s real feel�ngs toward W�ll�am Howard 
Taft. He says �t’ll be a bombshell.”
 “Are you go�ng to hear �t?”
 “No, I’ll be read�ng m�ne at the same t�me. Just th�nk, Betty, I’m 
finally giving a paper at the Mid-Atlantic Historical Association!”
 “I’m proud of you, Harry.” And �t went on th�s way for anoth-
er two m�nutes t�ll, w�th mutual I-m�ss-you’s and l�p-smack�ngs, 
they hung up. Marco threw down h�s cards. “Harry and Betty?” He 
lurched to h�s feet and started for the door. “Trntl’s gone! We’ve 
got to tell Ch�p!”
 “Well, put your clothes on first,” said Jerry, thrusting a leg 
�nto h�s pants. “People w�ll th�nk you’re a pervert.” Wh�le Marco 
got dressed, Jerry rewound the tape of the telephone call. So Trntl 
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had eluded them. Her leav�ng could mean several th�ngs—one of 
them not at all pleasant to contemplate.
 When Chip came in, he was flushed and defensive. “Marco 
says Trntl and her fr�ends are gone—that there’s a h�stor�an from 
Dayton in their room. Listen, I’ve been down there watching since 
before seven. None of ’em left the room.”
 “You l�sten.” And Jerry played h�m the tape.
 “Oh hell,” sa�d Ch�p.
 “They must’ve gone late last n�ght. How �sn’t as �mportant as 
why.” They sat down at the table.
 “Maybe they just changed rooms,” Marco suggested.
 They called the desk and asked for N. F. Trntl’s current num-
ber. “Sorry, s�r, that person �s no longer a guest of the hotel.”
 “Did she leave a forwarding address?”
 “We’re not at l�berty to say.” They hung up.
 “Well, we’ve lost her,” Ch�p sa�d. “Has she gone back to New 
York? Is she st�ll �n town but at another hotel?”
 “There are four reasons why she’d go back to New York,” sa�d 
Jerry. “One �s, that she’s g�ven up the search.”
 “Not l�kely,” sa�d Marco. “She’s gett�ng pa�d to stay on the 
job.”
 “Or, she’s been scared off by the attempts to k�ll her—”
 “Don’t think so,” said Chip.
 “Or else,” Jerry cont�nued, “the cadenza’s somehow gotten 
into Dinch’s hands—like maybe the ransom thing worked out af-
ter all. Or else—” and here was the bad one “—Trntl’s found the 
cadenza.”
 “If that’s the case,” sa�d Ch�p, “the Ch�ef w�ll turn us �nto head-
cheese.” He slammed his fist into his palm. “Godammit, we’ve 
never fa�led an ass�gnment yet!”
 “Don’t panic,” said Marco. “No calls have come through say-
�ng the cadenza has actually turned up �n New York. And �f she’d 
found it here, she’d have called Dinch or the Farringfords to let 
them know.”
 “At any rate,” sa�d Ch�p, “the Ch�ef doesn’t have to know about 
th�s t�ll we learn more.”
 There was no d�sagreement on that.
 “So what do we do now?” Jerry asked. “Shall we call all the 
hotels �n town to see �f Trntl’s reg�stered?”
 “Or call her firm in New York to see if she’s returned?” said 
Marco.
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 “Let’s call the hotels first,” said Jerry. “I’ll start down the list.” 
He opened the d�rectory w�th a deep s�gh.
 “And I’ll go check the post office box,” said Chip.

 As Marco and Jerry were start�ng the�r game of str�p poker, 
three m�les away �n the pr�vate conference room at CIMACORP, 
Lefty Scaevola, �n sh�rt sleeves and loosened t�e, was hav�ng a ser�-
ous talk w�th G�ovann� Speranza, who had arr�ved from Newark 
on Fr�day afternoon. “Sorry to call you back on such short not�ce,” 
Lefty was say�ng. “How’s Tony do�ng?”
 “Just fine,” said Speranza, “his uncle’s keeping him on a short 
leash.”
 “That’s good,” sa�d Lefty, select�ng a c�gar and offer�ng the 
box. “V�nn�e knows how to ra�se a boy. And he knows he can count 
on me for a return favor.” He l�t Speranza’s c�gar and then h�s own. 
“You’re my best trouble-shooter, Johnny; a person I can count on 
to do a job and do �t r�ght. I th�nk you’re due for a promot�on.”
 He paused, and Speranza looked at h�m attent�vely. “A man 
should be rewarded for good serv�ce,” Lefty went on. “Should be 
shown he’s apprec�ated. Those who don’t do the�r jobs, or fuck 
up the�r ass�gnments, have to be ret�red. We’ve got a ret�rement, 
Johnny, and a vacancy that needs filling.”
 Speranza stud�ed the short ash on the end of h�s c�gar.
 “Angelo Torell� �s leav�ng us,” sa�d Lefty. “He and a guy named 
George F�occo—you know George?—they bungled an ass�gnment 
badly; fa�led �n the�r m�ss�on and got arrested. Yesterday after-
noon they both were bonded out, but �t’s not �n anybody’s �nterest 
that they should stand tr�al. As far as the court’s concerned, they’ll 
have jumped ba�l. What we need �s someone to take ’em on a boat-
r�de—you get my dr�ft. It’ll have to be by tomorrow at the latest. 
And then someone will have to finish Angelo’s assignment. Do you 
th�nk you can manage all that?”
 “I can handle �t,” sa�d Speranza.
 Lefty glanced at h�s watch: ten m�nutes t�ll h�s meet�ng w�th 
the Congressman. “The ass�gnment �s a woman detect�ve named 
N. F. Trntl—t-r-n-t-l—who’s come to be a major pa�n. She told 
the pol�ce there’s a connect�on between Tony and the death of 
that Morris guy. She’s mentioned my name. She’s trying to file 
felony charges aga�nst Angelo and George. On Tuesday, she’s 
scheduled to test�fy at the �nquest �nto the shoot�ng of the S�mms 



�9�

girl—Angelo’s first fuckup. Now, this Trntl could say all sorts of 
troublesome th�ngs at the �nquest. She mustn’t get the chance. But 
she can’t just d�sappear; �t’s too late for that—there’d be lots of 
quest�ons. She’s got to have an acc�dent. It’s gotta look so good 
there won’t be any quest�ons. Can you arrange �t, Johnny?”
 “Yes, I can. How can she be reached?”
 “She’s been stay�ng at the Cavend�sh Hotel w�th one of her 
men friends; but we learned this morning from our Downtown 
Source that she checked out last n�ght and moved over to the 
Macready, Room 5�3, where she’s reg�stered under the name of 
Carol Brown.”
 “What’s her boyfr�end l�ke?”
 “A tall blond guy named Torvald Gr�msson, who knows ka-
rate. He broke George’s wr�st.”
 “Is this Trntl the one who’s trying to find the music that got 
Tony �n trouble?”
 “Yeah. Angelo sa�d she wants the mus�c �n the worst way. He 
used �t as ba�t to hook her �n. But somehow she turned the tables 
on h�m and got away. There’s no way she coulda done �t alone. 
That Gr�msson guy musta helped. We had to pry Angelo out of 
a steel drum, and Joe Blanco, he’d been doused �n wet cement 
and hung from the ce�l�ng. All the guys are talk�ng about �t. Maybe 
you’ll want Angelo to g�ve you the deta�ls.” He passed Speranza a 
p�ece of paper. “Trntl has a rented car; here’s �ts descr�pt�on and 
l�cense number.”
 “Wh�ch men can I use?”
 “Benno’s la�d up w�th a fractured skull, and I’ve transferred 
Joe to Atlant�c C�ty. Alfredo’s a poss�b�l�ty, and Frank. But you’ve 
got a free hand to choose your own people. Just let me know who.” 
Scaevola patted h�s shoulder. “I’ve got an appo�ntment. You leave 
by that door, I’ll go out the front way. I want fast act�on on th�s, 
Johnny.” He shrugged on h�s su�tcoat, adjusted h�s t�e, and left. 
 Sm�l�ng, Speranza lounged a m�nute savor�ng h�s c�gar, then 
departed by the rear door w�th a spr�ng�ng step, roll�ng h�s shoul-
ders l�ke a basketball star who’d just scored a t�e-breaker �n the 
game’s last second. 

 In Ph�ladelph�a, the sun was sh�n�ng �n a cloudless sky; but for 
Peter Sh�pley Abbott, the day was dark. To say that h�s rehearsal 
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w�th the Symphony Orchestra was go�ng badly would be a char�-
table understatement. It was a d�saster.
 Abbott knew Farr�ngford’s Fourth Concerto ups�de down and 
backwards, had performed �t twelve t�mes �n concert w�th the 
finest orchestras; but today his mind kept wandering to Brahms. 
His stomach was sour, his timing off, his fingers traitorous. Gustav 
Niedermann, appearing with the orchestra for the first time as 
guest conductor, was appalled. He’d never seen Abbott play so �n-
eptly; had, as a matter of fact, performed the same concerto w�th 
h�m �n �975 �n Los Angeles—br�ll�antly. He wondered �f Abbott 
was do�ng drugs.
 Again and again they stumbled through the first movement, 
Abbott and the orchestra at s�xes and sevens, N�edermann paus-
�ng frequently to exerc�se h�s celebrated d�plomacy, sm�l�ng ever 
more t�ghtly as h�s pat�ence wore th�n. My God, �f Abbott d�dn’t do 
better than th�s tomorrow n�ght, he’d make them all look �ncom-
petent! He, N�edermann, a laugh�ngstock �n Ph�ladelph�a! “Lad�es 
and gentlemen,” he said finally, clutching the baton across his 
chest w�th both hands, almost as though �t were a w�llow sw�tch, 
“let’s take a ten-m�nute break.”
 “No, no,” sa�d Abbott, w�p�ng h�s forehead w�th a damp hand-
kerch�ef. “Let’s leave th�s and go on to the second movement.”
 “As you w�sh.” N�edermann faced the orchestra. “The second 
movement, please.” To the woodw�nds: “Lad�es and gentlemen, 
the clar�nets must be marcato—and aggressive in the first twelve 
measures; �n measures n�ne through twelve, the saxophones 
gradually emerge to dom�nate �n th�rteen.” The movement began 
well, but at bar thirty-five, Abbott botched his entry. Niedermann 
flagged everybody down and distractedly ran a hand through his 
ha�r. The concert-master, a bearded chap named Osgood, sucked 
h�s mustache gr�mly.
 “I’m sorry,” sa�d Abbott. “Let’s try �t aga�n.”
 He tr�ed to center h�s m�nd on the oppos�ng chromat�c runs 
that marked h�s entry, but �nstead found h�mself focus�ng once 
again on the pear-shaped figure of Anton Farringford scuttling 
from the yew bushes to place the briefcase behind the HODGES 
tombstone. Abbott managed to negot�ate h�s entry, and th�s t�me 
they got to bar fifty-seven before Niedermann called a halt. The 
conductor was flushed a dusky purple, his eyes squeezed shut. 
Bathed in clammy sweat, Abbott sat stiffly, his fingers poised 
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tw�tch�ng above the keys. Osgood half-turned �n h�s cha�r and 
glared at h�m feroc�ously down the length of h�s v�ol�n.
 “Lad�es and gentlemen, a th�rty-m�nute break,” N�edermann 
sa�d evenly, not open�ng h�s eyes. “We shall do better when we’re 
refreshed.” He stepped down from the pod�um and hurr�ed off the 
stage w�thout once look�ng at Abbott. The harp and three cellos 
d�st�nctly heard h�m mutter “Scheisskopf!”

 When Felix McKay arrived at the office at ten-thirty, he’d be-
gun a systematic inventory of the files to see whether anything was 
m�ss�ng after the black bag search. He’d gotten halfway through 
the C’s before he gave the job up as hopeless. He d�dn’t know ev-
eryth�ng that had been �n the folders; they weren’t all h�s cases, 
and even �n those cases the Assoc�ates had worked jo�ntly, each of 
them would add new things to the files from time to time. Since 
Trntl had been particularly interested in the Farringford file, he 
hauled �t out for scrut�ny. It was already qu�te th�ck—what w�th 
Torvald’s �n�t�al research on Farr�ngford’s death, transcr�pt�ons 
of the Balt�more reports, Torvald’s and Trntl’s �nvest�gat�on of 
Scaevola’s operat�ons, and sundry b�ograph�cal and background 
jott�ngs on the cl�ents themselves.
 As he looked through the papers, he mentally t�cked off 
the th�ngs he remembered. He glanced through the accounts of 
Farr�ngford’s death and publ�c funeral, re-read the b�ograph�-
cal summary of Rosamond Foxe, and once aga�n looked through 
the l�st of her record�ngs, mak�ng penc�l checks bes�de s�x that 
he wanted to purchase. Then he leaned back �n h�s sw�vel cha�r, 
propped h�s feet on the desk, and swung off �nto thoughts of fa�r 
Rosamond. Twenty m�nutes later he roused h�mself from h�s fan-
tas�es and hustled off to Brooklyn for a scheduled appo�ntment 
with a client—a woman who’d engaged the firm to discover the 
whereabouts of her m�ss�ng n�ece. They’d found the n�ece l�v�ng �n 
Scarsdale; she’d told them �n no uncerta�n terms that she w�shed 
to rema�n m�ss�ng, and had noth�ng to say to her meddl�ng aunt. 
After mak�ng h�s report to the aunt—wh�ch proved a most d�scour-
aging and difficult task—Felix heartily empathized with the niece 
and w�shed her well. 
 After a quick lunch, he returned to the office. Still wearing his 
coat, he’d just t�lted back �n h�s cha�r for a nap, when the phone 
rang. The vo�ce of an elderly woman ask�ng for N. F. Trntl.
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 “She’s not here, I‘m afra�d. I’m Fel�x McKay, one of her 
Assoc�ates. May I help you?” 
 “I’m Mrs. Leopold Sternberg. I wrote a letter to M�ss Trntl 
several days ago. Do you know if she received it?”
 Fel�x reached across h�s desk, glanced �nto Trntl’s INCOMING 
box, where the letter lay three �tems down. “Yes, �t arr�ved, Mrs. 
Sternberg. But M�ss Trntl hasn’t seen �t yet. She’s out of the c�ty 
work�ng on a case.”
 “I was hop�ng to have heard from her by now. The matter �s 
very �mportant to me. When w�ll she be back?”
 “I’m not try�ng to be evas�ve, Mrs. Sternberg, but that’s very 
hard to say. She’s �n Balt�more work�ng on an extremely complex 
case—”
 “Trying to find the Farringford Cadenza,” said Mrs. Sternberg. 
“I’m �n close contact w�th Mr. Morgan Lat�mer, and through h�m 
I’m closely follow�ng developments. It’s �n regard to the Farr�ngford 
Cadenza that I w�sh to speak w�th her.”
 “I see,” sa�d Fel�x, bounc�ng forward �n h�s cha�r, snatch�ng up 
a pen. “I’ll be call�ng her later th�s afternoon; �f you w�sh, I’ll tell 
her that you want to talk to her. Or would you prefer to call her 
yourself? I have her number.”
 “She’s probably busy. No, have her call me after s�x ton�ght at 
the follow�ng unl�sted number.” When she’d rung off, Fel�x stud-
�ed her letter by hold�ng �t up to the sunl�ght. The envelope was 
an expens�ve la�d paper, n�cely textured. Her return address had 
been pr�nted as part of a letterhead set. Trntl’s address had been 
typewr�tten w�th a good carbon r�bbon.
 Mrs. Leopold G. Sternberg. It was a name he’d encountered 
somewhere fa�rly recently. Sternberg. Was �t a name Rachel 
We�ntraub had ment�oned, when he and she and Torvald were 
at the play two weeks ago? No, he’d seen the name �n pr�nt. He 
pulled over the Farringford file, flipped through it until he came 
to the news accounts of Farringford’s funeral. He ran his finger 
down the columns unt�l he found a lengthy l�st of notables �n at-
tendance. There they were—Mr. and Mrs. Leopold G. Sternberg—
sandw�ched �n between Chesney Fle�schauer, mus�c cr�t�c, and 
Dimitri Mitropoulos, conductor. Felix reached for the phone and 
dialed Weintraub’s Delicatessen on Lexington Avenue.

x  x  x
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 Chip entered the Post Office and started for the bank of 
ma�lboxes. He halted �n m�d-str�de when he saw, about twenty 
feet away, a dark-ha�red woman lean�ng aga�nst the wr�t�ng ta-
ble hold�ng an open magaz�ne. Trntl’s roommate: what was her 
name?—Carol. She was watch�ng the ma�lboxes, too. Casually he 
approached a glass-fronted bullet�n board and, wh�le pretend�ng 
to read notices, watched her reflection. Yep, she wasn’t reading 
the magaz�ne at all; was �n fact alertly scrut�n�z�ng everyone who 
came through the lobby and went to the boxes. Ch�p ambled back 
the way he’d come unt�l he reached a pay phone—and then he d�-
aled the Cavendish Hotel. The line was busy on his first three tries, 
but he got through on the fourth. “Trntl’s s�dek�ck Carol �s here �n 
the Post Office,” he told Jerry. “I’m going to hang around till she 
leaves and then follow her.”
 “Okay,” sa�d Jerry. “I’m halfway through the hotels w�th no 
success. Just start�ng the M’s. I’ll stop and let you handle �t.”
 When Carol left the Post Office, she did not notice the brown-
ha�red man w�th the dark brown mustache who followed her at a 
d�screet d�stance to the Macready Hotel.

 “We struck pay d�rt,” Carol announced, as Trntl and Torvald 
entered the hotel room. “One of the ma�lboxes was v�s�ted by a 
tall, blond woman, very n�cely dressed—low heels and a leather 
trenchcoat. She got our message.”
 “Did she read the note?” Trntl asked.
 “Yes, and then she sl�pped �t �nto her handbag and left �n a 
hurry.”
 “But no one came to the other box,” sa�d Torvald.
 “No, and I stayed there t�ll I thought �t was safe to leave.”
 “Good work,” Trntl sa�d. “Stand�ng a stake-out �sn’t fun.”
 “I’d just as soon not do �t Monday,” Carol sa�d. “A lot of �n-
teresting people come into the Post Office, but after a while the 
exc�tement does fade.”
 “Torvald and I spent most of the day at the l�brary,” sa�d Trntl. 
“He worked on the Ullman case, and hav�ng noth�ng better to do, 
I read microfilm of 1947 newspapers. I’m still intrigued by the 
�n�t�al d�sappearance of the cadenza at the t�me of Farr�ngford’s 
death.”
 “Did you learn anything new?”
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 “Not relat�ng to the d�sappearance. But I got a sense of what 
was happen�ng �n the world at the t�me. As always, a lot was.”
 “It’s almost five-thirty,” said Torvald. “Time for Felix to call.”
 And at five-thirty, the phone rang. Felix gave a report on his 
meet�ng w�th Mrs. Farr�ngford the n�ght before; sa�d that noth-
�ng further had occurred relat�ng to the abort�ve ransom attempt; 
announced that he’d concluded the case of the m�ss�ng n�ece—a 
two-week effort (“And our cl�ent �s extremely p�ssed that the 
n�ece doesn’t want to talk to her; we may have trouble gett�ng our 
fee.”); and—finally—told Trntl about the letter and call from Mrs. 
Leopold G. Sternberg. “She wants you to call her back at th�s un-
l�sted number.” He gave �t to her. “Says �t’s very �mportant and 
concerns the Farr�ngford Cadenza.”
 “Who �s Mrs. Leopold G. Sternberg?” Trntl asked.
 “Rachel’s dad was helpful on that,” Fel�x answered. “Leopold 
was a prom�nent banker here �n New York; he d�ed �n �973. Mrs. 
Sternberg �s a noted patron of the arts—she endowed a cha�r �n 
Art H�story at C�ty College as a memor�al to her husband; created 
a wr�ters’ retreat and a raft of scholarsh�ps through the Sternberg 
Foundat�on, and over the last th�rty years has prov�ded fund�ng 
for several mus�c fest�vals and two mass�ve sculpture projects. She 
serves on a number of boards: the Manhattan Arts Counc�l, the 
Metropol�tan Symphony, the Eubanks Museum, and others. And 
here’s the k�cker: she and her husband were l�sted �n the papers 
among the VIPs who attended Farr�ngford’s funeral.”
 “Did she give any hint of what she wanted to talk to me 
about?”
 “No. She sa�d she’s a fr�end of Morgan Lat�mer and �s follow-
�ng our �nvest�gat�on through h�m.”
 “Okay, I’ll g�ve her a call. Anyth�ng else?”
 “That’s �t. What about at your end?”
 “Noth�ng whatever on the whereabouts of the cadenza. We all 
agree �t hasn’t been destroyed. But that’s just a hunch—or maybe 
w�shful th�nk�ng. I’m go�ng to read you the letter Morr�s wrote to 
Stephan�e just before he was k�lled. See �f �t suggests anyth�ng to 
you.” And she carefully read Morr�s’s letter aloud.
 “I taped you,” sa�d Fel�x. “Just a second wh�le I play �t back.”
 She fa�ntly heard her vo�ce read�ng the message over aga�n, 
and then Fel�x was back on the l�ne: “From what Morr�s says, I 
don’t th�nk he h�d the cadenza �n h�s mar�juana stash-hole. I th�nk 
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he put �t �n another locat�on wh�ch he and Stephan�e shared, pos-
s�bly �n pr�vate, as the�r ‘spec�al place’. S�nce Stephan�e never read 
the letter, I th�nk �t’s qu�te poss�ble that the cadenza’s st�ll there. If 
that’s the case, when Stephan�e wrote you that she had the caden-
za, she actually didn’t—though she probably thought she d�d.”
 “So far you agree w�th our th�nk�ng,” sa�d Trntl.
 “The way you read �t on the phone, ‘Key Hole’ sounded l�ke 
two words, not a s�ngle compound ‘keyhole’. How �s �t wr�tten?”
 “Two words, each cap�tal�zed.”
 “Then �t’s l�kely the phrase doesn’t refer to a slot �nto wh�ch a 
key �s �nserted, but rather a hole �n wh�ch a key �s placed for con-
cealment. If you find the hole, you’ll find the key.”
 “But which key?” Trntl sa�d. “The key to what?”
 “To the br�efcase? To the ‘spec�al place’? I don’t know, Trntl.”
 “But Stephan�e would’ve known.”
 “Sure. But I’d guess from the note that Morr�s couldn’t as-
sume she’d know �mmed�ately, or w�thout some help. He follows 
‘Key Hole’ w�th the phrase ‘get �t?’. He’s tell�ng her to th�nk about 
�t, to recall.”
 “We reached that conclus�on, too.”
 “Look, you’re try�ng to dec�pher the message as though �t’s 
some k�nd of code. It’s a puzzle to you, but �t wouldn’t have been 
to Stephan�e. Put yourself �n Stephan�e’s place and try to read �t as 
she would.”
 “We’ve tr�ed that,” sa�d Trntl. “We lack the bas�c �nformat�on 
she’d have had.”
 “Well, I’m sorry I can’t be more helpful,” Fel�x sa�d. “At least 
I corroborate your th�nk�ng.” He rang off, and Torvald, pol�sh�ng 
his glasses, asked “Did he solve the riddle?”
 “He sa�d �t’s a r�ddle only to us; �t wouldn’t have been to 
Stephan�e.”
 “So?”
 “She would’ve known where the Hole was to find the Key.”
 “It’s a p�ty Fel�x �sn’t here,” sa�d Torvald. “He could look for 
�t.”
 It was just after s�x o’clock. Trntl qu�ckly placed a call to Mrs. 
Sternberg.
 “I’ve wanted to talk to you for some t�me,” Mrs. Sternberg sa�d. 
“I wrote you a letter several days ago, but apparently you never re-
ce�ved �t. I’m a good fr�end of Morgan Lat�mer, one of your cl�ents 
�n th�s cadenza bus�ness, and I’ve been follow�ng your progress 
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through talk�ng to h�m. He has great respect for you, M�ss Trntl; 
not only for your sk�ll as an �nvest�gator, but also for your �ntegr�ty 
and trustworth�ness. I’ve not told h�m that I’ve tr�ed to reach you, 
and I would prefer that you keep that a pr�vate matter between 
us. I’m of course deeply concerned that the Farr�ngford Cadenza 
be recovered. I heard Farr�ngford perform �t, and I know what �t 
w�ll mean for the world. I understand that s�nce �ts d�scovery last 
week, the cadenza has been the cause of two deaths—”
 “That’s true,” sa�d Trntl. “And several ser�ous assaults.”
 “I find that very sad,” said Mrs. Sternberg. “It’s incomprehen-
s�ble that someth�ng so beaut�ful could be the cause of such v�o-
lence. It should have brought joy and sp�r�tual elevat�on, not gr�ef 
and murder. I feel that we must have a conference, M�ss Trntl—as 
soon as poss�ble. I w�sh that I could travel to Balt�more—for I don’t 
want to �nterrupt your �nvest�gat�on. But I’m seventy-s�x years old, 
and I’m s�mply not up to the tr�p. If you could come to see me I 
would be greatly obl�ged. I have some �nformat�on that I th�nk w�ll 
be useful �n your �nvest�gat�on, but I don’t w�sh to d�scuss �t over 
the telephone. Can you come? I’ll defray your travel costs.”
 “I’ll come,” sa�d Trntl. “My assoc�ates can stay to pursue the 
�nvest�gat�on. It’s advantageous—for other reasons—that I leave 
Balt�more.”
 “Very good. Can I expect you tomorrow, then? Around four-
th�rty, for dr�nks w�th d�nner to follow?”
 “F�ne,” sa�d Trntl. She took down the address Mrs. Sternberg 
prov�ded and ended the call. When Trntl had recounted the con-
versation, Carol said, “Do you suppose she’s a crank?”
 “She d�dn’t sound l�ke one. Very stra�ghtforward and bus�ness-
l�ke. She and Lat�mer are ev�dently very old fr�ends; and they have 
someth�ng very prec�ous �n common: they both heard Farr�ngford 
play h�s cadenza.”
 “Ah,” sa�d Carol. “The stock-broker and the banker’s w�dow.”
 “I th�nk �t could be a very �nterest�ng meet�ng,” sa�d Torvald. 
“Let’s eat.”
 
 When they returned to Carol’s room at 7:�5, Trntl �mmed�ate-
ly began pack�ng for her tr�p to New York. At 7:40 the telephone 
rang. Torvald answered, “Room 5�3.”
 “I rece�ved an answer to an ad I placed �n the Sun.” A man’s 
vo�ce, low-p�tched and gravelly. “I was asked to call th�s num-
ber.”
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 “Yes, I responded to the ad,” sa�d Torvald. “How may I help 
you?” He summoned the women w�th h�s free hand, and they came 
to the phone, putt�ng the�r heads together over the rece�ver.
 “I’m cur�ous to know wh�ch p�ece of mus�c �t �s that you have 
�n Charles Farr�ngford’s manuscr�pt.”
 “There’s no t�tle wr�tten on �t.”
 “How do you know Farr�ngford �s the author?”
 “I know h�s holograph, and h�s name �s s�gned at the end.”
 “You sa�d the work �s for solo p�ano, that �t hasn’t been pub-
l�shed—”
 “That’s correct.”
 “A late compos�t�on, you sa�d.”
 “�947.”
 “I’d l�ke to exam�ne the manuscr�pt. How shall we arrange for 
me to see �t?”
 “I’ve responded to two �nqu�r�es already,” sa�d Torvald. “As 
soon as poss�ble would be to your advantage.”
 “Ton�ght?”
 “F�ne. A rather publ�c place—”
 “I’d prefer a pr�vate meet�ng.”
 “I’m afra�d I must �ns�st. Bracebeam’s Lounge at ten o’clock. 
I’ll be s�tt�ng toward the back, wear�ng a red neckscarf.”
 “I’ll be there. Ten o’clock.”
 Torvald hung up. “You heard �t?” They nodded. “Okay, when 
he wants to see the manuscr�pt, how do we proceed?”
 “I’ve been th�nk�ng about that,” Trntl sa�d, open�ng the br�ef-
case which Dinch had given her in New York. “Here are photocop-
ies of some of Farringford’s manuscripts. Dinch thought I could 
use them to authent�cate the cadenza when we found �t. Let’s take 
a few of these that don’t have t�tles and let ’em serve as stand-�ns. 
If your man knows �mmed�ately they’re phon�es, then he’s awfully 
knowledgeable about Farr�ngford’s mus�c, or else he’s seen the ca-
denza already. If he th�nks they are the cadenza, we’ll know we 
aren’t deal�ng w�th an expert.”
 “Sounds plaus�ble.” Torvald sl�d the papers �nto a brown ma-
nila envelope, and Trntl quickly finished her packing.

 When they arr�ved at 9:30, Bracebeam’s Lounge was less 
crowded than they’d expected for a Saturday n�ght. Of the tables 
in the center of the room, only half were filled. Most people were 
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�n the red v�nyl booths that l�ned the walls. All of the stools along 
the m�rrored bar were occup�ed.
 Torvald went stra�ght to the back and sat at a small table by 
h�mself. He took off h�s astrakhan and overcoat but reta�ned h�s 
scarf. Trntl and Carol chose a booth very near the front door so 
that they could observe, from beh�nd, everyone who came �n.
 They ordered dr�nks and wa�ted. A p�an�st on a c�rcular da�s �n 
one corner was play�ng qu�et cockta�l mus�c, sk�llfully modulat�ng 
from one p�ece to another—show tunes, blues, jazz arrangements 
of old favor�tes. Torvald ordered a second dr�nk.
 People entered, people left. The bar stools cont�nued to be 
filled. The pianist took a break. At three minutes till ten, the street 
door swung open, and two people entered: a tall blond woman �n a 
fur coat, and a short dark-ha�red man wear�ng a gray w�ndbreaker. 
He held the door open for her, but �t wasn’t at all clear from the�r 
demeanor that they were a couple. Carol nudged Trntl’s foot and 
indicated the blond woman with her little finger.
 The man �n gray scanned the room, focused on Torvald, and 
took a step toward h�m. The woman reached out and jabbed h�s 
arm, and he stopped. Barely �ncl�n�ng her head toward h�s ear, she 
wh�spered someth�ng, then turned and qu�ckly left by the sw�ng�ng 
door. The man casually walked to the cigarette machine, fished in 
h�s pocket for co�ns, and bought a pack of Camels. Then he turned 
and went through the door also.
 “It was the blonde from the Post Office,” said Carol. “She rec-
ogn�zed Torvald and buzzed an alarm.”
 “If she didn’t recognize you at the Post Office, she might not 
now,” sa�d Trntl. “Why don’t you go out and see what they’re do-
�ng?”
 Carol was up and out the door almost before Trntl had finished 
speak�ng. Torvald was look�ng toward her �ntently, try�ng to �nter-
pret what had happened. Trntl mot�oned h�m to stay seated. Then 
she became aware of other eyes watch�ng her—a gaze level and 
cold �n the m�rror beh�nd the bar. A b�g man, s�tt�ng on a stool, h�s 
back toward her, his reflected face flat, round, and expressionless, 
h�s neck as large as a bull’s. Of course! They’d sent �n an early-b�rd 
observer, too. And he’d seen Carol go rush�ng out. And herself s�g-
nal�ng Torvald. Sh�t. She downed the last of her dr�nk.
 The p�an�st returned to the da�s and d�d a l�ttle warm-up r�ff. 
Then she was off and runn�ng w�th Smoke Gets In Your Eyes.
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 The man at the bar was look�ng elsewhere now. Torvald was 
polishing his glasses. Trntl was on her sixth cigarette. She finished 
Carol’s dr�nk. It had been four m�nutes s�nce Carol had left (�t 
seemed l�ke ten). Should she go out and see �f Carol was all r�ght?
 The door swung open aga�n, and the man �n the gray w�nd-
breaker entered. He made his way to Torvald, spoke to him briefly, 
and sat down. But where was Carol?

 “Do you have the music with you?” the man asked.
 “I do,” sa�d Torvald, comm�tt�ng the man’s face to memory: 
narrow, w�th rather ratl�ke features and a po�nted ch�n, deepset 
dark brown eyes, bushy brows, a small wart or mole on the left 
s�de of h�s nose, th�n l�ps, a ch�pped r�ght �nc�sor. “As you know,” 
Torvald cont�nued, “you’re not alone �n seek�ng th�s p�ece of mu-
s�c. Obta�n�ng �t cost me a great deal. I suppose you’ve been read-
�ng the newspapers?”
 “Let me see the mus�c.”
 Torvald produced the man�la envelope and placed �t unopened 
on the table, cover�ng �t w�th h�s spread hand. “The manuscr�pt 
has great �ntr�ns�c value,” he sa�d. “Not to ment�on a h�gh market 
value. What’s �t worth to you?”
 “Let me exam�ne the manuscr�pt. I’ll say noth�ng t�ll I’ve seen 
�t.”
 “Fa�r enough.” Torvald opened the envelope and removed 
the sheets. The man pulled them across the table and squ�nted at 
them �n the d�m l�ght.
 “These are photocop�es!” he sa�d.
 “You surely d�dn’t th�nk I’d br�ng the or�g�nal,” sa�d Torvald. 
“A copy will suffice for identification.”
 The man leafed through the papers. A tall woman—obv�ously 
�nebr�ated—left the bar and wobbled slowly past the�r table, tee-
ter�ng unstead�ly on her h�gh heels, head�ng for the washroom at 
the rear. She lost her balance and half-fell on the man w�th the 
gray w�ndbreaker, who clutched the papers t�ghtly and glared up 
at her. She gurgled “Sorry”, and cont�nued on her way.
 “How many cop�es d�d you make?” the man asked Torvald.
 “Why do you ask?”
 “There must be no cop�es not accounted for. Purchase of the 
manuscr�pt �ncludes all cop�es.” Though try�ng to h�de �t, the man 
was extremely ag�tated.
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 “I take �t you’re afra�d that loose cop�es would make �t poss�ble 
for someone else to ant�c�pate you �n wr�t�ng an art�cle.”
 The chipped tooth flashed momentarily as he raised one eye-
brow. “An art�cle?”
 “Didn’t you say in your ad that you’re a musicologist?”
 “A mus�col—” Then, w�th the h�nt of a sm�le. “That was the 
other ad.”
 “Oh, then you’re the publ�sher,” sa�d Torvald. “You’re afra�d 
loose cop�es would make �t poss�ble for another publ�sher to beat 
you �nto pr�nt. That’s an understandable concern. Rest assured: �f 
you purchase the manuscr�pt, the sale �ncludes all cop�es.”
 “What pr�ce are you ask�ng?”
 “I’ll repeat: what’s �t worth to you?”
 A long pause. “I’ll have to do some consultat�on before I can 
make an offer.”
 “All r�ght,” sa�d Torvald. “Be adv�sed the t�me �s short. You 
know where to reach me.”
 He snatched the papers from the man’s hand and began put-
t�ng them back �nto the envelope. “Here!” the man sa�d. “Let me 
take those to show—”
 “And r�sk los�ng my �nvestment?” sa�d Torvald. “Have your 
employer come to me �f further proof �s requ�red.” He pushed back 
h�s cha�r and stood up, draped h�s coat over one arm, effect�vely 
cover�ng the envelope, and moved rap�dly toward the entrance. 
 The rat-faced man leaped up and stood undec�ded; he glanced 
to the man at the bar and caught h�s eye. The round-faced one sl�d 
off his stool and buttoned his coat. Trntl dropped a five-dollar bill 
onto the table and moved casually out through the sw�ng�ng door 
ten feet ahead of Torvald. She was wa�t�ng for h�m �n the vest�bule. 
“He has a fr�end at the bar almost as tall as you are. Let’s get to the 
street. Carol followed the blond woman out, and I don’t know why 
she hasn’t come back.”
 After the over-heated lounge, the n�ght a�r was damp and 
ch�ll. Several people were on the s�dewalk, but Carol was nowhere 
�n s�ght. “Now what?” sa�d Torvald, putt�ng on h�s coat.
 “Surely she wouldn’t have gone back to the hotel,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Maybe she followed the blonde.”
 “She followed them both out, then he came back �n.”
 “He’ll be follow�ng us out,” sa�d Torvald. “And h�s fr�end at the 
bar, too. We can’t just stand here.”
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 A tax� pulled up to the curb. From the back w�ndow Carol 
beckoned for them to get �n. They d�d.
 Carol told the dr�ver: “The Macready Hotel, please.”
 “Where have you been?” Trntl asked her.
 “The blonde �s around the corner �n the lounge park�ng lot,” 
she answered, “just s�tt�ng �n a rental car wa�t�ng for her fr�end. 
They were hav�ng an argument when I followed them out. I pre-
tended to be wa�t�ng for a cab and overheard just a l�ttle of �t. 
She recogn�zed Torvald �mmed�ately and l�nked h�m w�th Trntl 
& Associates. She smelled a set-up. The man said that, even so, it 
was poss�ble that Torvald m�ght have the cadenza and be w�ll�ng 
to ditch the clients and sell it for a fat profit. He felt it was worth 
the chance and went back �n. So, Torvald, �f he talked to you, �t was 
w�th full knowledge of who you are.”
 Torvald pursed h�s l�ps. “He talked to me. But he d�dn’t seem 
to know the photocop�es weren’t the cadenza manuscr�pt. I don’t 
th�nk he’s very knowledgeable, and I assume he’s serv�ng as an 
agent for some pr�nc�pal. It’s that pr�nc�pal who’s w�ll�ng to pay for 
the or�g�nal. He wanted to take the cop�es to show h�s boss—but 
of course I d�dn’t let h�m.” He gave a th�n sm�le. “So even �f he 
knows I’ve been after the cadenza on behalf of Lunner & Dinch, he 
doesn’t know whether I really have the or�g�nal manuscr�pt or not. 
He may th�nk I have �t, and that I’m w�ll�ng to sell �t. L�kew�se, for 
h�s boss there’ll be an element of doubt. If so, they’ll try to contact 
me aga�n.”
 “He had a fr�end �n there s�tt�ng at the bar,” sa�d Trntl, “who 
got a good look at all three of us. That may blow our game: they 
won’t bel�eve that we’re all w�ll�ng to betray our cl�ents. And worse, 
the man at the bar w�ll recogn�ze us when he sees us aga�n.”
 They arr�ved at the�r hotel, moved qu�ckly across the lobby, 
took the elevator up, and unlocked the door of 5�3. Torvald went 
in first. They’d left the light on. “I should be gone only one day,” 
Trntl was say�ng. “The meet�ng w�th Mrs. Sternberg won’t take 
long. If there’s anyth�ng you want me to br�ng you—”
 “Stop,” Torvald sa�d, thrust�ng them back and dropp�ng to a 
crouch�ng posture. “Someone’s been �n the room.”
 They froze �n the doorway wh�le Torvald darted �nto the bath-
room and pulled back the shower curta�n. Next he peered �nto the 
clothes closet and under the beds. “Noth�ng,” he sa�d. “But look 
there.”
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 They followed his pointing finger and saw a small, mashed ob-
ject gleam�ng on the carpet. Cellophane. “It wasn’t here when we 
left,” sa�d Torvald. He p�cked �t up, smoothed �t out, and sn�ffed �t. 
“It’s a candy wrapper. But none of us eats pepperm�nt. I th�nk �t 
was stuck to the sole of someone’s shoe.”
 “Another search?” asked Trntl. She opened and looked 
through her su�tcase. “I can’t see anyth�ng d�sturbed. You keep 
your satchel locked, Torvald; has �t been tampered w�th?”
 “Comb�nat�on lock �ntact,” he sa�d.
 “M�ne’s okay, too,” sa�d Carol, look�ng at her overn�ght case. 
“What about Dinch’s briefcase?”
 Trntl d�d a qu�ck �nventory. “Everyth�ng’s here.”
 “If not a search,” Torvald muttered, “what? If they d�dn’t 
take anyth�ng, why enter? To check us out, go through our bags? 
Nah. To leave someth�ng! A bomb or a bug. Let’s see what we can 
find.”
 They d�d a systemat�c search of the wastebasket, mattresses 
and bed frames, w�ndows�lls and drapes, lamps (shades and bas-
es), the unders�des of tables and cha�rs, drawers, closet shelves, 
and the backs of p�ctures. “Ah,” Carol sa�d. “A new scratch bes�de 
one of the screws on the telephone.” W�th Trntl’s Sw�ss Army 
kn�fe, she qu�ckly removed the screws from the telephone base. 
“Well,” she gr�nned, “here’s someth�ng that doesn’t belong.” She 
detached a small black d�sc and stud�ed �t. “Some sort of trans-
m�tter—manufactured by Arch-Apex Electron�cs. Attaches eas�ly.” 
They stud�ed the dev�ce for a b�t, and then Carol sa�d, “Th�s g�ves 
me an �dea. I’ll be back �n a m�nute.” She hurr�ed out w�th the bug 
and the Sw�ss Army kn�fe.
 Ten m�nutes later she returned. “I put �t �n one of the house 
phones �n the lobby,” she sa�d. “That should g�ve them an earful.”

 After a fru�tless half-hour search�ng through the photo-
graphs in Dinch’s dossiers to see if they could identify any of the 
Bracebeam Three, they finally called a halt. Trntl said, “Well, so 
much for that. But we should take stock of what we’ve learned to-
n�ght. One of the newspaper ads has been accounted for: a woman 
and two men do�ng the legwork—”
 “Probably for a boss or a cl�ent not on the scene,” sa�d Torvald. 
“They were hav�ng to make dec�s�ons on the spur of the moment, 
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and weren’t sure how to proceed. The fellow I talked to sa�d he had 
to ‘consult’ before mak�ng an offer.”
 “Unless e�ther the woman �n the fur coat or the man at the bar 
was the boss,” sa�d Carol.
 “I don’t th�nk so,” sa�d Torvald, “—though �t’s a poss�b�l�ty.”
 “The woman recogn�zed Torvald,” sa�d Trntl, “but apparently 
not Carol. I’m sure that the man at the bar recogn�zed me. Wh�ch 
means we’ve been under surve�llance. They know exactly who we 
are and what we’re do�ng. Are they detect�ves, too? One th�ng’s 
sure: none of those three bugged our phone.”
 “And they’re probably not the ones who searched our office in 
New York,” sa�d Carol.
 “They aren’t connected w�th Scaevola,” sa�d Trntl. “These peo-
ple ran an ad.”
 Torvald yawned. “Ton�ght’s contact was from the ‘publ�sh-
er’ ad—not the one placed by ‘mus�colog�st’, for whatever that’s 
worth.”
 “Well, are they work�ng for a publ�sher?” Trntl asked. “One of 
Dinch’s competitors? If so, which?” 
 “And now they’ve got to dec�de whether we have the manu-
scr�pt or not,” sa�d Carol, ”and �f we do, whether we’re really try�ng 
to sell �t.”
  “So who bugged our phone?” asked Torvald.
 “Whoever �t was, I’d l�ke to know how they learned we’d moved 
to the Macready Hotel,” sa�d Carol. “We were pretty subtle about 
it. Except for Dinch and Felix, we only told Detective Adcock, so 
he’d be able to reach us.”
 “The room’s reg�stered �n Carol’s name,” sa�d Torvald, “not 
Trntl’s. But if the buggers could find us, so can Torelli and George 
F�occo.”
 “I’m glad to be leav�ng tomorrow,” sa�d Trntl. “I’ll th�nk of you 
wh�le I’m gone.”
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Chapter  24
March 8       (Sunday)  

 Trntl took The M�nute Man to New York, and Fel�x met her 
at Penn Stat�on. “Good to be back,” she sa�d. “It’s been a long s�x 
days.”
 “You don’t look much worse than when you left,” Fel�x 
gr�nned.
 “You’re too k�nd. Where can we get some Sunday brunch?”
 They drove to Carmody’s and ordered omelets.
 Fel�x was enormously amused by Trntl’s report of the confron-
tat�on at Bracebeam’s and Carol’s response to the attempt to bug 
the new hotel room. He agreed w�th Trntl’s conclus�on that who-
ever was do�ng the surve�llance was hop�ng the Assoc�ates would 
lead them to the cadenza. “They’re as baffled as we are.” Spreading 
marmalade on a b�scu�t. “Maybe more so.”
 “If they th�nk we’ll lead ’em to the cadenza,” sa�d Trntl, “they’re 
clutch�ng at a very th�n reed.”
 “When Dinch heard you were coming, he said he wanted to 
see you in his office tomorrow morning. He doesn’t know you’ve 
come to v�s�t Mrs. Sternberg.”
 “I suppose he’s cur�ous about the expenses we’re runn�ng up,” 
sa�d Trntl.
 “Well, there’s always that. But I th�nk what he really wants �s 
a firsthand report from the front. I’ve kept him fully informed, but 
you’re the one �n the trenches. He’s gotten very �mpat�ent.”
 “M�racles we d�dn’t prom�se,” sa�d Trntl. “It’s only been a 
week s�nce the break-�n at Pett�grew’s.”
 “It’s h�s �njured pr�de. Th�s ransom hoax, w�th the loss of 
money, is the final insult. He’s convinced he’s being made to look 
a fool.”
 “Blames h�s compet�tors, no doubt.”
 “Doesn’t know who to blame. That’s what really burns his 
ass.” 
 “How are the other cl�ents do�ng?”
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 “I haven’t talked to any of them except Mrs. Farr�ngford. 
Lat�mer’s been taken �ll.”
 “Well, �t’s mostly h�s money that got r�pped off,” Trntl sa�d—
then checked herself: “No, that’s unk�nd. He may s�mply bel�eve 
the game’s over.”
 “Friday was a bad day, Trntl. After the ransom fiasco, every-
body fell apart. Mrs. Farr�ngford was terr�bly confused; when she 
tried to talk to Dinch, Anton, and Abbott, none of them had much 
to say. When she got to me, she was desperate for reassurance that 
we thought there was st�ll a chance of recover�ng the cadenza.” 
 “There’s grounds for hope,” sa�d Trntl. “We at least know 
there’s another group that wants �t.”
 “Be sure to tell Dinch about those people at Bracebeam’s,” 
sa�d Fel�x. “He m�ght recogn�ze ’em from your descr�pt�ons. Had 
any further thoughts on the ‘Key Hole’?”
 “Noth�ng that led anywhere. Th�nk�ng mus�c m�ght be a lead, 
I’ve cons�dered ‘p�ano key’, ‘key s�gnature’, ‘key-note’, ‘keyboard’, 
and the major and m�nor scales.”
 “Did either Morris or Stephanie play woodwinds?” Felix 
asked.
 “Not to my knowledge. He played the dulcimer.” She flagged 
down the wa�ter and ordered more toast.   
 The conversat�on dr�fted �nto other areas. Fel�x gave her a 
rundown on h�s act�v�t�es of the last few days, recount�ng at some 
length the process by wh�ch he’d found the Brooklyn cl�ent’s m�ss-
�ng n�ece, and grumbl�ng a b�t about hav�ng to do everyone else’s 
work while they were gone. Then, back at the office, Trntl looked 
through her ma�l, found Mrs. Sternberg’s letter, wh�ch told her no 
more than the telephone conversat�on had.
 “Do you want me to go with you to see Dinch?” Felix asked 
from h�s desk.
 “If you’re free. It’s always good to have two present, �n order 
to compare notes afterwards.”
 “Okay. I’ll try to find time in my busy schedule.”
 “But you’d better not come w�th me to see Mrs. Sternberg. You 
weren’t �nv�ted to d�nner.” She gathered up her th�ngs. “And I’d 
better get go�ng. It’s a long dr�ve.”

 Almost �n Connect�cut, the Sternberg house was a slate-roofed 
br�ck w�th bay w�ndows, h�gh gables, and clustered ch�mneys. Set 
well back from the road �n expans�ve grounds and surrounded by 
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a low wall, �t was approached through gateposts and up a curv�ng 
dr�ve. Recessed beneath a peaked Tudor arch, the paneled front 
door could have w�thstood a batter�ng ram. Trntl’s r�ng was an-
swered by an attract�ve woman about her own age dressed �n a 
maroon skirt and ruffled, long-sleeved blouse. “N. F. Trntl?” she 
sa�d. “I’m Phyll�s Lowery, Mrs. Sternberg’s secretary. Come �n, I’ll 
take your coat. Mrs. Sternberg �s �n the l�brary.”
 Heels clicking on the parquet floor, they crossed the entrance 
hall to the doorway of a spac�ous, h�gh-ce�l�nged room br�ght w�th 
late afternoon sunl�ght that streamed through a tall mull�oned 
w�ndow fac�ng the west lawn. Bookshelves l�ned the walls, rad�ant 
with the luster of fine leather bindings.
 At a large desk near the w�ndow, a wh�te-ha�red woman sat 
engulfed by stacks of papers, reference books, and man�la folders. 
As they entered, she glanced up, rose—push�ng her glasses up onto 
her forehead—and came around the desk to shake Trntl’s hand. 
She was about five-feet-three, slightly plump, casually dressy in 
a gray sk�rt and jacket and low-heeled shoes. Her ha�r was styled 
�nto an upswept mass of curls.
 “I’m Naom� Sternberg.” Her sm�le was fr�endly, her eyes 
br�ght w�th a level, penetrat�ng gaze. “It was good of you to come 
all the way from Balt�more to see me. I know you’re busy w�th your 
�nvest�gat�on and th�s must be an annoy�ng d�stract�on—”
 “Progress �s slow �n Balt�more,” Trntl sa�d. “Almost n�l, �f you 
want the truth.”
 Mrs. Sternberg cocked her head to one s�de w�th a frown of 
concern. “I’m sorry to hear that.” She gestured toward a l�quor 
cab�net bu�lt �nto the wall. “I prom�sed you a dr�nk. What’s your 
pleasure?”
 “Scotch on the rocks, thanks.”
 “Phyll�s, w�ll you jo�n us?” 
 “Happy to,” sa�d the secretary. “Shall we make our own?”
 “Why not? There’s �ce �n the bucket. I th�nk I’ll have a vodka 
ton�c.” She handed Trntl the Scotch and deftly opened a fresh bot-
tle of vodka for herself. Phyll�s poured a glass of sherry.
 “Now let’s s�t down and get acqua�nted.” Mrs. Sternberg led 
the way to the fireplace, where a pair of sofas faced each other 
across a low coffee table. “Sorry there’s no fire,” she continued as 
they made themselves comfortable. “It d�dn’t seem cold enough 
to warrant one. I have an electr�c heater by my desk; �t’s far more 
efficient.”
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 “The temperature’s fine,” said Trntl.
 “My late husband d�dn’t l�ke be�ng cold. When we bu�lt the 
house, he said ‘Sixteenth-century architecture is fine, but we’ll 
damn well have twent�eth-century �nsulat�on!’”
 “The w�ndows are all double-paned, w�th lots of dead a�r 
space,” sa�d Phyll�s.
 “Your husband was a far-s�ghted man,” sa�d Trntl.
 “In a great many ways,” sa�d Mrs. Sternberg. “Except �n pac-
�ng h�mself, conserv�ng h�s energy. He never developed a sense 
of humor sufficient to withstand the pressure of his existence; al-
ways took th�ngs too ser�ously. Wore h�mself out, and d�ed at s�x-
ty-e�ght.” She nodded slowly, agree�ng w�th herself. “Nonetheless, 
he was k�nd and generous, and we had a good l�fe together.”
 “That’s his portrait over the fireplace,” Phyllis said. Trntl had 
been assum�ng that �t was. Leopold G. Sternberg had not been 
the J. P. Morgan Trntl had �mag�ned h�m. In h�s late 40’s or early 
50’s when the p�cture was pa�nted, he’d been lean and ascet�c �n 
appearance, w�th large, prom�nent ears, a th�n-l�pped sens�t�ve 
mouth, and mournful eyes.
 “It was pa�nted �n �949,” sa�d Mrs. Sternberg. “He was ex-
hausted when he posed for �t. For over ten years he’d been serv-
�ng on �nternat�onal comm�ttees try�ng to get refugees out of 
Europe, then finding and relocating survivors of the Holocaust, 
and finally working to establish the State of Israel. He wasn’t an 
ardent Z�on�st, never a zealot—and the turmo�l surround�ng the 
part�t�on�ng of Palest�ne took an enormous toll on h�m.”
 “H�s eyes seem very sad,” sa�d Trntl.
 “He felt everyth�ng deeply.” She pushed a ceram�c ashtray 
across the table. “By all means, smoke �f you w�sh, M�ss Trntl.” 
Trntl wasn’t aware that she’d been fidgeting. “Phyllis smokes oc-
cas�onally wh�le we work. I used to smoke heav�ly, but gave �t up 
years ago.”
 “Thank you,” sa�d Trntl, tak�ng a c�garette from her handbag.
 Phyll�s leaned forward and held a l�ghter for her, then l�t up a 
c�garette of her own.
 “I’m sure you’re wonder�ng why I want to talk to you,” Mrs. 
Sternberg sa�d, remov�ng her glasses and plac�ng them on the ta-
ble. (Yes, �t would be well to get on w�th �t, thought Trntl, her natu-
ral impatience chafing at the chitchat.) “Morgan Latimer and I are 
very old fr�ends—currently we’re serv�ng together on the board of 
the Metropol�tan Symphony. Know�ng that I’d be �nterested, he 
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told me that your firm had been hired to recover the Farringford 
Cadenza. You’d been h�ghly recommended for the job by Henry 
G�tt�ngs, whose judgment we all respect. Morgan was very much 
impressed with you at the meeting you had with Mr. Dinch and 
the Farringfords. He’s confident that you’ll recover the cadenza if 
anyone can.”
 “I’m glad to have his confidence,” said Trntl.
 “Unfortunately, he’s now conv�nced that the cadenza’s been 
destroyed. The stress of the whole affa�r—the cadenza’s theft on 
the heels of �ts d�scovery, the two murders, the attack on you, the 
bogus ransom demand—has sent h�m to the hosp�tal w�th severe 
�nternal bleed�ng.”
 “I’m sorry to hear that,” sa�d Trntl.
 “He feels a crush�ng sense of personal loss �n the cadenza’s 
disappearance; did in 1947, does again now. Doubly devastating. 
It’s eat�ng h�m al�ve. He has a pass�onate—almost frenz�ed—con-
cern that �t be found and shared by all. I feel the loss just as keenly 
as he does, and my concern for the cadenza’s recovery �s no less 
than h�s. Those of us who heard Farr�ngford perform �t are a se-
lect and shr�nk�ng company—very l�ke a fam�ly—un�quely blest 
for hav�ng heard �t, un�quely cursed for know�ng what’s been lost. 
M�ss Trntl, I can’t descr�be the happ�ness, the jub�lat�on Morgan 
and I felt when we learned that the cadenza had been found. I was 
ecstat�c, almost transported w�th joy—”
 “That’s putt�ng �t m�ldly,” Phyll�s sa�d w�th a sm�le.
 “And then, the very next day, when I heard �t’d been stolen—
why, �t was as though part of me d�ed. I couldn’t funct�on—”
 “She stayed �n bed the whole day,” sa�d Phyll�s. “Wouldn’t talk 
to anybody.”
 “On Monday, I called Morgan—to comm�serate, I suppose—
and he told me your firm had been hired, that you’d gone to 
Balt�more. I �mmed�ately sent you a letter, th�nk�ng �t would be 
forwarded. When I got no response, and the murders appeared �n 
the paper, and Morgan kept shar�ng those awful reports of what 
was happen�ng—and then collapsed—I could wa�t no longer but 
called your office to see if you’d received my letter.”
 “What do you w�sh to tell me?” Trntl asked, her �mpat�ence 
gett�ng the best of her.
 But Mrs. Sternberg wasn’t to be hurried. “I realize that officially 
I’m not one of your cl�ents, and therefore have no r�ght to �nqu�re 
about your �nvest�gat�on. Yet my concerns are equal to those of 
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Morgan, Dinch, and the family. I’m hoping that you wouldn’t feel 
�t a v�olat�on of your profess�onal eth�cs to g�ve me your v�ews on 
what’s been happen�ng—the theft, the murders, the attack on you, 
the ransom hoax.” She paused and wa�ted for a reply.
 Trntl tapped the ash off her c�garette. “It’s no breach of eth-
�cs to share what I know.” And, �n the space of s�x m�nutes, she 
outl�ned the c�rcumstant�al facts of the case. Mrs. Sternberg and 
Phyll�s l�stened closely. “If th�s recent ransom demand wasn’t a 
hoax,” Trntl sa�d �n conclus�on, “and the cadenza really was be-
ing traded for the fifty-eight thousand, then the cadenza’s either 
been diverted or lost. If diverted, someone other than Dinch got 
�t, whether by acc�dent or des�gn. If that’s the case, �t w�ll be very 
hard to recover �t. If lost, �t may �ndeed be gone forever. However: 
�f the ransom was a hoax (as we’re �ncl�ned to th�nk), there’s a 
good poss�b�l�ty that the cadenza �s st�ll unattached �n Balt�more. 
If that’s the case, there’s a good chance we’ll get �t back.”
 “But how w�ll you know wh�ch hypothes�s �s correct?” Mrs. 
Sternberg asked.
 “That’s a good quest�on. We’re at a standst�ll unt�l someth�ng 
breaks.”
 Mrs. Sternberg turned to her secretary. “Phyll�s, please see �f 
Mrs. Hale �s ready w�th d�nner.” Phyll�s nodded and left the room. 
“Phyll�s w�ll be leav�ng shortly; her husband gave up a mov�e he 
wanted to see th�s afternoon so that she could help me catch up 
on paperwork. Two fund-ra�s�ng projects are approach�ng dead-
l�ne.” Her troubled frown was back. “I had no �dea th�ngs were 
so complex regard�ng the cadenza. I’ve been hop�ng all week that 
there m�ght be someth�ng I could do to—ah—fac�l�tate �ts recov-
ery. That’s what I want to talk to you about. But �n present�ng my 
offer, I’m rely�ng on your utmost d�scret�on.” She paused to take a 
s�p of her dr�nk, and Trntl watched her �ntently, not know�ng what 
to expect. She was totally unprepared for what came.
 “As I sa�d to you on the phone, th�s meet�ng of ours must be 
kept confidential, a private matter between just the two of us. 
This is crucial. Morgan, Dinch, and the Farringfords must know 
nothing about it. You can regard me as an unofficial client, if you 
w�sh—a s�lent Fr�end of the Cadenza.” She settled back and looked 
Trntl squarely �n the eye. “Should you get the break you speak of, 
and find that you have access to the cadenza, please bear in mind 
that I have considerable financial resources that I’m willing to use 
to obta�n �t. Buy�ng of �nformat�on, br�bes, outr�ght purchase—
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whatever �t takes. Just g�ve me the word, and you’ll have all the 
money you need—however much. In cash.” She turned away and 
finished her drink.
 For a long moment Trntl stared at her �n d�sbel�ef, s�ft�ng and 
we�gh�ng what she’d just heard. My God, was �t poss�ble? another 
one!—th�s t�me a l�kable old woman who’d had the luck of hear-
�ng Farr�ngford perform h�s cadenza. But, my God!—no subtlety, 
no finesse, just a bald proposition: betray your clients; name your 
pr�ce; keep your mouth shut. Trntl slugged back the rest of her 
Scotch and sa�d evenly: “That’s very generous of you.”
 “Generos�ty has noth�ng to do w�th �t,” sa�d Mrs. Sternberg. “I 
don’t want the cadenza lost a second t�me.” She stood up br�skly. 
“Enough said. Would you like a refill?”
 “No, thank you.”
 Mrs. Sternberg carr�ed the empty glasses back to the l�quor 
cab�net. “Leo and I began support�ng the arts �n a ser�ous way back 
�n �938, and we became more and more �nvolved as t�me went on. 
We never thought of ourselves as ‘patrons’, for that term �mpl�es 
a sort of condescens�on we wanted no part of. We saw our role 
as fac�l�tators—s�mply help�ng to make th�ngs poss�ble. Leo was 
part�cularly �nterested �n v�sual arts and ballet, and �n the early 
days I was concerned w�th mus�c educat�on and encourag�ng new 
talent—gett�ng new mus�c heard, young performers launched. 
After Leo d�ed, I went on alone; and creat�on of the Sternberg 
Foundat�on �n �975 has made even more poss�ble.”
 Phyll�s returned wear�ng her overcoat. “Mrs. Hale says that 
d�nner �s ready.”
 “Thank you,” sa�d Mrs. Sternberg. “Before you go, please get 
the check we’ve wr�tten to re�mburse M�ss Trntl for her travel ex-
penses.” Phyll�s brought �t from the desk.
 “How much �s your round-tr�p cost?” Mrs. Sternberg asked, 
her pen poised to fill in the amount.
 So, Trntl thought b�tterly, a down-payment for serv�ces yet to 
be rendered. “It won’t be necessary to re�mburse me,” she sa�d 
smoothly. “I would’ve been com�ng to New York anyway. I had 
to confer w�th my assoc�ate Mr. McKay, and I’m to meet w�th Mr. 
Dinch tomorrow.”
 She put a heavily weighted inflection on this last phrase; but if 
Mrs. Sternberg not�ced, she gave no �nd�cat�on. “As you w�sh,” she 
sa�d, and handed the check back to Phyll�s, who returned �t to the 
desk.
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 Phyll�s sa�d, “I must be go�ng, M�ss Trntl. It was good to meet 
you. I wish you success in finding the cadenza; and I hope you 
won’t encounter any more personal danger.”
 “T�me to eat,” sa�d Mrs. Sternberg, lead�ng Trntl to the hall. 
She po�nted to a doorway just beyond the sta�rs. “That’s the mus�c 
room. Why don’t you go there and wa�t for just a second wh�le I 
finish up a couple of business matters with Phyllis?”
 Trntl nodded and crossed the broad hallway to the mus�c 
room. Mrs. Sternberg turned back to Phyll�s �n the l�brary and 
mot�oned her toward the desk. When she was sure that Trntl was 
well out of earshot, she wh�spered urgently: “Okay, Phyll�s, what 
do you make of N. F. Trntl?”

