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Preface
The story that follows is totally fictitious. It is a story, nothing more and nothing less. All places and persons included in the story are totally imaginary, and any similarity to actual persons alive or dead, is totally co-incidental, and unintentional. 
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Candyman - noun
a person who sells or supplies illegal drugs
Dictionary.com's 21st Century Lexicon
Copyright © 2003-2014 Dictionary.com, LLC
* * *
The term The Candy Man –is a
noun phrase meaning:
A narcotics supplier; a pusher; a peddler (1960s Narcotics)
-
The Dictionary of American Slang, Fourth Edition by
Barbara Ann Kipfer, PhD. and Robert L. Chapman, Ph.D.
Copyright (C) 2007 by HarperCollins Publishers.
 



Chapter One
Jerry’s Bar
 
I’m just sitting here at my desk, in my office, wondering how I ever got into this situation anyway, ‘the how and the why?’ You know. As for ‘the who’, well I know the answer to that question well enough.
It’s getting late, it’s getting dark, and I’m getting cold. I really need to put on the lights, and put on the electric heater, but I’m either too weary or just too lazy, to get up, walk over and flick the switches.
So exactly how did it happen? Something to do with stupidity I guess, or was I just not thinking straight. Oh certainly it was that alright, but what else? Curiosity, I guess. Oh definitely it was curiosity, no question about that. What do they say about curiosity anyway? Curiosity and something about a cat, wasn’t it? It can get you into a whole mess of trouble, that’s what they say, it can even kill you. 
That’s the trouble with being a private eye. Yes that’s correct, you heard right, I’m a private detective, that’s what I said. That’s me, private detective badge number five-oh-seven, registered with the New York Police Department. 
You know the kind of thing we do, checking up on the wayward husband, you know the one with the roving eye who is playing around; or looking for the missing wife. Or perhaps it’s keeping tabs on some low-life hood; a blackmailer maybe, or a plain old-fashioned thief, or in this case a drug dealer, the Candy Man.
So as I say that’s the trouble with being a private eye, you are forever butting your nose into places where it shouldn’t go. Surveillance they call it, that’s the technical term these days, but to you and me it’s plain old fashion spying. What with listening devices, they call them bugs, and security cameras, it’s all around you. You get used to it though. It becomes a way of life almost. After a while it comes quite natural to you, requiring no conscious thought whatever. It’s automatic, like breathing, or eating, although not quite as enjoyable. It’s a habit that I just can’t break. I just can’t help it.
* * *
And to think that just a few short hours ago – twenty-four to be exact - I was minding my own business having a drink, or three in a bar, sheltering from the rain. All that was on my mind right there and then was wrapping up the
case I was working on; then a pizza from Mama Dells, or a Chinese takeaway. Put my feet up, a large scotch in my hand, and then put on some blues records, John Lee Hooker or some Big Bill Broonzy.
Okay so that was my night planned. Funny how things don’t always turn out the way you want them to. Have you noticed that? What do they say, the best laid plans of mice and men often go wrong. So I haven’t got it quite right, so sue me. It’s something like that anyway. It means that no matter how well you plan something, you should always expect the unexpected. In other words, just because you think you've done all you can for something to go right, something can still go wrong, and your plans can all get messed up. There’s always a Joker in the pack, remember.
By the way the name’s Daniels, Jack Daniels, just like the whiskey. I should have introduced myself sooner. I’m thirty eight years old, and should have known better. Normally, I’d be more careful, more aware, but this time I made every mistake in the book. I even made some that weren’t in the book. Okay so we all make mistakes. Yes even you, there’s no use in denying it. What do they say? Anyone who doesn’t make a mistake doesn’t make anything. Yes I know that’s not exactly right either, but its close enough. You knew what I meant anyway, didn’t you? 
* * *
So there I was, making my way along Collingwood, just past Kings. I’d just finished a stake out over on Forty-ninth and Larskspur, at the Carlton Hotel to be precise. Ever been there? No, me neither. At two hundred and fifty per night, excluding breakfast, it’s a wonder I was even allowed into the lobby. But hey, I digress. Now where was I? Oh yes, I remember, the Carlton Hotel.
 Anyway, I now had all the evidence I needed for my client, a certain Mrs. Amanda Walker. You may have heard of her. Socialite, married to shipping magnate, Denis Walker, currently seeking to get a divorce. You don’t know her, no matter. As I said, I now have all the evidence she needs. Dates, times, places, and photographs, lots of photographs. This, together with sworn statements from the receptionist, and the bell hop, from the hotel, was proof enough that her husband was doing her wrong, big time, and no mistake. 
Nice work if you can get it, I guess, but it was going to cost the guy plenty. I wondered if the lady friend was actually worth it.
All I had to do now was get back to the office, print off the pictures, make copies of the statements, and it would all be over bar the shouting. I’d deliver them in the morning. She gets her divorce, with a six figure settlement, and a house in the Bahamas, or somewhere equally exotic, and I get a nice fat pay check. The guy gets a kick in the wallet, and maybe he will think twice before he does anything like that again. 
So the surveillance, and tailing the guy, paid off. Not a very fancy way of spending the day I hear you say, in fact you might say it was a bit shabby, a bit underhanded. Spying on a fellow human being like that, invading their privacy. Maybe it is, but hey it’s a living, and sadly in this wicked old world somebody has to do it. I like to think that I provide a valuable service. It pays the bills, and keeps food on the table, and a roof over my head, so I’m not knocking it. What more do you need?
* * *
I was just about three blocks from where I’d parked the car when the heavens opened up and the rain started. Within seconds it was coming down pretty heavy, and me without a top coat. I was getting wet, and I was getting cold. Then the thunder and lightning started. It wasn’t going to go away in a hurry that was sure. So I decide to go into a bar, Jerry’s. At least I found out later that it was called Jerry’s, but it could have been Mike’s or Flannigans, or any of those other names, who knows they are all alike. You know the kind of thing, dark and dusty, full of cigarette smoke, and smelling of sweat and alcohol. 
It was too late for the commuter crowd - you know ‘the one for the road’ guys before they hurried for their train home. And it was far too early for the evening clientele. They were still having dinner, and deciding where they were going that evening. I wasn’t complaining. I hate crowds. Even so there was still a few shivering souls sheltering from the rain, or maybe they were just keeping away from home just a little longer, for some reason.  
I took a seat by the bar and ordered a scotch and water, very little water. On the television was the big game, the one they had been talking about for weeks, Baltimore against Miami. Obviously it was a major news item, although it meant nothing to me. I wasn’t a great sports fan.
“What’s the score?” I asked not really interested, but trying to be sociable. After all it didn’t cost anything to be friendly did it?
“Baltimore twenty-eight,” the barkeep replied as he poured the drink, about as disinterested as I was. “Miami twenty-two.”
Clearly conversation was not the first thing on Jerry’s mind, and maybe being friendly did incur a charge after all. I picked up my drink. Jerry, if indeed that was his name, went back to wiping down the counter. At the far end two guys were trying to get service. Jerry decided to keep them waiting and started to wipe the counter even harder. I watched for a while, and then stood up and took my drink over to one of the side booths. 
Somebody had left a newspaper behind. I spread it out on the table.  The front page story was another of those seemingly endless battles between the Senate and the White House, that left you wondering just who was in charge of the country. The answer was apparently everybody thought they were, when in reality nobody actually was. 
I turned to the inside pages. The news was no better. Prices were going up, salaries going down. There had been another car bomb explosion in Iraq, and more talk of Britain leaving the European Union. Big deal I thought, as I closed the paper and tossed it on to the next table. 
There was a sudden roar from the television. Clearly somebody had scored. I couldn’t care less who it was. I’d already forgotten who was playing. I drained my glass, looked over at the bar and caught Jerry’s eye. I signaled for another round. He nodded, and continued wiping the counter. Much more of that rubbing, and he would wipe the plastic covering right away. 
I was just thinking about recovering the newspaper when Jerry arrived with my refill.
 “Baltimore twenty-eight, Miami twenty-three,” he said, by way of explanation for the loud roar. He placed the drink on the table, turned, and headed back towards the bar.
“Has it stopped raining yet?” I called out.
He shrugged, and shook his head. “Heavier than ever,” he replied, and continued walking.  I looked at my watch. It was just after seven. It looked like I was going to be here a bit longer yet. I wanted to get back to the office, and get those pictures printed. The sooner my client got them the sooner I got paid. But already my plans for the evening were being stymied. 
The door suddenly opened with a loud crash, and two men came in, both very wet, confirming that it was indeed still raining. The planned pizza at Mama Dells was beginning to fade. I wondered if Jerry did meals. I looked around. There was no evidence that he did. It didn’t look promising. The two men walked to the counter. I idly wondered how long it would be before they got served.
* * *
Three drinks later, the rain had stopped. It was a quarter after eight. I decided to leave the office until the following day. Something to eat sounded like a good idea though. I decided on the full works at Mama Dell’s just down the street. Okay so it was bad for you, so was smoking, so was living. Nobody ever survived that one. One day it would kill you. In the meantime a pizza and fries sounded like a good idea, Chicken, and ham, topped with mozzarella, sweet peppadew peppers, spices, red onions, and tomatoes, and …. Well you get the idea.
 I stood up, signaled across to Jerry, gave a wave and walked towards the door. Jerry was far too busy wiping the counter to notice. 
* * *
 



Chapter Two
A Damsel In Distress
 
It was as I came out of the bar, that’s when I saw her for the first time. She stepped out from the shadows of a doorway, where she had been sheltering from the rain. She walked straight out in front of me, not taking any notice of where she was going. Not looking to the left, or to the right. I almost ran into her. She never even noticed me.
If only I had stayed in Jerry’s for just one more drink; or if only I had left five minutes earlier; or if only I had turned to the left instead of to the right coming out of the bar, it could have all been so different. 
If only? How many times have you said that in your life? Hundreds of times I guess, thousands maybe. I know I have. If only I had done that, instead of this. If only I had gone there instead of here. Two little words that are so significant, so judgmental, telling us what we should have done when it was far too late to do anything about it anyway. 
We can all be wise after the event can’t we, when the consequences of our actions are glaringly obvious. But we can never turn back the clock can we? We can never undo what we have done, can we? Sorry, I’m getting a bit too deep. Let’s just skip that last part shall we. It never happened. 
Okay so I saw her, what about it? I could have walked by, couldn’t I? So why didn’t I? Dozens of other people walked straight past her. They never even gave her a glance. So why me, why did I stop? Nobody was forcing me to stop were they? There was no one pushing me in her direction. There wasn’t a sign with a pointing arrow, saying ‘this way.’ So you tell me.
Perhaps it was because she looked like she was crying. I’m a sucker for women crying. I hate to see it, I just can’t handle it. I just have to help, you know. 
Or maybe it was because she was good looking. Trim figure, nice face, sensitive you know. Five feet four or thereabouts, hundred and ten I guessed. Age, about twenty-five, or twenty-six, maybe. Auburn color shoulder length hair, and blue eyes. Yes you would certainly say that she was good looking, no doubt about that. A good enough reason for stopping you might think. Well who’s arguing? Not me.
Or maybe it was the blood-staining on her coat that caught my attention. I tend to notice things like that. Comes from the years of training I guess. 
My mother had always told me to be careful of strange women. Funny, I remember that now, but at the time the thought never entered my head. Besides I’d seen much stranger looking women in my time. Some had been downright odd. Take my ex-wife for example. Just kidding, Annie.
Okay so I’m no Saint George, and I don’t have a white charger, and there were no dragons around, but she struck me as being a damsel in distress, and in need of my help. 
The mistakes were already beginning to mount up.
So she starts to walk towards the corner. I follow, a few paces behind. Well it’s on my way you understand. So where’s the harm in that? She’s about ten yards from the corner when she stumbles and falls against a street light. So she stumbles, what about it? Did that mean I had to stop, that I had to see how she was? I’m no paramedic. What do I know? What would I do in a real medical emergency? Panic I guess. 
I could have just walked on couldn’t I? I could have crossed the Street, or maybe just turned around and went the other way. She would never have known, and I guess ma would have been real proud of me.
Do I do any of those things? Walk away, cross the Street, or walk past. No, I mount my trusty white steed, and run to where she is leaning against the light column. No bones broken as far as I could see, but she doesn’t look too good, not that I’m any kind of an expert you understand. And wouldn’t you know it. It starts with the rain again. 
Now at this point anyone with half a brain would have simply called 911, or taken her to the local hospital emergency room, or maybe just walked away. After all I ain’t no Good Samaritan. But I do none of these things. More of those mistakes I mentioned earlier I hear you say. 
There’s a patrol car coming along right now. I could just step off the sidewalk, and wave it down. And that would be that. 
“Officer I saw her fall, right there, right in front of me. Take care of her will you. Bye.”
Here it comes, another hundred yards, and it would be all over. So what’s stopping me? That blood-staining maybe or is it simply my curiosity? 
Do I stop the patrol car? No I don’t. Instead I hail a cab and I help her inside. “222 Ashby,” I instruct the driver. She starts to protest, but I place my finger across her lips, and shake my head. “It’s alright,” I said. “There’s no need to worry.”
 Famous last words.
As we pulled away a flash of lightning lit up the sky, followed by the loudest thunder clap I had ever heard. Signs of a storm to come.
* * *
Ten minutes later we pulled up outside of a four storey Victorian building that goes by the fancy name of “222 Ashby Gardens.” This is home to Jack Daniels, Private Detective. That is to say, room 304 Ashby Gardens is home. As for the gardens, well maybe back a few thousand years ago, when the building was first put up, maybe then there were gardens. I don’t know, acres of them maybe, but now there wasn’t a hint of greenery to be seen anywhere. There wasn’t a single blade of grass. There wasn’t even a window box. Still the building served its purpose. It was cheap, and it was convenient, and, by the way, did I say, it was cheap.
Helping her as best I could, we made our way into the building and up the stairs to the third floor. As usual the elevator was taking a rest. At the end of the corridor, just past James Hutton, Accountancy Services, and opposite Ashby Fashions, is room 304.
The office is quite small, but it is serviceable. Easy to look after the landlord had said, you don’t want one of those large offices that cost a fortune to maintain, and to heat, do you? I guess he had a point. It was just the one room, with a small kitchenette area to one side. What else do you need? Oh sure one of those. Well the shared facilities, should you need them, are down at the end of the hallway. 
I don’t have a lot of furniture cluttering up the room. I mean what do you need? I’ve got a desk, and one of those fancy swivel chairs. I’ve got a bookcase, I got a cabinet thingy, I don’t know what you call them, but there is a cupboard at the bottom, and some shelves on the top. I’ve got a couple of filing cabinets, you know just enough for my papers. There’s a small sofa, and two chairs for visitors. I’ve got a telephone, a typewriter, and a kettle. I guess you can say that I’m comfortable. Anyway it suits me just fine.
“Sit yourself down,” I said to her, as I picked up a pile of envelopes lying behind the door. Nothing but bills I guessed, or more of those begging letters you get from charities, you know the ones. “If you could see your way to donating just $3 per month”, or “$10 would feed a family of four for a week.”
Now don’t get me wrong, and don’t think that I don’t support some charities. I’m as generous as the next man. I give to one charity for homeless children, and one for the animals. You can’t forget the animals can you? Anyway I tell her to sit down, indicating the sofa. “I’ll get some coffee,” I said and headed towards the kitchenette area. “I’m sure you could use one. I certainly can.”
* * *
A few minutes later I returned with the coffee, and the last of the cookies. She’s sound asleep, so I fetch a blanket from the cupboard, and cover her. Clearly I wasn’t going to get any information out of her tonight. Somehow, in the circumstances, coffee didn’t seem quite right. I pushed the cups to one side. 
I opened the bottom drawer of my desk, and took out a bottle of scotch. I poured a healthy measure and added a hint of water. I then sat down in my fancy swivel chair, put my feet up on the desk, and took a large drop of whiskey.
It probably wasn’t that long before I too was sound asleep.
* * *
 



Chapter Three
Benny’s Diner
 
It was probably the noise of the traffic down in the street that woke me. Though to be honest I wasn’t really sleeping, not that well anyway. I was probably only dosing. I have to say that a chair might be fine for taking a nap, but it isn’t the most comfortable way of having a deep restful sleep. Take my word for it. The pains in the side of my head, and at the back of my neck, hadn’t helped either. 
Besides I’d spent most of the night thinking about Miss Whatever her name was. Who was she? Where was she from? And where did she get the bloodstains? Why was she crying?
Over and over these questions came into my mind. Perhaps I should have just taken the easy way out and just handed her over to the City’s finest. That’s what most people would have done. Why was I so concerned anyway? She was nothing to me.
I just felt sorry for her that’s all. No mystery, no big deal. She looked scared though. Besides anyone looking the way she did just couldn’t be someone the police would be interested in. She was just a lonely, frightened, young girl, no more than that. It was my duty to help her in any way that I could. 
Suddenly ma’s words came back to me. “Beware of strange women, especially good looking ones.”
I shook my head, trying to shake the thought away. What did ma know anyway? I looked at my watch. It was a little after eight. I looked over at where she lay, still sound asleep. “You’re wrong ma, you’ll see,” I murmured, as I stood up and made my way to the kitchenette area. Coffee seemed like a good idea.
She was beginning to stir as I returned with the coffee and donuts. “Brought you some coffee,” I said brightly. “How are you feeling this morning?”
She smiled, and said that she was feeling much better, and that really she ought to be getting back. Back where she never actually said.
“We’ll talk about that later,” I replied. “In the meantime drink your coffee while it’s hot, and these donuts are great.”
It was then that I realized that I hadn’t got to Mama Dell’s the previous night. I was feeling pretty hungry. I hadn’t had my chicken and ham pizza, and everything that went with it. I was beginning to get withdrawal symptoms. 
“Eat up” I said, “And then we’ll take a trip over to Benny’s Diner for breakfast.” She sat up and took a bite of the donut. “Do you feel able to talk,” I asked.
“Talk?” she repeated, looking puzzled.
“Yes,” I replied. “You know, talk. You open your mouth, wiggle your tongue around, and words come out.”
She continued to look puzzled. “Let’s start with your name, shall we?” I coaxed. “And then we’ll go on to other things like where you’re from?”
She shook her head. “Why are you so interested, anyway?”
I dunked my donut in to the coffee cup and took a bite, crumbs and sugar dropping down on to my shirt. It was a good question and I wasn’t sure that I had a good answer. 
“I’m a private detective,” I said, as though that explained everything. “And I’m guessing that you’re in trouble, and I’d like to help if I can.”
She shook her head once again. “What makes you think I’m in trouble?” she asked.
I finished chewing on my donut. Still hungry I was hoping we could get down to Benny’s some time soon. “Let’s just say I’ve a nose for that kind of thing,” I replied. “It comes from years of experience.” I took another bite of the donut. “You looked scared when I saw you last night. Then you collapsed against that street light,” I continued. “And it’s not usual for people to go around with a large blood stain on their clothes.”
She looked down at her coat, which was draped over a nearby chair. “Guess not,” she replied quite simply. She drained her cup. “What were you saying about breakfast? Mr. err?”
“It’s Daniels, “I replied. “Jack Daniels. And I thought that maybe a ham and eggs, and all the trimmings might be a good start to the day. I could certainly do with something. I haven’t eaten since yesterday’s breakfast. What do you say?”
I didn’t wait for an answer. I stood up, put on my jacket and was over by the door waiting before she realized what was happening.
* * *
Benny’s was already filling up when we arrived. The owner saw me as we entered and gave a wave, and a “who’s the dame?” questioning stare. I smiled back non-committed. He smiled and pointed to a table on the far side, which was just being vacated.
To be honest although known as Benny’s Diner, there hadn’t been a Benny for almost forty years. The Diner was now owned and operated by Simon, Benny’s grandson. Apart from that nothing else had changed at the Diner since it had opened in January 1946.
After a brief struggle we arrived at the table and sat down. A few moments later we had given our order. I had gone for the complete works; eggs over easy, ham, hash browns, mushrooms, you name it, I went for it. The young lady, however, had settled for just toast and coffee.
“Now let’s get down to business, shall we?” I said. 
She looked at me as that I had just asked her to explain some difficult scientific theory. “Business,” she eventually repeated.
I nodded. “Yes you know, let’s start with a name shall we?”
She was hesitant, and clearly reluctant to give any information, but I figured that if I was buying the lady a breakfast, then I was entitled to something in return. Call me mercenary is you like, but I only want to help, and I couldn’t do that without some information.
“Your name,” I coaxed. “Mine’s Jack Daniels, but you already knew that.”
“It’s Cathy,” she replied. “Cathy Robinson.”
I gave a loud sigh, and shook my head. “I don’t think so.”
She repeated her name. “It’s Cathy Robinson.”
I gave another loud sigh. “So what’s with the initials L.M., that are all over your powder compact?” I asked.
She looked up at me. “How do you know that?”
I shook my head. “I have to admit that I took a peek while you were asleep.” I replied. “It’s one of my bad habits, comes from being a detective I guess. So are you going to tell me or not?”
She remained silent. 
The waitress brought over our order and placed it on the table. “Enjoy,” she said and walked away.
I took a deep breath. “Look, let’s get something straight shall we. If you want my help ….”
“It’s Linda Marshall,” she interrupted.
“That’s better,” I replied. “But why did you lie about your name?”
She looked down at the ground and started to fiddle with her hair. She took a deep breath and looked up at me. “It was silly of me,” she replied. “I was just being careful I suppose.”
“Being careful,” I repeated. “I’m not sure that I understand.”
“The thing is I don’t know you, do I?” she started to explain. “I mean you are a total stranger to me, so how was I supposed to know whether I could trust you or not?”
That made perfect sense to me. I was a stranger, so why should she trust me? Maybe her mother had warned her about strange guys. Who knows? I suddenly felt bad about searching through her handbag, behind her back.
“So what about now?” I asked. “Do you trust me now?”
She smiled and nodded. “I think I can now,” she replied.
 “Good. Now we’re getting somewhere. Have your toast.” I started into my breakfast. “This is good,” I said to nobody in particular. “So where do you live, Ms. Marshall?”
“Call me Linda,” she said, then took a bite of toast.
“Right,” I replied. “So where do you live  …. Linda?”
“The other side of town,” she replied. “Hatfield, do you know it?”
I knew it. It was one of those fancy areas, where even the chauffeurs had chauffeurs. Frankly she didn’t look the type, but I decided to leave that for the time being. “We are making progress,” I said. “Now, what about the blood stains on your coat?”
She shook her head. “You know I didn’t even know it was there until you mentioned it.”
“It happens, so what about it?” I asked once again. “Where did it come from?”
She smiled and shook her head. “I don’t really know, I ….” She hesitated. “It was probably Joe.”
“Joe?” I repeated. “Who Joe?”
She looked puzzled for a moment, and then she realized what I was asking. “Oh, Joe Philips, that’s who.”
“So who’s Joe?” I asked. “Your husband maybe or perhaps he’s a boy friend?”
She shook her head again, and laughed. “Oh nothing like that, I’m not married, and I don’t have a boy friend.” she replied.
I shook my head. “I don’t believe it,” I said. “A good looking girl like you, you must have dozens lined up just waiting.”
She smiled, and shook her head. “No, she said shyly. “Joe’s just a friend, that’s all. In fact I was waiting for him outside that bar, Jerry’s, but he never showed up.”
“One thing at a time,” I interrupted. “What about the blood staining?” 
It seems that Joe had cut his arm somehow. “He was trying to fix something on the car,” she explained. “I don’t know exactly, but one minute he’s trying to tighten something, and the next there’s blood pouring from his arm.”
Okay so that was that, nothing too sinister I guess. Accidents happen. What about his not showing up? What’s the story there? “Can you give me that one more time,” I said. “You were due to meet this guy at Jerry’s bar, and then what?”
“It wasn’t in the bar,” she explained. “We had just arranged to meet near the bar. But he never turned up. He never even phoned. I just don’t understand it.”
No one just arranges to meet near a bar. In the bar, yes, but near a bar just didn’t make sense, not to me. “So after you were to meet, what then?” I asked, not that it was really any of my business, but if she wanted my help then a few answers to a few simple questions, wasn’t that much to expect was it? Of course maybe, just maybe, she wasn’t looking for my help anyway. She never actually asked me after all. I just kind of assumed. Maybe I was being a nuisance, interfering like this. Maybe if the truth be known I wasn’t actually required. 
Me interfering, or being a nuisance, that didn’t sound like me. No way. I dismissed the thought out of my mind. But if that was what she really thought, then why not come right out with it, and say something. You want me gone you only have to say. I don’t need to be told twice. 
“So what were the plans once you had met up,” I asked. “Were you going to take in a movie or a show perhaps, maybe dinner?”
She shook her head. “No, no, no,” she replied emphatically. “There was nothing like that. I told you.”
I wasn’t satisfied, but decided to leave that one for the moment as well. These little inconsistencies were beginning to build up. 
“You looked so scared when I saw you, and then when you fell, I got quite worried,” I continued. “So what happened there?”
 “I wasn’t so much scared, as nervous,” she explained. “I just fainted that’s all.”
She finished her coffee, and pushed her plate to one side. She had hardly touched the toast. I on the other hand had cleared my plate. “I feel a bit faint right now,” she said.
It was time to go. I stood up. “Okay, no more questions. Let’s get back to the office, and you can have a lie down and a rest.”
* * *
 



Chapter Four
Something Wrong
 
It was almost one o’clock when she eventually woke up. I had just finished my lunch, a ham and pickle on rye. “Feeling better?” I asked. 
She smiled and said that she was feeling much better. She sat up. 
“Good to hear it, how about some coffee?” I asked as I walked over to the kitchenette.
 “That’s sounds good,” she replied.
“How about something to eat?” I asked. “I’ve got donuts, and donuts, and more donuts.”
“Just the coffee,” she replied. “I’m sorry to be so much trouble to you.” 
I laughed it off. “Ah, you’re no trouble. I have more trouble starting my car,” I said. “It’s a funny thing, though. Nerves I mean. They cause all kinds of trouble, especially when you least expect it.” I paused for a moment, and poured the coffee. I walked back to my desk, and placed the two cups down. 
“You know one minute you’re fine, and then something happens. Someone or something upsets you. Your nerves say hey what was that all about, and the next thing you know, you’re laying on the ground. Your head aches, you’re having trouble breathing, you have pains in your stomach. You name it you’ve got it,” I continued. “The question is what was it that made you so nervous? Who, or what, upset you?”
“What do you mean?” she asked, picking up her coffee.
“Last night, near Jerry’s bar,” I explained. “What made you so nervous, so much so that you fainted?”
“Oh that,” she said.
“Yes that,” I replied. “You had me quite worried.”
She looked at me for some time, not saying anything. Then she smiled. “You know, it’s not that I’m not grateful, or anything like that, but why did you stop and help me?”
I took a deep breath, and I could feel myself blushing. “Do you know the Bible story of the good Samaritan?” I asked. “There’s this guy, he’s been beaten up, and he’s just lying there, you know, on the ground. He’s in pain and he’s bleeding, and everything. Well a lot of people walk along and they just go right by. They barely look at the guy lying there. Then there’s this one guy who stops to help, and he takes care of the guy.”
She nodded. “Yes I know that story.”
“Well let’s just say that’s how I would like to be, and leave it at that, shall we?”
“If you say so,” she replied. “But I am grateful to you.”
“That’s okay,” I replied. “But you still haven’t answered my question.”
She took a drink, and shook her head. “Something’s wrong, that’s why. That’s what made me so nervous,” she said. “It’s not like Joe not to keep an appointment. Something’s happened I just know it.”
What made her so sure I wondered? It just seemed a little melodramatic somehow. So the guy didn’t show up. Nothing unusual in that, it happens all the time. I’ve missed no end of appointments. If I had a dime for every time that I’ve been stood up, I’d be a wealthy man. Things happen, you get delayed. The car breaks down, or there are no buses, or you just don’t feel well, you decide to stay home. Maybe there was a ball game on the television that he wanted to watch, or a couple of the guys dropped by with a six pack. Who knows?
She wasn’t having any of it though, and kept insisting that there was something not quite right. I looked over at the telephone. “Why not give him a call?” I suggested. “Put your mind at ease, you’ll see. I’m telling you everything’ll be fine.”
She looked at me, and then looked at the telephone. She stood up and walked over. “I think I will,” she said picking up the handset and dialing the number. The number rang and rang. “There’s no answer,” she said, getting nervous once more. The telephone continued to ring, still there was no answer. She replaced the handset and looked at me. She was crying again. “I told you, there’s something wrong,” she said. “I just know it.”
“Try again,” I suggested. “You might have mis-dialed. I do it all the time.”
She wasn’t impressed, but tried once again nonetheless. Once again it rang, and rang, and rang. “There’s still no answer,” she said, slamming the handset down.
“So there’s no answer. That’s no need to panic, or think the worst is it?” I said, trying to sound positive. “He could just be out, or maybe he’s taking a shower.”
“There’s something wrong,” she insisted. “Can we go to his place?” 
I shrugged and nodded. “Okay, if it’ll make you happy,” I replied. I had intended dealing with those photographs for Mrs. Walker, but it looked like my plans were being altered. “We’ll go a little later.”
That wasn’t good enough. “No, we must go now,” she insisted. “I’m telling you there’s something wrong. We must hurry.”
She was breathing hard and clearly getting quite stressed. I didn’t want another repeat of the previous night. “Okay, okay,” I said trying to placate her. “We’ll go.”
“Now,” she said emphatically.
“Now,” I agreed. “This very minute.” 
I stood up, and grabbed my coat. I looked over at the envelope containing the photographs. I shook my head. They would just have to wait. Another day wouldn’t make much difference anyway.
“So where are we going?”
“He lives on Forest Drive, off of Sycamore,” she replied. “Do you know it?”
I didn’t know it, but it sounded just the thing to shake off the dust of the city. I could see it all, a woodland paradise, with tree lined avenues, flanked with manicured lawns and masses of flowers.
“You can give me directions,” I replied. “We’ll get there” 
* * *
 



Chapter Five
Forest Drive
 
It was about four o’clock when we arrived on Forest Drive. It wasn’t quite the way I had imagined it to be. The only trees around were missing branches, and had ropes attached to them and were being used by the local children as swings.
“There it is,” she called out. I pulled up outside of an apartment block. 
“He lives on the third floor,” she advised. “Apartment number thirty-four.” She got out of the car and started to walk towards the entrance door. She suddenly stopped and started to smile.”Well that’s a good sign,” she said pointing towards the corner. “That’s his car, so he must be in.”
She pointed towards a dark red Ford. I’m no expert on cars but this one looked to be about ten years old, and had clearly seen much better days. Nonetheless, I had to agree that it was a good sign. So that was his car. It was funny though, because I had somehow expected the guy to have something a little more, shall we say, up market, you know. Don’t ask me why. I made a note of the license plate. It was a New York plate, license number DBH-6614. 
I’ve always been into car numbers, you know. Ever since I was a kid in short pants. I could never afford to collect things like stamps or coins. They cost money you see, and we were too poor for that. But car numbers, now that was a different story entirely. Car numbers were all around you, everywhere you went, and more importantly they were completely free.
* * *
We took the stairs up to the third floor, and made our way to the end of the hallway, to apartment number thirty-four. She knocked on the door, waited a few moments, then knocked again. There was no answer.  
“He could be taking a shower,” I suggested helpfully.
She knocked again. Still there was no answer. She opened her handbag and took out her key and inserted it into the lock and turned. The door wasn’t locked. I pushed it open, and we went in.
“Hi, it’s me, Linda.” She called out, as she entered the hallway. “Joe, are you there.”
There was no answer. There wasn’t a sound. Not even the television or the radio. I pushed my way forward and headed towards the living room, Linda a pace or two behind me. 
The room looked like a war zone. Every drawer, from every cabinet, was lying on the floor, the contents strewn all around. Crockery, and ornaments had been brushed from their shelving, and now lay smashed into hundreds of pieces. Photographs had been stripped from their frames and let drop to the floor, followed by the frames, the smashed glass shards adding to the debris. Upholstered chairs had been slashed, the foam padding ripped out. Doors had been ripped from cupboards. Nothing was un-touched.
It didn’t take much figuring to know that someone had been looking for something. 
The front door suddenly opened, and three men walked in. I recognized the one at the front, Detective Frank Bates from the local Precinct. I had known Frank for seven or eight years, and he had passed several little jobs my way.
“Frank, what a pleasant surprise,” I said as he entered the room. What are you doing here?”
He looked at me, surprised, and started to smile. “Daniels, I could ask you the same question.”
“I asked first,” I said.
“Okay. So you did. Well it’s simple enough. We got a call, from one of the neighbors. A disturbance he said,” the Detective started to explain. “Voices shouting and doors slamming, and he heard two shots being fired.” 
“Shots,” I repeated disbelievingly. “What shots?”
“Shots, what do you mean what shots,” said Bates. “The guy said he heard two shots. That’s all I know so far.”
“Which neighbor?” I asked
Bates shook his head. “No idea, he never gave a name, just that there was a disturbance, and he hung up.” He looked around the room. “Some disturbance I must say. You haven’t touched anything have you?”
“Not a thing, Frank, we just got here ourselves.”
“Okay now it’s your turn,” said the Detective. 
I tell him everything I know. It’s not much. “The apartment belongs to a Joe Philips, and this young lady is his friend. She was worried about him,” I explained. “We got here just about five minutes ago, and that’s about it.”
The Detective looked at Linda, and simply nodded. “Clearly someone was looking for something. Any idea what it was?”
I agreed with him. It was pretty obvious after all. And no I had no idea what they were after. I looked at Linda, she simply shook her head.
“I’ll get the fingerprint boys on to it, but I don’t suppose that anything will turn up.”
Once again I agreed. It seemed like a reasonable assumption after all. “We also have a missing person,” I added. Clearly I had said something that got the adrenaline flowing.
“This Joe Philips you mean,” replied Bates. He looked at Linda. “You say that you were worried about him. Why?” 
“He had an appointment last night, and he never showed up,” she replied.
“We rang an hour or so ago,” I explained. “And there was no answer, and he’s not here now.”
“And yet his car is down at the corner,” Linda added.
Bates looked at Linda, and gave a cursory nod. “Okay, let’s have some details. His name is Joe Philips you say?”
Linda nodded.
The Detective entered the name into his notebook. “Now can you give me a description? Let’s start with his height shall we?”
Linda hesitated. “I’m not really good at this sort of thing,” she said. “But about your height I’d guess, perhaps a little shorter.”
“Five feet seven or eight,” the Detective said, writing it down. “What about his weight?”
Linda shook her head once again. “I don’t know,” she replied. “A little like your friend over there.” She pointed.
“Detective Symonds?” said Bates, looking in the direction indicated. “About one sixty, is that right, Charlie?”
Detective Symonds nodded. It was about right.
“Okay now how about his hair?”
“Dark,” replied Linda. “Long and wavy.”
“What color are his eyes?”
She shook her head. “Bluish, I think”
“Age?”
“Thirty-five” she replied.
The Detective wrote everything down. “This isn’t bad. You know descriptions I usually get are generally much worse,” he said encouragingly. “Normally people have no idea about height, and weight, and they’re not too accurate when it comes to color of hair.”
“He’s right,” I confirmed. I looked at Linda. “They’re not too bright on age either. But you are doing very well.”
“Don’t suppose you know what he was wearing last?” Bates continued.
Linda walked into the bedroom. It was the same story there. Drawers had been cleared and their contents scattered on to the floor; clothes had been taken from the wardrobe, and just thrown down. 
She looked at the clothes lying on the ground, and began sorting through them for a few moments. She shook her hair. “His green sports jacket seems to be missing.”
“Anything else?” the detective asked.
She shook her head. She had nothing more to add. “I don’t know I’m sorry.”
“I’m guessing that the two things are related,” I suggested. “This search here, and the missing man.” 
The Detective smiled and nodded. “I appreciate that, Daniels, I really do. Brilliant deduction if I may say. I don’t know where I’d be without you.”
Okay so it was pretty obvious that there was a connection, I grant you. You didn’t need to be a great brain to work that one out. But there was one thing that was still unexplained, and was churning over and over in my mind. Why hadn’t he shown up the previous evening? The disturbance had happened just a little while ago, and his car was still downstairs. So it was only in the last twenty minutes or so that he had disappeared. So what happened last night? Where was he? Perhaps he had an appointment with another lady friend. I shook my head, it didn’t seem likely somehow. So what had happened?
“Now I’ve got work to do, so if you don’t mind,” Detective Bates continued. He pointed to the door.
I didn’t need to be told twice. I could take a hint. I knew when I wasn’t wanted. Besides I had some of my own work to do. So taking Linda by the arm I guided her out of the apartment, and down to the car. 
* * *
 
 



Chapter Six
Candy Man
 
Okay, so I know exactly how I had got into this affair. The question now is where do I go from here? That room had been totally wrecked. Clearly someone was looking for something, but what, and why? Did they find it? And, more importantly, Joe Philips was missing. I was guessing he was dead, but I said nothing.
I was also guessing that Linda knew more about it than she was saying.
* * *
It was now very dark. I swung my legs off of the desk, and walked over to the light switch and flipped it on. Then I plugged in the electric heater. It didn’t give out much heat, but the red glow would, at least, look warm. I looked at my watch. It was eight minutes to ten. I had been sitting there for the best part of three hours, just thinking how this whole thing had started, but now I had work to do.
But where to start that was the question? What did I have to go on anyway? I had a name, and an address, and I had a missing person. Oh, and I had an apartment that looked like a bomb had hit it. It wasn’t much I had to admit. Okay, first things first. What were those visitors, whoever they were, looking for anyway? And did they find it?
I looked over at Linda, asleep on the sofa. Did she know more than she was saying I wondered? Or was I being unfair to her. I walked over toward the kitchen area. She must have heard me, and began to stir. “Are you okay?” I asked.
She looked up, and rubbed her eyes. “I’m alright I guess,” she replied. I wasn’t entirely convinced.
“Coffee?” I called back.
“That’ll be fine,” she answered, as she sat up. “Do you think they will find him?”
The question took me by surprise. Call it intuition if you like, or a hunch. Or just a feeling, but I was certain that Joe Philips was already dead. I hesitated for a moment. What should I say? More to the point, what could I say? “Of course there’ll find him,” I answered. “You don’t need to worry about that.”
I looked at her. Clearly she wasn’t convinced. I started to pour the coffee. “Those guys back there, at the apartment.”
She looked up at me. “What about them?” she asked.
“I was just wondering what they were looking for,” I said. “Just curious you know.”
“I know what it was,” she said. She stood up and walked over to my desk. I watched as she reached down, and opened the top drawer. “This is what they were looking for,” she said, holding up two large white packages. “I put them there last night while you were asleep.”
All thoughts of coffee suddenly disappeared when I saw the packages. I smiled. “It seems that we were both very busy last night, when we should have been asleep,” I said, as I made my way back to my desk. She simply smiled.
Now I’m no expert when it comes to narcotics, but I didn’t need to ask what the packages contained. “Where did they come from?” I asked. “And how did you get them?”
Linda looked at the packages and shook her head. “Joe gave them to me, a couple of days ago,” she started to explain. “He asked me to keep them hidden for a while. He said that he needed to do some checking.”
“Checking?” I repeated. “What kind of checking?”
She shook her head. “I’ve no idea,” she replied. “All I know is that he arranged to meet me, last night, and he planned on taking them back from me then.”
“And as we all know he didn’t show,” I replied, stating the obvious. “So your friend was into drugs, is that what you’re saying. He’s a Candy Man. That’s some friend to have, I don’t think.”
She looked puzzled. “Candy man,” she repeated. “I don’t understand.”
“A Candy man is a slang term for a drug dealer,” I explained. “A pusher, a peddler, whatever you call it, its low life. He makes his living in dark alleyways, in the back streets, preying on vulnerable people, especially young people.” I shook my head, and heaved a sigh. I hated all criminals, but the drug pusher was special. I hated him with a passion. Just don’t get me started.
She started to cry. “I never knew,” she said almost in a whisper. “I never knew.”
“Come on,” I said angrily. “Don’t give me that. You must have known.”
She shook her head. “I never knew,” she repeated. She looked up at me, the tears beginning to roll down her cheeks. “You must believe me.”
Was she genuine, or was that possibly the best piece of acting I had seen in a long time. I couldn’t decide whether she was being truthful or not. Was it possible, I wondered, to know someone, and yet not know them? Could this guy have been a drug pusher, and she hadn’t known anything about it? 
It didn’t seem very likely, but I decided to give her the benefit of the doubt. Don’t ask me why, another of those mistakes maybe, who knows, only time will tell. But one thing was for sure, I needed to know a lot more about the guy. If he was a dealer, I needed to know who his customers were, and, more importantly, who was his supplier? And what was this testing that he had been talking about?
“Do you have a photograph of Joe?” I asked. “One I can keep?”
She nodded, and reached inside her handbag. “Here,” she said handing me a dog eared photograph. “That was taken about a year ago.” 
I looked at the photograph for a while and then placed it inside my wallet. I wondered how helpful the photograph would be in finding him anyway, especially if he was already dead.
I needed to get back inside apartment number thirty-four. Maybe I’d find some answers there. On the other hand maybe there wouldn’t be anything left that could have been of any possible help. Maybe after those last visitors, anything of value could already have been taken. It was a gamble certainly, but it was a gamble that I considered worth taking. 
It occurred to me that the last visitors had been looking for something specific, like those white packages. They hadn’t been interested in the story of Joe’s life. They hadn’t been looking for the things that I had in mind, like a diary maybe, or perhaps any personal papers, like a list of names. Wishful thinking maybe, but certainly worth a try I thought.
I decided to telephone Detective Bates later that day. But first I needed to make sure that Linda was safe. She shook her head when I suggested taking her back to her own apartment. She was much too scared, and didn’t want to be left alone. I tried to tell her that she would be perfectly safe, and I was sure that nobody would be looking for her. She was having none of it. I couldn’t blame her really. She had had a bad time lately. So I suggested that she stayed at my place. 
Yes ma, I hear you, but it’ll be okay, I promise. 
* * *
 Right so that was settled. First thing to be done was to collect my car. It had long overstayed its welcome overnight at the corner of Ashby, and Olivers Drive, and I could just imagine the penalty charge that would have mounted up. I idly wondered if I could count the cost as being tax deductible. I decided that it was worth a try.
* * *
After collecting the car we made our way down town to 2290 Lincoln. My apartment was on the second floor. I showed her around and told her to make herself at home. Then I prepared to go straight out again.
“I won’t be long,” I promised. “Keep the door locked, and don’t open it for anyone except me.” I took my cell-phone out of my pocket, and gave her the number. “If you need me, just call.”
She wasn’t entirely happy, but agreed. “Get something to eat, and watch tv or something,” I suggested, trying to make it sound like such a great idea. “Or there’s my record collection. Do you like blues?”
She shook her head. “Never mind,” I said. I looked at my watch. “It’s a quarter to eleven,” I said. “I’ll be back no later than four.” 
“Where are you going?” she asked.
“Just a few people to see,” I replied. “There’s nothing for you to worry your pretty head about.” 
It was obvious that she wasn’t satisfied with the answer, but I wasn’t prepared to say more, not right then. I took hold of the packages. I placed them into a large bag; you know one of those plastic shopping bags you get at Walmart. I walked to the door. She followed. “Lock up after me, and throw the security bolt,” I said, pointing to it. 
She planted a kiss on my cheek, and I left.
It’s alright ma, there’s nothing to worry about. I mean what’s a little kiss.
* * *
 



Chapter Seven
Police Department
 
“Can I help you, sir?” a young lady asked as I reached the reception desk.
“I’d like to see Detective Bates,” I replied. “I think he’s on the third floor in room …”
“Is he expecting you?” the receptionist interrupted.
“No he isn’t. But I’m sure that he would like to see me,” I replied, trying to sound confident. “I have something that ….”
The receptionist interrupted again. “One moment please.”
She lifted a handset and dialed a number. “Can I tell him who would like to see him?” She asked, looking up at me.
It seemed like a good idea, and not an unreasonable request, so I told her. “It’s Daniels, Jack Daniels.”
She passed on the information, gave a polite “Yes sir”, and replaced the handset. “Detective Bates will be right down,” she said. “If you would care to take a seat over there, he won’t be long.” She indicated a row of seats in a waiting area over on the far side of the lobby.
I thanked her, and did as she had requested. It wasn’t long before Bates emerged from the elevator. He saw me, gave a wave, and walked over. “Let’s go in there,” he said, pointing to a small meeting room. “We can talk in there.”
He held the door open for me, and then closed it behind him. He walked over to the corner where there was a coffee machine. “Take a seat,” he said. “How do you take your coffee?”
Preferably in a cup I thought, but obviously it was going to be in one of those Styrofoam mugs. “Black,” I replied. “And two sugars.”
He poured the coffee, and placed the cups on to a side table. “That’s the best we can do, I’m afraid,” he said. “Now what can I do for you?”
I placed my shopping bag onto the table, and withdrew the two packages. “I thought you might be interested in those.” I pushed the packages towards the detective.
He looked at me, and took a deep breath. He looked suitably impressed. “Where did you get them?” he asked.
“That’s what they were looking for,” I said. “It seems like our friend Joe is a pusher.”
“Where did you get them?” he repeated.
I smiled. “Our Ms. Marshall had them all the time,” I replied. “Joe had left them with her a couple of days ago. He told her to hide them, and that he would pick them from her later.”
“That’s the day he never showed up, right,” suggested Bates.
“Correct, that was the day,” I replied. “He must have known something was going to happen don’t you think?”
“The search, you mean,” said Bates.
I simply nodded.
Bates stared at the packages for a few moments. “I’ll get these checked by forensics,” he replied. He stood up and turned towards the door. “And thanks.”
“There’s one other thing,” I said, calling him back.
He returned to the table and sat down. “Go on, what is it?”
I told him what I had in mind about returning to Joe’s apartment. “I want to take another look, but I need your permission to go there.”
He shook his head. “Not a chance, sorry.”
I heaved a sigh and pointed to the two packages that he was carefully holding. “Frank, you owe me.”
He looked at me for a moment, and then looked at the packages. He nodded. “Okay, Daniels,” he replied. “It’ll probably cost me my badge ….”
“And your gold watch,” I added.
He smiled. “That too, but, against my better judgment, I’ll arrange it.” He shook his head. “I must be crazy, but I’ll let you know when.”
I thanked him, and stood up ready to leave. He reached out and held my arm. “One thing,” he said. “I want to be the first to know if you find anything.”
I agreed that he would be told anything that I considered relevant. 
* * *
It was a few days later when I got the call from Bates giving me the go ahead. “It’s all arranged,” he said. “You can go to the apartment on Friday. The officer on duty will be expecting you.”
I thanked him. “I’ll let you know how I get on.”
“Just exactly what do you hope to find?” Bates asked. “My boys have been over the place with a fine tooth comb.”
The truth of the matter was that I had no idea what I hoped to find. I was just clutching at straws. “You never know what a fresh pair of eyes might turn up,” I said. “We’ll see.”
“Sure, we’ll see,” Bates said, sounding anything but hopeful. “By the way, Daniels, that stuff you sent over. We had it tested. It was bad, real dirty. We’ve linked it to a couple of deaths over on Albany.” 
I remembered the news item. It was a month or so ago. Two teenagers had been taken ill, and sent to Saint Michaels Hospital. One had died the following day, the other three days later. Both had been taking drugs.
“I remember the case,” I replied. “Did you ever find the people responsible?”
There was silence for a moment, and I could hear Bates breathing hard. “No, we never did,” he replied. “But maybe now we might get lucky. This might be the break we’re looking for.”
I certainly hoped so.
“So what can you tell me?” Bates continued.
I had to admit that I had already told them everything I knew. Everything did I say. What did I know anyway? Nothing. It suddenly occurred to me that I wasn’t actually officially investigating anything, and I certainly wasn’t being paid for any of this. So why didn’t I just leave it all to the police and walk away?
Another of those mistakes 1 mentioned earlier. They were certainly mounting up.
* * *
So did I hand it over to the police, and just walk away? No, I didn’t, but you already knew that didn’t you. Instead I decided that another visit to Jerry’s bar, or whatever it was called, might be worthwhile. Why was she in that area anyway? To meet with the guy, so she said. But why meet up so far from home? Why meet near the bar, and not inside? What was so special about Jerry’s anyway? Five will get you ten that our friend Joe had been inside Jerry’s bar sometime that day. Sure it was a long shot, but it was all I had.
I put in a call to Linda at the apartment. There was no answer. I left a message that I was going on to Jerry’s Bar, then on to the office, and that I would try not to be too late getting back.
* * *
 



Chapter Eight
Return To Jerry’s Bar
 
It was just after two o’clock when I arrived back at Jerry’s Bar.  Apart from a few lunch time stragglers, the bar was almost empty. Jerry, or whatever his name really was, looked up as I came in. “Back again,” he called out. Was that a hint of a smile, or was I imagining things?
For a brief moment I considered replying that no, I wasn’t back, not just at that precise moment, but I would be in later that day; but I decided against. It struck me that amongst the many attributes Jerry might have had, a sense of humor was not one of them.
“Yes I thought I’d give your place one more try, you know, just to see if there had been any sign of improvement since the last time I was here,” I replied. The lack of response confirmed my suspicions regarding his sense of humor.
“What can I get you?” Jerry asked showing about as much interest as someone on welfare musters when the stock market goes up. 
“A scotch, and water,” I replied. Jerry poured the drink. I withdrew my wallet from my inside pocket. I took out Joe’s photograph, and placed it on to the counter. “Do you know him?” I asked, as Jerry placed the drink on the counter in front of me.
Jerry gave a cursory glance to the photograph. “What’s it to you?” he asked, clearly anxious to help in any way he could. “I mean do I look like an information bureau?”
I had to admit that Jerry did not resemble an information bureau in any way, shape or form. I tried to smile, and failed. “I’m just making some enquiries that’s all,” I replied as casually as I could muster. “It’s no big deal. It’s what I do. It’s my job.”
“You a cop then?” he shot back at me. “I thought so when I saw you the other evening. There’s cop written all over you.”
I tried to smile once again, and failed once more. I shook my head. “Ah, no I’m not a cop.” I quickly checked to see if there was anything written all over me. I was gratified to find that there wasn’t.
“So what then?” he persisted.
He wasn’t giving up. “Much worse,” I said. “I’m a private detective.”
Jerry was clearly unimpressed, and still not amused. “As you say, much worse,” he mumbled. Casually he picked up the photograph, and shook his head. He put the photograph back on to the counter. “No I don’t know him,” he replied. “He comes here that’s all, been a few times, usually with a couple of other guys.”
“Do you know the guys?” I asked.
Jerry smiled. “Look I know no one who comes in here, see,” he replied. “Even my own mother is unknown to me if she comes through that door.” He indicated the entrance door. 
“Same goes for my beautiful wife, Charlene, and my two wonderful kids, Ruth aged eight, and Colin, aged ten. My silver haired old grand-mother is a complete stranger to me in these four walls. I don’t know them. I don’t want to know anyone, or anything about them, understand. They got troubles, fine, that’s their problem, and they can keep them. I’ve enough of my own. They got secrets I don’t wanna know. I don’t want to know their politics, I just don’t care, and I’m not interested in religion. What they think of the news is of no concern to me. Get it.”
I nodded. I’m not the fastest guy on the track, but that was quite a speech, and I was getting the general idea. But just in case I’d missed something, he was carrying on.
“I’ve got a business to run, see. I’ve got bills to pay, and a living to make. Remember my beautiful wife, and two wonderful kids, well they gotta eat, right. People come in here for a drink, that’s fine. So long as they have a drink, pay for it, and they cause no trouble and leave peaceable like, that’s all I care about.” He paused for a moment. “So can I get you another drink?”
I was beginning to get the idea at last. I nodded. “Sure, no problem,” I replied as enthusiastically as I could. “Make it a double, and how about one for yourself.” I felt that I needed the drink, and I also felt that maybe I might gain a few brownie points with our friend on the other side of the bar. I certainly needed them.
Jerry poured the drink and placed the glass on the counter. He then poured one for himself. “He was here,” he suddenly announced, as he started to tap the photograph. “The day that you came in, he was here.” 
Why the sudden change of heart from Jerry I don’t know. Maybe the brownie points had swung things in my favor. Whatever the reason, it was a welcome change.
I looked at the photograph, and then looked at Jerry. “He was here, that same day?” I asked. 
I certainly couldn’t recall seeing him, but why should I? Why would I even have looked out for him? I didn’t know anything about the guy. I’d never heard of him. I didn’t know what was going to happen did I? How that particular evening was going to pan out. 
“Was he here at the same time that I was here?” I asked.
Jerry shook his head. “No not the same time. It was much earlier.”
“What time?” I asked.
Jerry shrugged. “About six; a quarter after, I don’t know,” he replied. “Who keeps track of time?”
“Was he alone?”
Jerry shook his head. “No he was here with those other guys I mentioned,” he explained. “They were having a bit of an argument. I had to tell them to tone it down a coupla times. Some of the other customers had complained, you know. You don’t expect that sort of thing early like that. Arguing, I mean who needs it. Anyway a little while later the guy just gets up and storms out.”
“What about the other two?” I asked.
“They sit there, have a few more drinks, meet a few people, and left at about a quarter to seven.”
“Would you recognize them again?” I asked hoping against hope.
He started to smile. “You see that table over there.” He pointed. 
I looked in the direction indicated and nodded. “Sure I see it, so what.”
“That’s their table,” he explained. “Every Tuesday, six on the dot, they’re sitting there, regular as clockwork.”
“Just sitting there, nothing else?”
“They’re getting lots of visitors, if you know what I mean.”
I had to admit that sometimes I’m not as fast as others. In fact you could say that I could be pretty dumb. It took me a while, but I got there in the end. “Drugs,” I replied quite simply.
Jerry smiled. “Well I never actually see any passed over if you know what I mean,” he started to explain. “Let’s just say they take the orders. Where they deliver the merchandise I don’t know, and I don’t want to know. Remember what I said before?”
“I remember,” I said, and drained my glass. “So, how about their names?”
Jerry shook his head and smiled. “Persistent aren’t you?”
 “One of my many faults,” I replied. “Now come on you must know their names.”
Jerry heaved a sigh, and took a deep breath. “Greg Nichols, and Ken something, I don’t know what.”
I looked at him, hard.
He held his hands up. “Honest,” I said. “That’s it.”
I nodded slowly. “Okay, I believe you,” I replied. “I know a friend who just might be able to fill in some details.” I stood up. “Every Tuesday you said?”
“That’s right,” replied Jerry, as he returned to rubbing down the counter. “Around six.”
I thanked him for the drink, and his help. “I’ll be seeing you,” I said, and walked towards the door.
“I look forward to it,” Jerry called out.
I wondered if he actually meant it.
* * *
 



Chapter Nine
A Body Is Found
 
It was a little after four by the time I got back to my office. There was a message waiting on the answering machine. It was from Detective Frank Bates. I reached across the desk, picked up the handset and dialed the number.
“Thirty-second precinct,” a voice answered. “Can I help you?”
I asked for Detective Bates, and after a few moments I was put through. “Detective Frank Bates, speaking, can I help you.”
“Frank, it’s me, returning your call,” I said. “Have you got something for me?”
“Oh yes.” Bates paused, and took a deep breath. “It’s not good news I’m afraid.” There was another pause.
“Go on,” I coaxed.
“Well we’ve found a body, out on Sycamore, hidden behind a disused shed.” Bates continued. “It hasn’t been formally identified yet, but it sounds very much like your Mr. Philips, but we’re not sure yet.”
 “I can’t say that I’m surprised,” I admitted. “I was almost expecting it.”
“Any particular reason?” Bates asked.
“Yes I got a reason,” I replied. “Why is the guy missing? I mean why would he be taken away? To what purpose?”
“It’s your ball,” said Bates. “You keep running with it.”
“Could be a kidnap, I suppose,” I suggested. “But there’s been no demands made, why not? These guys, the ones holding him, they want something, he has it. They know that it’s not at the apartment. So where is it? They don’t know that the girl had it, and clearly he hasn’t told them. So what are they going to do? Keep him. Feed him three meals a day, and a place to sleep. No they’re going to threaten him, and then if he don’t play ball, they’ll kill him.” I paused for a moment. “And that is exactly what has happened, right.”
“Well I’m not entirely sure about your theory,” said Bates. “But it looks like he’s dead alright.”
Despite what Bates had said I detected hesitancy in his voice. “So why the uncertainty about the body?” I asked. 
“Well it certainly matches the description, there’s no doubt about that. But there were no identification papers on the body, nothing. There was no driver’s license, no social security card, no credit cards, nothing to say who our John Doe really is.”
“Strange, wouldn’t you say?” I suggested.
“Yes it is, but I have seen this sort of thing before,” replied Bates. “It’s deliberate, an attempt to confuse us.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“It’s simple. If you can’t formally identify the body, it’s difficult to actually start a murder enquiry,” Bates explained. “You can’t possibly work out a motive. You haven’t anything to go on in helping you find the murderer. Do you see?”
That made sense. “So what happened?” I asked.
“Well he was shot, twice, once in the chest, the second in the back of the neck. We think the shot in the chest was first, and then as he fell came the second shot.”
“Two shots,” I repeated. “Didn’t the neighbor say something about hearing two shots?”
“That’s what they said,” agreed Bates. “But we never found any evidence of a shooting in the apartment. There was no sign of any blood, and no signs of any spent cartridges, and no signs of any bullet holes. So I don’t know.”
“So what do you know?” I asked.
“It looks like a 38 caliber, and fired at close range,” said Bates. “We’ll know more once the forensic boys have finished.
“Looks like he knew his killer, then,” I suggested.
“Maybe,” said Bates. “Maybe not, it’s too early to say.” 
“Do we have a time of death,” I asked.
“The Doctor puts it at between eight and ten yesterday evening,” replied Bates. “By the way we’ll need Ms. Marshall to come down and identify the body, could you tell her?”
I was hesitant. It wasn’t the kind of activity that anyone wanted, and she sure didn’t need it. It was obvious that her nerves were not good, and clearly she was vulnerable. I thought it would be best if she was kept out of it. “You couldn’t find someone else could you?” I asked hopefully. “I mean there must be somebody else.”
There was silence for a while. “I’ll see what I can do,” Bates eventually replied. “You’re right. He must have had relatives, or other friends somewhere. Leave it with me.”
“Good, if you find out anything else you’ll let me know won’t you.”
“Sure I will, Daniels, and you keep safe.” The line went dead.
* * *
So that was that. The guy was dead. No big surprise there. I just had a feeling that’s how it would turn out. It seemed clear to me that the murder was drug related. No prizes there then. And I was also pretty sure who had carried out the killing. Everything pointed to those two guys at Jerry’s. There had been that argument just a few days ago. It seemed pretty clear to me, but I still had to prove it. I just hoped that forensics would throw up some evidence that would help. In the meantime another visit to Jerry’s was called for, and a little talk with those guys might prove useful. Then after that another visit to apartment thirty-four might prove useful. 
* * *
I needed to speak to Linda though, and tell her the news. I wasn’t looking forward to it. I looked at my watch. It was twenty minutes to five. At the very least I needed to call to apologize for being so late.
* * *
Twenty-five minutes later I arrived back at my apartment, and I had told her the bad news. Although she took it well, she was clearly very upset about something. She was reluctant to say what it was, but eventually I got to the reason. She didn’t like being left alone so much in my place during the day, whilst I was out doing what detectives do. I couldn’t blame her. It was comfortable enough for me, but I was used to it. It would hardly suit someone like her. Besides she was probably lonely, and frightened. The news about Joe would certainly do nothing to comfort her.
It was agreed that she would probably be much better staying with her mother. And so it was all arranged.
“I’ll take you,” I offered.
She wouldn’t hear of it. “I’ve put you to enough trouble already,” she said. “I can get a cab, it’s not a problem.”
It was obvious that further discussion would be pointless, so reluctantly I agreed. “But if you need me. “I said. “You’ve got my number.” I tapped my cell-phone
“Yes,” she said. “I’ve got your number. I won’t forget.”
“Okay, so let me have your mother’s address and telephone number,” I said. “Just in case, you never know.” 
“Oh no, you won’t need that,” she said shaking her head. “Besides, mother doesn’t really like strangers to know her number. Anyway like I said just now, I’ll ring you.”
I forced a smile. “I’m not really a stranger am I?” I asked trying not to sound too disappointed. “Anyway I’ll need to ring you if I get any news won’t I?”
She had to admit that I was right. “Guess so,” she said as she reached for a piece of paper, and quickly wrote the details down. “There you are,” she said, as she handed it to me. “Now I best get going, I’ve a cab waiting.” She picked up her bag and headed towards the door.
“I’ll walk you down,” I said, brushing my right eye. She looked at me. “It’s nothing, just a piece of grit,” I said by way of explanation.
As we came out of the building, the first drops of rain began to fall. The sky was overcast, and in the distance I could hear the low rumble of thunder. I held the cab door open for her, and she got in. 
“Don’t forget if you need me, you know where I am,” I said.
She smiled. “I know, and thanks for everything. Don’t stand out in the cold,” she said. “I’ll be alright.”
I suddenly shivered, and it wasn’t just with the cold. It sounded so final somehow, almost like she was saying goodbye.  
“Just give me a ring when you get there,” I said. “Then I’ll know that you’re safe.”
She said that she would, and that I was not to worry.
The rainfall was now getting heavier. A flash of lightning split the sky, and then there was a crash of thunder. I closed the cab door, and without anything further, she was gone. I brushed my eye once again, blaming the rain this time. 
* * *
It was about forty-five minutes later that I got the call. She had arrived safe and sound at her mother’s house, and was just getting settled in. I suddenly felt a lot better. That was one less problem I had to worry about. She was safe and nobody knew where she was except me. And I wasn’t going to tell anyone was I?
* * *
 