 Long, w�de, graced w�th a huge crystal chandel�er at each end, 
the mus�c room was clearly des�gned for performances—str�ng 
quartets, chamber orchestras. Down the far wall marched four tall 
w�ndows hung w�th red velvet drapes. Toward the front, adjacent 
to one of the w�ndows, was a concert grand p�ano; near �t stood a 
covered harp. Ant�que mus�cal �nstruments were mounted on the 
darkly paneled walls; beneath them, glass-topped d�splay cases 
l�ned the room.
 Wh�le wa�t�ng for Mrs. Sternberg, Trntl browsed these cases. 
As �n a museum, everyth�ng was labeled. F�rst ed�t�ons of com-
posers’ publ�shed works. Plaster casts of both of Franz L�szt’s 
hands. Personal letters wr�tten by a var�ety of �mportant people. 
She scanned qu�ckly down the long d�splay, carefully (and w�th 
great �nterest) logg�ng �n whomever she could: Mozart, Wagner, 
Granados, Rameau, Debussy, Glazunov, Chaminade, Bloch, 
Elgar, Beethoven, Gr�eg, Paderewsk�, Rachman�noff, Kre�sler, 
Koussevitzky, Quantz, Mitropoulos, Lipatti, Dvorak, Ravel, and 
Carl Ph�l�pp Emanuel Bach.
  Another case conta�ned death masks of Muz�o Clement� and 
Hector Berl�oz. Verd�’s day-book. Bartok’s founta�n pen. Chop�n’s 
gloves. Buson�’s walk�ng-st�ck. Melba’s fan. Caruso’s watch. And 
everywhere, a var�ety of or�g�nal mus�c scores �n manuscr�pt.
 She was study�ng these when Mrs. Sternberg entered the room 
beh�nd her. “I thought you m�ght be �nterested �n our collect�on. 
Leo and I spent many years putt�ng �t together. It was Leo’s great 
joy; he scoured auct�on catalogs—and w�th h�s European contacts, 
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got early word of the break�ng up of major estates. As you can see, 
we have or�g�nal manuscr�pts of—” po�nt�ng, w�th obv�ous del�ght 
“—V�vald�, Haydn, Schubert, We�ll, Strav�nsky, Pucc�n�, Beach, 
and Farr�ngford. S�nce Leo’s death I haven’t pursued the collec-
t�on as v�gorously. Nowadays I’ll purchase a manuscr�pt only �f �t’s 
an outstanding find—an exceptionally rare or historically impor-
tant �tem.”
 “I understand,” said Trntl. A clock somewhere chimed five 
t�mes. Mrs. Sternberg mot�oned to the door. “We’d better get �n to 
dinner. Mrs. Hale will be fierce if we let her food get cold.”
 After see�ng the mus�c room, Trntl expected a Tudor banquet 
hall w�th a table at least twenty feet long. But no, the d�n�ng room 
was small and �nt�mate, �ts paneled walls tastefully hung w�th o�l 
landscapes—two Constables for sure, and maybe a Corot. At a 
table that would have seated e�ght, two places fac�ng each other 
were la�d at one end.
 They seated themselves, and from hot serving dishes filled 
the�r plates w�th sl�ced roast beef, small potatoes, and broccol�. 
“Do try one of Mrs. Hale’s Vienna rolls,” said Mrs. Sternberg. “The 
butter is unsalted. Would you like coffee? I thought so.” She filled 
Trntl’s cup from a s�lver urn. “My doctor tells me to reduce my cof-
fee intake. But I told him I’ll die first.”
 “That’s the sp�r�t,” sa�d Trntl.
 The food was excellent, but Trntl couldn’t fully enjoy �t. She 
regarded the meal—someth�ng she couldn’t gracefully get out of—
as symbol�cally tantamount to seal�ng a barga�n between them. 
The check she could refuse; but tak�ng th�s g�ft of food already 
prepared struck her as d�sturb�ngly close to accept�ng a br�be. She 
felt eth�cally obl�ged to leave the house as qu�ckly as she pol�tely 
could.
 To forestall any further overtures from Mrs. Sternberg, Trntl 
steered the conversation into neutral territory: “That’s a fine piano 
�n the mus�c room.”
 “Yes, �t �s. Leo bought �t for me on my forty-second b�rthday.”
 “Do you play a lot?”
 “I used to, for my own enjoyment. Arrangements of show 
tunes and the s�mpler class�cal p�eces. But not so much �n recent 
years, as my fingers become less nimble.”
 “And the harp?”
 “Oh no, that was my s�ster’s.”
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 Trntl refilled their coffee cups. “Tapioca pudding for dessert,” 
Mrs. Sternberg sa�d br�ghtly.
 A strange and complex woman, thought Trntl: ‘Can you come 
see me?—I’ve someth�ng urgent to tell you.’ And when I arr�ve, 
what do I get? Tapioca pudding and a confidential offer of money. 
‘To—fac�l�tate—the cadenza’s recovery.’ Smooth Mrs. Sternberg, 
my ‘unofficial client’. ‘A silent Friend of the Cadenza’! Demanding 
that our meet�ng stay ‘a pr�vate matter’ between us! And here: 
‘Cons�derable resources’ for ‘buy�ng of �nformat�on, br�bes, or 
outr�ght purchase—you name �t.’ And then, the cl�ncher: gu�d�ng 
me to the mus�c room where I’d be sure to see the collect�on of 
or�g�nal manuscr�pts. Beethoven, Amy Beach, and Farr�ngford! 
Shrewd Mrs. Sternberg, doing an end run past Dinch, Latimer, 
and the fam�ly to grab the cadenza for herself. Roast beef and 
flattery! Cynical Mrs. Sternberg, presuming my greed. What gall! 
Stup�d Mrs. Sternberg, to th�nk I’d let myself be bought.
 Trntl sa�d, “Please tell Mrs. Hale that the meal was del�-
c�ous.” 
 “I w�ll; I’m glad you enjoyed �t.” Mrs. Sternberg rose and 
moved sw�ftly to a sw�ng�ng door �n the rear wall. “I’ll tell her we’re 
finished. Go back to the music room; I’ll join you there.”
 “Well, I really must be go�ng—” Trntl sa�d.
 But Mrs. Sternberg was through the door. Trntl shrugged and 
left the table. Stepped �nto the hall and went to the mus�c room 
doorway, lighting a cigarette. Okay, what now? Did Mrs. Sternberg 
have something more to say? Did she think, perhaps, that Trntl 
hadn’t gotten the message?
 There were no ashtrays �n the mus�c room. Trntl was just turn-
�ng to fetch the one from the l�brary when Mrs. Sternberg entered 
and handed her a saucer. “It occurred to me that you’d probably 
l�ke to smoke after d�nner, and I remembered there’s noth�ng �n 
th�s room to put ashes �n.”
 “Thank you,” sa�d Trntl, tak�ng the saucer, �rked that her 
hab�t made her so pred�ctable; doubly �rked that Mrs. Sternberg, 
through foreguess�ng her need for an ashtray and supply�ng �t 
unb�dden, had scored another po�nt �n mak�ng Trntl beholden to 
her.
 “Before you leave, I’d l�ke to play a p�ece of mus�c for you,” sa�d 
Mrs. Sternberg. “Have you ever heard the record�ng of Charles 
Farr�ngford play�ng h�s Adirondack Interludes? It was the pre-
m�ere record�ng of the work, back �n �940.”
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 “No,” sa�d Trntl. “I’ve heard h�m perform�ng other works on 
long-play re�ssues. My record�ngs of h�s p�ano works are fa�rly re-
cent—played by Peter Sh�pley Abbott, Rosamond Foxe, and Ralph 
Edgeworth.”
 Mrs. Sternberg opened a door concealed �n the paneled wall 
and exposed a bu�lt-�n record-player and several shelves conta�n-
�ng albums. “I don’t much care for Edgeworth’s �nterpretat�ons,” 
she sa�d. “Abbott �s very good, but Rosamond Foxe, �n my op�n-
�on, has the best vers�on of the Interludes after Farr�ngford’s. Her 
play�ng has an uncanny resemblance to h�s. By the way, d�d you 
know that she’ll be appear�ng on Thursday w�th the Metropol�tan 
Symphony? Play�ng Farr�ngford’s Second Concerto. As I sa�d, I’m 
on the Board of Directors, and we feel fortunate to get Foxe—for, 
frankly, the Symphony is having serious financial difficulties.”
 “My assoc�ate Fel�x McKay w�ll be attend�ng the concert,” sa�d 
Trntl.
 “Ah, but you’ll probably be back �n Balt�more, and w�ll have to 
m�ss �t. Unless,” she added w�th a narrow sm�le, “you’ve managed 
to recover the cadenza by then.” Mrs. Sternberg pulled an album 
off �ts shelf. “I don’t know why they never re�ssued these on LP.” 
She extracted one record from �ts paper sleeve and handed Trntl 
the album. “Would you m�nd hold�ng th�s? I’ll only be a second 
gett�ng the record onto the turntable.”
 God, the 78’s were heavy, Trntl thought. There were seven 
records left �n the album. On the cover was a photograph of the 
composer, h�s eyes look�ng �ntensely �nto hers. Across h�s wh�te 
collar was scrawled �n black �nk: “To my fr�ends Leo and Naom� 
Sternberg, w�th my warmest regards. Charles Ph�l�p Farr�ngford. 
�940.” She nearly dropped the album.
 “I see that Farr�ngford presented th�s to you,” she sa�d.
 Mrs. Sternberg placed the stylus on the record and took the 
album from her hands, glanc�ng casually at the �nscr�pt�on. “Yes, 
we became acqua�nted �n �937, just after h�s South Amer�can tour. 
He and Leo shared an �nterest �n jazz. He gave us s�gned cop�es of 
all h�s record�ngs.”
 So of course, thought Trntl, you would want the cadenza too. 
In collecting, completeness is the guiding passion. Dammit, the 
longer she stayed, the more comprom�sed she became. She’d leave 
just as soon as the record was finished.
 She was so distracted by these reflections that she didn’t at-
tend to the opening of Farringford’s first Interlude. But the com-
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poser’s play�ng qu�ckly asserted �tself, and �n a moment she could 
do noth�ng but l�sten. The mus�c �tself was exqu�s�te (and fam�l�ar 
because of �ts popular�ty—a standard rather l�ke Old Man River, 
The Battle Hymn of the Republic, or Greensleeves �n the frequency 
of �ts be�ng played); but fam�l�ar as �t was, Trntl had never heard �t 
as Farr�ngford performed �t. The author�ty of h�s address, the ex-
pressiveness of his touch—crisp and fluid—transcending the sur-
face h�ss of shellac and �940’s record�ng technology—caused her 
to d�scern between the j�g-l�ke bass and the fall�ng blues cadences 
of the treble, a qu�et m�ddle vo�ce—now pla�nt�ve, now spr�ghtly—
that sang �ts own song, �ndependent of the other two, �n counter-
po�nt w�th them, but go�ng �ts own way to �ts own dest�nat�on. All 
too soon the mus�c was over; but before Mrs. Sternberg could offer 
to play more, Trntl sa�d hast�ly: “That was wonderful. But now I 
really must be go�ng.”
 “No one can match h�s play�ng,” Mrs. Sternberg sa�d, turn-
�ng off the mach�ne. “I wanted you to hear that, M�ss Trntl. But 
beaut�ful as that mus�c �s, �t comes nowhere close to the beauty of 
the lost cadenza. After our talk ton�ght, I hope you’re encouraged 
to redouble your efforts. If you find the manuscript, please let me 
know at once.”
 That d�d �t. The smug assurance, the casual assumpt�on that 
money would buy anyth�ng—spec�al pr�v�lege, loyalty, a person’s 
eth�cal comm�tment—pushed Trntl over the edge. She took three 
long str�des to the doorway and faced Mrs. Sternberg pale w�th 
rage.
 “I accepted your hosp�tal�ty �n good fa�th,” she sa�d coldly. “I 
ate your d�nner. But I must tell you that I resent your attempt�ng 
to subvert my relat�onsh�p w�th my cl�ents. I w�ll not be regarded 
as a whore. If I find the cadenza, rest assured you certainly will not 
be the first to know.”
 Mrs. Sternberg stood thunderstruck, eyebrows ra�sed, her 
mouth fallen open.
 “Good n�ght,” sa�d Trntl, turn�ng back to the doorway. “Where 
d�d Mrs. Lowery put my coat?” She went �nto the hall.
 “Wait!” It was an urgent appeal, �n a vo�ce both puzzled and 
hurt. Trntl stopped and set her jaw. Mrs. Sternberg had sw�ftly 
followed her �nto the hall.
 “What you say astounds me, M�ss Trntl. I can’t help feel�ng 
there’s been some dreadful m�sunderstand�ng. I’m very upset—”
 “Well, that makes two of us,” sa�d Trntl.
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 “You’ll have to let me organ�ze my thoughts,” sa�d Mrs. 
Sternberg, rubb�ng her forehead. F�nally, she sa�d: “What d�d you 
mean when you accused me of subvert�ng your relat�onsh�p w�th 
your cl�ents?”
 Trntl gave an �mpat�ent gesture. “Br�ng�ng me here for a pr�-
vate meet�ng. Offer�ng me a wad of untraceable cash �n order to 
fac�l�tate the cadenza’s recovery. My obl�gat�on, Mrs. Sternberg, �s 
to Dinch, the Farringford family, and your friend Lat�mer. They’re 
pay�ng me to recover �t for them, trust�ng me not to sell them out 
for a better offer.”
 Mrs. Sternberg had rega�ned her composure. “There has been 
a m�sunderstand�ng. Please tell me prec�sely what you th�nk �t �s 
that I want.”
 “I th�nk you want the cadenza for yourself—for your prec�ous 
collect�on. I th�nk you’ve dec�ded that I’m your best bet for recov-
er�ng �t, and you th�nk I’d sell �t to you for a large enough ‘bonus’. 
I don’t take br�bes. I’m offended that you th�nk I’m for sale.”
 Mrs. Sternberg shook her head sadly. “I must have presented 
myself very badly. No, M�ss Trntl, you have �t all wrong. And �n 
fa�rness, you should let me show you why. Please step �nto the 
l�brary aga�n. I won’t take much of your t�me.”
 Want�ng to be fa�r, and moved by Mrs. Sternberg’s extreme 
ag�tat�on, Trntl sa�d “All r�ght,” and allowed herself to be led �nto 
the l�brary. Mrs. Sternberg went stra�ght to the l�quor cab�net and 
poured herself a stiff shot of vodka. “Do you want anything?” she 
asked.
 “No,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Well, I’m hav�ng someth�ng.” She knocked �t back and re-
placed the glass. “Let’s go to the sofa.”
 Seated, Trntl drew the ashtray toward her across the table 
and l�t another c�garette. Mrs. Sternberg sa�d, “Why do you th�nk 
I want the cadenza for myself?”
 Trntl sa�d, “For your collect�on. You seem to have a lot of 
Farr�ngford stuff already.”
 “I thought I’d made �t clear that I wanted the cadenza recov-
ered so that �t could be publ�shed for the world.”
 “It wasn’t clear to me.”
 Mrs. Sternberg shook her head aga�n. “That’s what Morgan 
Latimer wants. And Dinch, and the Farringford family. And it’s 
what I want, too—” she met Trntl’s gaze w�th an earnestness that 
couldn’t be den�ed “—more than anyth�ng else �n the world.”
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 “I’d l�ke to bel�eve that,” sa�d Trntl.
 Mrs. Sternberg gave her a long, appra�s�ng look. Trntl could 
almost see the balance-beam t�lt�ng beh�nd her eyes. Then Mrs. 
Sternberg sa�d, “Are you fam�l�ar w�th the c�rcumstances of Charles 
Farr�ngford’s death?”
 Surpr�sed, Trntl repl�ed, “I’ve read the newspaper accounts. 
The mystery surrounding the first loss of the cadenza intrigues 
me. I know that he d�ed on a tra�n en route from Cleveland to New 
York: that when the body, dressed �n pajamas, arr�ved at Penn 
Stat�on, Farr�ngford’s su�tcase was m�ss�ng and the cadenza w�th 
�t. That there were two one-way t�ckets found �n the compartment. 
That a woman had apparently been w�th h�m—Anton Farr�ngford 
assumes �t was a prost�tute h�s father had p�cked up for the journey 
home. And that h�s death was ascr�bed to a heart attack—though 
Mrs. Farr�ngford �s conv�nced that Charles was murdered.”
 “At the t�me there was a great deal of speculat�on,” sa�d Mrs. 
Sternberg. “The scandal sheets had a field day. The more respon-
sible newspapers confined themselves to the facts and tried to de-
sensat�onal�ze th�ngs out of respect for Charles’s memory and the 
fam�ly’s feel�ngs.”
 “It was an awkward way for h�m to d�e,” sa�d Trntl. “Though �f 
the cadenza hadn’t been m�ss�ng, I’m sure the sensat�on wouldn’t 
have amounted to much. The cadenza would have been publ�shed 
along w�th the concerto, and people would soon have forgotten the 
other loose ends.”
 “There hasn’t been a day �n th�rty-four years I haven’t thought 
about that,” sa�d Mrs. Sternberg. “And for th�rty-four years I’ve 
been wa�t�ng, pray�ng for the manuscr�pt to turn up.”
 “Understandably,” sa�d Trntl. “You were one of those who 
heard Farr�ngford perform �t �n concert.”
 “Ah, but I heard �t three t�mes, M�ss Trntl. I was the woman on 
the tra�n.”
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Chapter  25
 Trntl sank back aga�nst the sofa cush�ons. One, two, buckle 
my shoe, she thought. Three, four, mop the floor. “Then you were 
w�th Charles Farr�ngford when he d�ed,” she sa�d.
 “That’s right,” said Mrs. Sternberg. “You’re the first person to 
know this, Miss Trntl, and I’m telling you in strictest confidence. 
In order for you to understand my act�ons on the n�ght Charles 
d�ed, you need to know the nature of our relat�onsh�p.
 “By �947, Charles and I had been lovers for about e�ght years. 
Of necess�ty we had to be extremely careful �n keep�ng our rela-
tionship secret. In our own ways, each of us was a public figure; 
and �f word leaked out, the scandal-mongers would have been 
over us l�ke ants. Leo was an �mportant person �n the bank�ng 
community, and was already being vilified by Arab leaders over 
the part�t�on�ng of Palest�ne pr�or to the establ�shment of Israel. 
And I d�dn’t want to cause h�m any pa�n, for I loved and respected 
h�m deeply. Charles had both h�s profess�onal career and publ�c 
�mage to safeguard, and the feel�ngs of h�s w�fe and fam�ly to con-
s�der. Mrs. Farr�ngford was a jealous and vengeful woman; had 
she known, she’d have expressed her fury e�ther by su�ng h�m for 
d�vorce, nam�ng me as co-respondent, or else pr�vately mak�ng h�s 
l�fe hell. To my knowledge, no one ever real�zed that Charles and 
I were lovers for those e�ght wonderful years. And I’ve never re-
vealed �t to anyone unt�l th�s moment.”
 Trntl sa�d, “You must have been extremely careful.”
 “Oh, we were. We were rarely seen together �n publ�c, and 
then only when other people were present. I was �n h�s home 
only tw�ce—on occas�ons when a large number of guests had been 
�nv�ted. When he v�s�ted us, he spent most of h�s t�me w�th Leo 
talking politics or jazz. Sometimes five or six weeks would go by 
w�thout our be�ng together. For a couple of years he had a rented 
room where we occas�onally met; but most of our t�mes together 
were out of town. I frequently traveled w�th h�m when he went on 
concert tours, or perhaps met h�m �n a hotel �n some d�stant c�ty 
for a day and a couple of n�ghts. Always under an assumed name, 
of course.”
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 “Excuse me,” sa�d Trntl, “d�dn’t your husband wonder about 
your absences?”
 “As I’ve sa�d, Leo was very busy, both as a banker dur�ng the 
war years, and w�th h�s �nternat�onal comm�ttee work. W�th my 
arts act�v�t�es, I always had plaus�ble excuses to be gone. Please 
don’t think that I was dissatisfied with my married life; Leo and I 
had a very happy relat�onsh�p. And I don’t want you to th�nk that 
my relat�onsh�p w�th Charles was just a sord�d affa�r. It was not. 
There was noth�ng about �t temporary, or tawdry, or cheap. We 
were mature people who enjoyed each other, who found the rela-
t�onsh�p a source of joy and �nsp�rat�on. An outlet for self-expres-
s�on and shar�ng qu�te unl�ke anyth�ng we’d found w�th anyone 
else. My love for Leo was unaffected by my love for Charles. And I 
l�ke to th�nk that Charles felt affect�on for Mrs. Farr�ngford too; I 
know he d�d for h�s ch�ldren.”
 “If you don’t m�nd,” Trntl sa�d, “I’d l�ke to have that dr�nk 
now.” She went to the l�quor cab�net, poured herself a Scotch, and 
returned to the sofa.
 “Now: the cadenza,” sa�d Mrs. Sternberg. “Wh�le Charles 
was work�ng on the F�fth Concerto dur�ng the summer of �947, 
he was r�d�ng the crest of a creat�ve surge greater than any he’d 
ever known. He shared �n the general opt�m�sm that followed the 
conclus�on of the war; h�s mus�c was loved and played the world 
over; h�s stature as a major composer was establ�shed and secure; 
he had more money than ever before; h�s Eleventh Symphony 
(which had given him considerable difficulty) had been premiered 
�n Apr�l and was well-rece�ved; h�s S�xth P�ano Qu�ntet and Years 
of Decision had met w�th cr�t�cal accla�m; h�s daughter Clara was 
showing exceptional talent for the flute; and—yes—he and I had 
entered �nto a new phase of our relat�onsh�p dur�ng the w�nter—a 
deeper, calmer, more l�berat�ng empathy. We were somehow 
newly attuned to the same wave-length—that’s the only way I can 
descr�be �t—and both of us grew through the exper�ence over the 
spr�ng and summer. We were able to spend more t�me together, 
s�nce Leo was consumed w�th h�s act�v�t�es and Mrs. Farr�ngford 
had taken the ch�ldren to England �n July.
 “The F�fth Concerto exploded forth wh�le Charles was at the 
peak of h�s powers; almost day by day I watched �t expand and 
develop under h�s hands. And the cadenza, wh�ch was the last 
th�ng to be wr�tten, summed up and expressed the happ�ness and 
fulfillment that Charles felt. He told me that I was the direct inspi-
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rat�on for �t, and he played �t for me repeatedly as �t took shape. 
I’d make suggest�ons and g�ve my react�ons, and frequently he’d 
�ncorporate my thoughts �n h�s rework�ng of the mus�c. He called 
�t ‘our’ cadenza—and sa�d that w�thout me �t could not have been 
wr�tten.
 “The rest of the score had been sent to the publ�sher, and gal-
leys were ready for the three orchestras that would �ntroduce the 
concerto to the publ�c on h�s tour wh�ch was scheduled for October. 
He cont�nued work�ng on the cadenza r�ght up to the t�me of the 
first performance in St. Louis. And I say this without bias, Miss 
Trntl—not because of the small and humble role I had �n g�v�ng 
it final shape, but as a student of Farringford’s musical achieve-
ment—the cadenza is the finest music he ever wrote: a six-minute 
distillation of his genius, affirming and surpassing everything that 
had gone before, and po�nt�ng new d�rect�ons to the future.
 “As the t�me of the concert tour approached, all through the 
month of September, the pressures on Leo got worse and worse. 
Leaders of var�ous Arab groups were denounc�ng the part�t�on-
�ng of Palest�ne as an atroc�ty not unl�ke what H�tler had v�s�t-
ed aga�nst the Jews �n Europe. Leo, as I sa�d earl�er, was not an 
ardent Z�on�st, and the d�splacement of Palest�n�ans from the�r 
homelands angu�shed h�m deeply. But he was nonetheless caught 
up �n the efforts to create the State of Israel; and though he d�d 
what l�ttle he could to m�t�gate the upheavals, he was l�nked orga-
n�zat�onally w�th the true zealots who d�dn’t seem to care. He took 
personally the Arab allegat�ons that New York Jew�sh bankers 
were establ�sh�ng Israel out of personal greed; and the pa�n and 
frustrat�on he felt that summer almost destroyed h�m emot�on-
ally. I tr�ed to be support�ve, but l�fe �n th�s house became s�m-
ply unbearable. Leo was �n an �ntense state of depress�on—angry, 
morose, short-tempered, and frequently absent. I could take no 
more; I s�mply had to get out of New York for breath�ng-space. So 
when Charles left for St. Lou�s, I went w�th h�m.
 “The tr�p was a good one: �n St. Lou�s, Ch�cago, and Cleveland, 
people were s�mply overwhelmed by the concerto. In full orches-
tral performance, �t was all that I’d hoped, and far more than I’d 
dreamed. And the cadenza, �n that context, was—subl�me.” She 
paused, finished her drink, and placed her glass on the coffee 
table. “Then, after the Cleveland concert, I wa�ted for h�m at the 
hotel wh�le he attended a post-concert recept�on. He returned just 
before we had to leave to catch the tra�n back to New York. He 
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d�dn’t even have t�me to change out of h�s black t�e and ta�ls. We 
settled �nto our compartment for a joyous tr�p back, and began 
mak�ng plans for the future. He d�ed about two-th�rty �n the m�dst 
of our celebrat�on.”
 She stopped and passed a hand over her eyes. “The memory 
�s st�ll fresh after th�rty-four years. As soon as I determ�ned that 
he was dead, I had to force myself to dec�de qu�ckly what had to 
be done. Can you �mag�ne, M�ss Trntl, �n the face of shock, gr�ef, 
and despa�r my confus�on as I had to strateg�ze how scandal was 
to be averted? I couldn’t be w�th the body when �t reached New 
York to face the press and answer quest�ons for whatever �nves-
t�gat�ons there m�ght be. I had to get off the tra�n. There was a 
scheduled stop at Br�stow, Pennsylvan�a. I had about s�x m�nutes 
to get dressed, get Charles’s body back �nto �ts pajamas, and make 
my escape. It dawned on me that I couldn’t leave the prec�ous ca-
denza manuscr�pt to arr�ve unattended at Penn Stat�on. To pro-
tect �t, I’d have to take �t w�th me. I knew �t was �n h�s su�tcase, but 
I d�dn’t have t�me to search for �t; the tra�n was already approach-
�ng Br�stow stat�on. So I s�mply took Charles’s su�tcase along w�th 
m�ne and left the tra�n when �t stopped.”
 “And then got back to New York on your own,” sa�d Trntl. 
(And d�dn’t clean the ashtray or take your t�cket, she thought.)
 “Yes, �n the stat�on I transferred the cadenza to my su�tcase, 
left Charles’s �n the women’s washroom (hav�ng removed every-
th�ng that would �dent�fy the owner), and took the next tra�n that 
came through.
 “When I got back to New York, I came stra�ght home and h�d 
the manuscr�pt �n the false bottom of my p�ano bench. I’d had the 
compartment made some t�me prev�ously, and on occas�on had 
kept vers�ons of Charles’s unpubl�shed works there for safekeep-
�ng wh�le I stud�ed them. It seemed a log�cal place to h�de the ca-
denza unt�l the furor had calmed and I could get the manuscr�pt 
anonymously to Lunner & Dinch to be published with the rest of 
the concerto. I planned to hold �t for about three days and then 
find some way of sending it to Mr. Lunner. But then something 
happened that no one could have foreseen or planned for.
 “The next day was my b�rthday; and when I came back from 
an afternoon comm�ttee meet�ng, Leo greeted me �n the front hall 
and sa�d he had a surpr�se for me. He sa�d he knew he’d been hard 
to l�ve w�th dur�ng the last several months, and he wanted to make 
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�t up to me through a very spec�al b�rthday present. I’ll never forget 
h�s words: ‘You’ve compla�ned about your old p�ano long enough; 
for over three years you’ve been w�sh�ng we could buy a new one. 
Look �n the mus�c room.’
 “I rushed across the hall, and sure enough—my old p�ano and 
�ts bench were gone. In the�r place stood a brand-new concert 
grand. At that po�nt, I’m afra�d I behaved very badly. I raved, I 
shouted. Poor Leo! He must’ve thought I’d lost my m�nd. I de-
manded to know where my old p�ano was. He’d sold �t, of course—
to the people who’d del�vered the new one. ‘Who are they?’ I 
shouted. ‘I’ve got to call them!’ ‘Do you want the old piano back?’ 
Leo asked, completely bew�ldered by my reject�on of h�s g�ft. ‘I 
want my mus�c out of the p�ano bench,’ I sa�d. He sm�led happ�ly: 
‘We removed the mus�c. It’s here on the table.’ And there �t was, 
neatly stacked; but of course the cadenza manuscr�pt wasn’t w�th 
�t. I called the people who’d bought the old p�ano; they no longer 
had �t. That very afternoon a jobber had taken �t away for resale 
elsewhere. I never was able to find out where it had gone.
 “And that’s why the cadenza was never del�vered to Lunner 
& Dinch for publication. My best intentions were thwarted by the 
good �ntent�ons of a lov�ng husband. For th�rty-four years I’ve felt 
personally respons�ble for the loss of the cadenza. And that’s why 
I was so rel�eved when Professor Pett�grew announced �ts d�s-
covery; so d�smayed when �t was stolen from h�s house; so deter-
m�ned that �t be found aga�n and publ�shed for the world. That’s 
why I offered to provide whatever financial backup you need to aid 
�n recover�ng �t.”
 “You d�dn’t feel comfortable com�ng forward w�th your offer 
to Lunner & Dinch?” asked Trntl.
 “No. I don’t w�sh to assoc�ate my name w�th the cadenza �n 
any public way. Dinch is not the man his father was, and I don’t 
want the Farr�ngfords know�ng about my �nterest.”
 Trntl was silent. She felt as though she’d just run a five-min-
ute mile. “Thank you for telling me all this,” she said finally. “It 
certainly clarifies a great many matters. I’m sorry I got the wrong 
�mpress�on of what you were tell�ng me.”
 Mrs. Sternberg was show�ng the stra�n of her narrat�ve; but 
she looked strangely relieved, too, as though she’d finally set down 
a heavy burden. “I would be grateful, then,” she sa�d w�th a cau-
t�ous sm�le, “�f you’d recons�der my offer.”
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 “I’d be happy to have you as an official client,” said Trntl. 
“Happy to know that, should the need ar�se, I’d have a p�pel�ne of 
ready cash—how d�d you say �t?—to fac�l�tate the cadenza’s recov-
ery. It may be that I won’t need to call on you for help; I hope not. 
But I certa�nly w�ll �f money’s requ�red.”
 “Excellent. Now, w�ll you accept re�mbursement for your trav-
el expenses?”
 “Yes,” sa�d Trntl, “I’d be glad to.”
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Chapter  26 
 After her talk w�th Mrs. Sternberg, and the long dr�ve back 
�nto the c�ty, Trntl found �t pleasant to spend an even�ng relax�ng 
�n her own apartment. She a�red the rooms, k�lled eleven cock-
roaches �n the k�tchen, �nspected her plants wh�ch Mrs. Qu�llan 
from down the hall had been water�ng, went through her accumu-
lated personal ma�l, showered, played w�th the cat, and—l�sten�ng 
to her Miles Davis recordings—worked for awhile on the quilt she 
was mak�ng as a wedd�ng present for her youngest n�ece. At ten-
th�rty, she had a ��-�nch p�zza del�vered.
 Then, �n her pla�d cotton bathrobe, she curled up �n a corner of 
her couch w�th p�zza, beer, cat, and a yellow legal pad. It was t�me 
to deta�l an �nventory of prec�sely where the �nvest�gat�on stood. 
Dinch would want particulars in the morning, and she herself felt 
that she had to do a summat�ve stocktak�ng.
 On her pad she drew several head�ngs. Under Track�ng the 
Cadenza she wrote:
 �. Morr�s tells Stephan�e: cadenza locked �n h�s br�efcase. Then 
he sends Stephan�e a letter say�ng that he’s separated the cadenza 
from “the other mus�c” and put �t �n the�r “Spec�al Place.”
 �. Morr�s k�lled to obta�n cadenza—probably by Tony Scaevola, 
whom he feared.
 3. Dinch receives first ransom call ($50,000), probably from 
Tony, who has br�efcase and/or cadenza. No follow-up to th�s 
call.
 4. Stephan�e cla�ms to have cadenza (all she has for sure �s the 
br�efcase, obta�ned �n Tony’s apartment). Fa�ls to get the br�efcase 
to me or to Pett�grew.
 5. Stephan�e k�lled, her apartment searched. She d�d not read 
Morr�s’s letter say�ng cadenza �s �n the�r “Spec�al Place”—“the key 
�s �n the ‘Key Hole’—get �t?” (I HATE th�s r�ddle!)
 6. Torell� tells me that when Stephan�e was k�lled, she d�d 
not have the cadenza; nor did Torelli find it in her apartment. 
Moreover, G. Scaevola would destroy �t �f he could. CONCLUSION: 
She had what she thought was the cadenza (�n the locked br�ef-
case?) before she was k�lled.
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 7. Tony van�shes; staff at Hanrahan’s and the pol�ce are g�ven 
a cover story; h�s apartment �s vacated. QUERY: d�d G. Scaevola 
find out about Tony’s ransom attempt and stop it? Did he get him 
off the scene because of Morr�s’s murder? Was Tony murdered 
too?
 8. Dinch gets second ransom call from a different person than 
the first ($58,300). Dinch supplies money; no cadenza comes in 
exchange. (GUESS: caller d�d not have the cadenza to sell. Whole 
th�ng a scam. OR: caller does have cadenza, but kept �t to sell to 
somebody else. But: whichever, the caller knew about the first 
call—that $50,000 had been asked, and that a second call would 
follow. Therefore: �f not one of the Scaevolas—then (�) e�ther a 
New York fr�end of Tony’s, or else (�) an �ns�de job: (a) one of 
the clients, or (b) someone a client had told about the first call, or 
(3) somebody else ent�rely.  QUERY: Why d�d the caller ra�se the 
pr�ce to $58,300? 
 9. If the ransom-caller does not have the cadenza to sell, and 
�f Stephan�e had only the locked br�efcase from Tony’s apartment, 
and not the cadenza �tself, THEN: �t m�ght st�ll be �n the�r “Spec�al 
Place”—�n Balt�more.
 Under Players, she wrote:
 1. Tony Scaevola—disappeared; probably out of it. Dead?
 �. Torell� and George F�occo—back on the streets (LOCK THE 
DOORS!)
 3. Adcock and Pr�ce—clearly not trustworthy. Torell� �mpl�ed 
that G. Scaevola enjoys a leak from pol�ce headquarters.
 4. Two unknown men who rescued me from Torell� at 
Scaevola’s warehouse.  Who are they, and what was the�r stake �n 
saving me? (I don’t think they’re Dinch’s operatives. More likely 
working for one of the competitors, thinking I’ll find the cadenza 
for them.)
 5. The Bracebeam Tr�o who responded to our ad: L�ttlefellow, 
Bullneck, and Blond�e (poss�bly work�ng for a fourth person)
 6. The man �n the gray trenchcoat who followed me all over 
town.
 7.  The people who broke F�negold’s arm (the Bracebeam tr�o? 
Some other group?)
 Under a sub-head�ng, Who Wants the Cadenza? , she wrote:
 8. Dinch, the Family, Abbott, Latimer, Foxe—want it pub-
l�shed.
 9. Mrs. Sternberg—d�tto. Also, assuag�ng her gu�lt.
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 �0. G. Scaevola—would destroy �t.
 ��. Two part�es (A and B) who’ve run ads �n The Sun:
  A—unknown (the “mus�colog�st”)
  B—the Bracebeam Tr�o and whoever �t �s they’re work-
�ng for (the “publ�sher”)
 12. One or all of Dinch’s competitors
 F�nally, under Quest�ons to be Answered:
 �. Where �s “our Spec�al Place”? What �s the “Key Hole”?
 �. Who are the Two Unknown Men who saved me at the ware-
house?
 3. Who was responsible for the 2nd & 3rd break-ins at 
Pett�grew’s?
 4. Who beat up F�negold? ANSWER: The Bracebeam Tr�o (m�-
nus Blond�e, plus Another) �s a poss�b�l�ty. One of them �s named 
“Marco.”
 5. Who searched our New York office? What were they after?
 6. Who �s the “mus�colog�st” who ran the ad? Pett�grew—try-
�ng to get �t back? Humboldt-Hartmann Gesellschaft, etc. etc.?
 7. Who called Dinch with the Second (phony) Ransom 
Demand? (SPECULATION: if one of Tony’s friends, impossible 
to know who. Clearly a New Yorker who knew the layout of the 
cemetery. One of the cl�ents? someone a cl�ent told about the F�rst 
Call?) MOTIVE: the person wanted $58,300. Who?
 Silas Dinch?—wouldn’t make sense; it was his money.
 Morgan Lat�mer?—no; he d�dn’t need the money.
 Mrs. Farr�ngford?—no; how would she have obta�ned the ca-
denza? But: she could probably use the money.
 Clara Farr�ngford?—no.
 Anton Farr�ngford?—not l�kely. He has a good pos�t�on at a 
major bank; and bes�des, he’s too much of a w�mp.
 Peter Sh�pley Abbott?—hardly. He was �n Balt�more when the 
call came through.
 Rosamond Foxe?—no.
  
 Trntl stopped wr�t�ng and stared at the sheet. Who then? 
Somebody that one of these people had told. Or even more l�kely, 
somebody working at Lunner & Dinch, or at Morgan Latimer’s bro-
kerage firm, who’d got wind of the first demand. Aide? Secretary? 
Clerk? 
 Trntl dec�ded to ment�on th�s poss�b�l�ty tomorrow, �n case 
Dinch hadn’t thought of it himself. She read through her notes 



330

once aga�n to see �f she’d om�tted anyth�ng �mportant; and then, 
drowsy from her long day, the p�zza, and two beers, she turned out 
the l�ghts and went to bed. Wh�le compos�ng herself for sleep, she 
rev�ewed once aga�n the revelat�ons of Mrs. Sternberg, rel�eved 
that the cadenza’s �n�t�al d�sappearance from the tra�n �n �947 
finally was satisfactorily explained.

 At h�s house �n Brooklyn, Peter Sh�pley Abbott, hav�ng just 
returned from Ph�ladelph�a green w�th fat�gue after four sleepless 
n�ghts, knocked h�mself out w�th three st�ff brand�es and toppled 
into bed. If the first night, prior to his disastrous rehearsal, had 
been filled with bingeing on chocolate and frenzied speculations, 
last n�ght, pr�or to the performance �tself, had been crowded w�th 
terr�fy�ng halluc�nat�ons: he �mag�ned be�ng swallowed by a g�-
gant�c leather br�efcase; crushed beneath a gran�te tombstone by 
a snarl�ng Johannes Brahms; chased by Anton Farr�ngford sn�p-
snipping at his fingers with a pair of hedge clippers. 
 As abom�nably as the rehearsal had gone, the concert had 
gone infinitely worse. He and the orchestra could never get to-
gether. It was as though they were perform�ng d�fferent concer-
tos. Never �n h�s career had Abbott played so badly: he m�ssed 
h�s cues, cont�nually struck wrong notes, om�tted twelve bars of 
the first movement, lost his place in the second, and inadvertent-
ly repeated a sect�on of the th�rd wh�le the orchestra went on to 
other th�ngs. From the corner of h�s eye he could see people leav-
ing their seats and filing out long before the third movement was 
finished; and when the concerto finally stumbled to its end, there 
ensued: first, a long, embarrassed silence; then, a thin, reluctant 
patter of applause �n w�dely scattered parts of the house; follow�ng 
that, a great deal of murmur�ng, wh�sper�ng, t�tter�ng, and scrap-
ing of feet; and finally, a persistent hissing, as from a thousand 
steam-valves, that seemed to come from everywhere at once. The 
orchestra left the stage as qu�ckly as poss�ble. Never had Abbott 
seen such loath�ng as on the curled l�p of Gustav N�edermann as 
he stepped from the pod�um—the sneer of absolute contempt, the 
glare of hatred flung at him like a spear of ice. There was no cur-
ta�n call. As Abbott came backstage, Osgood the concert-master 
turned h�s back to h�m and farted.
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 Wh�le Trntl was relax�ng �n her apartment and progress�ng on 
her qu�lt, �n Balt�more, at the CIMACORP Health Club, G�ovann� 
Speranza was work�ng d�l�gently for h�s promot�on. He’d spent 
Saturday afternoon and even�ng and some of Sunday morn�ng 
gather�ng a staff to help h�m carry out h�s double ass�gnment. To 
help w�th the plann�ng and execut�on of Phase Two, he’d chosen as 
his lieutenants Alfredo Colonna and Davis “Fingers” Beauregard. 
For accompl�sh�ng Phase One, he’d selected, �n add�t�on, four 
muscle men to prov�de backup and phys�cal strength, and a couple 
of scouts to serve as lookouts, or “r�de shotgun” (as he called �t). At 
four-th�rty Sunday afternoon, Lefty Scaevola’s pr�vate secretary 
had �nformed Angelo Torell� and George F�occo that Lefty wanted 
them to meet w�th company lawyers that even�ng to d�scuss de-
fense strategy for the�r upcom�ng tr�als. They would be p�cked up 
at the�r homes at e�ght o’clock and dr�ven to the meet�ng.
  At six, on orders from the front office, the Health Club had 
been closed, all employees sent home, the doors locked, and a 
sign posted on the front door: ‘WEEKEND REPAIRS. OPEN 
MONDAY.’ At seven-thirty, refreshed and fortified by an excellent 
d�nner of roast beef and mashed potatoes, Speranza had set up 
shop in the club’s second-floor conference room: a square table 
w�th four cha�rs, a br�ght overhead l�ght, a tape recorder d�screetly 
off to one s�de, a couple of ash trays.
 S�nce N. F. Trntl was the target of Phase Two, and only Torell� 
and George had seen her, �t was necessary that they should pro-
v�de Speranza w�th her phys�cal descr�pt�on before Phase One was 
concluded. He hoped that Torell� and George would supply the 
requ�s�te �nformat�on �n a forthcom�ng and cooperat�ve sp�r�t. 
That would make th�ngs much t�d�er and more pleasant for ev-
erybody. If they d�dn’t, the advantage of hold�ng the �nterrogat�on 
at the Health Club was the prox�m�ty of the we�ght room and the 
sw�mm�ng pool, where th�ngs could get much less t�dy and far less 
pleasant.
 

 When the car del�vered h�m to the mostly-darkened Health 
Club, Angelo Torell� was m�ldly surpr�sed—both at the�r dest�na-
t�on, and by the club’s be�ng closed. On Sunday n�ghts �t was open 
and usually buzz�ng w�th act�v�ty unt�l ten-th�rty. As h�s dr�ver 
T�ny Varro unlocked the front door, he saw the s�gn posted on the 
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glass. Weekend repa�rs? A susp�c�ous man by nature, Torell� felt 
the first twinge of serious misgivings—though he knew that Lefty 
Scaevola frequently preferred to do th�ngs �n a secret�ve manner 
(part�cularly, as at present, when he was under Federal scrut�ny). 
It was not out of keep�ng w�th h�s usual mode for Lefty to want 
a meet�ng w�th lawyers to take place as pr�vately as poss�ble. So 
he put h�s susp�c�ons on hold as T�ny led h�m to the conference 
room.
 George F�occo was there already, h�s wr�st �n a cast, h�s arm �n 
a sl�ng. Stand�ng bes�de the table were G�ovann� Speranza, F�ngers 
Beauregard, Alfie Colonna, and several others. But no lawyers.
 “C�ao, Angelo,” Speranza sa�d, extend�ng h�s hand.
 “Johnny,” sa�d Torell�, shak�ng �t. “When d�d you get back 
from Newark?”
 “Friday afternoon. Tony’s doing fine with his uncle, and Lefty 
wanted me back here.”
 “George and I were to meet w�th some of Lefty’s lawyers. But 
I don’t see ’em.”
 “They were delayed,” sa�d Speranza. He �nd�cated the table. 
“S�t down, be comfortable. Careful of your arm, George.” He seat-
ed h�mself fac�ng the two men, pushed an ashtray to the center of 
the table, and began rolling a cigar between his fingers. “A lot’s 
happened wh�le I been �n Newark. I get back and hear all these 
stor�es. Ma�nly about th�s female detect�ve—Trntl’s her name?—
who’s become a real pa�n. Shoot�n’ her mouth off to whover’ll l�s-
ten, dropp�n’ names r�ght and left, tell�n’ the cops that Tony k�lled 
that Morr�s guy, ment�on�n’ your name �n connect�on w�th the 
S�mms g�rl, plann�n’ to test�fy �n the �nquest on Tuesday.” He l�t 
the cigar, filled his mouth with smoke, and sent a cloud billow-
�ng about the overhead l�ght. “So I understand you p�cked her up 
and took her to the warehouse. But jeez! she got away: Benno got 
bashed, Joe got coated �n cement and hung on a hook, and you got 
dumped �n a drum. I hear �t took the boys almost ten m�nutes to 
pry you out.”
 H�s face br�ght scarlet, Torell� slapped h�s palm aga�nst the 
tabletop. “She had help! Three guys w�th guns ambushed us. 
Showed up at the last m�nute, cla�med they were pol�ce to get the 
drop on us. They came close to killing us—” he stopped abruptly, 
and began fumbl�ng �n h�s sh�rt pocket for a pack of c�garettes. 
“We were outnumbered, and somehow they’d already na�led 
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Benno who was stand�ng lookout, so we d�dn’t get any warn�ng.” 
W�th met�culous prec�s�on he extracted a c�garette from the pack, 
tapped �ts end four t�mes on the table, and slowly l�t �t w�th a great 
show of calm.
 George  mot�oned w�th h�s sl�ng. “Can you l�ght me one too?” 
 Torell� stuck a c�garette �n George’s mouth and held a match 
to �t.
 Speranza nudged h�s c�gar ash �nto the tray. “And I under-
stand there was a second attempt to take Trntl out—�n her hotel 
room. Only th�s t�me she wasn’t even there. Just two guys were—
some karate wh�z who broke George’s arm, and a l�ttle w�mp who 
knocked you out, Angelo, and took your gun.”
 “No,” sa�d Torell�. “�t wasn’t the w�mpy guy. It was some-
body else—a th�rd man �n the hall. He got beh�nd me—” Aga�n he 
paused, clamped h�s jaw, and focused on the smoke sp�ral�ng from 
h�s c�garette.
 “You make �t sound l�ke th�s Trntl has her own organ�zat�on,” 
sa�d Speranza. “Three at the warehouse; three more at the hotel. 
And efficient, too, when you look at what happened to Benno and 
George, and the way you and Joe got clobbered.”
 Torell� was s�lent. 
 George sa�d: “Johnny, I never saw nobody move as fast as that 
blond guy d�d. Jeez, h�s hands were everywhere all at once. And 
he’s a mean bastard, too.”
 “Well, Trntl st�ll has to be dealt w�th before Tuesday,” Speranza 
sa�d. “She’s at the Macready Hotel, reg�stered under the name of 
Carol Brown.”
 “It’s the Cavend�sh,” sa�d Torell�.
 “No, �t’s the Macready, Room 5�3. She moved after you and 
George staged your attack, Angelo. She and that boyfr�end of hers. 
You’re way beh�nd the t�mes. And s�nce you two have been ar-
rested and charged, you’ve become too publ�c and v�s�ble to be �n-
volved in another go. Lefty wants you to keep a low profile and not 
r�sk mak�ng th�ngs worse for yourselves. So he’s dec�ded to send 
in a new team to finish the job. He called me back from Newark to 
head �t up.”
 Rel�ef blossomed on George’s face. “Hey, that’s good news, 
Johnny. Th�s broken wr�st has really slowed me down, and I th�nk 
the guy m�ghta gave me a hern�a. I was k�nda worr�ed about hav�n’ 
to make another try. It’s good to be off the hook.”
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 Shut up, fool! Torell� thought. Nobody’s off the hook. Keep�ng 
h�s face carefully blank, Torell� sa�d, “You gotta hand �t to Lefty; 
always look�n’ to do whatever’s for the best.”
 “That’s r�ght,” sa�d Speranza. “But we’ve got a problem. None 
of us knows what Trntl looks l�ke. Benno’s not able to talk; so �t’s 
only you, Angelo—and Joe, and George here, who’ve seen her. And 
Joe’s �n Atlant�c C�ty.”
 “I never got a real good look at her,” George sa�d. “She wasn’t 
�n the hotel room when we got there, and after her boyfr�end d�d 
the karate b�t on me, I was too hurt and groggy to pay much atten-
tion to all the folks who finally did come into the room. The cops I 
remember.”
  “Well, then, Angelo, I guess you’re the only one who can g�ve 
us a descr�pt�on of Trntl.” Speranza turned on the tape recorder.
 Torell� ground out h�s c�garette, rubb�ng the end back and 
forth �n the bottom of the ashtray. “I only saw her on two occa-
s�ons,” he sa�d. “And both t�mes �t was really dark. Once when she 
came to Hanrahan’s w�th the S�mms g�rl, and then �n the car get-
t�ng her to the warehouse. And �t was dark at the warehouse, too.” 
He felt t�ny beads of sweat cluster�ng at h�s ha�rl�ne. Once they had 
h�s descr�pt�on of her, they’d have no further need of h�m. Clearly, 
whatever secur�ty he had was �n not prov�d�ng the descr�pt�on.
 “Okay, okay, Angelo.” Speranza’s tone was reg�ster�ng �mpa-
t�ence. “It was dark. So what did you see?”
 Torell� l�t another c�garette. Looked at h�s watch. “When are 
those lawyers gonna come? It’s gett�ng late.”
 Speranza turned off the tape recorder. “They aren’t com�ng,” 
he sa�d. “Change of plan.” He leaned forward across the table, eyes 
on a level w�th Torell�’s. “Come on, Angelo. G�ve. How tall �s she? 
What color’s her ha�r?”
 “What do you mean, the lawyers aren’t com�ng?” Torell� asked. 
“What change of plan?”
 “You need lawyers only �f you plea-barga�n or go to tr�al. You 
and George aren’t go�ng to do e�ther, Angelo.”
 Sweat began tr�ckl�ng down Torell�’s face. “Is Lefty send�ng us 
away? Are we go�ng to jump ba�l?”
 “That’s r�ght.”

 George nodded. “I done that before, up �n Rochester �n ’7�. 
Where’s he gonna send us? Atlant�c C�ty? Harr�sburg? I hope �t’s 
not Harr�sburg. I got a cous�n up there who th�nks I owe h�m some 
money.”
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 “He d�dn’t tell me,” sa�d Speranza. “He probably wants �t to be 
a surpr�se.” He turned back to Torell�. “Okay, Angelo.”
 “I don’t recall much of anyth�ng. She was k�nd of average look-
�ng.”
 Speranza sat back and motioned with two fingers. “Now.”
 Several men moved forward from the wall to stand beh�nd 
George’s and Torell�’s cha�rs.
 “Fr�sk ’em,” sa�d Speranza. And qu�ck, sure hands patted them 
down, pulled open the�r coats, sl�d down the�r legs to the�r ankles. 
From Torelli, two guns were confiscated; from George, one gun 
and a kn�fe sheathed under h�s sock. “That’s all they have,” sa�d 
Alfie Colonna. “Okay,” said Speranza. “Get George out of here. 
You know what to do.” Two of them marched George out.
 “Now, Angelo,” sa�d Speranza, blow�ng smoke �n h�s face. 
“We’ll get Trntl whether we have your descr�pt�on or not. Make �t 
easy on yourself. Tell us what we want to know. If you don’t, we’ll 
take you �nto the we�ght room and apply some real pressure. Now: 
�s she tall or short?” Aga�n he started the tape recorder.
 The sweat was stream�ng down Torell�’s face. He d�dn’t want 
to go to the we�ght room. He d�dn’t want to be taken away l�ke 
George. And he most certa�nly d�dn’t want to make Speranza’s job 
eas�er. He dec�ded to descr�be a person who was just the oppos�te 
of Trntl �n every respect—�n hopes a false descr�pt�on would make 
Johnny fuck up, too. It m�ght be the best he could accompl�sh by 
way of revenge. 
 “She was very short,” he said. “About five-foot-four.”
 “Good,” sa�d Speranza. “Blond or brunette?”
 “Dark hair,” said Torelli. “Very dark brown; maybe black.”
 “Does she wear glasses?”
 “No,” sa�d Torell�. “Unless contact lenses.”
 “Any d�st�ngu�sh�ng fac�al character�st�cs?”
 “Wears her ha�r pretty long. Has k�nd of a small, turned-up 
nose.”
 “Age?”
 “Under forty.”
 “T�ts?”
 “She was wear�ng a heavy coat.”
 “R�ngs or other d�st�nct�ve jewelry?”
 “I d�dn’t not�ce.”
 “That’s not really much for us to go on, Angelo. Could be al-
most anybody. Try harder. What else can you th�nk of?”
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 Torell� pursed h�s l�ps and stared at the tabletop. “She was 
wear�ng some k�nd of strong perfume. Stunk up the car. I don’t 
know what flavor it was.” His brows bunched with the intensity of 
h�s thought. “Oh yeah, she had a h�gh-p�tched squeaky vo�ce and 
a nervous g�ggle.”
 “And that’s �t, Angelo?”
 “I can’t th�nk of anyth�ng else. It was dark, and you’ve gotta 
real�ze, Johnny, there wasn’t any reason to make a po�nt of re-
member�ng what she looked l�ke. Maybe more w�ll come to me 
later.”
 Johnny turned off the tape recorder and stood up. “Okay, 
Angelo, you’ve been a help. Not much, but some. We’re finished 
here. Fingers, Alfie, Booger, take Mr. Torelli out to the car. Rollo, 
you follow us and turn out the l�ghts.”

 By one-th�rty, after a br�ef journey toward the Eastern Shore, 
the company speedboat was once aga�n moor�ng �n �ts dock.
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Chapter  27
March 9      (Monday)

 All weekend Anton Farr�ngford had worked fever�shly to erase 
the ev�dence of h�s borrow�ng. On Monday morn�ng when the ex-
ternal aud�tors arr�ved, all of h�s adjustments would have to be �n 
place, every cent accounted for, all traces of t�nker�ng removed, 
all �rregular�t�es so normal�zed that not even a breath of susp�-
c�on would be aroused. He had so much to do, and the exqu�s�te 
deta�l�ng of the transact�ons requ�red such concentrat�on, that he 
had little difficulty putting aside his anxiety regarding the fate of 
the cadenza, and h�s puzzlement regard�ng what had happened at 
Mount Myrtle. He’d th�nk about those matters later. But Saturday 
and all of Sunday unt�l very early Monday morn�ng had to be de-
voted to sav�ng h�s sk�n.
 It was far more difficult to put aside the insistent demands 
of Tw�la B�dwell, who craved attent�on and felt neglected. Left 
completely �n the dark regard�ng h�s act�v�ty, she d�dn’t under-
stand h�s focused w�thdrawal, h�s refusal to leave h�s Workspace, 
h�s hunch�ng there compuls�vely peck�ng, and scr�bbl�ng, and 
s�ft�ng through papers. She’d nagged and nattered at h�m much 
of Saturday, wheedled and cajoled, faunched and fumed—to no 
ava�l. She’d thawed h�m a frozen d�nner and gone to the mov�es. 
When she returned he d�dn’t seem aware that she’d been gone. On 
Sunday morn�ng she’d tr�ed to d�stract h�m from h�s work for a 
“heart to heart” talk. He patted her hand and sa�d “Another t�me; 
I’m work�ng for our future.” The day’s trajectory was pred�ctable 
from that po�nt on (Tw�la, after all, was only human): anger �n the 
afternoon, sullenness at suppert�me, host�l�ty and res�gnat�on �n 
the even�ng. Leav�ng the telev�s�on on, she’d haught�ly drawn her 
robe about her, accused h�m of l�k�ng money more than sex, and 
marched off to bed.
 Throughout the early morn�ng hours (t�ll four o’clock), he 
kept at his work; then, reasonably satisfied (he’d triple-checked 
everything), he locked his materials into Dinch’s suitcase with the 
ransom money, and attached the key to h�s watch-cha�n.
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 Wh�le shav�ng, he was pleased to see h�s hand as steady 
as a nun’s. At six-fifteen, he bustled through the front door of 
Sw�nfurth L�ghtfoot as though �t were any other day. The guard 
greeted h�m w�th cons�derable surpr�se: “You’re very early today, 
Mr. Farr�ngford.”
 “Yes, I was s�ck on Fr�day and fell beh�nd �n some �mportant 
work. Thought I’d get an early start today and catch up.” The guard 
locked the door beh�nd h�m and went back to h�s stat�on.
 Quickly Anton went up to his office, unplugged his telephone, 
then rushed to the ma�n computer room, unlocked the door (thank 
God they hadn’t changed the comb�nat�on yet!), and let h�mself �n. 
Th�s morn�ng he saw the real and pract�cal advantage of hav�ng 
helped to des�gn, program, and �mplement the system: h�s work 
was completed �n seven and a half m�nutes. He locked the door 
behind him, went to the second floor and left $58,209.37 (cash) in 
the reserve vault, ran back to his office, and punched his personal 
computer �nto the ma�nframe.
 He spent another s�x m�nutes feed�ng �n commands, and 
then it was finished: fifty-eight thousand two hundred and nine 
dollars and th�rty-seven cents electron�cally depos�ted �n three 
dummy accounts establ�shed at w�dely d�spersed branches �n d�f-
ferent parts of the c�ty; that money, �n the proper amounts, then 
transferred from the dumm�es to the th�rteen plundered trust ac-
counts; all of the transact�ons automat�cally, permanently deleted 
from the computer’s memory of record, and the dummy accounts 
officially retired. If his programming worked as planned, there’d 
be no trace of any of th�s, and the only quest�on that would ar�se 
for the aud�tors would be the unaccountable surplus of cash �n the 
reserve vault.
 Breathing more easily, Anton plugged in his office telephone, 
turned out h�s l�ght, and w�th h�s hat and topcoat, went down the 
hall to the men’s room. There he sat doz�ng �n a to�let stall t�ll the 
first arrivals of his co-workers unloading their breakfast coffee. 
Morning chatter; the shuffling of feet; loud flushings. “Morning, 
Anton. Heard you were s�ck Fr�day. How ya do�n’?” “Much better 
today, thanks. When’s your w�fe go�ng �n for her knee surgery?” 
“Hey, Anton, I understand the External Aud�tors w�ll be here to-
day. You got your department sh�pshape?” “We’ll be ready for 
’em.” Wash�ng h�s hands. “They’ve got the�r job to do, too.” And 
back to his office where he greeted the secretaries. “Good morn-
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�ng, Mr. Farr�ngford. Are you feel�ng better today?” “Much better, 
thanks. Sh�pshape.” And so to work.
 It was n�ne-th�rty before he was aga�n free to worry about 
what had become of the cadenza.

 On Monday morn�ng, when she and Fel�x were shown �nto 
Silas Dinch’s inner office, Trntl was shocked to see the change that 
had come over the publ�sher s�nce the�r last meet�ng. Th�n, gaunt, 
h�s eyes sunken and deeply shadowed, he seemed to have shrunk 
�n s�ze; h�s sh�rt collar c�rcled h�s neck at a quarter-�nch d�stance 
from the flesh; his suitcoat hung from his shoulders like a tent. 
But most shocking, his face: from chin to forehead a fiery red rash 
had everywhere erupted, creat�ng a hot, leathery mask, pebbled 
and lumpy, speckled with, and shedding, large flakes of dry skin. 
He had shaved off h�s mustache, reveal�ng a short upper l�p. From 
across the room, �t looked as though h�s face had been scalded. 
H�s hands had developed a cont�nuous tremor, and when he rose 
from beh�nd h�s desk to greet them, Trntl got a waft of bourbon so 
strong �t made her bl�nk.
 Dinch motioned them to chairs and got right to business. “Mr. 
McKay has kept me �nformed of your progress �n Balt�more—�f 
progress �t could be called. I assume you’re fam�l�ar w�th what’s 
happened here. I want from you a firsthand report on the situ-
at�on, an assessment of where we stand. In your op�n�on, what 
chance do we have of recover�ng the cadenza?”
 Trntl gave h�m a succ�nct but full account of where the �nvest�-
gat�on stood. “It’s poss�ble the cadenza’s been destroyed,” she sa�d, 
“but �f �t st�ll ex�sts, we suspect �t’s st�ll �n Balt�more, concealed by 
Morr�s and awa�t�ng d�scovery. If we dec�pher the clues we th�nk 
Morris left in his letter to Stephanie Simms, we can probably find 
the h�d�ng place.”
 Dinch was fiddling with a paperweight. “Do you think the 
murders were comm�tted by part�es who were try�ng to get the 
cadenza?”
 “The first was,” she answered, “by someone who was re-
sponsible for your first ransom call. I think the second murder 
was s�mply to s�lence Stephan�e, who knew too much about the 
first. I learned from one of the people involved that if the cadenza 
had been recovered at the t�me of her death, �t would’ve been de-
stroyed.”
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 Dinch sighed resignedly. “Then there are the two attempts on 
your life. Despite what Mr. McKay’s told me, I’d always assumed 
they were to prevent your recover�ng the cadenza for us.”
 Trntl couldn’t restra�n a humorless l�ttle sm�le. “I don’t th�nk 
I’m close enough to the cadenza that I need to be stopped. No, I 
th�nk the attacks on me have noth�ng at all to do w�th the caden-
za; they’ve occurred because of my knowledge about Stephan�e’s 
murder.”
 “But,” said Dinch, “you’ve been followed and your office here’s 
been searched. Surely those matters have someth�ng to do w�th 
the cadenza.”
 She nodded. “We know of at least two other groups who want 
the cadenza. Both have run ve�led �nqu�r�es �n the Balt�more pa-
per. As a way of smok�ng them out, we answered the ads, cla�m�ng 
we had the cadenza and were offer�ng �t for sale. We’ve met w�th a 
representat�ve of one of the groups.”
 Dinch spasmed excitedly and dropped the paperweight. “Who 
are they? Who do they represent?”
 “That’s not clear. It was an �nconclus�ve meet�ng. There were 
three people on the other s�de; the man Mr. Gr�msson spoke to 
sa�d they’d have to consult the�r boss before mak�ng an offer. For 
all we know, there may be others as well.”
 Dinch pulled a pad from his desk drawer and poised his pen. 
“Can you descr�be these three people?”—and as she d�d, he took 
rap�d notes.
 “One was a short man, w�th close-cropped brown ha�r, about 
th�rty-four years old. He had large nostr�ls and a ch�pped r�ght 
front �nc�sor. The second was a tall man, about s�x-three we�gh-
�ng—oh, two hundred and forty pounds, w�th a th�ck, heavy neck, 
and very long arms. The third is a blond woman, about thirty-five, 
of moderate he�ght, w�th an extremely erect posture, th�n l�ps, and 
generally attract�ve features. A rather square jaw. She uses make-
up sk�llfully, and was n�cely and expens�vely dressed.”
 Dinch’s eyes rolled and glittered behind his glasses. “Did she 
have a small brown mole on her r�ght cheek, just below the eye?”
 “I never got close enough to see her that clearly,” sa�d Trntl.
 Dinch chewed his lip while jotting on his pad. “It might be 
Ilse Sturm,” he sa�d. “Wh�ch would mean Humboldt-Hartmann 
Gesellschaft.” He leaned back w�th an a�r of sat�sfact�on. “I’ll have 
the files checked to see if we can identify the others.” He took a 
c�garette from a box on h�s desk and l�t �t. Trntl se�zed the oppor-
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tun�ty to l�ght one of her own. “I w�sh you could’ve seen whether 
or not she had a mole,” said Dinch; then, moving on: “The second 
group that placed an ad hasn’t contacted you?”
 “Not yet.”
 “If they do, observe as many d�st�ngu�sh�ng features as poss�-
ble. Anything at all that seems significant. You have our dossiers; 
you m�ght be able to �dent�fy them from those.” He smoked for a 
moment, pondering. “Do you think this group you’ve described is 
respons�ble for the second and th�rd break-�ns at Pett�grew’s?”
 “Don’t know.”
 “Or for searching your office here?”
 “Can’t say.”
 “What’s your op�n�on about the phony ransom demand? After 
dropp�ng off the money, I was told to return to Mount Myrtle 
Cemetery to get the cadenza. But �t wasn’t there.”
 “We th�nk that person never d�d have the cadenza, and just 
wanted the money. But about those ransom calls—Was the vo�ce 
at all fam�l�ar? Was �t a vo�ce you knew?”
 “A vo�ce I knew?” Dinch stared at her in wonderment. “Of 
course not! It was a th�ck, mushy vo�ce w�th a bad Austral�an ac-
cent. Do you want to hear it? I’ve got it on tape.”
 “Please,” sa�d Trntl.
 He hauled out the tape recorder and two tapes. The first was 
the ransom call g�v�ng �nstruct�ons. The second was very br�ef: “O� 
got the money, myte, thanks very much. Go back to where you left 
�t, and you’ll fo�nd the cadenza �n a brown br�efcyse beh�nd the 
HODGES stone.”
 “But of course I didn’t find it,” said Dinch.
 “The vo�ce �sn’t one I know,” sa�d Trntl. “And yet there’s 
someth�ng about �t . . . �n the phras�ng, maybe? the breath�ng pat-
terns?”
 “Why do you ask if it’s a familiar voice?” Dinch demanded.
 “This caller knew about the first call; knew that it was to be fol-
lowed up but wasn’t; knew that the or�g�nal ransom was $50,000. 
That �nformat�on was known to only a few people; the caller had 
to be pr�vy to �t.”
 “One of us?” Dinch cried. “An inside job?”
 “I don’t th�nk �t’s one of the cl�ents—”
 “Well, I should th�nk not!”
 “More likely someone in your office, or in Mr. Latimer’s. Who 
did you tell about the first ransom demand?”
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 Dinch began massaging his brow with a thumb and forefinger. 
He took off h�s glasses and began rubb�ng h�s eyes. “Only Ray 
Tuttle, a trusted v�ce-pres�dent—and the comptroller—and my 
secretary—I’m sure that’s all.”
 “What about Lat�mer?”
 “I don’t know who Lat�mer m�ght’ve told. We all agreed on 
secrecy. You could ask h�m yourself �f he wasn’t so s�ck. He’s �n 
�ntens�ve care w�th a mass�ve hemorrhage.”
 “I’d heard he was �ll. I’m sorry.”
 “I’m afra�d h�s prognos�s �sn’t good.”
 “That’s a real shame,” sa�d Fel�x.
 “I’ll call a staff meeting,” Dinch muttered—“Ray, and Bob 
Qu�ncy, and Mrs. Innes, and see �f they told anybody.”
 “It m�ght be w�se,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Do you think there’ll be further attempts to kill you?” Dinch 
asked her bluntly.
 “I can’t safely assume otherw�se,” she sa�d. “The men who 
tr�ed are ba�led out and runn�ng loose. Nevertheless, I’ve got to 
go back to Balt�more th�s even�ng; tomorrow I’m to test�fy at a 
coroner’s �nquest �n the S�mms murder.”
 “If you meet w�th the blond woman aga�n, see �f she has a l�ttle 
brown mole beneath her r�ght eye.”
 “We’ll do our best,” sa�d Trntl.
 They left h�m on the phone to h�s secretary and took the eleva-
tor down to the street. Fel�x was sm�l�ng: “Well, at least you’ve g�v-
en h�m some th�ngs to th�nk about. He’ll be busy all afternoon.”
 Trntl nodded. “I d�dn’t want h�m to get around to ask�ng how 
much we’re runn�ng up on the expense account.”
 “That quest�on w�ll occur to h�m about four o’clock,” sa�d 
Fel�x.
 They had an early lunch at a sandw�ch shop, then stopped by 
Trntl’s apartment where she packed a small bag w�th a camera and 
two rolls of film, additional clothes, and assorted tape cassettes 
of mus�c. Then, after she’d fed the cat, closed the apartment, and 
spoken briefly to Mrs. Quillan, they went to the office, where Trntl 
read through the Farringford file and caught up on her correspon-
dence and Fel�x worked on three other cases. At seven they locked 
up and went to supper. And then, at e�ght-th�rty, Fel�x drove Trntl 
to the tra�n. 
 Gr�pp�ng her shoulder �n farewell, Fel�x sa�d, “Be careful. 
Don’t let the Scaevolas get you down. The firm needs you.”
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 “I’ve learned not to s�t �n front of open w�ndows,” she sa�d.
 “Rem�nd Carol of Rosamond Foxe’s concert and recept�on on 
the 12th. Tell her she’d better be back for it—or I’ll find somebody 
else to take.”
 “Well, that g�ves us three days yet,” sa�d Trntl. “I’m sure we’ll 
have the affa�r wrapped up by then.”

 Monday found G�ovann� Speranza �n h�gh sp�r�ts. Phase One 
of h�s ass�gnment was completed w�th no compl�cat�ons and m�n�-
mal fuss. As for Phase Two, thanks to the descr�pt�on Torell� had 
prov�ded them, gett�ng a bead on the�r target was relat�vely s�m-
ple: to find N. F. Trntl, they simply had to identify the guest at the 
Macready Hotel who called herself Carol Brown. 
 And—through a lucky occurrence—they’d already done that.
 At s�x-th�rty that morn�ng, he and T�ny Varro had gone to 
the hotel to get a sense of the terra�n. Hav�ng located the house 
telephones, they stud�ed the phys�cal layout of the lobby, not�ng 
w�th sat�sfact�on that the s�de door g�v�ng access to the adjacent 
park�ng garage—wh�le be�ng s�tuated near the two elevators—was 
not v�s�ble from the reg�strat�on desk. They were also pleased to 
find no surveillance cameras or convex mirrors mounted on the 
walls. F�n�shed �n the lobby, they rode one of the elevators up to 
the top floor (the tenth), observing the arrangement of push but-
tons for the var�ous stops, and the automat�c door’s mode of op-
erat�on—how long �t rema�ned open, how long �t took to open and 
close. They then took the stairs down to the fifth floor, where they 
establ�shed the locat�on of Room 5�3 �n relat�on to the elevators.
 They were just on the po�nt of hunt�ng for the housekeep�ng 
supply room, when an elevator door sl�d open at the end of the hall, 
and a blond g�ant came ambl�ng toward them. Speranza knew at 
once that �t was Trntl’s boyfr�end Gr�msson. He and T�ny turned 
away from the elevators and went on down the hall toward the 
530’s, as though they were guests proceed�ng to the�r own room.
 At the door of 5�3, Gr�msson knocked matter-of-factly, and 
when the door opened, they heard h�m say, “Good morn�ng. Are 
you ready to go for breakfast?”
 And a woman answered, “As soon as I turn off the telev�-
s�on.”
 Wh�le Speranza stood watch�ng �ntently (pretend�ng to study 
his nails), Tiny was fiddling with his car key at the door lock of 
54�.
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 A woman came out of 5�3 and jo�ned Gr�msson, clos�ng the 
door beh�nd her; and together they walked down to the elevators, 
chatt�ng qu�etly. A short woman, dwarfed bes�de her compan�on, 
probably five-foot-three or four at the most; long dark hair to her 
shoulders; no glasses. “Do you see her?” Speranza whispered. 
“Torell� told us true.”
 The man and woman got �nto the elevator and the door sl�d 
shut. Speranza could hardly bel�eve h�s luck. “They’ve got separate 
rooms!” 
 T�ny pocketed h�s key. “Maybe one of ’em snores.”
 “The po�nt �s,” Speranza sa�d, “when he goes back to h�s room 
ton�ght, she’ll be alone!”
 “Okay, but how w�ll we know when he goes to h�s room?” T�ny 
asked.
 “That’ll be your job. F�nd out h�s room number, so �f you have 
to, you can check to see if he’s in. But from five-o’clock on, I want 
you here, watch�ng Room 5�3. They’ll probably go out for d�nner. 
But she’ll have to come back at some po�nt, and then he’ll go to h�s 
own room. After dark, when she’s here, and he’s there, that’s when 
we do �t.”
 “You mean I have to stay here for five, maybe six hours?”
 “You can s�t on the couch �n that l�ttle lounge area by the el-
evators. Br�ng someth�ng to read. Smoke your p�pe.”
 “Why me?”
 “Because you’re smart, T�ny. You’re the one I can trust to do 
the job r�ght. You won’t screw up l�ke George and Torell�.”
 T�ny had been on the speedboat the prev�ous n�ght. He nod-
ded and sa�d, “I’ll br�ng a book I’ve been mean�ng to read.”
 And w�th that, they’d left the hotel to go the�r separate ways.

 At one-fifteen, in the cluttered office of Benno’s Bodyshop—
over a late lunch of ham sandw�ches and potato salad—G�ovann� 
Speranza was �ntens�vely plann�ng Phase Two w�th Alfredo 
Colonna and Davis “Fingers” Beauregard. Now that he’d identified 
and located the target, and learned that her boyfr�end wasn’t al-
ways w�th her, all that rema�ned was to work out the method for 
br�ng�ng her down.
 Efficiency: that was the key! Careful planning. Stupid Torelli 
had fucked up because his first plan was too complicated—luring 
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Trntl out by pretend�ng to have the cadenza, us�ng phone booths 
and car-sw�tches to get her to the warehouse, for cr�ssakes. The 
whole Organ�zat�on was laugh�ng at Torell�, �nvent�ng d�rty jokes 
about the fiasco at the warehouse. (“What was Torelli doing �n the 
drum?” Two answers: “As l�ttle as poss�ble!” or, “P�ss l�ttle!” And 
at least two jokes were mak�ng the rounds about the large curved 
hook pronging out of Blanco’s fly: something about “pulley, pul-
ley on my cha�n”, and “Keep �t �n your pants, Joe; you’ll scare the 
cleanup crew.”) But Torell�’s second plan—the hotel-room h�t—was 
really stup�d. R�sky, too publ�c, too vulnerable to unforeseen and 
unpred�ctable c�rcumstance. He should’ve known better. When 
others learned of Torell�’s bad judgment, they were astounded and 
could expla�n �t only by assum�ng that h�s warehouse hum�l�at�on 
had so crazed h�m w�th rage that he’d spun w�ldly out of control. 
 Well, Johnny Speranza wouldn’t make those blunders. It 
would be clean, s�mple, sw�ft. No wasted mot�on. No surpr�ses. No 
sl�p-ups through over-elaborat�on. But t�me was short: they only 
had ton�ght.
 Hav�ng to make �t look l�ke an acc�dent was a real pa�n. It ruled 
out fam�l�ar and convent�onal methods: guns of all types, po�son, 
strangulat�on, car bombs, kn�ves. Even a fatal mugg�ng would 
be too susp�c�ous �n the c�rcumstances. S�nce Trntl had already 
ment�oned Scaevola’s name to the pol�ce, and s�nce they knew 
she planned to test�fy at the �nquest, noth�ng could even suggest 
foul play. And she couldn’t just d�sappear: too many quest�ons 
would come Scaevola’s way. As an “acc�dent”, even asphyx�at�on 
�n a closed car would be too dangerous. Su�c�de? Imposs�ble. An 
auto crash? Difficult. Being run over by a speeding car? Maybe. 
Electrocution? Falling from a window? Drowning? Incineration? 
 It was fortunate that he had on h�s team the spec�al�st F�ngers 
Beauregard, who—of the people he had ava�lable—was by far the 
most exper�enced �n “tak�ng out the garbage.” Mouth full of ham, 
he sa�d to F�ngers: “You know our problem. What’s worked �n the 
past?”
 F�ngers was a squat, burly man w�th large ears, ponderous 
jowls road-mapped w�th cr�mson cap�llar�es, and restless belly-
button eyes. Before answer�ng, he l�fted h�s upper l�p and l�cked 
a film of potato salad off his white plastic spoon. When he spoke, 
�t was �n a th�n p�p�ng vo�ce: “Acc�dents are a pa�n, Johnny. I l�ke 
things more straightforward. Disappearances are best. When you 
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go on tr�ps, do you ever th�nk about how many bod�es are bur-
�ed under the Interstate H�ghways?—all those folks you m�ght be 
dr�v�ng over? Hey, I know of two on the way to Freder�ck, and 
three more between here and Wash�ngton alone. But acc�dents? 
We’ve had several involving cars. Doctoring brakes is tricky, and 
you can’t always control where the acc�dent w�ll happen. It’s really 
eas�er to s�mulate a fatal car acc�dent than cause one. And hey: 
unless we can get th�s broad out of the hotel, and �nto her car, and 
then control her movements, forget �t.”
 “What else bes�des cars?”
 “Industr�al acc�dents. I recall an explos�on at a chem�cal plant 
in Wilmington eight years ago. Took out five, six people besides 
the target. So �t wasn’t clear he was the target. And there was a 
very effect�ve removal �n ’7�, w�th a guy turned �nto sausage by a 
worm-auger. And when we were bu�ld�ng that stretch of h�ghway 
out toward Glen Burn�e, there was the un�on organ�zer who got 
flattened by the earth-mover—”
 “None of those are helpful �n th�s case,” Speranza sa�d �mpa-
t�ently.
 F�ngers dug h�s spoon �nto a fresh carton of potato salad. 
“Well, remember that pol�t�cal banquet back �n ’78?—the comm�s-
s�oner who was done �n by botul�sm �n h�s clam chowder?”
 “Yeah,” said Alfie with an excited nod. “Him and twenty-nine 
others. All Democrats.”
 F�ngers focused on h�s eat�ng. “Closed the restaurant, too. And, 
l�ke �n W�lm�ngton, w�th such a large take-out, nobody guessed 
that Hawk�ns was the target. Those are the really elegant ones.”
 “We don’t have control over Trntl’s food,” sa�d Speranza.
 “Well, there was that th�ng �n Jersey where the carn�val r�de 
went crazy. Real spectacular. Tony ‘The Cat’ Tolumbo l�ked to r�de 
a g�zmo called the Sw�rl-a-Swoop, and th�s one n�ght—I wasn’t 
there, but I heard about �t from a guy who was—the r�de started 
going faster and faster and finally flew apart, and Tony took a long 
nose-d�ve over the treetops �nto the m�ddle of somebody’s bar-
becue. Damn, I wish they wouldn’t put chunks of celery in this 
potato salad. The l�ttle green threads get caught �n my teeth.” He 
paused to dig at his left uppers with a fingernail. “And hey—you re-
member Franco ‘Worms’ Faggott�, who was go�ng to test�fy before 
the Senate subcommittee back in ’75? The Doctor followed him 
to Washington, and Worms never got the chance. Died of cardiac 
arrest on the Metro between Farragut West and Foggy Bottom.”
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 “Yeah, but now The Doctor’s gone too,” Speranza said. “And 
a stopped heart �s more appropr�ate for a man of s�xty-n�ne l�ke 
Worms than for a woman �n her th�rt�es l�ke Trntl.”
 “Well, you never know,” sa�d F�ngers.
 Speranza shook h�s head �n exasperat�on. “We’ve got to th�nk 
of someth�ng else—and �t’s got to be qu�ck, s�mple, sure.”
 “Okay, okay,” said Fingers. “The first thing we’ve got to decide 
�s whether the acc�dent happens �ns�de the hotel, or outs�de.”
 “Outs�de,” Speranza sa�d. He’d been mull�ng th�s quest�on for 
hours. The opportun�t�es and means for eng�neer�ng an acc�dent 
�ns�de the hotel were l�m�ted at best. S�nce Trntl would be on her 
guard after Torelli’s attempt at the Cavendish, it would be difficult 
to ga�n access to her room—�n order to have her fall out of a w�n-
dow, say, or sl�p and crack her skull �n the shower. And anyth�ng 
else they m�ght try �n the bu�ld�ng �tself—such as t�nker�ng w�th 
the elevators—would be awkward to pull off, l�able to d�scovery, 
and hard to d�sgu�se as an acc�dent. 
 “Okay,” said Fingers. “Then we’ve got to find a way to get her 
out of the hotel w�thout suspect�ng anyth�ng and �nto a prear-
ranged s�tuat�on we can control.”
 “She’ll have to leave sometime,” said Alfie. “If we follow her, 
maybe we can surround her on the s�dewalk and push her �n front 
of a car.”
 “Not so good,” sa�d F�ngers. “She m�ght only be �njured.” He 
finished the potato salad and flipped the carton into a wastebas-
ket. “Ser�ously, �t m�ght be eas�er to s�mulate an acc�dent after the 
fact than to actually make one happen.”
 “What about the boyfriend who knows karate?” Alfie asked. 
“Does he have an accident too?”
 “We want to keep th�s s�mple,” sa�d Speranza. “Better deal w�th 
her alone. When T�ny and I were scout�ng the hotel th�s morn�ng, 
we learned that he has h�s own room. Let’s leave h�m there.”
 F�ngers nodded. “Yep, better deal w�th her alone.” He opened 
a bakery box of jelly doughnuts, selected one with blueberry filling, 
and then another, w�th p�neapple custard, before hand�ng the box 
to Alfie.

 During the next twenty minutes they considered and rejected 
a var�ety of plans. But, by the t�me the doughnuts were gone, they’d 
finally arrived at one that promised all that Speranza wished by 
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way of simplicity and efficiency. After dark they would use one 
of Benno’s closed panel trucks to take Trntl from the hotel to a 
qu�et res�dent�al area northwest of downtown; there they’d stun 
her w�th a tap on the head, lay her on the pavement, and dr�ve the 
truck over her. 
 F�ngers would �mmed�ately start pound�ng on doors to rouse 
the res�dents, say�ng there’d been a h�t-and-run acc�dent, urg�ng 
people to call an ambulance and the pol�ce. (“It’s all a matter of 
�llus�on,” Speranza sa�d. “If we tell ’em there’s been an acc�dent—
that �t was a green Pont�ac that ran her down, dr�ven by long-
ha�red teen-age k�ds, they’ll bel�eve �t, and that’s what they’ll tell 
the pol�ce. Some of ’em w�ll even th�nk they saw �t happen.”) Once 
a crowd was m�ll�ng on the street, F�ngers would walk one block 
over to the wa�t�ng truck, and they’d all return to Benno’s, where 
the t�res would be removed, washed, and stacked w�th other used 
treads to be eventually sh�pped away. Events would follow each 
other almost mechan�cally—one, two, three—�n stepw�se fash�on, 
w�th none of Torell�’s jun�or-G-man compl�cat�ons. S�mple, sw�ft, 
clean—the way these th�ngs ought to be.
 Only a few preparat�ons were needed. The panel truck had 
sol�d walls w�th a double door at the rear, and �ns�de, two benches 
along the walls facing each other. While Alfie emptied the interior 
by remov�ng a huge tool chest, oxygen and acetylene tanks, cut-
t�ng torches, and var�ous sealed cardboard boxes, F�ngers bus�ed 
h�mself �n the backroom pr�ntshop. F�rst, he created two large 
rectangular placards read�ng FANCY’S FLOWERS, just the proper 
s�ze to mask the BENNO’S BODYSHOP s�gns wh�ch were pa�nted 
on both s�des of the truck. Next, s�xteen neatly-lettered cardboard 
s�gns for the hotel elevators: 

OUT OF ORDER
PLEASE USE THE STAIRS

WE APOLOGIZE FOR THE INCONVENIENCE.

 While Fingers and Alfie were busy at work, Speranza, using a 
map of Baltimore,  charted the shortest, most efficient route from 
the Macready Hotel to the s�te of the acc�dent (avo�d�ng as many 
stopl�ghts as poss�ble). Then, already feel�ng the thr�ll of the hunt, 
he settled back w�th a Havana c�gar of Lefty’s brand, and—�n ac-
cord w�th what he thought h�s promot�on requ�red of h�m—con-
t�nued caut�ously learn�ng how to �nhale.
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 When T�ny Varro called at s�x-th�rty to report that Trntl and 
Gr�msson had gone to d�nner, the three of them p�led �nto the truck 
and left for the hotel. Alfie, who’d been chosen to drive, found a 
park�ng place �n the hotel garage and settled �n to wa�t. The oth-
ers, carrying the sixteen OUT OF ORDER signs in a large brief-
case, entered the lobby and rode the elevator up to five. There, in 
a small lounge bes�de the elevators, they found T�ny settled �nto a 
v�nyl couch read�ng a book.
 “They’re st�ll gone,” T�ny sa�d.
 “Did you learn which room the boyfriend’s in?” Speranza 
asked.
 “748.”
 “Okay. F�ngers and I w�ll go down to the lounge on four. After 
they come back, and Trntl’s �n 5�3 and Gr�msson’s gone up to 
seven, come down to four and let us know.” He opened the br�ef-
case and showed T�ny the cardboard s�gns. “Then you’ll take ten 
of these and go up to the tenth floor, and work your way down, 
putting an OUT OF ORDER sign on each elevator door. Fingers 
will do the same for the fourth, third, and second floors, which will 
leave only the fifth floor without signs. Then Fingers will go to the 
house phone and call Trntl down to the lobby. I’ll be wa�t�ng here 
on five by the elevators and ride down with her. It doesn’t matter 
�f people come up from the lobby, but we don’t want anyone ex-
cept Trntl and me go�ng down. Once Trntl and I reach the lobby, 
F�ngers w�ll jo�n us, and we’ll all go to the park�ng garage. T�ny, 
it’ll be your job to remove all the OUT OF ORDER signs. Then 
you’re to go to Benno’s and wa�t for us. You got any quest�ons?”
 “Nope,” sa�d T�ny. “Everyth�ng’s clear.”
 Speranza gave h�m an approv�ng thumbs-up; then he and 
F�ngers took the elevator down to four.

 It was already qu�te dark when Carol and Torvald returned 
from d�nner at ten after e�ght. They settled down by the phone 
to play chess on Torvald’s travel�ng-board. S�nce, for two days, 
they’d heard noth�ng from the “publ�sher’s” agents they’d met at 
Bracebeam’s, they were not expect�ng a call ton�ght. “Someth�ng 
scared them off,” Carol sa�d, captur�ng Torvald’s queen’s b�shop. 
“The deal appeared too fishy, and they suspected either a swindle 
or a hoax.”
 “Maybe they obta�ned the manuscr�pt from some other 
source,” sa�d Torvald, “and they’ve departed happy. Or maybe 
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they s�mply haven’t been able to consult w�th the�r boss. I th�nk 
we’ll hear from them.”
 At n�ne-th�rty he sa�d good n�ght and left for h�s room. Carol 
settled back �n an easy cha�r and opened her copy of Orwell’s 
Burmese Days to where she’d left off on page 68; but, after read-
�ng three more pages, she thought better of �t, put the book as�de 
and turned on the telev�s�on. At seven m�nutes t�ll ten the tele-
phone rang. “Well, they’ve called at last,” she sa�d, reach�ng for the 
rece�ver. “Hello?”
 A man’s vo�ce, stressed and urgent. “Is th�s Carol Brown �n 
Room 5�3?” 
 “Yes, �t �s.”
 “This is the night manager at the Registration Desk, calling 
at the request of Mr. Gr�msson. He’s here �n the lobby; I’m afra�d 
he’s had an acc�dent—”
 “Mr. Gr�msson?” Carol sa�d. “What sort of acc�dent?”
 “A fa�rly bad one, I’m afra�d. He fell at the entrance to the g�ft 
shop, ser�ously �njured h�s leg and cut h�mself on the broken plate 
glass. He wants you to come down to the lobby at once, before the 
paramed�cs arr�ve.”
 “I’ll be r�ght there.” She slammed down the rece�ver, grabbed 
up her purse, and hurr�ed �nto the hall. A man stand�ng at the el-
evators pushed the DOWN button as she reached them. Torvald! 
she was th�nk�ng. Paramed�cs! The elevator arr�ved; she qu�ckly 
got on; the man followed her �nto the car, and the door sl�d shut.
 The descent to the lobby seemed endless. But at last the eleva-
tor eased to a stop, and the door sl�d open—to reveal a heav�ly-
bu�lt man fac�ng her. As she stepped out �nto the lobby, the man 
roughly grabbed her arm and turned her to the r�ght. The man 
who’d r�dden down w�th her grabbed her other arm, and sa�d: 
“Okay, walk stra�ght ahead through that door. I’ve got a gun here 
so don’t try anyth�ng funny.”
 “What’s go�ng on?” Carol demanded, stopp�ng dead �n her 
tracks. The snout of the p�stol jabbed her r�bs. “Shut up. Keep 
walk�ng. Bel�eve me, we’ll shoot you r�ght here.”
 She bel�eved h�m. St�ll protest�ng, she kept walk�ng and was 
shoved through the door �nto the park�ng garage. A panel truck 
parked aga�nst the far wall started �ts eng�ne and came toward 
them.
 “Who are you people?” Carol asked. “What do you want w�th 
me? Where’s Mr. Gr�msson?”
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 “Mr. Gr�msson’s up �n h�s room,” sa�d the man w�th the gun. 
“Who we are doesn’t matter. We’ve got you, that’s all we want.”
 The truck stopped bes�de them. The heavy man opened the 
rear door of the truck and mot�oned her to cl�mb �n. She d�d not 
budge.
 “Hurry up, M�ss Trntl,” sa�d the man w�th the gun. “You’ve got 
a date w�th an acc�dent.”
 “Trntl?” sa�d Carol. “I’m not Trntl. You’ve got the wrong per-
son. I’m Carol Brown.”
 “Save �t,” sa�d the Gun. “We know all about that. You must 
th�nk we’re pretty stup�d. Now get �n the truck.” The muzzle prod-
ded her v�c�ously. She ho�sted herself �nto the truck. “F�ngers, 
you ride in back with her. I’ll sit up front with Alfie and show him 
where we’re go�ng. It she causes any trouble, k�ll her.” The man 
called F�ngers nodded and produced h�s own gun—a long-bar-
reled .38 equ�pped w�th a s�lencer. He cl�mbed �n after Carol, and 
the door was closed beh�nd them. A moment later, w�th a gr�nd�ng 
of gears, the truck lurched forward and rolled toward the ex�t and 
the qu�et street.
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Chapter  28
 Carol and the man called ‘F�ngers’ sat fac�ng each other on 
narrow wooden benches, the�r knees almost touch�ng. He kept h�s 
s�lencer po�nted at her stomach. A small electr�c bulb �n the center 
of the roof prov�ded d�m l�ght. The compartment was separated 
from the front seat by a wall conta�n�ng a small rectangular w�n-
dow covered w�th w�re mesh. The small w�ndows �n both of the 
rear doors were covered on the �ns�de w�th brown paper.
 “Hey,” Carol sa�d, “I’m not the person you want. I’m Carol 
Brown. Trntl’s �n New York.” She stud�ed the man’s face to see 
�f th�s evoked any response. H�s t�ny eyes stared at her w�thout 
bl�nk�ng. Centr�fugal pull told her that the truck had turned a 
couple of corners �n qu�ck success�on. They stopped for a long mo-
ment, then started up aga�n. Presumably a stopl�ght.
 The man’s cold eyes were d�sturb�ng. “I want to talk to Mr. 
Torell�,” Carol sa�d. A stab �n the dark.
 “Can’t,” sa�d F�ngers. “He’s gone.”
 So th�s was a Scaevola h�t. “If you don’t bel�eve I’m not Trntl,” 
she cont�nued, “look at my dr�ver’s l�cense. It’s �n my purse.”
 “Open the catch, then hand �t here.”
 Mov�ng slowly, she sl�pped off the shoulder strap, thumbed 
the gold clasp, and held out the bag. “It’s �n my b�llfold.” He took 
the bag w�th h�s left hand, and—the gun never waver�ng—opened 
�t and fumbled around �ns�de t�ll he had her b�llfold, wh�ch he 
flipped open to her driver’s license. He frowned when he saw it, 
then sucked on h�s teeth, dropped the b�llfold back �nto the bag, 
wh�ch he put on the bench bes�de h�m.
 “See? What d�d I tell you?” she sa�d. The truck had stopped 
aga�n. As �t started up, he sa�d, “N�ce try. It’s a pretty good job; but 
hey, my brother’s been forg�ng documents for twenty years—dr�v-
er’s l�censes, passports, Soc�al Secur�ty cards, work perm�ts—so 
I’m not that �mpressed, M�ss Trntl. I’ve seen the best.” H�s eyes 
never leaving her face, with his left hand he continued fishing 
around �ns�de the bag where �t sat bes�de h�m on the bench. “What 
else you got �n here? No gun, that’s good. Comb, keys, l�pst�ck, 
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hanky, c�garettes—” (C�garettes? Ah, the open pack that Trntl had 
left on the table at the hotel coffee shop the last t�me they’d been 
there) “—l�ghter, tampons, ballpo�nt pen—” (l�ghter? I don’t have 
a l�ghter �n there, Carol thought; oh! the tube of pepper spray! 
Well.)
 “Where are you tak�ng me?” she asked.
 “You’re go�ng to have an acc�dent.”
 “What sort of acc�dent?”
 “You won’t feel noth�n’.”
 “But why me?”
 “Because you dec�ded to make yourself a problem for a lot of 
people. You messed around �n th�ngs that d�dn’t concern you, and 
started blabb�n’ names.”
 “Well, could I at least smoke a last c�garette?”
 “Go ahead,” he sa�d, hand�ng her the bag. 
 She carefully removed a c�garette from the pack, dropped the 
pack �nto the purse, and reached �n for the small cyl�ndr�cal can�s-
ter that conta�ned her pepper spray.
 “Hey, what’s that you’ve got?” he �nqu�red, lean�ng forward 
tensely.
 “My l�ghter. You sa�d I could smoke.” She put the c�garette �n 
her mouth, hefted the bag to her r�ght s�de and sl�pped the strap 
over her shoulder. Wouldn’t they ever come to another stopl�ght? 
W�th her r�ght hand she held the pepper spray cyl�nder at the end 
of the cigarette. “Do you like to look through women’s purses?”
 “Somet�mes �t’s �nterest�ng,” he sa�d.
 At last! the truck was slow�ng to a stop. “It’s really not pol�te,” 
she sa�d. And tak�ng and hold�ng a deep breath as the truck braked 
to a full stop, she lowered her thumb and sprayed pepper d�rectly 
�nto F�ngers’s eyes. S�multaneously she tw�sted to her r�ght, and 
w�th her left hand, shoved the gun barrel downward.
 The bullet whunked into the truck floor. With her left foot she 
stomped h�s arm just above the wr�st, and the gun clattered free. 
F�ngers reco�led aga�nst the wall, chok�ng and paralyzed. St�ll hold-
�ng her breath, her eyes smart�ng, Carol threw herself at the back 
doors, tw�sted one handle, and leaped out onto the street. Her legs 
buckled when she h�t the pavement, and she fell to her knees. She 
was feel�ng the effects of the spray herself. But half scuttl�ng, half 
crawl�ng, she reached the curb. Around her, br�ght l�ghts bl�nked 
and glared. The street was l�ned on both s�des w�th pornography 
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shops and peepshows. She’d seen th�s block before on her walks 
about the downtown, and had a general sense of how the land lay. 
Beh�nd her, shouts and curses.
 She ho�sted herself to her feet and began runn�ng unstead�ly 
down the s�dewalk past the pa�nt-blanked w�ndows and bl�nk�ng 
l�ghts. A glance over her shoulder revealed the dr�ver look�ng �nto 
the back of the truck, and the th�rd man pursu�ng her on foot. Two 
doors ahead she saw a sudden puff of cement dust, and a wh�te 
pock appeared �n the masonry. If they were shoot�ng, she’d never 
make �t to the end of the block. Noth�ng for �t, then, but to get off 
the street. She flung herself sideways into the open doorway of a 
shop.
 She was cross�ng a square room br�ghtly l�t w�th overhead 
fluorescent tubes; the walls were lined with book and magazine 
racks, where maybe eight to a dozen men were leafing and brows-
ing. To one side stood a large glass case filled with dildoes, cock 
r�ngs, and other toys. Suspended �n one corner, as though from 
a yardarm, a lifesize plastic inflatable woman stared down with 
round blue eyes and a scarlet O-shaped mouth. At a h�gh counter 
bes�de the doorway—far beh�nd her now—a man leaned around 
the cash register and shouted: “Hey, there’s a fifty-cent browsing 
fee!”
 An archway at the rear led �nto a d�m hallway l�ned on both 
s�des w�th wooden doors of peepshow booths. F�ve or s�x men were 
pac�ng the corr�dor or loung�ng aga�nst the walls. They looked at 
her startled as she dashed �nto the�r m�dst. “Hey, doll, what’s your 
hurry?” one asked as she brushed past h�m. She reached the end 
of the hallway, turned to her r�ght, then r�ght aga�n, and found 
herself in another hallway, identical to the first, but running back 
toward the front of the shop. Aga�n, the double row of wooden 
doors, some stand�ng sl�ghtly ajar, others t�ghtly closed, w�th red 
l�ghts—“In Use”—above them. Too late she real�zed that the metal 
door w�th the push-bar she’d passed �n the center of the back wall 
was a rear ex�t from the shop—probably �nto an alley. But as she 
spun around to head for �t, she heard the thud of runn�ng feet 
on the hardwood floor in the adjacent hallway. Very close. Angry 
shouts from the front room.
 Carol stepped �nto an open v�ew�ng booth and closed the 
door behind her, locking it with a hook that fit into a metal eye-
let screwed �nto the doorframe. For her pursuers’ eyes, the booth 
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had to be “In Use.” She scrabbled �n her bag, found a quarter, and 
dropped �t �nto the co�n slot.
 The booth was hot and cramped, permeated by a nasty stale 
odor compounded of c�garette smoke, amyl n�tr�te, and semen. 
Her shoe soles stuck to the floor. On the splotchy, streaked wall 
before her, a scratchy film unwound its writhing bodies. She could 
hear doors bang�ng open along the corr�dor; more runn�ng feet; 
a general commot�on and hubbub. A man shout�ng: “He’s got a 
gun!” The screen went dark, and Carol dropped another quarter 
�n. A large breast covered the wall.
 The hubbub and commot�on were �n the other hallway now, 
gradually moving toward the front of the shop, a scuffling, thump-
ing shuffle, as of many feet. The front wall of her booth creaked 
as a heavy we�ght slammed �nto �t from the other s�de. Aga�n the 
screen went dark. But before she put �n another quarter, Carol 
l�stened hard, try�ng to fathom what was happen�ng. The ruckus 
seemed to be local�zed at the front of the shop. She unhooked the 
door, eased �t open, and peered out caut�ously. The hallway was 
empty.
 Qu�ckly she retraced her steps to the rear door, pushed the 
hor�zontal bar, and felt the cold n�ght a�r str�ke her face. Before 
she went out �nto the alley, she glanced back toward the front of 
the shop. The d�splay room was crowded w�th people—most of 
them pol�cemen �n un�form. She sl�pped out �nto the alley and be-
gan the five-block trek back to the hotel.

 When the pol�ce arr�ved �n force (and �t d�dn’t take long, s�nce 
there was normally an official watch on The Block), they found the 
following: bottling up traffic at an intersection, one brown panel 
truck marked BENNO’S BODYSHOP beneath temporary signs 
that read FANCY’S FLOWERS; in the back of the truck, one Davis 
Beauregard s�tt�ng stunned and weepy, nurs�ng a broken arm, 
w�th a s�lencer-equ�pped revolver at h�s feet; at the Exot�ca Book 
& Filmstore, a bullet-shattered front window and one Alfredo 
Colonna, bru�sed and sullen, t�ghtly held by two burly managers 
from upsta�rs. And, unconsc�ous, w�th blood congeal�ng from a 
gash on the back of h�s head, one G�ovann� Speranza—alas, poor 
Johnny!—sprawled face-down, h�s body strewn w�th books for 
racy read�ng: “H�gh School Orgy”, “B�tch Goddess”, “Coach Takes 
the Team”, “Rear Deliveries”, and “Daddy’s Little Girl”.
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 “You’re damn r�ght we want to press charges,” one of the 
managers was telling the investigating officers. “These two jerks 
came �n here and wrecked the place. That one”—Speranza—“had 
the gun you’re hold�ng. J�m”—the clerk—“conked h�m w�th a Coke 
bottle. Before he went down, he put two bullets through my plate 
glass w�ndow.”
 “If you d�dn’t want to press charges,” sa�d the patrolman w�th 
Speranza’s p�stol, “we would.”

 When Torvald responded to the frant�c knock�ng on h�s door, 
Carol came l�mp�ng �nto h�s room, covered w�th gr�me, her knees 
sk�nned and raw. “My God,” he sa�d, “what’s happened to you?”
 She slung her bag onto the bed. “I’ve just escaped from three of 
Scaevola’s goons. They tr�ed to k�ll me th�nk�ng I was Trntl. Trntl 
masquerad�ng under the name of Carol Brown! Th�nk about that 
for a b�t and let me know what you come up w�th. I want to take a 
shower, Torvald; I feel d�rty all over. Afterwards, I’ll tell you the 
whole story.”  
 Wh�le she was �n the bathroom, Torvald made her a cup of �n-
stant coffee and sat staring at the floor. Only the police—specifically 
Detectives Adcock and Price—had known that Trntl was at the 
Macready �n a room reg�stered to Carol Brown. 
 Returned from her shower wear�ng Torvald’s huge terrycloth 
robe, Carol sampled her coffee and agreed w�th h�s conclus�on. 
Wh�le dry�ng her ha�r, she told h�m where she’d been. When she 
was finished, he asked “How are your knees?”
 “Sore,” she answered. “But I soaped ’em good and put on some 
d�s�nfectant I bought at a drugstore on the way home.”
 “What happened to F�ngers and the other two?” he asked.
 “I don’t know. There were lots of pol�ce on the scene.”
 “If they weren’t arrested, they may try aga�n.”
 “I th�nk of l�ttle else,” she sa�d. “Trntl’s due back just after 
m�dn�ght. To be on the safe s�de, you’d better come down to my 
room t�ll she gets here.”
 “Come to your room!” he sa�d �n mock horror. “And you al-
ready wear�ng my bathrobe. What w�ll Rachel say?”
 “Noth�ng,” sa�d Carol. “She knows you too well.”

 At eleven twenty-five, the telephone buzzing beside his pillow 
jolted Lefty Scaevola awake. In the dark, the red button of the se-
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cure l�ne was bl�nk�ng at h�m. He l�fted the rece�ver and punched 
the button. “Yeah?”—h�s vo�ce th�ck w�th sleep—“Who �s �t?”
 A man’s vo�ce, h�gh-p�tched w�th suppressed exc�tement. 
“Lefty? This is Nick. Nick Dellanotte. I got bad news. About 
Johnny, Fingers, and Alfie. They’ve all been arrested—on a buncha 
charges.”
 It took a second to reg�ster. Then Lefty cr�ed “Oh hell!”
 H�s w�fe st�rred �n the bed bes�de h�m, half-turned her face. 
“What’s wrong, G�useppe?”
 “Noth�ng,” he snapped. “It’s just bus�ness. Go to sleep, 
Theresa.” Then, �nto the mouthp�ece: ”Hang on, N�ck. I’m go�ng to 
another phone.” He punched the HOLD button viciously, hauled 
h�mself out of bed and, �n h�s bare feet, padded down the hall to 
the little room he called his study. He flopped into a chair at the 
desk, reached �nto a drawer for the secure phone, and act�vated �t. 
“Okay, N�ck. Tell me.”
 “About an hour ago they were arrested on The Block. Johnny 
and Alfie had started a fight in a porno bookstore—just a second—
here it is: the Exotica Book & Filmstore—”
 “Is �t one of ours?”
 “Yeah, �t’s one of the group run by Star-Spangled Amusements. 
Well, anyway, they wrecked the place, and Johnny shot out the 
front w�ndow.”
 “What the hell happened?”
 “Well, they were chas�ng some woman, and she ran �nto the 
store, and they followed her �n—”
 “What became of the woman?”
 “She got away. Nobody could find a trace of her. Musta got out 
the back door.”
 Lefty began rubb�ng h�s forehead as a dull throbb�ng began 
just above h�s eyes. “They really trashed the place,” N�ck cont�n-
ued. “Then Johnny got bonked w�th a Coke bottle, and the manag-
ers took Alfie. And then the cops found Fingers in the back of one 
of Benno’s trucks—Benno’s name as b�g as l�fe on the s�des. F�ngers 
was just s�tt�ng there—crying, �f you can bel�eve �t. And the cops 
got h�s gun—the Spec�al w�th the s�lencer. It was the wrong gun 
for them to get, �f you know what I mean.” Lefty sa�d noth�ng, try-
ing to cope with the horrific pain that had begun stabbing him in 
the stomach. “You remember,” N�ck hastened on, “that problem 
last year that took out Super�ntendent—”
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 “I get your dr�ft,” Lefty gasped at h�m through clenched teeth. 
He fumbled open the desk drawer, uncapped a bottle and began 
chewing a handful of antacid tablets. Day by day the pains were 
gett�ng worse. Lefty took a p�pe from a rack on the desk and began 
b�t�ng on the stem. “And the woman got away?”
 “Yeah. She ev�dently was �n the truck and jumped out. God 
knows what all she d�d to F�ngers. Broke h�s arm, that’s for sure.”
 “Tell the manager of Exotica Bookstore not to file a com-
pla�nt,” sa�d Lefty.
 “He already has,” sa�d N�ck. “And the pol�ce have a str�ng of 
the�r own charges, too.”
 Lefty leaned back �n h�s cha�r, h�s eyes squeezed shut. The 
pa�n had subs�ded, but only barely. “When they go to court,” he 
said, “bail them out, whatever it takes. Don’t let ’em stay in jail.” 
He paused for a long moment, gnaw�ng the p�pestem. “And come 
see me in the office tomorrow. About ten. Nick, you been with the 
Organ�zat�on a long t�me. And you’ve been a good worker. I th�nk 
you’re overdue for a promot�on.”

 When Trntl arr�ved at the Macready Hotel shortly before one 
�n the morn�ng, Torvald let her �nto her room. Carol was s�tt�ng on 
the bed nurs�ng her sk�nned knees.
 “Welcome back,” sa�d Carol. “Some people have all the luck. 
You m�ssed another attempt on your l�fe wh�le you were gone.”
 “Trntl d�dn’t have all the luck,” Torvald sa�d to Carol. “You 
had your share.” To Trntl he sa�d, “Scaevola’s people nearly suc-
ceeded �n k�ll�ng N. F. Trntl under the name of Carol Brown.”
 “How could that happen? Torell� knows me!”
 “It wasn’t Torell�,” Carol sa�d. “It wasn’t George. It was F�ngers 
and two of h�s fr�ends.” She told her story �n great deta�l. “They 
wanted �t to look l�ke an acc�dent,” she concluded. “A s�mple h�t 
would’ve been much more efficient. And here,” she added, hand-
�ng Trntl an open pack of c�garettes, “these are yours. I never 
thought I’d see the day I’d be glad you smoked—but they came �n 
very handy.” She took one c�garette from the pack and lodged �t 
beh�nd her ear. “I’ll keep one for a souven�r, put �t w�th my keep-
sakes.”
 “Maybe I should carry pepper spray,” Trntl sa�d. She l�t one of 
the cigarettes. “Of course, Detective Adcock was the only person 
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who knew that I was stay�ng at th�s hotel �n a room reg�stered to 
you. F�ngers and h�s fr�ends had to get the�r �nformat�on some-
where.”
 “Somebody tr�ed to bug th�s phone,” Carol rem�nded her. 
“And they knew we’d changed hotels.”
 “Adcock aga�n,” sa�d Trntl. “Not that he bugged us, necessar-
�ly. But that he knew.”
 “Unless we were bugged at the Cavend�sh also,” Torvald sa�d. 
“And that’s how they knew we’d moved.”
 “But why d�d they want �t to look l�ke an acc�dent?” Trntl 
mused. “The first time, they’d have been satisfied with a disap-
pearance. The second t�me, they went for a convent�onal h�t. Ah! 
of course. They’re afra�d of what I m�ght say at the �nquest to-
morrow. Name-dropp�ng and theory-sp�nn�ng.” She gave a wry 
chuckle. “I’ll see what I can do to real�ze the�r worst fears.”
 “As for the cadenza,” sa�d Torvald, “s�nce we haven’t heard 
from the ‘publ�sher’s’ people who approached us at Bracebeam’s, 
we don’t know �f they’re st�ll �nterested. But late th�s afternoon we 
got a call from the second party who advert�sed �n the Sun—the 
‘mus�colog�st.’ He wanted to meet w�th us �mmed�ately, but s�nce 
I thought you ought to be present, I put h�m off t�ll e�ght-th�rty 
ton�ght.”
 “Oho,” sa�d Trntl. “Bracebeam’s aga�n?”
 “No, a Ch�nese restaurant th�s t�me: the House of Wang.”

 At two o’clock that Monday afternoon, in accord with 
Zyzynski’s instructions, Mr. Meggs had flown into Baltimore in 
one of the private jets, and Marco had driven him to the Macready 
Hotel. In the seclus�on of the�r room, Ch�p and Jerry had br�efed 
h�m on the appearance, hab�ts, and �nvest�gat�ve style of Trntl and 
her assoc�ates. They showed h�m the ad they’d placed �n the Sun; 
they showed him the response Trntl had sent to their post office 
box. They caut�oned h�m that the ent�re gamb�t m�ght be a hoax 
des�gned s�mply to see who else wanted the cadenza. In h�s dry, 
featureless vo�ce, Mr. Meggs expla�ned to them that Mr. Zyzynsk� 
was aware of that poss�b�l�ty; but s�nce Trntl had already met w�th 
another group who’d placed an ad, the assumpt�on of a hoax could 
not be r�sked. “It may be that they have found the cadenza, and are 
w�ll�ng to sell �t to the h�ghest b�dder.”
 “We don’t th�nk they’ve found �t yet,” Ch�p sa�d.
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 “Perhaps not,” sa�d Mr. Meggs. “But �f they have—? And �f 
the other group should obta�n �t—?” He stared at each of them, �n 
turn, h�s eyes l�dless and blank beh�nd h�s r�mless glasses. “Jerry, 
I understand that you mon�tored the meet�ng they had w�th the 
other group. Describe our rivals, please.”
 “There were two of them,” sa�d Jerry. “I was �n d�sgu�se. The 
one who actually talked to Trntl’s associate Grimsson was five-
foot-six, about thirty-five, with brown hair, cut short. He had a 
ch�pped front tooth. The other was a tall blond woman about the 
same age who d�dn’t stay for the conversat�on. She’s the one who’s 
been follow�ng Trntl: she wears des�gner clothes and carr�es Gucc� 
handbags.”
 “Ch�pped tooth,” sa�d Mr. Meggs. “You must have got qu�te 
close to h�m.”
 “I pretended to be a drunk and stumbled aga�nst h�m wh�le he 
was look�ng at photocop�es of the manuscr�pt. Though I had only 
a br�ef gl�mpse, �t looked l�ke the real th�ng to me.”
 Mr. Meggs tw�ce cl�cked h�s tongue. “Photocop�es: not good. 
Mr. Zyzynsk� can’t tolerate there be�ng cop�es.”
 “Part�cularly when we don’t know how many sets there may 
be,” sa�d Ch�p.
 Mr. Meggs folded h�s hands on the tabletop. “Any agreement 
we reach must �nclude the purchase of the or�g�nal and all cop�es. 
I don’t l�ke th�s at all; �t’s gett�ng very messy.”
 “It’s been messy from the start,” sa�d Jerry, then held h�s 
tongue as he saw Marco and Ch�p frown�ng at h�m, shak�ng the�r 
heads.
 “I am here,” sa�d Mr. Meggs, “to be the contact person. They 
don’t know me, and they’ll never see me aga�n. They m�ght recog-
n�ze one of you s�nce you’ve been follow�ng them for so long. Also, 
you may be hav�ng to deal w�th them �n the future. G�ve me the 
number; I’ll make the call. If they don’t w�sh to meet w�th me, we’ll 
know that they may have dec�ded to treat w�th the other group. In 
wh�ch case, you’ll have to come up w�th an alternat�ve plan.”
 When he answered the call, Torvald had assumed that the 
Bracebeam respondent was mak�ng a second approach follow�ng 
consultat�on. Then, w�th a shock, he’d real�zed that th�s was a d�f-
ferent respondent altogether.
 “Yes, I’ll be happy to meet w�th you to d�scuss the Farr�ngford 
manuscr�pt �n my possess�on,” Torvald sa�d. “You’re the second 
party to express �nterest.”
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 “Can we meet ton�ght?”
 “Let’s meet at e�ght-th�rty tomorrow n�ght—Tuesday—at 
the House of Wang, a Ch�nese restaurant two blocks east of the 
Macready Hotel. I’ll be seated at a table or a booth wear�ng a wh�te 
scarf and an astrakhan.”  
 “E�ght-th�rty,” sa�d the other. “I shall be wear�ng a tweed over-
coat and a cloth cap.”
 After hanging up, Mr. Meggs had briefed Marco, Jerry, and 
Chip on what had been said. Then, retiring to a chair by the win-
dow, he’d spent a few minutes looking out at the city before me-
thodically trimming and filing his nails.
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Chapter  29
March 10      (Tuesday)      

 Tuesday morn�ng found Trntl edgy and out of sorts. She 
sk�pped breakfast, consent�ng only to a cup of black coffee; the 
plate of Danish pastries Torvald brought to the table gazed at her 
l�ke host�le eyes—wh�ch she found, to her d�scomfort, she couldn’t 
stare down. If another attempt were to be made on her l�fe, �t 
would undoubtedly come before her test�mony at today’s �nquest. 
“Maybe when �t’s over, I’ll feel l�ke hav�ng a b�g lunch,” she told 
herself.
 Carol agreed to stay �n the hotel room by the phone, and 
Torvald accompan�ed Trntl to the �nquest. He drove her r�ght to 
the courthouse door; she darted from the car across the s�dewalk 
�nto the bu�ld�ng and hugged the wall t�ll she reached the coroner’s 
su�te.
 There weren’t many people present to w�tness the proceed-
ings. A group of police officers, including Detective Adcock; 
several men �n bus�ness su�ts whom she d�dn’t know; Crandall 
N�epagen-Scholles, cheek-pouches full, po�ntedly �gnor�ng her. A 
man and woman look�ng qu�te d�straught, who (she later learned) 
were Stephan�e’s parents. Mr. Eggleston, �ll at ease �n a brown p�n-
str�ped su�t; Mrs. Gresham, rouged and powdered, decked out �n 
her Sunday best.
 The findings of the inquest were predictable. Stephanie had 
died from two gunshot wounds from a single weapon inflicted by 
an unknown assailant during an invasion of her home. Officers 
testified that the door had been forced and the room searched. 
That the v�ct�m had apparently just returned from the outs�de, 
s�nce she was wear�ng overcoat and earmuffs and was surrounded 
by unopened mail. Mrs. Gresham testified that there had been 
commot�on and runn�ng up the sta�rs. Mr. Eggleston helped to 
establ�sh the t�me the shoot�ng occurred (and became qu�te emo-
t�onal when descr�b�ng the d�scovery of Stephan�e’s body). 
 Trntl took the stand, corroborated Eggleston’s account, 
and—determ�ned to express her v�ews—asserted that, �n her 
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opinion, the shooting was definitely linked to the theft of the 
Farr�ngford Cadenza from Morr�s Wa�te’s apartment, h�s mur-
der, and Stephan�e’s d�scovery of what she at least thought was 
the cadenza subsequent to Morr�s’s death. Her presentat�on was 
hurr�ed and more muddled than she l�ked, but she d�d manage to 
get out the names Tony Scaevola and Angelo Torell� before the 
coroner stopped her. “M�ss Trntl,” he sa�d, “th�s proceed�ng �s not 
a cr�m�nal tr�al; �t’s an �nqu�ry �nto the c�rcumstances and cause 
of a particular death. We are concerned with findings of fact, not 
conjecture. If you have �nformat�on or ev�dence that w�ll ass�st the 
pol�ce �n the�r cr�m�nal �nvest�gat�on, please g�ve �t to them. I must 
rule aga�nst the a�r�ng of your theor�es and speculat�ons here.”
 A rout�ne �nqu�ry; open and shut. And thus was Stephan�e 
cons�gned to the category of bus�ness-as-usual. Angry, Trntl con-
cluded her test�mony and stood down. Throughout, she observed 
that two men �n the back row were scrut�n�z�ng her �ntently w�th 
immobile faces. Both were in overcoats. One had a fly-away shock 
of jet-black ha�r and a small mustache. The other was tall, th�n, 
and extremely w�ry, w�th a square-ch�seled jaw, cold gray eyes, 
and the r�ght s�de of h�s mouth drawn up �n a perpetual half-sm�le. 
Crandy N�epagen-Scholles was wh�sper�ng to a suave gray-ha�red 
man who had the appearance of an attorney. (Probably G�useppe 
Scaevola’s, Trntl thought.)
 After park�ng the car, Torvald had come �n and made a po�nt 
of scrut�n�z�ng everybody.
 The �nquest over, people began gather�ng up the�r th�ngs 
and preparing to leave. Without rising from his chair, Detective 
Adcock beckoned Trntl over. She leaned down, and he sa�d very 
qu�etly: “It m�ght �nterest you to know that, as the result of an 
internal investigation, Detective Price has been suspended—with 
pay. A hearing will follow later this month. This is confidential 
�nformat�on, and my shar�ng �t w�th you could cost my job �f you 
aren’t d�screet. I’m tell�ng you only because I have a strong feel�ng 
that you th�nk I’ve been a rotten apple all along, and I don’t w�sh 
to be thought of that way.”
 “Yes, �t does �nterest me—very much.”
 “It m�ght further �nterest you to know that, as far as we can 
determ�ne, both Angelo Torell� and George F�occo have d�sap-
peared.”
 “Wyom�ng seems to be popular th�s t�me of year,” sa�d Trntl. 
“I understand the fish are biting.”
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 “Yes,” sa�d Adcock, “they well may be.”
 “Now,” Trntl cont�nued, “�f you could g�ve me one more b�t 
of �nformat�on, I’d be much beholden.” He ra�sed h�s eyebrows. 
“Who are those two men �n overcoats �n the back row?”
 Adcock turned h�s head and casually surveyed them as they 
moved along the wall toward the door. “The dark-ha�red one w�th 
the mustache is Nick Dellanotte; he manages a local lumber yard 
and s�ts on the C�t�zens’ Adv�sory Comm�ttee for Urban Renewal. 
The other one I don’t know.”
 “N�ck o’ the N�ght, eh?” sa�d Trntl. “If I should happen to have 
a fatal acc�dent, do check h�m out. He’s been memor�z�ng my face, 
and h�s pal’s been tak�ng notes. And who’s that gray-ha�red man 
talk�ng to Crandy N�epagen-Scholles? Scaevola’s lawyer?”
 Adcock craned h�s head to look where her eyes po�nted. All 
�t took was a glance; he gave a l�ttle laugh. “Goodness, no, M�ss 
Trntl. That’s Judge McPhee.”
 “He has beady l�ttle eyes,” sa�d Trntl. She began button�ng her 
coat. “Thanks for the �nformat�on.”
 “Scaevola’s lawyer,” sa�d Adcock, “�s the fat man w�th the ma-
roon t�e s�tt�ng by the w�ndow.”
 “Goodbye,” sa�d Trntl. She started for the door where Torvald 
was wa�t�ng, but Mrs. Gresham stopped her w�th a l�ttle wave. 
“M�ss Trntl, I’d l�ke for you to meet Stephan�e’s parents, Mr. 
and Mrs. S�mms from Scranton. Th�s �s M�ss Trntl, a fr�end of 
Stephan�e’s, and a fr�end of m�ne.”
 There was no way out of �t. Trntl shook hands w�th each of 
them, murmur�ng condolences.
 They were glad to meet Stephan�e’s fr�ends; they d�dn’t know 
a great deal about her l�fe �n Balt�more; she’d been a pr�vate per-
son. The�r daughter’s death had devastated them, and the mystery 
surround�ng �t had nearly dr�ven them crazy. Trntl was a pr�vate 
detective hired to find the Farringford Cadenza, wasn’t that right? 
It seemed clear that the cadenza had someth�ng to do w�th her 
death. Trntl’s test�mony had aroused the�r cur�os�ty: d�d she know 
someth�ng about Stephan�e’s murder that she d�dn’t get to say?
 “I th�nk she s�mply knew too much about the or�g�nal theft,” 
sa�d Trntl, “and the forces at work felt they had to s�lence her.” 
Stephan�e’s mother reached for her handkerch�ef, and her fa-
ther cont�nued talk�ng: the on-s�te �nvest�gat�on was completed, 
and the pol�ce had unsealed Stephan�e’s apartment; he and Mrs. 
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S�mms were now respons�ble for clean�ng out Stephan�e’s th�ngs, 
dec�d�ng what to keep, and pack�ng those th�ngs up for transport 
to Scranton. An appall�ng task: they d�dn’t really know where to 
beg�n, but would start th�s afternoon, r�ght after lunch.
 Trntl se�zed upon th�s as an opportun�ty to sat�sfy herself that 
the cadenza was not �n fact st�ll h�dden away �n Stephan�e’s apart-
ment—a poss�b�l�ty that had been nagg�ng at her s�nce the murder. 
“Would you m�nd �f I v�s�ted Stephan�e’s room?” she asked. “I’d 
only look around to see if I could find the Farringford Cadenza or 
any trace of �t.”
 “Well, I don’t know,” the father sa�d. “We understand the ca-
denza’s �mportance—”
 “What do you th�nk, Mrs. Gresham?” Stephan�e’s mother 
asked.
 Mrs. Gresham sm�led. “It’s what Stephan�e would have want-
ed. M�ss Trntl �s ent�rely trustworthy, and was a true fr�end of 
your daughter. And I can vouch for her too; �t says good th�ngs of 
people �f they apprec�ate Nelson Eddy.”
 Mr. and Mrs. S�mms exchanged a thoughtful look. “We have 
no object�on,” the father sa�d. “We’ll be there about two o’clock,” 
the mother sa�d.
 “Thank you,” sa�d Trntl. “I won’t d�sturb anyth�ng. But as you 
know from today’s test�mony by the pol�ce, the apartment was 
thoroughly searched by the �ntruders.”
 It would be far better, Trntl dec�ded, to conduct her search 
alone, before the parents were underfoot and watch�ng. If all went 
well, she’d be through long before they arr�ved. She turned to Mrs. 
Gresham: “Do you and Mr. Eggleston have a ride home? We’d be 
happy to g�ve you a l�ft.”
 “Oh, that would be n�ce,” sa�d Mrs. Gresham. “We took a cab 
to get to the �nquest. I’ll be happy to make you both a sandw�ch �f 
you’d l�ke some lunch.”
 “I’d apprec�ate that,” sa�d Trntl. “You’re very k�nd.”
 “Do you want me to come with you to Stephanie’s apartment?” 
Torvald asked. “In case—you know.”
 Trntl thought for a moment. “I don’t th�nk �t’s necessary; we 
agreed that the real danger was before my test�mony at the �nquest. 
I’ve done what damage I could—wh�ch wasn’t much. It’s broad 
dayl�ght; I’ll be locked �ns�de the apartment house. Why don’t I 
take the car and come straight to the hotel when I’ve finished?”



366

 Thus �t was that, ten m�nutes later, Trntl had dropped Torvald 
at the hotel and was dr�v�ng the super�ntendent and Mrs. Gresham 
back to the apartment bu�ld�ng. Mr. Eggleston was morose and 
s�lent, ch�n sunk on h�s chest as he slumped �n the car seat. Mrs. 
Gresham had the need to talk.
 “I’ve never been to an �nquest before, and I d�dn’t know what 
to expect. I found �t very depress�ng, M�ss Trntl. Stephan�e was 
such a lovely person, so warm and full of h�gh sp�r�ts—and none 
of that seemed to matter to anybody. Everyth�ng was so cold and 
scientific! Unfeeling, as though Stephanie wasn’t a person with 
wonderful qual�t�es, but just a problem to be solved.”
 “An inquest is a fact-finding procedure,” Trntl said, her irri-
tat�on w�th the procedure well�ng up yet once aga�n, “concerned 
only w�th establ�sh�ng cause and c�rcumstances of death. The dead 
person’s qual�t�es are bes�de the po�nt.”
 “It must’ve been awful for Stephan�e’s parents,” Mrs. Gresham 
went on. “They were travel�ng �n Europe when she was shot, and 
were called back. They’re so bew�ldered and angry, and they’ve 
got the funeral to plan, and her belong�ngs to sort through.” They 
were mov�ng north on Charles toward the Wash�ngton Monument 
and Mount Vernon Place.
 Mrs. Gresham pulled a handkerch�ef from her purse and be-
gan w�p�ng her eyes. “It’s so unfair! She was k�nd and generous, a 
good student. Every day after her classes, she’d walk home from 
the Inst�tute through these l�ttle parks. She loved the pool, the stat-
ues. She’d talk to people s�tt�ng on the benches. And she loved the 
Monument there—” �t towered above them as they c�rcled round 
�ts base “—w�th �ts w�nd�ng sta�r �ns�de. She wanted me to go up 
w�th her, but I never would.”
 “I went up once,” Mr. Eggleston sa�d. “All the way to the top. 
Two hundred and twenty-e�ght marble steps. My leg muscles 
ached for a week.”
 Hav�ng crossed Monument Street, Trntl turned r�ght onto 
the cont�nuat�on of Charles. There were no park�ng spaces near 
the apartment bu�ld�ng, so Trntl let the two of them out and went 
round the block.
 On Monument Street, she parked fac�ng west just past the 
�ntersect�on w�th Charles. She only had a long block to walk, 
and the parks that formed the boulevard were empty of people. 
Nevertheless, w�th a watchfulness that had become hab�t dur�ng 
the past week, she moved qu�ckly, all senses alert, tw�ce glanc�ng 
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over her shoulder, and survey�ng the �nter�or of each parked car 
long before she reached it. No Angelo Torellis or Nick Dellanottes 
emerged from doorways to accost her.
 She hurr�ed up the steps of Stephan�e’s apartment bu�ld�ng 
and pressed Mr. Eggleston’s buzzer. The �nner door buzzed back 
at her, and as she entered the foyer, the super�ntendent stepped 
�nto the hall. “Come on �n. I’ll g�ve you the key to Stephan�e’s 
apartment.”
 When she walked �nto h�s l�v�ng room the blue and yellow par-
rot was gnaw�ng w�th h�s beak on the w�res of h�s cage; �mmed�-
ately he cocked h�s eye at her, then reared back and, �n what Trntl 
took to be a d�st�nctly �nsult�ng tone, croaked “H�ya honey.”
 “Shut up, Rossett�,” Mr. Eggleston sa�d. “She a�n’t �nterested 
�n your k�nd.” Wh�le he crossed to a wallboard that conta�ned keys 
hang�ng on hooks, he not�ced her observ�ng the room’s clutter, 
the Sunday newspaper scrambled on the couch, the scrolls of dust 
feathered beneath the coffee table, the smeared rema�ns of at least 
two meals on blue plast�c plates—and, as he handed her the key, 
he sa�d, “Sorry about the mess �n here. I just haven’t had the heart 
to tidy up since—the trouble last week. Well, you know how to find 
Stephan�e’s apartment. I hope you don’t care �f I don’t go up w�th 
you. Prefer to stay here, maybe get some clean�ng done.”
 “That’s fine,” said Trntl. “I don’t much like going up there my-
self. I’ll br�ng the key back.” (Thank goodness; she d�dn’t want him 
underfoot e�ther.)
 After knock�ng gently at Mrs. Gresham’s door Trntl had to 
wa�t for a long moment—l�sten�ng to scurry�ng sounds from �n-
side—before the door opened and her hostess, a bright flowered 
apron cover�ng her Sunday dress, �nv�ted her �n. Mrs. Gresham 
was flushed and short of breath. “I’ve made some tuna salad,” she 
sa�d, tak�ng Trntl’s coat. “I hope you don’t m�nd �t w�th chopped 
celery and hard-bo�led eggs.”
 “Oh no, that’s fine,” said Trntl.
 “Make yourself comfortable. I’ll just pop some bread �nto the 
toaster.” She bustled back out to the k�tchen. “I’ve got some water 
bo�l�ng. Would you prefer tea or �nstant coffee?”
 “Tea,” sa�d Trntl. “Is there anyth�ng I can do to help?”
 “No, you just s�t down and relax.”
 Mrs. Gresham’s apartment, unl�ke the super�ntendent’s, was 
met�culously clean and well-ordered. Trntl sat on the plush sofa 
and began leafing through an issue of The Christian Missionary. 
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She’d just made the trans�t�on from a school �n N�ger�a to a hosp�-
tal �n Paraguay when Mrs. Gresham beckoned her from the k�tch-
en door, and Trntl found a further trans�t�on—from tuberculos�s 
to tuna salad—most welcome.
 “I’ve been th�nk�ng about what you sa�d the other day,” Mrs. 
Gresham sa�d, when they were seated at the l�ttle table �n the 
k�tchen. “As to whom Stephan�e m�ght have g�ven the cadenza for 
safekeep�ng. If she wasn’t able to get �t to you or her professor 
fr�end, and she d�dn’t get �t to me, then I can’t th�nk of anyone else 
she knew well enough.”
 The speech had begun on such a prom�s�ng note that Trntl 
felt a bit let down at the finish. Still— “That’s what I suspected,” 
she said. “I have reason to think her killer didn’t find it in her 
apartment. In her note to me, she sa�d the cadenza was locked 
�n Morr�s’s br�efcase. If she somehow got �t out of the br�efcase, 
it might still be concealed in her apartment, in a place difficult 
to find, or else—like Poe’s purloined letter—in a place so obvious 
no one would expect to find it there. We’re told the manuscript 
�s several sheets of mus�c paper. It could be m�xed �n w�th other 
mus�cal scores, or feas�bly d�tched �n a wastebasket l�ke trash. It 
could be sealed �n an envelope, or rolled up t�ghtly �nto a th�n tube 
or cyl�nder.”
 “And �f Stephan�e’s parents came across �t wh�le clean�ng 
out her th�ngs, they wouldn’t know �t for what �t �s,” sa�d Mrs. 
Gresham.
 “I’m afra�d you’re r�ght,” sa�d Trntl.
 “I hope you find it,” said Mrs. Gresham.
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Chapter  30
 
 When Trntl opened Stephan�e’s door, she was met by stale a�r 
and a profound empt�ness. Someone had pulled the bl�nd of the 
s�ngle w�ndow, and the room was d�m. Need�ng all the l�ght she 
could get, Trntl sw�tched on the bulbs �n the V�ctor�an chandel�er, 
and the s�ckly gleam that came through the morn�ng-glory (or tu-
l�p) shades revealed even worse d�sarray than she remembered. 
Cross�ng to the k�tchenette to ra�se the w�ndow bl�nd, she was 
jolted by the irregular chalk mark on the floor outlining the posi-
t�on of Stephan�e’s body. “How gross of the pol�ce,” she thought, 
“to leave that for the parents to find.” She skirted the outline and 
ra�sed the bl�nd. Stephan�e’s unopened ma�l lay neatly stacked on 
the k�tchen counter. Trntl opened the w�ndow a couple of �nches 
to a�r the room.
 During the next half hour she made a thorough search, be-
g�nn�ng w�th the wastebaskets, the refr�gerator and freezer, and 
the k�tchen cab�nets. Someone had removed the garbage from the 
pa�l bes�de the stove. M�lk and cottage cheese were go�ng sour �n 
the fr�dge, a loaf of bread �n the cupboard was blue w�th mold. 
She looked �n the oven, beh�nd the stove, on the unders�des of 
table, cha�rs, and drawers. She looked �n all the storage can�sters, 
and the tall boxes of detergent on the off-chance that the manu-
scr�pt had been rolled up and shoved �nto the powered soap. After 
look�ng under the large throw rug, she opened up the sofa bed 
and l�nen closet and exam�ned them closely. Noth�ng under the 
bed sheets or between the stacked towels. Tak�ng the throw rug to 
the k�tchenette, she spread �t neatly to h�de the chalked outl�ne; �f 
Stephan�e’s parents d�dn’t look under �t, they’d never know.
 Next she turned her attent�on to the heaps of sheet mus�c, 
magaz�nes, and record jackets ly�ng about. Stephan�e’s treasures 
from her forag�ng �n secondhand shops; the V�ctrola, the old p�-
ano rolls; the old hymnals and yellow�ng ed�t�ons of sent�mental 
songs from �9�0. Ethelbert Nev�n and Amy Beach, V�ctor Herbert 
and John Ph�l�p Sousa. The th�ck albums of phonograph records—
all 78’s: Koussev�tsky, Caruso, Brewster, John McCormack, 
Nell�e Melba, Fr�tz Kre�sler, and Haydn’s Creation. No cadenza 
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stashed between the cardboard covers or folded �nto the paper 
sleeves. Sp�ral notebooks full of classroom jott�ngs, a portfol�o of 
Stephan�e’s own exerc�ses �n theory and compos�t�on. Stacks of 
old per�od�cals: The Etude; The Piano Teacher; Music, Maestro! 
Magazine. What a jumble, and clearly rummaged through prev�-
ously by someone else. Most of the books had been tumbled from 
the built-in shelves onto the floor, but a few short rows remained 
stand�ng �n place. Trntl ran her hand beh�nd these, found only 
sp�der webs—except on the th�rd shelf down, toward the end of 
the case. There, beh�nd a run of paperback volumes of ghost and 
horror stor�es, she found a small th�ck�sh book ly�ng on �ts s�de, up 
aga�nst the wall. No cobwebs, e�ther. She pulled �t out: Stephan�e’s 
d�ary.
 “Jackpot!” thought Trntl. She should have guessed that 
Stephan�e would keep a d�ary. Would �t supply the “key”?
 She opened �t from the back, thumbed through the blank pag-
es t�ll she found an entry dated almost a week before Stephan�e’s 
death.

 FEBRUARY �5. Ton�ght Morr�s and I went to 
the film series and saw Casablanca. It cd of been 
such a wonderful even�ng, but M spo�led �t by 
b�tch�ng about my relat�onsh�p w�th Ted. It got 
really nasty. He used to be so much fun, but now 
all he does �s grumble and wh�ne. Honestly, he’s 
just l�ke a ch�ld! But Ted �s so mature! If he knew I 
was st�ll see�ng M, he wouldn’t be jealous. I know 
he wdn’t. And he needs me. He needs someone 
to talk to, to share h�s hopes w�th, someone who 
apprec�ates the work he’s do�ng on Brahms. Mrs. 
P can’t talk to h�m about the th�ngs nearest h�s 
heart. She doesnt understand the real �mportance 
of h�s work and doesnt care. Ted’s so lonely. I’m 
glad I can comfort h�m and make h�m feel good 
about h�mself. He calls me h�s “l�ttle M�ss F�x-
�t”. I just w�sh he had as much energy as M. But I 
guess that’s not so �mportant when you cons�der 
all the other th�ngs he has to offer. Bes�des, �f I 
can get M off th�s jealousy th�ng, I’ll st�ll have h�m 
on week-ends!
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 Trntl forced herself to go on reading. The final entries re-
counted Stephan�e’s d�scovery of the cadenza at F�negold’s Flea-
Market, and her shock and d�smay on hear�ng of the burglary at 
Pett�grew’s house. Sk�mm�ng qu�ckly entry by entry to the front of 
the book, Trntl found that, for the most part, the d�ary recorded 
the ongo�ng drama of Stephan�e’s love l�fe; there was a great deal 
about squabbles and reconciliations, flights of the tattooed blue-
b�rd, tenn�s games on autumn afternoons, the �nsens�t�v�ty and 
base cruelt�es of Mrs. P, la�d-back summer p�cn�cs w�th Morr�s at 
Patapsco Park, the fever�sh thr�lls of the New Haven Convent�on 
where she and Ted had “real n�fty adjo�n�ng rooms.” A marvelous 
memento, Trntl thought, for Stephanie’s parents to find as they 
cleaned out her apartment. Stephan�e told �t all.
 Well, Trntl would take the d�ary w�th her when she left, would 
go through �t carefully, at le�sure, hunt�ng for some h�nt, some clue 
that would �dent�fy the “Spec�al Place” and �llum�nate “the Key 
Hole—get �t?” And then she’d d�screetly destroy the d�ary so that 
�t wouldn’t be ava�lable to embarrass anybody. Trntl sl�pped the 
book into the pocket of her coat and quickly finished her search 
of the apartment. When she locked the door beh�nd her and went 
downstairs to return the key to Mr. Eggleston, she was satisfied 
that the cadenza was not �n Stephan�e’s apartment, and that �t 
probably never had been.

 Trntl was espec�ally pleased w�th Torvald’s cho�ce of meet-
�ng-place. She staved off her hunger w�th a candy bar and bag of 
potato ch�ps, and prepared herself for a lusc�ous Ch�nese meal 
at Dinch’s expense. They arrived at the House of Wang at ten till 
eight, Torvald entering first and selecting a booth halfway to the 
rear. Trntl and Carol entered three m�nutes later and chose a table 
near the door—a spot conven�ently separated from the ma�n body 
of tables by an open-work carved screen. For a Tuesday n�ght, the 
place was fa�rly crowded; from the�r vantage po�nt, they could 
survey the ent�re room through the screen w�thout be�ng greatly 
v�s�ble themselves. Ideal. Trntl ordered a large bowl of hot and 
sour soup for the two of them and then stud�ed everyone �n the 
restaurant.
 “See anyone you know?” Carol asked. “I don’t.”
 “Bullneck �sn’t here,” she answered—“and I don’t see Blond�e 
or L�ttlefellow.”
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 Carol said, “Down at the far end there’s another screen like 
ours—w�th people beh�nd �t.”
 Wh�le wa�t�ng for the�r food, they cont�nued to observe the 
people who came and went and the wh�te-jacketed wa�ters cr�ss-
crossing among the tables. During the soup, five couples entered, 
and three left. For the�r entreés, Trntl ordered pork, Carol shr�mp. 
Across the room, Torvald sat w�eld�ng h�s chopst�cks w�th great 
rel�sh over a large mound of someth�ng-or-other.
 “The shr�mp’s good,” sa�d Carol.
 “So’s the pork,” sa�d Trntl. “Want to share?” They shared.
 Two Roman Cathol�c pr�ests came �n—the taller, a strapp�ng 
fellow w�th a bush of wh�te ha�r and a roll�ng ga�t, the shorter—
push�ng before h�m a rotund belly—a b�t on the dumpy s�de, gray-
ha�red and us�ng a cane. Engaged �n earnest d�scourse, they took 
a table some twenty feet from the women and ordered egg-drop 
soup.
 At eight-twenty-five, when Carol and Trntl had nearly finished 
eat�ng, the door opened and a small, portly man �n a tweed over-
coat and cloth cap stepped �n. He looked around sharply, saw 
Torvald �n h�s wh�te scarf and astrakhan s�pp�ng tea, and crossed 
to h�m �mmed�ately.

 Torvald looked up casually as the man jo�ned h�m �n the booth, 
fac�ng h�m across the fortune cook�e on �ts wh�te saucer.
 “Good even�ng,” sa�d Torvald. “Are you the man I talked to on 
the phone?”
 “That’s r�ght. I understand you possess a Farr�ngford man-
uscr�pt. A late work, you sa�d �n your response to my advert�se-
ment.”
 “And never publ�shed. I take �t you’re a publ�sher?”
 “No. I’m represent�ng a noted mus�colog�st—or, to be more 
prec�se—a consort�um of mus�colog�sts. I have been author�zed to 
make �nqu�r�es as to prec�sely what �t �s you have to sell, and �f 
terms are agreeable, to purchase �t from you for cash.”
 Torvald made mental notes of the man’s appearance. He was 
a w�zened gnome, extremely short, w�th an exceed�ngly th�n and 
po�nted nose, the sk�n of h�s face cross-hatched w�th deep l�nes 
and creases. Beh�nd r�mless lenses, steel-blue eyes stared un-
bl�nk�ng; the sph�ncter of h�s mouth was a t�ght pucker. On the 
table before h�m, h�s hands rested plump and pawl�ke, corrugated 
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w�th prom�nent blue ve�ns and freckled w�th age-spots. H�s na�ls 
gl�stened as though pa�nted w�th clear lacquer.
 “As I sa�d on the phone,” Torvald cont�nued, “I’ve already been 
contacted by another party who w�shes to buy the manuscr�pt.”
 “If the �tem �s the lost cadenza to the F�fth P�ano Concerto, I’m 
prepared to top the�r offer.”
 “It �s.”
 “Do you have it with you for me to examine?”
 Torvald produced the brown man�la envelope. “I have a pho-
tocopy; the or�g�nal �s not someth�ng I choose to carry about the 
streets.”
 “Any purchase would �nclude all sets of photocop�es,” sa�d the 
other. “What guarantees would we have that no other cop�es ex-
�st?”
 “You’d have my word on �t,” sa�d Torvald. “But surely the val-
ue of the purchase res�des �n the or�g�nal manuscr�pt.”
 The other was s�lent for a long moment. “Let me see what you 
have.”
 Torvald took the sheets from the envelope and passed them 
across the table. The gnome stud�ed them carefully w�th a magn�-
fy�ng glass. Torvald poured h�mself another cup of tea. A wa�ter ap-
proached the table and stood expectantly bes�de the sharp-nosed 
man, who had not removed h�s coat and cap. “Here’s a menu, s�r. 
Would you l�ke someth�ng from the bar?”
 The gnome waved the menu away w�thout look�ng at the wa�t-
er. “I won’t be stay�ng.” The wa�ter shrugged and left.
 “What’s your pr�ce?” the man asked Torvald.
 Torvald had pondered long how he’d answer th�s quest�on. 
“I’ve been offered one hundred thousand dollars. If you’d care to 
go above that, I’d feel obl�gated to tell the other party your offer to 
see �f he would w�sh to make a h�gher b�d.”
 The steel-blue eyes regarded h�m. The sph�ncter contracted, 
work�ng, then pushed out three words: “Two hundred thousand.”
 “Very well,” sa�d Torvald. “I’ll tell the other party of your offer 
and let you know h�s dec�s�on. How may I reach you?”
 “I w�ll call you at four o’clock tomorrow afternoon.” The 
gnome handed the papers back to Torvald, rose from h�s cha�r, 
and walked to the door w�thout look�ng back.
 Two tables from Trntl and Carol, the tall, wh�te-ha�red pr�est 
rose from his half-finished meal, whispered something to his 
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plump colleague, and followed after the tweed overcoat. The re-
ma�n�ng pr�est extracted a roll of b�lls from h�s coat pocket, la�d a 
twenty on the table, and heaved h�mself up. Lean�ng heav�ly on h�s 
cane, he rap�dly made h�s way across the room to Torvald’s table. 
He sl�d �nto the booth, hook�ng h�s cane over the table edge.
 Torvald set down h�s teacup. “Yes, Father, may I be of serv�ce 
to you?”
 The pr�est took off h�s glasses and leaned forward urgently. As 
he spoke, Torvald not�ced h�s ch�pped r�ght front �nc�sor. “When 
we talked three n�ghts ago, I sa�d that I had to consult w�th my 
employer. I have done so.”
 “You’ve ga�ned some we�ght s�nce then,” sa�d Torvald, “and 
gotten grayer.”
 “A necessary precaut�on,” sa�d the pr�est.
 “I’m glad you contacted me,” Torvald sa�d. “I was wonder�ng 
how I’d get �n touch w�th you before tomorrow afternoon. I’d be-
gun to th�nk you weren’t �nterested �n my offer.”
 “My employer �s �nterested,” sa�d the pr�est, “prov�ded that 
your pr�ce �s reasonable.”
 “I’ve received a firm offer from another party,” said Torvald, 
“and I’m prepared to let you know what �t �s, to see �f your publ�sh-
�ng fr�end would care to better �t.”
 “The amount—?”
 “Two hundred thousand dollars.”
 “I’m author�zed to say that my employer w�ll go—two hundred 
and fifty thousand.”
 “A quarter of a m�ll�on,” sa�d Torvald. “I’m obl�gated to let the 
other party know what you’ve sa�d. Call me tomorrow at four-th�r-
ty.”
 Wh�le th�s exchange was tak�ng place, Trntl observed �t close-
ly, try�ng to read the pr�est’s l�ps. Carol was more �nterested �n 
the couple—a tall�sh man w�th a dark brown mustache, and a 
rather pla�n red-ha�red woman �n extremely h�gh heels—who had 
emerged from beh�nd the screen at the far end of the room and 
were follow�ng the wh�te-ha�red pr�est out of the restaurant. As 
they passed the cash reg�ster by the door, the mustached man la�d 
his check and what looked to be a fifty-dollar bill on the counter 
and told the propr�etor. “Good meal. Keep the change.”
 They’d been gone no more than a m�nute when the plump 
pr�est left Torvald’s table and went stump�ng out w�th h�s cane. 
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Torvald finished his tea in a leisurely manner, flagged down the 
wa�ter and asked for h�s check. Trntl and Carol broke open the�r 
fortune cook�es and unrolled the sl�ps of paper they conta�ned. 
Carol’s read: “A stranger will soon bring adventure to you.” “Oh 
good,” she sa�d, “my l�fe has been so dull.” Trntl’s read: “You have 
strong opinions, but you’re not always right.” She gave a d�s-
gusted grunt. “One doesn’t need to be be told that by a fortune 
cook�e.”
 Carol sa�d, “Better a fortune cook�e than to hear �t from your 
fr�ends.” 
 They jo�ned Torvald on the s�dewalk. “If we actually had the 
cadenza,” he sa�d, “we’d be r�ch. The pr�ce �s up to a quarter of a 
m�ll�on.”
 “Did you recognize the man in the tweed overcoat?” Carol 
asked. “And who was the pr�est?”
 “No, I’d never seen Tweed Overcoat before,” sa�d Torvald. 
“He offered two hundred thousand. The pr�est was our old fr�end 
Littlefellow wearing a wig and lots of padding. He upped the first 
offer by fifty thousand. Overcoat will call me tomorrow at four, 
and I’ll tell h�m L�ttlefellow’s offer. L�ttlefellow w�ll call at four-
th�rty. Shall we see how h�gh the pr�ce w�ll go?”
 “Why not?” sa�d Carol. “But who’d be w�ll�ng to spend that 
k�nd of money for a p�ece of mus�c?”
 “Morgan Lat�mer would,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Perhaps people like h�m?” sa�d Torvald. ”Other r�ch folks 
who heard �t performed th�rty-four years ago?” There well m�ght 
be some of those, Trntl mused, th�nk�ng of Mrs. Sternberg.
 “Let’s look at �t from the�r po�nt of v�ew,” sa�d Carol. “They’re 
the ones who advert�sed. We just responded. We’ve not present-
ed ourselves as hold�ng �t for ransom. L�ttlefellow, Bullneck, and 
Blond�e know who we are and why we’re here. They must assume 
we’re betray�ng our cl�ents. Tweedcoat may not know that we’re 
detect�ves. But both groups worded the�r ads to obscure the fact 
that �t’s the cadenza they want. What sorts of people would be w�ll-
�ng to spend that much money yet be concerned w�th keep�ng the�r 
�dent�t�es secret?”
 “Collectors,” sa�d Trntl. “Whatever �ntr�ns�c value the man-
uscr�pt may have as a h�stor�cal document—�nk on paper �n 
Farr�ngford’s hand—�t’s nonetheless just a veh�cle for convey�ng 
the mus�c. In the manuscr�pt, the mus�c’s symbol�cally encoded, 
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or locked away, present only as potential �n the notes wr�tten on 
paper. To be actual�zed, �t has to be performed. The mus�c �tself 
�sn’t l�ke a pa�nt�ng or postage stamp or rare book that can be h�d-
den away and enjoyed for �ts own sake. To be apprec�ated, �t has 
to be heard. Mark Twa�n has a story—I th�nk �t’s “The Canvasser’s 
Tale”—about a man who collected echoes; to acqu�re them, he had 
to buy the mounta�ns that produced them. But �t wasn’t the moun-
ta�ns he wanted, �t was the echoes. G�ven the amount of money 
these people are w�ll�ng to pay, I don’t th�nk �t’s the manuscr�pt 
they want; I th�nk �t’s the music.”

 At twenty-two m�nutes after n�ne, �n h�s sh�rt sleeves, w�th a 
glass of m�neral water before h�m, Mr. Meggs placed a call from 
the Macready Hotel to V�ctor Zyzynsk� �n New York.
 “What did you find out?” Zyzynski asked. Since the previous 
even�ng when he’d learned of the meet�ng at the House of Wang, 
he’d been unable to concentrate on h�s work, spend�ng too much 
t�me pac�ng restlessly about h�s rooms, smok�ng too many c�gars 
and dr�nk�ng far too many wh�skey sours.
 “Per your �nstruct�ons,” sa�d Mr. Meggs, “I met w�th Trntl and 
Assoc�ates—one of them, actually—and saw a photocopy of a man-
uscr�pt for solo p�ano �nd�sputably �n Farr�ngford’s hand.”
 “A photocopy!” Abysmal s�nk�ngs of heart. “How many cop�es 
are there, Mr. Meggs? We must have the or�g�nal and all cop�es.”
 “I told h�m that. However, another �nterested party—the per-
son who placed the other ad, I presume—has already offered them 
a hundred thousand for the cadenza.”
 A hundred thousand! “It must be another Collector,” sa�d 
Zyzynsk�. Oh god! The Count! 
 “I offered two hundred thousand,” sa�d Mr. Meggs.
 “And—?”
 “They’ll tell the other party what I’ve offered, and I’m to call 
back aga�n at four o’clock tomorrow. I’m conv�nced they’re go�ng 
to m�lk th�s for all they can get.”
 “Are you absolutely sure they actually have the cadenza?” 
 “It certa�nly looks l�ke �t.”
 “The Count must not get �t. Go as h�gh as necessary. B�d �n 
large jumps; we’ll force h�m out of the runn�ng.”
 “Very well. You should know,” Mr. Meggs added, “that when I 
left the meet�ng, I was followed by a wh�te-ha�red Cathol�c pr�est. 
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On the street he was jo�ned by a dark-ha�red woman �n a fur 
coat.”
 “Trntl’s people?”
 “No. Trntl herself and her two assoc�ates were �n the restau-
rant. These people may be connected w�th the Other Collector. 
However, Marco was wa�t�ng for me �n the park�ng lot at the end 
of the block, and we gave them the sl�p. Ch�p and Jerry followed 
the woman.”