 



Chapter Ten
Greg And Ken
 
Jerry had told me that if I wanted to speak to those two guys, the best day was a Tuesday, at about six. So at just after six, I made my third visit to Jerry’s. 
Jerry saw me as I entered the bar. He didn’t say anything, but merely pointed to his left, to two guys sitting in one of the side booths. I gave a cursory nod in acknowledgement. 
* * *
Although Jerry had pointed them out to me, I had already seen them. I would have known them anywhere. Their files back at police headquarters contained everything you would want to know about them. There were the mug shots, personal details, and naturally their criminal record.
Greg Nichols, just twenty-seven years old, he had tried his hand at everything from car-jacking, to credit card fraud. Now he had turned his hand to drug dealing. Sitting next to him was Ken Tyler, Greg’s cousin. Only twenty-five years old, but considered a local hard man. Good with his fists, poor with his brains. Both guys had done time on several occasions, but it was thought that they had been going straight for the last couple of years.
* * *
“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” I said casually, as I walked over to where they were seated. “Mind if I join you?” I didn’t wait for a reply, and just sat down. I looked across at the paper they were writing on. “What’s that, your memoirs?” I asked.
The elder of the two looked up. “Who the hell are you?” he asked, sounding anything but friendly. “And what do you want?”
“Now, now, manners, is that any way to speak to someone who’s just about to buy you a drink? Politeness costs nothing.” I looked over at Jerry. “A round of drinks over here, if you please,” I called out. “And by the way the counter looks great.”
Jerry looked puzzled for a moment, and then he started to laugh.
“Now gentlemen, let’s get down to business shall we?” I said. “The name’s Daniels, Jack Daniels. I’m a private detective.” I took my wallet out of my inside pocket and opened it. “Which of you is Greg?”
“I’m Greg,” replied the older of the two. “How’d you know that?”
I smiled. “And you must be Ken,” I said facing the other one.
“I said how did you know our names?” Greg repeated.
“And I heard you,” I replied. “I’ve 20-20 hearing.”
“So how did you know our names?” he asked again.
 “I told you, I’m a detective. I know things like that. I make it my business to know things like that.” I took out a photograph and placed it on to the table. “Now if we could just get on, I’m a busy man, and I’m sure you both have things to do,” I continued. “I think you know this guy.”
Greg shook his head. “I’ve never seen him before.”
At that moment Jerry arrived with the drinks. I looked up. “Ah, here comes Gerry with our drinks, just in time.”  
I passed them around, and Jerry went back to the bar. “Say again,” I said, taking a drink.
“I said I ain’t never seen him before.”
“That’s what I thought you said,” I smiled and pushed the photograph closer to him. “I’m disappointed though, I must say. I expected much better things from you, and you’re letting me down badly.”
“I said we ain’t never seen him,” Greg repeated.
“Ah now, you’re just not trying. Take a good look,” I insisted. “I’ll give you a clue, it might help. You were all in here the other day, last Tuesday in fact. You, your sidekick over there, and this guy,” I tapped the photograph. “You were having an argument about something.”
“What’s it got to do with you, anyway?” Greg asked.
I heaved a sigh. “We’re not going there again are we?” I replied. “I told you I’m a ….”
“We know him,” interrupted Ken, who hadn’t said a word up until that point. “So what if we do. Is it any concern of yours?”
“So what was the argument about?” I asked ignoring the comment. 
“What argument? Ken protested. “It was just a friendly discussion that’s all, just a little talk.”
“Well I heard different,” I said. “Remember what I said, about my 20-20 hearing. I heard that there was a heated argument going on, and people complained about the noise. Jerry over there had to quieten you down a couple of times.”
“He was muscling in on our business operations,” said Greg.
“Your drug pushing, you mean” I suggested. “Selling drugs to some of the local youth isn’t it? That ain’t very nice now though is it? Corrupting the youth like that. You could kill someone that way.”
“We ain’t no pushers,” Greg protested.
“Sure you’re not,” I replied. “You just provide a kind of a care service.”
“That’s right,” agreed Greg. “We provide a service to those that need it.”
“Oh I see,” I replied. “A sort of charity thing is it, a bit like Medicare, is that it? Or maybe the Red Cross?”
There was no reply.
“So you think you’re doing a great thing, out there in the alley where it’s all dark, so no one can see you, is that it,” I said seething with anger. “Is that where you operate? Is that where you do such noble charitable work?”
Still there was no reply. I took a drink, a long one, trying to calm my nerves. “Whatever you call it, it’s still illegal,” I continued. “But there again so is murder.”
“Murder?” repeated Greg. “What murder?”
I tapped the photograph. “Your friend there, he’s dead,” I replied. “Shot, twice.”
“And you think we had something to do with it?” said Greg.
“I don’t think anything,” I replied holding my hands up. “I’m just asking questions, that’s what detectives do.” I smiled. “I keep thinking of that argument you had ….”
“It wasn’t an argument,” Greg interrupted.
I nodded. “Right, it was just a discussion, a little talk,” I said. “But I’m wondering if that’s why you killed him.”  
“We had nothing to do with it,” Ken insisted. 
You know what? I was beginning to believe him. Don’t ask me why, but somehow I just couldn’t imagine that these guys would have the necessary brain power to carry out a murder. They were just two small time crooks, very small time. I was doubtful that they would even know which end of the gun the bullet came out of.
“Where were you last Thursday evening, between eight and ten?” I asked. Although I had asked the question I wasn’t even sure that these guys knew where they were ten minutes ago.
There was no reply. I repeated the question. Still there was no response. “What’s the matter, guys, was that too difficult for you?” I asked. “Can’t you remember?”
Still there was no reply. “Well I suggest you think about it, and think hard. Because a friend of mine, a certain Detective Frank Bates, will want to see you boys, and he will certainly want some answers. And he’s not as friendly as I am.”
I stood up, and drained my glass. “Okay I’m done, but if you’ll take my advice, you’ll get a proper job. Forget all about the drugs. It’s a mugs game anyway, and one day, as sure as eggs is eggs you’ll get caught. And then it’s twenty to life I’d guess.”
I waved to Jerry, and walked out. I imagined that Detective Bates would be interested in speaking with the terrible two, but I had a murderer to find, and I wasn’t going to find him – or her – here in Jerry’s Bar that was for sure.
* * *
 



Chapter Eleven
Where To Now?
 
So I had discounted the dreadful duo from Jerry’s Bar. They were criminals alright, no doubt about that. Criminals of the very worst kind, but I just couldn’t picture them as killers. If I’d been a betting man I would have laid odds against it. So now what? Where did I go from here? What other suspects did I have? Precisely zero. I had no other leads to follow up, and there were no other lines of enquiry open to me.
I have to admit that I had always thought that the murder was drug related in some way. It seemed so obvious to me. Those white packages seemed to confirm it. Perhaps a disgruntled addict was the murderer, or a jealous dealer. Maybe greed had come into play. Money had always been considered a good motive for murder. But in reality the murder could have been carried out for any number of reasons, including robbery, or blackmail, perhaps revenge even.
I just hoped that Bates might turn up something, because I wasn’t getting anywhere. 
* * *
The telephone rang. It was Bates. He must have been reading my mind because he was having similar thoughts, and suffering similar disappointments. So far his investigations had turned up nothing of any significance.
“We spoke to those two in Jerry’s bar,” he said. “You’re right. They’re just two small time crooks, but they’re no murderers. We’ve arrested them, and charged them with drug dealing. They’ll go to trial in a few months. In the meantime I’ve told them that if they co-operate, the Court might go easy on them. I gave them the standard drill. You know, we know all about you, you’re being watched. Step out of line and we’ll jump all over you.”
“Should do the trick,” I said.
“Just for good measure,” Bates continued. “I told them that if they don’t co-operate then with their record, if they so much as sneezed in the wrong way, they will be looking at ten to twenty, with no chance of parole.”
I smiled. “I told them that it would probably be twenty to life.”
Bates shook his head. “Who knows, you could be right,” he said. “The point is they won’t be pushing their stuff anymore, so that’s one less pusher to worry about.”
That was one good result at least, I thought, but it got us no nearer to the murderer.
“Anything further on identifying the body,” I asked.
“Oh yes that’s one bright thing on a dark horizon,” Bates replied. “We had a definite identification.”
I was a little surprised at the news, but it was welcomed. “So what a relative was it, a cousin or something?”
“No nothing like that,” Bates replied. “Strangely enough Ms. Marshall asked to do it.”
“What?” I just couldn’t believe it. I was convinced that she wouldn’t want to do it, and who could blame her. She’d had a bad time, and I didn’t think she could take much more. “So what happened?” 
“She arrived at the morgue yesterday afternoon,” Bates continued. “And sure enough it was Joe Philips. She identified him straight away, no hesitation.”
I still couldn’t believe it, but facts are facts I guess. You can’t argue with that. “How did she take it?” I asked.
There was silence for a few moments, and then I heard Bates sigh loudly. “Pretty well I’d say,” he replied. “A few tears, but not too bad.” He paused for a few moments. “I don’t really know,” he came back on. “From what you had said I expected hysterics, you know weeping and screaming, and ….” There was another pause. “She’s obviously a lot tougher than you thought, Daniels.”
Maybe Bates was right. Maybe I had just got a wrong idea. And yet she seemed so vulnerable, so frightened. It didn’t make sense, but it was just another case of facts being facts, I guess. There was nothing I could do about it except accept it. 
“So now what?” I asked. “Where do we go from here?”
“A few days ago you said that it drug related, remember?” said Bates.
I remembered, but I was beginning to have doubts. I said nothing.
“I think that you’re right,” Bates continued. “So we need to check his contacts, all of them. The suppliers, the dealers, his customers, anyone remotely connected.”
It sounded like a mammoth task to me. The list of names could stretch from here until the middle of next month. “Quite a job I would say.” 
“Well I’ve nothing else have I?” snapped Bates. “And I’ve already got some names from our friends Greg, and Ken.”
I sighed, and shook my head. It was a start, a good start, but I thought of the dozens of names there would be, maybe hundreds, I wasn’t sure. And all of them would have to be found, and then questioned. The checking, and re-checking, that would be necessary. I thought about how the names would actually be obtained. Somehow it didn’t seem likely that the dealers, and the addicts, would be that helpful. They weren’t exactly going to step up and volunteer were they? 
“Guess not,” I replied, trying to sound upbeat and positive. Not entirely sure that it came across that way.
I just hoped that I would get a better, and quicker, result at apartment number thirty-four.
* * *
 



Chapter Twelve
Apartment Thirty-Four
 
It was just after lunch time when I arrived back at the apartment. The officer on duty saw me come out of the elevator. “Mr. Daniels?” he asked.
I nodded. “I’m Daniels.”
The officer walked to the door of number thirty-four, and unlocked it. “If you need anything just yell,” he said. “I’ll be right here.”
He then returned to his flask of coffee, and a packed lunch, sitting on the makeshift table that had been prepared for him. And back to the radio that he had been listening to. He turned up the volume. He looked over at me. “They just scored,” he said.”
Who had scored, I neither knew, nor did I care very much. I smiled and thanked him. I walked over to the door and pushed it open. It was a lot different to how it had been just a few days earlier. Forensics had been over every square inch dusting for prints. The wreckage had been scanned for signs of any possible clues. The broken ornaments, and the shards of glass, had all been removed. Drawers had been put back into position. Torn photographs had been picked up, and placed on the table. Someone, someday, would have the task of going through the pieces and putting them back together again. Or maybe they would be just thrown away.
I wondered whether Philips did have any relatives, a mother maybe; or perhaps a brother. Would they be interested in a pile of torn photographs? Would anyone be that concerned? Linda perhaps? I looked down at the photographs, and sighed. It wasn’t much to show for a man’s life was it? 
I glanced around the room, and wondered if anything worthwhile had been left. I went back to the door and opened it. I peered round at the officer. “Do you know if they found a diary, or anything similar?” I asked. “Any papers, or receipts, things like that?”
The officer shook his head. “Not to my knowledge sir,” he replied. “Was it important?”
Might have been I thought, perhaps I’d never know. I thanked the officer, and returned to the room, becoming more and more convinced that I was wasting my time. I walked over to a cabinet over by the window. I opened the top drawer. It was empty. All of the drawers were empty. I returned to the table and looked at the remains of the photographs. They were just pieces of several jigsaws, and told me nothing. 
Then I noticed something, a photograph, mainly intact. It showed a young lady, and a young man. The lady was Linda, and the young man had his arm around her. “I don’t have a boyfriend,” she had said. This photograph told a different story. I wondered who the guy was. I placed the photograph in my wallet.
I looked back at the table. I was surprised to see that Linda was in several of the photographs. More surprising was the fact that Joe Philips didn’t appear in any of them. I shook my head, puzzled. Perhaps he just didn’t like his photograph being taken. And yet there were dozens of photographs showing another man, usually with Linda. It made no sense. Why would he keep photographs of someone, and yet have none of himself? 
I gave the room another glance. There were no signs of any private papers, which was also strange. There were no bills, no invoices, no receipts, and there were no bank statements. There was nothing. That was something else that made no sense.
I heaved a sigh, and walked to the door. “I’ve finished,” I said to the officer as I returned to the corridor. “You can lock up now.” 
The officer nodded and locked the door. “Did you find anything, sir?”
Had I found anything, I wondered. I shook my head. “No, nothing of any significance,” I replied. “So what’s the score?” I asked pointing to the radio.
The officer smiled. “Chicago won, eighteen to six.”
I smiled. Eighteen to six what I wondered. I raised my hand and waved. “I’ll be seeing you”. 
* * *
Don’t ask me why I thought the photographs so important, because I wasn’t sure. So she had a boyfriend. Was that so strange? Hardly. In fact I had said something similar to her. What was it? “I don’t believe it, a good looking girl like you, you must have dozens.”
By why would she lie about it? Why not just say, yes I’ve a boyfriend, and we’re planning on getting married. It meant nothing to me, one way or the other. So what was the problem? Okay so it was personal, and none of my business, but where was the harm. I was hardly going to forbid it was I? I can’t let you go through with it. He’s not good enough for you. I wasn’t her mother was I?
So why was I so bothered, so concerned. It was probably of no importance anyway, but I just couldn’t shake it. Linda had lied to me, and I wanted to know why.
I needed to speak to her.
* * *
 



Chapter Thirteen
Mrs. Marshall
 
I was desperate to get in touch with Linda. It was probably nothing major, and I was probably making a mountain out of a molehill, worrying for no reason. It wouldn’t have been the first time, and it probably wouldn’t be the last. But there it was, I couldn’t shake it.
I reached into my inside pocket, and took out my wallet. I opened it and took out a piece of paper. I read the details that Linda had written. “Mrs. Lydia Marshall, 274 Mulberry, telephone 886 4378.”
I reached for the telephone and dialed the number. “That number has not been recognized,” a mechanical voice announced. “Please check and dial again.”
I dialed once more, with the same result. The number she had given me was not, in fact, the correct number. Perhaps she had just made a simple error, and written the number down incorrectly. I’ve done that, we all have, no end of times. I reached for the directory, and looked up Mrs. Lydia Marshall.
There were six listed, and none of them lived on Mulberry. A simple error with the telephone number was one thing, but to get the address wrong, that was a different matter entirely. I picked up the telephone and dialed the first number.
It was answered on the third ring. “Mrs. Marshall,” I said.
“Yes, who’s speaking?” came the reply.
I explained who I was, and why I was calling. “Do you have a daughter by the name of Linda?” I asked.
“No I don’t,” was the reply.
I thanked her, and apologized for taking up her time. The next three calls produced the same response. I was beginning to wonder. Linda had made an error about the telephone number, and about the address. I wondered if she had made another error. Was Linda her real name?
Then I dialed the fifth name that was on the list.
“Yes I do,” was the reply to my question. “I do have a daughter of that name. Why do you ask?”
I explained who I was, and that I needed to return something to her. Okay, so I lied, but I couldn’t tell the truth over the telephone could I? Besides I wasn’t entirely sure what the truth was anymore.
“I wonder if I could call on you, and leave the item with you,” I asked. I said that I would appreciate it very much, and promised that I wouldn’t take up too much of her time.
“Well I have to go out now,” she said. “But if you come at about four o’clock this afternoon.”
I said that would be fine, and asked for the address.
“Oh yes, of course,” she said. “You’ll need that won’t you? It’s 366 Elm Drive, do you know it?”
I didn’t know it, but I didn’t think that it would be too difficult to find. “I’ll find it,” I said. “You’ve been most helpful,” and hung up. 
* * *
It was just after four when I pulled up outside 366 Elm. I sat for a few moments and looked at the house. It was one of those Colonial style houses popular in the seventies. At the front was one of those manicured lawns, surrounded by several shrubs. At the edge of the driveway was a silver birch. This was my kind of a house I decided there and then. One fine day, I murmured wistfully.
I reached over to the rear seat, and picked up a book, the one that Linda had left behind. Okay so it was another lie, she hadn’t left a book behind. She hadn’t left anything behind, but it was all I could think of at the time.
I got out of the car and walked to the front door. I rang the bell. A smartly dressed lady opened the door. “Mr. Daniels,” she said. “Right on time, do come in.”
I walked into a bright spacious hallway. “Let’s go into the living room shall we,” she suggested. “We’ll be more comfortable in there.”
It was large room, with large full height windows leading out onto the rear garden. She was right. It was a comfortable room. I could get used to a room like that, easily.
“Can I get you anything?” she asked.
A scotch would have been good, but I didn’t think that’s what she had in mind. “Oh no thank you,” I said. “I don’t want to take up too much of your time.”
She smiled, and then she noticed the book I was holding. “Is that the item you wanted to return?” she asked.
I looked at the book, surprised. “Yes that’s the item,” I stammered as I handed it to her.
She looked at the title. “Are you sure this is hers,” she said. “It’s not the kind of thing she would normally read.”
I coughed a couple of times, and cleared my throat. “Oh yes,” I said. “There’s no mistake, I’m sure that’s hers.”
“Well I’ll see that she gets it back,” she said. “And thank you for bringing it.”
The reply took me by surprise. “Isn’t she here?” I asked.
“Here,” Mrs. Marshall repeated. She shook her head. “No she hasn’t been here for some weeks now.”
“But I thought ….” 
“Yes, Mr. Daniels, you thought?”
“Oh nothing,” I replied. Was this another lie, more deceit, I wondered. If so, then why? What was the reason?
Mrs. Marshall looked at the clock on the mantle-shelf. “Was there anything else?” she asked.
I sighed. What was happening? Was there anything else? I was beginning to have serious doubts. “There is one other thing,” I said. I reached for my wallet, opened it and took out the piece of the photograph I had taken from the apartment. I handed it to Mrs. Marshall. “Can you tell me who that is with your daughter?” I asked.
She looked at the photograph for a few moments, and started to smile. “Why that’s Joe,” she said. “Joe Philips, her fiancé.”
“That’s not Joe,” I protested. “Joe’s d ….”
“Of course that’s Joe,” she insisted. “That was taken at his house in Cedar Drive. About three months ago, just after they announced their engagement.”
* * *
 



Chapter Fourteen
Cedar Drive
 
I was in a daze. My mind was reeling. I couldn’t take it in. Linda had lied over so many things. It couldn’t have been a simple error. It was deliberate, but why? I just couldn’t figure it. The phone number could have been an error, but the address, and going back to live with her mother, was all lies. But why lie to me? I thought she had trusted me. How wrong could a guy be?
What else had she lied about? I looked back at the photograph. The guy in the picture was fair haired, and nothing like the description she had given. It just couldn’t be Joe.
Then it hit home, and hit hard. We only knew what Joe looked like from her description, and from a photograph that she had provided. Clearly the dead guy was not Joe. So who was he? And why all the deception, what was she trying to hide? 
Scrub that last question. I think the answer to that was becoming more and more obvious.
Armed with Joe’s address, I thanked Mrs. Marshall for her help and left.
* * *
Cedar Drive was one of those tree lined avenues occupied by those with money, a lot of money. People like bankers, attorneys, politicians, business men, and, or so it would seem, a Candy Man. This is where he lived. This is where they both lived.
Number 175 was about halfway along the street. As I passed by I noticed a Jaguar XJ Sedan sitting in the driveway. I guessed there was $75000 give or take a dime or two, just sitting there. I stopped a short distance from the entrance, and walked back. 
As I watched, the car doors opened, and two people got out. Linda was one of them. A fair haired man got out on the other side. He walked around the car, and over to where Linda was waiting. He put his arm around her, and kissed her. They then walked slowly towards the house.
Joe had faked his own death, and she had helped. And I, unwittingly perhaps, had helped her.
Had she planned the whole thing from the first? I guess any patsy would have done. It just so happened that I was the sap who got taken in. And she had actually done nothing. I had made all the running. I had no one to blame but myself.
I took out my cell-phone and put a call through to Detective Bates. I gave him the gist of my call, and an address. “Get over here quickly,” I added, and hung up.
“Oh, Mr. Philips,” I called out. “And you Linda, fancy seeing you here. What a pleasant surprise.”
Philips stopped and turned. 
“You missed your funeral by the way,” I continued. “What a shame. It was such a lovely affair. Tasteful you know. Nice music and a wonderful service.” I paused. I put my hand up to my eye. “It was very touching. I bet you never knew you had so many friends, or maybe they were clients, hoping to get a fix.”
“And you Linda. That is your name is it?” I continued. “You weren’t there either, not to give your friend the send off he deserved. I’m surprised at you.”
Philips started to walk towards the entrance. “I don’t know who you are, fella, and I don’t know what you are talking about,” he said menacingly. “But if you don’t leave, now, I’ll call the police.”
I smiled. “That’s not a problem, Mr. Philips,” I said. “I’ve already called them.” 
I could hear the sound of a police siren in the distance. “I do believe that’s them now.”
* * *
It wasn’t long before the patrol cars arrived. Two officers got out. Philips smiled and nodded his head. He walked towards the car, and was placed in the back seat. Linda just stood there looking at me. Was she smiling, I wondered. I couldn’t quite see. Strangely enough I still felt sorry for her, even though she had tried to make a fool of me. Tried did I say, she did more than that, she pretty near succeeded.
Suddenly she gave a little wave, as she got into the police car. I heard the engine start. The car then slowly reversed back into the street. It then turned and drove away.
I continued watching until the car was out of sight.
* * *
 



Chapter Fifteen
That Wraps That Up
 
“So that wraps that up,” said Bates. “Case closed.”
“That’s right,” I said. 
“So Joe wasn’t just a pusher,” said Bates.
“Oh no, he was much more than that,” I replied. He was Mr. Big, the dealer, the real Candy Man.”
“And George Wallis, the dead guy, was just one of his dealers,” Bates continued. “He got greedy that’s all, and wanted more money. And when Joe refused he threatened to tell the whole story.” 
“So he had to be killed,” I added.
“We’ve booked Philips for murder in the first. And her as an accessory,” said Bates sounding pleased with himself.
“Thanks to me” I added smugly.
“Oh yes, sure, thanks to you,” Bates agreed reluctantly. “But we still don’t know who the others were.”
“What others?” I asked, knowing full well what the answer would be.
Bates shook his head. “Don’t give me that, you know what others I’m talking about,” he replied. “The guys who had searched the apartment. Those others.” 
I was pleased to note that it wasn’t just me that made mistakes, or got things wrong. Now it was Bates’ turn. I had used up my allowance anyway, long ago.
I heaved a sigh, and shook my head. “There were no others, Frank,” I replied. “It was Joe and Linda, no one else. They had staged the whole thing. It was them who had set it all up.”
Bates looked puzzled.
“You know we’ve been manipulated all the way, from the very first. At least I have,” I continued. “When I first saw the inside of that apartment I thought there was something odd. Something didn’t seem quite right, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. Then when I found out what the so called searchers were looking for ….”
“The packages you mean,” interrupted Bates.
I nodded. “The packages, precisely,” I replied. “It was then that it hit me.”
“What did?” asked Bates.
“The undeniable fact that it had all been set up,” I explained. “Set up entirely for our benefit.”
“Go on, I’m listening,” said Bates.
“If you were looking for those packages, why would you need to remove photographs from their frames?” I began. “Why tear the photographs? Why knock ornaments off of their shelves?”
Bates said nothing.
“You would surely know that a package that big wasn’t going to be hidden in a picture frame, or a porcelain figurine, now wouldn’t you.”
“I get your point,” said Bates.
“And another thing why were there newspapers, meant for number thirty-four, still lying in the downstairs lobby?” I continued. “I never thought anything of it at the time. It was only after, that I thought it odd.”
“Newspapers?” repeated Bates, still looking puzzled.
“Yes,” I replied. “I checked the mailbox downstairs, in the entrance lobby. There were newspapers for the three days before our visit. Together with letters clearly posted during those three days. Just lying there unopened” I paused for a moment. “That search of the apartment wasn’t carried out that day, the day we were there. In my opinion it was carried out a few days before.”
Bates shook his head. “That can’t be right,” he said. “What about the neighbor? They heard the shouting, and the doors banging, and what about the two shots that were fired.”
“What neighbor?” I replied shaking my head. “You never got a name did you? You told me that yourself.”
Bates had to admit that was correct.
“I checked with the neighbors,” I continued. “I spoke to all of the neighbors on the same floor as thirty-four, and all of those above, and those underneath.”
“And?”
“And the neighbors had either been out at that time, or they heard nothing. Not a sound,” I replied. “More importantly not one of them admitted to having made the call.” 
“So are you saying that it was Joe who made the call?” asked Bates.
“Exactly,” I replied.
“He took a chance didn’t he?” suggested Bates. “Someone could have seen him, or he could have still been there, at the apartment, when we arrived.”
I shook my head. “There was no risk,” I said. “He was nowhere near the place when he made the call. He could have been anywhere, even at his house on Cedar Drive.”
Bates shook his head. “That can’t be right,” he said. “His car was there, parked at the corner. She pointed it out to you remember.”
I smiled. “That’s right, his car,” I replied. “Yes she did point out a car, certainly, but how do we know it was his car. We only have her word for it.” I couldn’t believe how gullible I had been. How easily I had been taken in. Ma was right after all, be careful of strange women, they can’t be trusted. 
“I checked the license plate,” I continued. “The car belongs to a young kid, name of David Mills. He lives in the next block. Funnily enough he tells me that the car has been at that corner for the past three weeks. And it’ll be there many more weeks to come. He needs a new clutch, and he can’t afford the three hundred dollars.”
“So the whole thing was planned,” said Bates. “Clever, very clever indeed.”
“Yes it was all cleverly planned,” I agreed. “Even to you and I being at the apartment at about the same time. She knew when Joe was going to make the call, and she knew roughly when the police would arrive. And she insisted that I brought her to arrive at about the same time. She wouldn’t take no for an answer.”
“But why?” asked Bates. “What was the point?”
“There were two main reasons, I think,” I replied. “Firstly she wanted to give you that description; to make sure you got every detail. And secondly she had to be sure that you, and I, were completely taken in and that there were no problems. That we had no suspicions.”
“And of course it all went her way,” said Bates. “There were no problems, we were suitably taken in.”
“A clever plan,” I said. “And a very clever woman.”
“But like most crimes the criminal makes a slip up.”
“It nearly worked,” I said, as I thought of the way she had made a fool of us, of me. I had walked straight into it.
“Well Daniels, on behalf of the department I have to thank you for all your help,” said Bates, as he offered me his hand. I took it and shook it. 
“It was nothing …” I started to say.
“It was very much appreciated,” Bates continued. “And you might be entitled to a small reward, offered by the City Council.” 
Might, I thought. Might, it wasn’t a definite. It was only a maybe. 
“So tell me, Daniels, was she a client, or what?” Bates asked.
I smiled as I recalled my first meeting with her. I shook my head. “Oh no, nothing like that, I’m afraid. I just felt sorry for her that’s all.”
“You felt sorry for her,” said Bates. “What, are you in the Salvation Army or something?”
“You can joke all you like, but I did feel sorry for her,” I replied. “She was crying. But you know what the worst of it was?”
“The fact that you won’t be getting a fee,” Bates suggested.
I had to admit that was a major consideration. “Well yes, that too,” I agreed. “But it’s something far more important.”
“Go on, I’m listening.”
I smiled and nodded my head. I looked at him. “For a time there, for a long time, I was actually helping her to get away with murder.” I paused for a moment. “Okay so I never realized what was happening, but it’s still not a nice feeling.”
Bates smiled and shook his head. “I’m still puzzled though.”
I heaved a sigh. “Go on.”
“I still don’t exactly understand how she expected her plan to work,” Bates started to explain. “I mean how did she know that you would just happen to come along.”
I shook my head. “She didn’t know,” I replied. “It didn’t matter whether it was me or some other soft touch.” I paused and heaved another sigh. “She actually thought that she would attract the attention of the police.”
“The reason for the blood-staining,” suggested Bates.
“Precisely,” I replied. “If the police had shown an interest it would have still had the same effect, and still produced the same result. But it happened to be me, not the police. I was the gullible one, the one that got taken for a ride.” 
Bates shook his head and smiled. “Didn’t your mother ever warn you about strange women?
I looked at him for a few moments, and started to laugh. “You know she never did.”
* * *
After Detective Bates had left I suddenly felt at something of a loss. I looked down at my desk. “Now what do I do,” I asked myself. Then I saw it, a thick brown envelope. It was just sitting on one of the shelves. For a few moments I wondered what it was. Then I remembered. Inside that envelope were a number of photographs and a couple of type written statements. 
I had forgotten all about Mrs. Walker and her divorce. 
* * *
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Chapter One
A Mugs Game
 
Let me start right off by saying that I’m not a gambling man. I never have been. As far as possible I don’t take chances. I mean life’s one big gamble ain’t it? And there’s nothing certain in this life except death and taxes. I think it was Franklin Delano Roosevelt who said that, or was it Benjamin Franklin, I’m not too sure; or it could have been Jerry in the bar the other evening. He occasionally comes out with something clever like that. Either way, whoever it was, when it comes right down to it, however you play the game you will still lose out in the end. Living will eventually kill you and no mistake. There’s nothing you can do about it, there’s no avoiding it. 
So that’s more than enough for me. I’ve no intentions of adding more problems to my life, by gambling on the roll of a dice, or the flip of a card, or the spin of a wheel. 
Why take the chance? I mean it just doesn’t matter what plans you make, or whatever you do, things can go wrong. Seriously wrong. Am I right, or am I right. As I said I’m no gambler. It’s a mugs game. No one wins on the gee-gees except the bookie. No one wins at roulette except the house. Oh sure some punters win, and some win pretty good. But the chips are stacked against you, and most people will lose, and lose badly. The odds aren’t in your favor, take my word for it. Whether it’s the lottery, the track, or poker, you just can’t win. Unless you have a sure fire system you have no chance. I know I’ve tried it, never again.
Talking of systems, I’m no expert but it seems to me that basically there are two types. There’s the legal type. You know the one where you weigh up the risks, and study the form. Is the going good, or bad; you check the horse’s pedigree; what weight is the horse carrying and things like that. Doesn’t mean a thing to me, but some guys swear by it. You check the odds and you assess your chances. You know what’s involved, and you plan for every eventuality. You know what you can afford to lose, and you cover your bets. Your chances of winning are probably fair to okay, but you’ll never make a fortune.
Some people will just bet on favorites. Sure, most of the time their horse comes home first, but at what odds? They won’t be high that’s for sure. You won’t get a favorite at twenty to one will you? The odds will be low I can tell you, two to one maybe. You know you bet ten bucks, to win five. Where’s the sense in that? What’s the point?
On the other hand there’s the second type of system, the illegal way. You know what you want, and no matter what happens you’ll get it, even if it means eliminating anyone, or anything, that stands in your way. You don’t care who gets hurt, or how. It’s no longer a gamble. In other words, you could say that it was a dead certainty. You’ll win no matter what.
* * *
By the way, the name’s Daniels, Jack Daniels. I’m a private detective. I was having a slow day. Well slow didn’t really do it justice. It wasn’t so much slow, as stopped. I had just finished tying up my last case. A surveillance job, okay so have it your way, it was snooping. Feel better now do you? Anyways I’d made copies of all the photographs, and the statements that I had. They were now all safely sealed in an envelope addressed to Mrs. Amanda Walker, and ready for me to deliver to her when I got details of the time and place. And she could then get on with seeking that divorce that she wanted so badly. Then after a few more days I should be getting a nice fat pay check.
So I was busy going through my paperwork, sorting through the bills that had to be paid. You know, have you ever noticed how things like that mount up. Electricity bills, this insurance and that insurance, repair bills, begging letters from the I.R.S. It seems that’s all that I get these days, that and the charities trying their luck. I never get that letter giving you something; it’s always somebody looking for something.
That’s life I guess.
Keeping me company was Elmore James. That is he wasn’t actually there in the room with me. I mean the poor guy died over forty years ago, No he’s on a Compact disc that I had playing. Just in case you don’t know who Elmore James is, or was I should say, let me fill you in. I’m a blues fan, you know. Elmore was a blues singer from Mississippi, a few years back. I’ve got a fair collection ranging from Robert Johnson, and Charley Patton, right through to Muddy Walters and John Lee Hooker. Okay, so you’ve never heard of them either. Is that my fault?
Now every Tuesday you’ll usually find me at the 51 Club a couple of blocks away. It’s a blues club on Ashby. It’s just a small place you understand, I mean thirty people and it’s packed. They usually have something good on though, a visiting blues band perhaps, or maybe a solo artist. Last week it was a guy going by the name of Tony McPhee, a blues guitarist from Chicago. Not great, but not bad either. He did a lot of the old Chicago blues by Muddy Waters, and Little Walter.
Okay, so I’m sitting here listening to Elmore’s ‘Dust My Broom’, trying to sort out my accounts. For those who don’t know, to dust your broom means to shake off an old girlfriend, to make way for the new one. Get it.
 
“I'm a get up in the mornin'
I believe I'll dust my broom
I quit the best girl I'm lovin'
Now my friends can get in my room”
 
Okay lesson over for today. 
As I said I was doing pretty okay with the bills, if I do say so myself. Well I’d got the papers in a nice neat stack at least. Come on now, give me a break, it’s a start. Okay so I hadn’t actually done a lot, but at least everything was now in date order, the oldest bill at the top. All I had to do now was to go through them and see what I could afford to pay – if any.
There was a knock on the door. I looked up, and this old guy just helps himself. The door opens. He comes in without so much as a by your leave, and he looks at me. 
“Mr. Daniels?” he says, sits down and makes himself right at home. Any second now he’s going to produce a flask of coffee and some cookies. He’s going to take his shoes off and put his feet up. I hoped he hadn’t planned on staying the night, or maybe bring his family with him the next time.
“I’m Daniels,” I replied, as I reluctantly switched the CD player off. “And you are?”
“Jason Drake,” he replied all cool and collected, as though I was supposed to know who he was. “Maybe you have heard of me.”
I hadn’t, and I’m still waiting for the coffee and cakes. 
* * *
 



Chapter Two
Jason Drake
 
 “Should that mean something to me?” I asked.
He placed a briefcase on the desk and opened it. He took out a newspaper and spread it out in front of me. It was a copy of The Racing Post. The three inch headline announced the Death of Blue Boy, a three year old. Underneath was a photograph of a certain Jason Drake. I would never have recognized him.
I was still puzzled. I pushed the newspaper back towards him. “So?” I said quite simply.
“Mr. Daniels, I own several race horses, including Kansas Lad, he’s favorite for the Kingsland Stakes at Belmont in three weeks time.”
I was none the wiser. The only steaks I was interested in were the well done variety with mushrooms and onions, and French fries. “So,” I repeated, stifling a yawn. I really had to get on, the paperwork was crying out for attention or something like that. Besides I wanted to get back to the music.
Not to be put off in any way Mr. Drake continued with his fascinating narrative. “Mr. Daniels, if you look at that newspaper article once again, you will notice the date.”
I could hardly contain myself, with all the excitement. I was sure that there was a point to all of this, though I was beginning to think that perhaps Mr. Drake had forgotten what it was. “I’m looking, I’m looking,” I said. 
“It was three weeks ago,” Drake explained.
Did I say explained? A slight overstatement on my part, I have to say. It explained nothing except that he collected old newspapers. To me yesterday’s newspapers were simply that, yesterday’s newspapers, and of very little value.
“So it was three weeks ago,” I said. “Is that supposed to mean something?”
Drake heaved a sigh, and glanced around the office. What he was looking for I had no idea, but I guess he must have found it, because here he was once again with the explaining. “Mr. Daniels, Blue Boy died three weeks ago. The veterinary said that it was his heart. It just gave out.”
It could happen I supposed, but not being an expert in either horses or veterinarys, I said nothing.
“Mr. Daniels, Blue Boy’s health had been checked thoroughly only two days previously. He was declared as fit as a bell.”
The health of bells was another subject of which I was not an expert, so I continued to say nothing. I had decided that the guy did have a point, and would sooner or later get to where he was going. I only hoped that he would get to where he was going before he forgot where he was, and that it would be sooner rather than later, before he forgot what it was, or that I was too old to enjoy it. 
“Blue Boy was due to race at Hyland, he was the favorite for the Chantry Stakes, prize money of one hundred thousand dollars to the winner. Somebody didn’t want him to run, so he was deliberately killed,” Drake continued. “Poisoned I would guess.”
Okay so at last he had made his point. I wasn’t impressed. “What makes you say that Mr. Drake?” I asked, although why I have absolutely no idea. Now don’t get me wrong, I like animals as much as the next guy, but I mean the veterinary said that it was his heart, and you know what, he or she, should know what they were talking about shouldn’t they.
Drake started to frown. “Mr. Daniels do you know anything about horses?”
I guessed there was a reason for the question, although what that reason was remained a mystery.
“I’ve owned horses my whole life,” Drake continued. “My father owned horses, and his father before him, and his father before that.” He paused for a moment. “It’s in our blood you see.” He paused once again. “There was nothing wrong with his heart, nothing.”
“So you think ….”
“No, Mr. Daniels, I don’t think that he was killed,” Drake interrupted. “I know that he was.”
I smiled and shook my head. “Mr. Drake I’d be the first to admit it, I know nothing about the gee-gees.” I thought that it was about time I said something. “All I do know is never bet on them, it’s only the bookies that win.”
Mr. Drake opened his mouth to speak, but I was on a roll. Nothing was going to stop me, not now. “Gambling is a mugs game, and the odds are stacked way against you. You just can’t win.”
“I appreciate your opinion Mr. Daniels, but that does not take from the fact that Blue Boy was murdered.”
“Who would want to do a thing like that?” I asked. “For what reason, what would they have to gain? Every murder must have a motive.”
“Oh there’s a motive alright, it’s money,” Drake replied. “I’m sure that you will realize that the racing world is very competitive. And clearly you know there is a lot of money involved. Horses are expensive to buy, and to rear. Trainers cost money, good jockeys don’t come cheap. But of course there are compensations to be had. There is a lot of money to be made in winnings, an awful lot of money.”
Fascinated as I was, I hoped that he would get to the punch line soon. “I have many rivals,” Drake continued. “Some of whom are not as gentlemanly as we would like.” He paused once again, whether for effect, or just to check that I was still awake I’m not sure. “Since the death of Blue Boy there have been several other, shall we say, incidents.”
“Incidents,” I repeated. “Such as?”
“Oh just things like a small fire in one of the tack rooms,” Drake started to explain. “It was nothing too serious, and no one got hurt, fortunately.”
“Anything else?” I asked, unimpressed.
“Terry, one of the stable boys, fell from a ladder. The rung snapped, fortunately he wasn’t hurt, but it could have been very serious.”
“Another accident,” I suggested. “These things happen.”
“Certainly they do. Accidents happen all the time. Riders fall from the horse, they cut themselves. They sometimes break a bone or two.” Drake agreed. “But these particular incidents were no accidents. These were deliberate.”
“I could say that you would say that, if I were a cynic,” I replied.
“And Mr. Daniels, if I were a cynic I would say that you would say that,” he replied smiling. “But I’m not a cynic, I’m a realist.”
“Go on,” I coaxed. “I’m listening.” 
“A short time ago I mentioned Kansas Lad, remember?”
“The favorite for the Kingsland Stakes at Belmont, I think you said.”
“Right, Mr. Daniels, absolutely correct. You have an excellent memory,” said Drake. “Just lately however, there is a lot of money being put on Warrior, the second favorite.”
I tried hard to think of why that should be considered sinister. I couldn’t. “So someone thinks that maybe, just maybe, your horse is beatable, and Warrior is the one to do it,” I suggested.
“My thinking completely,” agreed Drake. “But why now, why suddenly like this? I wondered if it could possibly be connected with the fact that now Kansas Lad is very ill, and probably won’t be in the race anyway.”
Probably a coincidence, but maybe best to keep an open mind, I thought. “So why come to me?” I asked.
“Simple, I would like you to come down to the Drake Stables for a few days,” Drake said. “Take a look around. See if you can find out anything. We’ll make your stay comfortable.”
I would hardly go if I thought it was going to be uncomfortable, but I did not pursue the point. “Why me though now?” I asked. “Blue Boy died three weeks ago. Why now? And why not the police, it would be a lot cheaper for you.”
Drake nodded and smiled. “That is an excellent question, Mr. Daniels. Why indeed?” he replied. “Two main reasons I guess. Firstly, we did go to the police, exactly three weeks ago, but they weren’t interested. Whatever they might say, our police force isn’t really that interested in a death of a race horse, even though the horse was worth over $200000.”
“And whose death was confirmed to be a natural death by a well respected veterinary,” I added. “And I imagine you are covered by insurance anyway.”
“Precisely,” agreed Daniels. “We are covered by insurance, but that only covers up to a point. It takes no account of potential winnings in the future. It also takes no account of the fact that the horse was deliberately killed.” He paused for a moment. “The police are also not interested in the other odd little accidents.”
I smiled. “As you say, accidents happen. I guess if the police spent all their time investigating accidents, they’d have no time for catching speeding motorists.”
“Guess not,” Drake agreed.
“And the second reason,” I prompted.
“Having a number of uniformed police officers all over the stables is not good for the image,” Drake replied. “Mercenary of me I know, but a fact nonetheless.”
“You’re still not saying, why me?”
“No reason really, Mr. Daniels,” Drake replied. “I suppose I could have picked anyone, it just happened to be you.”
You could’ve lied couldn’t you? We heard you were the best; or you come highly recommended; or …. What the hell, with such a recommendation how could I possibly refuse. Besides I imagined I would get paid for my troubles.
“We haven’t discussed my fees yet,” I pointed out.
Drake smiled and shook his head. “I’m sure that won’t be a problem.” He stood up, and handed me a piece of paper. “Directions to get to the Stables,” he continued. He held out his hand. “I look forward to seeing you in a couple of days time.”
He walked to the door, and without any further word, left.
* * *
 
 



Chapter Three
The Drake Stables
 
A few days out in the countryside sounded pretty good to me, I had to admit, and to get paid for my troubles, sounded even better. It all sounded too good to be true, and you know what they say about things that sound too good to be true. Let me tell you that’s a lot of hooey, I accepted the offer. No it wasn’t too difficult. What did I have to lose anyway? A few days, that’s all. No great hardship was it? I could spare a few days couldn’t I? The City could get along without me for a while. It would survive. Mama Dell’s wouldn’t go broke. The 51 Club wouldn’t close down. Chang’s would continue selling his chicken chow mein.
Mind you I wasn’t convinced that there was actually anything in need of investigating. I mean a couple of minor accidents that could happen to anyone, anywhere, why get all stressed up about that. Okay so I guess the death of a horse might be a bit upsetting. I can accept that. I mean after all $200000 is not to be sniffed at. But it was just one of those things wasn’t it, animals do get sick and they do die, I mean that’s life ain’t it? There’s nothing you can do about it. The horse has a heart attack, and goes to the happy racetrack in the sky. So what, these things happen every day. They’re not very nice I grant you, but that how it goes. No one said it would be easy did they? You don’t have to like it, just accept it.
Okay so now there’s a second nag that is sick. Definitely unfortunate I have to say, no question about that. But just another of those things that happen, something it ate maybe, who knows. Or maybe it’s a virus going around. Hey what do I know anyway? Still don’t mean there’s something going on does it? Something sinister I mean; something underhand. I mean this guy Drake, well he’s suggesting all kinds of things. Jumping to conclusions like that. Adding two and two and getting someone’s out to get him. I mean can you believe that?
* * *
But as I said a few days in the country sounded good to me. So here I am packing a few things, and then I’ll be on my way. I’ve been given the directions how to get there. It shouldn’t be too difficult. Just head out north-west on the 684, into Connecticut, Drake had said.  Then on past Danbury towards Woodbury. It was about seventy miles, so an hour and a half, two hours tops should do it. It’s now a quarter after ten. I’d be there for lunch.
I looked around the office once more. What I expected to see I’ll never know. I’ve told Detective Bates where he could reach me if he needed me. I’ve told the landlord, and Mama Dells. I told Chang at the Chinese, and Buddy at the 51 Club. 
I think Chang will miss me. When I told him I would be away for a few days he said “You no stay bye bye long.”
I promised that I wouldn’t and that I would be back ‘plenty soon.’ I think he was pleased. There had been no comment from Mama Dell or Buddy. I wouldn’t be sending them a post card anytime soon. Okay, so I was now ready. I picked up my bag, one last look around, and left.
* * *
The trip was pleasant enough, and uneventful. It certainly was a great day weather-wise. Clear blue sky, and hot sun. If this kept up I was in for a great few days.
It was just after twelve thirty when I turned into the driveway leading to the Drake Stables and Stud. I could see the main house maybe a half a mile away. Over to the left were the stable blocks and tack rooms. All along the driveway was paddock after paddock. I pulled over, and switched off the engine. I got out of my car and walked over to the fence. The silence was breath-taking. It was so peaceful. No traffic noise, no police sirens wailing, no people shouting, no doors slamming, just the sound of the birds. 
In the middle of the field was a dappled grey horse. It saw me and started to come towards me. 
“That’s Candy Cane,” said a voice. I turned. Walking towards me was a young guy no older than twenty, twenty-five, I guessed. “She’s a four year old,” the voice continued. 
I nodded, and looked at the horse. She was a big girl for a four year old. “She’s a beauty,” I said. Then I turned to look back at the young guy. 
“She is, but she’s a naughty girl, though” said the young man, smiling. “She almost got out of her paddock a few days ago. Just as well that Jenny came by and stopped her.”
“Jenny?” I asked.
“She’s one of the stable girls,” the voice explained.
“Oh I see,” I replied. “What about you? You work around here do you?”
“I’m one of the stable boys,” he replied. “Terry Wood is the name.”
“Good to meet you, Terry,” I said holding out my hand. “The name’s Daniels, Jack Daniels. I’m going to be around for a few days.”
“I know,” the boy replied, taking hold of my hand and shaking it. “You’re a private detective aren’t you? We were told you were coming today.” He turned to look at the horse.
“Well, I best get on,” he continued. “She has to be taken out and back to the stables. He walked over to the gate, and opened it. “Come on Candy Cane,” he called out. 
Candy Cane pricked up her ears, and looked around. She saw Terry and walked over to where he was waiting. He patted her on her muzzle. I got back into the car. I continued watching for a few moments, and then continued on up to the house.
* * *
“Ah, Mr. Daniels, it’s good to see you,” said Drake emerging from the house. “I trust you had a pleasant journey.”
“It was okay,” I replied, as I walked towards him. I glanced around and nodded. “Nice place you have.” It seemed the right thing to say somehow, although ‘nice’ hardly did it.
Drake smiled. “We like it,” he replied. He held out his hand. I took hold and shook it.
“Do come in,” he said, stepping aside to let me pass into the house. “I’m sure you would welcome some lunch. Then we’ll get you settled in, and then I’ll show you around.”
It sounded good to me. The lunch part at least, I’ll let you know about the other part later. 
* * *
We had lunch out on the terrace, overlooking more paddocks and a practice track. “That’s Grenadier going round now,” Drake explained.”We are hopeful he’ll do well in the Haydock Stakes in a few months time.”
I’m no judge but it seemed to me that Grenadier was doing just fine. Mind you the track was empty, apart from him, so there was no pressure. Things might be a bit different running with twenty or more others.
* * *
With lunch over I was taken to my room where I was to spend the next few days. I can tell you that I’ve got no complaints. I could happily spend the rest of my days in a place like this. I looked out of the window, and over to the stable block. A couple of the stable boys were grooming the horses. It sure beat the view of the traffic from my office window.
There was a knock on the door. “Yes,” I called out. 
The door opened. It was Drake. “All settled in then?” he asked. “Care to have a look around?”
I nodded. I needed to walk off the lunch. “Love to,” I said, and followed him out of the room.
* * *
A short while later we arrived at the main stable block. “We have one hundred and forty acres here,” Drake explained. “Mainly laid out as paddocks, but we also have two practice tracks. We have twenty four stables, one of which is currently vacant for reasons you already know about. We have fiftteen horses currently in training for racing, and eight available for stud.” He paused for a moment and smiled. “We charge anything up to a half a million dollars to have your mare serviced.”
“Serviced?” I repeated puzzled.
“Yes, Mr. Daniels, that what we call it around it,” he replied. “Serviced. It sounds a bit business like I grant you.”
“Half a million,” I repeated. “And you get people paying that?”
Drake started to laugh. “Yes we do,” he replied. “Several. People come here from all over the Country, and even Europe.” 
It was all very impressive I thought, but as nice as it was, I knew that I wasn’t here to admire the scenery. “Mr. Drake exactly why am I here?” I asked. “I mean what is it that you expect me to do? I know nothing about horses, or stables, or, what did you say, mares being serviced.”
Drake thought for a few moments. “Mr. Daniels ….” he started to say.
“Make it, Jack,” I said.
“Okay Jack,” replied Drake. “You know what I think about these so called accidents, and my horse dying like that.”
“I know what you think,” I said. “And you know what I think. Things happen. It’s unfortunate, but it’s a fact. You just have to get on with it.”
Drake nodded. “Yes I know what you think, and certainly accidents do happen. But I would like you to have an open mind. Have a look around, get to know the place, and the people. Talk to them, find out about them, and what they think. Take your time. You can stay as long as you like, as long as it takes. Come to your own conclusions as to why those events happened. And we’ll talk again.”
“And if I talk to people and I come to a conclusion, and say they were just things that happen, what then?” I asked. “Will you be satisfied?”
Drake heaved a sigh, and shrugged. “If that is your reasoned conclusion, well then so be it, that’s what they will be, things that just happen. End of story.” He smiled, but his eyes told a different story.
I heard the words, but I was far from convinced.
“So, Mr. Drake, where ….”
“The name’s Jason,” he replied.
“Okay Jason.” I said. “So where do we start?”
“That’s entirely up to you Jack,” Drake replied. “It’s your investigation, but anything you need just call. I suggest you meet the people that work here. I suggest you start with our trainer, Michael Purcell. Then it’s up to you. Go where you like, speak to who you like.”
Sounded fair enough to me, he wasn’t going to pressure, or cause me any difficulty. It was being left all up to me. Okay, so let’s keep an open mind, and see what happens. 
* * *
 
 
 
 



Chapter Four
Michael Purcell
 
The following morning I woke early. To be absolutely honest about it I hadn’t really slept that well anyway. Strange room maybe, I don’t know. I mean the room was comfortable enough, I’ve no complaints there, and it was certainly quiet and peaceful. All I heard was the swish of the leaves in the trees, and the birds singing. It made a welcome change to the constant hum of traffic, and the wail of police sirens, that I was used to back in the city. Strangely enough though, I never had a problem sleeping back there.
I can’t even blame the bed, because it was great, soft just the way I like it. But I just lay awake for hours, sleep would not come. Jason’s words kept coming back to me, over and over. He had been so convinced that the accidents had all been deliberately carried out. And yet he had given in to my way of thinking, just like that. Just a little bit too easily, I thought. Would I really be able to sway him like that, I wondered, to be able to convince him that they were just accidents, and nothing more. I had my doubts.
Then it occurred to me that the only reason for me being there was to actually confirm what he already believed, and to justify his suspicions, to provide the proof maybe. Then, and only then, would he be able to go to the police, and they would listen.
Then I wondered exactly how much could I find out anyway. All of the events, accidents, incidents, whatever you called them, had taken place some while ago. Blue Boy’s death was over three weeks ago. Was anything left that was worth investigating? I doubted it. Certainly I could talk to people, and certainly I could get their opinion, but that’s all it would be, their opinion. And you know what they say about people’s opinions. Ask twenty people what they think, and you will get twenty different answers, and there would still be no proof. To be sure of anything I really needed to experience something myself, to be around when it actually happened.
Meet up with the people, Drake had said. Get to know them he said. Get to know what they thought, he said. Okay, it was worth a try I guessed. I had nothing else to do anyway. Well apart from breakfast that is.
I got up, got dressed, and just followed the smell of bacon frying. I wondered what else it would lead to. Pancakes and maple syrup came to mind.
* * *
Breakfast over, I ventured out. It was yet another beautiful day. The sun was shining in a cloudless blue sky, and all seemed right with the world. I thought of the so-called accidents, the fire, and the death of Blue Boy. It was hard to imagine that such things could have been deliberate, and that they could happen in such a beautiful spot as this. But of course that’s the trouble with accidents, they can happen anywhere, and at any time. 
Michael Purcell, the trainer, was the first one that I met up with. Drake had suggested that I start with him. He was just coming out of one of the stables. Drake had told me a lot about him whilst having breakfast. In his late fifties, Purcell had been with the Drake set up for just a little over five years. Originally from Kildare in Ireland, his reputation as a trainer was world renowned, and his horses had won every major race both in Europe, and in the States.
He smiled as I came into the stables. “Ah, now it’s Mr. Daniels,” he said. He hadn’t lost his accent. “I was told that you’d be around.” He hung up the bridle that he was carrying, and came up to me. “’Tis a beautiful morning,” he said looking up at the sky.
I nodded in agreement. “Do you mind if we talk as we walk?” he asked. “They like to see me you understand.” He waved his arm towards the stables.
“They?” I repeated, puzzled.
“The horses,” he replied. “I say good morning to them all, and give them a nuzzle.”
“Oh I see,” I replied. Not entirely sure what a nuzzle entailed.
“Do you like the horses, then?” he asked.
I explained that I liked them right enough, but knew nothing about them. “You don’t see too many of them in the big city,” I said. “It’s much too dangerous with the traffic.” 
“Do you ride?” he asked.
I smiled, and nodded. “Sure I ride,” I replied. “It’s a six year old goes by the name of Saturn, out of General Motors.”
Purcell started to laugh. “Now that’s very funny Mr. Daniels. I like a man with a sense of humor,” he replied. “A man with a sense of humor is normally kind to animals.”
“Oh I like animals right enough.” I replied. “Back home we used to have a dog, Gyp was his name. A bitzer, you know a bit of that, and a bit of this.” I paused as I remember. “He was a great dog.”
“What about now?” Purcell asked.
I shook my head. “Oh no, not now, I couldn’t have a dog where I live,” I started to explain. “I’ve got a small apartment in Brooklyn, and there’s no pets allowed.”
“That’s a shame,” said Purcell.
“There’s a stray cat at the office,” I continued. “Well in the yard at the rear. We all feed her, she’s seems to be doing alright.”
“But no horses,” said Purcell, smiling and shaking his head.
“No,” I replied. “No horses.”
So I’m guessing that you won’t be joining us on our early morning gallops then.”
“Mr. Purcell, I’ve never been on a horse, not even as a young kid,” I replied. “I just never felt the need. So I think I’ll give that a miss if you don’t mind.”
“It’s not a problem,” said Purcell. “How about horse racing though, does that interest you?”
“Afraid not,” I replied. “Horse racing doesn’t interest me at all. I’m not really into sport of any kind.”
“You’re not a gambling man then?” he asked.
I smiled and shook my head. “No I’m not a gambler,” I replied. “I don’t take chances. Life’s difficult enough, without adding to your problems.”
Purcell smiled. “Ah, you may well be right,” he replied. 
They may have been the actual words that he used, but I got the distinct impression that he was really saying that I was completely wrong.
“So Mr. Daniels, I understand that you are here to do a bit of investigating,” Purcell continued. “If I can help you in any way, just give a call.”
I thanked him, and confirmed that I wouldn’t hesitate. “That’s good of you,” I replied. “So what do you think about all of these so called accidents?” I asked. 
Purcell smiled and shook his head. “Well now, let me tell you. Mr. Drake now, well he thinks that they weren’t just accidents. He thinks that someone is deliberately doing these things to cause trouble.” 
I nodded. “That’s correct, that’s exactly what he told me,” I replied. “But I actually asked what you thought about them.”
“Well, does it really matter what I think,” Purcell replied. “The point is these accidents themselves, that’s the important thing. Whether they were caused deliberately or not, they still present a problem, d’yer see.”
I didn’t understand his point.
Purcell walked to the front of the stables, and looked out at the paddocks. He swept his arm in a wide arc. “Do you see all of this,” he said. “This isn’t just fields, and a few stable blocks, and a race track. This is a business, a multi-million dollar business, a business with a reputation for service, and tradition.” 
I imagined that there was a point to all this. I mean the guy was getting quite emotional. I guessed that he’d get there in the end. I could wait. I wasn’t going anywhere was I? 
“The point is if an establishment, like this one, started to get a reputation for being accident prone, it could have a major impact on business,” Purcell explained. “Our clients might start to lose confidence in us. They might perhaps seek services elsewhere.
“Drake Stables have been here for over one hundred and fifty years,” he continued. “We have built up an impressive client base in that time. Many of the world’s top trainers and owners come here. That reputation would disappear overnight if it were thought that this was not a safe and secure place.”
I had to admit that there was a lot of sense in what he had said. I know nothing of the horse racing world but what he had said about safe and secure struck home. The only thing though it didn’t help me. I had to decide whether the accidents were deliberate or not. If they were deliberate then someone was playing a dangerous game and had to be stopped.
“You still haven’t answered my question though,” I said. 
“What question was that?” he asked.
I heaved a sigh. Was he playing games, or had he really forgotten the question. “I was interested to know whether you thought the accidents were deliberate or not.”
He smiled. “Complete accident, no question,” he replied. “Just one of those things, accidents happen.”
Sure accidents happen, I thought, but sometimes things just need a little extra shove, know what I mean.
“Yes that’s right, they do, but what about the death of that horse?” I asked. 
“Blue Boy, you mean,” replied Purcell. “Heart gave out that’s all. Perhaps I should have seen it coming, eased up on the training maybe.” He heaved a sigh. “Not sure it would have made any real difference though.”
“I guess that’s something you’ll never know,” I said hoping I sounded helpful and positive, but guessing that it came across differently.
“Guess not,” said Purcell. “But maybe you might learn something if you speak to the veterinary, John Probert.”
“I just might do that,” I replied. “Thanks for your help.”
“Now I’m sorry but I better get on,” Purcell said. “I’ve a lot to do. Grey Lady needs a rub down, and well, you know where to find me if you need me. Oh and if you feel like joining us on the gallops, let me know, I’ll be more than happy to arrange it.”
* * *
 