 “Not so fast!” Jerry whispered. “Running is hell in these spike 
heels!”
 Ch�p sa�d noth�ng, but dragged h�m along. Ahead, they saw the 
brown car w�th Marco and Mr. Meggs leav�ng the park�ng lot. The 
wh�te-ha�red pr�est and the woman �n the fur coat stood confer-
r�ng an�matedly on the s�dewalk. Then, apparently hav�ng reached 
a dec�s�on, the pr�est stepped �nto the street to ha�l a pass�ng cab. 
One pulled over, the pr�est cl�mbed �n, and the cab roared off on 
the ta�l of the brown car.
 “What now?” sa�d Ch�p.
 “Marco w�ll look out for Mr. Meggs,” sa�d Jerry. “Qu�ck, the 
fur coat’s com�ng th�s way.”
 They turned and stood look�ng �nto a shop w�ndow at a d�splay 
of summer lawn furn�ture, the very p�cture of a lov�ng couple out 
for an even�ng stroll, Jerry lean�ng happ�ly on Ch�p’s arm, both 
of them sm�l�ng and wh�sper�ng and po�nt�ng at the fold�ng lawn 
cha�rs, the padded cha�se lounge, the small round table w�th the 
green-and-yellow umbrella perched jaunt�ly above �t. In the w�n-
dow glass they watched the reflection of the woman in the fur coat 
as she walked past them �n the d�rect�on of the restaurant—tall, 
self-assured, unsm�l�ng, gold earr�ngs gleam�ng beneath her short 
brown ha�r.
 “Last t�me we saw her, she was blond,” Jerry wh�spered.
 “Last t�me she saw you, you weren’t a red-head,” sa�d Ch�p.
 She was nearly at the restaurant doorway when the other 
pr�est came out onto the s�dewalk, walk�ng fast, adjust�ng h�s hat, 
the cane tucked under h�s arm. They fell �nto step and started �n 
the d�rect�on of the Cavend�sh Hotel. Mov�ng chatt�ly from w�n-
dow to w�ndow, Ch�p and Jerry followed.
 In the lobby of the Cavend�sh, they watched the elevator d�al as 
the car took the cane and gold earrings nonstop to the eighth floor. 
Then they sat on a sofa and wa�ted. In about ten m�nutes, the tall 
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wh�te-ha�red pr�est entered suddenly from the street and marched 
angr�ly to the elevators. Jerry and Ch�p rose casually and followed 
him into the car, rode up with him to the eighth floor, and got off 
as though on the�r way to a honeymoon. The pr�est pa�d them no 
heed, but hurr�ed to a cross corr�dor and van�shed. They reached 
the �ntersect�on �n t�me to see h�m enter Room 8��.
 Then back down to the lobby. The desk clerk was a young man, 
about �4, whom they hadn’t seen wh�le they’d been stay�ng at the 
Cavend�sh. “Should we?” sa�d Ch�p. Why not. They approached 
the counter, and Ch�p caught the young man’s attent�on w�th a 
twenty-dollar b�ll.
 “Yes s�r?” sa�d the clerk.
 With one finger, Chip casually pushed the bill over the edge 
of the counter. It fell onto the papers on the desk top. “I wonder 
�f you could check to be sure that our fr�ends, Mr. and Mrs. W�ll�e 
Philpotts, are staying in Room 822. My wife and I just flew in from 
Dallas, and we want to surprise them.”
 The clerk’s hand covered the twenty. “Yessir, I’ll find out.” 
He moved to the end of the counter and fingered through a card 
file. “I’m sorry, sir; there’s no Willie Philpotts registered for that 
room.”
 “That’s very strange,” sa�d Ch�p. “I know he sa�d �t was 8��. 
Are you absolutely sure he’s not there?” Another twenty sl�d across 
the counter and dropped onto the papers.
 “I’m sorry, s�r. That room �s occup�ed by a Mr. Jun�per Gale.”
 “Well, that’s certa�nly a d�sappo�ntment. I do thank you for 
your help.” They turned from the counter. “And of course,” Ch�p 
added w�th a sm�le, “you needn’t tell Mr. Gale that we thought 
someone else was reg�stered for h�s room.”
 “Of course not,” the clerk said, neatly stacking the papers.

 “Jun�per Gale?” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “No, the name means noth�ng 
to me.”
 “I’ll call aga�n tomorrow even�ng,” sa�d Mr. Meggs, “w�th a re-
port on the next round of b�dd�ng.”
 Zyzynsk� cradled the rece�ver, went to the bar and m�xed 
h�mself another dr�nk. Goddam the compl�cat�ons! It had to be 
the Count. Loathsome, arrogant tw�t—w�th h�s ruby studs and 
Russ�an c�garettes and smooth presumpt�on of super�or�ty! “My 
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dear Att�la,” he’d sa�d, “I don’t have to advert�se.” L�ar, hypocr�te! 
If only the Count knew who he was up aga�nst, he’d qua�l and do a 
doubletime retreat from the field. No one can outbid me, Zyzynsk� 
thought gr�mly. Wh�ch was undoubtedly true, g�ven h�s personal 
net worth.
 Why, then, th�s anx�ety—and yes (to h�mself he could adm�t 
it)—this terror he felt that the Count would get the cadenza first? 
Even the successful conclus�on of the merger negot�at�ons couldn’t 
offset h�s anger and frustrat�on at be�ng thwarted �n Balt�more. 
He walked to the w�ndow overlook�ng Central Park and v�c�ously 
yanked the cord that closed the drapes. And how long had Trntl 
and her gang possessed the cadenza? Had �t been from the beg�n-
ning?—deceiving not only Lunner & Dinch and the Farringfords, 
but also Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p? Play�ng everyone for fools? 
Bastards! He paced, he s�mmered. He growled and muttered as he 
s�pped and smoked.
 It must have been the Count who’d burgled Trntl’s office. Had 
�t actually been the Count’s people—and not Scaevola’s, as Trntl 
thought—who’d k�lled Stephan�e S�mms? And who the hell had 
pulled the fraudulent ransom scheme? He threw h�mself �nto the 
leather cha�r at h�s desk, pulled a fresh c�gar from the hum�dor, 
and fished in his vest pocket for the gold guillotine. The thing he 
hated most was not be�ng �n control of the s�tuat�on, of feel�ng 
h�mself hostage to the unpred�ctable mach�nery of events. Hav�ng 
someone else call the shots. Snick! The blade n�pped off the end of 
Havana’s finest.
 H�s eyes came to rest on the gold-plated desk calendar. 
Thursday, March ��, c�rcled �n red. Just two more days t�ll 
Rosamond Foxe’s concert! The one br�ght gleam �n all th�s sh�tty 
mess. And follow�ng the performance, at the recept�on and buf-
fet supper �n the Gold Room, he would assert h�mself as never 
before to ga�n her attent�on, �gn�te her �nterest, get her all to h�m-
self, and then—prevail. He could v�sual�ze the scene qu�te v�v�dly: 
the usual supper fare at these events—smoked oysters and cham-
pagne, a var�ety of cheeses, ol�ves, curr�ed eggs, chocolate mousse, 
Bavar�an cheesecake, assorted fru�ts and nuts. And the usual 
people, fluttering about and cadging free food—the critics and re-
v�ewers; the paras�tes and hangers-on; the bronzed and leathery 
soc�ety matrons; other mus�cal celebr�t�es who happened to be 
�n town; the Board members, seduc�ng wealthy �nv�ted guests to 
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become Symphony benefactors; the goss�p column�sts and pr�ssy 
�ntellectuals.
 But this t�me, he would separate Rosamond from the herd, 
engineer a private tête à tête, and have her—however briefly—all 
to himself. If Peter Sh�pley Abbott was there—and he undoubtedly 
would be, sniffing and fawning about, clinging to Rosamond in his 
propr�etary way—touching her, for God’s sake! as though he had 
spec�al cla�ms on her—well, th�s t�me Zyzynsk� would cut h�m out, 
would neutral�ze and crush h�m!—would, �f necessary, arrange a 
phone call to summon h�m from the room, an urgent call, �nform-
ing him that his house was on fire. And then, with the bastard 
gone, he, Zyzynsk� would have the opportun�ty to touch her arm! 
Inhale her fragrance! Look deep �nto her sm�l�ng eyes!
 Breath�ng heav�ly, Zyzynsk� leaned back �n h�s cha�r and un-
z�pped h�s pants. He scratched h�s belly where the elast�c of h�s 
shorts had dug �nto the fat. Ah, Rosamond! W�th her eyes, her 
sm�le before h�m, he felt a surge of hope. O yes, ton�ght the sp�r�t 
was more than willing! But the flesh—?
 As the m�nutes dragged by, Rosamond faded from v�ew, to be 
replaced by a parade of all the women he had known, archly elo-
quent �n the�r s�lent contempt, pok�ng fun at h�s va�n endeavors. 
He gave it up, hoisted his pants, and shuffled off to bed.
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Chapter  31
March 11       (Wednesday)   

 Trntl and Carol slept late on Wednesday morn�ng. They both 
were feel�ng exhaust�on and a sense of letdown; New York and 
the �nquest had taken a large b�te out of Trntl, and Carol was 
st�ll recover�ng from her truck r�de and v�s�t to the Exot�ca Book 
& Filmstore. Besides, they were at an impasse in their investiga-
t�on; they could th�nk of noth�ng more to do unt�l the buyers’ calls 
came through at four and four-th�rty. And that had devolved �nto 
merely a game; a rather po�ntless put-on. 
 Torvald, more d�sp�r�ted than they’d ever seen h�m, had told 
them last n�ght he wouldn’t be com�ng to the�r room unt�l one-
thirty—since he wanted to see the B & O Transportation Museum 
and v�s�t Fort McHenry. And after an early sol�tary breakfast, off 
he’d gone �n h�s rental car to do �t. Carol, who would be leav�ng for 
New York on the even�ng tra�n to attend Rosamond’s concert the 
follow�ng n�ght, had dec�ded to do a l�ttle shopp�ng before Torvald 
returned. Trntl, left alone, would dut�fully s�t by the phone and 
read through Stephan�e’s d�ary—an exceed�ngly d�smal and d�s-
hearten�ng task wh�ch she dreaded qu�te as much as go�ng to the 
dent�st for a root canal.
 Up finally, and having dawdled through their morning show-
ers, they dressed �n casual street clothes and, just before ten 
o’clock, went down to breakfast. Carol left from the restaurant to 
do her shopp�ng, and Trntl went back to 5�3 to do her chores.
 Though certa�nly not an �ntellectual challenge, read�ng 
Stephan�e’s d�ary was ted�ous and t�r�ng. After th�rty pages, Trntl 
felt as though she had been slogg�ng through th�ck, res�stant gum-
bo on a journey to nowhere. Despite the endless and excruciating 
deta�l w�th wh�ch Stephan�e recounted her eat�ng and sleep�ng and 
hab�ts of hyg�ene, her grumbles aga�nst Mrs. P, her joy �n p�cn�cs 
and tenn�s and walks �n the woods, her pass�on for prospect�ng �n 
secondhand stores, nowhere had Trntl found anyth�ng remotely 
useful in defining “keyhole” and “Special Place”. But finally—in an 
entry for the prev�ous August—she read:
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 “A wonderful day! M and I went up the Wash�ngton Monument 
to celebrate my b�rthday. We had �t all to ourselves, played h�de-
and-seek on the w�nd�ng sta�r, chased each other up and down the 
steps. Such fun! And then �n the l�ttle room at the top we looked 
through the w�ndows out over the c�ty, and M asked me to marry 
him! Well, I was just floored! I had no idea he was thinking about 
settl�ng down. He’s so sweet—just l�ke h�m to wa�t t�ll we were �n 
our spec�al place to pop the quest�on. But I told h�m I needed some 
t�me to th�nk about �t before I gave h�m my answer. I’m not sure 
I’m ready to think about marriage yet. It seems so final somehow. 
And I dont th�nk Ted would l�ke �t �f I marr�ed Morr�s. It m�ght 
spo�l everyth�ng!
 I wonder �f M just wants to t�e me down? I know he tends to 
be jealous. But I d�dn’t want to put h�m off, e�ther. So I sa�d that 
I apprec�ated h�s offer, and I’d let h�m know when I made up my 
m�nd. He was very d�sappo�nted, I could tell. He took off h�s class 
r�ng and put �t �n the keyhole; sa�d he’d leave �t there, and when 
I was ready to say yes, to get �t and g�ve �t back to h�m. Otherw�se 
�t could stay there forever. I sa�d you don’t want to leave �t there. 
What �f some electr�cal ma�ntenance man found �t? So I took �t out 
and sa�d I’d keep �t, and when I was ready to let h�m know, I’d g�ve 
�t back to h�m. He sa�d okay, he hoped �t would be soon, and we 
went down to the harbor and had lunch.”

 Trntl slammed the d�ary shut. In a surge of exc�tement she 
scr�bbled on the telephone note pad “Have gone to the SPECIAL 
PLACE—the Wash�ngton Monument—�n search of the KEY. 
Maybe, just maybe, th�s �s IT.” She shrugged �nto her coat, sl�pped 
the d�ary �nto her pocket, and left the room, hop�ng fervently that 
the key �n quest�on wasn’t just the key to Morr�s’s locked br�ef-
case.

 On the south s�de of Monument Street, fac�ng west, Jerry and 
Marco sat �n the gray car watch�ng Trntl’s car through the bare 
shrubs of the park. Between them on the front seat were the re-
ma�ns of the�r lunch—the last half-eaten hamburger, the tall cups 
that had conta�ned the�r m�lkshakes, the fragments of a jumbo or-
der of fr�es.
 Ch�p had stayed at the hotel to keep an eye on th�ngs there. Mr. 
Meggs had gone to the Transportat�on Museum to look at tra�ns. 
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Because Trntl had d�scovered the bug they’d put on her phone, 
they’d been forced to d�sconnect the�r l�sten�ng dev�ce (the strange 
spaghett� hodge-podge of calls they’d been l�sten�ng to had nearly 
dr�ven them crazy), and as a result—although they were room�ng 
only two floors above her—they were feeling very much excluded. 
Surve�llance now requ�red more s�ght-of-eye and shoe leather. 
And there were st�ll quest�ons they couldn’t answer. Who were the 
two pr�ests represent�ng—holed up at the Cavend�sh Hotel under 
the name of Jun�per Gale? and who was the woman who d�d the 
blonde/brunette sw�tch? S�nce none of them had been follow�ng 
Trntl after the meet�ng at the House of Wang, they were appar-
ently conv�nced that Trntl had found and was try�ng to sell the 
cadenza. 
 Mr. Meggs, too, bel�eved that Trntl and her assoc�ates were �n 
possess�on of the cadenza; but Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p d�dn’t share 
h�s conv�ct�on. (Trntl was st�ll wander�ng about too purposefully. 
Why, after the �nquest, had she gone back to Stephan�e S�mms’s 
apartment? Why had she now left the hotel �n such a toot and 
made fast tracks to the Wash�ngton Monument?) 
 Far worse than the�r keen hum�l�at�on at be�ng unable to 
complete the�r ass�gnment was the�r knowledge that the Ch�ef no 
longer bel�eved �n the�r �nfall�b�l�ty. The call�ng-�n of Mr. Meggs 
was proof that Zyzynsk� no longer trusted them to do the job. But 
Trntl’s act�ons �mpl�ed the game wasn’t over; and damned �f they 
weren’t go�ng to stay the course—not only out of pr�de, but to pre-
va�l, and thus redeem themselves �n the Ch�ef’s eyes for poss�b�l�-
t�es of future employment.
 Jerry was pens�ve and restless. They’d parked the�r car just 
after Trntl had parked hers. They’d thought she was return�ng to 
Stephan�e S�mms’s apartment. But no, after leav�ng her car, she’d 
gone stra�ght to the monument. Almost at a trot she’d rushed 
through the gate �n the h�gh ornamental fence that c�rcled the base 
and run up the steps to the entrance. “Someth�ng’s do�ng,” Jerry 
sa�d. “She don’t look l�ke a s�ghtseer.”
 “Should we go �n too?” asked Marco. “She’d recogn�ze me for 
sure.”
 “She’ll have to come out aga�n,” sa�d Jerry, not sure what to 
do.
 So, they’d sat, and Marco, beh�nd the wheel, had begun to 
work a crossword puzzle. “What’s a seven-letter word for ‘a set-
back or defeat �n meet�ng one’s hopes or goals’?”
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 “FAILURE,” sa�d Jerry. But �t could just as well have been 
CADENZA. He was sewing a button on one of the costumes from 
the d�sgu�se k�t, wh�ch lay open on the back seat.
 “Yeah, that works,” sa�d Marco. “What about th�s one? A four-
letter word beg�nn�ng w�th C. ‘Someth�ng a person �s sa�d to eat 
when hum�l�ated or proved wrong.’”
 “CRAP,” sa�d Jerry.
 “No,” Marco sa�d, “that doesn’t work. The P spo�ls �t.”
 Jerry sa�d, “Hey, look there.” On the far s�de of the street, 
from a gray Plymouth parked half a block beh�nd Trntl’s car and 
part�ally h�dden from the�r v�ew by the bulk of the monument, two 
men �n overcoats came str�d�ng rap�dly toward the fence, clearly 
as full of purpose as Trntl had been. The�r heels cl�ck�ng loudly 
on the cobbled pavement, they came round the fence to the gate, 
entered the enclosure, and started for the monument’s doorway.
 “We haven’t seen them before,” sa�d Marco. “They look l�ke 
hoods.”
 “They don’t look l�ke cops,” sa�d Jerry, toss�ng the costume 
�nto the back seat.
 “Well, that settles �t.” Marco reached under h�s seat and 
pulled out a th�ck leather blackjack w�th a wr�st strap. From under 
h�s, Jerry pulled the long stock�ng w�th the b�ll�ard ball t�ed �n the 
toe. They got out of the car, locked the�r doors, and started for the 
gate.

 In the rectangular entrance hall, an attendant was sitting at 
a small desk. Trntl sa�d, “I’d l�ke to go to the top of the monument, 
please.”
 The attendant cocked h�s thumb. “Sure th�ng. The sta�rs are 
through that door.”
 Pass�ng through the doorway, she entered the base of the 
tower proper, a small c�rcular space, the walls of wh�ch were gray-
painted brick. Immediately in front of her, a flight of worn white 
marble steps ascended clockw�se �n a t�ght sp�ral around a central 
column. Two hundred and twenty-e�ght steps, Mr. Eggleston had 
sa�d. Oh boy. She started up at a br�sk cl�p.
 Round and round, always turn�ng t�ghtly to her r�ght. Always 
the gray br�cks curv�ng at her s�de, the wh�te steps mount�ng un-
derfoot, cold wh�te p�e-wedges d�m�n�sh�ng upward to d�sappear 
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at shoulder-he�ght. Narrow at the central column, each step fan-
n�ng w�der toward the outer wall. Eas�est to hug the outer wall 
where the wedges prov�ded foot�ng and a ra�l�ng was fastened 
to the br�cks; close to the center, there was no foot�ng at all. Up 
and ever up she cl�mbed; but her surround�ngs never changed. 
S�nce she’d forgotten to count steps, �t was �mposs�ble to tell how 
far she’d come, how near to the top she was. Her calf and th�gh 
muscles began to ache, and she paused for a second, turned and 
looked down the sta�rcase. Steep counterclockw�se sp�ral; from 
the wall she could see only e�ght to ten steps down, and only parts 
of the lower ones. She started up aga�n, th�s t�me go�ng faster and 
tak�ng the steps two at a t�me. It was easier somehow, aiming for 
every other step.

 When Marco and Jerry ambled �nto the entrance hall, the very 
picture of tourists from Dubuque, only one of the overcoated men 
was present. Stand�ng by the desk l�sten�ng to the attendant re-
count the h�story of the monument, he stud�ed them as they en-
tered—eyes opaque as m�lk-blue marbles. The r�ght s�de of h�s sl�t-
l�ke mouth was elevated �n a frozen m�rthless sm�le. Jerry crossed 
to the desk and stood attent�vely wh�le the attendant cont�nued 
h�s sp�el; Marco turned as�de and went through the doorway �nto 
the base of the tower.
 Marble-Eyes gave a shout. “Hey wa�t! There’s already people 
up there!”
 “That’s okay,” the attendant sa�d. “There’s plenty of room.” 
Marco, leap�ng up the steps two at a t�me, had d�sappeared.
 Marble-Eyes started for the doorway. Jerry sa�d, “Excuse me, 
m�ster. Is that your gray Plymouth parked on Monument Street 
over by the church? I th�nk the pol�ce are tow�ng �t away.”
 The man stopped �n m�d-str�de, spun around and stared at 
h�m, h�s mouth sl�ghtly open, then rushed out the front door and 
down the steps. Jerry followed h�m. But whereas Marble-Eyes 
turned r�ght to c�rcle the monument for a look at the place he’d 
parked h�s car, Jerry turned to the left, to stand out of s�ght beh�nd 
the corner of the bu�ld�ng that housed the entrance hall.
 A moment later the man came runn�ng back and went storm-
�ng up the steps �nto the bu�ld�ng; Jerry darted to the outs�de of 
the entrance to hear what was being said inside. “Did that guy go 
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upsta�rs?” Marble-Eyes was shout�ng. “No,” sa�d the attendant—
“he followed you outs�de.” W�th a muttered curse, the man went 
�nto the tower and started up the sta�rs. 
 Jerry re-entered, shak�ng h�s head apologet�cally, and sa�d to 
the attendant: “It wasn’t h�s car after all. Too bad I gave h�m a 
scare. Well, t�me’s short.” He la�d a ten-dollar b�ll on the desk. 
“Here’s someth�ng for upkeep. How many steps to the top?”
 The attendant told h�m, putt�ng the money �nto a metal box. 
And Jerry, too, began the ascent—keep�ng count of steps, and tak-
�ng from h�s coat pocket the b�ll�ard ball and sock. An awkward 
tr�ck to play on Marble-Eyes to ga�n Marco more t�me to do h�s 
thing; but hell, one has to be flexible in the face of circumstance. 
And �t worked out very n�cely that, on th�s cl�mb, he was beh�nd 
old Marble-Eyes—and not the other way around.

 The steps were narrow�ng �n w�dth as Trntl approached the 
top of the monument. She was d�scover�ng muscles �n her legs 
she didn’t know she had—and was far from overjoyed at finding 
them.
 Bright sunlight flooded the gray brick wall above her, and she 
rounded the last curve and stepped up �nto a very small room at 
the top of the tower. Three glassed w�ndows looked out �n three 
d�rect�ons over Balt�more. Overhead the gray br�cks formed a 
shallow dome; electr�cal cables looped around th�s and extended 
down the wall. All r�ght, she thought; th�s �s the Spec�al Place. Now 
where’s the Key Hole? There was noth�ng �n the walls, the w�ndow 
frames, or the floor that could have served. On one side there was 
a locked door that led onto an exter�or ra�l�nged walkway around 
the summ�t of the tower; but �t was bolted, and the concept “Key 
Hole” d�dn’t seem appropr�ate to �t.
 She pulled Stephan�e’s d�ary from her coat pocket and scanned 
the turned-down page: Morr�s had offered to put h�s class r�ng 
�nto the Key Hole, but Stephan�e had been afra�d that an electr�-
cal maintenance man would find it. Trntl followed the electrical 
cables, saw what appeared to be a couple of metal term�nal boxes. 
In the one pos�t�oned h�ghest on the wall, a square hole near the 
bottom invited exploration. With due caution she inserted a finger 
and began feel�ng around. The hole opened onto a s�zable �nte-
r�or space. Wadded chew�ng gum wrappers had been stuffed �nto 
the bottom of the cavity. As Trntl’s finger explored the inner wall 
adjacent to the hole, she found, at the top, above the open�ng, a 
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hard object fastened w�th adhes�ve tape. W�th her na�l she pr�ed �t 
loose, then pulled �t �nto the l�ght. It was a key folded �nto a small 
p�ece of paper. A large tabbed key; and scrawled on the paper, �n 
Morr�s’s hand: “Greyhound Bus Stat�on.”
 There �n the cramped stuffy room h�gh above Balt�more, she 
wanted to let out a war-whoop and do a v�ctory dance. But beh�nd 
her, someone was com�ng up the sta�rs. She sl�pped the key and 
note into her coat pocket with the diary and turned to see first the 
head, then the shoulders of a man �n a dark overcoat r�s�ng �nto 
v�ew. A black-ha�red man w�th a black mustache. In h�s r�ght hand 
was a p�stol equ�pped w�th one of Scaevola’s s�lencers—po�nt�ng 
stra�ght at her navel. The man halted four steps down, look�ng a 
bit more flushed and winded than he had at the inquest.
 “Well,” said Trntl, “if it isn’t Nick Dellanotte. I was wondering 
when I’d see you next.”
 H�s face t�ghtened, and h�s whole body went r�g�d w�th sur-
pr�se. “How dya know my name?”
 “Not just me, N�ck. The pol�ce. You’re a marked man.”
 “Shut up. You talk too much.” H�s face had gone slack; pal-
lor drained away the flush and left his face a mottled pink. Why 
doesn’t he just go ahead and shoot me? Trntl wondered.
 “Well, what do you want to see me about?” she asked.
 He hes�tated; then, “You’ve gotta take a fall.”
 “Well, you’ve certa�nly got the advantage,” sa�d Trntl. “K�nd of 
like shooting fish in a barrel, isn’t it?” Why was he stalling?
 “You’re gonna fall and break your neck on these sta�rs,” he 
said. He hadn’t come up the final steps, had not moved closer. 
There was no way for h�m to jo�n her �n the t�ny room w�thout 
com�ng dangerously close to her. But she had her answer. “It’s got 
to look l�ke an acc�dent, huh? Well, I don’t th�nk I want to break 
my neck on those sta�rs.”
 The gun barrel moved up to po�nt at her face. “I’ll shoot you �f 
I have to.”
 “And d�sobey orders? Very dangerous, N�ck. Remember what 
happened to Angelo Torell�.” (She herself d�dn’t know; F�ngers had 
merely told Carol that he was “gone.” She was hoping Dellanotte 
knew at least as much as F�ngers.)
 N�ck had become qu�te pale now. “Shut up. Move back aga�nst 
that wall. But slow.”
 “No,” she sa�d. “I won’t.” If he was to make her fall, he’d have 
to be above her on the steps; therefore, he would have to come up 
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to the chamber, trade places w�th her, and make her go to the head 
of the sta�rs. There was no way for them to pass w�thout h�s open-
�ng h�mself up to attack.
 “Okay then,” he sa�d, and came one step h�gher. Trntl sh�fted 
her body as though to move backward, but �nstead leaped forward 
and k�cked h�m as hard as she could �n the center of h�s face. The 
toe of her shoe hit him between the eyes, and the heel flattened his 
nose. With a burbling shriek Nick Dellanotte pitched backward, 
somersault�ng downward around the curve and out of s�ght. When 
kicked, he’d fired the gun; and Trntl heard the bullet whiz past her 
face and thud �nto the dome. Br�ck dust showered her ha�r.
 She �mmed�ately followed her assa�lant, l�sten�ng w�th sat�s-
fact�on to the bumps and sl�thers preced�ng her down the steps 
between the narrow walls. The wh�te marble steps were here and 
there smeared and spattered w�th blood.
 Trntl found the p�stol ly�ng aga�nst the outer wall on the w�de 
port�on of one step; she stooped and pocketed �t on her way past. 
F�nally, about th�rty steps down, she found N�ck wedged d�ago-
nally across the stairs. At first, she surmised, he must have bound-
ed from wall to wall dur�ng h�s descent—then, grav�tat�ng to the 
central column, sl�d more or less vert�cally over the narrowest 
po�nts of the steps. He was unconsc�ous, breath�ng shallowly; she 
stepped over h�m and cont�nued downward—faster now, th�nk�ng 
that he m�ght’ve had a confederate w�th h�m, such as the ch�lly 
fellow who’d been s�tt�ng w�th h�m at the �nquest. The sooner she 
could get out of th�s corkscrew trap the better.
 She began leap�ng down the sta�rs two at a t�me—but found �t 
was harder to do than tak�ng two at a t�me wh�le go�ng up; there 
was a tendency to hes�tate, and a sense of vert�go. She went back 
to tak�ng the steps s�ngly—but st�ll runn�ng as fast as she could. 
Round and round to the left, her hand sl�d�ng down the ra�l�ng 
fastened to the outer wall.
 Suddenly, �n front of her, she heard heavy footsteps rap�dly 
ascend�ng. She couldn’t tell how close the person was. E�ther she 
could stop, and wa�t �n ambush for the person to reach her, or con-
t�nue her runn�ng descent. She chose the latter and ma�nta�ned her 
speed, mov�ng to the outermost, w�dest part of the steps, plung�ng 
down and around at the person who was dash�ng up toward her.
 She turn�ng left, he turn�ng r�ght, they rushed together; and 
Trntl, arms stiffly out before her, shoved him with all her strength. 
He lurched away and down, h�s head meet�ng the br�cks of the 
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outer wall w�th a resound�ng crack, then sl�d and tumbled out of 
s�ght. Thrown off balance by the �mpact, Trntl fell s�deways, caught 
the ra�l�ng, and sl�d several steps on her ta�l-bone. She clenched 
her teeth, hauled herself up, and cont�nued her rap�d descent.
 Three complete revolut�ons below she found the man she’d 
shoved. He was ly�ng across the sta�rs, apparently unconsc�ous, 
h�s head and shoulders propped aga�nst the outer wall. She looked 
h�m over carefully as she passed: a burly dark-ha�red man she’d 
seen before—yes! the fellow �n the trenchcoat who’d been follow-
�ng her around town. The guy she’d taken to the zoo and lost �n the 
tangled streets north of Druid Hill Park. Well, good riddance.
 Two more turns, and she saw below her the ascend�ng head 
of Dellanotte’s friend from the inquest. Even as she stopped her 
forward plunge and flung her weight backward, turning on her 
heel, she saw the s�lencer at the end of h�s hand. Pfsst! Beh�nd and 
below her shoulder, one of the br�cks �n the outer wall exploded �n 
dust and fragments.
 Round and round, now to the r�ght, up and up she leaped, 
tak�ng the steps two at a t�me. She couldn’t look beh�nd her; her 
pursuer was more than ten steps below and �nv�s�ble. As she leapt 
over Trenchcoat’s body, she was struggl�ng to pull N�ck’s gun from 
her coat pocket. All r�ght, �f �t came to a shootout, they’d be on an 
equal foot�ng: �f she had the d�sadvantage of hav�ng no way out, he 
had the d�sadvantage of be�ng below her and hav�ng to stand on 
the narrowest part of the steps. 
 S�nce she d�dn’t really want to see N�ck aga�n, w�th h�s bloody 
face and squ�shy nose, she dec�ded to stop and make a stand. If 
she hugged the central column, she could use �t for a sh�eld. But 
that would limit the scope of her fire, and there the thinness of 
the step treads would make standing difficult. To the outer wall, 
then, where (though more exposed) she’d have a broader field of 
control, and could see further down the sta�rcase. She a�med the 
p�stol just past the central column and as far down the sta�rs as 
poss�ble. F�re, she thought, when you see the wh�tes of h�s eyes.
 A head came into view. Trntl fired. A red gouge appeared in 
the gray pa�nt of the outer wall. The head van�shed as though 
jerked down by a str�ng. Trntl moved to the m�ddle of the step, 
reducing her opponent’s field of fire. He would move closer to the 
central column also, would poss�bly creep around the column gun 
barrel first. She waited, straining her eyes to see the slightest hint 
of movement.
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 There was a short, sharp sound, not loud, somewhere between 
thunk and thwack, w�th someth�ng of skush as well. Not a shot, 
though. It sounded more l�ke an egg break�ng. An ostr�ch egg.
 Then s�lence. The m�nutes t�cked by; Trntl became �mpat�ent. 
How long should she crouch here a�m�ng at the gray br�cks? She 
had a key in her pocket that had to find a lock.

 The attendant looked up from the magaz�ne he was read�ng 
and pulled h�s feet off the desk as two men descended the last of 
the marble steps and came �nto the entrance hall. The taller of 
the two was support�ng h�s fr�end, one arm around h�s wa�st, the 
other hold�ng the shorter man’s arm over h�s shoulder. The short-
er man was dragg�ng h�s feet, manag�ng to walk only w�th great 
difficulty.
 “It’s all r�ght,” Jerry sa�d. “My fr�end’s just d�scovered that 
he�ghts bother h�m; the monument was more than he’d barga�ned 
for.”
 “He doesn’t look very good,” the attendant sa�d.
 “He’ll be all r�ght once we get outs�de �nto the fresh a�r.” The 
two of them bumbled out �nto the sunl�ght, the shorter lean�ng 
heav�ly on the taller. The attendant put h�s feet up on the desk 
aga�n and opened h�s magaz�ne. He could sympath�ze w�th the 
poor guy; he d�dn’t l�ke he�ghts e�ther, and always dreaded cl�mb-
�ng those m�serable sta�rs.
 Jerry helped Marco �nto the passenger seat and poured h�m a 
cup of coffee from the Thermos they always kept �n the back seat. 
“How are you feel�ng?” he asked.
 “Better. A headache you wouldn’t bel�eve. I hardly know what 
happened. Trntl came barrel�ng down those sta�rs and gave me a 
shove. Next th�ng I know you’re slapp�ng my face and mak�ng me 
sn�ff ammon�a.”
 “At first I thought you’d been shot,” Jerry said. “The guy I fol-
lowed up took a shot at Trntl, and then I find you all crumpled up 
aga�nst the wall. After I made sure you were al�ve, I kept go�ng 
up the sta�rs—us�ng Ranger Stealth—and there he was, hunkered 
down w�th h�s gun out l�ke he was wa�t�ng �n ambush. I crept up 
beh�nd h�m, used the b�ll�ard ball, and came back down to wake 
you up. Here’s h�s p�ece; �t’s got a n�ce s�lencer.” He held �t up for 
Marco to see. “Trntl’s st�ll up there, very much al�ve.”
 Marco sw�shed the coffee �n h�s mouth. “Who are they, and 
why are they after her?”
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 “Who knows? They may be after the cadenza too. They may 
be related to those turkeys who tr�ed to deep-s�x her at the ware-
house. Look, �f you’re feel�ng okay, I’ve got to get back �n there and 
see what’s happen�ng. Trntl came here for a purpose, and she may 
have found what she wanted.” He left Marco �n the car and went 
back �nto the entrance hall. 
 The attendant put down h�s feet. “How’s your fr�end?”
 “Oh, he’s feel�ng much better, thanks. He’s a l�ttle embar-
rassed about gett�ng s�ck, so wh�le he recovers h�mself, I thought 
I’d come back here. Say, you could do me a favor, �f you would.”
 “Be happy to, �f �t’s someth�ng I can.”
 “Well, we’re from out of town, and I wonder �f you could tell 
me what there’s to do �n Balt�more. Places to go, s�ghts to see.” 
He’d give Trntl five minutes to come down; and if she didn’t, he’d 
go up to see what had become of her.
 “Well, there’s lots,” the attendant was say�ng. “You l�ke tra�ns? 
There’s the B & O Transportation Museum—” 
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Chapter  32
 Trntl �nched her way downward, paus�ng long on each step, 
muscles tensed, ready to spring backward at the first suspicious 
sound or movement. She kept the gun steady, not even want�ng 
to bl�nk her eyes. Her nerves were jangled, and her ta�l-bone hurt. 
She found herself th�nk�ng that th�s was a hell of a way to earn a 
l�v�ng.
 Suddenly she saw someth�ng dark at the juncture of the cen-
tral column and the lowest step w�th�n her s�ght-range. It took her 
a moment to �dent�fy �t: the top and back of a man’s head. Then, 
the upper body, arms flung outward, hands empty. She moved 
closer. It was the gunman, all r�ght, stretched face-down across 
the edges of the steps, look�ng as though someone had dropped 
h�m there from a great he�ght.
 “My god,” she thought, “d�d I shoot h�m after all? I could’ve 
sworn the bullet m�ssed.” And where was h�s gun? Had �t bounded 
down the sta�rs? No, on closer �nspect�on, he d�dn’t appear to have 
been shot. There was no blood. Just a large bump on the back 
of h�s head. She felt for a pulse, found one, then stra�ghtened up 
from her squatt�ng pos�t�on and—the gun st�ll po�sed—cont�nued 
down the sta�rs, but go�ng faster, far less concerned that she’d be 
walk�ng �nto an ambush. Corkscrew-sandw�ched between sta�rs 
above-and-below, she wanted to get out of the confining walls, 
out �nto the sunl�ght. The endless counterclockw�se mot�on, down 
and down, was mak�ng her d�zzy. Just when she was th�nk�ng the 
stairs would never end, she was on the solid floor again walking 
out �nto the entrance hall. The attendant was at h�s desk lectur�ng 
to a tour�st. She strode to the desk. “Excuse me, how do I get to the 
Greyhound Bus Stat�on from here?”
 The attendant looked at her w�th a sl�ghtly puzzled expres-
sion. “Down Monument Street,” he said. “Two blocks west, one 
block south.”
 “Thank you.” She hurr�ed out.
 The attendant turned back to resume h�s lecture. “And then 
there’s Fort McHenry—” But Jerry was already mov�ng toward the 
door.
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 “Yeah, I th�nk I’ll go see the tra�ns,” Jerry sa�d. “Thanks for 
your help.”
 The attendant shrugged and looked at h�s watch. Just two 
more to come down, and then he could close up for the afternoon. 
He opened h�s magaz�ne and yawned.

 When Jerry arr�ved at the car, he saw across the park that 
Trntl had just reached hers. “Marco,” he wh�spered, “she’s go�n’ 
to the bus stat�on. Are you able to dr�ve? She saw me �n there, and 
would recogn�ze me aga�n.”
 “I can dr�ve,” sa�d Marco, sl�d�ng over to s�t beh�nd the wheel. 
“The coffee helped.”
 “Two blocks west, one block south,” Jerry sa�d. “St�ck w�th 
her; I th�nk �t’s �mportant.”
  
 Trntl pulled �nto a park�ng space along the curb, and, feel�ng 
a great sense of fat�gue, hurr�ed �nto the bus stat�on. She pulled 
Morr�s’s key from her pocket and searched for the storage lockers. 
She found the locker whose number was on the key tab, then saw 
to her d�smay that there was already a key �n the lock. The door 
opened on an empty compartment.
 “Oh hell,” she thought. There was a note taped to the �ns�de 
of the door. An official printed form: “The contents of this locker 
have been removed as of March 3. They w�ll be held at the t�ck-
et desk unt�l March �8 and then d�sposed of. Renter may cla�m 
contents by present�ng locker key and mak�ng payment for over-
t�me storage.” Trntl breathed a groan of rel�ef. Today was only the 
Eleventh.
 The wa�t�ng room was full of people—most of them s�tt�ng w�th 
the�r luggage, several stand�ng �n l�ne at the counter. Exhausted 
and �mpat�ent, she went to the t�cket desk and jo�ned the queue. 
After what seemed like ten minutes, but was actually five, it was 
her turn. She presented the key, and the clerk left for a moment, 
a sour express�on stamped on h�s face. When he returned he was 
carry�ng a large man�la envelope sealed w�th Scotch tape. Across 
the front Morr�s had pr�nted FOR STEPHANIE SIMMS.
 “Yes, that’s �t,” Trntl sa�d.
 “There’s a storage fee to pay,” sa�d the clerk.
 “Yes, yes,” Trntl sa�d, haul�ng out her handbag from her coat 
pocket and scrambl�ng �n �t for her b�llfold. “Whatever �t takes.”
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 He computed for a moment, named h�s pr�ce, and Trntl forked 
over the money. He made change before he handed her the enve-
lope. “Next,” he sa�d.
 Trntl stepped away from the desk clutch�ng the envelope w�th 
both hands. At last! And �n a week �t would have been “d�sposed 
of”! She stepped out of the th�ck of the crowd, went to a qu�et 
place near the wall, and gently unsealed the envelope. Ins�de were 
a number of sheets—ten, twelve?—of the th�n, tough paper that 
Farr�ngford hab�tually used. She edged the top sheet one �nch out. 
Ah! �n Farr�ngford’s prec�se, met�culous hand, neatly �nked, t�ny 
but bold, the notes of a p�ano solo. She sl�d the paper back �nto 
place, closed the flap, and hurried out of the bus station and back 
to her car.

 She scanned the street. There was nobody near except an old 
woman stand�ng on the curb prepar�ng to cross. Clutch�ng the en-
velope to her chest, Trntl was �nsert�ng her key �n the lock of the 
car door when the old woman darted up beh�nd her and sapped 
her w�th a blackjack above the r�ght ear. Trntl fell aga�nst the 
car and sl�d down the door onto the pavement. The old woman 
snatched the envelope and ran to the gray Chevrolet that was dr�v-
�ng forward to meet her.
 “We got �t!” Jerry cr�ed, leap�ng �nto the passenger seat. “The 
bastards had �t all the t�me, stashed �n a Greyhound locker!” He 
waved the envelope like a flag.
 Marco sa�d, “Better get that costume off. I don’t th�nk Mr. 
Meggs would approve.” With a grin, he pulled into traffic and 
started for the hotel.

 Fla�l�ng up through sw�rl�ng black fog spreckled w�th br�ght 
flashes, Trntl for a moment could only focus on the spots swarming 
before her eyes, the d�ffused pa�n thudd�ng �n her skull. Through 
her m�nd, Oh shit! kept runn�ng l�ke a tape on endless loop.
 Scuffling about on her hands and knees she searched on the 
pavement for the envelope, but only found her keys. F�ght�ng back 
waves of nausea, she cl�mbed to her feet, lean�ng aga�nst the car 
door for support. She’d had the cadenza in her hands! Jesus! How 
could she expla�n th�s to the cl�ents? To Mrs. Sternberg? What 
would Carol and Torvald and Fel�x th�nk? Stupid, stupid! She’d 
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forgotten the investigator’s first principle: be aware of the total 
env�ronment and watch your back. She ought to res�gn from the 
firm and open a pretzel stand. 

 Mr. Meggs was back from the Transportat�on Museum when 
they arr�ved. See�ng the cadenza safely �n hand, he announced, 
“Well, I’m no longer needed here; I’m off to Denver,” packed his 
bag, and left.
 “And we should leave, too,” sa�d Ch�p. “I’ll call W�nslow to 
ready the jet.”
 “I’ll check us out of the hotel,” sa�d Jerry.
 “And I’ll scour the room,” sa�d Marco. “Should we call the 
Ch�ef?”
 “Let’s surpr�se h�m,” Jerry sm�led. He patted the brown enve-
lope �nto the bottom of h�s su�tcase, deep down, underneath h�s 
sh�rts.

 Torvald Grimsson shrugged and spread his hands. “Don’t 
hate yourself, Trntl. It could’ve happened to anybody. You got 
away from Scaevola’s people �n the Monument. And you d�d crack 
Morr�s’s code.”
 Trntl lay full-length on the bed; the cold compress and double 
Scotch had only barely mellowed her out. “Yeah, but �t happened 
to me. I feel I’ve let us all down. I don’t even know who h�t me.”
 “He may be one of the men who beat up F�negold,” sa�d Carol. 
“But �s he connected to the two groups of b�dders?”
 “Group Two w�ll be call�ng us at four, Group One at four-th�r-
ty,” sa�d Torvald. “If one of them doesn’t bother, we’ll have our 
answer.”
 Four o’clock came, and four-twenty-five. The phone did not 
r�ng. “Well,” Torvald sa�d, “Group Two may have the cadenza.”
 “Tweed Overcoat,” sa�d Trntl.
 At four-th�rty, a call came through. Torvald recogn�zed the 
vo�ce of the man called L�ttlefellow. Impat�ent, cold: “Where does 
the b�dd�ng stand?” 
 “The mus�c �s no longer for sale.”
 “I see.” The phone went dead.
 “In all l�kel�hood,” sa�d Carol, “Group Two does have the ca-
denza.”
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 “Whoever they are,” sa�d Trntl. She’d recovered much of her 
steam and was now pac�ng angr�ly about the room. “We’ve got to 
make some decisions. Should we stay in Baltimore and try to find 
them, or throw �t up and go home? If I’ve blown �t, I don’t see how 
we can justify running up expenses for Silas Dinch.”
 Carol sa�d, “If Group Two �sn’t local, but came �n l�ke we d�d to 
get the cadenza, they’re probably gone by now. I’d say, let’s return 
to New York.”
 Torvald nodded agreement. “Yah, I th�nk we should call �t 
qu�ts. We have no leads whatever.”
 Trntl s�ghed �n res�gnat�on. “Okay.” She �nd�cated Stephan�e’s 
d�ary, wh�ch was ly�ng bes�de her on the bed. “I want to d�spose 
of th�s, too, so that �t’ll never be read. Maybe I should take �t back 
to New York and d�tch �t there. Carol, we’ll go w�th you on the 
tra�n. And now let’s get someth�ng to eat. But not at the House of 
Wang.”

 When they returned from eat�ng, they found that, once aga�n, 
the�r room had been entered and thoroughly searched.

 At ten-fifteen that night, in his apartment overlooking Central 
Park, V�ctor Zyzynsk� rece�ved w�th exultant and exqu�s�te plea-
sure h�s Balt�more surpr�se: the Farr�ngford Cadenza, hand-de-
l�vered by Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p. “Ah, well!” he sa�d, pour�ng 
drinks all round. “Once again you justify the confidence I place in 
you. For awh�le there, I was wonder�ng �f you were go�ng to let me 
down.”
 “It was a difficult assignment,” Chip said. “But we knew it was 
just a matter of t�me.”
 “What about photocop�es?” Zyzynsk� asked. “Mr. Meggs sa�d 
that he saw a set when he met w�th Gr�msson.”
 “There was just that one set,” sa�d Jerry. “We have them 
here.” He handed over a second envelope. Zyzynsk� opened �t 
and compared the sheets �t conta�ned w�th those of the or�g�nal 
manuscr�pt, then released a grunt of palpable rel�ef. “You men are 
thorough,” he sa�d. “I g�ve you that.” He selected a c�gar from a 
mahogany hum�dor. “That’s what I expect, and what I pay for.” He 
sn�pped the c�gar-end w�th h�s vest-pocket gu�llot�ne, l�t up w�th 
a jeweled l�ghter, and voluptuously �nhaled. “But now let’s dr�nk 
a toast to th�s successful acqu�s�t�on: gentlemen, The Farr�ngford 
Cadenza!”
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 “The Farr�ngford Cadenza!” they echoed dut�fully, and tossed 
back the�r dr�nks.
 “Now,” Zyzynsk� sa�d, �nd�cat�ng the tray where they were to 
depos�t the�r glasses, “you’ve earned a rest. Report to Strunk to-
morrow at n�ne, and you’ll get sealed orders for your next ass�gn-
ment. It w�ll take you to Tha�land, and then to S�ngapore. That 
should espec�ally please you, Jerry.”
 “Sounds good, Ch�ef.”
 “Yes, well good n�ght, gentlemen.” He pressed a button on h�s 
desk; the door opened, and W�lson arr�ved to usher them out.

 Zyzynsk� took the twelve sheets of manuscr�pt from the enve-
lope and saw that Farr�ngford had numbered them �n sequence. 
Penned at the bottom of the last page were the �n�t�als “C.P.F.” 
W�th trembl�ng hands he spread the pages �n the proper order 
across the desktop, then stood back and regarded them w�th a 
propr�etary sm�rk. “He hah!” he bellowed. His! And h�s alone!  
Exh�larat�on gusted w�th a rush that nearly blew off the top of 
h�s head. He gave a sh�mmy, squ�rmed, and hugged h�mself, and 
danced around the room. Each t�me he acqu�red an �tem for h�s 
Collection, he felt this flush of relief, this rapturous spasm of self-
congratulatory glee. But only tw�ce before had h�s joy even ap-
proached the ecstasy he felt now: first, when he’d watched The 
Temptation of Saint Anthony be�ng lowered by hel�copter �nto h�s 
Santa Barbara vault; and a year and a half later, on St. Cro�x, when 
he’d w�tnessed The Manz�n� Altarp�ece safely sealed �nto �ts hu-
m�d�ty- and temperature-controlled glass casket.
 W�th a fresh wh�skey sour, he c�rcled round and round the 
desk admiring the sheets filled with Farringford’s intricate nota-
tion—now and then gently caressing with his fingertips the paper’s 
texture. For a long t�me, gloat�ng, he puffed happ�ly on h�s c�gar. 
Then he expans�vely pulled up h�s leather cha�r, and ponderously 
lowered h�mself �nto a cloud of smoke to undertake, w�th hand-
held lens and jeweler’s loupe, a close exam�nat�on of Farr�ngford’s 
notes. My god, what a t�ny, paper-sav�ng scr�pt! Almost as small as 
Zyzynsk�’s own. Noth�ng sloppy about �t; Farr�ngford was obses-
s�ve �n h�s neatness and prec�s�on. Even when, on rare occas�ons, 
he’d changed h�s m�nd and canceled someth�ng he’d wr�tten, the 
or�g�nal was neatly cross-hatched through, a near obl�terat�on. 
S�nce Zyzynsk� could not read mus�c, he had no way of know�ng 
what the written notes signified, could not discern a melody. The 
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p�ece appeared to be qu�te lengthy, yet by all accounts �t was sup-
posed to take only s�x m�nutes’ play�ng-t�me. Incred�ble.
 He pulled from the�r envelope the photocop�es Jerry had pro-
v�ded. It was reasonable that Trntl would have made photocop�es 
�f she’d had the manuscr�pt all along; he would have, �n her pos�-
t�on. Yet Jerry had sa�d that these were the only set. Obv�ously, 
then, th�s was the set that Mr. Meggs had seen. Page by page he 
checked them aga�nst the or�g�nals. Yes, they were �dent�cal. But 
now there was no further need for them. And every reason for 
them to be gone.
 He reached to a bank of buttons on h�s desk and pushed a red 
one. One end of the desk opened l�ke a door, reveal�ng the maw 
of a paper-shredder. He was proud of th�s mach�ne, manufac-
tured by Out-Front Secur�ty Systems, a subs�d�ary of Arch-Apex 
Electron�cs. He fed the photocop�es one by one �nto the shred-
der. After the long teeth had tasseled the papers �nto shoestr�ng 
str�ps, the patented chopp�ng act�on turned the str�ps �nto con-
fett�. Su�table for throw�ng at a party, or for mulch.

 He went to the stereo and placed Rosamond Foxe’s record�ng 
of Farr�ngford’s F�fth Concerto on the turntable. Ah, the trumpets 
and kettledrums! He aga�n seated h�mself before Farr�ngford’s 
manuscr�pt to stare at the mean�ngless th�cket of dec�s�ve, densely-
penned, never-smeared strokes. But own�ng the manuscr�pt was 
only a necessary first step to possessing the cadenza. On paper, 
the notes were merely a mute encod�ng of Farr�ngford’s mus�c. 
Only when the mus�c was heard would h�s acqu�s�t�on be com-
plete. And to be heard, �t would have to be performed by a con-
summate art�st �n the most pr�vate and secret c�rcumstances. By a 
p�an�st who would never afterwards reveal Zyzynsk�’s possess�on 
of the manuscript or admit to having played the cadenza. The final 
step would requ�re the performance to be recorded on the best 
equ�pment ava�lable; and th�s record�ng to be merged w�th a re-
cord�ng of the complete concerto, so that he could exper�ence the 
mus�c whenever he w�shed and be able to assert h�s full manhood 
with the flick of a switch.   
 S�nce h�s hatred of Morgan Lat�mer for hav�ng exper�enced the 
cadenza and enjoyed �ts powers had cost Zyzynsk� more than one 
n�ght’s sleep, �t was w�th great pleasure that he’d read of the old 
fossil’s death in the paper this morning. He was always gratified 
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to see h�s r�vals eat d�rt. W�th �ntense sat�sfact�on, he’d cl�pped 
Lat�mer’s ob�tuary to mount �n h�s album w�th all the others.
 But now h�s attent�on returned to the concerto. The p�ano had 
made its entry, and, as always, the incomparable Rosamond’s fleet 
fingers soothed and beckoned him. Clearly, it would have to be 
Rosamond who performed the cadenza. Her rend�t�on of �t spl�ced 
�nto th�s record�ng of the concerto, replac�ng the feeble subst�tute 
wr�tten by Peter Sh�tface Abbott. Yes! It would be Rosamond! And 
when he heard her play �t, and he rose aga�n to h�s Number One 
pos�t�on, there she’d be, h�s for the tak�ng. A sweet seduct�on, w�th 
candlel�ght, and oysters, and champagne. And she would melt, 
and y�eld, and g�ve herself completely; and then Abbott would be 
finally dismissed, sent forever to the back of the line; and, at long 
last, he—not Abbott—would possess her.
 The�rs would be a long relat�onsh�p. As for her keep�ng the 
ex�stence, and h�s ownersh�p, of the cadenza a secret, surely that 
would seem to her a small pr�ce to pay for access to h�s s�xty b�ll�on 
dollars. He’d tell her that she was comm�tted to the secret only as 
long as he was al�ve—he was 65, after all, she only �6; and, after 
he was gone, she’d be able to announce the red�scovery of the ca-
denza and use her exclus�ve possess�on of �t to her own advantage. 
It was a propos�t�on not to be refused. He sm�led and rubbed h�s 
hands together. He’d never before contemplated such an arrange-
ment. But Rosamond was a very spec�al woman, requ�r�ng spec�al 
generos�ty.
 But where would she learn and pract�ce �t? Record �t? Where 
was there sufficient privacy? The recording studios at Top Notch 
Records were too busy, too publ�c. It had to be someplace where 
he could be �n constant shar�ng w�th Rosamond as she mastered 
the cadenza. Somewhere altogether remote and �naccess�ble. St. 
Croix. Of course. The house there was certa�nly �solated from �ts 
ne�ghbors; �t had a top-of-the-l�ne secur�ty system and several 
large sound-proofed rooms. One of them could be equ�pped as a 
record�ng stud�o. But there was no p�ano at the v�lla. Well, that 
was a small matter.
 Tomorrow n�ght Rosamond would be perform�ng w�th the 
Metropol�tan Symphony. He’d have to move qu�ckly. He’d ap-
proach her at the recept�on follow�ng her concert, get her to con-
sent to go w�th h�m to St. Cro�x—and once they were there, ev-
eryth�ng would follow naturally. But the way had to be prepared; 
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there couldn’t be any h�tches. He pulled out a note pad and d�d 
some rap�d jott�ng. Then reached for the phone.
 “Stephens, call the staff at St. Cro�x r�ght now—ton�ght—
and have them prepare for my arr�val tomorrow even�ng. Call 
Mac�ntosh and have h�m take a team down there tomorrow w�th 
the very best sound-recording equipment and fit out the West 
Guest Room as a profess�onal record�ng stud�o. State-of-the-art. 
I want the job finished by sundown. Is that understood?”
 “Yess�r.”
 “You have the duty-roster there. Call Rademacher �n 
Purchas�ng—ton�ght—and have h�m buy two concert grand p�a-
nos—the best available—and have them flown to St. Croix by to-
morrow afternoon at the latest. He can use the Double-A-1 Cargo 
Jet—”
 “What if he’s unable to find two concert grands on such short 
not�ce? There may be a wa�t�ng l�st for new ones.”
 “I don’t care �f they’re brand new or already �n use. If new, and 
there’s some sort of advance order�ng necessary, or a wa�t�ng l�st 
for ava�lab�l�ty, money is of no concern. Have Rademacher make 
that clear to the manufacturers, and s�mply spend whatever’s re-
qu�red to buy the p�anos. If there aren’t any new ones ava�lable, 
p�anos currently be�ng used w�ll do as long as they’re �n t�p-top 
shape. Stephens, I’ve never bought a piano! Let Rademacher figure 
�t out. It’s h�s respons�b�l�ty. Tomorrow afternoon at the latest!”
 “Yess�r.”
 “When the p�anos are �n St. Cro�x, one �s to go �n the West 
Guest Room, and the other in the Large Den. Have them profes-
s�onally tuned, and put the tuner �nto the Guest Cottage for an 
indefinite stay. I’m sure we have tuners on staff; check the com-
puter and get the best one. Tell Winslow to expect a night flight 
to St. Cro�x on Thursday even�ng, the ��th, �n the Personal Jet. Is 
that clear?”
 “Yess�r.”
 “And I want th�rty pounds of fresh oysters and s�x cases of 
champagne—you know my brand—on the plane tomorrow n�ght. 
And three dozen of frozen filet mignon from Leonardo’s. Cigars 
are already down there �n the walk-�n hum�dor.”
 “Yess�r. And powdered rh�noceros horn?”
 “Not th�s t�me.” He glanced at h�s notes. “One more th�ng, 
Stephens. Call Strunk ton�ght and tell h�m that when Marco, Jerry, 
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and Ch�p come to see h�m tomorrow morn�ng, the�r ass�gnment �s 
changed. They’re com�ng w�th me to St. Cro�x.”
 Zyzynsk� hung up, leaned back and l�stened to Rosamond 
thread�ng her way through the labyr�nth of Farr�ngford’s second 
movement. He st�ll had to formulate a plan for gett�ng her onto 
the plane for the tr�p to St. Cro�x. It was cruc�al that she should 
want to come; everyth�ng depended on that. She knew h�m only as 
an acqua�ntance, a board member of the Metropol�tan Symphony. 
How m�ght he reveal to her that he had the cadenza and enjo�n her 
to secrecy so there’d be no r�sk of her tell�ng anyone else? and how 
could he get her onto the plane of her own free w�ll? He’d have to 
sleep on �t.
 He gathered up the sheets of Farr�ngford’s manuscr�pt, sl�d 
them back �nto the�r envelope, and went to the door of what ap-
peared to be a closet. Beh�nd the panels stood a blue-black safe 
as tall as the doorframe. He worked the comb�nat�on and swung 
open the heavy steel door. The safe was filled—not only with file 
folders, notebooks, and bundles of papers neatly stacked, but also 
w�th numerous treasures awa�t�ng transfer to h�s collect�on-vaults. 
Bend�ng down, he sh�fted sl�ghtly the s�lver-g�lt rel�quary (laced 
with Byzantine filigree, studded with gems) which contained all 
that was left of the Arm of Sa�nt Eustace, and stood the envelope 
carefully on edge between Boud�ca’s Helmet and the p�geon’s-
blood sparkle of the Irrawaddy F�st.

 Lefty Scaevola’s day had begun well. After arr�v�ng at work, 
he’d received a report that last night’s fire in the Hagerstown paint 
factory had gone accord�ng to plan. At lunch, he’d heard that H�ppo 
(“The Greek”) Ar�st�des of Newark, h�s brother V�nn�e’s ch�ef com-
pet�tor �n the supply and serv�c�ng of vend�ng mach�nes, had been 
hosp�tal�zed w�th a heart attack. At two, he’d been �nformed by h�s 
personal attorney that N. F. Trntl had sa�d noth�ng damag�ng at 
the �nquest. At home ton�ght, at n�ne-th�rty, he’d be meet�ng w�th 
the H�ghway Comm�ss�oner to d�scuss the sealed b�ds on the new 
freeway construct�on. And �t was h�s w�fe’s b�rthday; �n h�s pocket 
he carr�ed the g�ft of a small wr�stwatch wh�ch he would present 
at d�nner.
 But at four-th�rty, the ground had suddenly sh�fted, and a bot-
tomless abyss had yawned beneath h�s feet. On the secure phone, 
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a frant�c call from one of h�s lawyers �n Wash�ngton �nformed 
h�m that he’d been �nd�cted on twenty-seven counts of v�olat�ng 
Federal law—racketeer�ng, extort�on, consp�racy to defraud the 
Federal Government, w�re and ma�l fraud, k�dnapp�ng, perjury . . . 
“Drug trafficking,” the lawyer had bleated at him, “theft of govern-
ment property, suborn�ng of perjury, v�olat�on of c�v�l r�ghts (read 
‘murder’), and �ncome tax evas�on. We’re talk�ng heavy-duty, 
Lefty, long-term. Get all your attorneys and accountants together. 
If you’re conv�cted on half these charges, you’re fac�ng th�rty to 
forty years �n pr�son.”
 When Lefty had arrived home at six forty-five after alerting his 
legal adv�sors to the com�ng cr�s�s, h�s stomach was aheave w�th 
sour tw�nges and rumbl�ngs, h�s m�nd teem�ng w�th confused, 
half-formed thoughts and chaot�c, razor-sharp terrors, jumbled 
and sp�nn�ng. H�s mother was dr�nk�ng w�ne �n the l�v�ng room. 
(Why did she insist on wearing floor-length dresses in funereal 
black?) “G�useppe,” she sa�d, as he tr�ed to get past her �nto the 
hallway, “a man’s been calling you every fifteen minutes since five 
o’clock.”
 He turned anx�ously to face her. Someth�ng to do w�th the �n-
dictments? The Commissioner, canceling tonight’s meeting? “Did 
he leave a name?”
 “No, but he sa�d he’d keep try�ng. Theresa sa�d he sounded 
urgent.”
 Lefty hurr�ed toward the k�tchen. Oh no, he thought: Trntl. He 
hoped that N�ck had managed to make �t look l�ke an acc�dent.

 Theresa was pull�ng a d�sh from the m�crowave. “You look 
t�red,” she sa�d.
 “Mother said a man’s been calling. Do you know who?”
 “He d�dn’t g�ve h�s name—but I thought he sounded exc�ted 
and nervous. He’ll call back.” She w�ped her hands on her apron. 
“Don’t you want to know what we’re having for dinner?”
 “What?”
 “Pot roast and creamed cabbage.”
 He frowned. “Theresa, you know that cabbage g�ves me gas.”
 “Well, that’s what you say. But I l�ke �t, and �t’s my b�rthday. If 
you don’t want �t, you can have a baked potato.”
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 “I’m not sure I want a baked potato e�ther.” He ra�sed one eye-
brow and stared hard at the pot roast. “Did you put onions in with 
the meat?”
 “No, you say they g�ve you heartburn.”
 “They do.” He pulled a st�ck of raw carrot from the rel�sh tray. 
“I’ll be �n my study wa�t�ng for the phone call.” He felt weak and 
nauseous.
 Munch�ng the carrot st�ck was not at all sat�sfy�ng. In h�s 
study, he dropped the remnant �nto h�s wastebasket, sat down at 
the desk, and filled and lit his pipe. That was better. He opened 
the wall safe and took out the envelope th�ck w�th hundred-dollar 
b�lls—the Comm�ss�oner’s comm�ss�on �f the meet�ng went suc-
cessfully. No, th�s p�pe wasn’t do�ng �t. God, �t needed clean�ng. 
The stem slurped and burbled as he drew on �t; he gagged as he 
sucked a th�n stream of tarry tobacco ju�ce �nto h�s mouth.
 The phone rang. He grabbed up the rece�ver, scrubb�ng h�s 
tongue w�th a Kleenex. “Yeah?”
 “Lefty? Th�s �s Pete Martello. I got some bad news.”
 “Say �t.” 
 “Nick Dellanotte and Sammy Green are in the hospital. Nick’s 
face �s busted up someth�ng awful.  Sammy’s got a concuss�on.”
 Lefty sagged against the edge of the desk, his fingers clutching 
at the blotter. “What happened? An acc�dent?”
 “No acc�dent. They told the pol�ce they were mugged �n the 
Wash�ngton Monument. The guard found ’em unconsc�ous on the 
sta�rs and called the cops.”
 “Why were they �n the Wash�ngton Monument?”
 “N�ck told me they were on ass�gnment and got ambushed.”
 “Was a woman there?”
 “Yeah, but she got away. And someth�ng else: the�r guns are 
gone. Maybe the pol�ce took ’em.”
 “Are there any charges filed against Nick and Sammy?”
 “No, the pol�ce logged �t �n as a mugg�ng.”
 “Thanks for calling me, Pete. Don’t call the house again.” 
Scaevola slammed the rece�ver down and slewed around �n h�s 
cha�r. The stomach cramps were unbearable. Gasp�ng for breath, 
he began t�ck�ng off h�s casualt�es: Angelo, and George F�occo, 
Benno, Johnny Speranza, Alfie, Fingers Beauregard. Now Nick 
and Sammy Green. Damn! Even Detective Price was suspended 
from duty. In just one week Trntl had wrecked h�s Organ�zat�on.
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 He was bent double hugg�ng h�s belly when h�s mother came 
to the doorway s�pp�ng her Marsala. “G�useppe,” she called, “d�n-
ner’s ready.” She stood star�ng at h�s gray face, h�s upturned eyes. 
“Hey, you don’t look so good. You want some of my w�ne?”
 Lefty Scaevola squeezed shut h�s eyes, gagged, and heaved—a 
m�ghty retch. H�s mother began scream�ng. “Theresa—Theresa, 
come qu�ck! Hurry! And br�ng a bucket and a coupla mops!”  
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Chapter  33
March 12      (Thursday)          

 Trntl had been dreading Silas Dinch’s reaction when she told 
h�m that—hav�ng found and then lost the cadenza—she was re-
s�gn�ng the case. She fantas�zed shout�ng, curses, an apoplect�c 
fit—or worse yet, disdain and cold contempt. (“Well, what else 
could one expect, w�th a female detect�ve �n charge?”)
 She was therefore pleasantly surpr�sed, and more than a l�t-
tle grateful, when, hear�ng the sorry news on Thursday morn�ng, 
Dinch did nothing but rub the back of his neck and blink his eyes. 
It was as though he, too, had acknowledged the need for res�gna-
t�on. “So,” she concluded gamely, “hav�ng no further leads to fol-
low, we feel there’s no reason for you to �ncur further costs. It �sn’t 
easy to adm�t defeat.” She placed a stack of man�la folders on h�s 
desk. “Here are the doss�ers on your compet�tors, and the other 
mater�als you gave me.”
 Torvald, who’d come w�th Trntl for moral support, handed 
Dinch a thin sheaf of papers. “And here’s an itemized list of our fees 
and expenses.” He was already ant�c�pat�ng h�s departure that af-
ternoon for a long weekend on Cape Cod w�th Rachel We�ntraub.
 Dinch barely glanced at the papers. “You’ll be paid out of the 
fund wh�ch Morgan Lat�mer placed at our d�sposal. As you may 
know, Mr. Lat�mer passed away two n�ghts ago follow�ng sur-
gery.”
 “I’m very sorry to hear �t,” sa�d Trntl.
 Dinch rose and went to the liquor cabinet. He poured bourbon 
�nto three glasses, gave a glass to each of them. “He was a close 
fr�end of my father’s, and I knew h�m almost all my l�fe. An honor-
able man.” He ra�sed h�s glass. “To Morgan Lat�mer.” They drank 
to the man who’d heard Farr�ngford perform the cadenza.
 Dinch reached for the bottle as if to pour himself another, then 
checked h�mself, closed the cab�net, and collected the�r glasses. 
“Mr. McKay kept me fully �nformed, almost on a da�ly bas�s, about 
what was happen�ng �n Balt�more. St�ll, I’ll adm�t that I’m terr�bly 
confused by nearly everyth�ng that’s occurred—the false ransom 
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demands, the three attempts on your l�fe. And you’re sure those 
attacks weren’t the work of one of our compet�tors?”
 “I’m sure they were all ordered by G�useppe Scaevola, a local 
gangster who s�mply wanted to keep me from tell�ng what I knew 
about the S�mms murder.”
 “You’ve sa�d that he d�dn’t want the cadenza for h�mself.”
 “No; I was told he’d destroy �t �f he obta�ned �t.”
 “Then who has it now?” Dinch cried. “Sombody who’d slug you 
on the street, that’s who! Both L’Enfant Devereux and Cameron 
Stewart would be capable of �t. Well, they all would. Did you dou-
ble-check the doss�ers?”
 “Carol Brown d�d,” Trntl sa�d pat�ently. “Found noth�ng. It’s 
poss�ble the man’s connected w�th one of your compet�tors. But 
I th�nk �t’s unl�kely. We have reason to bel�eve he’s work�ng w�th 
one of the two groups who were b�dd�ng for the manuscr�pt.”
 “And you’re sure—”
 “Mr. Dinch, one group was willing to pay two hundred thou-
sand dollars. For a manuscr�pt known to be stolen. The other, a 
quarter of a million—without batting an eye. Does that sound like 
two compet�ng mus�c publ�shers?”
 “Well, frankly, no,” he sa�d. “But who are they, then?”
 “We arr�ved at only two hypotheses that make any sense,” sa�d 
Trntl. “E�ther the two sets of negot�ators represent pr�vate collec-
tors who are vy�ng for a un�que work of art; or else they represent 
art dealers who are try�ng to p�ck up a cho�ce �nvestment �tem for 
clandest�ne resale. We were conduct�ng an auction, for heavens’ 
sakes.”
 “Then it may never be published,” said Dinch.
 “That’s qu�te poss�ble.”
 Dinch leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes. After a long 
moment he sa�d exhaustedly, “It seems we’re fated not to have the 
cadenza. Thank you for your help. I’m sure you d�d all you could. 
I’ll phone Mrs. Farr�ngford and Peter Sh�pley Abbott and tell them 
your dec�s�on.”
 And I, thought Trntl, w�ll phone Mrs. Sternberg.

 Mrs. Sternberg heard Trntl out, allow�ng her to talk w�thout 
�nterrupt�on. Then, respond�ng to the undertone of defeat that 
came across clearly, she sa�d: “I apprec�ate your call�ng me and 
be�ng so forthr�ght about los�ng the cadenza. Please bel�eve that I 
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can empath�ze w�th what you’re feel�ng. I went through someth�ng 
s�m�lar back �n �947 and felt equally respons�ble. Do you have any 
�dea who took �t from you?”
 “None at all.”
 “But you suspect �t m�ght be �n the hands of a collector now, or 
a dealer �n stolen art.” She thought for a moment. “Of all the col-
lectors I know of in the music field, not one would do such a th�ng 
as attack you on a publ�c street. I don’t know a great many dealers; 
and outs�de of my own transact�ons w�th them, I don’t know the�r 
pract�ces at all. Some of them m�ght.”
 “If the cadenza does w�nd up �n pr�vate hands, �t may be �nac-
cess�ble to the publ�c for the foreseeable future,” sa�d Trntl. “I feel 
I’ve let everybody down through my carelessness and stup�d�ty. 
Thanks for be�ng so understand�ng.”
 “To change the subject,” sa�d Mrs. Sternberg. “As you may 
know, Rosamond Foxe �s perform�ng ton�ght at Symphony Hall. 
You may not feel up to going; but if you’d like to, you’ll find a ticket 
in your name at the box office. And I’d like you to be my guest at 
the recept�on follow�ng the concert.”
 “My assoc�ates Fel�x McKay and Carol Brown are go�ng to the 
concert,” Trntl sa�d. “And M�ss Foxe �nv�ted them to the recept�on. 
I may very well take you up on the offer. Thanks.”
 “I hope to see you there. We try to keep our recept�ons from 
becom�ng too awful.”