Chapter Five
Derek Chambers
 
Okay so that was Michael Purcell’s opinion. Certainly, he had no doubts. Accidents, they were all accidents, nothing but. All easily explained and nothing sinister. So that was one down. “But don’t take my word for it,” he had said. Don’t you worry about that, I don’t take anyone’s word about anything. Even my silver haired mother has to supply proof.
Next on my list was the Head Stable Boy at the Drake Stables, a certain Derek Chambers. I found him out at one of the paddocks. He was sixty-five years old, if he was a day. Why he wasn’t known as Stable Old Man is beyond me. 
“That’s just the way of it,” he explained. “Age don’t matter you see. I’ve been a stable boy all my working life.” He paused and started to rub his chin. His eyes glazed over. “I were just fourteen when I started, that was with old man Robinson a ways from here, up north. Then I came here when he died and the stables were sold off. I was just twenty-five then, by a few days. Mrs. Robinson gave me a nice reference. Been here ever since, started with Mr. Drake senior. He were real good to me. Don’t reckon I’ll be leaving the old place anytime soon, not now. I’ll be sixty-seven in a few months time. Reckon this place’ll see me down and no mistake.”
I didn’t doubt it for a moment. Forty plus years in one place is something I find very hard to understand, but I have to admit that he looked well on it. I guess he had his room and board all found, and no worries, no stress, and all of that lovely open countryside to enjoy. And clearly he was doing a job he loved. So perhaps there was something going for it after all. 
“You must have seen a lot of changes I guess,” I replied, although what precise changes there would have been I had no idea. Horses would always be horses, and stables would always be …. Well you get what I mean.
He merely shrugged and smiled. “Things come and things go,” he said. “And some things just stay as they are.”
I guess that about summed things up pretty much, so I could only agree with him.
“What do you think of these accidents?” I asked.
“Accidents?” he replied. “You mean things like Candy Cane getting out of the paddock?” Chambers answered.
I nodded. “Yes, I heard about that,” I said. “Who was telling me, hang on for a minute. Just let me think.” I thought for a few moments, and then I remembered. “It was Terry, Terry Wood. He told me that she almost got out of her paddock. Just an accident wasn’t it?”
Chambers shook his head. “It were no accident, I can tell you. And it was Terry’s responsible to make sure that the gate was secure, and he didn’t do it” he replied. “He got a good talking to from Mike. He’s young, but he deserved it. Youngsters today, they don’t seem to care about responsibility and things like that. He’ll learn though, and know different the next time.”
Don’t ask me why but I suddenly felt very sorry for Terry. He never meant no harm. He just made a mistake, that’s all. Hands up if you never made a mistake, because I’ve certainly made a few in my time.
“So what happened?” I asked.
“It was one of them days when we allow visitors in,” Chambers started to explain. “We do it twice a week. There were a lot of visitors that day. More than normal, including a lot of school kids, you know, they come in from the local towns. Anything could have happened, you know. She wouldn’t mean you no harm, but old Candy could have done a lot of damage. She’s a big girl, muscular and strong. Got to be for the track you see. Anyways fortunately Jenny, one of the stable girls saw her and got her back into the field, without any trouble being caused.”
“Someone had left the gate open, is that what happened,” I suggested. “Just careless I guess.”
Chambers shook his head, and started to laugh. “Accident, no way,” he replied. “Those gates are provided with a special security catch. You just can’t open the gate accidentally. You have to lift the catch and then pull the bar back, and then you can open the gate.”
“So it couldn’t be an accident then,” I said.
“Not a chance,” said Chambers. “That gate was opened, and it were left open, deliberately.”
“For what reason?” I asked.
“Now what reason would you think,” Chambers replied. “To cause trouble. What else?”
Drake hadn’t mentioned anything about Candy Cane, and the open gate. I wondered why. Perhaps he didn’t know. But that didn’t make any sense at all. Of course he knew. He would make it his business to know. So why hadn’t he said anything? I made a mental note to speak to him about it later. I was beginning to wonder if there was something sinister going on after all.
“Derek, what do you think about the fire?” I asked. 
“In the Tack room, you mean?” Chambers replied. 
Yes the Tack Room, I thought, wondering if there had been any other fires I hadn’t been told about. I nodded.
“Well let’s take a look shall we? This way,” Chambers said, as he walked away. I followed. 
“Now it really wasn’t much of a fire,” he said, as we made our way to Tack Room number two. He opened the door, and waited for me to enter. “Here we are,” he said. 
“Where did the fire start?” I asked
“Those sockets over there that’s where the fire began,” explained Chambers. He pointed to a couple of the power sockets. “Faulty wiring or something, but there’s nothing left to see, not now.”
Chambers was right. You would never know that there had ever been a fire. New wiring and new sockets had been provided, and repairs to the walls had all been carried out. It was as though nothing had happened.
 “When did it happen?” I asked.
Chambers thought for a few moments. “About three weeks ago, I think,” he replied. “I lose track of time sometimes.”
“So what about the fire?” I asked. “Was anyone injured?” 
Chambers shook his head. “It wasn’t much of a fire,” he replied. “It wasn’t anything really, just a small fire. The socket had been overloaded, and there was a short and the fire started. Fortunately it was seen soon after it started. It was dealt with, and no one got hurt.” 
“Did you see it?” I asked.
“Yes I saw it,” he replied. “It was just after six in the morning,” he explained. “We had just returned from early morning gallops, and just going along to the stables, when I saw a glow coming from here, through that window.” He pointed. “I ran over, and grabbed the extinguisher, and put the fire out.”
 “And that was that, an accident,” I said helpfully. “Nothing more than that.”
“No one was hurt, and not much damage was done,” said Chambers. “But certainly it was not just an accident. That fire was started deliberately.”
“What makes you say that?” I asked.
Chambers gave a glance around the room, and nodded. “Three things really,” he replied. “Firstly the door over there, I saw Ben lock it just before we went out for the gallop, and when we got back it was unlocked.”
“Ben?”
“Ben White,” Chambers replied. “He’s another stable boy.”
“Right,” I replied. “What time was that, when you went out?”
“About four-thirty, something like that,” Chambers replied. “That’s when we usually start.”
“And when did you get back?”
“Just before six,” Chambers replied. “We normally get back then, earlier if the weathers bad.”
“And Ben was with you the whole time?” I asked.
“I think he was, I’m not absolutely sure,” Chambers replied. “Why do you ask?”
“Who else would have a key to the room?” I continued, deliberately ignoring the question.
“Well, Terry, he has a key,” Chambers explained. “Terry Wood, I think you met him?
I agreed that I had met him shortly after arriving the previous day.
“Well he has one, and so does Ben. They both use Tack Room two.” He paused for a moment. “Michael, the trainer, he has a key, and so do I.”
“What about Mr. Drake?” I asked.
Chambers shook his head. “No, he doesn’t have one. He says he doesn’t need one, and leaves the day to day running of things to us.”
“So just the four of you,” I replied. 
“That’s about right,” agreed Chambers. “Although most of us know where the keys are kept, it could have been almost anyone.”
“What do you mean?” I asked. “Don’t you keep the keys with you?”
Chambers shook his head. “Terry and Ben do, they need them on a daily basis,” he started to explain. “But me and Mike we don’t need them that often, so we leave our keys in the key cupboard in Mike’s office.”
Didn’t sound like the greatest of security to me, but I decided to skip it. “And the second thing,” I prompted.
“Judging by the spread of the fire I’m guessing that it had started just a few minutes before we returned,” Chambers replied. “I think it was deliberately set for effect only, and not actual damage.”
I was puzzled. “I’m sorry I don’t follow you.”
“I’m saying that I believe that it was timed to co-incide with us getting back,” Chambers explained. “Just a bit of a frightener you might say.”
“And the third reason?”
“Oh yes, the third reason,” said Chambers. “And this is the clincher as far as I’m concerned.”
“Go on,” I said.
“Two days before the fire the wiring was checked by Dorkin Brothers, they are electricians from Danbury,” Chambers continued. “There was no problem with the wiring.”
That seemed pretty conclusive I had to admit. It certainly looked like a deliberate action, but why. Chambers had said that it was ‘for effect only, and not to cause actual damage.’ What kind of effect, I wondered. And for whose benefit? More to the point, who did it? There were four possible suspects, the four with keys, but as Chambers had said, anyone could have got hold of a key. 
“I’m sure there’s a perfectly good answer, but why is it called Tack room number two?” I asked.
“That’s simple, Mr. Daniels,” replied Chambers. “We have three Tack Rooms, and twenty-four stables. So that’s one Tack room for eight horses.”
“So what exactly is a tack room?” I asked.
Chambers started to smile. “I guess you would call it a store room,” he started to explain. “There would be everything inside, from saddles, to horseshoes, bridles, to bits. There would be riding boots, coats, blankets, you name it. Each tack room would contain everything you could think of, but only for the eight horses allocated to that particular room.”
It sounded impressive. “Looks like you’ve got it well organized,” I said, as I glanced around the room once more.
“Oh we have,” said Chambers sounding pleased. “In addition we have six stable boys and girls. Each one has four horses to look after, so that’s two stable lads to each Tack room. In this case as I said it was Terry and Ben.”
One last thing,” I said. “What did you think about Blue Boy’s death?”
Chambers shook his head, but said nothing for a few moments. “I’m not really sure,” he said finally. “He had been sick, and was being treated by John Probert.” He paused for a moment. “John’s a good vet, but sadly he wasn’t able to save the horse.” He paused once again. “These things happen,” he continued. “You can’t always explain them. And yet something keeps going over and over in my mind.”
“Go on, Mr. Chambers,” I coaxed.
“Candy Cane getting out of her paddock was no accident. The fire was no accident.” He paused and shook his head. “I just wonder if Blue Boy’s death was planned as well.”
“He was killed deliberately, is that what you are suggesting,” I said.
“I don’t know if he was meant to die, or whether he was just to be put out of action for a while,” Chambers continued.
“Put out of action,” I repeated. “What do you mean by that?”
“To be stopped from racing for a while,” Chambers explained. “We stood to win a substantial sum of money on Blue Boy’s next race. But clearly somebody didn’t want Blue Boy to run, so they put a stop to it.”
“So you think it was deliberate then and not just one of those unfortunate things.”
Chambers shook his head. “Originally yes, I had thought it was just unfortunate, but quite natural. Horses get sick, and horses die.”
“So what changed your mind?” I asked.
“Candy Cane was one thing, and then that small fire,” Chambers continued. “They weren’t accidents they were deliberate, and so was the death of Blue Boy.”
“What tack room did Blue Boy use?” I asked.
“Number two.” Chambers replied simply.
* * *
Remember what I said about the twenty different people, and the twenty different opinions.  But in this case there were only two possible answers. Either the accidents were just that and nothing more, or they were deliberate acts. So far the odds were two to one that they were deliberate. 
Next I needed to speak to the stable boys, and girls, especially Jenny, Terry and young Ben.
* * *
 





Chapter Six
Graham Berry
 
So, just as I expected, I was already getting conflicting stories. What did I tell you? One guy had no hesitation and said that it was nothing but accidents. Everything was either a pure accident, or it was natural, and all easily explained. Then there was the other guy. He was equally convinced that it was all deliberate. The fire was deliberate, Candy Cane getting out of her paddock, deliberate, and the death of Blue Boy, was a deliberate act. That left the ladder incident. Nobody was hurt, fortunately, but a rung had snapped, and somebody had nearly fallen. It could have been real nasty. They could have broken their neck.
I was still in the dark. I wasn’t even sure that these guys really meant what they were saying. I’m not one for poker, but I wondered if they were just bluffing. 
I kept thinking of my conversation with Michael Purcell. He had accepted that they were all accidents, pure and simple. No question about it. He accepted the horse’s death as nothing more than unfortunate. Did he really believe that, or was there something else, something he wasn’t saying? Did he really believe the exact opposite, but was trying to deal me a fixed hand. Was he just saying that because in reality they weren’t accidents, but he wanted me to think that they were, and that he was actually the one responsible?
What about Chambers, he was convinced that they were all deliberate? Was he saying that to try to look good, an attempt to divert attention from himself?
You know the kind of thing. It wasn’t me you understand because if it was me I’d be saying that they were nothing but accidents to throw you off the scent. In other words, it was a double bluff. No wonder I never played poker. 
By the way I’ve just found out that the right term is ‘stacked deck’, and not ‘fixed hand’. Okay, but I’m still none the wiser.
* * *
“Is everything alright, Mr. Daniels?” a voice called over. “You look worried.”
I looked up. It was Graham Berry, one of the stable boys. “Oh I’m just thinking,” I replied. 
“Having problems with your investigation?” he asked.
“You could say that,” I replied. 
 “I’m just taking Grenadier back to his paddock,” Graham explained. “Care to come along?”
It sounded like a good idea to me, so I agreed. Couldn’t do any harm at least. It was a warm day, and the paddock looked so green. I smiled as I thought of my apartment block on Lincoln back in town, and the Chinese takeaway on the corner. It was so different. Here it was so fresh.
“Is Grenadier one of your horses then?” I asked sounding quite knowledgeable.
“He is, and so is Grey Lady,” Graham replied. “He’s a two year old. He’ll be running at Matlock in a couple of weeks. He should win.”
Somehow I wished he hadn’t said that. I suddenly had visions of Grenadier joining with Blue Boy, ad Kansas Lad. “You best look after him then,” I said. “Don’t want him getting sick do we?”
Graham nodded his agreement. “Oh I’ll look after alright, sir, you can be sure of that.”
“Have you been here long?” I asked. “Working for Mr. Drake?”
“Nearly two years,” Graham replied. “I really want to be a jockey.”
“So what’s the chances of that happening?” I asked.
“I’m really hoping,” Graham replied. “Mr. Drake is in favor, so it looks promising.” 
“I wish you well,” I said, and meant it. “So which is your tack room?”
He smiled. “Numero uno,” he replied. “Room number one, it’s at the north end of the stable block.” He pointed over to his right.
I nodded. “What do you think of all of these accidents?” I asked.
Graham started to laugh, I wondered why. “What’s so funny?” I asked.
He looked at me. “Nothing’s funny, not really,” he replied. “But anyone who tells you that they were accidents has got to be short of a few brain cells,” he replied.
Michael Purcell didn’t strike me as someone short of a few brain cells. “What makes you say that?” I asked.
“The fire was deliberate, there’s no two ways about it,” Graham continued. “And the ladder, well that was nearly me coming down with it.”
I was puzzled. “What do you mean nearly you?”
“Mr. Purcell had wanted something from tack room two,” Graham started to explain. “It was a particular bridle, and it was on the top shelf. I said that I had to go past the room so I offered to get it.” He paused for a moment. “I’m just about to go, when Terry, Terry Wood, do you know him?”
I nodded, I knew him.
“Well Terry pushes past and says to leave it to him, it was his tack room after all. So he goes off. The next thing we hear is that the ladder breaks, and Terry is almost thrown to the ground.”
“Almost,” I repeated. “What do you mean?”
“He managed to grab hold, and save himself,” Graham explained. “It could have been nasty though, but he managed to get down safely.”
“Did anyone see the accident?” I asked.
“Oh yes,” replied Graham. “Ben did I think. You should check with him.”
Thanks for that Graham. What a great idea, wish I had thought of that. Perhaps I should just pack up my things, go home, and leave the whole investigation to you. There again, perhaps not. Either way Ben would be receiving a visit from me the first opportunity I got. 
“Sounds like a straight forward accident to me,” I said. “Was it an old ladder?”
“Yes, it was.” Graham agreed. “But it was no accident.”
“Well I’m guessing that it must have been well used, and probably getting quite worn,” I suggested. “I guess the rung just snapped with age, that’s all.”
Graham shook his head. “The rung had been partly cut through, with a saw.”
No accident then, I thought. “Which tack room did you say it was?”
“Tack Room two,” he replied. 
* * *
 



Chapter Seven
The Odds Increase
 
Okay so now we had odds at three to one, and although everything was pointing to tack room number two, I still didn’t know who was carrying out these incidents. I didn’t even have any suspects. It was time to get all of the stable boys and girls together and see what they had to say. So I arranged with Derek Chambers to get them all together in his office.
“Ten o’clock tomorrow,” Chambers had suggested. It was fine by me.
Okay so the arrangements were made, and I was due to meet with the six stable guys. I have to tell you that I wasn’t really looking forward to it. Oh yes it had been my idea alright, so who’s saying different. But it was all Drake’s fault. Get to know the people, he had said; get to know what they think, he had said.
I just knew where that would lead me. I mean what was I going to get out of it anyway? There would be more opinions certainly, no end of them, but still without any proof whatsoever. So what value would they be? Did I really need a half a dozen more differing opinions? Would they be of any help? 
No need to comment on that last question, I could already guess what the answer would be.
* * *
The following morning, day three of my little holiday, was dull, overcast, and rain was forecast for the afternoon. It matched my mood. Ten o’clock on the dot I walked into Chambers’ office. The six stable guys stood up as I arrived. 
“Okay guys, sit down.” I looked at the six guys sitting there, and that whole thing about twenty people came back to me. You remember that one don’t you? I started to smile wondering what effect this little meeting was going to have anyway.
“The name’s Daniels,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Jack Daniels, and I’m a private detective.” I paused for a moment. “You all know why I’m here.” At least I imagined that they all knew. “I’m here to investigate certain things that have happened in the past few weeks,” I continued. “Some people say that they were accidents, others say they were deliberate. Me, well I’m supposed to investigate, and come to a decision.” I paused for a moment. “Who thinks that they were accidents?”
 “I’ve already told you what I think,” said a voice. “Graham Berry, remember, we spoke yesterday.”
I nodded in agreement. So someone was paying attention. That was a good sign. “Okay so what about the rest of you,” I said. “Which one of you is Jenny Taylor?”
A young lady held up her hand. “I’m Jenny.”
“I understand that you were the one that stopped Candy Cane when she got lose, a few days ago, and returned her to her paddock. Is that right?”
“She hadn’t got far before I stopped her,” Jenny replied. “It wasn’t anything really.”
“So you took her back to the paddock,” I continued. “Did you look at the gate?” 
She nodded. “It had been opened deliberately,” she said. “Someone wanted Candy to get out.” 
The odds were now four to one.
“Did anyone else see the gate?” I asked.
“I did,” a voice called out. It was Terry Wood. “It had definitely been opened deliberately, it was not an accident.”
The odds were going up.
“Okay, so how about the fire,” I continued. “Did anyone see that?”
“I saw it,” came a reply. “I’m Ron Chamberlain.”
“Go on, Ron,” I said. “What happened?” 
“Well we were just coming back, from the gallops,” Ron continued. “As we passed the tack room I could smell smoke, and then we saw the flames through the window. Mr. Chambers rushed inside, and put the flames out with an extinguisher.”
“Right, so what did you think?” I asked. “Did you think it was an accident?”
Chamberlain shook his head. “I don’t know,” he replied. “I never actually went inside the room. They said it was a faulty wire, or something. I don’t know.” He shrugged his shoulders. “It was probably an accident I guess.” 
He didn’t sound convinced, but I now put the odds at five to two.
“Alright, we’ll leave that for the time being,” I continued. “What about Blue Boy? Does anyone think that his death was natural?”
“He was deliberately killed,” called out Terry.
“That’s right,” agreed Ben. “There’s no doubt about that. He was poisoned.”
“What makes you say that,” I asked.
“Simple,” replied Terry. “He was one of our horses.”
“One of the horses that used tack room two you mean?” I said.
“That’s right,” replied Ben.
I wasn’t exactly sure how valuable this session had been, but Drake had said talk to the people and get to know their thoughts. Well that’s exactly what I was doing. “One last question then,” I said. “Put up your hand if you think the actions that have happened over the past few weeks, were accidents, or that they had been deliberately carried out.”
Four hands shot up. Ron Chamberlain’s hand, and that of Sue Turner, remained by their side. Either they actually thought they had been accidents, or they really didn’t know. Nonetheless, for what it was worth, it was becoming increasingly clear that most people did not accept the idea that they were accidents. 
Six people thought the actions were deliberate, and three either didn’t know, or believed that they were accidents. The odds were now two to one. Although how helpful that had all been was debatable, I was still no nearer to knowing who had carried out the actions. 
The only thing that seemed certain was that everything that had happened was somehow connected to tack room two. Co-incidence maybe, or something more? I needed to do some thinking. I decided to take a walk.
* * *
 



 
Chapter Eight
Someone Nearer To Home
 
It was getting late by the time I arrived back at the house. I was cold, and looking forward to dinner. Although the rain had held off, it was overcast and dull. Just about summed up how I felt. I had had a good walk, and seen a lot of Drake’s Stables. I wasn’t a lot wiser as far as my investigation was going, but at least I had worked up an appetite.
Mr. Drake greeted me at the hallway. “Ah, Mr. Daniels, you look tired. Had a hard day?”
Hard didn’t come close. I was beginning to wonder if I was just wasting my time. I mean just what was I doing anyway? Asking a lot of fool questions and getting a lot of differing answers, putting two and two together and getting I don’t know what. I was never good at adding up anyway. I had spoken to everyone except for Christine Bryant, the Secretary, and Pete Haart, the bookkeeper. Although employees, they were only part timers, and I guessed that they wouldn’t have had the opportunity to carry out any of the so called accidents.
Sure I’d got lots of comments, but did any of them mean anything, really? Did they offer any proof? Did they put up a sign saying ‘this guy did it’; or ‘look no further, he’s your man’? No they didn’t.
* * *
“Dinner won’t be long,” Drake said. “How about a drink before hand and you can tell me how you got on.”
A drink sounded good. As for the rest that was a bit more problematic. I mean how had I got on exactly? What did I actually have to tell him? I simply nodded, and followed him into the living room.
“Have a seat, and make yourself comfortable,” Drake said. “Scotch suit you?”
Once again I simply nodded, and hoped that he’d make it a double. I felt that I could use one.
Drake started to pour the drinks. “How’s the investigation going?” he asked.
“Mr. Drake, why …” I started to say.
“Jason, remember” Drake interrupted.
“Fine, Jason,” I replied. “Why didn’t you tell me about Candy Cane?” 
“Candy Cane?” Drake repeated puzzled, coming over with the drinks. “Getting out of her paddock, you mean.” He handed me my drink, and sat down. “Who told you?”
“Does it matter who told me,” I replied. “Why didn’t …. It was Derek Chambers, he told me. But why didn’t you tell me?”
“That’s simple,” Drake explained taking a drink. “To date you haven’t exactly embraced my opinions have you?” 
If he meant that I didn’t go along with him, then I guess he was right. I hadn’t been convinced about a single thing. But after speaking to Chambers, I was slowly beginning to come around to Drake’s way of thinking. I still had a long way to go, but at least I was heading in the same direction.
“In fact I would go so far as to say that you thought me paranoiac. You probably still do,” Drake continued. “Would you consider that fair?”
I shook my head. Certainly, originally I did have a lot of doubts, but no, that wasn’t entirely fair. “No, Jason, that isn’t fair. I don’t think that at all. I’ve never thought that. I just didn’t go along with your ideas. That was all.”
“That’s why I wanted you to hear about Candy Cane from someone else,” Drake continued. “I thought you might be more willing to believe them than me.”
I smiled and nodded. I took a drink. I needed it. “Well your Mr. Chambers was very persuasive,” I said. “He gave me the full details. I can imagine how you must have felt with all of the visitors that day, including the school kids, and the possibility of a major accident happening with a loose horse running around.”
“Jack, what effect do you think an accident like that would have on the visitors, the tourists?” he asked.
I had to admit that I didn’t precisely know what effect it would have, but I guessed that there would be no prizes going to Drake Stables, or them being voted number one tourist attraction anytime soon.
“Apart from the obvious injury to anyone, which would be catastrophic, such an event, even if no one were hurt, would be a disaster. The Racing Board would close us down so fast we wouldn’t have time to pack.” 
“So who do you think is behind all of this?” I asked.
Drake said nothing for a while. “As I told you at your office I have many competitors,” he began. “Many of them are simply business rivals who act in what might be called a normal, civilized way. Healthy competition you know, no problem, I can handle that. Welcome it in fact, keeps us on our toes.” He paused once again. “But like any barrel of apples there are always the rotten ones, the rivals who, perhaps, would stop at nothing to destroy us, to close our business down.”
“Do you have a name?” I asked.
Drake shook his head. “No, I don’t I’m afraid. Wish I did,” he replied. “There are a few that would fit the bill, but I’m not prepared to name one in particular, not yet. Nonetheless, I’m sure that it is one of them.”
I shook my head. “You might be right,” I said draining my glass. “But I actually think it’s someone nearer to home. Someone here, right now, possibly being paid by one of your rivals no doubt.
“You really think it’s someone here, at the stables?” Drake asked, clearly disbelieving. He shook his head. “I know every one of them. We are like a family here.”
What did they say about families? You can choose your friends, but not your family. Just because they were family, that did not guarantee they had your best interest at heart.
“Yes I do think that,” I replied. “But you’re right. At first I thought it was just a series of everyday accidents, you know things that could be explained away quite easily.”
“And what do you think now?” Drake asked.
I smiled and nodded my head. “I’m beginning to think that maybe, just maybe, the accidents weren’t accidents after all.” I replied. “I’ve spoken to everyone working here, except for your secretary, and the book-keeper.”
“And your conclusion is?” Drake asked.
“My conclusion is that I now think that they were deliberate acts.”
“So what made you change your mind?” Drake asked.
“I suppose it was Chambers really, when we were talking about the fire.”
“Go on,” said Drake. “What about the fire?”
I looked at my empty glass. Any chance of a refill I wondered. “He told me that Ben had locked the door to the tack room, about an hour and a half before the fire was discovered,” I started to explain. “Somebody must have had a key to get in, or knew where the key was kept.”
“Makes sense,” said Drake. “So who had a key?”
“Only four people actually had keys,” I replied. “Terry, and Ben, Mike Purcell and Chambers himself.”
“It would hardly be Derek,” Drake said. “He actually put the fire out didn’t he?”
I agreed. “Yes that’s right, but he could have deliberately started the fire just for effect you know, rather than to cause actual damage. And then put the fire out himself.”
Drake wasn’t convinced. Neither was I. I was still floundering, and still short of any real evidence, and with far too many possible suspects. The fact that everything happened some time ago didn’t help either, any evidence there might have been had long since gone. Even the stupid damaged ladder had been thrown away.
“Well whoever it was,” I continued. “That same somebody would also have known all about the security latch to the paddock gate.”
“Do you have anyone in mind?” asked Drake.
I shook my head. I had nobody in mind, not yet. It was too soon. I mean it was only a short while ago that I had begun to think that all of the accidents could have been actually deliberate. Of course another drink might have helped, but ….
“No, no one yet,” I replied. “Too early to say, but I believe that all of the things that happened, have been carried out by someone who works for you, right here and now.”
Drake suddenly noticed the empty glass. “Care for another?” he asked.
I thought he’d never ask. Now don’t get me wrong, I could live without a drink. I can take it or leave it. At that precise moment I just happened to prefer to take it. I thanked him and handed him the glass. 
“I’m also beginning to think that maybe Blue Boy’s death wasn’t a natural event after all,” I continued. “Did you get a second opinion, about Blue Boy I mean?”
Drake shook his head. He then poured the drinks and returned to his seat. “No I didn’t,” he replied as he handed me my drink. “I never thought that it was necessary.” 
“What do you know about Mr. Probert?” I asked. “I mean he is he your regular veterinary isn’t he?”
Drake nodded. “He is. I think we’ve known him for a little over three years. He took over from old man Wickes. He was the surviving partner of Hughes and Wickes. Hughes had died about fifteen years ago, and left the business to Wickes. Then he retired and John took over the practice. Since then he’s added a hospital facility, and taken on three new staff. He’s a good surgeon, and he looks after us. I’ve no complaints.”
I still needed to know more about the death of Blue Boy, a lot more. Maybe a talk with John Probert might prove useful. “I think I’d like to meet with Mr. Probert,” I said, draining my glass. “Could you arrange it?”
* * *
 



Chapter Nine
John Probert
 
The following day, having received the directions, and having made an appointment to see Mr. John Probert, I made my way to the premises of Hughes and Wicks. It was just a short drive into the village of Rivenhall. The surgery was located just outside the village, in Oak Road.
Inside there were several people waiting to be seen. Clearly Hughes and Wickes was a popular practice. I was a little early for my appointment, but I made myself known to the receptionist.
“Yes Mr. Daniels,” she said. “We were expecting you.” She paused and looked down at her computer screen. “Mr. Probert is with someone right now, but if you would care to take a seat over there he shouldn’t be too long.” She pointed to a waiting area.
I walked over to where she had indicated and sat down next to a Black Labrador that was wearing one of those lamp shades thingys. You know the type. The ones intended to stop him from biting his stitches. He didn’t look happy. Whether it was from wearing the lamp shade or the fact that he was due to see the veterinary, or it was me sitting next to him, I wasn’t sure.
* * *
I hadn’t been kept waiting too long when the receptionist called my name. “Mr. Probert will see you now,” she announced. “Consultation Room three. Just through there.” She pointed down the corridor.
I knocked on the door, opened it and went in.
“Ah, Mr. Daniels, do come in,” Probert said. “Take a seat.”
“It’s good of you to see me like this, Mr. Probert,” I said. “I see that you are a very busy man.” I pointed back towards the waiting area.
He smiled, and nodded his head. “Mr. Drake said that you had some questions to ask about Blue Boy.”
I nodded. “That’s right.”
“I’m happy to help if I can,” Probert replied. “So what exactly can I do for you?”
“I understand that you had been treating Blue Boy,” I said.
Probert nodded, and heaved a sigh. “Yes I had. He was suffering with colic.”
“Colic,” I repeated. “Isn’t that something that babies have?”
Probert smiled. “Colic is actually not one condition; it is a catchall name for several different serious digestive problems that commonly afflict horses,” he started to explain. “Make no mistake you must deal with suspected colic immediately, as all forms can be fatal. That’s why it is imperative to seek care at the first signs of colic.”
 “So why did Blue Boy die?” I asked. It was a simple question, perhaps too simple. I wondered if I would get a simple answer.
“To be absolutely honest with you, Mr. Daniels, I have no idea,” Probert replied. “I was utterly devastated. Heart failure, I just couldn’t believe it. I mean I’d checked his heart just a few days before. It was fine, a bit fast but nothing to be concerned about.”
“So what went wrong?” I pressed.
“As I said I don’t really know. The treatment for colic should be simple and straightforward,” he replied. “Blue Boy should have made a complete recovery after a few days. We changed the medication several times, but there was no improvement.” He paused for a moment, and heaved another sigh. “You know it’s almost as though the treatment that I recommended, just wasn’t being administered.” 
“Did you carry out an examination of Blue Boy, after he had died?” I asked.
“Yes we did,” he replied. “We carried out a thorough post mortem. Mr. Drake had requested it.”
“Do you know why?” I asked.
“Mr. Drake was convinced that Blue Boy had been deliberately killed,” replied Probert. “He actually suggested that the horse had been poisoned.”
“So what did you discover?” I asked.
“Nothing,” Probert replied. “That is to say we found no reason for the death, but also we found no evidence of the medication we had prescribed.”
“What about poison?”
Probert shook his head, and shrugged. “No, no sign of any poison.”
Although not entirely surprised by the answer, I was disappointed. I had hoped that maybe I would learn something definite, some evidence of wrong-doing. 
“I have, what might be considered to be, a silly question,” I said. “But I’m going to ask it anyway.”
Probert looked puzzled. “Go ahead, please.”
I took a deep breath. “Is it possible, and please do not take offence. Is it possible that the horse did not have colic at all, but just the general symptoms?”
Probert shook his head. “I’m not sure that I understand.”
I’m not sure I fully understood myself, but I had started on this road, so I decided to continue as far as I could. “All I’m asking is would it be possible for someone to give the horse something, I don’t know what, to bring on similar symptoms, to give the appearance of colic?”
Probert thought for a few moments. “Oh I see,” he replied. “I suppose that is possible, but why would anyone do that?”
“If someone wanted the horse dead it’s not very likely that they would stand around waiting for the horse to get sick,” I replied, thinking out my theory as I went along, hoping that it wasn’t complete nonsense. “So to make sure that the horse was unwell when it suited them, they gave the horse something.”
“Do you agree with Mr. Drake then?” Probert asked. “I mean do you believe that Blue Boy’s death was planned?” 
I shook my head. “I’m not sure that the horse was meant to die,” I replied. “But certainly the plan was to put the horse out of action for a while.”
“To keep him from Hyland Park, and the Chantry Stakes,” Probert suggested.
“Precisely,” I agreed. 
“Well as I said it’s possible,” Probert continued. “Anything is possible, but I wouldn’t like to say what they would use.”
It was a good point, but if my theory was correct I guessed that whoever carried out the act would have received detailed instructions.
“What about Kansas Lad?” I asked.
Mr Probert nodded. “That’s a good question,” he replied. “History repeating itself, I’m afraid.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“Same thing as Blue Boy,” he started to explain. “The same symptoms and the same problem, I just don’t understand it. I’ve just checked on him. He should have been fully recovered long ago.” He paused for a moment. “For some reason he hasn’t been responding to the medication.”
“So who should have been giving him the medication?” I asked.
“The stable boys of course,” Probert replied off hand. “Terry, or maybe Ben.”
Suddenly there was loud barking from outside. “That sounds like your next patient,” I said. “Getting very impatient.”
“Oh that’s Charlie, he’s come to have his stitches removed.”
Sooner Charlie than me, I thought “I better go then,” I said. “Thanks for your help, I’m much obliged.” 
* * *
 



Chapter Ten
Jenny Taylor
 
It was late afternoon by the time I got back to the stables. As I drove up I saw Mr. Drake outside one of the stables. Michael Purcell was with him. I stopped, switched off the engine, and got out. I walked towards them, and called out.
“Jason, I’m ….”
Something suddenly caught my eye. I stopped calling. Lying on the ground was one of the stable girls, I couldn’t see which one. Jason and Purcell were bending down over the figure. As I drew nearer I could see that they were just outside Kansas Lad’s stable. The person lying on the ground was Jenny Taylor. She was beginning to stir as I arrived.
“What’s happened?” I asked.
“Ah, Jack,” said Drake, turning to face me. “We’ve just found her.”
“It looks like she tripped on something and fell,” added Purcell.
I looked down at the figure, her face was a deathly white color, and her breathing was shallow, labored. On the back of her neck was a small gash, and she was bleeding. I bent down to take a closer look.
“She didn’t trip and fall,” I said. “She was knocked down by something, or someone.” I stood up and glanced around. I couldn’t see anything obvious. “She’s been hit from behind. You can see the mark.” I pointed to the spot.
“You mean a deliberate attack?” said Drake.
I nodded. “That’s right,” I replied. “Someone struck her from behind, and knocked her down. Hopefully when she comes around she might be able to tell us something.”
“In the meantime I think we should get her up to the house,” suggested Purcell. “And we should call a doctor.”
Drake nodded. I stepped forward and put my hands under her shoulders, and Purcell lifted her feet, and we carried up to the house.
* * *
An hour later the doctor had been and gone. Her wound cleaned, and treated, Jenny was now sitting up, and looked much better. Her color had started to come back, and her breathing had returned to normal. I was anxious to get some information.
“How are you feeling now?” I asked, as I placed a hot drink beside her. “Drink that, don’t let it get cold.” 
She smiled. “Much better thank you,” she said. “I still have a headache though. What hit me?”
I shook my head. “I was hoping you could tell me,” I replied. “Can you tell me what happened?”
“It was all so quick,” she replied. “I’m not really sure.”
In my line of work I often get replies like that. It was all so quick; it was dark; it was too hot; it was raining; I didn’t see anything. I don’t know why but people immediately grab hold of the negatives in life, they always forget the positives. 
“I understand,” I said. “But let’s take it slow shall we. Let’s start at the beginning, and tell me everything, no matter how petty you think. Okay?”
She nodded.
“Right, so you’re at Kansas Lad’s stable,” I said. “But where were you before that?”
“I had been in tack room three,” she said. “That’s my tack room you see, and I had just taken a saddle back.”
I nodded. “Go on.”
“I was making my way back to Mr. Purcell’s office,” she continued. “As I got near to the Lad’s stable I thought I heard a noise.”
“A noise,” I repeated. “What kind of a noise?”
She thought for a few moments. “It was coming from inside the stable. It sounded like there was someone inside.”
Someone working inside a stable didn’t actually sound that strange to me, taking into account where we were. In fact it sounded quite normal, and something to be expected. 
“So was that anything unusual?” I asked.
She agreed that it wasn’t unusual. “Oh no, not at all, I just wondered who it was, that was all,” she explained. “So I stopped at the gate and peered inside. It was dark and I couldn’t see anything. Then I must have been hit. The next thing I remember was being here, and the doctor giving me some tablets.”
“Tylenol,” I replied helpfully. “They are painkillers, for the headache.” I pointed to her head, just in case she wasn’t sure what, or where, it was.
She smiled. “They haven’t worked yet.”
“They will,” I replied, as though I knew about such things. “So you’ve no idea who was in the stable?”
She shook her head.
“Or why they were there?”
Once again she shook her head.
“Have your coffee,” I said offering her the cup. “Do you know who found you?”
She took a drink, and then handed the cup back to me. “I don’t really want it,” she said. “I think it was Terry, but Mr. Drake would know better than me.”
I placed the cup back on to the side table. Terry I murmured. His name kept cropping up. Co-incidence, I wondered, or something more. Wasn’t Kansas Lad one of his horses? Or was I getting confused? It wouldn’t have been the first time. It had happened before, so why not now.
* * *
“So Jack, how did you get on with Probert?” Drake asked, as he poured me a drink. 
I had forgotten all about Mr. Probert. The attack on Jenny had completely driven it from my mind. I took a drink, and shrugged. “Okay I guess,” I replied. “A lot of medical jargon that I didn’t understand, but I guess that he’s as much surprised about Blue Boy’s death as you were.”
“So he’s not involved then?” Drake asked.
I shook my head. “No, I don’t think he’s involved,” I replied. “He prescribed drugs that should have helped. They didn’t.” I paused for a moment and took another drink. 
“There are a couple of possibilities he says. One, the drug just didn’t work. But then he prescribed other drugs, all to no effect. He couldn’t understand it.”
“And the second possibility?” Drake asked. 
I heaved a sigh. “The drug was never administered in the first place. The drug was deliberately withheld.”
Clearly Drake was not surprised at this last suggestion. “I suspected as much.”
“So who would have been responsible for giving Blue Boy the treatment?” I asked.
Drake sighed, shook his head and drained his glass. “Terry,” he replied quite simply.
That name again.  
 “Can you get me the files on every one who works for you, and details of their pay checks?” I asked. “If you could bring them to my room, that would be appreciated.”
“The personnel files,” Drake replied. “Why on earth do you want them?”
That was a good question. Why did I want them? I wasn’t altogether sure. Don’t ask me what I expected to find, because at that moment I had no idea. I was merely clutching at straws. Of course I could have been on the wrong track anyway, no pun intended, but I didn’t think so. I was convinced that it was someone here, at the stables, and I had a pretty good idea who it was, Terry. But it was still all guesswork, and I didn’t have a shred of evidence or proof. Hopefully the files might produce something. Anything.  
* * *
 



Chapter Eleven
Starting Prices
 
Ten buff colored files were waiting for me when I returned to my room later that day, each one with a neat blue label on the top right hand corner containing the name of a member of staff. Inside was all of their personal details. Their family background, education, their previous employment; and any criminal record. In other words, their pedigree, and their form. How this was going to help me though, I wasn’t sure. 
I glanced at each one. Michael Purcell, trainer; Derek Chambers, Head Stable Boy; Terry Woods, Stable Boy; Ron Chamberlain, Stable Boy; Jenny Taylor, Stable Girl; Ben White, Stable Boy; Sue Turner, Stable Girl; Graham Berry, Stable boy; Christine Bryant, Secretary; and last, but by no means least, Pete Haart, the bookkeeper.
Where to start I wondered. They were just names after all. What was I looking for anyway? A signed confession would have been good, but not very likely. Or maybe a note from someone, stating that they knew who the guilty person was. Also highly unlikely I thought. Nonetheless, I was convinced that one of those ten people was responsible. 
I was now convinced that they were deliberate acts, but apart from that revelation, and the obvious connection to Tack Room two, I was still very much in the dark. But at least the field had been cut down to ten possible runners. Did you notice what I did there …. Sorry. 
I looked out of the window. After yesterday overcast day, it was another beautiful sunny day. Did I really want to spend hours shut in here with only ten old files to keep me company? Short answer was no I didn’t, but we can’t always have what we want can we? But now that I was convinced that the so-called accidents were nothing of the kind, I needed to find out who was responsible. I needed to try to get some answers before any more accidents happened.
So, where to start? Whoever was doing these things was clearly doing it for an outside party, and clearly doing it for money. It seemed to me that would more than likely rule out both Purcell and Chambers. They were both long term employees of the Drake Stables, and likely to be loyal. It also occurred to me that they were both well paid, and not really in need of extra money. Besides if found out they would have a lot to lose. Alright, it was a gamble, but I decided to eliminate the two of them. 
Now this next part is tricky, so don’t get me wrong. I’m no sexist, and I have nothing against the ladies. But somehow I just couldn’t see these accidents being set up by any of the stable girls. The fire certainly sounded more likely done by a male. Okay so there it is, I’ve done it. I’ve eliminated Sue, Jenny, and Christine. 
Another gamble, I hear you say. For a non-betting guy I was certainly taking some chances. But that’s how I saw it. I figured that in view of the recent attack on her, Jenny was in the clear at the very least. Besides it wasn’t set in stone was it? I mean if anything happened to prove me wrong, to change my mind, well I could just add people back again couldn’t I? I could always un-eliminate them, and whose to stop me?
In the meantime I now had five runners. I wondered what their starting prices would be. What their form was, if they had any. According to their files two of the stable boys had criminal records of sorts. It was nothing too serious maybe, but it was a record nonetheless. 
Terry Wood had been involved in an attempted break in, about a year ago and had received a suspended sentence. Ben White had received a suspended two year sentence for stealing a car. That was eighteen months ago. Since that time both had, apparently gone straight, or at least they hadn’t been caught. 
Quite a co-incidence, I thought, that the two of them would end up here at the Drake Stables, and even more of a co-incidence that they ended up working together. Oh, by the way, they both worked in Tack Room two. Was that just another co-incidence maybe?
I started to consider the staring price angle once again. It seemed to me that one major factor to consider was the length of time each person had spent working for Drake. How much loyalty they would have to Jason Drake? Terry had been with the stables the least amount of time, just over six months. Ron came next with fourteen months, and then it was Ben with sixteen, and Graham with twenty months. On that basis Terry was odds on favorite; Ron was probably two to one; Ben came in at five to two; and Graham at three to one. Peter, the bookkeeper was only a part timer. I decided that he was probably a rank outsider. 
Okay, so I now had my runners, and their starting prices. All I needed now was some form, oh, and some evidence as proof. Although circumstantial, all the evidence seemed to point to one person. There was now no doubt in my mind. It was Terry Wood, he was the one responsible.
* * *
 



Chapter Twelve
A Dead Certainty
 
The early morning sun was slowly dispersing the morning mist, as I walked to the window of my room and peered out. It had been another restless night, and I had slept badly. Too much on my mind I guess. Sure I had my guilty party, but I still lacked proof, some way of nailing the guy. Maybe a search of the tack room might show something. A look at his bank statements might also be worthwhile. Or perhaps I could set some kind of a trap. I needed to give that some thought. Of course I could just confront the guy. That sometimes works.
Below me were Drake’s race horses returning to the stables from their exercise run. First in line was Candy Cane, a four year old out of Candy Floss. You see I’m learning the terms. Next there came Grenadier, a useful two year old being groomed for the Haydock Stakes. Last but by no means least came Grey Lady, the four year old favorite for the three thirty at the Lees track later in the week.
I turned away from the window. I looked at my watch it was just six o’clock. It was still the middle of the night as far as I was concerned, and yet it looked like Times Square out there. Alright a slight exaggeration I admit, but just what were all these people doing up at this hour. Perhaps they couldn’t sleep, just like me.
Suddenly I heard somebody yelling, and people were running. I looked back out of the window. Mr. Drake suddenly appeared, still in his dressing gown. Then somebody ran back towards the house.
“Call the police” somebody yelled.
Call the police? What was going on? I dressed quickly and ran down the stairs just as Drake came in the main door. His face was white, and he was shaking. “What’s the matter?” I asked.
He looked at me for a few moments. “It’s Terry,” he said eventually. “Terry Woods.”
“What about him?” I asked.
“He’s dead,” Drake replied. “In the tack room.”
Dead, he can’t be dead, I thought. He is, was, my prime suspect. How can he be dead, it didn’t make sense.
I ran to the tack room. Several people were milling about outside when I arrived. “You haven’t been inside have you?” I asked.
“I have,” said one person. “I found him.” It was Ron Chamberlain. Clearly he was in shock, and tears were running down his face.
I nodded and heaved a sigh. I looked at the others. “Don’t go in there. None of you,” I said. “The police will be here soon, and nothing must be touched.”
I couldn’t believe it. I had only met the guy a couple of days ago. More to the point I had only just decided that he was the one we were looking for. Who would want to kill him, I wondered. 
I walked into the room and stopped four or five feet from the body. Terry was lying face down, there was blood staining at the back of his neck. Clearly there had been a struggle. Bridles and riding boots had been knocked to the ground. It seemed to me that he had been struck from behind, with something sharp. Then I noticed that he had a piece of paper in his hand. I moved closer, and bent down. I could see a date, and part of a name. It didn’t mean anything to me.
I stood up. I could hear the police sirens getting closer. I walked back out of the room, and joined the others outside.
Two police patrol cars arrived as I came out of the building. At the same time Mr. Drake came over. Two uniformed officers emerged from one of the cars. Two more got out of the other car. Two detectives got out, one of them glanced around. 
“Seal this area off,” he instructed. “All you people get back.”
“I’m Jason Drake,” he said walking over to the officer. “I’m the stables owner.”
“Detective Johnson,” the man replied. “Adrian Johnson. So what happened here?”
Time for me to declare my interest I decided. They would almost certainly need my help. “The name’s Daniels,” I said. “Jack Daniels. I’m a private detective.” I showed him my badge.
Judging by the single “Umm,” from Detective Johnson, he was clearly impressed. “Is that supposed to convey something to me?” he asked.
“Just that I’m here should you need my help,” I explained.
Johnson smiled and shook his head. “I guess I should be eternally grateful for that,” he replied. “And you can start by giving me your story. So what is a private detective, from the big city, doing here anyway?”
I was not feeling disposed to tell him the whole story. I told him that I was a friend of the family, and that I was just having a few days break. I’m not sure that he believed me, but I didn’t care, and I wasn’t troubled any further.
* * *
Suddenly, with a dead guy on my hands, this whole affair had changed. Suddenly it was serious. Now I hear you, don’t take me up the wrong way. Sure the death – the deliberate killing – of a horse wasn’t something to be taken lightly. It was serious enough, and I’m not saying anything different. It was shocking I grant you, but the death of a human being, well that certainly put things into perspective. Gates being left open, and damaged ladders, certainly faded into insignificance. Even the tack room fire didn’t seem that important any more. But a murder, right here, right now, and right in front of me. That was something else. Even more importantly it was the murder of my prime suspect.
* * *
I kept out of Detective Johnson’s way. Eventually Johnson’s men finished their investigation. Forensics had covered every square foot, and had come up with nothing significant. The body was taken away.
It was concluded that Terry’s death was as a result of a robbery gone wrong. It was also concluded that he was killed between four and six. Mr. Drake was disappointed with the result, but had to accept it. Me, well I was just pleased to see the back of Johnson, so that I could get on with my own work.
* * *
 



Chapter Thirteen
Photo Finish
 
So my odds-on favorite was dead, murdered. Not a great start I thought. I was so sure. But I already told you that I’m not a gambling man. And on that basis it’s probably just as well. 
But now I was more in the dark than ever. Kansas Lad was Terry’s responsibility, and Blue Boy had been his responsibility, but Terry himself was lying dead. And yet everything had pointed to him. That theory had completely evaporated with his death. But why was he murdered? Had he seen something maybe or perhaps because he knew something? Did he know his killer? 
Clearly Terry’s death was nothing to do with robbery. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to come up with that. Alright so I did have the advantage of having the details of those other events that Johnson knew nothing about. 
“It wasn’t robbery,” Drake said. 
I shook my head. “Not at all,” I replied. “That detective Johnson hasn’t got a clue.”
Drake nodded. “I didn’t think so.” He replied. “So why was he killed?”
That wasn’t so easy to answer. “At present I’m only guessing, but either he knew something, or he saw something, and he had to be silenced.”
“So who do you think killed him?” Drake asked.
I wasn’t prepared to name names, not right then. I needed to be sure, or I should say surer than I was. I needed to be not 100 percent, but 110 percent correct. After all my idea about Terry had been wrong, perhaps I was wrong once again. “I would guess the same person who killed Blue Boy, and started the fire,” I said. 
“I would say that was a pretty good guess,” replied Drake.
“What can you tell me about Terry Wood, and Ben White?” I asked.
Drake looked puzzled. “Why them in particular?” he asked.
I shook my head, and started to laugh. “Why those two,” I repeated. “Because they both have police records, that’s why. I mean you did know about that didn’t you?”
Drake smiled and nodded. “I knew Mr. Daniels,” he replied.
 “But I’m sure that you will agree that in neither case was it that serious.”
“In both case they broke the law,” I said. “They committed crime. It doesn’t matter how petty it was, it was still against the law. It’s still serious.”
“Yes I appreciate that Mr. Daniels, and I’m not disagreeing with you.” He paused for a moment. “You know I wonder how many of us have gone astray sometime. You know, not declared something on our tax return, or maybe taken a souvenir from a hotel, an ashtray, or perhaps a towel. How many of us have, on occasion, not paid for a ticket on the bus ….”
“Sure I’ve done all of those things,” I agreed. “But I never went on to stealing cars, or attempted robbery.”
“Mr. Daniels, I’m sure that you not as hard as you appear.” 
Now I have to tell you, I’m as soft as they come. I give to charity, especially animals and kids, and I help little old ladies cross the street. But I’m no pushover. Well there was just that one time, I guess. Anyone can make a mistake. Okay so I made a lot of mistakes that time. Let’s not talk about that one shall we. 
“I’m not hard, Mr. Drake, I’m as soft as a kitten,” I said. “I just have a healthy dislike of criminals.”
“I never considered them as criminals,” Drake replied. “They were just a couple of youngsters who had taken a wrong turn in life. Anyone of us could easily have gone astray as they had.”
Spare me the ‘they were just deprived children’ routine, I thought. “There but for the grace of God go I, is that it,” I said cynically.
“Something like I guess,” replied Drake.
“They were just unlucky, and got in with the wrong crowd,” I suggested.
“Maybe,” Drake replied. “Sometimes people need a hand out.”
“So you just thought you’d give them a chance,” I said. “Just keep them away from the family silver though, right?”
“You may have a point Mr. Daniels, but up until now I have been very pleased with both young men. They have been no trouble, willing to learn, intelligent.”
“But why put them together?” I asked. “That doesn’t sound very sensible to me.”
“Maybe not, but you have to remember that Ben came here just over sixteen months ago,” Drake replied. “I put him in with Jimmy.”
“Jimmy?” I asked.
“Oh Jimmy Baker,” Drake explained. “He left here, oh about seven or eight months ago. He became a jockey, quite a good one by all accounts. Terry had come to us a few months before. Ben had been doing fine, and I thought that maybe it would be good if he took Terry under his wing. It certainly seemed to have worked just fine.”
Oh sure things had certainly worked out fine, I thought. My field of runners was getting shorter and shorter. In fact I was now down to one. So I had been wrong, it wasn’t Terry, so it had to be Ben, Ben White. There was no doubt now, none at all. Ben’s starting price had shortened, and he was now odds on favorite. It had come right down to the wire, a photo finish, with Ben coming home by a nose.
But I still had to prove it. 
“Doesn’t look so good now though, does it?” I said. “We have one of your trustees dead, murdered by all accounts, and probably killed by another of your trustees, who is now on the run.” 
* * *
 



Chapter Fourteen
Ben White
 
So that was that then. Ben, my new odds on favorite, was on the run and running hard, a fugitive. Proof, if indeed proof were needed, of his guilt. I felt bad though, because although the person responsible had been identified, I hadn’t really solved anything. I hadn’t stopped Terry from getting killed had I? Oh sure I had my suspicions, but I had no proof, no evidence. Okay so it wasn’t my fault, but that’s how it had panned out. It didn’t make it any better. Certainly, it might have been different if Drake had come to me sooner. When there was still some evidence to be investigated, something to see. And not just a lot of talk about what had been. Guess I’ll never know now will I.
“Ben, Ben,” I mumbled. “Where are you?” 
Of course I knew that he had no chance whatsoever. The odds were stacked against him.  He couldn’t get away. Running like that only made things worse. After all the police only needed to be lucky once, he had to be lucky all the time. He would be picked up sooner or later. I just hoped that he would hand himself in, and soon. 
* * *
It was two days later that Ben returned to the stables. He looked tired, cold and hungry. Clearly he had been living rough. A hot bath and a meal would do wonders.
He walked over to me, his head hung down. As I approached him he looked up. It looked like he was crying. I wasn’t a bit surprised. I thought that I’d be crying to if I had just killed someone, and I knew that the police would be looking for me.
“Everyone’s looking for you, Ben,” I said. “Especially the police.”
Ben looked up at me. He was breathing hard, and tears were streaming down his face. “I never meant to kill him,” he said.
I smiled and shook my head. They all say that, I thought. I never meant to kill him. The gun went off accidentally. I wasn’t even there at the time. It was two other guys. I had heard it all before, I guess I was expecting him to say something similar. 
“Ben I get that all the time.” I said. “It’s amazing how many guilty people actually protest their innocence. It gets to the stage that if anyone actually held up their hands and said, yes I did it, I probably wouldn’t believe them.”
“I didn’t kill him,” Ben continued to protest.
“He’s dead,” I said quite slowly, and deliberately. “And you killed him. You might as well admit it. It’ll go better for you believe me.”
Ben heaved a sigh and shook his head. “I never killed him,” he repeated once again.
“You might as well come clean, everything points to you Ben,” I said. I raised a finger. “One, the fire in tack room two.” I raised a second finger. “The ladder accident, once again in tack room two.” Ben said nothing. I raised a third finger. “Candy Cane, a horse that is connected with Tack room two, getting out of her paddock.”
“I had nothing to do with any of that,” Ben protested. “It was Terry. Everything you say, it was Terry.”
“And then Blue Boy, deliberately killed,” I continued ignoring his protest. “And now Kansas Lad.”
“I’m telling you, it was Terry,” Ben yelled. “You must believe me.”
I shook my head. “It was you and Terry found out, and that’s why you had to kill him.”
Ben shook his head violently. “You’ve got it all wrong,” he stammered. “It was an accident. It was Terry not me.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“Everything was Terry’s doing,” Ben started to explain. “He let Candy Cane out of her paddock. He pulled the latch up, and slid the bolt, so the gate slowly opened.”
“Why would he do that?” I asked.
 “He was hoping that there would be an accident with one of the visitors,” Ben replied. “That would mean an enquiry, and the authorities would be down. There would be a lot of bad publicity you can imagine.”
I had to agree that yes I could imagine. Safety aspects would be raised, security issues assessed. 
“The stables would be closed down,” Ben continued.
“Closed down,” I repeated. “You mean shut down completely, just like that.”
Ben shook his head. “No, not completely, but just long enough for the Chantry Stakes to be held at Hyland, and the Drake Stables disqualified. And that would result in a rival stable winning the prize money.” 
“Go on I’m listening,” I said, although I wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was because I had thought that it was Terry all along.
“Blue Boy’s death was Terry’s fault,” Ben continued. “He gave the horse something to make it sick in the first place.” He paused and shook his head, “I don’t know what.”
“So what happened?” I coaxed.
“He never gave the medication that Mr. Probert had provided, and the horse died,” Ben replied. “I don’t think he meant that to happen though, things just went wrong.”
Things went wrong alright, I thought. “What about the fire in the tack room?”
“Terry started that to destroy evidence,” Ben explained.
“Evidence? What evidence.”
“Well there were boxes of unused tablets,” Ben explained. 
“I’m still listening,” I said.
“Mr. Drake had said that I could go out on the gallops,” Ben continued. “No one else knew, not even Terry.” He paused for a moment. “I guess Mr. Purcell knew, and Mr. Chambers, but that was all. So I went to the tack room early, it must have been about four thirty, to get ready. I was surprised to see Terry there. I asked him what he was doing, but he never said anything. Then I noticed that he was doing something with Kansas Lad’s medication.”
“Doing something?” I repeated. “Like what?”
“I’m not entirely sure, but he had the box in his hand,” Ben continued. “I asked him what he was doing once again. He told me to mind my own business and he pushed me aside. There was a struggle, and I grabbed for the box. I think the label was torn off. He seemed to trip and fell hitting his head. I bent down to take a look. He was unconscious. Then I realized that he wasn’t breathing.”
I suddenly thought of the piece of paper that I saw that Terry was holding. I now knew that it had come from a label on the medication.
“He was dead, right,” I said. “So why did you run away. Why didn’t you say anything?”
Ben shook his head. “Mr. Daniels I’ve got a record.”
“I know about that,” I said. “So what?”
“I panicked I guess. Then I heard somebody say that it was probably a robbery that had gone wrong. I had to get away.”
“So why did you come back?”
Ben shook his head. Then he looked up at me. “Mr. Drake has been very kind to me, Mr. Daniels,” he said, as he raised a hand brushing away a tear. “I would never want to hurt him.” He paused for a moment. “I never killed Terry. It was an accident, a terrible accident.”
“Were there any witnesses to this, er struggle?” I asked, knowing full well that there weren’t.
Ben just shook his head.
“So no one else saw what happened,” I said. “So you’ve no proof have you, it’s just your word.”
He looked up and took a deep breath. He reached inside his jacket and took out a small notebook. “That belonged to Terry,” he said as he handed it to me. “I found it a couple of days ago.”
I took hold of the book, and opened it. It was clear from the first page that it was indeed Terry’s notepad. His name and signature was everywhere. There followed a list of dates and amounts of payments received. Clearly Terry had been receiving regular payments from a rival stable.
I closed the notepad and placed it inside my pocket.
“Come on Ben,” I said, helping him stand up. “We need to speak with Detective Johnson. I expect he will want a full statement from you.”
* * *
 





Chapter Fifteen
The Winning Post
 
“So Mr. Drake that’s that and here we are at the Winning Post at last,” I said. “My odds on favorite finally came through, after a lot of false starts and detours.”
“Terry you mean?”
“Yes Terry.” I said. I handed him the notepad. “It’s all in there. All the proof you’ll need. There’s dates, times, and amounts that he was paid.” 
Drake shook his head. “I can’t understand it though,” he said. “A nice guy like that. Why?”
“Money,” I replied. “It’s amazing what some people will do for money. Terry was getting paid regular amounts to cause you as much trouble as he could.”
“But to deliberately kill an animal like that,” said Drake. “I can’t understand that. He loved horses.”
“Blue Boy, you mean,” I said. “You know I doubt that Terry ever thought that the horse would die. He probably expected that it would be ill for a while, and then recover. He just carried out instructions.”
“You may be right,” said Drake. “But we’ll never know will we, not now.”
I nodded in agreement. “How’s Kansas Lad by the way?”
Drake started to smile. “Fully recovered I’m glad to say,” he said. “He will be at Belmont and we expect great things from him.”
“Well that’s good news anyway.”
“Thank you for everything Mr. Daniels, I really do appreciate everything you’ve done.”
“I’m pleased I was able to help,” I said.
“I still have a few questions though,” Drake said.
“Go on, I’ll see if I can answer them.” 
Drake nodded. “Firstly, about the fire in the tack room, why did Terry start it?”
“That’s an easy one,” I replied. “It wasn’t meant to be a major event. It was only intended to destroy evidence, but the fire was seen and put out very quickly.”
“I see,” said Drake. He thought for a few moments. “One thing I don’t understand is the accident that Terry himself was involved.”
“The ladder you mean?” I said.
“Correct,” agreed Drake.
“You know that accident with the ladder always seemed odd to me,” I said. “A little bit out of place.”
“What do you mean?” asked Drake.
I knew what I meant but I wasn’t sure how to put it. “It just seemed so petty to me, so trivial.” I paused for a moment. Drake still looked puzzled. “First we have a race horse escape, could have done a lot of damage.”
Drake nodded.
“Then the death of Blue Blue, a major event.”
Once again Drake nodded.
“Then Kansas Lad falls sick, and may not be able to race, and then the fire,” I continued. “It just seems to me that the ladder accident wasn’t that significant.”
Drake shook his head. “I don’t agree,” he replied. “He could have been killed.”
I shook my head. “Not a chance,” I replied. “Terry rigged the whole thing. He knew exactly how the ladder would break and when. Don’t forget it was Graham who offered to go up the ladder originally, but Terry insisted that he would do it. Why would he do that?”
Drake looked puzzled. “I don’t know,” he said.
“Because he had to have the accident. It was as simple as that.” I replied. “It was essential, to take any attention away from himself.”
Drake was still puzzled. “I’m not sure that I understand.”
“If he was the victim of an accident that was shown to be a deliberate act, then that would put him in the clear,” I explained. “At least that’s what he thought.”
Drake heaved a sigh. “Well I’m glad that it’s all over.”
“Not quite,” I said. “Jason, there’s two things that you should do. Firstly you should note the name of the person making those payments and secondly you better tell Detective Johnson everything and give him that notepad.”
Drake nodded his agreement. “I will certainly do that,” he replied. “Johnson will probably want to see you as well though.”
He was right. Johnson would certainly want my side of the story. “Maybe,” I replied. “But he didn’t seem to need my help when I offered it before.”
Drake smiled. “No he didn’t, but people change.”
I agreed, but it was also circumstances that changed people. I’d get in touch with Johnson when I felt like it. In the meantime he knew where I would be.
* * *
So my little holiday upstate is over and I’m back here in the office. There’s still those bills to pay, but I’ve a nice fat check from Jason Drake, so that should take care of a lot of them. On the wall are two new photographs, one of the Drake Stables, and one of Kansas Lad. He will definitely be running in the Kingsland Stakes at Belmont. The current odds were eight to one. Drake said that I should put a couple of hundred on now, because those odds would certainly go way down. He was sure to win.
Maybe I will, but on the other hand. As I said I’m not a gambling man. I only like dead certainties. Ah, maybe I’ll risk ten bucks. I mean what’s ten bucks?
It’s getting late, and I’ll probably go down to Mama Dells, or I might have a Chinese. Chang at least will be glad to see me. In the meantime I ‘m just sitting here, with a large scotch in my hand, and I’ve got a Lightnin’ Hopkins CD playing. Who is Lightnin’ Hopkins did I hear. Only one of the greatest blues singers of all time, that’s all.
The current track, “Once Was A Gambler”, seems kind of appropriate somehow.
 