 Hav�ng worked d�l�gently for three days on the Sw�nfurth 
L�ghtfoot trust accounts, on Thursday the External Aud�tors 
called together the appropr�ate execut�ves and department heads 
for a high-level briefing at noon. When he arrived at work at eight, 
Anton Farr�ngford was ordered to the meet�ng by T�ppett, head of 
the Trust Division; and at ten-thirty, Brownlow, chief of Internal 
Aud�t, stopped by to rem�nd h�m not to be late. Th�s plunged Anton 
�nto a bog of despa�r. Oh my god, they’d found h�m out. He must 
have sl�pped up somewhere. But there had been so many avenues 
to travel, so many lanes and footpaths and back alleys—always 
hav�ng to be sure to cover h�s tracks. It was just as he’d feared: 
some tr�v�al overs�ght had tr�pped h�m up and brought h�m down. 
And he’d been so careful. He’d cooperated fully w�th the External 
Aud�tors—suppl�ed them �nformat�on; brought them documents; 
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expla�ned procedures; ant�c�pated the�r needs and requests. But 
th�s was �t. The end of the road. Sw�nfurth L�ghtfoot would seal h�s 
office, change the locks, turn him over to the authorities.
 Fear�ng he m�ght not aga�n have the chance, he dec�ded to 
clean out h�s desk, remov�ng h�s personal th�ngs. He opened h�s 
attache case and began putt�ng �tems �n. From the desktop, pho-
tographs of h�s father, mother, and s�ster; h�s match�ng pen and 
penc�l set; the �ron pyr�te paperwe�ght wh�ch was a souven�r of a 
ch�ldhood tr�p to Colorado. From the back of the bottom drawer, 
the th�n stack of well-thumbed g�rl�e magaz�nes �n the�r taped 
brown paper bag; an overn�ght shav�ng k�t; a neckt�e and two ex-
tra pa�rs of socks. From the top drawer, the book g�ven to h�m 
as a student by h�s favor�te account�ng professor: Your Money 
Talks, but Can You Make it Walk? H�s monogrammed coffee cup; 
old rac�ng forms from two years ago wh�ch he’d forgotten about; 
a fingernail file, a comb, and his toenail clipper. From the wall, 
his framed diplomas, commendations, and certificates. Into the 
wastebasket went the bag of stale jelly beans and the execut�ve 
puzzle-toy he’d been g�ven by h�s staff (but had never been able to 
solve).
 Just before the meet�ng, he went hot-foot�ng to the men’s 
room; and when he emerged ten m�nutes later, t�e stra�ghtened, 
glasses pol�shed, ha�r freshly combed, he marched down the cor-
r�dor to the conference room as ready as he’d ever be.
 Nearly everyone was there when he arr�ved. He seated h�mself 
�n an empty cha�r pos�t�oned half-way down the boat-shaped table, 
stood his attache case on the floor beside him, and began fiddling 
w�th h�s ballpo�nt pen. Coffee, water carafes, and cups were on 
the table, sugar and cream. Several people were eat�ng sandw�ches 
from brown paper bags. Anton wasn’t the least b�t hungry.
 The pres�dent cleared h�s throat. “Are we all here? We’d bet-
ter begin. As you know, auditors from the firm of Benton Murray 
Mayfield have been working here for three full days. They’ve been 
exam�n�ng our books and procedures, �nvest�gat�ng the �rregu-
lar�t�es wh�ch Mr. T�ppett and others have perce�ved to ex�st �n 
our Trust Division. With us from Benton Murray Mayfield are 
Mr. Ogden, Mr. Hazelton, and Mrs. H�x. They w�sh to br�ef you 
on what they’ve found so far.” He sat down and the aud�tors took 
over.
 “After �ntense scrut�ny,” sa�d Mrs. H�x, “we’ve found ev�dence 
to confirm that Mr. Tippett’s suspicions are justified. There are 
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losses in the Trust Division that are not the result of procedural 
gl�tches or human error. We have ev�dence of a systemat�c and 
long-term embezzlement of monies from specific named accounts. 
We are well along �n our �nvest�gat�on and w�sh to consult w�th 
you on how to proceed.”
 Oh God, thought Anton. Here �t comes. Shall I deny �t? brazen 
�t out? confess? throw myself on the�r mercy? My mother needed 
$500 a month, Tw�la . . . the horses . . . oh God.
 Mr. Ogden rose to cont�nue the presentat�on. He had a long 
alum�num po�nter �n h�s hand wh�ch he kept slapp�ng �nto h�s op-
pos�ng palm. “Ev�dence we have; and though ev�dence does not, 
per se, const�tute �ncontrovert�ble proof of a suspect’s culpab�l�ty, 
we have enough �nformat�on to establ�sh a pr�ma fac�e assump-
t�on of consc�ous and premed�tated malfeasance.”
 Anton was sweat�ng profusely. No, throw�ng h�mself on the�r 
mercy clearly would be of no use.
  Mr. Ogden cont�nued, “The embezzlement was accompl�shed 
by a clever—perhaps I should say �ngen�ous—m�sd�rect�on.” He 
paused and scanned the expectant faces before conclud�ng: “The 
creat�on and juggl�ng of dummy accounts.”
 But I returned �t all! Anton shouted s�lently. W�th �nterest!
 “So far, we have establ�shed a d�screpancy of n�ne thousand 
four hundred and twenty-s�x dollars,” sa�d Ogden. “And our �nves-
t�gat�on �s cont�nu�ng.”
 You’ve got a long way to go, Anton thought ruefully, to get 
to fifty-eight thousand two hundred and nine dollars and thirty-
seven cents.
 “The embezzlements have occurred �n two very large trust ac-
counts,” sa�d Ogden. “Nugent and P�cker�ng.”
 Nugent? Pickering? Anton had never had anyth�ng at all to do 
w�th those accounts.
 “Nugent and P�cker�ng,” sa�d T�ppett. “Why those are man-
aged by B�ll Adams. He’s been w�th us for twelve years.”
 Ogden shrugged. “Do you want to see the charts?” He turned 
w�th h�s po�nter to an easel w�th graphs on cardboard and began 
po�nt�ng.
 Bill Adams! thought Anton. Quiet B�ll? who kept to h�mself, 
brown-bagged h�s lunch, greeted you w�th a pleasant sm�le and 
vanished into his work; who avoided office politics and brought 
h�s mousy w�fe to the Chr�stmas part�es; who drank Peps� and 
g�nger ale, and kept h�s soc�al�z�ng to a m�n�mum? Adams bor-
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row�ng from the Nugent and P�cker�ng accounts? (And how many 
others �n h�s purv�ew?) My god, thought Anton, and all of n�ne 
thousand four hundred and twenty-s�x dollars! So far! He poured 
himself a cup of coffee while Ogden blathered on, flipping through 
h�s charts, tap tapp�ng w�th h�s po�nter. Well, then, what d�d th�s 
portend for Anton’s future? Probably too early to say for sure, but 
could �t poss�bly mean that he was out of the woods? Overlooked 
�n favor of a more obv�ous and graspable prey? The pres�dent’s 
vo�ce, tense w�th controlled anger, brought Anton back to the 
present real�ty: “Thank you, Mr. Ogden. What you’ve shown us 
leaves l�ttle doubt that B�ll Adams �s embezzl�ng the Nugent and 
P�cker�ng accounts—”
 “Ev�dence �s not �ncontrovert�ble proof—”
 “Yes, yes. But we certa�nly have enough to proceed. We’ll need 
to know how much further h�s p�lfer�ngs extend, see to what ex-
tent th�s �nformat�on resolves the �rregular�t�es that have come to 
our attent�on. T�ppett, cont�nue work�ng closely w�th the Benton 
Murray Mayfield team; build an airtight case so that when we con-
front Adams he’ll see there’s no way out. Farr�ngford, you’ve been 
very helpful to the team so far—”  
 “Very helpful,” sa�d Mrs. H�x.
 “—and you know more than anyone else about the �nternal 
configurations of all our accounts. Continue to work closely with 
the team and prov�de them w�th whatever �nformat�on they need. 
You’re do�ng a good job.”
 “Thank you, s�r,” sa�d Anton.
 “I’m shocked,” sa�d T�ppett, “that Adams has betrayed the 
trust and confidence which Swinfurth Lightfoot placed in him. 
Anton, we’ll rely on you to help us bu�ld an a�rt�ght case.”
 “I’ll do my best,” sa�d Anton.

 
 At home �n Hempstead, Long Island, Rosamond Foxe was fol-
low�ng the rout�ne she always followed on days she was to g�ve a 
concert. Hav�ng returned from her ha�rdresser, she’d eaten a l�ght 
lunch and settled down for a couple of hours of pract�c�ng. The 
grand p�ano occup�ed nearly half the l�v�ng room of her modest 
house; and the room itself was cheerful and well-lighted by floor-
to-ce�l�ng w�ndows that overlooked her back yard and small gar-
den. The wh�te plaster walls set off to good advantage her framed 
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l�thograph�c pr�nts; two walls were ent�rely devoted to mus�c cab�-
nets and bookshelves.
 Ton�ght she would be play�ng Farr�ngford’s Second P�ano 
Concerto. S�nce rehearsal had gone well, she d�d not play �t now. 
Instead she l�mbered up w�th preludes and fugues of J. S. Bach, 
a Mozart sonata, and Tenery’s Spanish Caprice. Then she set-
tled �nto the ma�n work of the afternoon—Marchaunt’s Scherzo 
Diabolique and the finale of Lemnitzer’s Concerto #7.
 Well along �n the Lemn�tzer, she’d just paused to make some 
penc�l notat�ons on the score, when the phone rang. “Crap!” She 
got up and went to answer �t. Should’ve unplugged �t earl�er. 
“Hello?”
 “Rosamond Foxe, please.” A gruff, mascul�ne vo�ce. T�ght and 
a l�ttle asthmat�c.
 “Th�s �s she.”
 “M�ss Foxe, th�s �s V�ctor Zyzynsk�. I’m sorry to bother you at 
home.”
 “Oh, yes. Mr. Zyzynsk�. That’s all r�ght, I was just work�ng at 
the p�ano.” Why would the b�ll�ona�re be call�ng her? She remem-
bered h�m as an obscenely fat man �n h�s s�xt�es, w�th bushy eye-
brows, beady l�ttle eyes, and a prom�nent potato nose. Beneath 
th�s (she remembered w�th a shudder) was a spongy shelf of lower 
l�p l�ke a sk�nned ch�cken th�gh. “What may I do for you?”
 There was a long pause, punctuated by the rasp of heavy 
breath�ng; then—“Perhaps you remember s�tt�ng near me at the 
last Beaux Arts Banquet? I believe we spoke briefly on that occa-
s�on.”
 “Yes, of course. I remember �t well.”
 “I’m look�ng forward to hear�ng your concert ton�ght, M�ss 
Foxe.”
 “Thank you; I hope you’re not d�sappo�nted.”
 “Perhaps you recall that I’m on the Board of Directors of the 
Metropol�tan Symphony—”
 “Yes, I’m aware of that.” Good gr�ef, was th�s a fund-ra�s�ng 
call? A request for her to do a benefit for the financially-ailing 
Metropol�tan?
 “At the recept�on follow�ng your concert, I would l�ke—that 
�s, I hope �t w�ll be poss�ble—�f �t’s acceptable to you—to have a 
few words w�th you �n pr�vate. Just the two of us. On a matter of 
extreme �mportance.”
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 She frowned �n puzzlement and stud�ed her na�ls. “Concern�ng 
the Symphony?”
 “No—uh—someth�ng—uh—very unusual has come �nto my 
possess�on, and I need your expert adv�ce. I would prefer to wa�t 
unt�l ton�ght to say more.”
 “Certa�nly. I’ll arrange to see you at the recept�on.”
 “Thank you, thank you so much. Uh—well—goodbye.”
 She cont�nued to frown as she cradled the rece�ver and re-
turned to the p�ano. How very strange, she thought, tak�ng up her 
penc�l.

 After shower�ng, Fel�x McKay tr�mmed h�s beard, touched 
h�mself here and there w�th fragrant musk o�l, and la�d out h�s 
black tuxedo on the bed. He hadn’t worn the tuxedo s�nce he’d 
stopped play�ng clar�net �n the Rac�ne Jazz Band almost three 
years ago.  When he str�pped �t out of the plast�c sheath that had 
cocooned �t s�nce �ts last dry-clean�ng, he was pleased to see �t 
look�ng qu�te presentable. He hummed a l�ttle tune as he rum-
maged �n h�s dresser drawer for suspenders, onyx studs, and black 
bowtie. The shirt with the pleated and slightly ruffled front still 
fit him fairly well; but in trying to close the high-waisted trousers 
across h�s m�ddle, he encountered a major obstacle. No matter 
how much he pulled and stretched the pants and sucked h�s stom-
ach in, the top edges of his fly refused to meet. He finally conceded 
defeat: which translated into leaving a gap at the top of his fly, the 
edges stab�l�zed and held together by a large safety p�n. The black 
sat�n cummerbund would effect�vely cover up h�s �mprov�sat�on. 
F�nally—to h�s �ntense d�smay—the coat seemed to have shrunk: 
was far too t�ght across the shoulders, w�th a b�nd�ng under the 
arms. He hoped no one would not�ce.
 At seven-thirty, as arranged, he met Carol Brown at the office, 
and together they rode �n a cab to Symphony Hall. She was wear-
�ng an attract�ve ensemble �n avocado green, w�th a knee-length 
sk�rt and jacket w�th black p�p�ng; her long�sh ha�r was pulled 
back �nto a ch�gnon, just short of a pony ta�l, wh�ch set off to ad-
vantage her dangl�ng ear-r�ngs, gold w�th �nset garnets. In the cab, 
Fel�x sa�d “You look very n�ce ton�ght.”
 “Thanks,” Carol sa�d. “You’re wear�ng musk o�l.” Fel�x gr�nned. 
“Black t�e and studs,” she added. “I’ve never seen you �n a tux, 
Fel�x. You’re qu�te dash�ng.”
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 “It’s a very spec�al occas�on,” he sa�d. “The recept�on and all.”
 “Espec�ally ‘and all’,” sa�d Carol. “I’m sure she’ll be swept off 
her feet.”
 “I hope so,” sa�d Fel�x. “I haven’t worn th�s su�t s�nce 
W�scons�n.”
 “It does look a l�ttle t�ght,” she sa�d. “It’s all those p�zzas and 
Rachel’s father’s bl�ntzes. Wh�ch rem�nds me—how was your d�n-
ner date w�th Rosamond last Saturday?”
 Fel�x sm�led happ�ly. “Very enjoyable. We talked about a var�-
ety of th�ngs. Parents, for one—her father’s a h�story professor, and 
her mother used to run an a�r charter serv�ce before she became a 
synd�cated column�st do�ng pol�t�cal commentary. And mus�c, of 
course, and grow�ng up �n Eau Cla�re and R�chmond, cook�ng w�th 
garl�c, l�fe �n the conservatory, detect�ve work, Eleanor Roosevelt, 
baseball, books, and Ronald Reagan.” 
 “Goodness,” sa�d Carol, “�t must have been qu�te an even�ng.”
 “We’ll be do�ng �t aga�n,” sa�d Fel�x. “And—she l�kes Benny 
Goodman as much as I do!”

 When they arr�ved at ten t�ll e�ght, only a few of the people 
who filled the lobby were wearing evening clothes like Felix. Most 
of the men wore dark bus�ness su�ts; most of the women, long-
�sh sk�rts—though some were �n pantsu�ts. Many of the younger 
people, both men and women, wore blue jeans or corduroys.
 They found their seats in the first balcony and studied their 
programs. Mendelssohn’s Overture: Calm Sea and Prosperous 
Voyage; Mozart’s Maurerische Trauermusik; three of Brahms’ 
Hungarian Dances; and, follow�ng �nterm�ss�on, Farr�ngford’s 
Piano Concerto #2 in D Minor, Opus 83.
 The members of the orchestra filed onto the stage and took 
the�r places. The l�ghts gradually d�mmed as the tun�ng-up began. 
The crowd muttered and rustled and wh�spered �tself �nto expect-
ant s�lence. Then, to enthus�ast�c applause, the conductor, Gregory 
M�tchell, strode to the pod�um, where he faced the aud�ence and 
held up h�s hands unt�l the crowd became qu�et. “Lad�es and gen-
tlemen,” he sa�d �n a soft vo�ce that barely carr�ed to the back of 
the hall, “we mourn the pass�ng th�s week of a major patron of 
the arts—Morgan Lat�mer, long a benefactor of the Metropol�tan 
Symphony and for many years a member of its Board of Directors. 
We w�sh to ded�cate th�s even�ng’s performance, the last of the 
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current season, to h�s memory.” He turned, ra�sed h�s baton, and 
the orchestra launched �nto the Mendelssohn.
 In h�s g�lded box, stage left, V�ctor Zyzynsk�, sweat�ng l�ke a 
cheese �n h�s wh�te t�e and ta�ls, settled back w�th a dry chuckle 
and a sm�rk of sat�sfact�on. N�neteenth-century Romant�c�sm! 
Morgan would have hated �t.

 During intermission, Carol and Felix discovered Trntl on the 
mezzan�ne. “We weren’t sure you’d dec�de to come,” sa�d Carol. 
“How �s center front?”
 “I’d rather be �n the balcony. As for com�ng ton�ght, I dec�ded 
that �f Mrs. Sternberg reserved a t�cket for me and �nv�ted me to 
the reception, I really ought to. My God, Felix, where did you find 
that tux?”
 “In my closet,” sa�d Fel�x. “It dates from my former l�fe.”
 “Well, your cummerbund �s creep�ng up, and your safety-p�n 
�s show�ng.”
 Fel�x blushed and began tugg�ng at the cummerbund. “Mrs. 
Farr�ngford �s here,” Trntl sa�d, “and her daughter Clara. They’re 
s�tt�ng two rows �n front of me.”
 “And here comes Peter Sh�pley Abbott,” Carol wh�spered. The 
p�an�st had seen them, and was eagerly mak�ng h�s way toward 
them through the crowd.
 “Oh God,” sa�d Trntl, “he wants to talk.” The three of them 
moved as qu�ckly as poss�ble toward the sta�rs. The l�ghts d�mmed 
briefly, and a chime sounded. “Saved by the bell,” said Felix.
 

 Of her father’s works, the D-minor concerto was Clara 
Farr�ngford’s favor�te. She’d been seven years old when he was 
compos�ng �t, and she recalled w�th the clar�ty of yesterday h�s 
�nv�t�ng her �nto the stud�o at the back of the house, plac�ng her 
bes�de h�m on the p�ano bench, and say�ng, “Hey, punk�n, what do 
you th�nk of th�s?” And he’d played for her the p�ano part of the 
second movement—a glor�ous andante, sweetly melancholy w�th 
fall�ng cadences �n the treble over a r�ppl�ng bass. It had made her 
cry—not w�th sadness, but w�th joy �n �ts sheer beauty, �ts repeated 
quest�ons and never qu�te sat�sfactory answers, �ts d�sturb�ng d�s-
sonances and affirmative resolutions. She’d sat there beside him, 
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her feet not quite touching the floor, gripping her upper arms, 
with the tears streaming down her cheeks. When he’d finished 
play�ng, he’d looked at her qu�zz�cally, surpr�sed at her tears. “Oh, 
Daddy,” she’d whispered, “it’s wonderful”; and, hugging her, he’d 
sa�d, “Well, punk�n, �t’s for you. It’ll always be our spec�al p�ece—
just yours and m�ne.” Th�s was a del�c�ous secret they shared—for 
when it was published, the concerto was officially dedicated to her 
mother. And hear�ng Rosamond Foxe creat�ng the andante now—
with a manner and inflection so similar to her father’s—Clara 
gr�pped the arms of her seat and aga�n felt the tears well�ng �n 
her eyes. Her mother, s�tt�ng bes�de her, offered her a handker-
ch�ef; and later, when the l�ghts had gone up and people were r�s-
�ng to leave, Mrs. Farr�ngford sa�d to her w�th more than a trace of 
pride—while tapping the program notes significantly—”Yes, your 
father was a gen�us. And that mus�c, at least, �s ded�cated to me!”
   

 When Carol and Felix arrived at the reception on the top floor 
of Symphony Hall, the Gold Room was already filled with people. 
A long table laden w�th food ran along one wall. Platters of cheese 
and ol�ve canapes, dev�led eggs, p�ckled herr�ng and a r�ch pâté. A 
punchbowl full of shr�mp. Sl�ces of glazed ham and cherry cheese-
cake. Two wh�te-coated caterers bus�ed themselves w�th cham-
pagne—one opening bottles, the other filling long-stemmed plas-
t�c goblets. Here there was a h�gher proport�on of formal dress; 
but st�ll the major�ty of the men were �n bus�ness su�ts. And not a 
s�ngle pa�r of blue jeans �n s�ght.
 A qu�ck scan, and Fel�x found Rosamond Foxe on the far s�de 
of the room, her back to the wall, boxed �n by a clutch of adm�rers. 
He muttered h�s �rr�tat�on under h�s breath: no chance of gett�ng 
close to her w�th a crowd l�ke that. He’d wa�t; they’d th�n out after 
a b�t. Meanwh�le, there was the food. Carol had already started for 
the table.
 Tak�ng a glass of champagne, Fel�x saw that Trntl had arr�ved, 
�n the company of Mrs. Farr�ngford and Clara. She was talk�ng an-
imatedly to the two clients, filling them in, no doubt, on the details 
of the fiasco in Baltimore. “Poor Trntl,” he thought. But he kept 
away from them, hav�ng dec�ded long ago that, after the strange 
n�ght �n her parlor, there was noth�ng more he wanted to say to 
Mrs. Farr�ngford.
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 “The herr�ng �s good,” Carol sa�d bes�de h�m, “but avo�d the 
pâté.”
 “I always do,” sa�d Fel�x. He helped h�mself to a cracker w�th 
cheese and ol�ve. Rosamond was st�ll hemmed �n, and new people 
kept jo�n�ng the crowd. A plump woman �n a mauve dress handed 
Rosamond her program to autograph. Fel�x saw that Rosamond’s 
glass was empty; on �mpulse, he took a fresh goblet w�th—cham-
pagne? no, m�neral water!—and carr�ed �t to her across the room. 
Stand�ng three people back �n the t�ght phalanx, he caught her 
eye, w�nked, and handed her the glass over shoulders and heads. 
She took �t w�th a nod and gave h�m a grateful sm�le. He made her 
a gallant bow and felt h�s safety-p�n g�ve way. W�th both hands 
he jerked down his cummerbund, and, holding it firmly in place, 
went st�ff-legg�ng back to the serv�ng table.
 “Carol!” he wh�spered. “Where’s the men’s room?”
 “Out �n the foyer; we passed �t com�ng �n.” She observed h�s 
hands at their tugging. “Oh, a problem. Do you want some help?”
 “I’m hop�ng I d�dn’t lose the safety-p�n.”
 “Let’s go out and see what’s to be done,” sa�d Carol, tak�ng 
one last b�te of herr�ng and sett�ng down her plate. She led h�m 
�nto the foyer. “The rest-rooms are out,” she sa�d: “I can’t go �nto 
yours; you can’t go �nto m�ne. So let’s see what �t’s l�ke beh�nd th�s 
potted fig.”
 He ra�sed h�s cummerbund. She leaned forward to peer at the 
top of his fly. “No, the pin’s still there, still fastened. The cloth 
r�pped out. Here, I th�nk I can re-p�n �t.” She und�d the p�n, used 
both hands to pull the edges of the fly together, said sharply, 
“Here, you’ll have to help.” He helped, look�ng nervously over 
h�s shoulder �n dread of cur�ous passers-by who, observ�ng the 
intense activity behind the fig-tree, would no doubt assume the 
worst. After Rosamond, the person he most dreaded to see walk-
�ng by was Mrs. Farr�ngford on her way to the john. But the only 
persons to pass were three women and two men go�ng �nto the 
reception from the elevators, and their backs were to the fig-tree 
for most of the d�stance.
 “There! It’s fixed,” said Carol. “Now, remember to stand tall, 
breathe shallow, and go easy on the food. And for heaven’s sake, 
don’t s�t down.”
 “I apprec�ate your help,” sa�d Fel�x. “Have some cheesecake 
for me.”
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Chapter  34
 Mrs. Farr�ngford l�t one of her Turk�sh c�garettes, �nhaled, 
blew the smoke through her nostr�ls. “Needless to say,” she sa�d to 
Trntl, “your fa�lure to recover the cadenza �s extremely upsett�ng. 
W�thout �t, there won’t be a second ed�t�on of the concerto. S�las 
kept me appr�sed of what you were encounter�ng, the dangers you 
faced. The cadenza has already caused three deaths, �f you �nclude 
Morgan Lat�mer’s. Four, w�th my husband’s—�f, as I th�nk, he was 
murdered for �t.”
 “I understand your be�ng upset,” sa�d Trntl. “I’m upset, too; 
not only w�th los�ng the manuscr�pt when I had �t hand, but also 
w�th the fact of my own �ncompetence.”
 Mrs. Farringford glanced at her briefly, then looked away. 
“I’m sure you d�d everyth�ng that you could have.” Her tone car-
ried the finality of dismissal and imparted a palpable chill. She 
turned her back on Trntl and moved off toward the champagne. 
Clara Farr�ngford touched Trntl’s arm: “Mother was terribly up-
set when Mr. Dinch told her what had happened. She hasn’t got-
ten over the shock of los�ng the cadenza for a second t�me. When I 
arr�ved th�s afternoon, she was st�ll qu�te ag�tated—and angry, I’m 
afra�d. Please forg�ve an old woman’s d�sappo�ntment.”
 “Her d�sappo�ntment’s no greater than m�ne,” sa�d Trntl. 
“Thanks for your comments.”
 “It’s almost as though the cadenza carr�es a curse,” sa�d Clara. 
“Whoever has �t now may be �n for a rough t�me.”
 “I certa�nly hope so,” Trntl sa�d fervently.

 Mrs. Sternberg jo�ned them, br�ng�ng w�th her a sl�m, hand-
some man �n �mpeccably ta�lored black even�ng clothes. “Ah, M�ss 
Trntl, I’m so glad you dec�ded to come. Clara, here’s an adm�rer 
who’d l�ke to meet you.” The stranger stepped forward sm�l�ng as 
Mrs. Sternberg �ntroduced h�m: “Clara Farr�ngford, N. F. Trntl, 
allow me to present Fr�edr�ch Haeckler von Schaffhausen—also 
known, �n bank�ng c�rcles, as Fr�edr�ch von Schaffhausen.”
 He cl�cked h�s heels, bowed cr�sply to each of them, then 
sm�led anew, and gave a d�screet l�ttle w�nk. “And also known, to 
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my fr�ends, as Freddy Haeckler.” He turned to Clara. “I have long 
admired your flute playing, Miss Farringford—have heard you 
tw�ce �n concert. Once �n Boston, once �n V�enna. You have a con-
s�derable reputat�on �n Europe.”
 “Why, thank you,” sa�d Clara. “How k�nd of you to say so. 
V�enna was e�ght years ago. Are you from Austr�a, then?”
 “No, I’m Sw�ss.” H�s sm�le broadened to show perfectly even, 
unnaturally wh�te teeth. Capped, thought Trntl; and th�s caused 
her to scrut�n�ze the rest of h�m more closely. He was of moderate 
he�ght, w�th black curly ha�r show�ng just a fa�nt spatter�ng of gray 
at the temples; h�s dark brown, deep-set eyes sparked w�th �ntel-
l�gence. Though Trntl placed h�m �n h�s m�d-fort�es, the sk�n of h�s 
face was as t�ght as a th�rty-year-old’s. Face-l�ft, she dec�ded. H�s 
ruffled shirt front sported bright ruby studs.
 Aware of her exam�nat�on, he turned h�s �ntense eyes on her. 
“N. F. Trntl,” he sa�d, as though search�ng h�s memory. “Are you 
the pr�vate �nvest�gator the papers talk of who’s seek�ng the lost 
Farr�ngford Cadenza?”
 “I confess to �t,” she answered.
 “How �s your search progress�ng? I’m sure we all would have 
learned of �t had you d�scovered the cadenza.”
 “The �nvest�gat�on’s at a standst�ll, I’m sorry to say.”
 “I regret to hear that. We Farr�ngford enthus�asts are quite 
anx�ous that �t be found. And made ava�lable.”
 “It’s lucky that Mr. Haeckler was �n New York ton�ght,” Mrs. 
Sternberg interjected. “He just flew in from Bogotá this after-
noon.”
 Trntl nodded. “You’re �n bank�ng, I bel�eve Mrs. Sternberg 
sa�d?” She took a c�garette and a book of matches from her bag.
 “Bank�ng �s one of my �nterests. I have others: chocolate, phar-
maceut�cals, prec�s�on �nstruments.” He reached out and l�t her 
c�garette w�th a plat�num l�ghter. “Fortunately, I enjoy travel�ng.” 
From a plat�num case he selected a c�garette of h�s own—rather 
short, with a stiff paper tube for mouthpiece—and fitted it careful-
ly �nto a long black holder. “Bus�ness took me to Bogotá. Bus�ness 
brought me to New York. Wh�le here, I couldn’t m�ss the oppor-
tun�ty of hear�ng M�ss Foxe perform Farr�ngford’s Second. It’s a 
superb concerto; though, for me, not as exc�t�ng as the F�fth—even 
when the F�fth �s played w�th Peter Sh�pley Abbott’s pretent�ous 
l�ttle cadenza.”
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 “Abbott d�d h�s best,” sa�d Clara, “but I agree, �t does seem to 
lack someth�ng. I prefer hear�ng the concerto w�th no cadenza at 
all.”
 Fr�edr�ch von Schaffhausen sm�led at Trntl, meet�ng her eyes. 
“Those of us who love the F�fth Concerto w�ll owe M�ss Trntl a 
great deal �f she can supply us w�th Farr�ngford’s cadenza.”
 Someth�ng went click! �ns�de Trntl’s head. Cont�nu�ng to look 
�nto h�s eyes, she exhaled smoke slowly.
 “Speak�ng of Abbott,” sa�d Mrs. Sternberg, “he’s just arr�ved—
apparently w�th a bouquet of roses for Rosamond.”
 “He’ll probably want to talk to me about what happened �n 
Balt�more,” Trntl sa�d. “I’d prefer not to.”
 “We can try to d�vert h�m,” Clara sa�d, “—and get h�m talk�ng 
to Mother.”
 “And �f you’d allow me, M�ss Trntl,” sa�d Fr�edr�ch von 
Schaffhausen, “I’d be happy to walk w�th you out on the terrace. I 
would rel�sh more of your company.”
 “That would be �nterest�ng, Mr. Haeckler,” Trntl sa�d.
 “Oh, call me Freddy,” he urged.

 Fel�x McKay beat a hasty retreat when he saw Mrs. Farr�ngford 
com�ng toward the champagne bottles. He tugged Carol’s arm 
and they brushed past three journal�st-types who’d never left the 
punchbowl (and who’d earnestly depleted the shr�mp). He hustled 
her �n the general d�rect�on of Rosamond Foxe.
 “Who’s the elegant st�ck talk�ng to Trntl?” Carol asked.
 “Hard to say,” Fel�x muttered. “Probably a fr�end of the 
Farr�ngfords.”

 B�d�ng h�s t�me t�ll Rosamond was free, V�ctor Zyzynsk� had 
been stand�ng near the far wall chatt�ng abstractedly w�th three 
other board members. He too had observed the elegant chap 
stand�ng next to Mrs. Sternberg. Though he’d never met the man, 
he knew who he was: Fr�edr�ch von Schaffhausen, one of h�s many 
rivals in international finance and specialized manufacturing. He 
scanned h�s memory: bank�ng, of course; chem�cals; electron�cs; 
pharmaceut�cals. Chocolate. Prec�s�on lenses, gun- and bomb-
s�ghts, earth-mov�ng equ�pment. And a global trade �n �ll�c�t drugs 
and soph�st�cated weaponry (suppl�ed wherever �t was wanted). 
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But von Schaffhausen wasn’t worth more than twelve b�ll�on at the 
outside. Pooh! a piker, a flit. A Swiss bonbon.
 Zyzynsk�’s attent�on shunted to Peter Sh�pley Abbott, who’d 
just entered w�th a large bouquet of red roses. The l�ttle turd was 
head�ng stra�ght for Rosamond! Oh, no, not ton�ght! No, ton�ght 
was Zyzynsk�’s, Godamm�t! But there he was, �ntrud�ng h�s arro-
gance as always: worm�ng �n, dewy-eyed, �ns�nuat�ng h�mself be-
tween Zyzynsk� and Rosamond, w�th that super�or sm�rk on h�s 
prissy lips! Zyzynski longed to plant a fist on Abbott’s upturned 
nose; scrub off the shitty smirk against the flagstone floor. He 
abruptly excused h�mself from the board members and propelled 
h�mself across the room.
   
 From the fr�nges of the group surround�ng Rosamond, Fel�x 
and Carol had worked the�r way through to the �nner c�rcle. 
Rosamond—finally freeing herself from the chatter of a music 
critic who was infinitely more taken with what he was saying than 
w�th her performance—turned her head and saw Fel�x stand�ng 
three feet away. She gave h�m a broad sm�le and extended her 
hand. “Mr. McKay! I’m so glad to see you!”
 Fel�x shook her hand wh�le us�ng h�s left to hold down h�s cum-
merbund. “I very much enjoyed your performance, M�ss Foxe. I’d 
l�ke for you to meet my fellow-�nvest�gator, Mrs. Carol Brown.”
 “I’m pleased to meet you,” sa�d Rosamond, shak�ng Carol’s 
hand. Carol had to g�ve Fel�x cred�t: he hadn’t exaggerated 
Rosamond’s beauty. But before she could respond to the greet�ng, 
a huge bunch of roses was thrust between her and Rosamond, and 
Peter Shipley Abbott was crowing: “Magnificent performance! My 
dear, you’ve outdone yourself!” He placed the green waxed-paper 
bundle �nto the crook of her outstretched arm, leaned forward, 
and decorously k�ssed her cheek.
 Bastard! Blocked by Carol’s back, V�ctor Zyzynsk� gnashed 
and fumed. Defiler of Rosamond’s purity! marking with his filthy 
l�ps a cla�m that wasn’t h�s! If they’d been alone, and he’d had a 
su�table weapon, Zyzynsk� would happ�ly have k�lled h�m.
 Rosamond blushed, adjust�ng the roses �n her embrace. “Oh, 
Peter, you shouldn’t have.”
 Abbott beamed. “A small gesture of apprec�at�on.”
 To h�mself Zyzynsk� muttered, Fool! It w�ll ga�n you noth�ng. 
I have the trump card!
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x  x  x

 As she and Freddy Haeckler stepped onto the roofed and w�n-
dowed terrace, Trntl’s warning systems were flashing caution. 
Perhaps she was feel�ng res�dual parano�a from her exper�ences �n 
Balt�more, perhaps s�mply respond�ng to her long-stand�ng d�s-
trust of middle-aged men who flaunted face-lifts and excessively 
wh�te teeth. She thought �t very odd that a man who’d cla�med 
to be so eager to meet Clara Farr�ngford had—once he was g�ven 
that opportun�ty—blown her off so qu�ckly. It was now apparent to 
Trntl that Haeckler had wanted to talk to her.
 They crossed to the w�ndows and looked down at the tops of 
pass�ng tax�cabs. Haeckler sa�d, “S�nce you’re not wear�ng a wed-
d�ng band, should I assume you’re not marr�ed?”
 “That’s correct.” Surely he wasn’t go�ng to ask her for a date.
 A pause. Haeckler stubbed h�s c�garette �nto an ashtray on 
the marble s�ll. “Mrs. Sternberg �s a charm�ng woman,” he com-
mented. “So act�ve �n support�ng the arts! One of my assoc�ates 
serves on the board of the Sternberg Foundat�on, so I have some 
knowledge of her act�v�t�es. Mus�c seems to be her ch�ef love; 
she’s helped to advance the careers of many young mus�c�ans and 
composers. Establ�shed scholarsh�ps, subs�d�zed fest�vals, com-
m�ss�oned new works. And she’s also a ser�ous collector of th�ngs 
mus�cal—ant�que �nstruments, memorab�l�a, manuscr�pts.”
 “Yes, I’ve seen her collect�on.”
 “Well! then you know what I mean.” Another pause. “Perhaps 
you’re a collector yourself, M�ss Trntl?”
 Where was th�s conversat�on go�ng? “No,” she sa�d, “I don’t 
have the money to collect th�ngs �n a ser�ous way. And I’d much 
rather make th�ngs than acquire th�ngs. I’ve been work�ng on a 
qu�lt for nearly a year—”
 “Ah, a qu�lter! Qu�lts are not a ma�n focus of m�ne, but I do 
find them interesting, and know a little about them. Are you using 
a trad�t�onal des�gn? or creat�ng one of your own, perhaps?”
 “Trad�t�onal motifs,” she answered, “but certa�nly my own de-
sign. I’m combining double distelfink and the aster variation of 
the Dresden plate.”
 “Charm�ng,” he sa�d, w�th a nod. “Now I myself am a collec-
tor. And though I have many �nterests—class�c automob�les, jade 
carv�ngs, pa�nt�ngs, postage stamps, Roman co�ns—acqu�r�ng 
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un�que manuscr�pts of famous mus�cal works �n the composer’s 
holograph �s almost an obsession w�th me.”
  “It must be frustrat�ng when there’s an �tem you des�re that 
you aren’t able to obta�n.”
 “Oh, �ndeed.” H�s teeth gleamed �n a qu�ck sm�le. “But I usu-
ally manage to get what I want.”
 “That must somet�mes become rather expens�ve.” 
 “My dear M�ss Trntl, please bel�eve me: when I w�sh to ac-
qu�re an �tem, the pr�ce �s of no concern to me whatsoever. I w�ll 
pay whatever �t takes.” Aga�n he sm�led, but th�s t�me d�d not show 
h�s teeth.
 “You’re fortunate to be �n such a pos�t�on,” she sa�d. “W�th an 
obsession, and all. Do you collect Farringford manuscripts, by any 
chance?”
 H�s eyes locked on hers. “My specialty,” he sa�d. “That’s why 
I was so glad to meet you ton�ght. You’ve been pursu�ng, and have 
had intimate acquaintance with, one of the great finds of the twen-
t�eth century.” He paused for the space of a long breath. “But I 
was extremely concerned when you ment�oned a few moments 
ago that the search has come to a standst�ll.”
 He left �t hang�ng as an �mpl�ed quest�on. Trntl dec�ded to re-
spond to �t. “I’ve told my cl�ents, who comm�ss�oned me to recover 
the cadenza, that all my leads have petered out: I can’t prov�de 
them w�th the manuscr�pt.”
 “Indeed. Well, that �s extremely �nterest�ng.” He aga�n looked 
down on the tax�cabs. “For, my dear M�ss Trntl, rumors are c�rcu-
lat�ng that you’ve already recovered �t.”
 “Oh, really? Not �n the press, surely.”
 “No, not �n the press.”
 “Where then?”
 “Oh, here and there. In Europe. In collect�ng c�rcles.”
 “Then,” she sa�d, “probably even �n Balt�more.” She l�t up an-
other c�garette. “I knew there was �nterest �n Europe. Certa�n pub-
l�shers. Humboldt-Hartmann Gesellschaft—”
 “Humboldt-Hartmann—!” He jerked h�s head around �n sur-
pr�se.
 “You probably own that,” she sa�d.
 “No, as a matter of fact, I don’t. One of my assoc�ates serves on 
the board of d�rectors, however.”
 “L’Enfant Devereux of Paris, Cameron Stewart, Ltd. of 
Ed�nburgh; they’ve all expressed �nterest.”
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 H�s face became gr�m, all l�nes pull�ng downward. She saw 
h�m actually gr�pp�ng the w�ndow s�ll. “You aston�sh me, M�ss 
Trntl. Publishing firms all have limited resources.”
 “None of Lunner & Dinch’s competitors have made me an of-
fer,” she sa�d.
 He recovered h�s po�se and sl�pped h�s hand �nto h�s coat 
pocket. “Then the rumors are accurate?” he sa�d. “You have recov-
ered the cadenza?”
 “If I had, what would be the po�nt of my tell�ng you?”
 “I am the soul of d�scret�on, M�ss Trntl. You say you’ve not 
del�vered �t to your cl�ents—”
 “That’s r�ght.”
 “Have you d�sposed of �t �n any other way?”
 “No.” 
 “Then do you currently have �t �n your possess�on?”
 “Well, no,” sa�d Trntl. “I d�d recover the cadenza. In Balt�more, 
two part�es tr�ed to buy �t from me by b�dd�ng aga�nst each other. 
It �s no longer �n my possess�on. I’m conv�nced �t’s now �n the 
hands of yet another collector.”
 “So you did sell �t to the other party!” Haeckler blurted out.
 “No, s�r, I d�d not. Just after I found �t �n a bus stat�on locker, 
the manuscr�pt was stolen from me by an agent of the unknown 
collector, who mugged me �n the street.”
 Haeckler arched back w�th a frown and looked down h�s nose 
at her. Then he threw back h�s head and laughed—a cascade of 
staccato bark�ng cheeps, sound�ng for all the world l�ke a quartet 
of w�de-beaked sparrow nestl�ngs wa�t�ng to be fed. He recovered 
h�s breath and locked eyes once aga�n. “Surely you don’t expect me 
to bel�eve that, M�ss Trntl!”
 “I don’t care whether you do or not. It’s the truth. And I’ve 
res�gned the case.”
 He stud�ed her w�thout sm�l�ng. “When d�d th�s happen?”
 “Yesterday afternoon, �n Balt�more.”
 “But the photocop�es—where are they?”
 “There are no photocop�es. There never were any. What 
Rumor saw were cop�es of other Farr�ngford works.”
 Freddy stood for a long moment, tapp�ng a fresh c�garette 
aga�nst h�s thumbna�l. “O mein Gott!” he sa�d at last. “It was the 
r�d�culous Att�la! Oh! Hun V�ctor�ous!” He laughed aga�n, and 
fitted the cigarette into his holder. “Well, there are many other 
plums to p�ck. Good n�ght, M�ss Trntl.” And he strode away.
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 Trntl followed at her le�sure. When she re-entered the Gold 
Room, she saw Haeckler pass�ng through the foyer toward the el-
evators. She jo�ned Carol at the serv�ng table and helped herself to 
a roll of p�ckled herr�ng.
 “Fel�x �s st�ll try�ng to get a pr�vate word w�th Rosamond,” 
Carol sa�d. “Where’ve you been?”
 “Out on the terrace talk�ng to one of the Balt�more buyers.”
 “Good gr�ef! Are you sure? Who was �t?”
 “Fr�edr�ch von Schaffhausen. A Sw�ss banker and chocolate-
mogul. But he’s not the one who got the cadenza.”
 “Who then?”
 “If I’m not m�staken, �t’s Att�la the Hun.”

   
 The crowd around Rosamond Foxe had cons�derably th�nned. 
Peter Sh�pley Abbott, see�ng Trntl across the room, had gone to �n-
terrogate her about los�ng the cadenza. That left Fel�x, two women 
journal�sts, Clara Farr�ngford, and V�ctor Zyzynsk�.
 After congratulat�ng Rosamond on her performance, Zyzynsk� 
had lapsed �nto s�lence, awa�t�ng h�s prom�sed pr�vate talk. Fel�x, 
too, was wa�t�ng unt�l he could get Rosamond alone. But the ch�t-
chat pleasantr�es seemed never to end. Fel�x was feel�ng the �m-
perat�ve call to empty h�s bladder. F�nally, unable to wa�t longer, 
he excused h�mself and qu�ck-stepped to the doorway, where Peter 
Sh�pley Abbott was talk�ng at Trntl. As she saw Fel�x approach�ng, 
Trntl qu�ckly d�sengaged herself from the one-way d�scourse to 
jo�n h�m �n the foyer. “Thank goodness you came along,” she sa�d. 
“I told Abbott I wanted to talk to you. Wh�ch I have now done. 
So—have fun; I’ll see you at the office tomorrow morning.” And 
she retreated hast�ly down the sta�rs.
 Fel�x went to the men’s room and, as he pushed open the door, 
saw to h�s d�smay that Peter Sh�pley Abbott was follow�ng h�m. 
Fel�x went to a ur�nal, hop�ng that Abbott wouldn’t jo�n h�m. But 
the pianist stopped short in the middle of the tiled floor and said 
urgently: “For God’s sake, McKay, I’ve got to know! Who’s Att�la 
the Hun?”
 Fel�x nearly soaked h�s pant leg. “What are you talk�ng 
about?”
 “Trntl says that Att�la the Hun has the Farr�ngford Cadenza. 
Who is he?”
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 It took a moment for Fel�x to process th�s; then, button�ng up, 
he said, “She was probably using a figure of speech. She doesn’t 
know—none of us do—who has the cadenza. She’s res�gned the 
case.” He went to the s�nk.
 Abbott shook his head. “She knows. It wasn’t just a figure of 
speech.”
 “This is the first I’ve heard of Attila,” Felix said, drying his 
hands on a paper towel. “Now �f you’ll excuse me—”
 “She th�nks he’s a collector of mus�cal rar�t�es. If that’s the 
case, �sn’t �t poss�ble that the cadenza w�ll never see l�ght?”
 “Qu�te poss�ble. Now, �f you’re go�ng to stand between me and 
the door, would you please open �t?”
 Abbott took a qu�ck step to the s�de. “I never touch door han-
dles �n publ�c restrooms.”
 Fel�x pulled the door open and hurr�ed out; Abbott wedged 
the door open w�th h�s foot and elbowed h�s way through after 
h�m.

 Fat�gued from stand�ng �n one spot and sm�l�ng pol�tely, 
Rosamond Foxe was rel�eved when the last chatty congratula-
tor called �t qu�ts and departed. That left her alone w�th V�ctor 
Zyzynsk�, who’d been hover�ng s�lently at her s�de, clearly �mpa-
t�ent to speak h�s pr�vate p�ece. She faced h�m, and, w�th a su-
preme effort, mustered up her best sm�le. “When you called th�s 
afternoon, you sa�d you w�shed to speak to me �n pr�vate. Would 
you m�nd �f I sat down? I’m qu�te t�red.”
 “Of course,” he sa�d. “Why don’t we go to one of those tables 
on the terrace?” 
 Fel�x entered the room beh�nd them and saw them go�ng to-
gether through the doorway. Oh sh�t, he muttered. Well, dam-
m�t, he’d wa�t. He went to Carol Brown who was convers�ng w�th 
a short elderly woman at the serving table. “Hello, Felix. Done 
w�th Rosamond?” He shook h�s head, but she was go�ng on: 
“Trntl �ntroduced me to Mrs. Sternberg, a fr�end of Charles Ph�l�p 
Farr�ngford’s. Mrs. Sternberg, th�s �s Fel�x McKay, one of our 
Assoc�ates.”
 “Oh, yes, we’ve spoken on the phone,” Fel�x sa�d. “I’m pleased 
to meet you.”
 “And I you,” she answered. “M�ss Trntl has sa�d many good 
th�ngs about you; and I’m equally pleased to make the acqua�n-
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tance of Mrs. Brown. I understand you’re wa�t�ng to speak w�th 
Rosamond; she’s just gone off w�th V�ctor Zyzynsk�, who’s on the 
Symphony’s board of d�rectors.” 
 “Mrs. Sternberg was one of those who heard Farr�ngford per-
form the cadenza,” Carol sa�d.    
 Fel�x regarded her w�th new �nterest. “Ah, you and Morgan 
Lat�mer.”
 “It was one of the th�ngs we shared. As you may surm�se, hav-
�ng the cadenza publ�shed �s very �mportant to me. But I’m beg�n-
n�ng to doubt that �t w�ll be recovered �n our l�fet�mes.”
 At th�s moment, Peter Sh�pley Abbott jo�ned them, and the 
conversat�on qu�ckly went downh�ll.

 
 Rosamond seated herself at a wrought-�ron table and wa�t-
ed wh�le Zyzynsk� lowered h�s broad bottom onto a cha�r that 
seemed absurdly small. She couldn’t move her eyes from the 
wh�te wa�stcoat stretched across h�s belly, and the taut bulge of h�s 
st�ff wh�te sh�rt front w�th �ts arc of matched star sapph�re studs. 
Momentar�ly, she expected someth�ng to pop.
 Zyzynsk� pulled a c�gar from h�s �ns�de coat pocket, sn�cked off 
the end with his gold guillotine, then paused to ask: “Do you mind 
if I smoke? It’s the finest Havana.”
 “As you l�ke,” sa�d Rosamond. “C�gars don’t bother me.”
 Better and better, he thought, mo�sten�ng the end by roll�ng 
the c�gar back and forth on h�s lower l�p. He l�t up and blew a 
dense blue cloud toward the w�ndows.
 “When you called th�s afternoon, you sa�d �t was a matter of 
extreme �mportance,” she rem�nded h�m.
 “Yes, yes �t �s.” He had rehearsed h�s speech all afternoon, 
formulat�ng what he would say that would conv�nce her to drop 
everything and fly with him to St. Croix. But now he found himself 
breathless and tongue-t�ed, sweat puddl�ng under h�s arms.
 “M�ss Foxe—” he began, “I have followed your career s�nce 
you won the Farr�ngford Compet�t�on. I hope I’ve made �t clear 
how much I respect your—your art�stry and competence. To me 
you’re one of the world’s finest pianists—certainly the finest inter-
preter of the works of Charles Ph�l�p Farr�ngford—”
 “Oh, come, Mr. Zyzynski, you flatter me. I’m only twenty-six. 
There are many vastly more exper�enced p�an�sts. And as for �nter-
pret�ng Farr�ngford’s mus�c, I th�nk that Peter Sh�pley Abbott—”
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 “No!” he snapped. “Not Abbott. You are the finest.” This wasn’t 
go�ng at all the way he’d planned. He paused to get h�s bear�ngs. 
“Your modesty �s becom�ng, M�ss Foxe, but you underrate your-
self. I—may I call you Rosamond?”
 “Certa�nly.”
 “Rosamond,” he cont�nued, savor�ng the feel of �t �n h�s mouth. 
“I know your �nterest �n the lost Farr�ngford Cadenza, your des�re 
that �t be found.”
 Her attent�on perked at th�s. He not�ced, and took heart. 
“What I’m going to tell you is in the strictest confidence. You must 
tell no one.” He leaned forward earnestly across the table, lower-
�ng h�s vo�ce almost to a wh�sper. “Rosamond, a most astound�ng 
th�ng has happened. I can hardly bel�eve �t myself. A person I know 
has come �nto possess�on of what purports to be the Farr�ngford 
Cadenza. How he came by �t he won’t say; but I have every rea-
son to bel�eve �t’s the authent�c manuscr�pt—twelve pages, s�gned 
‘C.P.F.’ at the end. He’s offered to sell �t to me but has g�ven me 
only twenty-four hours to make the purchase. If I don’t buy �t, he 
w�ll offer �t to other contacts he has—collectors, mostly. If one of 
them should get �t, �t w�ll d�sappear forever!”
 “Good heavens!” was all she could say.
 “You understand the �mportance of acqu�r�ng �t now, wh�le �t’s 
ava�lable. He’s ask�ng a great deal of money, wh�ch I’m w�ll�ng to 
pay to keep the cadenza from fall�ng �nto the wrong hands. I have 
unt�l three o’clock tomorrow to let h�m know my dec�s�on.”
 “Th�s takes my breath away,” she sa�d. “But why are you tell-
�ng me?”
 “Because I need you, Rosamond, and you alone—the person I 
trust as the foremost Farr�ngford author�ty and expert—to ver�fy 
that what’s be�ng offered �s truly the lost cadenza. I don’t w�sh 
to be defrauded by a counterfe�t out of s�mple �gnorance and my 
�nab�l�ty to recogn�ze the real th�ng. No one knows the score’s ap-
pearance; but you know the concerto �nt�mately. You’ll know �f the 
mus�c �s authent�c. If �t �s—and I’m n�nety per cent sure �t �s—you 
will be the first pianist to see and play it!”
 “But surely we should tell Mr. Dinch.”
 “Absolutely not! No one must know about �t unt�l the mus�c �s 
certified as the Farringford Cadenza. There have been too many 
false hopes, too many d�sappo�ntments �n th�s sorry bus�ness. 
They finally killed Morgan Latimer. We have to be absolutely sure 
before any announcement �s made.”
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 She nodded. “Yes, that makes sense. Of course I want to help 
however I can. Where’s the manuscr�pt?”
 Here �t was, the ult�mate leap. “St. Cro�x.”
 “The V�rg�n Islands?” Startled; but he’d expected that.
 “That’s r�ght. Near Chr�st�ansted. Have you been there?”
 “No; to St. Thomas only—on a cru�se.”
 “Splend�d. My pr�vate jet �s fueled and ready to go. If you’re 
w�ll�ng to perform th�s serv�ce, we’ll have to leave ton�ght.”
 Flustered, she rose from the table. “A night flight to St. 
Cro�x?”
 “Yes. A qu�ck tr�p. We’ll be back tomorrow n�ght.” They 
wouldn’t, of course; but what was a small l�e �n accompl�sh�ng 
such a monumental object�ve? He sm�led �nwardly, feel�ng a surge 
of power, know�ng that once aga�n he was �n command.
 “I’ll m�ss my ten o’clock dental appo�ntment,” she sa�d. “And 
d�nner w�th the Talbots. I’d want to stop at my house and p�ck up 
a few th�ngs. I l�ve �n Hempstead.”
 “Right on our way,” said Zyzynski. “Do you have your car 
here?”
 “Yes, �t’s �n the garage down the block.”
 “I’ll follow you home, and we’ll r�de together from there. I 
must make some telephone calls before we go.”
 “My coat’s down �n the dress�ng-room. And I should call the 
Talbots, late as �t �s, and cancel tomorrow’s d�nner engagement.”
 “You can do that here, in the staff offices downstairs, before 
we leave. But don’t tell them you’re go�ng to St. Cro�x—we’ve got 
to keep th�s tr�p absolutely secret.”
 They re-entered the Gold Room, wh�ch now was nearly cleared 
of people. She pulled away from h�m. “And I must really thank 
Mrs. Sternberg for arrang�ng the recept�on. Oh, and I prom�sed 
Mr. McKay I’d speak to h�m before I left.”
 Zyzynsk� chewed the end of h�s c�gar �mpat�ently wh�le Rosa-
mond spoke briefly to Mrs. Sternberg. The caterers were cleaning 
off the serv�ng table and pack�ng th�ngs up. He heard Rosamond 
say to the bearded man �n the too-t�ght tux: “I’m sorry I can’t talk 
ton�ght, Fel�x; someth�ng �mportant has come up, and I’ve got to 
leave. I’ll call you at home Saturday afternoon.”
 No you won’t, Zyzynsk� thought. It pleased h�m to see the look 
of d�sappo�ntment that crossed the bearded man’s face. He looked 
l�ke some sort of struggl�ng art�st; not hungry certa�nly, but haunt-
ed, and somewhat desperate—a wr�ter, perhaps, or maybe a th�rd-
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rate mus�c�an—v�ola (probably), but poss�bly oboe or French horn. 
Zyzynsk� glanced at h�s watch. And thus he d�dn’t see Rosamond 
h�ghs�gn Carol Brown w�th a qu�ck nod toward the door. Zyzynsk� 
cleared his throat significantly. Rosamond excused herself from 
the group, and went w�th h�m �nto the hall.
 “I have to use the restroom,” she told h�m. “Too much cham-
pagne.”
 “All right. I’ll go to the executive director’s office and use the 
phone.” They went oppos�te d�rect�ons down the corr�dor; and 
Rosamond entered the women’s powder room, where a moment 
later Carol jo�ned her.
 “I need to talk to you,” Rosamond sa�d urgently. “V�ctor 
Zyzynsk�, the man I was w�th on the terrace, tells me that someone 
has offered to sell h�m the Farr�ngford Cadenza. He wants me to 
ver�fy �ts authent�c�ty, and to tell no one about �t t�ll we’re sure �t’s 
the real thing. We’re going to fly to St. Croix tonight in his private 
plane—”
 Carol gasped. “St. Cro�x?”
 “That’s where the cadenza �s. I thought you should know, so 
your firm can stop searching for it.”
 “Hadn’t you heard? Trntl found �t �n Balt�more, and actually 
had �t �n her hands. And then someone h�t her on the head and 
stole �t. She blames herself and feels that cont�nu�ng on �s hope-
less. ”
 “No, I knew noth�ng of th�s. It must’ve been stolen by the man 
who’s now try�ng to sell �t to Zyzynsk�.”
 “Trntl was afra�d that a collector had gotten h�s hands on �t.”
 “To keep for h�mself?” Rosamond went pale. She turned, ran 
water �n the s�nk, and bathed her temples. “It’s just �ncred�ble that 
anyone would want the mus�c all to h�mself and deny �t to the rest 
of the world! It’s so selfish, so un-c�v�l�zed!” She patted her face 
dry with a paper towel. “Frankly, I feel uneasy about flying to St. 
Cro�x w�th Mr. Zyzynsk�. He’s so urgent, so �ntense. I’ve no rea-
son to d�strust h�s mot�ves; he’s a well-known and well-respected 
man. And he’s prom�sed to get me home tomorrow. But he �ns�sts 
on absolute secrecy. No one �s to know where we’ve gone or why. 
H�s �ns�stence made me feel I had to tell somebody where I’d be. 
Do you understand?”
 “Indeed I do,” sa�d Carol. “Of course, �t may be ent�rely leg�t�-
mate. I do wonder why whoever stole the cadenza chose him to 
sell �t to.”
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 “He’s very r�ch.”
 Carol gave a shrug. “Do you know where in St. Croix you’re 
go�ng?”
 “He sa�d the cadenza’s near Chr�st�ansted.”
 “That’s toward the eastern end of the �sland. Why don’t you 
give our office a call when you get back? So we’ll know that you 
did.”
 “All r�ght. I’ve got to go now.” She patted Carol’s shoulder 
and went �nto the hall. After wa�t�ng for a b�t unt�l she thought 
that Zyzynsk� and Rosamond would be safely gone, Carol qu�ckly 
went back to the recept�on-hall. Fel�x, Mrs. Sternberg, and Peter 
Sh�pley Abbott were wa�t�ng for her.
 “What’s up?” Fel�x asked.
 She told them everyth�ng that Rosamond had sa�d. Fel�x 
exploded: “Th�s whole th�ng’s as we�rd as bat sh�t!” He qu�ckly 
glanced at Mrs. Sternberg. “Sorry.”
 “Oh, I th�nk so too,” sa�d Mrs. Sternberg.
 Peter Sh�pley Abbott had pursed h�s l�ps and sucked �n h�s 
cheeks like a morose and thoughtful carp. He stared first at Carol, 
then at Fel�x, and then at Mrs. Sternberg, who, slowly shak�ng her 
head back and forth, said: “I’ve known Victor Zyzynski for fifteen 
years. I’ve watched how he operates on th�s board of d�rectors. I 
know that he has a house of some sort near Chr�st�ansted. F�nally, 
I know for a fact that he’s been a collector �n the past. Back �n the 
m�d-�960’s he was outb�dd�ng me �n publ�c auct�ons for var�ous 
mus�cal �tems.”
 That d�d �t for Fel�x. “I don’t l�ke �t one b�t. I’m go�ng to St. 
Cro�x.”
 Mrs. Sternberg sa�d, “The Foundat�on has a pr�vate jet wh�ch 
I’ll put at your d�sposal. We’ll call the tr�p Foundat�on bus�ness. I’ll 
make the necessary calls r�ght now; the p�lot �s a spec�al fr�end of 
m�ne. You should be able to leave ton�ght.”
 “I’m go�ng too,” sa�d Abbott.
 “That won’t be necessary,” Fel�x sa�d qu�ckly.
 “It m�ght be good �f there were two of you,” Mrs. Sternberg 
sa�d.
 Fel�x, desperate: “Carol?”
 “Can’t. Trntl and I have to conduct the sem�nar at the New 
School tomorrow.”
 Torvald? No, he and Rachel had run off to Prov�ncetown for 
the weekend.
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 “I’ll pack my bag,” sa�d Abbott. “Call me ton�ght, Mrs. 
Sternberg, as soon as the arrangements are made.”

 At ��:55 on the morn�ng of Fr�day, March �3, Zyzynsk� and 
Rosamond Foxe boarded h�s sleek pr�vate jet. Rosamond had nev-
er seen a plane so luxuriously fitted out. Behind the galley (like a 
suburban k�tchen, cab�nets and counters of mahogany and teak), 
the ma�n cab�n—w�th leather cha�rs, a sofa, bookcases, maga-
z�ne rack, game table, g�lt-framed pa�nt�ngs, and deeply carpeted 
floor—reminded her of a hotel lobby. Curtains were drawn over all 
the windows. “There’s an office behind this cabin,” Zyzynski told 
her, “then four sleep�ng compartments. Th�s �s Marco, who w�ll 
see to your needs.” (In wh�te jacket, he bowed and sm�led.) “At the 
bar we’ve got whatever you want; and we’ve plenty of food. Let me 
�ntroduce two consultants who’ll travel w�th us: Jerry and Ch�p. 
Gentlemen, M�ss Rosamond Foxe.”
 They too sm�led and bowed. “Is the cargo stowed?” Zyzynsk� 
asked. Jerry nodded. “Good; then I’ll speak to the p�lot, and we’ll 
be on our way. Make yourself comfortable, Rosamond. I’ll be back 
�n a moment.” He hurr�ed toward the cockp�t.
 Rosamond felt �ncreas�ngly d�sor�ented by the a�rplane that 
d�dn’t seem to be an a�rplane. By the drawn curta�ns, exclud�ng 
the world. By the three sm�l�ng men so sol�c�tous yet so d�stant. 
She selected a cha�r and sat down. The man called Marco sa�d, 
“Have you been to St. Cro�x, M�ss Foxe?”
 “No. I’ve been to St. Thomas. And to Puerto R�co tw�ce.”
 The man called Ch�p seated h�mself across from her. “The 
Car�bbean w�ll be a pleasant change from March �n New York 
C�ty.”
 The man called Jerry sa�d, “I’ll put your bag �n Cab�n 4.” He 
set a large d�sh of cand�es on the table before her. “And �f you’d 
l�ke jujubes, help yourself. I think the lemon-flavored ones are 
best.”
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Chapter  35
March 13      (Fr�day)     

 Through massed banks of dusty green fol�age and stretches of 
open parkland, the s�lver l�mous�ne w�th smoked w�ndows speeds 
eastward from the a�rport �nto the sun. In the rear compartment, 
Rosamond and V�ctor Zyzynsk� s�t s�de by s�de fac�ng the �nbu�lt 
bar and tape deck—and Jerry and Ch�p, who are perched on jump 
seats. Marco r�des �n front w�th the chauffeur.
 “I could’ve had the hel�copter meet us,” Zyzynsk� says, “but 
thought you’d find this more comfortable. Would you like a drink? 
some mus�c?”
 “No, thank you. I’m enjoy�ng the scenery. It’s dr�er than I ex-
pected.”
 “The eastern end of the �sland �s almost desert. Ar�d so�l, cactus. 
We won’t be go�ng that far. My house �s just east of Chr�st�ansted, 
on the coast.”
 Conversation flags. Rosamond has slept fitfully on the flight 
down, and the suddenness of the tr�p and the unfam�l�ar�ty of the 
surround�ngs have made her �rr�table. Zyzynsk� seems preoccu-
p�ed, h�s ch�ns sunk upon h�s chest. A left turn takes them �nto 
the c�ty. The bu�ld�ngs are fa�rly low w�th stucco walls; many have 
sh�ngles on the upper stor�es. Shuttered w�ndows. Peaked roofs, 
some galvan�zed and corrugated, brown w�th rust.  
 They pass a large open-a�r market, an �mpos�ng church, and 
ever more elegant bu�ld�ngs. Here the exter�or walls are frequently 
pa�nted �n br�ght pastels; and many bu�ld�ngs extend the�r second 
stor�es out over the s�dewalks to make covered arcades as shel-
ter from sun and ra�n. These galler�es open through broad arches 
d�rectly onto the streets. “Many of these bu�ld�ngs near the har-
bor are Danish colonial,” Zyzynski volunteers, “with lots of fancy 
shops for the tour�sts.”
 And tour�sts are everywhere, w�th the�r straw hats and cam-
eras, the�r sunglasses, pale, puffy bod�es, and bags of duty-free 
loot. The street ends at a broad esplanade and grassy park fac-
ing the Caribbean. Zyzynski points: “That’s the old Danish fort.” 
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A not very form�dable bu�ld�ng. At the waterfront many boats 
are moored; and a large cab�n cru�ser �s d�sgorg�ng passengers, 
some of them darkly tanned, some badly sunburned. “A ferry?” 
Rosamond �nqu�res.
 “No, commerc�al s�ght-see�ng. People pay to be taken out to 
Buck Island to go snorkel�ng over the coral reefs.” The dr�ver turns 
east, away from the fort. Zyzynsk� adds, “When I’m �n res�dence, I 
don’t often go �nto town. There’s plenty to do at the house.” 
 He leans forward to activate the tape player. Debussy’s La Mer 
engulfs them. And so they r�de, parallel�ng the coast, t�ll suddenly 
the car turns north off the ma�n road, past a str�ng of bungalows 
neatly s�tuated �n lawns and gardens. Then east aga�n. The sea’s 
to the�r left, br�ll�ant sapph�re under the late-morn�ng sun; large, 
�mpress�ve houses w�th sw�mm�ng pools and hedges dot the slope 
lead�ng down to the water.
 “What sorts of ne�ghbors do you have?” Rosamond asks, more 
to make conversat�on than because she cares.
 “I know who they are, of course—a ret�red mov�e star, a real 
estate speculator from Pennsylvan�a, a former golf champ�on. But 
I don’t assoc�ate w�th them. Ah, we’re com�ng to my place now.”
 They’ve been follow�ng a h�gh stuccoed wall topped w�th steel 
sp�kes and shards of jagged glass. Abruptly, between two square 
posts, a gate of steel bars and ornamental scrollwork halts them. 
Marco gets out and punches some buttons mounted on a panel on 
one of the posts; the gate slowly sw�ngs open, the car rolls through, 
pass�ng a small guardhouse just �ns�de the wall. Rosamond ob-
serves that, on the �ns�de, the wall �s banked at ground level w�th 
co�ls of razor-edged concert�na w�re. The gate closes, and the car 
cont�nues down the h�ll toward a large group of wh�te bu�ld�ngs.
 Unt�l th�s moment Zyzynsk� has been apprehens�ve that some-
th�ng would somehow �ntervene to upset h�s plan; that Rosamond 
(at the a�rport; on the journey; �n Chr�st�ansted) would suddenly 
dec�de not to go on w�th the project and announce her des�re to 
leave. An �rrat�onal fear, of course; he can see that. Ah, but only 
when he has her w�th�n the walls, �s aga�n on h�s own turf, the 
gate locked beh�nd them, does he feel the deep electr�c t�ngle of 
once more be�ng totally �n control. Th�s buoys h�m to almost laugh 
aloud.
 They pass several large outbu�ld�ngs before they come to the 
house.
 “It’s an �mpress�ve establ�shment,” Rosamond says.
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 Zyzynsk� enjoys po�nt�ng th�ngs out: “We keep the hel�copter 
�n that shed. And that’s the barracks for the secur�ty staff. That 
bu�ld�ng there houses our electr�cal generator; we have to have 
our own backup �n case the power fa�ls. The ent�re estate’s pro-
tected w�th an electron�c alarm system—top of the l�ne. Bel�eve 
me, no one gets �n here who �sn’t �nv�ted.”
 The house �s surrounded by a second wall, w�th another gate 
that has to be electron�cally opened. Th�s wall �s protected w�th 
broken glass at the top, but not w�th concert�na w�re. Rosamond 
can’t help say�ng, “Good heavens! It’s l�ke a fortress.”
 Zyzynsk� waves h�s hand �n deprecat�on. “The house conta�ns 
many valuable objects. Though I’m �n res�dence only three or four 
t�mes a year, the property has to be protected year-round. There’s 
a permanent staff—along with the five guards, a housekeeper, 
groundskeeper, and cook—because somet�mes I arr�ve unexpect-
edly, or on very short not�ce, and th�ngs have to be �n read�ness. At 
n�ght the house �s completely secured; we deact�vate the alarms at 
e�ght �n the morn�ng.”
 The car stops before a large paneled door deeply recessed �n a 
w�ndowless wall. Access to the door �s blocked by an ornamental 
steel screen. Aga�n Marco performs the pushbutton r�tual, then 
opens the gr�ll and the door beh�nd �t. Zyzynsk� ushers Rosamond 
�nto a spec�ous entrance hall, from wh�ch s�de corr�dors branch 
left and r�ght. In the wall oppos�te the door, an arch opens �nto 
a roofless atrium which contains a garden courtyard with jetting 
fountain, neatly tended beds of bright flowers, and stately fan 
palms. Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p enter beh�nd them and �mmed�-
ately hurry down the left-hand corr�dor and out of s�ght.
 Zyzynsk� says, “They’re go�ng to the west w�ng: staff bedrooms 
and lounge, gymnas�um, photograph�c lab, and a fully-equ�pped, 
state-of-the-art record�ng stud�o. Ah, I thought that would surpr�se 
you. The east w�ng conta�ns guest bedrooms, the master su�te, and 
a business office. The general purpose and dayrooms are on the 
far s�de of the courtyard fac�ng the sea. Come, I’ll show you. And 
then I’ll have to meet my contact regard�ng the cadenza.”
 She walks w�th h�m down the r�ght-hand corr�dor on a pol-
ished travertine floor. Cool white walls, adorned now and then 
w�th an o�l pa�nt�ng, a g�lt-framed m�rror, a small carved table 
w�th a statuette or porcela�n vase. “When I bought the property 
�n �95�,” he says, “I �mmed�ately saw �ts potent�al. Over the years, 
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I’ve added to the house �n var�ous ways. It’s the b�ggest pr�vate 
home on the �sland.”
 After pass�ng four add�t�onal arches open�ng onto the court-
yard, the corr�dor turns left; s�xty feet more br�ngs them to anoth-
er hallway branch�ng r�ght. “Here’s the east w�ng,” Zyzynsk� says, 
guiding her around the corner. He pauses at the first doorway. 
“My office.” He opens the door and stands aside while she enters. 
H�gh-ce�l�nged, w�thout w�ndows, the room conta�ns a mahogany 
desk, large leather swivel chair, two filing cabinets, shelves filled 
w�th fat reference books, and a work table w�th stat�onery, brown 
man�la envelopes, stapler, tape, and rubber stamps. A steel door 
w�th two comb�nat�on locks and the ever-present pushbuttons 
stands �n the center of the north wall.
 “Safe?” she asks.
 “Yes �ndeed,” he answers. He goes to �t and �nspects the tem-
perature and hum�d�ty gauges. Never would she know—no matter 
how long she lived with him—that behind the steel door a flight 
of concrete steps descends to a deep basement conta�n�ng yet an-
other office, smaller than this one, and another locked steel door 
lead�ng to the St. Cro�x port�on of h�s Collect�on.
 After the office, Rosamond gets a brief tour of the guest bed-
rooms. She’s a b�t dazed after see�ng all e�ght of them. “And that,” 
Zyzynsk� says, po�nt�ng to a mass�ve paneled door, “�s the master 
suite.” Discreetly he does not open the door. (Plenty of time for 
that later; far better now to tantal�ze her by w�thhold�ng knowl-
edge; lett�ng her wonder what l�es beh�nd the door w�ll surely 
inflame her curiosity; and when the desire to know has peaked 
and become unbearable, then the t�mely revelat�on w�ll not only 
resolve the mystery, but also prov�de a consummat�on and a 
satisfied fulfillment.) 
 Leav�ng the east w�ng, Zyzynsk� and Rosamond cont�nue 
north around the courtyard t�ll the hallway turns left and br�ngs 
them to a large, r�chly-carpeted room l�ned on three s�des w�th 
bookshelves and, on the fourth, w�th broad w�ndows overlook-
�ng the ocean. “Th�s �s the study,” Zyzynsk� says. “The record and 
tape collect�ons are here, and the playback equ�pment; but the 
sound �s p�ped all through the house.” Mov�ng her on: “Next, the 
conference room.” Dominated by a boat-shaped table and stern 
h�gh-backed, leather-upholstered cha�rs. “Now and then I have 
bus�ness meet�ngs here of �nternat�onal �mport.” He gestures to 
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the central courtyard beh�nd them. “Would you l�ke to walk �n the 
garden?”
 “No, thanks; I can see it fine as we walk along.”
 “Very well. Th�s next door’s the lavatory—or the Necessary 
Room, as I call it. And next, the Large Den. Then the dining room, 
k�tchen, and the hall to the west w�ng.” Turn�ng r�ght, they go 
down three steps �nto a room that seems to Rosamond half the 
size of a football field. It’s furnished with tables, easy chairs, and a 
long leather sofa that would seat one of the teams ent�re, �n the�r 
un�forms, w�thout crowd�ng. A concert grand p�ano stands near 
the w�ndows. Adorn�ng the walls, two huge Flem�sh tapestr�es and 
many o�l pa�nt�ngs—all by French Impress�on�sts. “Your house �s 
a regular art museum,” she says, adm�r�ng a group of bronzes by 
Rod�n, Rem�ngton, and Russell.
 He sm�les and eloquently shrugs. “These are just a few of the 
lesser l�ghts, all of them early acqu�s�t�ons. What do you th�nk of 
the p�ano?”
 She goes to �t and touches �ts glossy surface. “It’s beaut�ful.”
 “There’s another just l�ke �t �n the record�ng stud�o. Why don’t 
you play someth�ng to see �f �t’s st�ll �n tune?”
 She seats herself and plays the first Chopin Prelude. “It sounds 
fine.”
 “Excellent. Well, �f you’ll excuse me, I’ll meet w�th the person 
who’s sell�ng the cadenza.” He takes a c�gar from h�s pocket case, 
and cl�mbs the steps to the hallway.
  Snick!
 