“Yeah, you know I once was a gambler
But I lost my money roll
Yeah, you know I once was a gambler
Boy, but I lost my money roll
That's the reason I don't have no sweet woman
Now I done lost my happy home”
 
As I said, it’s a mugs game. Take my word for it ….
* * *
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Chapter One
Trouble In Mind
 
I guess you’re the same as me. Most people are I think. Do you get anxious for no apparent reason? Stressed? Worried? Do you sometimes get the feeling that things aren’t going to go right, you know, not the way you planned. Or the way you had hoped. Maybe you panic a little. You took a wrong turn somewhere along the way. Things are going decidedly badly. And you don’t know why. You can’t actually put your finger on anything in particular. Or maybe you do know why, but maybe there’s nothing you can do about it anyway.
Do you ever feel like that? I know I do, quite often. Something to do with insecurity I guess. Sure it’s just a feeling I know that, you know that, but you can’t shift it, can you? No matter what you do, it just won’t go away. It hangs around, and just nags at you. Twisting and turning it just eats into you, with no let up. It gets into you and takes over. Nothing else seems to matter. Logically you know it’s wrong, but logic has got nothing to say about it. 
As Sam Lightnin’ Hopkins would say “You’ve got trouble in mind.”
 
Trouble in mind, I'm blue
I've almost lost my mind
Sometimes I feel like livin', and again I feel like dyin'
 
Well I got that feeling again just today. Only it wasn’t just a feeling, and it wasn’t for no apparent reason. There were plenty of reasons, good ones, believe me.
By the way the name’s Daniels, Jack Daniels, and I’m a private detective. And who is Lightnin’ Hopkins, I hear you ask. Well he came from a small town, Centerville, Texas, and he is only one of the greatest blues singers of all times, and that’s not just my opinion. Trust me.
* * *
Some weeks back I finished a job I was working on. A surveillance job, you know the kind of thing, butting my nose into someone’s private affairs. Snooping if you like, alright have it your way, it was spying. Okay so it’s not very nice, I grant you, but neither is cheating on your wife. Yeah, that’s what I said, cheating on your wife. That’s what the guy was doing. What do you think now? Changed your mind have you? Anyways, we can’t all have nice jobs, where we never get our hands dirty can we? Don’t forget it’s a wicked world out there you know, with a lot of nasty people, and someone has to do the dirty work.
Okay so I’d got my photographs, and I’ve got the necessary statements. Proof enough of the guy’s cheating. I’d made copies and delivered them to my client, a certain Mrs. Amanda Walker, the mistreated wife, together with my bill. And you know what? I’m still waiting on the check.  So it’s only been a few weeks, well four to be exact, so why am I worrying so much you might think. Maybe she’s away somewhere, maybe taking a little holiday. Mexico maybe, Acapulco is supposed to be good this time of year. Or perhaps a cruise around the Bahamas is more her thing. As for me I’ll pick Mexico every time, over the cruise. If only, I hear you say, yeah, you and me both.
Or perhaps she was in a traffic accident and is now lying in a hospital somewhere, heavily strapped up, and not able to speak, her legs in traction. She’s rigged up to all of those wires and dials, and they take her blood pressure every five seconds. She’s suffering, the painkillers aren’t helping, and she’s facing a whole string of operations. Do I care? I mean, she’s in agony, and what am I doing? I’m worrying about a few lousy dollars, that’s what. 
Well its twenty-five thousand lousy dollars to be exact.
But I have to tell you I don’t think she’s in a hospital, and I don’t think she’s on a holiday anywhere. In fact I know so. I’m not a betting man, but I’d lay odds. You see, I gave her a call.
“That number has not been recognized,” a mechanical voice announced smugly. “Please check and dial again.” Sometimes I wonder if it really is a recorded message, or a real person, with an odd voice, taking great delight that you are having trouble. Whatever, I checked the number and tried again, it was the same result. I checked a third time. Guess what? Yeah, you’re right, same result.
I’ve just been for a little drive, just a few blocks you know, not too far. I went to the address that she had given me, One-one-four Sycamore. Do you know it? I’m telling you if you’ve never been there, don’t bother. Oh sure, there was an apartment block right where she said it would be. The only problem is that it was vacant. It was also derelict, and scheduled for demolition in a few days time.
Then here’s comes the clincher. You know that final piece of information that tells you that there is something wrong and you were right to be worried all the time. For me it came in the form of a three inch banner headline in the morning edition of the Herald. 
Five little words - “BODY FOUND IN THE BOWERY”.
The news item went on to say that the body of a woman had been discovered at Battery Park, in the early hours of the morning. The woman, who has been identified as Susan Brady, had been stabbed twice, once in the back of the neck, the other into her right lung. I’m guessing she died instantly. Next to the item was a photograph of the dead woman. It wasn’t the greatest picture I have to say. It didn’t do her justice.
I pushed the paper to one side and with it went my twenty-five big ones. I had to admit that Susan Brady was, or I should say, certainly had been a good looking woman. A class act you could say and no mistake. I shook my head, and gave a sigh. 
By the way, Susan Brady wasn’t the name that I knew her by though. Oh no. To me, she had been my client, Mrs. Amanda Walker, wife of shipping magnate Denis Walker. 
No, I’d never heard of him either. 
* * *
It was about two months ago that I had first seen her. It was late one Tuesday afternoon. I was looking forward to an evening at the 51 Club. Buddy, he’s the owner, had told me that there was to be a new blues combo playing that night. Gordon King, a young white guy, playing twelve string guitar; Leroy Henderson, a black guy from Centerville, Texas, on harp; and Billy Boy Floyd on piano. I had heard a lot of good things about them, but had never seen them. It promised to be a good evening.
You know it’s a funny thing about promises. Have you ever noticed? I mean, sometimes, quite often in fact, they aren’t kept, and you get let down. Then sometimes they are kept, but they don’t live up to expectations, and you’re disappointed. In this present case, I never knew whether they were any good or not. I never did get to hear the band that night.
* * *
It was late, about a quarter after five. I’d finished for the day and was thinking about locking up. The plan was a Chinese takeaway from Chang, and then off to the 51 Club. In the meantime I’m just sitting there listening to a new Little Walter CD that I’d just bought, when there’s a knock on the door.
“Mr. Daniels,” a voice called out.
I looked up, as the office door opened and in she came.
Talk about good looking, this lady had class, real class, and all in spades. I stood up and moved quickly to the door.
* * *
 



Chapter Two
My Name Is Amanda Walker
 
“I’m Daniels, Jack Daniels” I replied. “Please come in.” I quickly removed a pile of files from the one visitor’s chair, and dusted it down with my handkerchief. “Have a seat.” I continued, as I pointed to the chair. “Can I help you?”
Why I said that I’ll never know. Of course I could help her. I mean why else would she have come? To sell me insurance maybe, or double glazing, or perhaps she had just taken one of the rooms down the hall, and was a new neighbor and wanted a cup of sugar.
She sat down, and opened her handbag. “My name is Amanda Walker,” she said. She took out a photograph and placed it on the desk in front of me. “That’s Denis James Walker, my husband I’m sorry to say.”
I picked up the picture. The guy was pretty good looking, I supposed in a rugged sort of a way. I guessed aged around forty, forty-five, one hundred and eighty pounds, with thick black wavy hair. Took care of himself I thought. Should I care? I guessed not.
I placed the photograph back down on to the desk and slid it towards her. “So he’s your husband, and you’re not happy,” I said. “What about it?”
“Denis James Walker,” she repeated. “You know the shipping magnate.”
I was none the wiser. “So, he’s a shipping magnate, and he’s your husband. I repeat what about it?”
She shook her head, and sighed. She opened her handbag once again, and took out another photograph. It was of a young woman, aged about twenty-five. Good looking, but skinny. Certainly not my type.
“Mr. Daniels, I have been married to that worthless piece of junk for twenty years.” She tapped his photograph. Tapped did I say, pummeled is nearer the truth. If she had an axe she would have chopped the picture into a thousand little pieces. If you’ve something to say lady, then don’t pussyfoot around, just come right out and say it.
“He is cheating on me, with that other piece of junk.” She pummeled the photograph of the young girl. “That tramp.” She took a deep breath. “Of course it’s his money she’s after. What else?”
Sure it was I thought, and who could blame her. Just out of idle interest I wondered what he, the worthless piece of junk, wanted from her. No need to answer that.
I was beginning to think that Mrs. Walker was no longer completely fond of the shipping magnate, and she wasn’t too keen on the young bimbo either. I’m quick like that. You know, perceptive.
“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said, not really caring one way or the other. It was nothing to me after all. He wasn’t my husband thankfully. “Look, I’m a private detective, not a marriage counselor. So exactly what do you want me to do about it?”
She shook her head and started to smile. “He is worth two billion dollars,” she continued. “I intend to seek a divorce, and take him for every dollar he owns.”
Suddenly he sounded a whole lot more interesting, but she wanted a divorce. No need to ask why, besides I guessed it was probably to her advantage. Remember what I said. I’m quick like that, perceptive. Nice work if you can get it I thought. Although I was still unclear what it had to do with me. 
“I want you to get evidence of his playing around with that, that flozzie,” she explained striking the photograph of the young girl once again. “Evidence I can use to get the divorce, evidence that he couldn’t dispute. I want photographs, I want statements, I want dates, I want times, and I want places.”
So there you have it, the very thing that I was dreading, and there it was, out in the open like that. A snooping job! I shook my head. That type of surveillance work was always pretty tricky. You had the weather to contend with, the rain, and the cold. And then there were the long hours stretching into the middle of the night. In fact they could go on all night, and there were no guarantees that the subjects would be where they were supposed to be anyway. “I’m not really that interested, Mrs. Walker ….”
“There’s twenty-five thousand for you when I get the evidence,” she interrupted. “And another twenty-five when the divorce is settled.”
Suddenly I felt my enthusiasm growing. After all it wouldn’t be that difficult a task, I mean how hard could it be. So there’d be a little rain, some cold, a few late nights. I mean what else did I have to do anyway? It would be a chance to get out of a stuffy office, and out in the fresh air. Well out of the office anyway. And besides it wasn’t everyday that someone was offering fifty thousand dollars for a couple of days work. I wondered if that included expenses. Of course the IRS would want their share, but even so it might be worth it. Did I say might?
I reached across for the photographs, amazed that there were still in one piece. Looking at the young girl even though she was skinny, I really couldn’t blame the guy, but was she worth fifty thousand? I didn’t think so. 
“So what can you tell me?” I asked.
She heaved a sigh, and shook her head. “Not much I’m afraid.”
“Well let’s start with a name shall we?” I coaxed. “The girl, what’s her name?”
She shook her head again. “I’ve no idea,” she replied. 
“Do you have an address for her?” I asked
She shook her head once more. “All that I know is that my louse of a husband has been seeing her on a regular basis, for the past six months or more.”
That was all very interesting, but it wasn’t getting me anywhere. “Do they have a regular place to meet? A regular time maybe?”
“The Carlton Hotel is one place they meet,” she replied. “Every Monday, and Thursday, usually at five.”
At last we were getting somewhere. Well it was a start I guess. I picked up the photographs. “Can I keep these?” I asked, before any more harm befell them.
“Of course you can,” she replied. She handed me a piece of paper. “One-one-four Sycamore, that’s my address,” she said, pointing. “But I don’t want you coming round, and him seeing you. So that is only to be used in an emergency. Do you understand?”
I understood. I didn’t need telling twice. It made perfect sense. I nodded. “No problem,” I replied. “What about the phone number, is that your home number?”
She shook her head. “No, it’s my cell phone number. Only use it if you have to.”
Once again that made perfect sense, although I would hardly ring her just to pass the time of day now would I? I stood up. “I’ll be in touch,” I said. 
She stood up and I walked her to the door.
* * *
 



Chapter Three
I Started Work
 
Well unbelievable as it now seems, I did do a check up on Mr. and Mrs. Walker. Okay, so it wasn’t as thorough as it should have been I have to admit that. In fact it wasn’t thorough at all, as subsequent events clearly showed. But hey, so I made a mistake, it happens. You’ve never made a mistake I guess. So you’re perfect, must be nice. Anyway, I did find out all about his shipping business, it was pretty impressive. And all about the house in The Hamptons, and the house on Honeysuckle, and the apartment in Manhattan, oh and the house …. You get the general idea. He certainly doesn’t lack a roof over his head.
Let’s skip that though shall we? Let’s just say that he wasn’t doing too badly for himself that was for sure. He wasn’t going to be on welfare any time soon, you’ll be glad to hear. I think the term is he was comfortable. I should be so comfortable I hear you say. That goes double for me.
So I started work. Over the following few days I made several trips to the Carlton. I told the management that I had been employed by Mr. Walker to keep an eye on the girlfriend. Well it wasn’t a complete lie was it? Anyway it was accepted, no problem, and with no questions asked.
In fact the Hotel reception was very helpful, supplying dates, and times, going back over the last eight months, not six, every Monday, and every Thursday, regular as clockwork. What happened the rest of the week I have no idea. Dane, the young bell hop filled in several more details, and actually supplied a name, and an address, for the young lady. 
“How do you know her address,” I asked.
The boy smiled. “It was easy,” he replied. “I called a cab for her, and I heard her give the cabbie instructions, two-two-seven Albany.” He smiled pleased with himself. “It’s over on the east side,” he added helpfully. “Do you know it?”
I knew it. It was a nice quiet residential area, nothing fancy but not too bad. I’d been there a few times. Once to visit an old friend and the second time was a stake out. Drug dealing if I remember rightly. The third time was car-jacking. As I said it was a nice quiet area.
Then I saw them come into the hotel lobby. “There they are now,” Dane said un-necessarily. 
There was no doubt as to who they were, Mr. Denis Walker and his lady friend Miss. Terri Franklin. I ducked behind a column. They slowly walked past me, arm in arm, laughing at some joke or other, and headed towards the elevator. I have to admit that I’m no photographer, but I got some pretty good pictures of the two of them together right there. 
The next day I was at the corner of Albany and Fifth. It wasn’t long before Miss. Franklin came out of her apartment block. She walked to the corner, and crossed the street, heading towards the park. I followed her along the path running around the lake. She suddenly stopped. I wondered if it was to meet up with Walker. It wasn’t, but not to worry because I got a few more photographs of her, feeding the ducks.
One more trip to the Carlton and I was done. Dane had managed to record some of their conversations. Don’t ask, because I didn’t. I didn’t want to know, and neither should you. I didn’t care. Recording someone without their knowledge is highly illegal. But I’m not going to tell anyone and neither are you, are you? 
I just thanked him, and gave him a fifty dollar tip. I now had everything that I needed. I made copies of everything, and arranged for Mrs. Walker to collect them. I was instructed to leave them in a deposit box at Grand Central Station. The box was open when I arrived. I imagined that she had the key.
* * *
That was six weeks ago. I had heard nothing since then, until this newspaper item. So she was dead, murdered. I couldn’t believe it. Mrs. Amanda Walker, my client, was dead, stabbed twice. Why, I wondered? Why would anyone want to kill her? And more importantly who would want to kill her? Maybe Walker found out about her wanting a divorce. Maybe he wasn’t agreeable, and maybe he killed her. It wasn’t unknown or unusual. I mean lots of husband murder their wives, for all kinds of reasons.
But why the different name? That made no sense.
I thought that maybe Detective Frank Bates would have some answers, and be willing to help? I reached for the telephone and dialed the number. 
A few moments later I was put through. I explained the reason for the call. Clearly Bates was not in an accommodating mood. Bad day I guessed. Or maybe it was his ulcer playing up again. 
“Daniels, I’m not sure I can be much help to you,” he said dismissively. 
“Frank, come on now, I need this,” I said, trying not to sound too desperate. 
Bates wasn’t having any of it, at least not just like that. “What’s it to you anyway?” he asked.
I spent the next five minutes telling him the whole story. “The woman was my client, and now she’s dead,” I started to explain. “I want to know why.”
I have to say he didn’t seem that impressed, not until I got to the part about the fifty thousand dollars. And even then he wasn’t too concerned, not until I told him how unlikely it was that I’d actually get paid.
“Gee that’s a shame,” he said.  
Strangely enough I wasn’t convinced that he really meant it.
“All that I can tell you, is that the dead woman is not Amanda Walker,” he continued. “More than that, we just don’t know at present.”
“Not Amanda Walker,” I repeated puzzled. “She had to be Amanda Walker. Who else would she be?”
Bates heaved a sigh. “And I’m telling you, she ain’t Mrs. Walker.”
“But she was here in my office,” I replied. “No more than six weeks ago.”
“Well I’m telling you the dead woman is not Amanda Walker,” Bates said. 
“So who is she?” I asked.
“Susan Brady,” Bates replied.
“Who the hell is Susan Brady?” I asked.
Bates heaved a sigh. “I’ll see what I can find out,” he replied and hung up.
* * *
 



Chapter Four
Denis Walker
 
So it was quite obvious that I wasn’t going to get much out of Detective Bates, not just yet anyway. Perhaps it was too early, perhaps later when he knew more. In the meantime maybe I would do better by speaking with Mr. Walker himself.
I wasn’t exactly looking forward to it. In fact I wasn’t even sure it was the right thing to do, the right thing for me that is. I figured that such a meeting would hardly be a smash success, but it seemed to me that I needed to speak to him. He needed to know what had been going on behind his back.
Clearly it wasn’t his wife who had come to see me, so I guessed that she wasn’t really looking for a divorce after all. I wondered if she knew about the Carlton Hotel. It was probable that she would be just as surprised as him. It was also pretty clear that I wouldn’t be getting twenty-five dollars, let alone twenty-five thousand.  And I had more chance of going into outer space as I did of collecting the fifty thousand. Oh well, easy come, easy go I guess. Whoever said that needs to have their head examined.
What do they say? If something looks too good to be true, it usually is. Now why did I think of that now, why didn’t I think of it at the time? It might have saved me a lot of time and trouble.
No matter. Something about spilt milk, and closed stable doors, came to mind. Apart from the need to tell Walker, and his wife, what had happened, there was another little matter that was causing me concern. It occurred to me that this Susan Brady, or whatever her name was, had probably been blackmailing Walker, using information that I had supplied. I didn’t feel too good about that. In fact I felt real bad, and wondered if, in the circumstances, I could be classed as an accessory. 
It didn’t take a great brain to know that such a meeting could be risky for me. It could go badly, and maybe cause me trouble, trouble I neither needed nor wanted. But I guessed I owed him. 
* * *
I put in a call to Walker. I told him that I thought we should meet. He wasn’t too interested at first.  And who could blame him? He was a busy man wasn’t he? He really didn’t need to be bothered by the likes of me. Maybe I should just forget the whole thing, and hang up. There again, maybe not.
“Tell me Mr. Walker do you know a Susan Brady?” I asked.
He was hesitant. “I don’t think so,” he replied. “Why do you ask?”
“Have you seen today’s Herald?” 
“No I haven’t. Why?” he replied.
I took a deep breath. “There’s a photograph on the front page,” I explained. “A photograph of a certain Susan Brady.”
There was no response. It seemed that I wasn’t getting through and he was likely to just hang up at any moment. 
“Let me tell you a little more, and then I’ll ask the same question,” I continued. I told him about her body being discovered in Battery Park. “She had been stabbed,” I added. “I think she has been blackmailing you.” I paused for a moment. “Now I’ll ask again. Do you know a Susan Brady?”
“What makes you think she’s been blackmailing me?” he asked.
I took another deep breath. “Because I supplied her with the necessary information,” I replied.
There was silence. For a moment I thought that he had hung up. Then I heard a cracking sound, and papers being moved around. Then he came back on.
“What information?” he asked.
That time had come, the time I had been dreading, the time when I needed to come clean, and confess. “Information about you, and Miss. Franklin, and your, shall we say, meetings at the Carlton Hotel,” I replied.
“You did what?” he asked.
“Mr. Walker, I think we should talk,” I said as calmly as I could manage. “Either at your office, or here, it’s up to you. I think here would probably be better for you, it will, at least, be more private.”
I gave him the address, and we agreed to meet. “I’ll be there in thirty minutes,” he replied, and hung up.
* * *
Twenty-five minutes later the door to my office was flung open and in walked Mr. Denis James Walker. He looked anything but happy. He moved to the center of the room, roughly pushed some files off of a chair and sat down.
“So you were spying on me is that it?” he said. “Invading my privacy, that’s a pretty despicable kind of way to earn a living don’t you think?”
I held up my hands, and nodded my head. “Now, Mr. Walker, I don’t entirely disagree with you,” I said as though that would make everything wonderful. “But in this rotten world it’s sometimes necessary, believe me. There’s a lot of bad people out there,” I pointed to the window. “And besides I don’t have a fleet of ships to order around.” 
You know I instantly knew that last remark was not going to win me any friends in a hurry. Clearly Mr. Walker wasn’t too impressed. 
“Look, I thought I was doing it for your wife,” I continued. “She came to me looking for help.”
“But it wasn’t my wife was it?” Walker replied.
“No it wasn’t, but I didn’t know that at the time, did I?” I said.
“And you call yourself a detective,” Walker murmured. “Did you never think to check on her? I mean her picture is in the newspapers almost on a daily basis.” He heaved a sigh. “Or, in the New Yorker, or maybe Time magazine, but I guess you would never read such publications, would you?”
He was right, absolutely, but what can I say? What could I do? It was easy to be wise afterwards. I should have checked, I know that now, but she, whoever she was, was so convincing. I had no reason to doubt. Sure it wasn’t his wife, but it sure could have been. Anyway at the end of the day, whether the lady had really been his wife or not, didn’t really matter did it. Nothing had changed the fact that the guy had been cheating on his wife, and not just for a couple of days. So how come he was so uptight, so high and mighty. So what was worse my spying, or his cheating? Something about pots and kettles being called black came to mind. 
Talking about his wife, I wondered how she was. Certainly it wouldn’t be right to ask would it? I mean, in the circumstances it would be quite tactless to say the least.  
“How is your wife by the way?” I asked.
I think that it would be quite fair to say that was not the greatest idea I’ve ever had, or even the second greatest. If looks could kill then that would be a new way of committing murder, and I would be lying dead right this minute. Mind you I suspect that he would claim that he acted in self-defense, and get away with it. Clearly he wasn’t going to tell me how she was. Okay I could live with that. It probably wasn’t that important anyway.
“That is of no concern to you,” Walker replied angrily. I guess he had a point.
“Sorry, just forget it,” I replied hurriedly. It wasn’t the greatest of apologies I grant you, but it was the best I could manage on the spur of the moment. I mean given a couple of weeks or so, maybe I could have come up with something a bit better.
“The point is, Mr. Walker, this Susan Brady took me in, no question,” I continued. “I got the information for her, for whatever reason, and she used it to blackmail you. She has been blackmailing you hasn’t she?”
Walker nodded. “Yes, she has,” he replied.
“How much have you paid her so far?” I asked.
“Forty thousand dollars so far,” he replied.
I let out a low whistle. “And your wife still knows nothing about your activities?” I continued. Sure it was a risk to ask, but I needed to know.
Walker shook his head. “She knows nothing about Miss. Franklin, if that is what you mean,” he said. “And that’s how it should remain. Do you understand me?”
“Oh yes, I understand,” I replied. You didn’t need to a brain surgeon to get his meaning. “I shan’t breathe a word, you can rely on me, and Miss. Brady isn’t going to tell now is she?”
Walker looked up, but said nothing.
“She’s dead,” I continued. “And I want to know why.”
Walker remained silent for a while. “And you think I should know.”
“Well you have to admit that it does kind of let you off the hook doesn’t it,” I replied. “Blackmail’s a pretty good motive for killing you know.”
If I was looking for brownie points, I soon realized that this was not the way to go about it. 
“You’re crazy,” Walker yelled. “I never killed anyone.”
I shook my head. “Sure you didn’t,” I replied. “But it was a possibility, you know. It’s been known, it’s not unusual.”
“When was she found?” Walker asked.
I reached for the newspaper, and scanned the news item. “It says that she was found at about five thirty this morning,” I replied. “The preliminary investigation puts the time of death at between three thirty, and five thirty.”
“Well I can state quite categorically that I was nowhere near the Bowery between those times,” Walker replied.
“You can prove that can you?” I asked.
“Daniels I don’t have to prove anything,” Walker replied. “I’m innocent until proven guilty remember. That’s our tried and trusted system.”
I couldn’t argue with that.
“But if you must know I was away on business,” Walker continued.
I smiled and nodded. I had heard that one before, many times. “Sure you were,” I replied.
“Miss. Franklin was with me,” Walker continued.
So it was that kind of business. No surprise there then. I should have guessed shouldn’t I?
* * *
 



Chapter Five
More Snooping
 
I was tempted to ask whether Miss. Franklin would back him up with that alibi, but I guessed it would only cause Mr. Walker even more stress, and me further trouble. Besides I imagined that I’d used up my allotted allowance already. 
I also imagined that she had already been primed anyway. Of course she would back up his story.
“Daniels, what would you say if I told you that I was still being blackmailed?” he asked. “I had a call at just after ten today, making another demand, together with instructions about the pay off.”
That made no sense. Was he just saying that to take the heat away from himself? Or was this genuine? “Man or a woman?” I asked.
“Oh a man definitely,” he replied.
I shook my head. I wondered how far he would go with this little game. I decided to play along for a while. Okay, so there was a chance, a slim one admittedly, that he was actually telling the truth wasn’t there? 
“Have you been to the police?” I asked.
He shook his head, and glared at me. “Daniels you know the score,” he replied. “No police, that’s the instruction. No police.”
I shook my head, and smiled. “Kidnapping,” I pronounced.
Walker looked puzzled.
“In cases of kidnapping, that’s when they say no police,” I explained. “I can’t say I’ve ever heard it in a case of blackmail.”
“Daniels, you know what, I’m not really that interested in your opinion,” Walker responded. He didn’t sound too pleased. “The guy said no police.”
“Had you had contact with him before?” I asked.
Walker shook his head. “Never,” he replied. “It has always been that Brady woman, or whatever her name was.”
“Could you tell anything from the voice?” I asked. “I mean his age, nationality, things like that. Did he have a stutter? How about an accent? Did he have a deep voice maybe?”
“I’m not good at that kind of thing,” Walker replied. “But if I had to guess, I would say a white guy, aged, oh, I don’t know, about thirty maybe, thirty-five, something like that. No accent.” He paused for a moment and shrugged. “Does it matter anyway? I mean do you think you would be able to get him.” 
He shook his head once again. Obviously he had very little confidence in my abilities, if any. 
I thought for a few moments. Could there really be a second person? Could he be a partner to Miss. Brady, and could he be her murderer? Maybe he thought that he could manage without her. Maybe they had a disagreement, maybe a misunderstanding, something like that. Or maybe he just got greedy, and he wanted more.
More to the point, would I be able to catch him, or was Walker right to doubt my abilities. Don’t answer that.
“Daniels, how much did my supposed wife offer you to get the information?” Walker asked.
I wondered why the question. I didn’t imagine that he suddenly felt sorry for me, and that he was about to make good my losses. “Twenty-five thousand when I supplied the evidence,” I replied. “And another twenty-five after the divorce was settled.”
Walker shook his head and smiled. “And you didn’t consider that odd in any way. I mean that’s your normal rate is it? A basic fee of twenty-five thousand dollars, you must be good.”
I shook my head. “No, it’s certainly not my normal rate,” I replied. “I’d say that would be nearer five thousand.”
“So?”
I took a deep breath. “She said that you were worth a couple of billion, so I guessed that she could afford it.”
He was silent for a while. I was sweating, and wishing I had a drink.
“I slight exaggeration, I’m afraid,” he replied. “It’s just a little over one billion.” He paused for a moment. Perhaps it was to give me time to feel sorry for him, and express my sympathy. 
“I’m not sure whether or not to report you, and have your license revoked,” Walker announced. “I need to think this out.”
Take as long as you like, I thought; a week, or two, a month even. Six months. I was in no hurry. Though, I guess to be honest I didn’t really blame him, but it wasn’t my fault. I mean anyone can make a mistake, and she was so convincing. How was I to know?
“I’ve decided on what I’m going to do,” said Walker.
Here it comes, I thought. It was nice while it lasted. It was just a pity it couldn’t last a bit longer.
“I want you to find the blackmailer,” Walker continued. “When you do I’ll pay you ten thousand. You don’t deserve it but.”
* * *
He was right, I didn’t deserve it. More to the point I didn’t want it. I wasn’t really interested in his blackmailer, but I owed him, owed him big time. We agreed that I would take it on. Walker would keep me informed of any calls, and I’d take it from there. 
But if I was going to look for a blackmailer I really needed to know if the reason for the blackmail was still valid. I mean I wondered if little Miss. Terri Franklin was still an issue. I was tempted to ask but remembering what happened before, I decided against. Instead, I decided that maybe a bit more surveillance might be called for.
* * *
It was getting late, and it was threatening rain. This was going to be another wasted evening I just knew it, waiting out in the cold, waiting for what? She wasn’t going to show was she? I looked at my watch. Seven thirty. I shook my head. I’ve been here since just after four. Five o’clock was their normal time to meet up, remember. So what has happened? Why the change? What did it mean, I wondered? It meant that Miss. Terri Franklin was no longer an issue. Walker had seen sense, and she had been given her marching orders, frightened off by the blackmailer maybe. 
It made perfect sense. I heaved a sigh, and then sneezed. Great, on top of everything else, I was catching a cold. That was all I needed. I gave it up as a bad job. The sooner I got back to the apartment the better. A hot shower, a scotch or two, and then down to Changs for one of his specialties, then back home to play some blues, something to match my mood. Muddy Waters would have understood, perfectly.
 