 
 Rema�n�ng at the p�ano, Rosamond stares out at the azure 
Caribbean glittering under a cloudless sky. Briefly she indulges a 
pleasant fantasy, �mag�n�ng what �t would be l�ke to l�ve here all 
the t�me. But the gr�llwork outs�de the w�ndows—even though �t’s 
scrolled �nto graceful botan�c shapes—g�ves her the feel�ng that 
she’s �n a cage. For a shuddery moment, she has the not�on that 
she’s �mpr�soned �n th�s grand v�lla, �solated from the outs�de 
world by secur�ty alarms, walls, and concert�na w�re. Qu�ckly she 
turns back to the keyboard. Is play�ng Shostakov�ch when Zyzynsk� 
returns w�th a black leather br�efcase.
 “That’s very n�ce.” He comes to the p�ano. “Here’s the manu-
scr�pt. See what you th�nk.” He pulls the sheets from the case and 
hands them to her.
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 She stud�es the pages for several m�nutes, but knows at once 
the manuscr�pt �s genu�ne. She’s seen many of Farr�ngford’s 
manuscr�pts, knows h�s hand. “There’s no doubt about �t,” she 
declares. “It’s the cadenza.” Plac�ng the manuscr�pt on the mus�c 
rack to s�ght-read, she feels suddenly weak, her breath�ng shallow 
and t�ght.
 Bes�de her, Zyzynsk� beams and squ�rms. “Then I’ll buy �t! If 
you’ll excuse me aga�n.”
 Wh�le he’s gone, Rosamond can’t res�st s�ght-read�ng the 
score. She hums the orchestral theme lead�ng up to the po�nt of 
majest�c pause �n the fourth movement where—for th�rty-four 
years—the p�ano was to have begun �ts solo: and beg�ns to play. 
Yes!—her fingers feeling the way—my God! Farringford was begin-
n�ng the cadenza w�th a s�mple �nvers�on of the first movement’s 
second theme! And, �n the left hand, counterpo�nt, an echo of the 
accompan�ment support�ng the v�olas �n the second movement! 
Fasc�nat�ng! Whoever could’ve guessed �t?
 Oh, why, why d�d Farr�ngford have to wr�te w�th such a 
crabbed, pars�mon�ous hand? She stops play�ng and puts on her 
reading glasses. Better. But it’s still difficult making her way down 
the first page. The harmonies—disquieting. Why a subdominant 
at that po�nt? And does that t�ny squ�ggle �nd�cate a sharp or a 
natural? Ah. It has to be a sharp. Diminished seventh . . . my God, 
brilliant! And the po�gnancy of that part�cular chordal progres-
s�on at that part�cular spot—! Tears well up �n her eyes and beg�n 
cours�ng down her cheeks.
 She stops to w�pe her eyes; and, hav�ng caught her breath, goes 
back to the beginning and tries the first page again. Smoother now, 
faster, noting things she’d overlooked the first time, correcting 
mistakes she’d made. She stops again. Works out the fingering for 
a part�cularly complex r�ght-hand tumbl�ng cascade. Engrossed, 
loses track of t�me.
 When she’s worked her way to the bottom of page three, she 
real�zes what Farr�ngford’s done: w�th consummate w�t, economy, 
and sk�ll, he’s summed up, ep�tom�zed, and commented upon the 
ent�re concerto up to the po�nt �n the fourth movement where the 
cadenza beg�ns. And, know�ng as she does the ent�re concerto, 
Rosamond sees that these first three pages also foretell what’s to 
come �n the rest of the fourth movement. She suspects that, �n 
the cadenza’s recap�tulat�ons and summar�z�ng, Farr�ngford has 
brought the var�ous elements of the whole concerto �nto such �n-
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terest�ng, unexpected, and utterly novel relat�onsh�ps of contrast 
and juxtapos�t�on that henceforth all the concerto’s structures w�ll 
have to be seen �n a new l�ght. Unbel�evable! And now, on page 
four, someth�ng ent�rely new: a lyr�cal melody so pure, so exqu�-
sitely simple and straightforward that she finds herself melting 
before �ts beauty and power. But, wh�le �t unfolds, what’s that hap-
pening in the bass? And why that ominous D-minor chord? . . .
 Halfway through the fourth page, she must stop to recover 
herself. She’s exhausted, amazed, emot�onally dra�ned by engag-
�ng w�th Farr�ngford’s gen�us as �t emerges moment by moment, 
note by note, from the compacted page. It’s as though he’s speak-
�ng to her personally, commun�ng w�th her deepest self, reach�ng 
out to pull her lov�ngly �nto h�s v�s�on:—she s�mply has to rest.

 She took off her glasses, w�ped her eyes, rose from the bench, 
and was startled to see Zyzynsk� watch�ng her from the sofa.
 “I’m sorry,” she said, as flustered as though she’d been caught 
do�ng someth�ng personal and very pr�vate. “I d�dn’t know you’d 
returned. I’m afra�d I lost all sense of t�me. I feel so pr�v�leged to 
be the first pianist to see and play this music since the composer. 
I’m just overwhelmed.”
 “What I was able to hear—even w�th your study breaks and 
false starts—was qu�te wonderful,” Zyzynsk� sa�d. “And tantal�z-
�ng. What’s the rest of �t l�ke? How would �t sound �n a smooth, 
pol�shed performance? And �ntegrated w�th the rest of the con-
certo?”
 “I’m only �n the m�ddle of the fourth page,” she repl�ed. 
“There are twelve altogether, and a couple of �nd�cated repeats. 
Farr�ngford supposedly took s�x m�nutes to play �t. But h�s tem-
po mark�ngs are all �n place. It’s a very clean manuscr�pt, ready 
for the publ�sher: no unreadable passages, no blott�ngs, very few 
cross-outs. There are even some indications of fingering. Though 
I haven’t played �t through, I’m sure the whole cadenza �s go�ng to 
be just what everyone who’s heard �t cla�ms �t to be: stunn�ng, ex-
qu�s�te—and all the other hopelessly empty and �nadequate terms 
people use to descr�be the �ndescr�bable. I w�sh I could have an 
expanded copy to work from, w�th larger notes and more space for 
my own scr�bbles. Farr�ngford’s notat�on �s very hard to read.”
 “It would take a rather long t�me to copy �t out,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. 
“But you should probably do that so you can pract�ce �t comfort-
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ably. By the way, �t’s almost two o’clock. Would you l�ke some 
lunch?”
 “Oh, that would be n�ce. I d�dn’t real�ze how hungry I am.”
 “Come to the d�n�ng room. I’ve had the cook prepare some-
th�ng for us.”
 Gratefully she followed h�m to the table; and �n a moment the 
cook served them w�th soup and green salad, French bread, and a 
large platter of oysters on the half shell.
 “I take �t you’ve purchased the cadenza?” she asked as she 
spread a napk�n on her lap.
 “Oh, yes, �t’s m�ne now.”
 “Such a rel�ef to have �t safe! Mrs. Farr�ngford, Clara, Mr. 
Dinch—they’ll be so happy to hear it. And so grateful to you for 
hav�ng saved �t from obl�v�on.”
 Zyzynsk� sm�led modestly, waved h�s hand d�sm�ss�ngly, and 
cont�nued suck�ng up oysters.
 “Did the seller say how he’d obtained it?”
 “He d�dn’t say. I d�dn’t ask.”
 They ate for awh�le �n s�lence. Then Rosamond sa�d, “I sup-
pose, to be safe, we should make photocop�es of the manuscr�pt.”
 Hardly, thought Zyzynsk�. Aloud, he sa�d, “I’ve done that al-
ready. In my office—before I brought it to you.” Another lie, but 
aga�n �n a good cause. And bes�des, what was a small l�e between 
fr�ends? “Won’t you have some of these oysters? They’re wonder-
fully fresh.”
 “No, thank you. I don’t much care for oysters. When w�ll we be 
leav�ng for the a�rport? If there’s t�me, I’d very much l�ke to study 
the cadenza a b�t longer—�f I may—wh�le hav�ng access to your 
fine piano.”
 Zyzynsk� looked up at her w�th w�de eyes, the soup spoon 
paus�ng halfway to h�s mouth. “My dear, of course you may. And 
as for leav�ng, why, as far as I’m concerned, there’s no hurry. 
There’s noth�ng I’d l�ke more than for you to fam�l�ar�ze yourself 
w�th the mus�c. It’s already approach�ng three o’clock. Why not 
take the rest of the afternoon to study the cadenza? I have my own 
work to do. You’re welcome to spend the n�ght. Leave tomorrow. 
Or Sunday, for that matter. I’ll have Dolores prepare one of the 
guest rooms for you.”
 “Well—” But �t was only a br�ef hes�tat�on. “That’s very k�nd 
of you. All r�ght. I really am eager to work on the cadenza. Maybe 
after a short nap; I’m very t�red.”



440

 “Splend�d!” He w�ped h�s mouth w�th h�s napk�n. “I’ll leave 
you alone w�th the mus�c all afternoon. Won’t d�sturb you. S�nce 
we’ve had a late lunch, let’s meet for d�nner at e�ght o’clock. And 
ton�ght we’ll have a real feast—w�th champagne—to celebrate our 
good fortune.”

 Hav�ng made the overn�ght arrangements and shown 
Rosamond to her room for a nap, Zyzynski went to his office in the 
east w�ng. Pass�ng the desk, he crossed to the steel door, checked 
the temperature and hum�d�ty gauges, tw�rled the comb�nat�on 
locks and pushed h�s buttons. When the door had swung open, 
he hurried down a flight of carpeted concrete steps to a lower 
hallway. There, hav�ng used an electron�c code to pass through 
a second door, he entered his lower office, flipped on the lights, 
and threw h�mself �nto the padded cha�r bes�de the marble-topped 
desk. Th�s room, sound-proofed and kept at constant temperature 
and hum�d�ty, was bare-walled except for the framed motto oppo-
site the entrance: THE LAST SHALL BE FIRST, AND THE FIRST 
SHALL BE LAST. Zyzynsk� reached �nto the desk drawer, brought 
forth a bottle, and poured h�mself a generous sn�fter of cognac.
 Gett�ng Rosamond to stay had been far eas�er than he’d ex-
pected. That had been the one st�cky part of h�s plan. If she’d �n-
s�sted on return�ng to New York today, he’d have been forced to 
use h�s strongest powers of persuas�on. And that could have been 
d�sastrous: for a s�ngle wrong note, the sl�ghtest h�nt of coerc�on 
or �mpos�t�on of w�ll, could d�srupt the harmony of the�r relat�on-
sh�p and bl�ght �ts fru�t�on. But glory of glor�es! she’d volunteered 
to stay and learn the cadenza! Would ton�ght be too soon to pro-
fess h�s love? To propose a longterm partnersh�p?
 He’d left her alone w�th the mus�c not only because he wanted 
her to be able to apply her full concentrat�on to master�ng �t, but 
also—and more importantly—because he feared that if he first 
heard the cadenza �n b�ts and snatches wh�le she was learn�ng �t, 
w�th re-work�ngs, re-th�nk�ngs, and the repet�t�ons requ�red by 
her pract�c�ng to get �t r�ght, the �mpact of the whole m�ght be 
d�luted—d�m�n�shed or lost altogether. So much depended on h�s 
hear�ng �t as near to perfect�on as poss�ble! He was conv�nced that, 
l�ke Morgan Lat�mer, he’d have to hear �t performed complete, �n 
pol�shed form, and once aga�n as part of the whole concerto for �t 
to have the effect�veness he so des�red.
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 Before meet�ng Rosamond aga�n at e�ght, he’d have t�me to 
shower and shave, relax w�th h�s Collect�on, and further plan h�s 
strategy. Feel�ng bloated and queasy after so many oysters, he sank 
�nto the soft leather cha�r and pulled a fat c�gar from h�s pocket. 
 In th�s room he could smoke; once he’d passed through the 
green door fac�ng h�m and entered the Collect�on, he could not. 
He’d have a qu�ck c�gar and then go �n and reacqua�nt h�mself w�th 
h�s old fr�ends—the mammoth red gran�te head of Amenhotep 
III (tw�ce the s�ze of the one �n the Berl�n Egypt�an Museum); 
Rembrandt’s large pa�nt�ng The Death of Socrates (“van�shed” �n 
Napoleon’s first Austrian campaign, lost to the world for almost 
two hundred years); the Kom�roff Sapph�re; the manuscr�pt con-
ta�n�ng s�xty-e�ght sonnets and n�ne d�rty ballads wr�tten by Queen 
Elizabeth I, in her own hand; the ancient cloth, pressed flat be-
tween sheets of glass, wh�ch Zyzynsk� knows �s the real Shroud of 
Tur�n. All forty-two years of Thomas Jefferson’s secret d�ar�es; all 
n�ne years of Ham�lton’s, w�th the�r shock�ng revelat�ons as to the 
true authorsh�p of The Federalist Papers. The Dresden Baptismal 
Font; the Sm�l�ng Buddha of Bangkok; the Manz�n� Altarp�ece; the 
twelve love letters wr�tten by Shakespeare to the young Welshman 
l�v�ng �n Stratford—unknown to scholars—for whom the Sonnets 
were composed. 
 Old fr�ends, too, were the empty spaces reserved for, and 
awa�t�ng the arr�val of, the Mona Lisa, K�ng Tut’s bur�al mask, 
M�chelangelo’s Pietà of St. Peter’s, the Head of Nefert�t�, the Great 
Bull of Damascus, the Lindisfarne Gospels, and the Book of Kells.
 But first his cigar. On a marble footing beside his desk stood 
a gold gu�llot�ne s�x feet two �nches tall from base to top. The 
sol�d steel blade was e�ght �nches w�de, g�lded, w�th a razor edge. 
Zyzynsk� placed the end of h�s c�gar �n the round notch �n the base 
where a v�ct�m’s head would go, and tr�pped a lever to release the 
blade. Down it flashed—eight and a half pounds in free fall—and 
w�th a resound�ng thunk! sl�ced off the end of the c�gar w�th a 
clean shear. Zyzynsk� sm�led as he exam�ned the end of the c�gar. 
Not one shred of tobacco left hang�ng. The scale model gu�llot�ne 
had been made to his specifications by Leclair of Limoges in 1968. 
It gave Zyzynsk� no end of pleasure.
   

 Peter Sh�pley Abbott and Fel�x McKay got �nto a nasty squab-
ble at the a�rport. Abbott was determ�ned that they should rent a 
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s�ngle car and go to Chr�st�ansted together. Fel�x, know�ng that he 
could do much better alone, and hav�ng had h�s d�sl�ke of Abbott 
blossom into loathing on the flight down, said that Abbott could 
do as he l�ked, but that he, Fel�x, would rent h�s own car and get 
h�s own hotel room. 
 “My concern �s to make sure Rosamond �s safe,” he sa�d, “and 
to do that, I’ve got to find her. I don’t know who this Zyzynski per-
son �s, or whether he has the cadenza or not. And frankly, that’s 
the least of my concerns.”
 Abbott had puffed h�mself up. “Of course, I’m concerned about 
Rosamond too. But we must find out if Zyzynski really does have 
the cadenza. He’s a very r�ch and powerful man. If he does have �t, 
we’ve got to know �f he means to publ�sh �t or keep �t out of publ�c 
v�ew forever.”
 “Well, you hunt Zyzynsk�. I’ll hunt Rosamond.”
 “Please!” sa�d Abbott. “I’ll pay the whole cost of the car rent-
al!” He waved a cred�t card under Fel�x’s nose.
 Fel�x marched to the rental counter. “I’d l�ke to rent a car, 
please.”
 “You’re �n luck s�r,” the attendant sa�d. “We have one car ava�l-
able. It’s a busy weekend, with St. Patrick’s Day and all.”
 Oh hell. “He’ll pay for �t,” Fel�x sa�d, �nd�cat�ng Abbott, who 
was hover�ng bes�de h�m.
 “Okay. How long w�ll you be us�ng �t?”
 Fel�x turned quest�on�ngly to the p�lot from the Sternberg 
Foundat�on who was stand�ng nearby. 
 “Our �nstruct�ons were to br�ng you down and to stay t�ll you’re 
ready to leave,” the p�lot sa�d. “The Foundat�on w�ll pay our hotel 
expenses.”
 “Hopefully, no more than two days,” Fel�x sa�d to the atten-
dant. Out came the rental forms, and Abbott plunked h�s cred�t 
card onto the counter.

 As a consequence of the�r late start from New York, �t was 
gett�ng on toward even�ng when they reached Chr�st�ansted. The 
trans�t�on from dayl�ght to dark was so rap�d there was almost no 
tw�l�ght. Tour�sts crowded the downtown, shopp�ng �n the elegant 
bout�ques, saunter�ng on the waterfront and beneath the galler�es 
of the old bu�ld�ngs. The hotels were full. “Busy weekend,” they 
were told. “You should’ve made reservat�ons.” F�nally, the p�lot 
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and co-p�lot got a room together �n a small hotel several blocks 
from the waterfront, and Fel�x and Abbott got a room �n a large 
hotel on the esplanade that faced the water—but only because of 
a guest’s cancellat�on. Abbott was well pleased w�th the arrange-
ment. Fel�x �mmed�ately went to the telephone d�rectory.
 To h�s surpr�se, V�ctor Zyzynsk� was l�sted. The address meant 
noth�ng to h�m. But a helpful bartender �n the hotel restaurant 
took the map Fel�x had p�cked up at the a�rport and drew an el-
l�pt�cal swatch on the north coast east of Chr�st�ansted. “It’s one of 
those b�g houses along there,” he sa�d—and sm�led as Fel�x sl�pped 
h�m a dollar.
 Fel�x wanted to leave at once to reconno�ter, but Abbott want-
ed to eat first: “I always eat dinner about this time. Tonight I’m in 
the mood for a tasty fru�t salad, perhaps some l�me ch�cken. We’ll 
have to find a decent restaurant, clean and popular with tourists. 
Here �n the trop�cs, you can’t be too careful about your food.”
 “Well, you eat. G�ve me the car keys, and I’ll go explor�ng by 
myself.”
 “No, I won’t rel�nqu�sh the keys. The car’s �n my name, re-
member, and I’m respons�ble for �t.”
 Fel�x exploded. “Abbott, you’re a real pa�n �n the ass!”
 Abbott shrugged. “When I hear such th�ngs as that, Mr. 
McKay—and I’ve heard such th�ngs for years—my standard an-
swer �s ‘St�cks and stones may break my bones—’ ”
 “Then I’ll be hunt�ng for a large st�ck,” sa�d Fel�x.
 Abbott sn�ffed and turned away. “I w�ll �gnore that remark—
because I’m very hungry. Are you, or are you not, com�ng w�th me 
to find some lime chicken?”
 Fel�x thought �t over. “I’ll come w�th you,” he sa�d at last, “be-
cause that way �t’ll go faster. But I’ll settle for a p�zza, or a burger 
and fr�es.”
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Chapter  36
 At P�nnacle House, d�nner was lav�sh. Zyzynsk� began the 
meal w�th a champagne toast: “To the Farr�ngford Cadenza! d�s-
prov�ng once and for all that Fr�day the �3th �s an unlucky day!” 
After the toast, Marco refilled their glasses.
 In the amb�ence prov�ded by mellow candlel�ght and a Mozart 
wind serenade, Rosamond enjoyed a savory clam consommé, filet 
m�gnon w�th mushrooms and art�choke hearts, r�pe ol�ves and 
g�ngered yams, brand�ed peaches w�th nutmeg garn�sh, and p�ne-
apple rum-wh�p. She even ate three oysters when Zyzynsk� urged 
the heap�ng platter upon her. It wasn’t pleasant, but she made a 
game job of �t. Zyzynsk� ate the rest.
 And the champagne! She knew that several bottles had been 
brought to the table, but she had no �dea how much she’d actually 
drunk (the food was rather salty)—for whenever she looked down, 
her glass (thanks to Marco) was always full.
 She’d changed �nto sh�rt and slacks and a l�ghtwe�ght long-
sleeved sweater. Zyzynsk�’s preparat�ons for d�nner had been far 
less casual. After h�s long and search�ng shower, he’d dusted h�m-
self w�th musk-scented talcum powder, appl�ed l�beral doses of 
Feramone 3 to h�s armp�ts and beh�nd h�s ears (guaranteed, h�s 
dealer had assured h�m, to dr�ve women w�ld), and smeared o�l of 
peppermint under his scrotum. Then, as befit his plan, he’d slipped 
into a loose-fitting flowered shirt and baggy Bermuda shorts (sans 
underwear).
 At e�ght, when they were seat�ng themselves at the table, he’d 
asked Rosamond how the cadenza was progress�ng. 
 “Oh very well,” she answered happ�ly. “I’ve been all the way 
through �t several t�mes. And �t’s true, Mr. Zyzynsk�—”
 “Please call me V�ctor.”
 “Very well, V�ctor. The cadenza �s fully as wonderful as leg-
end claims. Some of the very finest music Farringford wrote. 
Frequently, dur�ng certa�n passages, I’ve s�mply had to stop play-
�ng and get up and walk around the room—and th�s happens every 
time I encounter those passages! As a cadenza, it fits perfectly with 
the rest of the concerto, but as mus�c �n �ts own r�ght, �t transcends 



445

the concerto, �f you know what I mean. No, you can’t know what 
I mean. You’ll have to hear �t as �t occurs �n the context of the 
whole.”
 “Yes,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “Oh yes.” 
 Her eyes were moist and sparkling, her face flushed with the 
memory of �t. H�s own breath�ng was becom�ng rap�d just l�sten-
�ng to her. “I feel so honored, so pr�v�leged to be play�ng �t,” she 
sa�d softly. “It’s as though Farr�ngford h�mself �s reach�ng out to 
touch me: a d�rect commun�cat�on—not only w�th my body, but 
w�th my �ntellectual facult�es, and the secret �nnermost depths of 
my be�ng.”
 A tw�nge of jealousy caused Zyzynsk�’s lower l�p to tw�tch. 
Feel�ng the swell of a r�s�ng anger, w�th great effort he forced 
�t down. Farr�ngford was dead, damm�t—�n no way a r�val for 
Rosamond’s affections. Not a rival of flesh and blood at any rate. 
There was no way �n hell that Zyzynsk� was go�ng to compete w�th 
a ghost. Bes�des, �f the cadenza did have the powers everyone 
who’d heard �t attested, �t was unavo�dable that Rosamond, too, 
would have her own sexual response �n exper�enc�ng �t. H�s turn 
would come. And he would be the first (and only) person to hear �t 
performed by Foxe!
 All he’d sa�d was, “It’s t�me we celebrate!”, reach�ng out h�s 
arms to g�ve her a d�screet and am�able hug—wh�ch, though care-
fully casual, had nonetheless set h�s pulse pound�ng and glazed 
his face with a film of sweat. And then, with the china and crys-
tal gleam�ng �n the candlel�ght, the cook had emerged from the 
k�tchen to serve the clam consommé.
 

 When they’d finished the pineapple rum-whip, the cook ap-
peared and began remov�ng the�r plates. “Champagne—we’d l�ke 
three more bottles on �ce,” Zyzynsk� told her, “and two more plat-
ters of oysters on the half shell. And then you’re free to go, Mrs. 
Jones. Free to go.”
 Rosamond sa�d, “It was a del�c�ous meal, Mrs. Jones.” The 
cook sm�led and took out the plates.
 Zyzynsk� beamed. “She’s the best cook on the �sland.” Aga�n 
he filled his glass with champagne. “And contracted exclusively to 
me.” He slurped down the last oyster, stifled a belch with his nap-
k�n, looked up at her s�deways from under h�s bushy brows. Gave 
her a little wink. “Shall we go to the Den?”
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 When she rose from the table, Rosamond reeled w�th a wave 
of d�zz�ness, and staggered a b�t as she followed Zyzynsk� �nto the 
hall. She felt as though she were walk�ng on fat cush�ons; there 
was a buzz�ng �n her ears; and when she spoke, she heard her vo�ce 
fa�ntly, as though �t were com�ng from very far away. “I don’t know 
when I’ve drunk so much champagne. I’m afra�d I’m feel�ng the 
effects. It does sneak up on you.” Yeah, she thought, and then �t’s 
l�ke a sledge hammer to the back of the head.
 “We have more bottles to go,” Zyzynsk� sa�d, sett�ng down the 
�ce bucket on the coffee table oppos�te the long leather sofa. He 
went back to the d�n�ng room to get the fresh platters of oysters. 
Rosamond rubberlegged across the carpet and plopped herself 
down on the y�eld�ng leather. She closed her eyes, �mmed�ately 
d�scovered that to be a m�stake, and snapped them open aga�n.
 Zyzynsk� returned, sway�ng a l�ttle from s�de to s�de, hold�ng 
the mounta�nous oyster platters before h�m l�ke a r�tual offer�ng. 
He carefully placed them on the table next to the �ce bucket and, 
w�th a s�gh, lowered h�mself onto the cush�ons bes�de her. Beads 
of clammy sweat gl�stened on h�s forehead. “Ah, Rosamond—
Rosamond,” he sa�d. And then was s�lent.
 He was s�tt�ng awfully close to her, she felt. And he had such a 
pecul�ar odor—pepperm�nt, and someth�ng else she couldn’t �den-
t�fy that made her want to retch. She scooted farther away from 
h�m, st�ll not trust�ng her legs to hold her �f she stood.
 “I was hop�ng you’d play the Farr�ngford Cadenza for me after 
we ate,” Zyzynsk� sa�d.
 “I don’t know �t well enough yet to do �t just�ce.”
 “You had all afternoon to pract�ce.” He sl�d closer to her.
 “Yes, and I have a real sense of what Farr�ngford was try�ng to 
do. But I haven’t mastered �t. I could play port�ons of �t for you �f I 
weren’t so t�psy. But actually, V�ctor, I’m too drunk r�ght now. My 
fingers wouldn’t find the right keys.”
 “I guess I don’t understand how you mus�c�ans work,” he sa�d. 
“I assumed you’d be further along.”
 “It would take several days of �ntens�ve work to become 
proficient. Learning a piece of music is one thing; becoming tech-
nically proficient is another; but finishing a p�ece, gett�ng �ns�de 
�t and render�ng �ts mus�cal essence, �ts soul, �s st�ll another. It 
m�ght take months, even years of l�v�ng w�th �t, to ach�eve mastery 
of someth�ng as complex as th�s cadenza.” The buzz�ng �n her ears 
was louder now, and she’d begun h�ccup�ng.
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 Zyzynsk� nodded h�s head slowly. What she was say�ng made 
a k�nd of sense to h�m. “L�ke tak�ng over an a�l�ng corporat�on,” he 
sa�d, work�ng at open�ng another bottle of champagne. “Gett�ng 
r�d of the deadwood, putt�ng �n a new management team, cutt�ng 
costs. Mak�ng necessary adjustments to force the bus�ness to show 
a profit.” The cork popped, and froth spewed out onto his leg and 
into his shoe. Shakily he filled her glass and his own, spilling a 
l�ttle, then replaced the bottle �n the �ce bucket and leaned back 
w�th another great s�gh, explo�t�ng the movement to �nch h�s th�gh 
closer to hers.

 The compact Ford crept along the narrow road, �ts headl�ghts 
show�ng, on the r�ghthand s�de, bushes and dry grass cl�mb-
�ng a steep slope to d�sappear �n utter darkness. To the left, the 
ground fell away gently toward the sea. “Stop,” sa�d Fel�x, po�nt-
�ng to the left. “Another dr�veway.” Peter Sh�pley Abbott braked 
abruptly and Felix hopped out, using his flashlight to sweep the 
gateposts. “No, th�s doesn’t seem to be �t e�ther. The name on the 
s�gn �s McFarland.” He got back �n the car, and Abbott released 
the brake.
 Abbott was becoming testy. Unable to find lime chicken, he’d 
had to settle for pork chops and r�ce. He had been able to find his 
fru�t salad. But someth�ng �n the meal hadn’t agreed w�th h�m, 
and now he was feel�ng om�nous cramps �n h�s gut. He w�shed 
fervently that he was back at the hotel. “Wouldn’t �t be eas�er to do 
th�s �n dayl�ght?” he growled.
 Fel�x d�dn’t answer h�m. He’d had h�s hamburger and fr�es 
and was doing fine. His d�scomfort was born of d�scouragement. 
They’d come a long way down th�s road, stopp�ng at every dr�ve-
way for a look-see, and he was beg�nn�ng to wonder �f they were 
on the wrong road. “There’s another one,” he sa�d, and Abbott h�t 
the brake. 
 The flashlight beam revealed an elaborate grilled gate barring 
the dr�veway. A bronze plaque on one of the posts read PINNACLE 
HOUSE. “Th�s �s �t,” sa�d Fel�x. “It’s a w�de dr�ve; turn around �n �t 
and put out the l�ghts.”
 Abbott parked the car fac�ng back toward Chr�st�ansted, 
doused the l�ghts, and turned off the �gn�t�on. “Now what?”
 “How far have we come from town?” Fel�x asked.
 “I don’t know. Too far.”
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 “I thought you looked at the odometer.”
 “I forgot.”
 “Jesus, Abbott.”
 The p�an�st sl�pped the car key �nto h�s pocket. He pulled h�s 
leather gloves t�ghter and cl�mbed out of the car. The sky, lum�-
nous black, was suffused w�th a dust-explos�on of stars. “My God,” 
said Felix. “The Big Dipper is almost down on the horizon.”
 Abbott was more �nterested �n mundane matters. “There’s no 
way through that gate. And look at the wall. No way over.”
 “What are you do�ng here?” A man’s vo�ce from the darkness.
 A spotl�ght bl�nded them. Fel�x heard the cl�ck of a p�stol be-
�ng cocked. And another vo�ce, as though speak�ng �nto a rad�o: 
“Two prowlers at the front gate.”
 “What are you doing here?” the first voice repeated.
 “Just tak�ng a leak,” sa�d Fel�x, sh�eld�ng h�s eyes from the 
spotl�ght.
 “Well, do �t somewhere else. Th�s �s pr�vate property; you’re 
trespass�ng.”
 Abbott scuttled back to the car, sl�d �nto the dr�ver’s seat, and 
locked h�s door. Fel�x followed more slowly, w�th a shrug of h�s 
shoulders, ma�nta�n�ng as best he could an a�r of affronted d�gn�ty. 
He’d barely cl�mbed �nto the car, when Abbott started them off 
down the road. The beam of the spotl�ght followed them. “They’re 
taking down our license number,” Felix muttered. “Damn! I 
should’ve known there’d be guards. We’ll have to wa�t t�ll dayl�ght. 
But I’m sure Rosamond and Zyzynsk� are st�ll here and haven’t 
gone back to New York. Abbott, we’re past the boundary of the 
estate. Stop here. I want to see how far the wall extends down to-
ward the water.”
 Abbott d�d not stop the car. Fel�x stared at h�m. “I sa�d to stop. 
What’s wrong w�th you?”
 Through clenched teeth, and w�th an angry s�dew�se glance, 
Abbott h�ssed, “I’ve got to get back to the hotel.”
 Fel�x understood. He sank back �n res�gnat�on aga�nst the 
door, h�s elbow out the w�ndow. “If you had stopped,” he sa�d, 
“we each could’ve done our own th�ng. K�lled two b�rds w�th one 
stone.” Abbott snorted and stepped on the gas.

 On h�s last tr�p to the Necessary Room, V�ctor Zyzynsk� had 
turned down the rheostat to d�m the l�ghts. He was pleased w�th 
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the result. Cozy. Int�mate. Just r�ght, he thought, through h�s alco-
hol fog, for the next stage of h�s conquest. Seat�ng h�mself close to 
Rosamond, he gobbled several more oysters and again filled both 
glasses w�th champagne. Rosamond was s�tt�ng scrunched up �n 
the corner of the sofa aga�nst the arm, unable to scoot farther.
 “Rosamond, I’ve adm�red you for a very long t�me.” Pause 
for the slurp�ng of another oyster. “I have a scrapbook conta�n-
�ng not�ces of your performances and cl�pp�ngs of your �nterv�ews. 
Young as you are, I feel that you’re the finest classical pianist in 
the world.”
 “Mr. Zy—V�ctor, I apprec�ate your feel�ngs. But you’re g�ven to 
overstatement. There are many talented—”
 “I’ve gone to all of your New York concerts—even the benefits 
you d�d for the V�etnamese refugees and the cr�ppled ch�ldren, 
and—and all those other char�t�es you support. You’re my �deal 
of what a concert art�st should be. You do not—could not—have 
a more devoted fan than I.” He lowered h�s head as though �n 
humble obeisance, and from under bushy brows fixed his eyes on 
her breasts t�ghtly stretch�ng the fabr�c of her sh�rt. He �mag�ned 
undo�ng the buttons one by one, w�th a subtle squeeze here and 
a gentle poke there, t�ll, open�ng the sh�rt l�ke part�ng a ve�l, he 
could reach in to fondle, knead, and stroke the taut warm flesh, 
tweak and pinch with thumb and finger the dainty nipples, rolling 
them back and forth l�ke fresh plump ra�s�ns . . .
 “I had no �dea you were so �nterested �n my career,” sa�d 
Rosamond. “I’m quite flattered.” While he turned away to search 
out fresh oysters among the empty shells, she qu�ckly poured her 
champagne �nto a potted cactus at the end of the sofa. 
 “Time to start the second platter,” he said, finishing up the 
first. “You’re twenty-six, born near Richmond, Virginia on May 9, 
�955. Stud�ed at the Hopewell Conservatory under Max Hueber 
and Georg�na Trav�s. Rece�ved F�rst Pr�ze �n the Farr�ngford 
Compet�t�on �n �977. You’ve traveled w�dely: Salzburg, Caracas, 
N�ce, Tanglewood—and taught master classes at Hotchk�ss and 
the Un�vers�ty of M�ch�gan. Your grandfather Foxe was one of 
the founders of Blueridge Frozen Foods; your father is Downing 
Professor of Med�eval H�story at Thorpe Un�vers�ty; your mother 
was a p�lot �n her own charter a�r serv�ce follow�ng the Second 
World War; then, after her marr�age, she became a news report-
er in the ’50’s and—finally—writing under her maiden name—
M�ldred Angstrom—a synd�cated column�st d�str�buted to at least 
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s�xty newspapers nat�onw�de. You have an older brother and a 
younger s�ster. Ruth Chamberla�n composed a p�ano sonata for 
you—”
 “Goodness! You amaze me—” (She also found the rec�tal ex-
tremely d�squ�et�ng.)
 “I sa�d I’d followed you closely.” He swallowed another oyster 
and refilled his glass. “I’m surprised that you’re not married by 
now.” He belched. “A lovely g�rl l�ke you.”
 “Oh, I’ve had a couple of offers,” she sa�d. “But, really, mus�c 
�s the most �mportant th�ng �n my l�fe, and I’ve been so busy w�th 
my career, I just never concerned myself w�th develop�ng ser�ous 
relat�onsh�ps. Too self-centered, I guess.” She gave a l�ttle laugh.
 “No boyfr�ends?”
 “Well, one. A very n�ce guy I knew at the conservatory. I 
l�ked h�m a lot, and th�nk I could’ve contemplated marr�age. But 
he dec�ded he was gay—was upfront about �t, for wh�ch I respect 
h�m—and entered �nto a longterm relat�onsh�p w�th a pro football 
player. The three of us are very close fr�ends.”
 Zyzynsk� slapped h�s knee �n a transport of rel�ef. She was st�ll 
a v�rg�n! Th�s �ssue had been a matter of desperate anx�ety for h�m, 
but now he knew for certa�n . . . the last shall be first! It called for 
an add�t�onal celebrat�on. 
 He opened another bottle of champagne, not�ng that there was 
only one bottle left. Well, he’d get some more on h�s next tr�p to 
the Necessary. He refilled her glass, and then his own, and wolfed 
down s�x more oysters. But then a dark thought gr�pped h�m.
 “What about Peter Sh�pley Abbott?” he asked. “I’d always as-
sumed that he had a th�ng go�ng w�th you.”
 “Peter?” Aga�n she laughed. “If he has, �t’s all on his s�de. As 
far as I’m concerned, he’s just a close fr�end. Our relat�onsh�p �s 
purely profess�onal.”
 On your s�de, maybe, Zyzynsk� thought. But he’d seen Abbott 
too many t�mes hang�ng around her as though she were a b�tch �n 
heat. Possess�vely clutch�ng her arm. Preen�ng h�mself, do�ng h�s 
dance! Lust�ng l�ke a weasel.
 As the s�lence lengthened, Rosamond dec�ded she could trust 
her balance to walk to the bathroom. It was a dec�s�on forced on 
her not only by a full bladder, but also by a nauseous hot flash 
that popped a ch�lly dew of sweat onto her forehead, and a lurch-
�ng pressure �n her stomach that sa�d �n no uncerta�n terms that 
someth�ng wanted out.
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 But before she could haul herself upr�ght, Zyzynsk� suddenly 
sl�d h�s beefy arm along the sofa back to enc�rcle her shoulders; 
leaning close, he said in a husky voice: “I want you to know I find 
you very attract�ve, Rosamond.” H�s other hand dropped to her 
th�gh, s�x �nches above her knee, and squeezed gently.
 She bl�nked �n aston�shment, then turned her face away to es-
cape h�s w�ne-sour oyster breath. Clutch�ng the arm of the sofa, 
she ho�sted herself to her feet. “Excuse me, please, I have to go to 
the bathroom.”
 She was walk�ng more stead�ly now, hardly d�zzy at all. But 
her bra�n felt numb, unable to clearly process what had just hap-
pened; and she had other �mperat�ves: her heav�ng stomach, the 
sharp metallic taste and flood of saliva in her mouth. She lurched 
into the Necessary and flung herself toward the toilet, arriving  
just �n t�me.
 Wh�le she was gone, Zyzynsk� reveled �n the exh�larat�on of 
hav�ng, at long last, made h�s �n�t�al move, profess�ng both h�s 
adm�rat�on of Rosamond and h�s attract�on to her. Yet he was 
d�sturbed by her sudden departure, and more than a l�ttle appre-
hens�ve that perhaps he was crowd�ng her somewhat w�th an ap-
proach too amorous. 
 Out of th�s welter of thoughts, �t came to h�m that now would 
be the t�me to get more champagne. He dragged h�mself off the 
sofa, set the rema�n�ng full bottle on the coffee table, and, hold�ng 
the �ce bucket upr�ght �n both hands to avo�d sp�ll�ng the melt, 
began a long, wobbly journey to the k�tchen.
 Maybe he should back off a b�t, and not push Rosamond too 
far too fast. He’d wa�ted so long to express h�s feel�ngs! But really, 
there was no hurry. He shouldn’t take advantage of her na�veté, 
overwhelm her �nnocence w�th h�s mascul�ne force and broad 
sweep of worldly exper�ence. It was natural that the very fact of 
who and what he was would be �nt�m�dat�ng to her. But to fr�ght-
en her could have extremely detr�mental consequences for later. 
Dear girl, so pure and innocent! She hadn’t even understood the 
lustful des�gns of Abbott! Well, that danger was beh�nd her now. 
He’d protect her. But how to proceed? It would be hard to take up 
where they’d left off when she went to the bathroom. No, for now, 
it was sufficient for him to have said �t: now, at last, she knew h�s 
feel�ngs. 
 Therefore, he’d best change the subject: tell her someth�ng 
about h�mself. She had a r�ght to know. It would be hard, though, 
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s�nce he wasn’t accustomed to reveal�ng anyth�ng of h�mself to oth-
ers. Nonetheless, he would have to now, �n order to demonstrate 
that he too was des�rable. R�ch, powerful, always the w�nner!  F�rst 
and foremost. Not only �n wealth, but �n everything. Yes. That was 
�t: he must conv�nce her that she could never do better. Where was 
the k�tchen? Ah. And �n the k�tchen, where had Mrs. Jones left the 
champagne? An empty case near the refr�gerator. Of course.
 He set down the �ce bucket, opened the refr�gerator door. 
There were four more bottles. He closed the door and empt�ed 
the water from the bucket �nto the s�nk. Went to the �ce-maker, 
filled the bucket with tiny cubes. Back to the refrigerator. How 
many should he take? Two? Three. They wouldn’t fit in the bucket, 
wh�ch was full of �ce. He wedged one down �nto the cubes, tucked 
one under h�s arm, and carr�ed the th�rd �n h�s free hand. Nearly 
fell when he closed the refr�gerator door w�th a sw�ng of h�s h�p. 
And now—hell!—w�th both hands engaged, he couldn’t sw�tch off 
the lights. Craning his neck, he flipped the switch with his topmost 
ch�n. 
 Now back to the Den. His feet schluffing on the travertine 
floor. Yes. That was it: he’d take it slower with Rosamond. Tell 
her someth�ng about h�mself. If only he d�dn’t have th�s throbb�ng 
headache, and d�dn’t keep gu�d�ng �nto the wall.

 In the Necessary, Rosamond was com�ng to her own conclu-
sions. Dealing with the demands of the champagne had taken a 
long time; but after flushing the toilet, rinsing her mouth, and 
bath�ng her face w�th cold water, she found that her th�nk�ng was 
much clearer, and she could focus on the �mpl�cat�ons of Zyzynsk�’s 
last statement—and h�s graceless squeez�ng of her th�gh.
 It was hard to bel�eve that Zyzynsk� was putt�ng the make on 
her. Why, he was old enough to be her grandfather! It had to be 
the alcohol; his judgment sufficiently impaired to cause him to 
step outs�de h�s normal �nh�b�t�ons.
 St�ll, she d�dn’t want to go back to a cont�nuat�on of that act�v-
�ty. How to avo�d �t? Should she yawn and say she was t�red and 
needed to go to bed? No way. If he was putt�ng the make on her, he 
m�ght take that as an �nv�tat�on. Pretend to doze off wh�le s�tt�ng 
on the sofa? Not a good �dea. In no way should she encourage h�m 
w�th the appearance of be�ng vulnerable.  
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 She’d already been �n the bathroom a long wh�le. She’d 
make �t longer. Maybe he’d be asleep when she got back. If not, 
maybe she should d�stance herself by play�ng the p�ano. Not the 
Farr�ngford Cadenza. Someth�ng she knew by heart. Schumann’s 
Kinderscenen, Sat�e, Bartok’s For Children—someth�ng qu�et and 
not very demand�ng. Someth�ng that m�ght put h�m to sleep.
 She extended her stay t�ll ten m�nutes had passed and de-
c�ded that when she returned, she wouldn’t s�t on the sofa, but 
�n the armcha�r oppos�te, putt�ng the coffee table between them. 
However, when she reached the Den, Zyzynski was sitting in that 
cha�r—wh�ch left the sofa for her. And far from be�ng asleep, 
Zyzynski had finished the second bottle of champagne from the 
first batch, and opened the third. With acute dismay she saw the 
�ce bucket and the three fresh bottles ready to go. Zyzynsk� had 
just l�ghted a c�gar.
 
 “There you are,” he sa�d, when she came �nto the room. “I’ve 
poured you a fresh dr�nk. S�t down, Rosamond, there’s someth�ng 
�mportant that I want to say about the Farr�ngford Cadenza.”
 W�th reluctance, she seated herself �n the exact m�ddle of the 
sofa, on the very edge of the cush�on. The glass of champagne 
stood before her on the coffee table, but she couldn’t br�ng herself 
to even look at �t.
 “A few m�nutes ago you seemed surpr�sed to learn how much I 
know about you. How closely I’ve followed your career.” H�s vo�ce 
was th�ck, h�s speech slurred. “If you knew me better, you’d see 
there’s noth�ng surpr�s�ng about �t. I’ve always adm�red perfec-
t�on—whatever’s at the top of �ts class. I’m an excellent judge, w�th 
much exper�ence. My judgment places you, Rosamond—as a con-
cert p�an�st—at the top of your class. And, �n add�t�on,”—he spread 
h�s arms expans�vely—“you are very beaut�ful. The most beaut�ful 
woman I know.”
 She stammered, “I don’t know what to say.”
 He slowly shook h�s head. “No need to say anyth�ng.” H�s c�-
gar had gone out. He set �t �n an ashtray and began rummag�ng 
through h�s pockets. “Wherza l�ghter?”
 “You left �t on the table.”
 He leaned forward, sp�ll�ng half h�s dr�nk, and retr�eved the 
gold lighter. On the second flick, he got a flame which he held 
shakily to the ashy end of the cigar. When satisfied with the draw, 
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he replaced the l�ghter on the table w�th exaggerated care and con-
tinued slowly, as though having trouble finding the words: “I’m 
gonna tell you th�ngs I never told anybody else—”
 Terrified, she blurted: “Please don’t feel you have to!”
 “No, you don’t unnerstand.” The c�gar was wav�ng back and 
forth between them. “I want to tell you. ’Cause you’re number one 
in your field. I don’t play the piano. But I’m number one in ev-
eryth�ng that I do. Thass what I set out to be. Thass what I am. 
The r�chest man �n the world. You knew that, d�dn’t you? The 
r�chest man. Shake �t all down, I’m worth over s�xty-three b�ll�on 
dollars. S�xty-three billion, Ros’mond. An’ grow�n’ every m�nute. 
Most people can’t even �mag�ne what that means. It means power, 
Ros’mond. Means I’m the most powerful man �n the world!”
 Th�s brought h�m to h�s feet, and for a moment he towered 
over her like a huge balloon tethered to the floor, weaving and 
bobb�ng from s�de to s�de. For one breathless moment she thought 
he was going to fall flat on his face across the coffee table and into 
her lap. But he ma�nta�ned h�s balance and began pac�ng about 
unstead�ly, c�gar �n one hand, glass �n the other.
 “How’d I get to be Number One? By be�n’ smarter an’ qu�cker, 
an’ more ’mag’nat�ve, an’ more dar�n’, an’ more ruthless than my 
r�vals. I hadda be w�ll�n’ ta take chances, an’ change my m�nd, an’ 
do d�rty tr�cks—’cause �f I wasn’t—�f I d�dn’t—some of them would 
be, an’ they’d do those th�ngs to me, and squeeze me out. I know 
you unnerstand this. Didn’t you set out to be the best pianist in the 
world?”
 “No,” sa�d Rosamond. “I truthfully can’t say that I d�d. I don’t 
know what that would mean. I wanted to make beaut�ful mus�c; 
I had talent I wanted to develop; I’ve worked hard to become the 
best mus�c�an that I can.”
 Zyzynski suddenly flopped down onto the sofa, at the far end. 
He dra�ned h�s glass and set �t on the table. There were seven oys-
ters left. He ate four of them before respond�ng. “Well, you’re an 
F. You’re pretty well-placed. You have no �dea what �t’s l�ke to be 
a Z. You d�dn’t come at the end of the alphabet. You d�dn’t get the 
d�rty end of th�ngs. No one called you ‘Ta�l’ for always be�n’ at the 
rear. I begged my father to change our name. In those days �t was 
spelled Z-z-z-y-z—”
 “Three Z’s?” sa�d Rosamond, alarmed at how angry and con-
gested h�s face had become.
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 “Some shithead immigration officer played a stinkin’ trick 
on my grandfather when he got off the boat. My father refused 
to change �t, sa�d we should be proud of our Amer�can name. I 
wanted to drop the first two Z’s, but he laughed and said I’d still 
be at the end of the alphabet. God, I hated h�m. But when I was 
twenty-one, I did drop the Z’s. And I wasn’t at the end of the al-
phabet. There was a man named Zzasz I knew of, a steel-worker 
�n P�ttsburgh. But he d�ed three years later.” Wh�le talk�ng, he’d 
been fumbl�ng w�th the cork of a new champagne bottle, gett�ng 
nowhere. Now he held out the bottle to her. “Would you open �t, 
Ros’mond?”
 She said, “Do you really think we need it? I’m done.”
 “Afra�d of the pop, huh?” He kept work�ng away, all thumbs. 
“And those people who’d always come before me—I swore I’d 
push them to the end of the l�ne. The Andersons and Ardmores—” 
grunt�ng w�th h�s exert�ons “—the Burtons, F�nneys, Goodw�ns, 
Halls.” Ah, the cork was mov�ng. “The Morr�seys, Nordstroms, 
Ol�vers, Sussk�nds, Tylers, W�ngates, Youngs—” W�th a whoosh 
the bottle blew, and a long jet of wh�te foam shot out �n a h�gh arc 
across the room. See�ng the long tra�l �t splattered on the carpet, 
Zyzynsk� roared w�th laughter. “Pop goes the weasel!” He poured a 
fresh glass for h�mself, saw that hers was st�ll stand�ng full. “Better 
drink up, it’ll go flat. Got to celebrate.” He drank his and poured 
another. “I dec�ded that when I wanted someth�n’, nothin’ would 
stand �n my way. I’d have �t. Take the Farr�n’ford Cadenza. That 
Trntl woman thought she’d get it, then Silas Dinch, then the whole 
world! Oh no. And the Count, who wanted �t for his collect�on. 
Well, I showed ’em all! I always get what I want. The one-of-a-
k�nd at the top of �ts class.”
 He leaned toward her. “Oh, Ros’mond! I’ve wanted you for so 
long! But you were always out of reach. Surrounded by hangers-
on. By piss-ants like Peter Shipley Abbott. This is the very first time 
we’ve been able to be together �n the r�ght k�nda c�rcumstances.” 
He moved closer. She leaped up and darted around the table to the 
cha�r he’d vacated.
 “What are you say�ng?” she cr�ed. “You talk as though the ca-
denza’s your personal possess�on, as though you �ntend to keep �t 
for yourself!”
 “Thass r�ght.” He closed h�s eyes, slumped over, and lay full-
length on the sofa.
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 “But you told me you’d bought �t to share w�th the world!”
 He settled deeper �nto the cush�ons, st�ll hold�ng h�s empty 
glass and the dead cigar. “Didn’t buy it. Took it away from Trntl. 
It’s m�ne now.”
 Rosamond said, “I want to leave for New York the first thing 
�n the morn�ng!”
 “Can’t,” he said. His eyes flickered open. “You haven’t played 
the cadenza for me yet. You sa�d �t’d take several days to get ready. 
And then you’ve gotta record �t �n my stud�o—”
 “You can’t keep the cadenza for yourself!”
 “Yes I can. And nobody’ll ever know. Issa secret. Jus’ you and 
me. I’ll make you happy, Ros’mond. You’ll have all the money you 
want. We don’t hafta get marr�ed. Jus’ be very very close fr�ends.” 
He shook h�s head slowly from s�de to s�de. “You won’t even have 
to g�ve up your career.” H�s eyes had closed aga�n. “The cadenza’s 
for my Collect�on. Some of �t’s here. In the basement. M�ne. The 
Manzini Altarpiece.” The cigar dropped from his fingers and rolled 
away across the carpet. “Jefferson d�ar�es. Ashoka’s Eye. Shroud 
of Tur�n . . .” He rolled over on h�s s�de to face the coffee table, 
stared briefly with one eye at the shells heaped on the two platters, 
said “Don’t want more oysters,” took a deep breath, and fell fast 
asleep.

 For nearly three m�nutes Rosamond sat frozen �n her cha�r, 
mind racing, staring at the great mountain of flesh which was 
snor�ng loudly, a tr�ckle of sal�va drool�ng from the corner of �ts 
mouth. Several th�ngs emerged clearly from the jumble of �nfor-
mat�on she’d just rece�ved. (�) Zyzynsk� had stolen the cadenza 
manuscr�pt from Trntl to keep for h�mself; (�) would have �t d�s-
appear �nto h�s pr�vate collect�on along w�th the world-famous 
Manz�n� Altarp�ece and the Eye of Ashoka (stolen �n �977 from the 
Danish Museum while she was in Copenhagen giving a concert); 
(3) he was go�ng to use her to play and record the cadenza for h�s 
pr�vate del�ght, and (4) �nsure her secrecy by mak�ng her h�s con-
cub�ne! 
 Damned if he was! She had to get away now, tonight, and take 
the cadenza w�th her. How? 
 She leaped up and went to the w�ndows. Stud�ed the bars. The 
wall that coursed downh�ll to the sea. She thought of the electron�c 
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alarm system �n force t�ll e�ght �n the morn�ng. The secur�ty guards 
outs�de. Marco, Jerry, Ch�p down �n the west w�ng. The road to the 
a�rport. The long way home.
 But first, the cadenza. She went to the piano, gathered up the 
twelve pages of manuscr�pt, t�ptoed past the sofa and �nto the hall, 
�nst�nct�vely look�ng r�ght and left, then qu�ckly headed for the 
east w�ng and the bedroom she’d been ass�gned. 
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Chapter  37
March 13      (Fr�day n�ght)        
March 14      (Saturday morn�ng)

 Rosamond Foxe was not eas�ly daunted by the demand�ng 
and difficult; she’d always taken pleasure in challenging herself. 
At ten, she’d systemat�cally tackled all twenty-seven of Chop�n’s 
Etudes because she l�ked the way they sounded when Bra�lowsky 
played them. At twelve, Bach’s Well Tempered Clavier, because 
a part�cularly �nsens�t�ve teacher had sa�d she was too young for 
it. At thirteen, Prokofiev’s Third Piano Concerto. At fourteen, 
Brahms’ F�rst, and Rachman�noff’s Second. At seventeen, she’d 
taken up scuba d�v�ng; at n�neteen, cl�mbed Mount Ra�n�er; at 
twenty, learned parachut�ng—but gave �t up, for, as she expla�ned 
to puzzled fr�ends, she l�ked sky-d�v�ng even less than play�ng 
L�szt. Now, trapped �n Zyzynsk�’s house on an unfam�l�ar �sland 
and faced w�th the need for �mmed�ate escape, she sh�fted �nto 
problem-solv�ng mode and became calmly analyt�cal.
 On her way to her room, she stopped off in Zyzynski’s office to 
see �f anyth�ng there m�ght be of use to her. A fa�rly sparse room. 
Ah, but on one wall was a floor-plan of the house; not an archi-
tect’s draw�ng, but Zyzynsk�’s own prel�m�nary sketch (h�s name 
was scrawled at the bottom). Th�s she stud�ed carefully for several 
m�nutes. 
 S�nce she d�dn’t rel�sh carry�ng the pages of the cadenza 
loose and exposed to whatever per�ls she’d be pass�ng through, 
she looked for someth�ng to protect them. On the work table were 
p�les of man�la envelopes of var�ous s�zes. She selected one of just 
the r�ght s�ze. Then hav�ng folded the cadenza pages neatly �n half, 
she sl�d them �nto the envelope, wh�ch she sealed w�th sp�t and 
tape. Su�table for ma�l�ng. Well, why not? 
 She seated herself at the desk, found a supply of ball-po�nt 
pens in the top drawer. Since she didn’t know Dinch’s address, or 
Trntl’s, she carefully penned the address of Mrs. Charles Ph�l�p 
Farr�ngford, �n New York C�ty. In case there m�ght be a del�very 
problem, she put her own home address �n the upper left-hand 
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corner to �nsure a return to Hempstead—whether she herself 
returned or not. She wrote AIR MAIL �n large letters and went 
through the desk drawers unt�l she found several sheets of post-
age stamps. Taking the highest denominations she could find, she 
pasted down blocks and str�ps to a total of just over s�xteen dol-
lars. Now all she needed was a ma�lbox. Hopefully, the cadenza 
would get to New York even �f she d�dn’t.

 Done in the office, she went on to the guest room she’d been 
g�ven. The bed sheet was neatly la�d back, the p�llows plumped. 
She put the cadenza envelope �nto her shoulder bag, packed her 
travel�ng clothes of the n�ght before, and—as an afterthought—
checked the bedroom w�ndow. Barred. She turned out the l�ghts 
and retraced her steps.
 Follow�ng her memory of the house plan she’d stud�ed, she 
turned left and took the hallway round past the front door—�n 
order to stay as far away as poss�ble from Zyzynsk� sleep�ng �n 
the Den. Turning right, then left again, she found herself in the 
corr�dor lead�ng to the west w�ng. Careful now. At the end of the 
corr�dor was the transverse hall that led past the staff bedrooms. 
But, before that, there was a door that, accord�ng to the d�agram, 
should open onto the gardener’s pat�o. She reached �t and found 
that �t wasn’t locked. Open�ng �t caut�ously, she held her breath; 
but no alarms went off that she could hear. She stepped out and 
closed the door beh�nd her. 
 It took a long moment for her eyes to become accustomed to 
the dark; but when they had, she was surpr�sed to see how much 
illumination the brilliant stars provided, their light reflecting from 
the wh�te-pa�nted walls. 
 The pat�o was exactly as she’d expected. Rectangular, paved, 
enclosed on three s�des by walls of the house, open on the fourth 
to a narrow patch of lawn, �t conta�ned large p�les of wh�te chat—
gravel or crushed shells; a tool shed; a wheelbarrow; a large co�l 
of garden hose. Beyond the str�p of lawn was the defens�ve wall 
that surrounded the house; and �n �t, d�rectly before her, there 
was a h�gh padlocked gate of ornamental scrollwork. Between the 
ground and the hor�zontal bar that formed the bottom of the gate 
was a space of about four �nches. 
 The tool shed was unlocked. Ins�de she found hoes, rakes, a 
r�d�ng lawn mower, bags of fert�l�zer, a large can of gasol�ne, and a 
ten-foot ladder. Well now!
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 The wall was about e�ght feet tall, l�ned at the top w�th shards 
of broken glass and, �n all probab�l�ty, an alarm tr�pw�re. She de-
tached the ladder from the brackets wh�ch held �t on the shed wall, 
and half-dragged, half-carr�ed �t onto the lawn. Heavy mother. 
Then she paused, th�nk�ng hard. She was sure that she could use 
the ladder to get over this first wall; but there was another wall 
at the per�meter of the estate, also about e�ght feet tall, that she’d 
have to get over as well. Once the ladder got her over this first wall, 
how could she get �t to the other s�de �n order to use �t aga�n to 
get over the second? She would have ne�ther the strength nor the 
mechan�cal advantage to haul �t up and over wh�le balanc�ng on 
the summ�t. If, after cl�mb�ng the ladder, she could knock �t down 
somehow, and, from the other s�de of the wall, drag �t over to the 
gate—
 And there was the answer, r�ght before her. She pushed one 
end of the garden hose under the gate to a distance of five or six 
feet. Us�ng knots she’d learned �n mounta�neer�ng, she t�ed the 
other end securely around one leg of the ladder and what short-
ly would become the bottom rung, all the wh�le humm�ng softly 
under her breath the ma�n theme of the second movement of 
Tcha�kovsky’s F�rst P�ano Concerto. Then she l�fted the ladder 
�nto an upr�ght pos�t�on and leaned �t steeply aga�nst the wall.
 Everyth�ng �n read�ness, Rosamond slung the bag over her 
shoulder by �ts strap and cl�mbed the ladder. Sure enough, a nar-
row band of w�re mesh ran along the top of the wall, meander�ng 
about among the v�c�ous shards of glass. There was no way she 
could stand on the wall, or hang from �t to drop to the ground on 
the other s�de. Noth�ng to do but jump from the top of the lad-
der. She tossed the bag down �nto a clump of bushes. The ground 
looked far away. Above all th�ngs, she had to protect her wr�sts 
and hands. Hav�ng a cho�ce between land�ng �n gravel or grass, 
she chose the grass. 
 The ladder projected over the top of the wall, the top rung just 
clear�ng the edge. She used th�s rung to launch herself, and leaped, 
balancing herself with her arms to land feet first. She dispersed 
the shock of h�tt�ng the ground by go�ng �nto a roll. She came out 
of this a little winded, knowing that later she would find scuffs and 
bru�ses. But the �mpact hadn’t been any worse than some of her 
rougher parachute land�ngs. She sat for a moment to collect her-
self, then retr�eved the bag and went to the garden hose project�ng 
from under the gate.
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 Keep�ng the hose aga�nst the ground so that �t wouldn’t rub 
aga�nst the unders�de of the gate and perhaps tr�gger an alarm, 
she began slowly pull�ng �t; and after a m�nute or so, she felt �t go 
taut. Plac�ng her foot on the hose so that �t wouldn’t r�se up w�th 
the res�stance, she cont�nued to tug. A gradual y�eld�ng, a scrap�ng 
as the ladder angled and sl�d s�deways along the edge of the wall. 
F�nally w�th a hollow resound�ng crunch and clatter, the ladder 
toppled full length at the base of the wall. After that, �t was s�mply 
the ted�ous bus�ness of pull�ng �t over the ground. 

 When she had the end of the ladder �n v�ew, she reached un-
der the gate and manually moved �t through the open�ng to the 
d�stance of the bottom rung. Then, us�ng the corner of the near 
gatepost as a fulcrum and apply�ng sheer brute strength, she 
slowly forced the ladder to rotate unt�l �t was perpend�cular to the 
open�ng. From then on �t was easy pull�ng the ent�re ladder out of 
the enclosure �nto the yard. 
 She unt�ed the garden hose, found the m�d-po�nt of the lad-
der, and ho�sted �t for carry�ng. S�nce she’d have to avo�d the 
ma�n gate w�th �ts guardhouse, she’d already dec�ded that the best 
place to go over the estate wall was the sect�on that lay beh�nd 
the clustered outbu�ld�ngs. Though there m�ght be more danger of 
encounter�ng secur�ty guards near the generator bu�ld�ng and he-
l�copter shed, there would also be more cover for her movements. 
Her watch told her �t was almost three o’clock: she had no �dea 
when dawn came th�s far south, but she was sure she could hear 
roosters crow�ng �n the far d�stance.
 Keep�ng to the cover of shrubs and shadows as much as pos-
s�ble, she made her journey to the dark outbu�ld�ngs, paus�ng four 
t�mes to rest. She encountered no one, and soon was at the bound-
ary wall. Banked concert�na w�re l�ned the base of the wall, snug 
up against the masonry in waist-high weeds. Damned if she could 
tell whether, w�th h�s elaborate precaut�ons, Zyzynsk� was try�ng 
to keep �ntruders out, or house guests �n. She doubted that the 
concert�na w�re would be connected to the alarm system, or even 
electrified. But what the hell, her choices were limited. She crept 
as close to the w�re as poss�ble, and wrestled the ladder �nto an 
upr�ght pos�t�on, walk�ng �t �nto the concert�na loops. The razor-
sharp edges snagged her cloth�ng, scratched and sl�ced her sk�n. 
But finally the ladder was leaning against the wall, its top barely 
project�ng above the upper edge.
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 W�th her bag on her shoulder, up she cl�mbed. Th�s wall was 
sl�ghtly w�der at the top than the other; but here too w�re mesh ran 
through the broken glass; and, �n add�t�on, there was a row of steel 
sp�kes on the far s�de of the broken glass. Below her were bushes 
and, about fifty feet away, a thicket of small trees. There was just 
room to crouch s�deways on the near s�de of the broken glass. 
Reach�ng down, she gave the ladder a s�deways shove, and had the 
�mmense sat�sfact�on of watch�ng �t sl�de down the wall, jounce 
on the concert�na w�re, and d�sappear from s�ght �nto the weeds. 
Then, balanc�ng carefully, she sh�fted around to face frontwards, 
st�ll crouch�ng, her we�ght on her toes. She sprang, a�m�ng herself 
at a part�cularly dense clump of bushes. In the dark she couldn’t 
tell what sort of plants they were; she hoped they wouldn’t be cac-
tus or agave.
 This landing was worse than her first; for although the bushes 
d�d cush�on the �mpact, she wasn’t able to roll, and consequently 
(w�th one arm up to sh�eld her face) crashed forward onto her 
knees and stomach. The bushes weren’t cactus or agave; but, as 
her we�ght crushed them down, she nonetheless was plunged �nto 
a tangled th�cket of sharp tw�gs and sp�ky stubble that d�d her 
damage. 
 She wasn’t sure how long she lay there breath�ng heav�ly and 
getting used to her pains. In the distance she definitely heard 
roosters crow�ng and dogs bark�ng, and the sky was l�ghten�ng �n 
the east. T�me to move on, to get as far from the estate as poss�ble 
before the sun came up. If her bear�ngs were r�ght, and she’d made 
her ex�t over the eastern wall, the ma�n road back to Chr�st�ansted 
and the airport lay to her right. The first road she would encoun-
ter was the access road that ran r�ght by Zyzynsk�’s front gate; the 
ma�n road would l�e farther on parallel to �t. 
 She hauled herself stiffly to her feet, sore in more spots than 
she would have bel�eved poss�ble. Shoulder�ng her bag, she moved 
some three hundred yards from the wall, then followed �t back to 
the access road. Cross�ng th�s, she cont�nued up the slope �nto a 
dense th�cket of trees. The sky was rap�dly br�ghten�ng. She could 
see other houses, some large, some modest, all apparently asleep.
 S�nce she ev�dently hadn’t tr�ggered any alarms �n her depar-
ture, she would not be m�ssed unt�l Zyzynsk� had awakened and 
searched the house. She took vengeful pleasure �n �mag�n�ng h�s 
anger and puzzlement; the room by room hunt, her bag and the ca-
denza gone, the doors and gates st�ll locked; the pan�cky comb�ng 
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of the grounds and outbu�ld�ngs; the �nterrogat�on of the secur�ty 
guards; Zyzynsk�’s doubt and d�strust of h�s own staff. But what 
could she expect to come after that? The search to w�den: at least 
one car on the roads; use of the hel�copter. Someone d�spatched to 
the a�rport to prevent her leav�ng by that route. Someone to watch 
the waterfront. 
 And where could she turn for help? The pol�ce? How could she 
be sure that Zyzynsk�, w�th h�s s�xty-three b�ll�on dollars, d�dn’t 
have a spec�al relat�onsh�p w�th them? She could hear the tele-
phone conversat�on already: “We got her, boss. Hold�ng her �n a 
cell down at the station. Do you want to come get her, or shall we 
del�ver her to your door?”
 Well, the most important thing was to find a mailbox and post 
the cadenza. Then to l�e low and not be found. No, the a�rport 
wasn’t a poss�b�l�ty. Even gett�ng to �t was a problem. Hell, �t lay 
at the other end of the �sland. Freder�ksted, wh�ch lay even farther 
west, was a town she knew noth�ng about. It wouldn’t offer any 
more safety than Chr�st�ansted.
 For some t�me now, she’d been h�k�ng through people’s back 
yards. Would one of these fam�l�es g�ve her shelter or take her �nto 
town? Zyzynsk� had sa�d he d�dn’t assoc�ate w�th h�s ne�ghbors. 
Yet why should they help a tramp com�ng out of the woods? Ah, 
she’d reached the ma�n road. To the left lay the eastern end of 
the �sland; Zyzynsk� had called �t a desert w�th cactuses. Probably 
lonely. Not good. Go r�ght, then. Toward Puerto R�co. A n�ce long 
sw�m.

 When Ch�p found h�m, V�ctor Zyzynsk� was stand�ng �n 
Rosamond’s bedroom m�ght�ly hungover, h�s cheeks br�stl�ng 
w�th gray stubble, h�s great belly thrust�ng out over the wa�stband 
of h�s Bermuda shorts. “She’s not �n the house, Ch�ef,” Ch�p sa�d 
from the doorway. “We’ve been over every �nch of �t.”
 Zyzynsk� spun around fur�ously. “She’s taken the cadenza, 
too!”
 “She can’t have left the grounds,” Ch�p sa�d. “The guards no-
t�ced noth�ng, and all the alarm systems are work�ng. She has to 
be here.”
 Marco appeared �n the hallway beh�nd h�m. “Ch�ef, we’ve 
searched the grounds. There’s not a trace of her anywhere.”
 “Imposs�ble!” Zyzynsk� cr�ed.
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 “The only odd th�ng we found was a length of garden hose out 
�n the front yard.”
 “Did you search all the outbuildings?”
 “Every one of ’em.”
 Flecks of sal�va frothed at the corners of Zyzynsk�’s mouth. 
“She must have gotten off the property. She’ll head for the a�rport. 
Have Edmunds and Kelly get over there and watch for her. Get 
N�chols and Pru�tt to watch the waterfront. Ch�p, I want you and 
Vernon to take the hel�copter up, search the roads, the beaches, 
Chr�st�ansted. Marco, you and Jerry take the small car and scour 
the countrys�de to Chr�st�ansted, then do the town. I’ll wa�t here 
for your reports. If you find her, bring her back. And be double 
damn sure she has the cadenza w�th her. That’s mine!”
 They left, and Zyzynski stormed back to the Den. There he 
was confronted once aga�n by the l�ttered remnants of last n�ght’s 
celebrat�on. He recalled be�ng awakened on the sofa by Mrs. 
Jones, who’d �nqu�red �f he and the lady would be want�ng break-
fast. Embarrassed, and damn�ng the champagne, he’d gone to 
Rosamond’s room and knocked softly on her door. “Rosamond, 
wake up. Do you want breakfast?” Worrying how he could ad-
equately apolog�ze for hav�ng conked out the n�ght before. But 
when, rece�v�ng no answer, he’d opened her door and found the 
room empty, the bed not slept �n, he’d felt a ch�ll of apprehens�on. 
He’d wandered back to the dayrooms and looked �nto the garden; 
and then, finding no evidence of Rosamond, he’d gone wild and 
roused the staff for a thorough search. Now they were tell�ng h�m 
she’d s�mply van�shed. He glared at the bottles ly�ng about, the 
platters of heaped oyster shells, the three sl�my gray oysters re-
ma�n�ng. He rushed to the �ntercom and buzzed the cook’s l�v�ng 
quarters. “Mrs. Jones, get to the Den and clear away the mess on 
the coffee table. What do you th�nk I’m pay�ng you for?”

 W�th the sun well above the hor�zon, the early morn�ng cool 
was rap�dly d�ss�pat�ng. Rosamond had been walk�ng along the 
marg�n of the ma�n road for a cons�derable d�stance. L�mp�ng w�th 
pa�n �n her r�ght foot, she was go�ng slower and slower, cont�nual-
ly sh�ft�ng the bag from one shoulder to the other. At the sound of 
a car approach�ng from beh�nd, she turned qu�ckly, crouch�ng as 
though to run. It was an old, pa�nt-faded p�ckup truck, dr�ven by a 
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young �slander wear�ng a straw hat and a green sh�rt. Bes�de h�m 
�n the front seat was an attract�ve woman �n a green dress. And 
�n the bed of the truck, four ch�ldren—two g�rls, two boys—sta�r-
stepped �n age, and all wear�ng green.
 The dr�ver pulled over and leaned out the w�ndow. “You go�n’ 
to Chr�st�ansted for the St. Patr�ck’s parade?” he asked. “G�ve you 
a r�de.”
 “I’d be much obl�ged,” Rosamond sa�d. She went around 
to the passenger s�de; the woman opened the door for her, and 
Rosamond gratefully cl�mbed �n. In the dayl�ght she could see how 
d�rty her clothes were, how snagged and torn, how gr�my her arms 
and hands, how scored w�th bloody scratches. She was aware that 
the woman was not�c�ng too. But the woman could also see that, 
though the clothes were so�led and r�pped, they were of good qual-
�ty and had been rather expens�ve.
 “You’ve got a knapsack,” the woman sa�d. “You been camp�ng 
out on the beach?”
 “No, I was h�k�ng and got lost �n the woods.”
 “You from the ma�nland?” the man asked.
 “Yes.”
 “You talk l�ke my cous�n,” he sa�d. “He went to l�ve �n 
V�rg�n�a.”
 Rosamond sm�led. “I was born there. I l�ve �n New York 
now.”
 There was some k�nd of rumpus go�ng on �n the bed of the 
truck. “Ron,” the woman sa�d to the dr�ver, “tell those k�ds to 
stop �t.” The man leaned out h�s w�ndow and yelled, “Qu�t hors�n’ 
around back there! You’re gonna fall off.”
 “We dec�ded to get an early start,” the woman sa�d, turn�ng 
to Rosamond. “Have breakfast w�th my s�ster �n Chr�st�ansted, 
and then find a good place to watch the parade. You been to a St. 
Patrick’s Day celebration before?”
 “No. It sounds l�ke a b�g event.”
 “Every year,” the woman sm�led. “A b�g parade, w�th all the 
schools’ royalty going by in flashy convertibles. Music. Stilt-walk-
ers.”
 “Free beer and hot dogs,” Ron sa�d. “Streets jammed w�th 
people. And by m�d-afternoon, the streets are knee-deep �n empty 
beer cans. It’s a gas!”
 Rosamond took heart. “B�g crowds, you say?”
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 “C�ty’s full. Everybody party�n’, go�n’ to the bars. Lotsa mu-
s�c.”
 “Maybe there’ll be some place I can wash up,” Rosamond sa�d. 
She became aware of a loud chatter�ng no�se overhead—then fo-
cused on �t. “Is that a hel�copter?” she asked.
 Ron craned out the w�ndow. “Yeah. Head�n’ for Chr�st�ansted. 
Hey l�sten, you say you want to wash up. Why not come w�th us to 
Soph�e’s s�ster’s house? Have breakfast w�th us, go to the parade.” 
He turned to the woman. “That sound all r�ght, Soph�e? Tanya 
won’t m�nd; and we got all those eggs to g�ve her.”
 “It’s fine,” she said.
 “You’ll come w�th us?” he asked Rosamond.
 “Thank you very much,” she sa�d. “I’d be happy to.”

 Fel�x McKay was up and dressed long before Peter Sh�pley 
Abbott. The pianist finally responded to his roommate’s impatient 
prodd�ng and hauled h�mself out of bed and trotted to the bath-
room. Abbott had not had an easy n�ght; he’d been up to the to�let 
three t�mes, for a long stay on each occas�on.
 “You know Zyzynsk�,” Fel�x called �nto the bathroom. “We’ll 
go out there and knock on the gate and s�mply ask to see h�m. If 
he’s there, �t’s dollars to doughnuts Rosamond �s too.”
 “I don’t know h�m very well,” Abbott moaned. “He’s always 
been standoffish around me, if not downright unfriendly. I think 
he’s a snob.”
 “Well, ask to see Rosamond, then. That’ll tell Zyzynsk� some-
body knows she’s here.”
 “I need to stop at a drugstore and get someth�ng for my stom-
ach.”
 “There’s one r�ght down the street. I’m go�ng for breakfast. 
Meet me �n the d�n�ng room when you’re ready to go.”
 Abbott groaned. Felix went downstairs and ordered waffles 
and eggs.
 When Abbott finally joined him at a quarter to nine, Felix 
had finished his third cup of coffee and was at the point of going 
upsta�rs to rattle h�m loose. Though Abbott was natt�ly dressed 
�n a well-ta�lored charcoal su�t, pale mauve sh�rt w�th enormous 
gold cufflinks, and black tie, he looked altogether unwell—his face 
cream yellow, h�s mouth p�nched �nto a pale rosebud, h�s walk 
t�ght-cheeked and very caut�ous.
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 “It’s about time,” said Felix. “Did you get your medicine?”
 “Yes. Now let’s go; I don’t want to be away too long.”
 Fel�x pa�d h�s b�ll, and they went to the car. Ne�ther of them 
sa�d much on the way to Zyzynsk�’s. At the gate, Abbott pulled 
over and sa�d, “Are you sure you don’t want to do the talk�ng?”
 “You’re the one who knows h�m. Out.”
 Abbott led the way to the gatepost, found the buzzer and 
pushed �t. After a long wa�t he pushed �t aga�n. A man �n a gray 
un�form suddenly appeared from around a screen of shrubbery. 
“What do you want?”
 “I’m Peter Sh�pley Abbott. I want to see Mr. Zyzynsk�.”
 “Is he expect�ng you?”
 “No, but he knows who I am.”
 “Just a m�nute.” The guard d�sappeared beh�nd the fol�age.

 “Abbott!” Zyzynsk� screamed �nto the phone. “What the fuck’s 
he do�ng here? No I don’t want to see h�m. Tell h�m to go screw 
h�mself.”
 “Mr. Zyzynsk� doesn’t want to see you,” the guard told Abbott 
through the gate. “He told me to tell you to go screw yourself.”
 Abbott took two steps backward, h�s mouth agape, and began 
fingering his tie. Felix came forward.
 “Tell Mr. Zyzynsk� that Fel�x McKay of N. F. Trntl Assoc�ates 
wants to speak w�th Rosamond Foxe. Immed�ately.”
 “McKay?” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “N. F. Trntl Assoc�ates? O my God. 
Ask�ng for Rosamond Foxe? How the hell d�d he know she was 
here?” Zyzynsk� thoughtfully chewed h�s l�p. “Tell h�m I don’t 
know h�m. And tell h�m I’d l�ke to speak to Rosamond Foxe my-
self.”
 When he rece�ved th�s message, Fel�x h�tched up h�s pants and 
started for the gate. “Watch it!” the guard said. “It’s electrified. 
Nobody here wants to see you. Buzz off.” He unsnapped the hol-
ster on h�s h�p.
 Fel�x cussed and muttered all the way back to Chr�st�ansted. 
“Would �t be poss�ble to rent a boat,” he wondered, “and come �n 
by sea?”
 “And do what?” Abbott cr�ed. “Rescue Rosamond and sw�m 
out to the boat? What about the cadenza? Zyzynski has all the fire 
power. I’m certa�nly not go�ng to trespass on that property. And 
you’re not a one-man commando team.”
 “I w�sh Torvald were here,” sa�d Fel�x.
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x  x  x

 Tanya Mart�n was a harr�ed mother of three who accepted 
Rosamond w�thout quest�on as her s�ster’s guest and set another 
place at the table. “You go r�ght �n and wash up, honey,” she sa�d, 
jerk�ng her thumb at the bathroom door. “Rafael, you hurry up 
�n there!” She expressed only m�ld cur�os�ty about Rosamond’s 
d�sheveled state—the scratches, bru�ses, tangled ha�r, and torn 
slacks. All she sa�d was, “Looks l�ke you had a rough n�ght, honey”; 
but Rosamond suspected that Tanya thought she’d probably been 
mugged or raped. Her husband Charles, dressed �n green pants 
and shirt that looked very much like a surgery scrub outfit, merely 
sm�led at her, reveal�ng a handsome gold tooth, and cont�nued 
lay�ng out the k�ds’ clothes on the bed.
 Rosamond took her bag �nto the bathroom; and after she’d 
thoroughly washed, she changed �nto the clothes she’d worn on 
the plane. When she emerged, she felt much refreshed and looked 
far better. The two fam�l�es were just s�tt�ng down to breakfast, 
and she jo�ned them. Eggs, fresh-baked b�scu�ts, m�lk for the k�ds, 
and fru�t ju�ce for the adults. Soph�e sa�d, “I’ve seen your p�cture 
somewhere. Maybe �n Time or Newsweek, one of those magaz�nes 
they have at the doctor’s office. Yeah—you play the piano, don’t 
you?”
 Rosamond sm�led. “That’s r�ght. Last month there was an ar-
t�cle �n View on concert p�an�sts under the age of th�rty. My p�c-
ture was there among lots of others.”
 “Well, what do you know,” sa�d Ron. “A real celebr�ty. Lemme 
have some more of that grape jelly, Charles.”
 “We’ve been th�nk�ng about g�v�ng Lavonna p�ano lessons,” 
Tanya sa�d, �nd�cat�ng her eldest daughter, about twelve years 
old, who was s�tt�ng bes�de Rosamond. At be�ng p�cked out for 
spec�al not�ce, Lavonna shyly looked down at her plate and began 
mopp�ng up egg yolk w�th a p�ece of b�scu�t. “Charl�e there,”—�n-
d�cat�ng her eldest son, about s�xteen w�th h�s ha�r bushed out �n a 
moderate Afro—“he plays lead gu�tar w�th a group of boys who’ve 
formed a band.” Charl�e gave Rosamond a qu�ck glance out of the 
corner of h�s eye and then h�d beh�nd h�s glass of m�lk.
 “That’s good to hear,” sa�d Rosamond. “I saw your p�ano when 
I came �n.” An old upr�ght aga�nst the front room wall, �ts keys yel-
lowed, its finish checked and scarred.
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 “It’s not much of a p�ano,” sa�d Tanya. “It was g�ven to my 
mother by some people she worked for when they packed up and 
went back to Texas. They used �t �n the�r recreat�on room, and 
used �t hard.”
 “Maybe you could play us someth�ng?” Soph�e asked hes�tant-
ly, but w�th a th�nly masked eagerness.
 “I’d be happy to,” Rosamond sa�d. “As my thanks for a won-
derful breakfast.” She got up from the table and went to the p�ano, 
fearing the worst. “In honor of St. Patrick’s Day, some Irish music.” 
She sat on the unsteady bench and ran some rap�d scales up and 
down the keyboard. The p�ano was horr�bly out of tune; two keys 
didn’t sound, and middle E-flat remained depressed and wouldn’t 
spring back again. She mentally transposed into the key of D-ma-
jor to avoid as much as possible the sticky E-flat, and launched 
�nto When Irish Eyes are Smiling. She followed that w�th The 
Irish Washerwoman and The Rakes of Mallow. It was not easy 
go�ng, and the aberrat�ons of p�tch jangled her to the core. Her 
l�steners loved �t. “You’re awfully good,” Tanya sa�d. “Thanks so 
much. Wasn’t that good, Lavonna? wouldn’t you l�ke to be able to 
play l�ke that?”
 Lavonna wasn’t about to comm�t herself to anyth�ng; but she 
was watch�ng Rosamond w�th w�de and sh�n�ng eyes. Rosamond 
dec�ded then and there that �f she got out of the mess she was �n, 
she’d see to it that this family got a decent piano. While the final 
preparat�ons were made for go�ng to the parade, she wrote down 
the fam�ly’s address and put the paper �nto her b�llfold.
 “You don’t have anyth�ng green to wear,” Tanya sa�d. “Here, 
we’ll fix you up.” She went to her sewing table, found a length of 
green r�bbon wh�ch she t�ed, w�th a fancy bow, around Rosamond’s 
wa�st.
 Ron and Charles were already on the front stoop. “Hurry up, 
�t’s almost ten o’clock,” Charles called. “We got s�x blocks to go. 
There won’t be any good spots left to watch the parade.”
 A loud chattering sounded overhead. “Damn!” said Ron. 
“There’s that ’copter again. Down awful low, too.”
 The mothers herded the ch�ldren out the front door, and the 
two fam�l�es, w�th Rosamond �n the�r m�dst, began walk�ng along 
the street toward the ma�n bus�ness d�str�ct. As they progressed, 
more and more people filled the sidewalks. The sun was very hot, 
and as the crush of bod�es �ncreased, tour�sts m�ngl�ng w�th res�-
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dents, progress became difficult and slow. Already Rosamond 
had lost s�ght of Soph�e and Ron �n the crowd, and the ch�ldren 
around her were only Charles’s and Tanya’s. “I need to find the 
post office,” she told Tanya.
 “It’s down on Church Street,” Tanya answered, po�nt�ng along 
the block.
 Somewhere nearby there was a march�ng band, the pers�stent 
street beat of the drums echo�ng off the bu�ld�ngs. The s�dewalks 
had become ce�l�nged galler�es beneath project�ng upper stor�es; 
spectators jammed the broad arches open�ng onto the street, 
where auto traffic had ceased, and people were continually cross-
�ng from s�de to s�de, jostl�ng and elbow�ng past those who had 
already taken curbs�de pos�t�ons for watch�ng the parade.
 Tanya stopped to talk w�th a fr�end; Charles hurr�ed the k�ds 
across to the other s�de of the street. See�ng that Tanya was en-
gaged, Rosamond went on to the corner and turned �t.
 Currents of exc�tement r�ppled the crowd; laughter, babble, 
shouts and cr�es. Rosamond was gett�ng a headache from the 
heat, the press of bod�es, and the endless rhythm�c pound�ng of 
the drums. 
 Where was the post office? The next cross-street was even 
more crowded than the one she’d just left. What a jam of people! 
black, brown, wh�te; young, old, and �n-between; now and then a 
un�formed pol�ceman.
 Th�rty feet �n front of her, look�ng her way, she  saw one of 
Zyzynski’s men. The one called Jerry who’d flown with them to St. 
Cro�x. 
 He saw her at the same t�me she saw h�m. Between them was 
a large group of school ch�ldren. Rosamond darted back around 
the corner and dashed through the entrance of a shop filled with 
tour�sts. At the rear wall, she dodged beh�nd a rack of hang�ng 
dresses and sunsu�ts and peered out through the garments at the 
plate glass w�ndow. 
 Almost �mmed�ately she saw Jerry rush past. When he found 
she’d van�shed, there was every l�kel�hood that he’d come back 
and systemat�cally search the shops he’d passed. But he’d seen 
her wearing the same outfit she’d worn on the plane—a distinctive 
match�ng sk�rt and jacket �n brown and muted orange pla�d. She 
stud�ed the clothes racks around her and called to a clerk who was 
just finishing with a customer. “Oh, Miss, I wonder if you could 
help me find something?” The clerk came over. Rosamond pro-
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v�ded her s�ze-measurements and asked �f she could see a selec-
t�on of slacks and blouses. “Someth�ng �n green, �f you have �t.” In 
just ninety seconds, she was safely closed into a small fitting room 
w�th four pa�rs of slacks and three blouses. If Jerry came back, �t 
would be very soon; �f he looked �nto the shops, he’d be �n a hurry 
and g�ve them only a cursory �nspect�on. She managed to stay �n 
the fitting room for ten minutes. 
 When she emerged—caut�ously, crack�ng the door and peer-
�ng about before she showed herself—she was wear�ng a wh�te 
blouse and blu�sh-green slacks,  s�m�lar �n color to the cloth�ng of 
hundreds of people on the streets outs�de. “Oh, you look very n�ce 
in that outfit,” the clerk said. “Thank you,” said Rosamond. “I’m 
also �nterested �n a straw hat w�th a w�de br�m. I see you have a 
large select�on. And I’d l�ke a large bag w�th a shoulder strap—”
 “Yes, we have many. Do you want leather?”
 “Plastic will do; or fiber. It has be to large.” She pointed to a 
display near the window. “That white one there to the left is fine. 
Could you br�ng �t to me, and also a select�on of hats? W�de br�m. 
Thank you.” She went back into the fitting room and closed the 
door.
 In a moment the clerk tapped on the panel. Rosamond opened 
the door, took the shoulder bag �n, and stood look�ng at the hats 
the clerk had brought. She selected one and tried it on. Good fit. 
“This is fine, thank you. Here, these are the clothes I don’t want.” 
She handed the clerk the rejected and slacks and blouses. “I’ll be 
out �n just a moment.” She closed the door, transferred the con-
tents of her old bag into the new plastic one, stuffing her plaid 
outfit to the bottom and placing the envelope containing the ca-
denza manuscr�pt on top. Then she emerged and beckoned to the 
clerk. “You’ve been very helpful. I’ll take these �tems I’m wear�ng. 
Here’s my cred�t card. Could you wr�te me up a t�cket?”
 “You’re go�ng to wear them?” the clerk asked.
 “Oh, yes. And do you have dark sunglasses, too?
 “In the other room.”
 “F�ne, I’d l�ke to see them.”
 
 Rosamond put on her dark glasses, and, walk�ng softly, l�ke a 
cat, stepped out onto the street to hunt for the post office.
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Chapter  38
March 14       (Saturday)

 
 Fel�x McKay despa�red of penetrat�ng Zyzynsk�’s pr�vate do-
ma�n. He’d ser�ously cons�dered rent�ng a boat and �nvad�ng from 
the beach, but not know�ng the layout of Zyzynsk�’s compound, he 
knew he’d be at a fatal d�sadvantage. He wasn’t a one-man assault 
team; he wasn’t armed; and he wanted ne�ther to be shot by one 
of Zyzynsk�’s guards nor arrested for trespass and �mmob�l�zed by 
the pol�ce.
 Abbott was more a h�ndrance than a help, for wh�le he was 
w�ll�ng to grant that Rosamond probably was �n Zyzynsk�’s house, 
he thought �t probable that she was there by her own cho�ce—as a 
guest, not as a pr�soner. It was unl�kely that a man of Zyzynsk�’s 
pos�t�on and reputat�on would resort to someth�ng as he�nous and 
r�sky as k�dnapp�ng. Abbott felt that �f Zyzynsk� had acqu�red the 
cadenza for h�s pr�vate possess�on, then �t was gone forever. And 
�f he’d bought �t (from whatever source), then �t was rightfully h�s 
property (s�nce �t wasn’t clear that �t was legally anyone else’s). 
Had he taken �t from Trntl at the Bus Stat�on?—well, perhaps. But 
how to prove �t? And even �f he had, �t wouldn’t be theft �n a tech-
n�cal sense, because �t hadn’t been her property, e�ther.
 Fel�x had shouted at h�m, “If that’s the way you feel, then why 
the hell d�d you come?”
 Abbott was s�tt�ng on the edge of the bed �n the�r hotel room 
methodically filing and buffing his fingernails. “The difference be-
tween us �s that I th�nk Rosamond knows what she’s do�ng and �s 
capable of mak�ng her own cho�ces. You seem to th�nk she’s un-
able to look out for herself, and �s r�pe to be v�ct�m�zed. Her ap-
prehens�on at com�ng down was a normal react�on to the shock 
of learn�ng that Zyzynsk� had been offered the cadenza. I came 
down not out of fear for Rosamond’s safety, but to do what I could 
to �nsure the cadenza’s safety—�f �t truly was here, and somehow 
started floating again. To monitor the situation, and to be par-
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ticularly v�g�lant �f you, represent�ng Trntl and Assoc�ates, should 
somehow get your hands on �t—”
 “I resent that!” Br�stl�ng w�th rage, Fel�x had almost h�t h�m.
 “You asked why I came.” Abbott slipped his nail file into a 
small leather pocket case. “If the cadenza starts mov�ng about 
aga�n, I w�ll do what I can to keep �t from harm. Frankly, I don’t 
th�nk there’s much chance of �ts gett�ng loose.”
 At that po�nt Fel�x had stormed out of the room. He attempted 
to call Trntl and Carol �n New York but got no answer at any of 
the numbers he tr�ed. And Torvald was st�ll �n Prov�ncetown w�th 
Rachel. He spent half an hour �n the bar brood�ng over a g�nger 
ale. If he went to the pol�ce w�th h�s w�ld accusat�ons,  compla�n�ng 
that Zyzynsk� wouldn’t let h�m onto h�s property, the pol�ce would 
laugh at h�m, ask h�m what ev�dence he had that Rosamond Foxe 
was be�ng held aga�nst her w�ll. Suggest that �t was a man’s r�ght 
to keep cranks and loon�es off h�s property. Imply that he Fel�x 
was a trouble-maker whose best �nterest lay �n return�ng to the 
ma�nland as soon as poss�ble.
 When he t�red of star�ng at h�s empty glass, Fel�x left the hotel 
and went to the l�ttle park along the waterfront. There he sat on a 
bench near the old Danish fort and watched the boats coming in.
 Peter Sh�pley Abbott, h�s bowels much calmer s�nce h�s med�-
cat�on, left the hotel to watch the parade.

 Large crowds, w�th the�r random movement and chaot�c no�se, 
d�d not appeal to Abbott. To the extent poss�ble, he avo�ded the 
congested streets and stayed �n the covered arcades as the parade 
got underway. Several flatbed trucks with local bands went slowly 
by. Though h�s mus�cal sens�b�l�t�es were deeply offended by some 
of what he heard, Abbott cons�dered the locat�on and the occas�on 
and chose to be char�table.
 Of more �nterest were a group of men and women st�lt-walkers, 
who towered twelve to fifteen feet above the heads of the crowd. 
They were un�formly dressed �n blue-green sh�rts and trousers. 
The pants—cover�ng the st�lts all the way to the ground—created 
a flawless illusion of very long legs. Some stilt-walkers had straw 
hats, but the major�ty wore green plast�c v�sors as eye-shades. 
Abbott found he couldn’t take h�s eyes off them as they walked 
about wav�ng and call�ng to people who were lean�ng over balcony 
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ra�l�ngs and out of second-story w�ndows. How do they keep the�r 
balance? he wondered. And then the crowd parted for the first of 
a seem�ngly endless sequence of convert�bles, each w�th a school-
girl queen, resplendent in St. Patrick’s finery, smiling and waving 
to the folks l�n�ng the route.
 He was w�sh�ng desperately for a vodka ton�c when he heard 
h�s name be�ng called from the crowd on h�s r�ght. “Peter!” A 
woman �n dark glasses, her face shadowed by the w�de br�m of a 
hat, was work�ng her way toward h�m.
 “Rosamond!” he sa�d as she reached h�m. “We thought you 
were at Zyzynsk�’s house.” He’d known McKay was full of sh�t 
th�nk�ng she was a pr�soner.
 “I was,” she sa�d. “I escaped last n�ght. Why are you here?”
 “I came down with Felix McKay to find you and protect the 
cadenza,” he sa�d.
 “Is Fel�x here too? Where?”
 “I don’t know. He may have gone back to Zyzynsk�’s hunt�ng 
for you. We tr�ed tw�ce to get �n, but they chased us off.”
 Rosamond sa�d, “Zyzynsk� was go�ng to hold me pr�soner 
indefinitely—until I learned the cadenza and played it for him. 
And then—well, he wanted to possess me, too.”
 Abbott frowned. “So he does have the cadenza, then?”
 “He did have �t. He’s the one who snatched �t from Trntl �n 
Balt�more. To have for h�s pr�vate pleasure. He has a huge secret 
collect�on of th�ngs he’s stolen: Jefferson’s d�ar�es, the Shroud of 
Tur�n, the Eye of Ashoka, the Manz�n� Altarp�ece—”
 “The Eye of Ashoka! Good God!”
 “That’s r�ght. And the cadenza was to jo�n them. But I took �t 
when I escaped, and have �t here.” She patted her shoulder bag.
 “Let me see �t!” H�s urgency startled her.
 “It’s sealed �n an envelope to be ma�led to Mrs. Farr�ngford. 
I’m not go�ng to open �t. It’s the cadenza, all r�ght. And every b�t as 
wonderful as people have cla�med.”
 “You’ve played �t?”
 “Yes. All yesterday afternoon.”
 For a moment Abbott was unable to speak, h�s jaw clench-
�ng spasmod�cally, the whole left s�de of h�s face danc�ng w�th a 
j�ttery t�c. Rosamond was deeply moved by h�s strong emot�onal 
response. She cont�nued, “So, for the moment, at least, I’ve saved 
it. But I’ve got to find a mailbox and get it posted. Zyzynski has 
men hunt�ng me. It’s h�s hel�copter that keeps pass�ng overhead.”
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 “What w�ll happen �f they catch you?”
 “I’m sure they’ll take me back to Zyzynsk�. He th�nks the ca-
denza’s r�ghtfully h�s. And then—? S�nce I know about h�s pr�vate 
collect�on, I don’t th�nk he can afford to let me go.”
 “I have a hotel room, �f you want to h�de there. Come on, let’s 
go back r�ght now.”
 “That sounds good,” she said. “But first I want to mail the ca-
denza.”
 “I haven’t seen any ma�lboxes.”
 “The post office, then. It’s supposed to be close by.”
 It was very near, as a matter of fact. Abbott had passed �t on 
h�s way to th�s vantage po�nt for watch�ng the parade. “Okay,” he 
said, “let’s find it.” And taking her arm, he guided her in the direc-
tion he’d been heading—away from the post office. The globules of 
sweat wh�ch had popped out on h�s face were not due to the heat. 
For a week he’d been haunted by the recurr�ng n�ghtmare v�s�on of 
Anton Farr�ngford creep�ng from the cemetery shrubs to depos�t 
a br�efcase conta�n�ng not the Farr�ngford Cadenza, but handwr�t-
ten cop�es of assorted works by Brahms. But here was the real 
thing—now—�n Rosamond’s wh�te shoulder bag, four inches from 
his fingertips. Its prox�m�ty, coupled w�th h�s �nab�l�ty to have 
�t, nearly drove h�m w�ld. For he couldn’t qu�te br�ng h�mself to 
snatch her bag and run.
 But �t must not be ma�led to Mrs. Farr�ngford, who’d �mme-
diately give it to Silas Dinch for publication. If Abbott couldn’t 
manage to get the manuscr�pt away from Rosamond and destroy 
�t h�mself, then the next best solut�on would be to have Zyzynsk� 
bury �t forever �n h�s collect�on.  
 The crowd blocked them for a b�t, and Rosamond sa�d over 
her shoulder: “Zyzynsk� wanted me to become h�s m�stress and 
play the cadenza just for h�m.”
 Abbott chortled w�th d�sbel�ef. “That old tub of lard? Why, 
that’s lud�crous!”
 “Be that as �t may,” sa�d Rosamond. Suddenly her muscles 
tensed. “That man across the street, tak�ng our p�cture w�th the 
Polaro�d camera. That’s one of Zyzynsk�’s men—the one called 
Marco. Let’s get out of here. Fast.”
 She began elbow�ng her way through the crowd, pull�ng Abbott 
along �n her wake. He caught only a gl�mpse of the man w�th the 
camera. Short, dark-ha�red, barrel-chested—vaguely fam�l�ar. 
Where had he seen h�m before? The man was parallel�ng them 
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across the street, struggl�ng through h�s own obstacles. When 
there was a lull �n the parade, a space between the convert�bles, 
Abbott knew the man would dart across the street to narrow the 
gap. Sure enough, they’d only gone a few yards farther, when the 
man wormed through the crowd at curbs�de and angled toward 
them across the pavement.
 “Run!” cr�ed Rosamond. There was a sl�ght open�ng �n the 
bod�es, a narrow passageway at the back of the gallery. By hug-
g�ng the bu�ld�ng wall, she was able to spr�nt to the corner. Abbott 
yelled, “He’s runn�ng �n the street!” Rosamond turned the corner 
w�thout break�ng str�de, dragg�ng Abbott along by the arm.
 Glanc�ng back, Abbott saw that the mob at the �ntersect�on 
had stym�ed the�r pursuer. Marco was engaged �n a shov�ng match 
w�th a burly man who clearly had budd�es to back h�m up.
 The crowd was thinner again. “Where’s the damn post office?” 
Rosamond panted, starting off at a trot. Huffing along beside her, 
Abbott sa�d, “L�sten, they’re chas�ng you—not me. They don’t even 
know who I am. Why not g�ve me the cadenza? I’m go�ng r�ght 
back to New York. I’ll hand del�ver �t to Mrs. Farr�ngford. It’ll be 
safer that way.”
 She shook her head �n s�lence and kept runn�ng.
 ”You don’t know what’ll happen to �t �n the ma�l!” Abbott 
shouted. “Let me have �t, Rosamond. I’ll take good care of �t.” He 
began grabb�ng at her shoulder bag as they ran.
 “Peter, I apprec�ate your concern,” Rosamond gasped. “But �f 
you had the cadenza, you wouldn’t be safe. Zyzynsk� w�ll stop at 
noth�ng to get �t back. I can’t put you �n that danger.” Suddenly: 
r�ght �n front of them stood a large ma�lbox. She stopped, popped 
open the shoulder bag and fished for the envelope.
 ”Well, let me see �t at least,” cr�ed Abbott. “Please!”
 She held the envelope before h�s eyes. “It’s �n here,” she sa�d, 
“sealed and ready to go.” Open-mouthed, he watched as she 
dropped �t �n the ma�l slot.
 “Well, that’s that,” she sa�d. “Now what? Your hotel room?”
 Abbott had leaned up aga�nst the ma�lbox, both arms draped 
over the top. “I’m exhausted,” he sa�d. The d�arrhea was back 
aga�n. Runn�ng had jarred th�ngs loose, and now he was afra�d to 
walk. “I’ve got to rest a m�nute.”
 “We don’t have a m�nute,” Rosamond sa�d, as a loud chatter-
�ng drowned out the no�se of the celebrat�on. “Zyzynsk�’s hel�cop-
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ter �s back. Keep your head down.” And the hel�copter passed over 
them, low above the bu�ld�ng roofs. Head down, w�th h�s hand 
cover�ng h�s face, Abbott saw a man walk past them �n the d�rec-
t�on they’d just come from. He knew he’d seen him before—at the 
Cavend�sh Hotel: that scar on the left s�de of h�s face . . . “That’s 
the one called Jerry,” Rosamond wh�spered. “He was chas�ng me 
earl�er, but I was dressed d�fferently. Oh oh.” A block away, Marco 
had just turned the corner, recogn�zed Jerry, and waved to h�m. 
“We’ve got to move. Can you walk at all?”
 Abbott dragged h�mself off the ma�lbox and followed her d�-
agonally across the street, st�ff-legged and sett�ng h�s heels. On 
the oppos�te corner she’d seen a second-story tavern reached by a 
sta�rway lead�ng from the s�dewalk to a covered balcony. “We’ve 
got to get off the street,” she sa�d, start�ng up the steps.
 “I th�nk they’ve seen us,” Abbott sa�d. “Marco was show�ng 
h�m the photograph. They’re com�ng th�s way.”
 From the top of the sta�rs, look�ng over the balcony balus-
trade, she saw that Marco and Jerry were about half-way to the 
corner and com�ng strong. “Hey, doll,” sa�d a lounger w�th a bushy 
blond mustache, “can I buy you a dr�nk?”
 “I’m w�th somebody,” she sa�d, �nd�cat�ng Abbott, who’d 
finally made it to the top of the stairs.
 Mustache gave a sneer. “That tight-ass? Doll, you can do bet-
ter than that.”
 “Can �t, Jack,” she sa�d, mov�ng �nto the d�m �nter�or. “Hurry 
up, Peter.”
 The saloon was a s�ngle square, h�gh-ce�l�nged room w�th a 
bar across one s�de, tables and cha�rs scattered about, a pool table 
�n the center, and two large ce�l�ng fans revolv�ng slowly. To her 
d�smay, Rosamond saw that the only door out was at the far end 
of the same wall she’d entered by; and �t s�mply gave onto the bal-
cony farther along. Oh, sh�t. “Peter,” she wh�spered, tak�ng off her 
dark glasses. “I’m go�ng to the lad�es’ room; they can’t follow me 
there.” And she left h�m, cross�ng to the door marked HENS.
 A huge woman �n a cr�sp apron was stand�ng at the end of the 
bar w�p�ng glasses. Rosamond sa�d urgently, “A man �s after me, 
and he knows I came �n here. Is �t okay �f I h�de �n the women’s 
room? and �s there another way out bes�des the front door?”
 The woman gave her a slow once-over w�th cool eyes. 
“Boyfr�end trouble, huh? I’ve had to deal w�th that myself. You 
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go r�ght �n there, honey. You’ll be safe. And there’s a w�ndow that 
opens onto the roof. From there you can get to the fire escape at 
the rear.” Rosamond went �n and shut the door.
 Peter Sh�pley Abbott, w�th h�s own agenda, hurr�ed to the door 
marked COCKS, wh�pp�ng out h�s handkerch�ef to cover the door-
knob before turn�ng �t. The door was locked. He rapped loudly.
 “Busy,” sa�d a vo�ce from �ns�de. “You’ll have to wa�t. I’ve got a 
ways to go.”
 Over h�s shoulder, he saw Jerry stand�ng �n the doorway, 
w�th Marco tak�ng up a stat�onary pos�t�on at the head of the 
sta�rs. Abbott qu�ckly jo�ned the men play�ng pool and pretended 
an �ntense �nterest �n the�r game. Look�ng carefully around the 
room, Jerry passed r�ght by Abbott, found none of the few women 
present to be Rosamond Foxe, then focused on the door marked 
HENS. Cross�ng qu�ckly to �t, he found h�s way suddenly blocked 
by a large woman �n an apron.
 “Hold �t, sonny boy, you a�n’t go�n’ �nto the lad�es’ room. Just 
find somethin’ else to do. Nobody gets by Big Verna.”
 Jerry stood po�sed on the balls of h�s feet, try�ng to dec�de 
what to do. “I’m look�ng for a woman who came �n here,” he sa�d 
finally.
 “Well, you ain’t gonna find her in there.”
 “Hey, Verna,” called a man from a table near the door. “You 
need some help over there?” He stood up; s�x or seven other men 
stood up, and two came from the pool table cradl�ng the�r cues.
 “Noth�n’ I can’t handle, boys. Thanks.” To Jerry, “Now, m�s-
ter, you better leave. I don’t want your trade.”
 Aga�n Jerry stood undec�ded. The men �n the place were 
all stand�ng now, and slowly converg�ng on the scene of act�on. 
Marco had stepped �n from the balcony to help out �f needed. 
Peter Sh�pley Abbott se�zed th�s as an opportun�ty to creep along 
the wall and s�dle qu�ckly out—fully aware that Marco had recog-
n�zed h�m and was watch�ng h�m go.
 Oh my god, the parade had turned and was com�ng up this 
street now! F�ght�ng the cramps, hold�ng off the �mm�nent explo-
s�on, Abbott m�nced down the sta�rs as fast as he could. Four steps 
down he passed a face no more than an arm’s length away watch-
�ng h�m from the street s�de over the concrete bann�ster. The odd-
�ty of th�s d�d not reg�ster w�th h�m.
 And that’s why, when he reached the bottom of the sta�rs and 
lurched around the buttress onto the s�dewalk, he ran smack! �nto 
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the legs of a very sol�d pa�r of green trousers n�ne feet tall. “Hey 
watch �t, man!” A male shout from h�gh overhead. “You just about 
knocked me over!”
 Abbott reco�led and looked upward. The st�lt-walker, t�pped 
backwards and cl�ng�ng w�th one arm to the bann�ster, was curs-
�ng loudly wh�le struggl�ng to rega�n h�s balanace. Two others 
came str�d�ng up to help h�m, glar�ng down at Abbott, who hurr�ed 
on as fast as he dared. 
 And now these s�dewalks were jammed w�th people; and here 
came the convert�bles w�th the school-g�rl queens. Abbott had to 
tw�st and worm h�s way among the packed bod�es for much of the 
route back to h�s hotel; and as the crowd became th�nner and he 
could move more eas�ly, he found that h�s steps were keep�ng pace 
w�th the thudd�ng beat of a d�stant bass drum. Preoccup�ed w�th 
gett�ng back to h�s room, he d�d not not�ce Jerry and Marco fol-
low�ng h�m at the d�stance of half a block.

 So eager was Abbott to get to the to�let that he d�dn’t bother 
to lock the room door beh�nd h�m. And thus �t was that, s�tt�ng on 
the commode, he was suddenly aware of h�s two pursuers star�ng 
down at h�m from the bathroom doorway. Marco gr�nned. “Looks 
l�ke we caught you w�th your pants down.”
 “We’re a long way from Balt�more,” Jerry sa�d. “You seem to 
get around as much as we do.”
 “Get out of my room!” Abbott shouted, try�ng w�th one hand 
to pull h�s pants up to h�s knees.
 “Naw, we’ll wa�t t�ll she comes back,” sa�d Jerry.
 “T�ll who comes back?” Abbott sputtered.
 “M�ss Foxe. We saw you w�th her on the street. We couldn’t 
stay at the bar, and rather than wa�t outs�de for her to show, we 
dec�ded to follow you. What’s he got to dr�nk, Marco?”
 From the bedroom Marco answered: “Just Pepto-B�smol and 
m�neral water.”
 Abbott sa�d, “M�ss Foxe doesn’t know where my room �s. She 
won’t be com�ng here.”
 Marco returned and stood bes�de Jerry �n the doorway. “You 
try�ng to tell us you just happened to run �nto her on the street by 
acc�dent?” He began method�cally crack�ng h�s knuckles.
 “That’s exactly what happened,” Abbott sa�d. “Stop do�ng that; 
I can’t stand �t.”
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 Marco cont�nued through all h�s knuckles, one by one, and 
then Jerry started on h�s. “We’ll wa�t awh�le,” Marco sa�d. “And �f 
she doesn’t come, we st�ll have you.”

 Rosamond cl�mbed through the restroom w�ndow onto the 
gently sloping roof. The fire escape was a ladder affixed to the wall 
at the far end of the bu�ld�ng; �t let her down �nto a small alcove 
wh�ch opened onto the street.
 Peter would have to fend for h�mself. She w�shed he’d sa�d 
wh�ch hotel he was stay�ng at. She s�mply had to get out of s�ght. 
Perhaps she’d be safer among the tour�st bout�ques at the water-
front. Maybe there she could find a secluded restaurant or bar 
where she could efface herself and have a sandw�ch and cup of 
coffee. Maybe even find a hotel room and get some sleep. Fatigue 
was overtak�ng her. After her adrenal�n surges of the last hour, 
she needed to ra�se her blood sugar; she felt punch-drunk and was 
beg�nn�ng to doubt the rel�ab�l�ty of her judgment. At least—thank 
God—the cadenza was �n the hands of the U. S. Postal Serv�ce. She 
made her way qu�ckly and caut�ously toward the waterfront.
 
 In two hotels she was told there were no vacanc�es. 
Discouraged, she went into the restaurant of the second and had a 
sandw�ch and two cups of coffee. Then she walked along the quay 
to the park�ng lot, and through that to the esplanade that led to the 
old Danish fort. Boats were moored side by side in a little marina, 
many of them occup�ed by people sunbath�ng or chatt�ng �n deck 
cha�rs over dr�nks. For anonym�ty, Rosamond w�shed she could 
cl�mb aboard and jo�n them. Mov�ng east toward the fort, she saw 
a black-bearded man s�tt�ng on a bench.
 “Fel�x!” she cr�ed.
 McKay looked up startled and then leaped to meet her. “You’re 
all r�ght!” he sa�d, clutch�ng her hand. He gave her a b�g hug. “I 
was worr�ed that Zyzynsk� was hold�ng you aga�nst your w�ll.”
 “He’d l�ke to be,” she sa�d. “H�s men are after me now. Can we 
go someplace pr�vate, out of s�ght? I’ll tell you all about �t.”
 “Abbott and I have a hotel room. Only a block away. Let’s go 
there.”
 “I’m exhausted and need to rest. But the cadenza’s safe; I 
ma�led �t to New York. Zyzynsk�’s the one who stole �t from Trntl 
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�n Balt�more—to put �n h�s pr�vate collect�on. We’ve got to get off 
the �sland, Fel�x.”
 “We have our own plane from the Sternberg Foundat�on wa�t-
�ng at the a�rport,” Fel�x sa�d. “The p�lot and co-p�lot are stay�ng 
�n a d�fferent hotel from ours. And we have a rental car—you can 
see �t over there �n the park�ng lot—that red Ford next to the two 
green ones. R�ght now �t’s locked, and Abbott has the keys.” They’d 
reached the hotel entrance.
 “I’m sure Zyzynsk� has someone watch�ng the a�rport,” she 
sa�d.
 “Let’s get �ns�de. Then tell me all about �t.”
 They crossed through the lobby to the outs�de sta�rs at the rear, 
wh�ch, �n two stages, took them to a balcony l�ned w�th louvered 
doors. Below this was a courtyard with fan palms and a fish pond. 
Fel�x’s room was four doors along the balcony. He sa�d, “That’s 
odd, the door’s ajar.”
 He opened �t slowly and stuck h�s head �n. “Come on,” he sa�d, 
and Rosamond entered. Look�ng �nto the bathroom, Fel�x sa�d, 
“Abbott’s not here. He has been, though, and forgot to flush the 
toilet.” Felix flushed it. Then, coming back to the center of the 
bedroom, he took careful �nventory. “Abbott’s su�tcase �s here, but 
h�s med�c�ne’s gone. He’s probably just stepped out.” Wh�le Fel�x 
locked the door, Rosamond went to s�t on the bed.
 “I’ve talked to Peter,” she sa�d. “I ran �nto h�m on the street 
just before Zyzynsk�’s men showed up. He sa�d you were here.”
 “Were Zyzynsk�’s men after h�m too?”
 “I don’t th�nk so; they chased h�m only because he was st�ck-
�ng w�th me.” 
 “But you were be�ng held aga�nst your w�ll on the estate? I 
want the whole story.”
 She told h�m, om�tt�ng noth�ng of substance. When she’d 
finished, he said, “It must have been his people that searched our 
office in New York.”
 “He was desperate to hear the mus�c,” sa�d Rosamond. “It’s 
some sort of obsess�on w�th h�m.” 
 “But the manuscr�pt w�ll stay �n h�s collect�on w�th all the oth-
er treasures he’s stolen.” He went to the w�ndow, looked along the 
balcony as far as he could see, and down �nto the courtyard, then 
closed the Venet�an bl�nds. “The cadenza’s out of h�s reach wh�le 
�t’s �n trans�t. And he doesn’t know you’ve ma�led �t, or where you 
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sent it. Don’t think about it anymore. The important thing is to get 
you out of St. Cro�x.”
 She had la�n down full-length on the bed. “I’m very t�red, and 
need a nap. W�ll you stay here w�th me?”
 As �f he needed to be asked. 
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Chapter  39
 By m�d-afternoon, Zyzynsk� had worked h�mself �nto a frenzy. 
H�s early chagr�n and befuddlement had g�ven way to rage and a 
naked hate so v�rulent and terr�fy�ng that Mrs. Jones had retreat-
ed to her room and locked the door.
 At n�ne-th�rty, wh�le the search of the house and grounds was 
w�nd�ng down, and Zyzynsk�, freshly awake, was try�ng to func-
t�on through the haze created by a crush�ng headache, �t had been 
an unwelcome and nasty jolt to hear that Peter Sh�pley Abbott and 
one of the detectives from Trntl’s firm were at the gate. Asking for 
Rosamond! What the hell—? Somehow she must’ve gotten word 
to them before leav�ng New York. S�nce they knew she was here, 
they also knew that he had the cadenza! And how many other peo-
ple m�ght they have told?
 Shortly before noon he’d taken a shower—both to cool h�s fe-
vered bra�n, and to wash off the o�l of pepperm�nt, wh�ch was 
caus�ng a feroc�ous �tch. Shav�ng, he’d gouged a deep n�ck on h�s 
ch�n and sl�ced a half-�nch gash under h�s nose. Both bled pro-
fusely, and after spong�ng h�s face w�th a damp Turk�sh towel, he’d 
plastered b�ts of to�let paper onto the wounds, and then l�t a b�t-
ter c�gar that gave h�m as much sat�sfact�on as smok�ng a p�ece of 
rope.
 By one-forty, the erot�c warmth he’d felt for Rosamond the 
n�ght before had long been obl�terated by h�s vengeful fury. 
Rosamond was now the Enemy, had always been the Enemy, 
would always be. She’d dece�ved and betrayed h�m, v�olated h�s 
trust, thwarted h�s plans, spurned h�s affect�ons, rejected h�s com-
pan�onsh�p, scorned h�s r�ches, robbed h�m of the Farr�ngford 
Cadenza, and played him for a fool. And, to put the final spit-shine 
on h�s hum�l�at�on, she’d evaded h�s top-of-the-l�ne Out-Front 
Secur�ty System and escaped scot-free, leav�ng no clues as to how 
she’d done �t.
 If the b�tch got back to the ma�nland, she’d publ�sh the ca-
denza, explo�t h�s profess�on of love for cockta�l party t�tters, and 
brag to all the world about how she’d bested h�m. A woman! He’d 
be a laugh�ng-stock. H�s reputat�on for �nv�nc�b�l�ty, for w�nn�ng, 
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would dw�ndle to a joke; h�s power to �nt�m�date and terr�fy and 
vanquish rivals would be nullified. Never again would it occur to 
anyone to regard h�m as Number One.
 And, s�nce he’d told her of h�s Collect�on, she would broad-
cast its ex�stence, too, arous�ng the �nterest and speculat�ons of 
former owners, �nsurance compan�es, and pol�ce agenc�es the 
world over—Of EVERYBODY who’d ever had ANYTHING stolen! 
Invest�gat�ons and legal proceed�ngs would be launched to locate 
and repossess the Manz�n� Altarp�ece, the Kom�roff Sapph�re, and 
all h�s other treasures. Why, he’d be suspected of steal�ng th�ngs 
he hadn’t—th�ngs that were �n other people’s Collect�ons! The 
FBI, Interpol, and the KGB—not to ment�on twenty other secu-
r�ty forces and spec�al tact�cs squads—from Israel, Turkey, the 
Vat�can, Braz�l, Iran, Ch�na, Indones�a, France—would hound h�s 
steps, surve�llance h�s movements, d�srupt h�s bus�ness, and come 
to v�s�t! He m�ght have to destroy h�s treasures to avo�d d�scovery 
and prosecut�on.
 Clearly, before she could leave the �sland, Rosamond would 
have to be captured and s�lenced. The cadenza would have to be 
recovered; another p�an�st would have to be found to record �t 
(he’d even hire one, �f �t came to that). And as for hav�ng a woman 
w�th whom he could enjoy the cadenza’s powers, why that could 
be arranged eas�ly enough.
 As he dressed, he selected h�s cloth�ng w�th the same care he’d 
have used �n prepar�ng for an �mportant bus�ness luncheon: pon-
der�ng long, choos�ng th�s, reject�ng that, organ�z�ng an ensemble 
that would denote author�ty and power. The pale cream sh�rt—not 
the wh�te or blue; the vested charcoal p�n-str�pe, not the Glenca�rn 
pla�d or the chocolate check. W�th the cream sh�rt and charcoal 
su�t, he should probably wear—yes! the burgundy t�e. And black 
pearl cufflinks, not the platinum or gold. Clocked socks, or plain? 
Clocked, w�th garters. And the lambsk�n shoes. How comfort-
�ng, how reassur�ng to be engaged �n act�v�ty where once aga�n he 
clearly was in command! To be making crisp, definitive decisions 
w�th h�s customary d�spatch! He stood before the full-length m�r-
ror to comb h�s matted ha�r. By God, he did look good! Cream and 
burgundy went well w�th h�s complex�on. He plucked the to�let 
paper from h�s face and stud�ed h�s coagulated shav�ng wounds. 
Hell, there certa�nly would be scabs—but probably no scars.
 Once he’d finished dressing, he had nothing left to do but 
brood and fidget. Both of these he did in earnest. As he felt his fury 
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mounting once again, he mixed himself a whiskey sour. Damned if 
he’d be defeated! He would not g�ve up F�rst Place. But why d�dn’t 
his men report from the field? Where was Rosamond hiding? 
Finally he went to the basement to find comfort in his Collection.
 But there was no solace �n �t. The jewels were d�mmed �n the�r 
luster; the Shroud of Tur�n looked downr�ght d�ngy; The Death of 
Socrates was too depress�ng to contemplate; and both the Sm�l�ng 
Buddha and the broad gran�te face of Amenhotep III (w�th �ts 
blank star�ng eyes and gently sneer�ng l�ps) seemed to be mock�ng 
h�m.
 It was these last that pushed h�m over the edge. W�th a hoarse 
croak, he fled the Pharaoh’s gaze and the Buddha’s superior smirk, 
thudded up the stairs into the upper office, slammed shut the steel 
door, flung himself into the swivel chair, and laid his head upon 
the desk.
 And there he was at two-forty-five—a distended vein throb-
b�ng �n h�s temple, h�s eyes bulged out l�ke a frog’s—when the call 
came from the gatehouse that Marco and Jerry had returned.
 And d�d they have Rosamond Foxe w�th them? “No, we’ve got 
Peter Sh�pley Abbott.”
 “Abbott!” he screamed. “You were to get Foxe!”
 “Abbott was with Foxe,” Marco sa�d hast�ly. “We almost had 
her, but she got away. We th�nk he can lead us to her.”
 “He was with Foxe?” So: as he’d known all along, �t was a con-
sp�racy! a scummy plot hatched up between them—and maybe 
Trntl, too—to steal the cadenza and bring him down. “Go find 
Foxe!” he thundered.
 “But what about Peter Abbott?”
 Oh, hell, Abbott knew too much! Godamm�t— “Br�ng h�m to 
the office.”
 He slammed down the rece�ver, took a deep, expans�ve breath, 
and rose up �nv�gorated. Calmer too, now that he was obv�ous-
ly—at least �n some measure—rega�n�ng control of the s�tuat�on. 
Zyzynsk�, still to be the V�ctor: und�m�n�shed, augmented, th�rst-
�ng for revenge. And pun�shment.
 He m�xed h�mself another wh�skey sour: rolled �t on h�s 
tongue, savored �ts tang. Conn�v�ng Abbott had over-reached h�m-
self. No one puts a fool’s cap on Zyzynsk�! And Rosamond, w�th 
her fake-�nnocent sm�le, had told h�m a bold-faced l�e when she’d 
s�mpered, “Oh no, he’s just a close fr�end.” Very close, and not 
at all “profess�onal”! H�s �nst�ncts had told h�m they’d been lov-
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ers. Why hadn’t he l�stened? Well, Abbott was about to learn how 
dearly th�s consp�racy would cost h�m.
 When Marco and Jerry brought Abbott �n, the p�an�st was far 
from be�ng h�s usual natty self. He was rumpled and dusty, w�th 
the appearance of having lain for some time on the floor of a car; 
h�s cloth�ng was an �ll-assorted comb�nat�on of blue su�tcoat, ca-
sual tan slacks, t�eless yellow sh�rt wrongly buttoned, and a l�mp-
br�mmed Panama hat wh�ch looked as though �t had been wadded 
�nto a pocket.
 “How dare you k�dnap me from my hotel?” Though h�s vo�ce 
quavered a b�t, Abbott addressed Zyzynsk� coldly, �n the same 
tone he’d have used �n correct�ng a m�stake made by a part�cularly 
dense p�ano student �n one of h�s master-classes. “I demand to be 
released at once. The FBI shall hear of th�s.”
 “Shut up,” Zyzynsk� sa�d.
 Marco showed h�m the Polaro�d photograph. “See, here’s the 
p�cture I took of ’em together.”
 Zyzynsk� held �t to the l�ght. Yes, there was Abbott talk�ng ear-
nestly to a smallish woman whose face was hidden by a floppy hat. 
“You’re sure th�s �s Rosamond Foxe?”   
 “That’s r�ght, Ch�ef. She and Abbott were head to head, and 
they ran when they saw me com�ng. Jerry and I lost her �n a 
crowded bar, but we followed Abbott back to h�s hotel.”
 The photograph cl�nched �t. God, they’d played h�m for a 
fool.
 “Where’s Rosamond?” he asked Abbott.
 “As I told your men, I haven’t the fa�ntest �dea.”
 “Where’s the Farr�ngford Cadenza?”
 Just the sl�ghtest pause. “How should I know? I assumed you 
had �t.”
 “Oh, you d�d? Now why would you assume that?”
 A longer pause. “Well, Rosamond sa�d you d�d.”
 “Rosamond stole �t from me,” Zyzynsk� snorted. “As you very 
well know. She gave �t to you, d�dn’t she, Abbott?”
 “She d�dn’t g�ve �t to me,” sa�d Abbott.
 To Marco and Jerry: “Did you search his room?”
 “Every �nch,” repl�ed Jerry.
 “Have you searched him?”
 “We watched h�m change clothes,” sa�d Marco. “He doesn’t 
have �t.”
 “What’s that �n h�s pocket?”
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 “A bottle of Pepto-B�smol. He’s got the trots.”
 Zyzynsk� set down h�s empty glass. “You’re be�ng less than 
cand�d w�th me, Abbott.” Now was the t�me to terr�fy h�m �nto 
subm�ss�on. Zyzynsk� drew down h�s bushy brows, bulged h�s eyes 
to the�r most feroc�ous glare, and stood d�rectly before the p�an�st. 
“Look me �n the face, Abbott. What do you see?”
 Abbott flared his nostrils haughtily: “I see that you’ve cut 
yourself wh�le shav�ng. If that’s the best you can do, you ought to 
go electr�c, or grow a beard.”
 Zyzynsk� bared h�s teeth. He wanted to shr�ek No, no, you 
shit! You should’ve seen that I’m an implacable foe who always 
gets what he wants, who will crush you if you resist! But �t d�dn’t 
seem appropr�ate, somehow. Instead, he sa�d, “You th�nk you’re 
so god-damned smart. You’ll have a chance to show how smart 
you are. What’s the name of that person from Trntl’s detect�ve 
agency who came w�th you to my house th�s morn�ng?”
 Th�s t�me, no hes�tat�on at all. “Fel�x McKay.”
 “Where �s th�s McKay now?”
 “I don’t know. I haven’t seen h�m for hours.”
 “He came to St. Cro�x to help you and Rosamond steal the 
cadenza, d�dn’t he?”
 “I don’t know what you’re talk�ng about. I had no �ntent�on of 
steal�ng the cadenza. I’ve never even seen �t.”
 “Did Rosamond give it to him?”
 “I don’t see how. They haven’t been together that I know of.”
 The telephone rang, and Zyzynsk� answered �t h�mself. “Ch�p, 
Ch�ef, report�ng �n. We haven’t seen her. And she hasn’t been to 
the airport. Do you want us to keep looking?”
 “Damn right. Marco and Jerry saw her in Christiansted, so do 
your look�ng there.”
 “It’s hard, Ch�ef. The town’s full of people, and there’s a b�g 
party go�ng on �n the streets.”
 “Then get out of the hel�copter and m�ngle w�th the crowd. 
I want her here by sundown.” He dropped the rece�ver �nto �ts 
cradle.
 “By now she may have l�nked up w�th McKay,” Jerry sa�d. 
“And none of us knows what he looks l�ke.”
 Zyzynski said, “Describe him, Abbott.”
 “No,” sa�d Abbott. “You’ve k�dnapped me; you’re hold�ng me 
aga�nst my w�ll. Why should I cooperate w�th you? why help you 
k�dnap someone else?”  
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 “Because,” sa�d Zyzynsk�, “�t’s the only chance you have of 
m�t�gat�ng your pun�shment.”
 “Pun�shment? For what?”
 “Time is short. Describe him, Abbott.”
 “He doesn’t have the cadenza! Rosamond ma�led �t back to 
New York!” 
 “Bullsh�t, Abbott. Surely you don’t expect me to bel�eve that! 
Th�s �s your last chance. Give us a description of McKay.”
 All right, Abbott decided: it might placate Zyzynski and deflect 
h�m from h�s altogether d�squ�et�ng focus on “pun�shment”—but 
the descr�pt�on would be so vague and general as to be no help at 
all in finding Felix. Abbott said, “He’s of moderate height, with a 
neatly tr�mmed black beard. He was wear�ng dark slacks and a 
wh�te or pale brown sh�rt when I saw h�m last. No hat.”
 “Jerry, get on the phone, alert the people at the a�rport and 
the waterfront. When they find McKay, have him brought here. 
He’s to be searched to see �f he has the cadenza.” Jerry went to the 
telephone, talked rap�dly, then returned to the others. Zyzynsk� 
was star�ng hotly at Abbott, who was stand�ng downcast and sul-
len aga�nst the far wall.
 “All done, Ch�ef. Anderson �s handl�ng �t.”
 “Good,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “But Abbott here needs squeez�ng dry. 
He’s not tell�ng us all he knows. Take h�m down to the basement. 
We don’t want to d�sturb Mrs. Jones.”
 Though he protested loudly, struggled, and set h�s heels, 
Abbott was half dragged, half carr�ed across the room to the steel 
door, where Zyzynsk� spun the tumblers and poked the buttons. 
Marco and Jerry forced Abbott down the sta�rs w�th Zyzynsk� fol-
low�ng, and pushed h�m through a second door �nto the lower 
office.
 Shaken, and now feel�ng true pan�c, Abbott qu�ckly took �n 
his surroundings—the featureless walls, the single filing cabinet 
and sw�vel cha�r. The marble-topped desk and the huge gold gu�l-
lot�ne stand�ng bes�de �t. At the s�ght of the gu�llot�ne, Abbott had 
to clench and hold t�ght to h�s bowels.
 Zyzynsk� opened a closet and brought out a stra�ght-backed 
cha�r wh�ch he placed next to the desk fac�ng the gu�llot�ne. “S�t,” 
he commanded. “The room �s completely soundproofed, Abbott, 
so spare us any outbursts. Marco—Jerry—stand just beh�nd h�s 
cha�r, one on e�ther s�de. That’s r�ght.” Zyzynsk� seated h�mself 
beh�nd the desk and leaned back, h�s hands folded over h�s belly. 
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“Now, Abbott, there are several th�ngs I want you to tell me. F�rst: 
how many people know that you and McKay have come to St. 
Cro�x to seek me out?”
 “Lots of people.”
 “Who?”
 “Everybody in Trntl’s firm. Mrs. Sternberg. Everyone they 
may have told. And the p�lot and co-p�lot.”
 “Mrs. Sternberg?” A d�sturb�ng new wr�nkle. “What’s her con-
nect�on w�th your plot?”
 “There is no plot—”
 “How does Mrs. Sternberg know you’re here?”
 “She let us fly down in a Foundation airplane.”
 Ah, so that’s how they got here so fast. “How d�d she get �n-
volved?”
 “When she learned you had the cadenza, and that Rosamond 
was com�ng down to authent�cate �t, and that McKay was worr�ed 
about Rosamond’s safety, she gave us use of the plane.”
 “Did she have doubts about Rosamond’s safety?”
 “She sa�d she d�dn’t trust you.”
 Zyzynsk� chewed th�s one over. Mrs. Sternberg was com�ng to 
possess the same quality of surprise as a fighter plane attacking 
out of the sun. “How d�d she learn that I had the cadenza?”
 “Rosamond told one of Trntl’s fr�ends before she left the re-
cept�on.”
 The ly�ng b�tch! He’d sworn her to secrecy, and she’d gone and 
spread the word at the earl�est opportun�ty. He should’ve known 
better than to trust her out of h�s s�ght. He’d expected loyalty, d�s-
cret�on, truthfulness at the very least. The more fool he! Loyalty 
was noth�ng but a two-b�t whore; truthfulness, a t�n can strumpet. 
“You cla�m that McKay came down because he was worr�ed about 
Rosamond,” he cont�nued. “He really came down to help her steal 
the cadenza. L�ke you d�d, Abbott.”
 “No! I came down to see �f you really had the cadenza. And 
�f you d�d, to see �f you planned to publ�sh �t—and �f so, to see �f 
I could be an �ntermed�ary �n such a project. On the other hand, 
�f you didn’t w�sh to publ�sh �t, �f you wanted to keep �t for your 
pr�vate collect�on, that would be your bus�ness.”
 “What collect�on �s that?” sa�d Zyzynsk�
 “Rosamond sa�d that you wanted to put the cadenza �n your 
collect�on w�th the other th�ngs—Jefferson’s d�ar�es, the Eye of 
Ashoka, the Manz�n� Altarp�ece, the Shroud of Tur�n—” Abbott’s 
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vo�ce took on a plead�ng tone: “Look, I don’t care �f you keep the 
cadenza for yourself. I d�dn’t come here to steal �t from you. That 
was Rosamond’s �dea.”
 Zyzynsk� scratched the end of h�s nose and communed w�th 
h�mself. See, V�ctor, �t’s beg�nn�ng already. No sooner does she 
escape than Abbott knows about the Collect�on. And McKay, too, 
no doubt. If she gets back to New York, Mrs. Sternberg w�ll know, 
and the pol�ce, and the newspapers, and the KGB, and Interpol—
 Too bad. Oh, too bad, too bad.
 He sa�d, “I’m t�red of your bullsh�t, Abbott. Pretend�ng you 
aren’t part of the consp�racy. Try�ng to evade the consequences. 
Does McKay have the cadenza?”
 “No!”
 “Tw�st h�s arm, Marco.”
 Abbott shr�eked w�th pa�n.
 “Does he?”
 “No! I told you Rosamond ma�led �t to New York! Please stop! 
You’re ru�n�ng my arm!”
 “Bad for a p�ano player,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “Come on, Abbott, do 
you ser�ously expect me to bel�eve she’d entrust someth�ng so pre-
c�ous to the ma�ls?”
 “It’s the truth, whether you bel�eve �t or not.”
 “Marco.”
 Abbott screamed “Wa�t! She did. She put �t �n a ma�lbox �n 
Chr�st�ansted. Sa�d she wanted to get �t off the �sland.”
 “Well, �f she did ma�l �t—and I’m not grant�ng that for one 
second—who did she send it to? Mrs. Sternberg? Trntl? Dinch?”
 “Mrs. Farr�ngford.”
 Zyzynsk� s�ghed t�redly. “Surely you can do better than that.”
 “Look,” Abbott sa�d, h�s vo�ce trembl�ng on the edge of hyste-
r�a. “I’ve told you the truth. Why are you do�ng th�s to me?”
 Truth. A broken-down trollop l�ft�ng her sk�rt for the street-
corner johns. Zyzynsk� shook h�s head. “Why, you ask? Why? 
Because you’ve consp�red to rob me of my property. Because 
you’ve always stood between me and Rosamond, and finally you’ve 
succeeded �n po�son�ng her m�nd aga�nst me so that she was w�ll-
�ng to betray my generos�ty. Because you’ve always been a pa�n 
�n the ass w�th your a�rs of arrogant super�or�ty, your cocksure 
preen�ng for publ�c v�ew, your smug certa�nty that you’re better 
than everybody else. You’re a pompous toad, Abbott, a self-�mpor-
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tant sniveling twit. You haven’t satisfied me with your answers. I 
th�nk �t’s t�me for stronger measures.” He took a c�gar from h�s �n-
ner coat pocket. “Do you see this guillotine, Abbott? A handsome 
p�ece of work, wouldn’t you say? Crafted for me by a master. It’s 
s�x feet two �nches h�gh; the blade �s e�ght and a half pounds of 
gold-plated sol�d steel. When �t drops, �t generates a force of th�rty 
thousand pounds per square foot—all of �t concentrated on that 
th�n razor edge. Allow me to demonstrate.” He put the end of h�s 
c�gar �n the head-notch at the base and tr�pped the lever. Thunk! 
And the cleanly-severed c�gar t�p dropped onto the platform be-
fore Abbott’s nose.
 “Now,” sa�d Zyzynsk�, l�ght�ng the c�gar, “�mag�ne what that 
would do to a finger.”
 Abbott’s face went curdled m�lk. He hurr�edly stuffed both 
hands �nto h�s coat pockets. Zyzynsk� po�nted to the framed motto 
on the wall. “What do you make of that?”
 Abbott craned his neck around and read it: “‘. . . and the first 
shall be last.’ Sounds Biblical. Is it from Deuteronomy?”
 “It’s from Judges!” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “Oh, how I desp�se you, 
Abbott. I’ve always desp�sed you. You’ve always known what �t 
means to be first. You’ve had the n�cest crayons, the best seat �n 
the bus!”
 “What are you talk�ng about?” Abbott cr�ed, cr�ng�ng back �n 
terror.
 “Your name, asshole. You come at the first of the alphabet: A-
B-B! You’ve never known what �t’s l�ke to be Z-Y-Z! But now you 
will know what it means for the first to be last!”
 Abbott’s eyes were w�ld and frant�c. “Wa�t!” he sa�d eagerly. 
“I’m not at the first of the alphabet! There’s lots of folks ahead of 
me—l�ke—uh—well, l�ke Aaron Aaronson, the v�ol�n�st. Have you 
thought of him?”
 Zyzynsk� leaned forward and put h�s elbows on the desk. “He 
d�dn’t try to make a fool of me, Abbott. He doesn’t know about my 
Collect�on.”
  Om�god, that too. “I prom�se—I swear I’ll never tell anyone 
about your collect�on! As far as I’m concerned, �t’s a pr�vate mat-
ter, nobody else’s bus�ness.”
 “Very pr�vate,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “And I can’t rely on you to keep 
the knowledge to yourself.” He sent a cloud of smoke to the ce�l-
�ng. “Th�s �s your last chance, Abbott. Where’s the cadenza?”
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 “I told you! Rosamond ma�led �t to Mrs. Farr�ngford!”
 Zyzynsk� sa�d, “Marco, Jerry, br�ng me h�s hands.”
 “No!” Abbot shouted as they grabbed h�m on both s�des and 
tried to pull his hands out of his pockets. Abbott flailed his el-
bows, struggl�ng m�ght�ly; on Marco’s s�de the pocket r�pped; on 
Jerry’s the hand came out sw�ng�ng the bottle of Pepto-B�smol l�ke 
a stone. But Abbott was no match for the two of them; the bottle 
crashed onto the floor, and, pinioned and screaming, Abbott was 
hauled forward to the desk, one arm tw�sted beh�nd h�s back, the 
other extended toward the gu�llot�ne. Zyzynsk� rose up over the 
desk, seized the hand, which Abbott had clenched into a fist. Pried 
the middle finger loose, separated it from its fellows, positioned 
�t �n the head-notch of the gu�llot�ne, reached for the tr�p-lever. 
Abbott’s eyes bulged; and though h�s mouth had stretched �mpos-
s�bly open, no sound came out.
 “You know, Ch�ef,” Jerry sa�d, exert�ng all h�s force to hold 
Abbott steady. “I th�nk he may have been tell�ng the truth.”
 “Yes,” sa�d Zyzynsk�, “so do I.”
 Thunk!
  
 When Rosamond woke �n the late afternoon, she found Fel�x 
s�tt�ng by the bed regard�ng her tenderly. “Goodness,” she sa�d, 
sm�l�ng to h�de her fa�nt embarrassment. “I really needed that 
sleep. Thanks for stand�ng watch.”
 “My pleasure,” Fel�x sa�d, g�v�ng back the sm�le. “Inc�dentally, 
there’s been no s�gn of Abbott, or of anybody hunt�ng for you. But 
I th�nk we’d better get away from St. Cro�x as qu�ck as we can. 
Th�s �s what I propose: let me go to the other hotel and ask the 
Sternberg p�lots �f we can leave ton�ght. I don’t th�nk you should 
r�sk be�ng seen on the street, and I don’t th�nk you should stay 
alone �n th�s room. I’m not sure Zyzynsk�’s men weren’t here ear-
l�er; they m�ght come back. Why don’t you go down to the bar and 
hole up �n the lad�es’ room. When I get back, I’ll rap your name on 
the door: BUMP-bu-bu-BUMP for ROS-a-mond-FOXE. What do 
you th�nk?”
 “How long w�ll you be gone?”
 “Hopefully, no more than ten to fifteen minutes.”
 “Okay,” she sm�led, “the lad�es’ room �t �s.”

 Fel�x was gone just over twenty m�nutes. When he rapped on 
the restroom door, Rosamond opened �t a crack to �dent�fy h�m, 
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then stepped out, d�sturbed at h�s d�straught express�on. “What’s 
wrong?” she asked.
 “Both of them greatly enjoyed St. Patrick’s Day. The pilot 
hasn’t come back to the hotel room, and the co-p�lot’s had so much 
beer he wouldn’t be able to find the plane, much less fly it. When I 
woke h�m up, he sa�d he last saw the p�lot go�ng off w�th a woman 
he’d met at a tavern called The Trade W�nds.”
 “So what are we go�ng to do?” sa�d Rosamond. 
 “Th�nk,” sa�d Fel�x. They went to a small table �n a secluded 
corner of the bar. “Abbott doesn’t seem to have come back to the 
room. The rental car’s st�ll locked up �n the park�ng lot. If we had 
the keys, we could dr�ve out to the country for the n�ght.”
 “Look!” she wh�spered suddenly. “Com�ng �n at the ma�n door: 
the two men who chased me!”
 “Down,” he said. “Get behind the menu. They’re going on 
through the lobby toward the back sta�rs. They’re on the�r way to 
the room.”
 The wa�ter came up. “Are you ready to order?”
 Fel�x got up and mot�oned Rosamond to follow. “We’ve 
changed our m�nds, thanks. Noth�ng now.” They qu�ckly went out 
the s�de door onto a broad boardwalk that led to the quay. “The 
streets are fa�rly empty now,” Fel�x sa�d. “The crowds have trun-
dled home to d�gest the�r beer and hot dogs; crews are clean�ng up 
the l�tter. We’ll be very not�ceable �f we stay on the streets.”
 “See all the boats moored along here,” Rosamond said. “Do 
you suppose we could get someone to ferry us over to St. Thomas? 
It’s about forty m�les, I th�nk.”
 “A good idea,” he said, looking nervously first over one shoul-
der, then the other. “We can ask.”
 Many of the boats were apparently empty, but some had peo-
ple on deck. Fel�x and Rosamond avo�ded those that clearly had 
part�es �n progress, and those where people were stow�ng th�ngs 
away for the night. On one, though, a man of about fifty was smok-
�ng a p�pe �n the stern, cocked back �n a fold�ng cha�r watch�ng 
people walk by. Rosamond approached to the edge of the wharf 
and sa�d, “Excuse me. It’s extremely �mportant that we get to St. 
Thomas ton�ght. Would �t be poss�ble to h�re you to take us?”
 He regarded her for a long while in silence, puffing slowly, 
the smoke r�s�ng �n the st�ll a�r to form a n�mbus above h�s head. 
He looked Fel�x over, too, w�th cons�derably less �nterest (or w�th 
�nterest of a markedly d�fferent k�nd). “I don’t run a ferry serv�ce,” 
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he said at last. “Just take people fishin’. You might try that fellow 
there—the fourth boat down. He does a regular run out to Buck 
Island to let tour�sts snorkel over the coral reef.”
 “Thank you,” sa�d Rosamond. They moved down the quay, 
Fel�x cont�nu�ng to scan the streets and bu�ld�ng fronts on the�r 
r�ght. The hotel was a fa�rly long d�stance beh�nd them now, and 
he began to breathe more eas�ly.
 The boat was a large cab�n cru�ser moored beh�nd a s�gn wh�ch 
advert�sed snorkel�ng tours. In the stern were lockers where a man 
w�th a cl�pboard was tak�ng �nventory of snorkel�ng gear and l�fe 
preservers.
 Rosamond sa�d “Hello,” and the man stra�ghtened up and 
looked at her attent�vely. “Hello yourself,” he sa�d. He was �n h�s 
m�d-fort�es, w�th a craggy, sun- and w�nd-burned face and pale 
crusty patches on the tops of h�s ears. He wore a mustache and 
a blond-gr�zzled beard, through wh�ch h�s teeth, crooked and to-
bacco-sta�ned, showed �n a broad sm�le. “A man up the way sa�d 
you m�ght be able to help us,” Rosamond cont�nued.
 “If you want to see the reefs, you’ll have to wa�t t�ll tomorrow 
to buy t�ckets,” he sa�d.
 She shook her head. “It’s urgent that we get to Charlotte 
Amal�e ton�ght. We hope you’ll take us across. We can pay you two 
hundred dollars.” They’d counted the�r money �n the hotel room, 
and they had two hundred and forty-three dollars between them.
 “Make it two twenty-five,” he said, “And I’ll provide rum swiz-
zles on the way.”
 “Wonderful! How soon can we leave?”
 “The sooner the better, unless you want to travel after dark.” 
He was appra�s�ng Fel�x shrewdly.
 “If you need to know why we have to get to St. Thomas—” she 
began.
 “I don’t make a po�nt of ask�n’ quest�ons.” He helped her �nto 
the boat, and then gave a hand to Fel�x. He �nd�cated Rosamond’s 
shoulder bag: “Is that all the luggage you got?”
 “That’s �t.”
 “Okay, then. You can call me Cap’n Jed. Do you want to stay 
on deck, or would you rather go �nto the cab�n t�ll we’re out of the 
harbor?”
 “The cab�n, I th�nk,” sa�d Rosamond.
 “I’ll stay on deck,” sa�d Fel�x. The better to watch the water-
front.
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 “Let me see your money,” sa�d the capta�n. Fel�x showed h�m. 
Cap’n Jed clapped a mate’s cap on Fel�x’s head and made ready to 
start. Fel�x saw the two men who’d been chas�ng Rosamond ex�t 
the hotel, confer a moment by the front door, and then start walk-
�ng toward them along the quay. “How soon can we leave?” he 
asked.
 The capta�n squ�nted �n the d�rect�on Fel�x was look�ng, took 
�n the two men rap�dly approach�ng, and sa�d “R�ght now.”
 They cast off, and w�th a throb of eng�ne, the boat moved away 
from �ts dock. The two men on the quay stopped and watched the 
boat leav�ng; one even tra�ned b�noculars on Fel�x, who po�ntedly 
turned h�s back to shore. Then the b�noculars were put away, and 
the men walked on toward the fort.
 Fel�x let out a great s�gh of rel�ef and went to the cab�n door. “I 
th�nk we made �t,” he told Rosamond.
 “Keep your eyes peeled for a green and wh�te hel�copter,” she 
sa�d.
 “How many men does Zyzynsk� have?”
 “I don’t know. A lot.” She came out on deck. 
 “When we reach St. Thomas,” sa�d Fel�x, “we’ve got to make 
some telephone calls. Trntl, Mrs. Sternberg—”
 “And Mrs. Farr�ngford,” sa�d Rosamond, “to alert her that the 
cadenza’s com�ng. Then the FBI.”
 The sun was very low, and the breeze had turned ch�lly. Cap’n 
Jed gave them each a rum sw�zzle and presented them w�th a large 
blanket. Th�s they pulled around them �n the lee of the wheelhouse 
and huddled together s�pp�ng the�r dr�nks. Rosamond sa�d, “Now 
that we’ve made �t off the �sland, I’m gett�ng the shakes. Feel my 
hands; they’re l�ke �ce.”
 Hey, �t was snug cuddled under the blanket; Fel�x thought �t 
was the best boat r�de he’d ever had. And he d�d h�s very best to 
keep her warm.
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Chapter  40
March 15-17      (Sunday, Monday, Tuesday)       

 M�dn�ght found Zyzynsk� faced w�th a hard dec�s�on. If �n-
deed (as Abbott cla�med) Rosamond had sent the cadenza to Mrs. 
Farr�ngford, he’d have to �ntercept the ma�l�ng before �t fell �nto 
the hands of Dinch. Yet he couldn’t leave St. Croix till Rosamond 
was captured or otherw�se accounted for. If she were allowed to 
run loose blabb�ng what she’d learned about h�m and h�s act�v�-
t�es—what he’d revealed to her, through the effects of champagne, 
�n h�s m�sgu�ded moment of trust and �nt�macy—and about h�s 
Collect�on, she could cause h�m damage far beyond her compre-
hens�on and w�ldest �mag�n�ngs.
 All day Saturday his men had scoured the island to find her. 
Those at the airport swore she’d not flown out. Those who’d stayed 
at the waterfront t�ll four-th�rty, when most of the boats were �n 
and th�ngs were clos�ng down, swore she’d not left by water. T�ll 
noon the hel�copter had swept the eastern end of the �sland, the 
coasts and beaches, �nland golf courses, and other tour�st attrac-
t�ons. After noon, �t had gone west, scann�ng the road to the a�r-
port, the botan�cal gardens, and Freder�ksted. In the late after-
noon and early even�ng, Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p had systemat�cal-
ly combed through Chr�st�ansted’s bars and restaurants, and even 
a couple of churches—and reported back no trace of Rosamond or 
Fel�x McKay.
 So where the hell were they? Shacked up �n a hotel room? 
H�d�ng �n a ru�ned sugar m�ll? Camp�ng �n the woods?
 Through hefty br�bes, the men at the a�rport had obta�ned the 
descr�pt�on of Peter Sh�pley Abbott’s rental car and learned that 
the Sternberg Foundat�on’s plane was parked w�th the crew ab-
sent. The car was found locked �n the lot near Abbott’s hotel. Us�ng 
the keys from Abbott’s pocket, Marco and Jerry had searched �t 
thoroughly in the late afternoon, finding no trace of the cadenza 
manuscr�pt. A second search of Abbott’s hotel room had turned up 
noth�ng new—except that the bed had been rumpled, and some-
one had flushed the toilet.
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 Torn between the necess�ty of return�ng to New York to �nter-
cept the manuscr�pt and the necess�ty of stay�ng �n Chr�st�ansted 
to silence Rosamond, Zyzynski finally decided that he would re-
ma�n long enough to search dur�ng the day on Sunday, and then, 
on Sunday n�ght, leave �n t�me to beat Mrs. Farr�ngford’s Monday 
ma�l del�very. After announc�ng h�s dec�s�on to Marco, Jerry, and 
Ch�p, he added, “Before you go to bed, take Abbott back to town. 
We can’t keep h�m �n the vault.”
   
 Shortly after m�dn�ght, w�th Marco dr�v�ng, Ch�p r�d�ng shot-
gun, and Jerry s�tt�ng �n the back w�th Abbott, the l�mous�ne re-
turned to Chr�st�ansted. The empty and s�lent streets were so t�dy, 
the gutters so clean, that one would never have guessed that hun-
dreds of people had part�ed all afternoon. Abbott’s hotel swung 
�nto v�ew; Marco angled �nto the park�ng lot and stopped w�th the 
eng�ne �dl�ng.
 “My God,” he sa�d, “where’s Abbott’s car?”
 “Oh crap,” sa�d Jerry. “I left the keys �n the lock when we 
searched the trunk.”
 “Not br�ght,” sa�d Ch�p. “It’s probably �n Freder�ksted by 
now.”
 “Then what are we go�ng to do?” Marco asked. They’d been 
count�ng on that empty trunk.
 But the�r resourcefulness as a team saved them. And four m�n-
utes later the l�mous�ne was leav�ng the waterfront, tak�ng them to 
P�nnacle House and bed.

 A little after one o’clock, a lone figure comes striding along 
K�ng Street toward the waterfront; a young man, th�n, four �nches 
over s�x feet tall, dressed �n loose sh�rt and ragged blue jeans, h�s 
long ha�r tw�sted and plastered �nto dusty dreadlocks. Beh�nd h�m 
tra�ls an acr�d wh�ff of mar�juana. A Rastafar�an w�th h�s ganja.
 He makes a slow c�rcu�t of the fort and then moves west along 
the quay, finally selecting a bench and flopping down at one end of 
�t. He stretches h�s long legs out before h�m, d�gs �n h�s heels, and 
smokes. The stars, unw�nk�ng eyes, stare from a bottomless blue-
black bowl. He s�ts there for a long t�me star�ng back at them.
 And then he becomes aware of a man s�tt�ng at the far end of 
the bench. How long has he been there? When d�d he sneak up to 
s�lently jo�n h�m on the bench? Some tour�st faggot try�n’ to put 
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the make on h�m? Well, th�s Rastaman don’t take sh�t off honky 
faggots. W�thout turn�ng h�s head, he cont�nues to smoke, watch-
�ng the creep out of the corner of h�s eye. Wa�t�ng for h�m to make 
a move. But sh�t, the guy don’t even look at h�m. Hasn’t looked 
at h�m once. Well, okay, maybe he’s got some spare change, any-
way. Won’t hurt to ask. But he don’t ever bl�nk h�s eyes, e�ther. 
The Rasta turns and looks at h�m squarely. No, he hasn’t bl�nked 
once.
 “Hey, mon,” he says �n a soft husky vo�ce, “you don’t look so 
good.” He leans closer. “Hey, you look bad. You wanna toke?” And 
then: “Oh sh�t, mon! Where’s your fingers?”
 But Peter Sh�pley Abbott makes no answer. Just s�ts there, 
unbl�nk�ng, star�ng across the water �n the general d�rect�on of 
Newfoundland, Greenland, and the Big Dipper.

 The telephone jangled Trntl out of sleep a l�ttle after n�ne on 
Sunday morn�ng. She fumbled for her glasses on the n�ght table, 
grabbed up the rece�ver, and croaked “N. F. Trntl Assoc�ates.”
 A crisp, wide-awake voice, faint but efficient: “A collect call 
from St. Thomas, the V�rg�n Islands. W�ll you accept?” Of course.
 Then, cheer�ly: “Good morn�ng, Trntl—�t’s Fel�x call�ng from 
Charlotte Amal�e. You awake?”
 “Almost,” she answered. Cradl�ng the phone between ch�n and 
shoulder, she worked on l�ght�ng a c�garette. “You sound perky, 
downr�ght euphor�c. Been hav�ng a good t�me?”
 “You could say that. Yes, you could. Rosamond and I are holed 
up �n a qua�nt l�ttle hotel surrounded by bouga�nv�llea. On her 
cred�t card.”
 “I take �t th�s call �s a report,” Trntl sa�d dr�ly, “and not a greet-
�ng to say ‘w�sh-you-were-here’.”
 “I can’t truthfully say I w�sh you were here,” sa�d Fel�x. 
“Though you’d have been more than welcome �n St. Cro�x yester-
day. Here’s a run-down. Zyzynsk� d�d have the cadenza, but he 
hadn’t purchased �t from a th�rd party. It was one of h�s goons 
who stole �t from you �n Balt�more. Zyzynsk� wanted Rosamond 
to ver�fy �ts authent�c�ty, and then learn to play �t and record �t for 
h�m. He was go�ng to keep the manuscr�pt for h�s pr�vate collec-
t�on, and keep her, too.”
 “For h�s collect�on?” Trntl asked.
 “As h�s m�stress. Zyzynsk� tr�ed to seduce her on Fr�day n�ght, 
but crapped out w�th too much champagne. Rosamond escaped, 
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tak�ng the cadenza w�th her. On Saturday she ma�led the man-
uscr�pt to Mrs. Farr�ngford; �t’ll probably get there Monday or 
Tuesday. You’re to call Mrs. Farr�ngford to let her know the caden-
za’s com�ng. Also, Mrs. Sternberg to let her know her a�rplane w�ll 
be home shortly. I’ve already contacted the p�lot �n Chr�st�ansted 
and told him to fly over and pick us up tomorrow.”
 “Tomorrow,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Should be home by suppert�me.”
 “I’ll tell Mrs. Sternberg. Is Abbott w�th you?”
 “We haven’t seen Abbott s�nce yesterday afternoon. If the p�-
lot can’t find him in Christiansted, Abbott will have to make his 
own way home.”
 “Why aren’t you �n Chr�st�ansted?
 “Zyzynski sent his men to find Rosamond and take her back to 
h�s estate. So we h�red a boat to take us to St. Thomas. Rosamond 
�s contact�ng the FBI.”
 “Does Zyzynski know the cadenza was mailed to Mrs. 
Farr�ngford?”
 “No. Or, put �t th�s way: I don’t see how he could. Rosamond 
pitched it into the first mailbox she saw.”
 “I’m glad th�ngs are go�ng so well,” Trntl sa�d. “M�n�-vacat�on, 
and all.”
 “See you tomorrow.”
 “R�ght.” She hung up, put coffee on to perk, went to the bath-
room, and, after a qu�ck shower, padded back to the k�tchen �n her 
bathrobe to bo�l an egg for breakfast.
 After eat�ng, she d�aled the Farr�ngford house. Clara answered. 
“I dec�ded to stay for the weekend,” she sa�d. “Mother’s at church. 
Shall I have her call you back?”
 “Shouldn’t be necessary,” Trntl sa�d. “You’ll be glad to know 
that Rosamond Foxe has recovered the cadenza and ma�led �t to 
your mother from St. Cro�x. It should arr�ve tomorrow or Tuesday. 
V�ctor Zyzynsk� had planned to keep �t for h�mself, but Rosamond 
got �t away from h�m. Ev�dently Zyzynsk� doesn’t know that 
Rosamond ma�led the cadenza, but he wants �t back for h�s pr�vate 
collection. When it arrives, it’s crucial that you get it to Lunner & 
Dinch at once.”
 Clara sa�d, “Th�s �s wonderful news! But how d�d Mr. Zyzynsk� 
obta�n the manuscr�pt?”
 “It was one of h�s men who stole �t from me at the bus sta-
t�on.”
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 “Good Lord! Well then, �s Rosamond all r�ght?”
 “Yes, she’s �n St. Thomas w�th Fel�x McKay. They’ll be return-
�ng tomorrow.”
 “I’ll tell Mother as soon as she comes �n. She’ll be so 
pleased!”
 Next Trntl called Mrs. Sternberg. “And the Foundat�on plane 
w�ll return tomorrow even�ng,” she concluded, “—w�th a detour to 
St. Thomas to p�ck up Rosamond and Mr. McKay.”
 “I’m rel�eved that Rosamond’s safe,” sa�d Mrs. Sternberg. “Is 
she go�ng to charge Zyzynsk� w�th k�dnapp�ng?”
 “She’s contact�ng the FBI.”
 “Good. But I won’t feel easy till the cadenza’s in Dinch’s 
hands.”
 “Nor I,” sa�d Trntl.
 “Send me a bill for any expenses your firm has incurred,” said 
Mrs. Sternberg. “I �ns�st.”
 “You’re very generous,” Trntl sa�d.
 “It’s my fault we’ve had th�s problem at all,” Mrs. Sternberg 
countered. “It’s one way of mak�ng rest�tut�on.”
 Her calls completed, Trntl qu�ckly read several sect�ons of the 
Sunday Times, washed the breakfast d�shes, then put on a record-
�ng of Buffy Sa�nte-Mar�e and settled down to work on her qu�lt.

 As was nearly always the case when she returned from church, 
Mrs. Farr�ngford was �n a foul mood. When she pa�d the cab-dr�v-
er (not bother�ng to t�p h�m) and started up the steps to her front 
door, she was st�ll stew�ng about the sermon, wh�ch today she’d 
found espec�ally �rr�tat�ng. For th�rty m�nutes she’d been forced to 
fidget in her pew while the Reverend Dr. Stroop self-righteously 
�nve�ghed aga�nst the worldl�ness of h�s congregat�on. Today he’d 
used the prophet Isa�ah as a club to beat them w�th: old Isa�ah, 
ra�l�ng aga�nst the women of Jerusalem, the�r haught�ness and 
finery; denouncing their ornaments and expensive dresses, their 
fem�n�ne charms and allur�ng ways; warn�ng them that God would 
replace the�r fragrance w�th st�nk, the�r n�cely-co�ffed ha�r w�th 
scabby baldness, the�r gorgeous fabr�cs w�th sackcloth, the�r beau-
ty w�th burn�ng.
 And she, fresh from the ha�rdresser’s w�th a perm and t�nt, 
s�tt�ng there �n her lovely new su�t w�th match�ng accessor�es pur-
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chased just last week at Bloom�ngdale’s! Why, �t was as though 
the Rev. Dr. Stroop had been aiming his barbs directly at her. He 
might as well have pointed his finger. She didn’t know why she 
pers�sted �n subject�ng herself to th�s weekly trauma. Well, next 
Sunday she wouldn’t go. If there were enough empty seats and a 
corresponding emptiness in the collection plate, Dr. Stroop would 
get the message and be forced to clean up h�s act.
 When Clara heard her mother’s key �n the lock, she ran to 
meet her; and wh�le Mrs. Farr�ngford pulled off her gloves and 
hung up her coat, Clara repeated the whole of Trntl’s news. “And 
the cadenza w�ll be com�ng �n the ma�l tomorrow or Tuesday! She 
says we should get it to Silas Dinch immediately.”
 Mrs. Farr�ngford shook her head �n amazement. “You mean to 
tell me after all th�s t�me—after the fru�tless search�ng, the thefts 
and v�olence, the murders—after we’d assumed the cadenza was 
gone forever—that here, at last, �t’s be�ng del�vered to our very 
doorstep? Clara, I’ll bel�eve �t only when I see �t.” Yet she was mov-
�ng about exc�tedly, clasp�ng and unclasp�ng her hands, touch�ng 
the surfaces of tables and cha�rs, paus�ng before a g�lt-framed 
mirror to fluff her hair. “Your father would be astounded if he 
could know all the gr�ef he set �n mot�on by wr�t�ng the cadenza. 
Astounded—and qu�etly pleased.”
 “Pleased, Mother?”
 “Yes, I th�nk so. For all h�s gen�us—and who knows, perhaps as 
an �nescapable part of �t—your father could be extremely �nsens�-
t�ve and cruel. He wrote the cadenza here, �n the stud�o, but never 
played �t wh�le I was �n the house. In September, �947, when he 
was finishing the concerto, he told me the cadenza was the finest 
mus�c he’d ever wr�tten. I begged h�m to play �t for me—but he 
refused. He sa�d that, to be fully understood and apprec�ated, �t 
would have to be heard as part of the complete concerto, w�th full 
orchestra—and of course that wouldn’t be poss�ble t�ll h�s concert 
tour. I offered to go w�th h�m on the tour, but he sa�d, No, he want-
ed to go alone. He always went alone. Not once after �937 d�d I get 
to hear h�m play an out-of-town concert. Th�s t�me, he �ns�sted 
that I stay w�th you and Anton. I offered to call Aunt W�lma, to 
have her stay w�th you. He wouldn’t hear of �t. Sa�d he was nego-
t�at�ng a New York performance for January, and I could hear �t 
then. But of course �t never happened. I hated h�m for that. And 
I’ve always env�ed those who got to hear h�m perform �t, always re-
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sent�ng the�r pr�v�lege and good fortune—den�ed to me. The lucky 
ones. The favored ones.” Her tone had become so b�tter that Clara 
was alarmed.
 “At least you’ll get to hear the mus�c now,” she sa�d qu�ckly. 
“Rosamond or Peter w�ll be happy to prem�ere �t.”
 “Yes, we can be thankful for that,” sa�d Mrs. Farr�ngford. “But 
�t won’t be the same.”
 “I’ve already called Anton,” sa�d Clara. “He was del�ghted w�th 
the news. He’ll come by tomorrow after work to see �f the caden-
za’s arr�ved. And oh yes, M�ss Trntl sa�d that we should call Mr. 
Dinch.”
 “I’ll call his office the first thing tomorrow morning,” said 
Mrs. Farr�ngford. “Well, Clara, th�s turn of events requ�res a ma-
jor celebrat�on. Would you l�ke to go out for brunch? How about 
Carmody’s? It’ll be my treat.”

Monday, March 16

 Intent on h�s sort�ng, the ma�l carr�er moved slowly up the 
street unaware of the five pairs of eyes measuring his progress. 
Watch�ng through heavy brocade drapes from the bay w�ndow 
of the large brownstone two doors farther on: the eyes of Mrs. 
Farr�ngford and Clara. Peer�ng through smoked w�ndows of the 
gray car parked across the street: those of Marco, Jerry, and 
Ch�p.
 Hav�ng cased the house qu�te early that morn�ng, they now 
sat in their car with box lunches and an ice chest filled with cans 
of soda pop. They’d surveyed the approaches to the house—alley, 
back door, basement areaway—determ�ned the locat�on of the tele-
phone w�res, and observed that, rather than a ma�lbox, the house 
possessed an old-fash�oned ma�l-slot �n the sol�d front door. If 
Abbott had been tell�ng the truth, �f the cadenza had �ndeed been 
ma�led to th�s address, �t probably would arr�ve today or tomor-
row. S�nce Zyzynsk� d�dn’t want to r�sk knock�ng over the ma�l car-
r�er and go�ng through h�s bag, they’d have to wa�t unt�l the ma�l 
was del�vered and then determ�ne whether or not the cadenza was 
�n the batch. W�th an outs�de ma�lbox, �t would’ve been easy. The 
ma�l-slot meant they’d have to get �nto the house to know �f the 
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manuscr�pt had come. To accompl�sh th�s, they’d dev�sed a s�mple 
plan requ�r�ng only a small box of tools and three gray un�forms.
 As soon as the ma�l carr�er sl�d the ma�l through the slot and 
descended the steps, the three men p�led out of the car. Jerry 
d�sappeared down the narrow areaway between the Farr�ngford 
house and �ts ne�ghbor to the west, hurry�ng stra�ght to the rear, 
where he cut the telephone w�res. In the�r dull gray un�forms 
Marco and Ch�p marched together up the front steps and knocked 
on the door.
 Mrs. Farr�ngford opened �t and stared at them �nqu�s�t�vely.
 “Sorry to bother you, ma’am,” Ch�p sa�d, w�th a bus�ness-
l�ke, apologet�c sm�le. “We’re from the telephone company. A key 
transformer has blown �n the substat�on serv�c�ng th�s ne�ghbor-
hood, and many phones are dead. We’re try�ng to determ�ne the 
extent of the shutdown. May we please come �n to see �f yours �s 
work�ng?”
 “Yes, come �n. It was work�ng earl�er today.”
 She po�nted them to the telephone on a table halfway down 
the hall; Marco went to �t, p�cked up the rece�ver w�th h�s back to 
them, and fiddled a bit. Chip hung back near the doorway, where 
a younger woman was shuffling through the newly-arrived mail. 
Small envelopes, many of them w�th bus�ness logos, some sort of 
book-sale catalog, and a glossy magaz�ne. “It’s all fa�rly rout�ne, 
Mother,” the younger woman sa�d. “Junk ma�l mostly, and a letter 
from Aunt W�lma.”
 “Let me have the letter,” the older woman sa�d.
 “I’m afra�d your phone �s out of order,” Marco announced, 
rejo�n�ng them. “Sorry about the �nconven�ence. We’ll cont�nue 
to mon�tor the s�tuat�on and w�ll check back w�th you tomorrow 
about the same t�me.”
 “Well, �t is an �nconven�ence,” the older woman sa�d. She 
closed the door after them. 
 “Maybe �t w�ll come tomorrow,” sa�d Clara. “I was plann�ng to 
go back to Boston �n the morn�ng, but I don’t have to be back t�ll 
Wednesday. I’ll wa�t and go tomorrow even�ng.”

 Shortly before five o’clock, Anton Farringford arrived. “I tried 
to call, but nobody answered the phone.” He stood w�th buttoned 
overcoat just inside the door. From the studio, Clara’s flute flooded 
the hallway w�th a cascade of Baroque j�gg�ng.
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 H�s mother l�t a c�garette. “The phone’s not work�ng; we never 
heard �t r�ng. It’s a problem w�th the company. They sent some 
repa�rmen out to check th�ngs.”
 “Did the cadenza come?”
 “No.”
 “Then I’ll be back tomorrow.” He reached for the doorknob.
 “Wa�t,” Mrs. Farr�ngford sa�d qu�ckly. “Have you recons�d-
ered your hasty dec�s�on regard�ng my monthly �ncome?” 
 Anton made a wry face. “No, Mother, I haven’t. It was not a 
hasty dec�s�on. It was a long t�me com�ng, and long overdue.”
 She struggled to find a rejoinder, but nothing came. Finally 
she sa�d pla�nt�vely, “I feel I don’t know you anymore, Anton. 
You’ve—you’ve changed somehow.”
 “Mother, you’ve never known me,” Anton sa�d pat�ently. “Not 
as I really am. And yes, I’ve probably changed from what you 
thought you knew. I’m more l�ke Father than you’ve ever guessed 
or real�zed. And I’m not go�ng to change my m�nd regard�ng the 
money.”
 She �nhaled deeply, then jetted smoke from her nostr�ls. “I’d 
always thought you a dutiful son—a bit secretive and standoffish, 
but loyal and worthy of trust—certa�nly not dupl�c�tous. Now I 
learn that for years you’ve dece�ved me, d�ssembled your true na-
ture, masked your selfishness, lived a lie, and set me up for this 
final betrayal! How trusting, how foolish I must’ve seemed! Why 
d�dn’t I see through your v�c�ous masquerade? Was �t the bl�nd-
ness of mother love? a need to assume the best, out of fear of d�s-
cover�ng the worst? fall�ng prey to lonel�ness and desperate hope? 
And now I have to wonder what else you’ve been h�d�ng from 
me!” She laughed m�rthlessly. “Thank you—thank you, Anton, for 
finally opening my eyes. Yes, you’re very l�ke your father—�ndeed 
you are.”
 Anton found and clutched the doorknob. “For almost th�rty 
years I’ve prov�ded you a substant�al allowance,” he sa�d. “Month by 
month, t�ck tock l�ke a metronome—even though I knew Grandpa 
had left you and Aunt W�lma s�zable annu�t�es. And Clara—out 
of her teach�ng salary and concert fees—has never g�ven you less 
than two hundred a month. You’ve had �t pretty good. And you’ll 
keep hav�ng �t pretty good—espec�ally �f you keep on sav�ng your 
alum�num fo�l and str�ng.” Th�s last barb was qu�te uncalled for, 
and he felt a twinge of annoyance after flinging it; but god, she 
p�ssed h�m off.
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 Mrs. Farr�ngford sn�ffed haught�ly, extended her free hand 
in a graceful rolling motion, and snapped her fingers two inch-
es from his nose. He recoiled from the flash of her scarlet nails. 
“Leave Clara out of th�s!” she sa�d. “She’s always done everyth�ng 
she could; I’ve no compla�nts on that score. She’s been dut�ful, and 
loyal, affect�onate, and concerned w�th my welfare. None of th�s 
dupl�c�ty, th�s sneak�ng around wear�ng a false face, h�d�ng from 
me th�ngs I’ve every r�ght to know. She’s not a hypocr�te!”
 They became aware that the mus�c had ceased; that Clara, cra-
dling her flute, was coming toward them down the hall. She took 
charge of the sudden s�lence: “Shame on you both. Natter�ng at 
each other like spoiled fifth-graders! I’m trying to practice, and all 
I hear �s y�p! y�p! y�p! What’s with you two? Seems l�ke there’s a 
fight every time you get together.”
 “It’s not my w�sh,” sa�d Anton. “Not my do�ng.”
 “Don’t put the blame on me!” h�s mother cr�ed. “You’ve got 
someplace to escape to—your apartment �n Queens, and that 
B�dwell woman you’ve been l�v�ng w�th for over a year. Oh, yes! 
you’re surpr�sed I knew that, aren’t you? Hah! I know more about 
you than you th�nk, Anton! That woman �s more �mportant to you 
than I am. That’s clear. But I have no escape. I’m stuck here �n 
th�s gloomy house w�th taxes go�ng up, strange people begg�ng for 
handouts at every corner, and week by week the garbage p�l�ng 
deeper on the s�dewalks. I’m trapped, w�th barely enough to l�ve 
on. I can’t move to Queens!”
 Cr�mson w�th embarrassment that h�s mother had breached 
his wall of secrecy, mortified by her deigning to let him bask in 
delus�onal secur�ty by archly not tell�ng h�m she knew of Tw�la, 
Anton snatched open the door and stormed out onto the stoop. 
Th�s was worse—far worse—than her finding his condoms when 
he was s�xteen. Go�ng down the steps, he shouted, “For all I care, 
you can rent out the upsta�rs rooms!”
 Mrs. Farr�ngford slammed the door beh�nd h�m. “You see,” 
she sa�d to Clara, “that’s what I’ve had to put up w�th. F�rst he 
slashed my monthly allowance by forty per cent. Now he’s cut me 
off completely. For all my econom�es—and you know how hard I 
work at sav�ng money—I can hardly get by. What am I go�ng to 
do, Clara? I can’t take �n roomers. You’ve been generous over the 
years, and for that I’m grateful. But now I feel I’m at the br�nk. I 
suppose I could auct�on off your father’s manuscr�pts and memo-
rab�l�a. Maybe sell h�s p�ano. It’s old, but �t should br�ng some-
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th�ng.” She dabbed at her eyes w�th a Kleenex and stubbed out the 
nub of her c�garette.
 Clara patted her arm soothingly. “Don’t be hasty in making 
dec�s�ons, Mother, and don’t g�ve way to despa�r. I’ll talk to Anton 
and see what’s poss�ble. Have you thought about sell�ng th�s house 
and mov�ng �nto a ret�rement apartment—someth�ng smaller, 
more efficient, cheaper to maintain? Maybe it’s time to consider 
that opt�on. I don’t really th�nk Father’s p�ano would br�ng much 
money. It’s �n pretty bad shape.”
 “I don’t want to move �nto a ret�rement apartment!” sa�d Mrs. 
Farr�ngford. “Th�s �s my home.”
 “Anton and I w�ll talk, Mother. We’ll study all poss�b�l�t�es. 
Now, I’d l�ke to get back to pract�c�ng. G�ve me another half hour, 
and then I’ll make tuna sandw�ches for supper.”

 Tw�ce dur�ng the afternoon and once �n the early even�ng 
Trntl had called the Farr�ngford res�dence to learn �f the cadenza 
had arr�ved. The telephone rang and rang but nobody answered. 
F�nally she called Anton Farr�ngford, who �nformed her that the 
cadenza had not arr�ved. Frustrated, she d�d her laundry and her 
exerc�ses, watched TV, and went to bed.

Tuesday, March 17 

 At ten o’clock on Tuesday morn�ng, she called aga�n. Aga�n 
the phone rang and rang w�th no answer. Concerned for the 
Farr�ngfords’ safety, Trntl dec�ded to v�s�t the brownstone. She 
pulled Torvald from beh�nd a stack of reference books and togeth-
er they drove uptown.
 Mrs. Farr�ngford opened the front door as they cl�mbed the 
steps. “I saw you com�ng from the parlor w�ndow,” she sa�d.
 “I’ve been try�ng to call you,” sa�d Trntl. “But no one’s ever 
here.”
 “Oh, Clara and I have been here. Our phone’s on the bl�nk; 
we can’t hear �t r�ng, and we can’t call out. The phone company’s 
work�ng on �t.”
 “Your son told me the cadenza d�dn’t come yesterday,” Trntl 
sa�d.
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 “No, we’re hop�ng �t’ll come today. The ma�l del�very’s due any 
t�me now.”
 “Perhaps you’d let us wa�t?” Trntl sa�d.
 “Of course. Come �n.” Enter�ng, they were greeted by a lan-
guorous flute melody which Trntl recognized from one of her re-
cordings at home. Fauré? Debussy? Boehm? “Clara’s practicing in 
the stud�o,” sa�d Mrs. Farr�ngford. “Let me get her.” She hurr�ed 
to the back of the house. 
 Torvald went to the telephone, p�cked up the rece�ver, l�s-
tened, d�aled. “Couldn’t be deader.”
 “Yet the person call�ng �n hears the phone r�ng�ng,” sa�d Trntl. 
“I wonder �f we should check the w�res com�ng �nto the house.” 
Mrs. Farr�ngford and Clara were com�ng down the hall toward 
them. “Later,” sa�d Torvald.
  

 It had been a bad three days for V�ctor Zyzynsk�. When he’d 
boarded h�s jet on Sunday n�ght for the tr�p to New York, he’d been 
seeth�ng w�th frustrat�on and fury. Rosamond had not been found. 
She and McKay had van�shed utterly. Thwarted, b�tter, grouchy 
from lack of sleep, he’d wanted feroc�ously to k�ck ass. But after 
settl�ng h�s score w�th Abbott on Saturday n�ght, there’d been no 
ass to kick. Now, completely baffled in his hopes and forced by 
circumstance to quit the field, he’d felt his hostilities balloon be-
yond endurance, bu�ld�ng l�ke a head of steam that had no means 
of outlet or release.
 Zyzynsk� had spent the whole of h�s adult l�fe acqu�r�ng the 
resources and dev�s�ng the means to �nsure that he would never 
know frustration, humiliation, or defeat; would never find himself 
�n someone else’s power, or be perce�ved by others as less than 
omn�potent. But now, �n the space of a few hours, he’d been ma-
neuvered �nto a state of collapse on all these fronts by a conn�v�ng 
l�ttle tart who’d managed to worm through h�s defenses, sn�ff out 
h�s secrets, tr�ck h�m w�th l�es, wound h�m severely, and s�mply 
walk away.
 The keen hum�l�at�on he now felt was but a pale foretaste of 
what undoubtedly would come h�s way when her story c�rculated. 
In a s�ngle stroke, she had demol�shed the structure he’d so care-
fully and skillfully erected with fifty years’ unremitting labor and 
had rendered h�m helpless to control h�s own dest�ny. Events and 
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c�rcumstances were now proceed�ng �nexorably under the�r own 
power, and at the�r own pace, toward guessable but unth�nkable 
conclus�ons; and he was left powerless to forestall, or even m�t�-
gate, whatever m�ght occur.
 Well, at least he’d retr�eve the cadenza. It was r�ghtfully h�s, 
and he was damn well go�ng to have �t back. Unable to s�t �nact�ve, 
swelled up w�th anger and the need to exact revenge and pun�sh-
ment, he’d dec�ded to take the �n�t�at�ve and come h�mself to �n-
tercept the ma�l. S�nce the cadenza hadn’t arr�ved on Monday, �t 
would probably come the day after. Consequently, Tuesday found 
h�m hunkered down �n h�s l�mous�ne across from the Farr�ngford 
house, l�ke a sp�der wa�t�ng for �ts prey. Unshaved s�nce sl�c�ng 
h�mself on Saturday, unbathed s�nce Sunday n�ght, he now sat 
sweaty and r�pe �n the rumpled clothes he’d worn s�nce Monday 
morning. Determined to begin his vigil early, and so angry, agi-
tated, and depressed that he felt no hunger, Zyzynsk� had sk�pped 
breakfast. But at n�ne th�rty, hunger struck, and Ch�p was sent to 
find a grocery store and bring back food.
 Thus, Zyzynsk�’s breakfast was an �mprov�sed (and messy) af-
fa�r: two bananas, four t�ns of sard�nes—two �n o�l and two �n mus-
tard sauce—a carton of soda crackers, and coffee from a vend�ng 
mach�ne. Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p ate doughnuts, beef jerky, and 
yogurt, a comb�nat�on wh�ch Zyzynsk� found loathsome. F�nally, 
having eaten, Zyzynski was just fixing himself a whiskey sour from 
the �nbu�lt bar when Jerry wh�spered “Look! It’s Trntl and that 
Gr�msson guy com�ng to the house.”
 They watched as Mrs. Farr�ngford talked to her v�s�tors and 
then �nv�ted them �n. “Okay,” sa�d Marco. “How does th�s change 
th�ngs?”
 “It means we can’t go �ns�de after the ma�l’s del�vered,” sa�d 
Jerry. “The old lady would’ve been a pushover, but that Torvald 
guy, he’s mean.”
 “And Trntl knows me,” sa�d Marco. “Even the phone company 
un�form wouldn’t fool her.”
 “Then we’ve got to knock over the postman before he gets to 
the mail slot,” said Chip. Jerry began fingering his billiard ball and 
sock.
 “On the street?” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “W�th all these people? You’re 
be�ng stup�d. Even �f we got the cadenza, somebody would take 
down our l�cense number as we drove away. And that would br�ng 
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on the Feds �n ways I can’t afford r�ght now. No, you have to go 
�n.”
 Ch�p sa�d, “I don’t th�nk Trntl would recogn�ze me. What �f I 
go �n the front, and Marco and Jerry go �n the back?”
 “A p�ncer movement,” sa�d Jerry. “Yeah, I l�ke that.”
 “Look,” sa�d Marco. “Here comes the ma�lman. R�ght on 
t�me.”  
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Chapter  41
March 17, 1981      (Tuesday)            

 “Wh�le we’re wa�t�ng,” sa�d Clara,”would you l�ke to see 
Father’s stud�o?”
 “Love to,” sa�d Trntl, and she and Torvald followed Clara down 
the long hall. The room was bright with reflected sunlight stream-
ing through the windows. Clara pointed with her flute: “There on 
the back wall are all the ed�t�ons of h�s works . . .”

 In the parlor, Mrs. Farr�ngford stood �n the bay w�ndow 
watch�ng for the ma�lman. Yes, there he was, three doors down. 
She hurr�ed back to the front hall and wa�ted at the ma�l slot.

 In the�r gray un�forms, Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p emerged from 
the l�mous�ne; and wh�le the ma�lman cl�mbed the Farr�ngford 
steps, Jerry and Marco casually crossed the street to the areaway 
that led to the back of the house. Follow�ng the ma�lman, Ch�p saw 
h�m push the del�very through the slot, and nodded pleasantly to 
h�m as he passed back down the steps to the s�dewalk.

 Hold�ng her breath, Mrs. Farr�ngford gathered up each �tem 
of ma�l as �t came sl�d�ng through the slot. Yes! a large brown en-
velope postmarked Chr�st�ansted! She rushed �nto the parlor and 
closed the door.

 Clara was say�ng, “And these are record�ngs of Father’s works 
by var�ous art�sts. Most of the albums are s�gned by the perform-
ers. Feel free to look at them. It’s qu�te a collect�on of autographs.” 
Loud knock�ng at the front door. “It’s all r�ght,” she sa�d. “Mother 
w�ll get �t. Here, you see: George Gershw�n, and Ed�th Bascomb, 
Fr�tz Kre�sler, and Arturo Toscan�n�, Rachman�noff, and Syb�l 
Greene—” She paused. “No, Mother’s not answer�ng the door. 
Excuse me.” She hurr�ed out, leav�ng Trntl and Torvald frant�-
cally try�ng to reshelve the heavy record albums �nto the�r proper 
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spaces. “Look!” sa�d Torvald, po�nt�ng out the rear w�ndow. Trntl 
peered out and down. Directly below, the tops of two visored gray 
caps were bobb�ng toward the back door.
 “We’d better see what they’re up to,” sa�d Trntl. Re-enter�ng 
the hall, they saw a young man �n a gray un�form and v�sored cap 
speak�ng w�th Clara just �ns�de the front door. He was clearly look-
�ng past her, �mpat�ently scann�ng the room as she talked. “I’ll see 
what’s do�ng at the back of the house,” Trntl sa�d to Torvald. “You 
deal w�th th�s one.”
 “We th�nk we’ve solved the problem,” Ch�p was say�ng, “but 
I need to check your phone.” Where the hell was the mail? He’d 
seen the postman just now sl�de at least e�ght �tems through the 
slot, one of them a brown man�la envelope. Stepp�ng toward the 
phone, he saw Trntl duck through a doorway beh�nd the sta�rs. 
Well, he’d s�mply have to stall t�ll Marco and Jerry jo�ned h�m. 
Sh�t, why wasn’t the V�k�ng go�ng w�th Trntl? Ch�p p�cked up the 
phone, l�stened, then worked the d�al.
 “Well?” sa�d Clara.
 “St�ll dead, I’m afra�d.”
 The V�k�ng sa�d, “Let me try �t.” Ch�p handed h�m the rece�ver. 
Torvald l�stened. “It’s not work�ng. Are you a repa�r man?”
 “That’s r�ght.”
 “Where are your tools?”
 Ch�p gr�nned nervously. “Out �n the truck.”
 “Better get ’em,” sa�d Torvald. “You’ve got some repa�r�ng to 
do. I’ll go w�th you.” He strode past Ch�p and opened the outer 
door for h�m.
 Having no choice, Chip moved toward it. Damn! Where were 
Marco and Jerry?
 On the stoop, Torvald closed the door beh�nd them and looked 
up and down the street. “Well, where’s the truck?”
 “Just down the block,” sa�d Ch�p.
 Torvald sa�d, “I’ll wa�t for you here.”
 Ch�p trotted down the steps and started west along the s�de-
walk, not glanc�ng at the l�mous�ne parked across the street. He 
d�dn’t even want to guess what Zyzynsk� must be th�nk�ng.

 Clara opened the parlor door. “Oh there you are, Mother. The 
repa�rman says the phone’s still not work�ng.” Mrs. Farr�ngford 
was standing near the fireplace, where leaping flames licked hun-
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grily at the logs. On the floor beside her, a pile of envelopes. “Oh! 
the mail’s here. Did the cadenza come?”
 Toss�ng as�de a brown envelope r�pped lengthw�se open, her 
mother dropped a thin stack of papers into the fire. As they fell, 
Clara gl�mpsed mus�c sheets dark w�th densely �nked notes.
 Then—unaware of cross�ng the room—Clara was kneel�ng on 
the hearth, bare hands scrabbl�ng at the blaz�ng logs to save the 
mus�c, her mother  clutch�ng her shoulders to yank her backwards, 
and fa�l�ng that, throw�ng her full body we�ght to slam her s�de-
ways; but—still frantically plucking sheets from the flames—Clara 
tw�sted her body and shoved back w�th her shoulder, ma�nta�n�ng 
her ground, her Mother grasp�ng to p�n�on her arms, scarlet na�ls 
digging in like talons, but Clara, successfully fighting her off, kept 
grabbing and snatching till—finally—ah! all of the papers were 
safely out, with only five barely singed at the edges. 
 Clutch�ng them to her chest and heav�ng a bottomless s�gh, 
Clara struggled upright, backed quickly away from the fire, her 
fingers painfully scorched, and stared down at the figure collapsed 
on the hearth. 
 “Oh, Mother, how could you? Why would you want to burn 
Father’s cadenza?”
 Mrs. Farr�ngford hauled herself to her feet, breathless, greatly 
shaken, her body tensed as though she st�ll �ntended to wrest the 
papers from her daughter’s grasp. But, see�ng Clara’s t�ght mouth 
and feroc�ous eyes, she gave �t up and sank onto the sofa. Her 
face, crumpled �n upon �tself, was half h�dden by hang�ng strands 
of ha�r. Through clenched teeth, she h�ssed “Why? Why do you 
think? To pay h�m back!” And then, her b�tterness sp�ll�ng forth 
as from an overturned bas�n: “He thought he was so clever! That I 
was bl�nd and stup�d. Would he ever play the cadenza for me?—oh 
no! he reserved �t for her! He d�dn’t th�nk I knew what was go�ng 
on for all those years. Well, I had eyes and ears. I had fr�ends.”
 “What are you talk�ng about?” Clara cr�ed.
 Mrs. Farringford’s eyes sparked and glittered in the firelight. 
“That Sternberg b�tch! She was the favored one. She got all your 
father’s attention. All the overflow of his creative energy—every-
th�ng that should’ve been m�ne. The cadenza was hers! He wrote �t 
for her! with her! Can’t you see them?—he play�ng �t for her, leer-
�ng and sm�rk�ng, and she, breathless w�th ecstasy, strok�ng h�m, 
mak�ng suggest�ons—taking my place! God, how I hated them 
and the�r goddam love-ch�ld!
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 “And how I rejoiced when �t d�sappeared! Yet for twenty 
years—twenty!—I l�ved �n terror that �t would come to l�ght and 
be publ�shed—be played!—and the whole world would get to en-
joy the fru�ts of your father’s betrayal, and applaud my hum�l�a-
t�on! But as the years went by, the fear gradually faded, and, l�ke a 
fool, I came to assume the threat was past. When the manuscr�pt 
turned up �n Balt�more, the shock nearly k�lled me.   
 “Then, when �t was stolen from Pett�grew, I prayed that the 
th�eves would destroy �t. When �t was offered for ransom, I prayed 
that Dinch would never get it back. And then, a miracle! It’s deliv-
ered to me �n the ma�l!” She looked at her daughter over the back 
of the couch. “G�ve �t to me, Clara. Now. It’s m�ne. I have a right to 
burn �t.” Her na�ls stretched upward, grop�ng.
 Utterly dumbfounded, Clara backed away. “Mother, you hor-
rify me!” She seized her flute and ran from the room. In the hall, 
she heard a thunder�ng crash from the k�tchen.

 Trusting her instincts to bring her to the back of the house, 
Trntl had dashed from the rear of the hallway through a small 
sunroom, past a narrow flight of back stairs rising up into dark-
ness, and into the kitchen. Through the w�ndow �n the back door 
she recogn�zed one of the two men com�ng up the steps: her old 
fr�end from Balt�more—Trenchcoat, whom she’d taken to Poe’s 
grave and Druid Hill Park. She shot the deadbolt and wedged a 
small serv�ng table beneath the knob. But, s�multaneously recog-
n�z�ng her, the men charged, the�r comb�ned we�ght explod�ng the 
bolt from the frame, and the door �nward.
 Know�ng that Trntl and Torvald were �n the house, they’d 
come prepared for a fight—Marco with a long, flexible blackjack 
encased �n leather and strapped to h�s wr�st; Jerry w�th h�s b�ll�ard 
ball t�ed �nto the toe of a long black stock�ng. In the br�ef but nasty 
sk�rm�sh that ensued, Trntl had to make do w�th whatever came 
to hand. First, a canister of flour, the contents flung into Marco’s 
face. Next, a breadbox and a pepperm�ll a�med at Jerry’s head. 
He ducked them w�th ease and cont�nued stalk�ng her, smoothly, 
eyes fixed like a panther’s, swinging his stocking in snapping swift 
c�rcles.
 He lunged. Trntl leaped backward, the toe of the sock wh�z-
z�ng past her nose. She snatched up a broom that stood aga�nst the 
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wall; and, hold�ng �t before her l�ke a quarterstaff, edged toward 
the sunroom door.  White with flour, half-blinded, still coughing 
and chok�ng, Marco lurched �nto her path, block�ng her ex�t, and 
she found herself suddenly cornered bes�de a tall glass-fronted 
ch�na cab�net. 
 Aga�n Jerry swung the sock. Trntl ra�sed the broomst�ck to 
meet �t—and the we�ghted stock�ng wrapped around �t �n a t�ght 
co�l. Abruptly, she was face to face w�th Jerry, who grabbed at her 
throat w�th h�s free hand. She doubled h�m up w�th a knee to the 
gro�n; and w�th the broom between them, they both swung around 
and slammed hard aga�nst the front of the ch�na cab�net—wh�ch, 
w�th a shatter�ng of glass, rocked back aga�nst the wall and then 
bounced forward.
 Lengthw�se �t fell across the k�tchen, buckl�ng at the m�dpo�nt 
as the top smashed �nto the oppos�te wall; the doors popped open, 
and a huge d�nner serv�ce of bone-wh�te ch�na cascaded onto the 
hardwood floor. Twisting away from the path of the fall, Marco 
wrenched h�s knee; Jerry, closer �n, was struck �n the face by a 
soup tureen; and Trntl fell pa�nfully aga�nst a corner of the large 
butcher’s block that stood �n the center of the room. The crash left 
them stunned. Trntl scrambled past Marco and stumbled across 
the sunroom into the hall. Clara was staring at her from the front 
entryway.

 “They’re after the cadenza!” Trntl shouted. “Get the pol�ce!” 
Marco’s fingers raked her shoulder. She spun around, kicked him 
�n the kneecap, and darted up the narrow backsta�rs �mmed�ately 
to her r�ght. As she reached the top, footsteps were thudd�ng up 
beh�nd her �n hot pursu�t.
 Clara made a qu�ck dec�s�on. She stepped back �nto the par-
lor and closed the door. Where could she h�de the cadenza? Her 
mother was slumped on the sofa staring into the fire. Not this 
room, clearly. Ah, of course! She set down her flute, took the 
twelve sheets of manuscr�pt and stacked them neatly. Then, do-
ing her best to ignore the pain in her singed fingers, she rolled the 
papers into a tight cylinder which she slid into the flute, pushing 
them as far �nto the tube, and as far away from the end, as pos-
sible. Satisfied that they were effectively hidden, she opened the 
door and stepped �nto the entrance hall to get her coat. From up-
sta�rs she could hear runn�ng footsteps and slamm�ng doors.
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 She hurr�ed onto the stoop and called to Torvald who was 
standing on the sidewalk: “Miss Trntl’s on the second floor and 
needs help. Someone’s chas�ng her—she says they’re after the ca-
denza. I’m go�ng for the pol�ce.”
 Torvald bolted up the steps and �nto the house. Clara ran down 
to the sidewalk and—holding the flute in the crook of her arm—be-
gan jogg�ng west, toward Central Park. She’d gone less than a hun-
dred feet when she saw runn�ng toward her the telephone man 
whom Torvald had escorted from the house. One of Them! She 
shunted �nto the areaway between two bu�ld�ngs, ran to the back 
alley, and followed �t east to the end of the block. No one seemed 
to be chas�ng her. At the cross-street she turned south, and, half 
walk�ng, half trott�ng, covered another block, then turned east 
once aga�n. She slowed now to a rap�d walk, cont�nually look�ng 
over her shoulder for s�gns of pursu�t. She’d seen no pol�ce at all.
 At curbs�de, garbage l�ned the s�dewalks—bulg�ng plast�c 
bags, cardboard boxes filled to overflowing, great ever-present 
heaps of refuse, day �n, day out awa�t�ng p�ckup. And sure enough, 
occas�onally at cross-streets she could see �n the d�stance garbage 
trucks  do�ng the�r job—great yawn�ng mouths �nto wh�ch, at each 
stop, trash was ho�sted and shoveled—halt�ng only long enough 
to engorge the�r loads, then, gr�nd�ng the�r gears and spew-
�ng nox�ous fumes, mov�ng on to the next stop. The people she 
passed—young women �n slacks and car-coats, panhandlers, well-
dressed matrons w�th shopp�ng bags, w�nos lurk�ng �n doorways, 
young men �n three-p�ece su�ts w�th br�efcases, teenagers sport�ng 
b�zarre ha�rdos—all of them �ntent on the�r own l�ves—gave her 
hardly a glance. 
 By now she was tired; though the pain in her fingers had abat-
ed somewhat, her bra�n felt numb; she needed coffee. But she’d 
left the house w�thout money. Well, she’d walk to the apartment of 
her fr�end Mel�nda, less than a m�le now, and call the pol�ce from 
there.

 Pursued up the backstairs to the second floor, Trntl had raced 
toward the front of the house to descend by the front sta�rcase. 
But Marco, sw�ng�ng h�s blackjack, was com�ng up those steps, 
his dark hair matted white with flour, his eyes as steady as a 
cobra’s. W�th Jerry on her heels, Trntl ducked �nto a s�de room, 
rushed through a commun�cat�ng door to the room beh�nd, even 
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as Jerry came barg�ng through the hall door she’d entered by. She 
slammed th�s connect�ng door, turned the key �n the lock, and left 
the room through its door open�ng onto the hall. Marco, hav�ng 
just reached the top of the sta�rs, shouted “Get her, Jerry. She has 
the cadenza!”
 As Trntl descended the backsta�rs, she could hear Jerry r�ght 
beh�nd her. From the sunroom she saw Marco runn�ng toward her 
along the downsta�rs hall. In a matter of seconds, Jerry would ex�t 
the backsta�rs beh�nd her. To avo�d be�ng sandw�ched between the 
two of them, Trntl leaped �nto the k�tchen, th�nk�ng to escape by 
the back door. F�nd�ng her way blocked by the fallen ch�na cab�net 
and the mound of broken d�shes, she turned �n desperat�on, saw 
another door �n the s�de wall, opened �t, and rushed through.
 Oh sh�t. It was a closed pantry d�mly l�t by one small w�ndow 
h�gh on the outs�de wall. It conta�ned shelves along the walls and a 
s�ngle naked l�ghtbulb act�vated w�th a pull cha�n. She’d slammed 
the door beh�nd her to h�nder pursu�t. Through the th�ck pan-
els, she heard Jerry shout “Gotcha!”, and the cl�ck of a key tum-
bl�ng the lock. She turned on the l�ght. There was no way out. The 
shelves were filled with canned goods, detergents, floor wax, piles 
of neatly folded grocery bags, tall stacks and bundles of wr�nkly 
alum�num fo�l, and seven great balls of str�ng.
 “Now,” sa�d Jerry through the door. “Where’s the cadenza?”
 “How should I know?” Trntl snapped. “I don’t have �t. You 
guys took it from me in Baltimore. Don’t you remember?”
 “Marco says you have �t.”
 “Marco’s wrong.”
 “We can always unlock the door and see �f you do.”
 “That would be a m�stake,” sa�d Trntl. “I have weapons �n here 
you wouldn’t bel�eve.”
 “You’re bluffing,” said Jerry. But he didn’t unlock the door.

 Torvald, hear�ng the thump of runn�ng feet �n the upsta�rs 
hallway, had charged up the front sta�rcase to a�d Trntl. S�x steps 
from the top, he met Marco plung�ng down. W�th prec�se a�m, 
Marco struck w�th the blackjack, bash�ng Torvald on the top of 
the head as he rushed past h�m. Torvald gave a groan and went 
kabump�ng down the sta�rs.

 Trntl was dec�d�ng what her weapons would be �f Jerry did 
unlock the door. There was a mop she could use as she had the 
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broom. She could always throw canned goods, and there was a 
squ�rt bottle of ammon�a-based glass cleaner. Then—
 Marco’s vo�ce: “I just knocked out that Gr�msson guy. Hey, 
Ch�p just came �n.”
 Jerry: “Ch�p, stay at the front of the house and hunt for the 
ma�l.”
 Marco: “Didn’t you get the cadenza from Trntl?”
 Jerry: “She’s locked �n the closet. Says she doesn’t have �t.”
 Marco: “Well, we can’t just stand here. The Ch�ef’s wa�t�ng.”

 Ch�p, hav�ng found no ev�dence of the ma�l del�very �n the 
front hall, entered the parlor, where he found a cozy blaze �n the 
fireplace, old lady Farringford flopped on the sofa, and a pile of 
envelopes on the floor. One of them was large and postmarked the 
V�rg�n Islands. But the envelope was torn and empty. He turned 
to the woman and roughly jostled her shoulder. “Where’s the ca-
denza?”
 She d�dn’t look at h�m, seemed almost unaware of h�s pres-
ence. “Clara took �t.”
 Clara: the m�ddle-aged woman he’d talked to earl�er—who’d 
come onto the sidewalk carrying a flute. Who’d ducked between 
two bu�ld�ngs and d�sappeared as he was com�ng back to help 
Marco and Jerry.
 Ch�p ran from the room and shouted down the hall to the 
k�tchen, “Come on, guys! The cadenza’s gett�ng away!”
 
 Trntl heard the key pulled from the lock. Then runn�ng foot-
steps toward the front of the house. A door slamm�ng. Then noth-
�ng. She began mak�ng her own no�se.

 Torvald, com�ng to h�s senses at the foot of the front sta�rs, 
g�ngerly touched the spongy lump on the crown of h�s head and 
gr�maced w�th pa�n. He gradually became aware of someone 
pounding on a door. A muffled voice—Trntl’s—raised in angry im-
pat�ence: “Help! Get me out of here!” Out of where? He cl�mbed 
to h�s feet and tottered �nto the k�tchen. My god, what a mess of 
broken ch�na! And there: the door beh�nd wh�ch Trntl was yell�ng. 
Locked, of course. “They seem to be gone, Trntl,” he sa�d through 
the panels. “There’s no key on th�s s�de.”
 “Well, there �sn’t one on this s�de, e�ther, as you may have 
guessed.”
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 “I’ll find Mrs. Farringford and see if there’s a spare.”
 “I take �t the cadenza did come �n the ma�l?” Trntl sa�d test�ly. 
“I certa�nly haven’t seen �t.”
 “I don’t know. I’ve been confused s�nce we came.”
 “Get me out of here,” sa�d Trntl, “and we can be confused to-
gether.”
  
 When Marco, Jerry, and Ch�p p�led �nto the l�mous�ne, 
Zyzynski cried: “Did you get it? What the hell was going on in 
there? Why d�d Clara Farr�ngford come out?”
 “She has the cadenza!” Ch�p sa�d.
 “Clara? Drive, Marco! we’ve got to find her!”
 “Wh�ch way d�d she go?” Marco asked.
 “Between those bu�ld�ngs,” sa�d Ch�p.
 “There’s an alley at the rear,” Jerry sa�d.
 Marco had already started down the street.
 “She was dressed �n navy blue slacks and a l�ght-blue sweat-
er,” Ch�p told h�m. “She has k�nda redd�sh ha�r.”
 They’d turned the corner. Zyzynsk� opened a compartment 
and drew out two pa�rs of b�noculars, hand�ng one to Jerry, one 
to Ch�p. North. South. Noth�ng. “Go east,” sa�d Zyzynsk�, and 
Marco turned �nto the cross-street. The search cont�nued, east 
and south.
 Wh�le wa�t�ng �n the car, Zyzynsk� had unbuttoned h�s vest, 
loosened h�s t�e, and removed h�s shoes. H�s th�ck neck and wh�s-
kery ch�ns had rubbed a greasy yellow r�ng all round h�s collar. 
His fingernails were bitten short, and he was quite unaware of 
the dribbled fish oil on his vest, the mustard smears on his right 
sleeve and left lapel, the urine stains around his fly. The ashtray 
was filled with half-smoked cigars whose stench was overpower-
�ng. “May I?” sa�d Ch�p, and, w�thout wa�t�ng for a reply, empt�ed 
the ashtray out the w�ndow. Zyzynsk� seemed not to not�ce; w�th 
h�s mouth dropped open, he was scann�ng the s�dewalks w�th the 
concentrat�on of a hunt�ng ferret.
 “Wh�ch way?” sa�d Marco. “North or south?”
 “South,” sa�d Zyzynsk�
 Cr�sscross. East, West. Scan. Scan. “Goddamned one-way 
streets!” Zyzynsk� h�ssed.
 “There!” shouted Jerry, d�rect�ng Ch�p’s b�noculars. “Yep,” 
sa�d Ch�p. “That’s her.”
 “All r�ght then,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. “Take her.”



5�9

 Despite the cool air, Clara had worked up a sweat. She’d just 
transferred her flute to her right hand when, with a screech of 
brakes, a long dark car pulled up bes�de her. The doors swung 
open and two men �n gray jumped out, leaped through and over 
the garbage piled at the curb and seized her even as she flexed to 
run. As they muscled her across the s�dewalk toward the car, Clara 
screamed “Help! Murder!”, k�ck�ng at them, thrash�ng w�th her 
arms. Her foot, lock�ng beh�nd the taller man’s ankle, tr�pped h�m, 
and all three of them went down onto the fat garbage bags, the 
rotten fru�t, damp cardboard, and broken crates. Though Clara 
fought valiantly, the two men finally wrestled her to her feet and 
tumbled her �nto the back seat of the l�mous�ne. They slammed 
the doors, and the car swiftly moved off into traffic. Six, seven peo-
ple had watched the snatch w�th vary�ng degrees of cur�os�ty and 
�nterest, but when the car had gone and there was noth�ng more to 
see, they went on about the�r bus�ness.

 Zyzynski looked down at Clara on the floor of the car. “Give 
me the cadenza,” he commanded.
 “I don’t have �t,” Clara sa�d, struggl�ng to rega�n her breath.
 “Your mother sa�d you took �t. Now g�ve �t here. It’s m�ne. I 
want �t now!”
 “I tell you, I don’t have �t!”
 “Pull over, Marco. Jerry, come back and jo�n us.” The car 
pulled over, Jerry got �nto the back, and the car resumed �ts a�m-
less cru�s�ng.
 “Th�s �s your last chance,” Zyzynsk� sa�d. “I’m not a pat�ent 
man. G�ve me the cadenza, and we’ll let you out.”
 Clara was try�ng to adjust her glasses to s�t comfortably on her 
nose. The frames had been bent �n the struggle, but at least she 
st�ll had both lenses. “For the last t�me,” she sa�d t�redly, “I don’t 
have �t.”
 Zyzynsk� s�ghed, took out a fresh c�gar. “Jerry, Ch�p, take off 
her clothes.”
 Jerry held her arms; Ch�p began unbutton�ng her sweater. 
“No!” Clara cried, trying to twist away from his fingers. “I had the 
cadenza when I left the house, but I don’t anymore! It’s rolled up 
in my flute!”
 Zyzynski dropped his cigar. “And where’s the flute?” Eyes 
w�de w�th terror.
 “I dropped �t when your bully boys grabbed me.”
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 “Oh my god!” Zyzynsk� shr�eked. “Marco! Turn around, get 
back to where we p�cked her up!”
 Around the block they went, the traffic lights against them. 
There were agon�z�ng wa�ts. Zyzynsk� sat r�g�d, star�ng out the 
w�ndow, clutch�ng h�s knees and mak�ng l�ttle grunt�ng sounds. 
Jerry and Chip continued holding Clara to the floor.
 F�nally, the car slowed aga�nst the curb and came to a stop. 
“Th�s �s where we caught her,” Marco sa�d. “Out, Ch�p,” sa�d 
Zyzynski. “Find the flute.”
 After a diligent search, Chip leaned in to report. “No flute, 
Ch�ef. S�dewalk’s clean. They’ve even p�cked up the garbage.”
 For five seconds, dead silence: then Zyzynski yelled “Find the 
garbage truck!” Ch�p barely had t�me to scramble �n before the car 
leaped away from the curb.
 Marco followed the cleaned s�dewalk for three blocks. They saw 
no truck ahead of them. Scann�ng down a cross-street, Zyzynsk� 
cr�ed, “There �t �s!” The car sk�dded to a halt. Two blocks away, a 
truck was starting up after a stop, its gaping maw filled with re-
fuse, a str�p of newspr�nt protrud�ng l�ke a tongue. Zyzynsk� cr�ed 
“After �t!”, as the truck stopped aga�n.
 “Ch�ef, I th�nk that one’s on a d�fferent route,” sa�d Jerry. “It 
hasn’t been on th�s street. There’s lots of routes.”
 “Lots of trucks,” sa�d Ch�p.
 “Well, Godammit, one of them has the flute!” said Zyzynski. 
“And we’re damn well going to find it! Drive, Marco.”
 “Wait!” Clara cried from the floor. “You don’t need me any-
more. Please let me out.”
 “Shut up,” sa�d Zyzynsk�. 
 The car cont�nued as before, parallel�ng the cleaned curb. But 
abruptly �n the m�ddle of a block, garbage aga�n lay heaped and 
p�led. “What happened?” Zyzynsk� cr�ed.
 “The truck’s full,” sa�d Marco. “They’ve prob’ly gone off to 
dump �t.”
 Jerry tra�ned h�s b�noculars on the street. “There’s a truck four 
blocks ahead moving with the flow.”
 “That’s the one!” cr�ed Zyzynsk�. “Catch �t, Marco.”
 But traffic was getting heavier, and Marco found it difficult to 
ma�nta�n speed. “Faster!” Zyzynsk� sa�d. “It’s up there! I see �t!”
  Jerry sa�d, “It’s go�ng to cross the br�dge,”.
 “Then we cross the br�dge,” sa�d Zyzynsk�.
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 Lots of veh�cles crossed the br�dge—�nclud�ng three add�t�onal 
garbage trucks that had converged at the br�dge access. Jerry was 
able to keep the truck they were pursu�ng �n v�ew; but dur�ng a 
momentary slowdown �n the�r lane, two of the other trucks passed 
them—nearly �dent�cal �n appearance to the one they followed. 
Chew�ng an unl�t c�gar, Zyzynsk� was mak�ng an awkward fumble 
of putt�ng on h�s shoes.
 Traffic was only a little less hectic in Queens. As their lane 
slowed again, the third truck passed them. But finally Jerry said, 
“Our truck’s turn�ng off!”
 So were the others. The l�mous�ne followed them �nto a s�de 
road wh�ch, sk�rt�ng water through scrubby �ndustr�al wasteland, 
led them onto a huge landfill that reared like a barren headland 
above the bay. Here, undulat�ng h�lls of garbage, heaped moun-
ta�ns of trash were be�ng worked and moved about, compacted 
and smoothed by great earth-mov�ng mach�nes.  Here and there 
columns of smoke rose smudge-l�ke from the smolder�ng refuse. 
Clouds of seagulls wheeled and d�pped w�th raucous cr�es. 
 The truck they’d been following and five more besides were 
mov�ng out onto the headland to d�sgorge the�r loads. Four empty 
trucks were leav�ng, and st�ll others were freshly arr�v�ng from the 
c�ty.
 “Stop the car!” Zyzynski flung open his door and lurched onto 
the road. As he ran toward the truck they’d been follow�ng, he bel-
lowed over h�s shoulder, “Hurry, hurry!” Jerry and Ch�p followed 
him onto the landfill. Marco set the brake, and without even a 
glance at Clara, dashed after them.
 Running was difficult. The landfill surface was uneven, decep-
t�ve. Somet�mes soft and spongy; somet�mes sl�ppery w�th puck-
ered sl�me; somet�mes th�nly crusted, conceal�ng th�ngs that col-
lapsed or rolled s�deways underfoot. Co�led bedspr�ngs clutched 
at their ankles. Streamers of shredded office work wrapped about 
the�r legs. And all the wh�le, newspapers and bread wrappers, 
wh�pp�ng �n the breeze, danced toward them across the desola-
t�on. The smoke plumes r�s�ng about them were l�ke fumeroles 
vent�ng from the plugged throat of a qu�escent but waken�ng vol-
cano. And everywhere, hundreds, thousands of gulls flapped and 
soared, c�rcled and d�ved, screamed and nattered. 
 At the truck Jerry had identified as “theirs”, Zyzynski scram-
bled up to the cab just as the dr�ver was start�ng h�s dump: “Wa�t! 
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Stop!” he shouted. The dr�ver looked down �n surpr�se. “We’re 
hunting a flute! It’s in your truck!”
 The dr�ver stared at h�m �ncredulously. “What the hell—! A 
flute? You’ve got to be k�dd�ng!”
 Jerry asked, “Weren’t you collect�ng on the East S�de?” 
 The dr�ver laughed. “Naw. I been �n T�mes Square.”
 “Then wh�ch of these trucks was on the East S�de?” Zyzynsk� 
shouted.
 “Beats me,” sa�d the dr�ver, and proceeded to dump.
 Zyzynsk� dashed to the back of the truck, dropped to h�s knees, 
and began d�gg�ng through the garbage. “Hurry, hurry!” he cr�ed 
to Marco and Ch�p, and they too knelt to rummage through the 
trash. Jerry ran to the next nearest truck to �nqu�re where it had 
been collect�ng . . .
 Clara Farr�ngford crept from the l�mous�ne, and keep�ng the 
car between her abductors and herself, bent low and ran back 
along the road to the landfill entrance. Here she flagged a depart-
�ng truck. To the dr�ver she sa�d, “Those men �n the car tr�ed to 
kidnap me. Do you have a radio? Can you call the police?” The 
dr�ver looked her up and down; then, star�ng past the d�stant l�m-
ous�ne, stud�ed the four men who were scrambl�ng over and wad-
�ng knee-deep through heaps of garbage.
 “What are they do�ng?” he asked.
 “They’re hunting a flute. Please, can you call the police?”
 “Sure,” he said. “And hey,  I’m heading back to Manhattan. Do 
you want a r�de?”

 In the smoke and stench, hands raw from d�gg�ng, Zyzynsk� 
runs from truck to truck, from heap to heap, paw�ng through wads 
of �nsulat�on, cat-pan l�tter, grapefru�t r�nds, gnawed pork chop 
bones; dropp�ng on h�s knees to scrut�n�ze a length of p�pe or peer 
beneath a toilet seat; fighting off the snags of tangled baling wire; 
plung�ng ankle-deep �n boggy squ�sh. 
 Trucks depart, new trucks arr�ve. Nearby, a bulldozer moves 
method�cally back and forth, sh�ft�ng the mounds and level�ng the 
surface. Zyzynsk� shouts to the dr�ver, “Stop do�ng that! You’re 
cover�ng th�ngs up!” The eng�ne roars, the blade keeps push�ng. 
Zyzynski shakes his fist: “You’ve got to stop!” 
 The driver gives him the finger. Shouts back: “Get the hell 
outta here! You’re �n my way.”



5�3

  “Who owns this landfill?” Zyzynski yells. “I’ll buy it!” The 
gulls shriek back at him. “Do you hear me? I’ve got the money! I’ll 
buy the whole dump!”

 Let’s step back a b�t �n t�me. Clara Farr�ngford has just been 
pulled �nto Zyzynsk�’s car. Garbage st�ll l�nes the street. Not two 
m�nutes after the l�mous�ne has dr�ven off, a wh�te-ha�red man 
with threadbare clothes comes shuffling along the curb, taking 
stock of th�ngs before the garbage truck arr�ves. It’s only half a 
block beh�nd h�m. Today has not been fru�tful, but he knows from 
long exper�ence that pat�ence �s rewarded. What’s that? Between 
two plastic bags, a silver gleam. O my! Well, well. A flute!
 In good shape, too. Just one small dent. He brushes �t off, and, 
clutch�ng �t close, goes qu�ckly to a pawnshop that he knows three 
blocks away.
 “It belonged to my Uncle Max,” he tells the broker. “It means 
a lot to me.”
 The broker looks �t over. “Where’s the case?”
 “There ain’t no case. There’s just the flute.”
 “No case, a good-s�zed dent. Three dollars.”
 “Can’t you make �t four? It’s not that b�g a dent. My Uncle 
Max—”
 “Three. It’s not worth four.”
 And three �t �s. Carefully the seller folds the money �nto h�s 
shoe and h�ts the street.
 The pawnbroker takes the flute to the front of the shop and 
puts it in his window with the other five—all of which have cases.
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