I Be's Troubled
Well if I feel tomorrow, like I feel today
I'm gonna pack my suitcase, and make my getaway
Lord I'm troubled, I'm all worried in mind
And I'm never bein' satisfied, and I just can't keep from cryin'
 
As I stepped out from the doorway, a cab pulled up. The door opened, and a young lady stepped out. My plans dissolved into nothing.
Miss. Franklin had changed in the last few weeks. Her clothes were more expensive looking. She was decked out with expensive jewelry. She was altogether more poised. Is that the word I should use, poised? I guessed she’d had some luck on the roulette wheel, or at the track, or maybe she’d won the lottery, or ….
Denis Walker came out from the other side of the cab, paid the driver, and moved over to where Miss. Franklin was waiting. He put his arm around her, and then smiling and laughing they both entered the hotel. 
That’s where her new found wealth had come from. Clearly Mr. Walker wasn’t that concerned about providing evidence for a blackmailer, and clearly he wasn’t too concerned at what his wife thought about it either. I wondered why? One thing was certain. What was it that the fake Mrs. Walker had said? Oh yes, a piece of junk. That summed up both Walker, and Miss. Franklin. And no amount of fine clothes, and expensive jewels was about to change that in a hurry. I wondered if Mrs. Walker knew about the changes. I wondered if she cared.
I wondered if I should arrange to see her, and tell her. I shook my head. Probably not, I was already in enough trouble with Walker. I didn’t want to lose my license did I?
More to the point if Walker was so worried about a blackmailer he didn’t seem to be worried about being seen with his lady friend did he? He was just opening himself up to no end of blackmailers. It didn’t make any sense to me.
* * *
 



Chapter Six
Frank Bates
 
As I had expected, that meeting with Walker hadn’t gone too well. I knew it wouldn’t, so no great surprise there. I suppose it could have been worse though, I’m just not sure how. You know what I said earlier, you know, about feelings? The feeling that things aren’t going right, that there was something wrong. Well something was wrong alright, very wrong. Something didn’t quite fit properly. I’ve had that feeling all morning. Some thing did I say? In truth there were several things that didn’t seem right. This case wasn’t making much sense at all, and I needed to think things out.
Number one, we have a wife who wants me to snoop on her husband. Only it wasn’t his wife was it? Okay, so whoever it was wants me to get details of his playing around. Something he had been doing for six months or more, so why does she want the details now? Why not a month ago, or two months maybe?  What was so important about right now?
Secondly, she wants information that in fact she already had anyway. Alright so she didn’t know all of the sordid details, but she did know the time and she did know the place. So why did she need me?
Thirdly, Walker is being blackmailed by someone, using information that I had supplied. Then the lady blackmailer ends up dead. How’s that for convenience? I mean he’s free and clear. But then when I make the suggestion to him, or I should say, accusation, suddenly there’s a second blackmailer coming out of nowhere, and Walker wants me to find him.
And besides why would Walker want me to look for the guy anyway? I wasn’t exactly flavor of the month was I? I mean one minute he’s talking about reporting me, and getting my license revoked. And the next, he’s offering me a job with a ten thousand dollar pay off. Very likely I don’t think. 
No it doesn’t make sense to me. Unless, of course there is no second person and Walker just made that up to take the attention away from himself. Now, if that’s correct, then the whole thing starts to make a bit more sense, but it also points the finger right back at Walker, and no mistake about it.
* * *
I was beginning to feel quite pleased with myself. I was becoming more and more certain that Walker had killed that woman, but I still had to prove it. But I have to say things tend to get a lot easier once you have a definite suspect. You’ve something to work with. Now if only we knew something more about our victim that would help.
Maybe Bates will eventually come up with something, you never know. In the meantime a drink was called for, by way of celebration you understand. So what am I celebrating? Does it matter?
I walked over to my small kitchen area and poured myself a scotch. I then walked back to my desk, and flipped the on switch on the CD player. 
* * *
The telephone suddenly rang. I reached for it. “Daniels,” I said.
“Daniels,” a voice answered. “It’s Bates. We’ve done a run down on our Miss. Brady.” 
“Yeah, and …..”
“And precisely nothing, she doesn’t exist.”
“What do you mean she doesn’t exist? Of course she exists,” I replied, more impatient than I had intended. “Okay so she’s dead, but she exists, that’s obvious. We aren’t just imagining a dead body are we?”
“We’ve checked her with Social Security, they never heard of her,” Bates began explaining. “We’ve checked for her birth record, driver’s license, the main banks, and we’ve come up with nothing.”
“There must be something,” I said, unconvinced. “You’re just missing it somewhere.”
Bates heaved a sigh. “We’ve missed nothing I’m telling you. We even did a fingerprint check. And still there’s nothing. She’s never had a police record, not even for a traffic violation. Apart from her name on the envelope we found inside her handbag, there was no other identification on her. We don’t even have an address.”
I couldn’t believe it. Someone somewhere must know her, her mother, father, maybe a brother or a sister. “Has no one come forward to identify her?” I asked, clutching at straws.
“No,” replied Bates. “No one has come forward. It’s a complete mystery.”
So who was this Susan Brady I wondered. Okay so she wasn’t Amanda Walker that much was certain, but it was beginning to look like she wasn’t Susan Brady either. So who was she?
 “You might also do a run down on missing persons?” I suggested, helpfully.
“Way ahead of you, Daniels, we’ve checked Missing persons, but turned up nothing, a big fat zero,” replied Bates, heaving a sigh. “Oh, there are a couple of local women missing, but none of them match our Miss. Brady.”
“So we’re no nearer knowing who she is, or why she was murdered then,” I said, perhaps a little un-necessarily.
“If we could just make a positive identification we might be getting somewhere,” said Bates. “Or if we could find the actual murder site, then that might be a help.”
“Have you any ideas at all?” I asked.
“No, not really,” Bates replied. “The only thing we have to go on is her shoe.”
“Her shoes,” I repeated. “What about her shoes?”
“No, not shoes, I said shoe,” said Bates. “She was only wearing the one shoe when we found her. I’m guessing that the other one came off and is still lying out there somewhere, maybe at the murder site.” He paused for a moment, and heaved a sigh. “The chances of finding it are about a thousand to one I’d guess.”
Now I’m not a betting man, but I would have put the odds a lot higher than that. I mean who would be bothered if they found an odd shoe? I certainly wouldn’t I can tell you, and I’m guessing neither would you.
I mean if everyone who found some old discarded clothing made a report to the police, the City’s finest wouldn’t have time to check on speeding motorists would they? 
There’s an idea in there somewhere, just need to work it out.
* * *
 
 



Chapter Seven
Jerry’s Bar
 
It was a real hot day. The rain that had been forecast hadn’t happened, and there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. Normally I wouldn’t have a problem with that but I had spent the whole day trailing behind a certain Mr. Walker, and his lady friend, Miss. Terri Franklin.  They had gone into more shops than I thought actually existed. The guy must have spent a fortune on her. I guess it’s his money and he can spend it how he likes but ….
I began to wonder if there really was a blackmailer. Had there ever been a blackmailer I wondered. It didn’t seem likely somehow. Walker was being so out in the open with his playing around. There was no attempt to keep anything hidden, or be discreet. Also I haven’t heard anything more from Walker about payoffs and further demands, so I’m guessing that it’s all history, and no longer a problem, if it ever had been. I heaved a sigh of relief. I’d had enough of following the two of them around anyway. I decided to quit. That was it, no more wasting my time. I didn’t need this anyway. I would make out a report, and send it to Walker, together with a bill for expenses. Of course I didn’t expect to get paid, but I was going to send it anyway. He wouldn’t like it, but I wasn’t out to make friends was I? 
* * *
I’d had enough. I was tired, I was hot. And I had lost all interest in Walker and his lady friend. I was bored by the whole thing. If he wanted to waste his money like that, that’s fine. As far as I was concerned they could just do as they pleased. What did I care anyway? I hoped Mrs. Walker found out, and did something about it. It was nothing to me, besides my feet ached.
So I made a pit stop at Jerry’s bar. To be honest he had actually called me a few days earlier. He had something that he thought might be useful to me. That’s what he had said anyway. Doesn’t sound like Jerry though does it? He was never one to give out information like that. What was it he had said? ‘I mean do I look like an information bureau?’ He never wanted to get involved. He just didn’t want to know did he? He wasn’t a great conversationalist remember.
 Well all of that changed, especially for me, ever since I gave him some friendly advice about allowing known drug dealers to make use of his place. I guess he considered that sound advice, and since then he has passed a few useful things my way, but that’s another story.
* * *
It was a quarter after four when I entered the bar. The lunch time revelers had long since gone, apart from a few worse for wear stragglers. And it was far too early for the early evening commuters. Jerry saw me as I entered. He waved, and pointed over to a corner booth. I walked over and sat down. A few minutes later Jerry arrived with some drinks. He sat down opposite and placed a drink in front of me. 
We exchanged the pleasantries. He was fine, so was his beautiful wife, Charlene, and his two wonderful kids, Ruth aged eight, and Colin, aged ten. I didn’t enquire about his silver haired old grand-mother, so don’t ask. I told him that my feet hurt. I’m not completely sure that he was that bothered.
“So Jerry what’s this thing that could be so useful to me?” I asked.
Jerry glanced around. I wasn’t sure why, because the bar was hardly bursting with activity. No one was listening. I took a drink. In your own time, but today would be good.
“You know that girl,” Jerry started to explain. “The one that got killed the other day?”
Sadly lots of girls had got killed. It wasn’t very nice but that’s how things were. Remember what I said. It’s a wicked world out there.
“Which particular girl did you have in mind?” I asked.
“The one they found in Battery Park,” Jerry continued. “Susan something or other.”
“Brady,” I replied. “Susan Brady.”
“Yeah right, her, I guess” Jerry agreed.”I just got the Susan part.”
“Why do you think that she would interest me?” I asked.
Jerry shrugged. “Who knows,” he said. “I just thought that you being a detective and all, you might have been interested, that’s all. Besides I guessed that maybe you might be able to help out the police, and maybe that could be to your advantage.”
Well it was a thought that was sure. It certainly wouldn’t do me any harm, and Detective Frank Bates would owe me big time.
“What about her?” I asked
“She was in here,” Jerry replied. “About three or four months ago, something like that. You know I’m not good with time.”
“Was she here on her own,” I asked.
Jerry shook his head, and took a drink. “No she was with another dame. A real good looker, you know, and talk about smart looking.”
“Did she have a name?” I asked. “The good looker I mean.” 
“Yeah, sure she had a name, everybody’s got a name,” said Jerry. “It was Mattie, or Mandy, something like that, I’m not exactly sure.”
“Couldn’t have been Amanda, I suppose?” I suggested.
Jerry started to smile and nodded. “That’s right, it was Amanda. Amanda Jackson.”
That name meant nothing to me, but a connection between Susan and any Amanda was just too much of a co-incidence. I reached for my wallet, opened it and took out a photograph. I handed it to Jerry. “Was it her by any chance?”
Jerry looked at it for a few moments and then nodded. “That’s her, the very same.” He handed the photograph back to me. I returned it to my wallet. “Who is she?” he asked.
I shook my head, and shrugged. “It’s a long story. Another time,” I replied. “So what time was this meeting?”
Jerry shook his head. “I don’t know. Like I said, it was a long time ago. I don’t remember. The afternoon sometime I guess. I know the place wasn’t exactly crowded. I’d say about the same time as now, four-ish, maybe a little after.”
“Did they come in together?” I asked. “Or did they meet here in the bar?”
“Oh, they met here,” Jerry replied. “The classy one was here first, and then maybe ten minutes later the other one comes in.”
 “So it was just a casual meeting then?” I suggested.
Jerry shook his head. “There was nothing casual about this meeting,” he replied. “Oh no, this meeting had been arranged. From the way they were carrying on, and what those two were saying, it was pretty obvious that they knew each other from way back. They were old friends I’d say.”
“So what were they saying?” I asked.
“Ah, now come on Daniels, you know I never listen in on the customers,” Jerry protested.
“Sure, I know that,” I agreed. “So what were they saying?”
Jerry shrugged and drained his glass. “Okay, okay.”
“Go on I’m listening.”
“Well one of them, the one in the paper, she’s going on about she’s just done some time you know,” Jerry explained.
“Prison you mean?” I knew what he was talking about. I just wanted to be sure that he knew.
“Yeah, sure prison. What else?” Jerry replied. “It seems she’s just got out. And she was short of cash.” He paused for a moment. “It was the other lady, the smartly dressed one, Mattie, or whatever her name was. Well she was doing all the spending you know, Martini for her, and gin and soda for her friend. They certainly got through a few I can tell you.”
“Do you happen to know why she was in prison?” I asked. I was guessing maybe blackmail.
Jerry shook his head.
I wasn’t surprised. But I was surprised that Bates hadn’t found anything about her police record. That made no sense at all. I picked up my glass and drained it. I passed the empty glass to Jerry. “Let’s have another round shall we?”
Jerry smiled, nodded, and stood up. “Sounds like a good idea to me,” he said as he picked up the glasses, and walked across to the bar.
Well Jerry was correct. That information could well be useful. At present, though, I’m not entirely sure how. At present it just seems to have raised a lot more questions than provide any answers. I looked over at Jerry. He seemed to be busy with another customer. Clearly he wasn’t coming back in a hurry. I stood up and walked over to him.
“So Jerry can you tell me anymore?” I asked. “I mean do you know what they were talking about?”
Jerry shook his head. “No, apart from what I’ve already told you,” he replied as he placed a drink in front of me. He paused for a moment and started to rub down the counter. “Bob might have heard something though.”
“Bob?” I repeated. “Who’s Bob?” 
“Bob Chandler. He’s just a customer, but he was here that same day,” Jerry continued. “The day that those women were here, he must have heard them talking. He was sitting at the next table.”
I looked at Jerry and nodded. I looked around. “Is he here now?” I asked. “I’d like to speak to him.”
Jerry shook his head. “No, he ain’t here, he had to take a trip, business I think, I don’t know, I mean you know me,” Jerry replied. “He said that he’d be back in a couple days, and that’s all that I know. I’ll get him to call you if you like.”
I drained my glass, and thanked him. “Do that, Jerry,” I said, and walked towards the door. “I’ll be seeing you.”
* * *
So a few more puzzles for me to work out. It would seem that Mrs. Amanda Walker, wife of shipping magnate, Denis Walker, knows our Susan Brady, an ex-con. What do they say? Tell me your friends and I’ll tell you who you are.
I wondered how long they had known each other. Jerry had said they knew each from way back. I wondered if maybe they had gone to the same school. 
More importantly I wondered what they had been talking about. Had Mrs. Walker said anything about her husband and his playing around? Had Brady seen an opportunity to make some money? Was it then that she starting making plans to blackmail Walker?
* * *
 
 



Chapter Eight
I Have A Visitor
 
It was late by the time I got back to the office. I was feeling quite weary. It had been another of those days. You know the ones I mean. Two steps forward and three back. Only in my case it was four steps back, and none forward. I was getting very few answers, but more and more questions. 
This case was just going over and over in my mind, and I was playing a Muddy Waters track, it seemed to match my mood.
 
Well, I rolled and I tumbled, cried the whole night long
Well, I rolled and I tumbled, cried the whole night long
Well, I woke up this mornin', didn't know right from wrong
 
Lying on the desk in front of me was one of Mama Dell’s specials. It had seemed like a good idea when I picked it up, twenty minutes ago, but now I wasn’t so sure. It was clear to me that Denis Walker was guilty, but proving it was going to be difficult. I had a terrible feeling that he would get away with it. That wasn’t something I liked, as I’m sure you can understand. It was not a good feeling, and it was enough to lessen my appetite. 
I reached for the box and took out a slice. Pay attention, I did say lessen my appetite, not curb it completely. 
There was a knock on the door.
I reached across and turned the volume down on the CD player. I looked at my watch. It was near six. Who would be calling at this time of night I wondered.
“Come in,” I yelled. 
Nothing happened. Then there was another knock. 
“Come in,” I called out once more. 
Still nothing happened. Reluctantly I got up and walked over to the door. I opened it. Standing in the corridor was a lady. And when I say lady, I mean a real lady. About five feet four I’d say, hundred and twenty pounds, auburn hair, and the bluest of eyes I’ve ever seen.
“I’m Amanda Walker,” she said, although said doesn’t do it justice. No one looking as good as she did merely spoke. Dressed for the opera, she looked like a million dollars, not that I have any idea what a million dollars looked like, especially when it came in the form of a dress. Nor did I know how people dressed for the opera, but I guessed that she did. She swept into the room, no one looking like her merely walked. She sat down. I tried to remember whether or not I had dusted that visitors chair recently. It’s funny the things that you think of.
“I said, I’m Amanda Walker,” she repeated. I had heard the first time. I idly wondered what Miss. Franklin had that Mrs. Walker was clearly lacking. As I said, it’s funny the things you think of. I decided that it was more a case of what she didn’t have. You know things like poise, style, taste, class, money. What Walker saw in Miss. Franklin was beyond me, but there’s no accounting for taste is there? It takes all sorts to make a world. 
“How nice to see you, Mr. Daniels,” she said. “My husband has told me so much about you.”
I just bet he has, I thought. I wondered if he had given her the ten cents tour, or had he told her every seedy, squalid, sleazy detail. “I can explain,” I started to say. “It was all a misunderstanding ….”
“There’s really no need,” she said, holding up her hand. “Perfectly understandable, I know all about Miss. whatever her name was.” She paused for a few moments.
I couldn’t understand why the need to ask the question, or did she really not know that the dead woman was her drinking partner of a few short months ago. Maybe she didn’t know. Or maybe she did know, but she didn’t know that I knew.
“Susan Brady,” I replied, wishing that I had checked more thoroughly when this whole affair had started. I mean, yes sure Susan Brady was good looking, no argument, but she didn’t compare with the lady sitting in front of me. Things would have been a lot different, if I had taken more care.
“Susan Brady,” I repeated, forgetting that I had already answered her question.
“Yes, I remember now,” she replied. “I heard how she deceived you into obtaining information, and how she had been blackmailing my husband. He told me all about it. A very clever lady, a little greedy perhaps, but she simply miscalculated.”
Some miscalculation I thought, the dame was currently lying on a granite slab at the County Morgue. How clever was that I wondered? I also wondered if Walker had really told her all about it, including all about Miss. Franklin. Or had he told her another reason for being blackmailed, something underhand at work maybe, or some double dealing at the dog track?
“What can I do for you Mrs. Walker?” I asked.
She shook her head. “Oh, nothing, not really,” she replied. “I just thought that it was time that we met.” She paused for a moment. “In the circumstances I feel that I already know you.”
Is that it I thought, just a friendly social call like that? Happened to be in the neighborhood, thought I’d drop by. That was mighty nice of her really, considering my thoughts concerning her husband, or more to the point maybe, his thoughts concerning me. Was she really seeking a divorce I wondered? Did she know about Miss. Flozzie Whatsername? I was debating whether or not to ask. If she did know, then clearly she wasn’t that concerned.
“Oh there was one other thing,” she continued.
“Go on,” I coaxed.
“I was just wondering if the authorities had any ideas about who killed her.”
I shook my head. ‘Well actually we think your husband did it’, didn’t seem quite right somehow.
“Not yet I’m afraid, but they are so short of clues,” I replied. “I mean so far there’s really nothing. And it comes right down to a shoe.”
“A shoe,” she repeated clearly puzzled.
“Yes, you see they know that she wasn’t killed in Battery Park,” I started to explain. “They really need to find out where she was actually murdered. That would help.”
“What has that got to do with a shoe?” she asked.
“Well when they found her she was only wearing one shoe,” I continued. “The other shoe is still missing.”
“And they think the other shoe is at the actual murder spot,” she suggested.
I couldn’t have put it better myself, but I said nothing, and simply nodded.
“Anything else,” she asked.
I heaved a sigh. “Not a lot I’m afraid,” I replied. “We think that she had a partner in her blackmailing, a man. We’re not sure you understand, but one theory is that her partner got greedy, and didn’t want to share the proceeds.”
“And that partner, whoever he is, he carried out the murder,” Mrs. Walker suggested.
“It’s only a theory, but it’s a possibility.”
She shook her head, and took a deep breath. “How gruesome,” she said. “What some people will do for money.”
I stood up. Considering that she was married to a large fortune, and money was the least of her problems, her statement seemed a little shallow to say the least. “Nothing for you to worry your pretty little head about,” I said smiling.
She stood up. “It was nice meeting you, Mr. Daniels,” she said holding out her hand.
I took hold and shook it. “Likewise I’m sure.”
I can’t believe I actually said that. Likewise I’m sure! What on earth was I thinking?
“Thank you for seeing me,” she said as she moved towards the door.
“My pleasure,” I said, opening the door for her. “Any time, and please give my regards to your husband.”
She left the office. I watched her go along the corridor, until she turned towards the staircase. I closed the door, and sat back down. I’m sure my regards will be greatly valued by Mr. Walker. Probably make his day, I don’t think. 
This called for a drink, a double. And maybe just a little bit more of the pizza. I pressed the play button on the CD. And put my feet up on to the desk.
* * *
 



Chapter Nine
Honeysuckle Drive
 
Okay so the information that I had got from Jerry was interesting. Well it was more than interesting, it was intriguing. Although it gave a few possible answers, it raised a lot more questions. I was hopeful that this guy Bob Chandler would be able to add a lot more information. There was at least one thing that was certain. It was clear that there was a connection, a major connection, between Mrs. Amanda Walker and the dead woman. It was also more than obvious that the dead woman had made use of that connection in some way. 
She recently gets out of prison, and she needs money. Understandable, I guess. I mean she’s probably desperate. She knows about her friend marrying a rich guy. She finds out that he’s playing around. Then using information that she had got from Mrs. Walker she must have begun making her plans to blackmail Walker. The first step was me. And I went along with it. She took me in completely, but it could’ve happened to anyone. 
Anyway so she gets a whole stack of information, thanks to me, and then she goes on to step two. She makes contact with Walker, makes her demand, pay up or else. Walker pays up, but then she gets greedy. She wants more money. Happens all the time, and, well, you know the rest.
* * *
Okay so there were still a lot of questions to be answered, and still proof to be found, but now I had something to work on. I just needed a few more bits of evidence. I wondered if the murder weapon had been found, and it would be good to know where the actual murder took place. 
I reached for the phone and made a call to Frank Bates. A few minutes later I was put through.
“Detective Bates, speaking,” a voice said. “Can I help you?”
“Hi, Frank, it’s me, Daniels.”
“Hey Daniels, I was just about to call you,” Bates replied. “So, what can I do for you?”
“I was recently in Jerry’s Bar,” I said.
“Becoming a bit of a habit ain’t it?” Bates interrupted. “How many times is that this week?”
 I ignored the comment. “As I said, I was recently in Jerry’s Bar. I had a long talk with my friend, Jerry, and I found out some very interesting news about our Susan Brady.”
“I’m listening,” said Bates.
I told Bates everything that I had learnt at Jerry’s place.
“That’s very interesting,” he said. “Especially the part about the prison sentence, but it’s strange that we never found any details of a police record.”
I had to admit that it was strange. Stranger still we hadn’t found any details with Social Security, or anyone else. The name Susan Brady meant nothing to anyone. 
“Maybe we’ve got her name wrong,” I suggested. “Maybe it’s not Brady at all.”
“Could be,” Bates agreed. He paused for a few moments. “I’ll check with Mrs. Walker.”
Somehow I didn’t think Bates would get very far along that route. “I spoke to Mrs. Walker just the other day,” I started to explain. “I had to remind her of the dead woman’s name, which I thought was a bit odd.”
“Go on,” said Bates.
“Well there’s not much more to tell,” I continued. “Except that I told her that the woman’s name was Susan Brady, and all that she said was, yes I remember now.” 
“She never queried the name?” Bates asked.
“No, not at all, she just accepted it,” I replied.
“And you say that they were seen drinking together, in Jerry’s place?”
“That’s right, it was just a few short months ago,” I replied. “Incidentally how did we decide that was her name anyway?”
“That’s easy,” replied Bates. “Her name was written on that envelope we found in her handbag, remember.”
Sure, I remembered. It was the only item of identification there was. “I’m thinking that it was deliberately planted by the murderer,” I suggested.
“And I’m betting you’re right,” said Bates. “So we’ve still no idea of her real name then.”
“Right,” I replied, and heaved a sigh. “So have we got anything? Have we found the murder weapon?”
“Afraid not,” replied Bates.
“What about the shoe? Has that been found yet?” I asked, not really expecting a result.
“Yes, that’s one piece of good news. We’ve found the other shoe,” Bates replied. “It was discovered by some guy walking his dog. Well it was the dog that actually found it. Earlier today, round about eleven o’clock. The guy gave us a call at about a quarter after.”
I wondered why someone should find a shoe and immediately contact the police. It wouldn’t be my first call I can tell you. 
“It wasn’t the shoe that attracted his attention,” Bates explained. “It was the pool of blood lying next to it. He called 911. The interesting thing is he also found a blood soaked cufflink. I’m guessing that it belonged to the murderer. Probably came off during the struggle.”
“Struggle?” I said.
“It certainly looks like she put up quite a fight.” 
I don’t know what you think, but I find that very sad. I mean murder is murder whatever way you look at it. I know that. There’s nothing good about it, no way. But somehow knowing that the victim knew about it makes it that much worse. To actual know somebody was out to kill you, and you don’t maybe know why. You put up a fight, you’re desperate to survive. It doesn’t bear thinking about.
“Where was this?” I asked.
“Chantry Woods, do you know it?”
I knew it. It was a popular place for ramblers, and dog walkers. “Not far from the Walker place, if memory serves,” I replied.
“That’s right,” said Bates. “It’s just a mile or two from Honeysuckle Way.” 
“You know what I’m thinking,” I said. “Walker is our killer.”
“Could be,” said Bates. “He certainly had the motive. Anyway we’re going over there now to have a few words with him. Care to join us?”
“Try and stop me,” I said. “I’ll be there in thirty minutes.” 
I hung up. I looked at the clock. It was two forty. I picked up what was left of my lunch. That’ll do the cat, I thought. 
You know about the cat don’t you? You don’t! Right, well I should say straight off, that it’s not actually my cat. I can’t have pets, not where I am. It wouldn’t be fair, besides the landlord won’t allow it.
Anyway we have a stray cat here at the office. Well actually she lives in the yard at the rear. She’s a big fluffy ginger cat with white paws. We call her Ginger. Yes I know, it’s not very imaginative, but it was the best we came up with. 
Not that she belongs to us you understand. She sort of adopted us. She doesn’t have a collar, or a microchip, or anything like that, so we don’t know where she came from. We’ve never seen any posters stuck up about a missing cat. So it looks like she doesn’t have an owner.  
She just turned up one day, a couple of months ago, and she’s stayed ever since. I don’t know why, something to do with the fact that we started to feed her I guess. Anyway she seems happy enough judging by the way she purrs, and she’s doing alright. So she gets her food, shelter, and a friendly stroke once in a while. What more does she want? 
* * *
As I came out from the back door, there she was. Someone had provided a new box for her, out of the draft, together with an old blanket. She looked comfortable enough all curled up nice and warm, and sound asleep. She stirred as I placed the remainder of my four cheese pizza down in front of her, next to a bowl of milk someone had left. She looked at it, and then turned around and went back to sleep.
I made a mental note to lodge a complaint at Mama Dells. Clearly there weren’t enough olives.
* * *
Two-two-four Honeysuckle Drive was one of those houses. You know the type. They take up six city blocks and you need a cab to get from one end to the other. Okay so I’m exaggerating, a bit. Alright so it’s more than a bit. But it is a big house. I’m guessing fifty rooms, or something like that. It was big enough for Mr. and Mrs. Walker anyway. Mind you, it’s just as well they never had kids. Could have been a bit cramped then.
The house just cried out money, and lots of it. I guessed that the house represented more cash than several small countries put together. My old car parked in the driveway, next to the Mercedes, and the Cadillac, did nothing for appearances. 
The door was answered on the third ring by a grey haired retainer. I guessed he was a James, or maybe a Charles. Have you noticed that, most butlers are Charles, or James. Odd that, not that I’m an expert on butlers you understand, it’s just what I’ve seen in the movies.
Anyway, whatever his name was, asked who we were. “Can I help you gentlemen?” he said.
Detective Bates stepped forward, showing his badge. “We’d like to see Mr. Walker,” he said.
The butler stood to one side, and allowed us to enter into a large hallway. Did I say large? I guessed my entire apartment would fit into that space, and there’d still be room to spare.
“I’ll see if he is available,” said James. “Kindly wait there.” 
He pointed to a precise spot. I couldn’t see anything special about it, but guessed he knew what he was talking about, so I moved into position. Where Bates was going to wait I neither knew, nor cared. James went into one of the rooms opposite. The library or perhaps it was the lounge, or maybe the morning room, who knows. 
Okay so I’m still trying to guess what room it was, when the door opens. The butler is standing at the doorway. “Show them in, Thomas,” a voice called out.
Okay so it wasn’t James. What you going to do? Make a federal case out of it.
* * *
 



Chapter Ten
Just A Few Questions
 
Thomas remained at the open door and ushered us into the room. 
“Do come in gentlemen,” Walker said, as he stood up to greet us. “Please, take a seat.” He indicated the sofa.
“I’m Detective Bates, and this is Jack Daniels a local private detective,” said Bates as he sat down.
Walker nodded and looked at me. “I know Mr. Daniels,” he said. “We’re old friends aren’t we? Although I didn’t think I’d be seeing you for a while.”
Bates looked puzzled, and looked at me. I merely smiled.
“It’s good to see you again,” I said. I was tempted to ask whether he had received my report, and my bill, and could I look forward to a check real soon. I decided against.
“Thank you for seeing us at such short notice,” said Bates.
“I’m always happy to assist our police force,” Walker replied. “Can I get you some tea?”
I would have preferred something stronger, but tea would have to do. And some cream donuts would be good.
“No tea, thank you,” Bates replied.
Guess there wasn’t going to be any tea then.
“Alright Thomas, we shan’t need you any further,” Walker said, waving his hand dismissively. “I’ll ring if I need you.” He then turned back to face us. “So, what can I do for you?” 
“It’s about the body that was recently found in Battery Park,” Bates started to explain. “You may have read about it.”
Walker nodded. “Yes I did, but what has this got to do with me?”
“Just a few questions that I hope you can help me with,” Bates replied. “We shan’t keep you too long.”
“Alright officer, carry on,” said Walker.
“It’s about Susan Brady,” Bates explained.
“The one they found dead in the Park the other day,” said Walker. “It’s simply dreadful. What a world we live in.”
“I understand that the lady had been blackmailing you,” Bates continued. “Demanding payment from you for keeping silent about something?”
Walker nodded. “Your information is correct,” he replied.
“And you never reported it to the police,” said Bates. “Would you care to tell me about it now?”
Walker shook his head. “With the lady dead it hardly seems necessary now.”
Bates decided to leave to one side, and heaved a sigh. He placed a single cufflink on to a side table. “Have you ever seen that before?” he asked.
Walker picked it up and looked at it for a few moments. “I think I have a pair just like it,” he replied. “Why do you ask?”
Bates pointed at the cufflink. “That was actually found at the murder scene.”
Walker looked at the cufflink for a few moments longer, and then handed it back to Bates. “Is that supposed to mean something as far as I’m concerned,” he replied. “I imagine dozens of men, perhaps hundreds, have similar cufflinks. It’s a fairly common design.”
Bates nodded. “Yes sir, it is, and I imagine that you are correct. I’m sure that many men have that same design,” he said. “Nonetheless, could I see your set, please?”
Walker looked puzzled. “Why on earth would you want to see my cufflinks?”
“If you could just fetch them, sir,” Bates insisted.
“Oh, this is ridiculous,” replied Walker. “Do you have a warrant?” he asked, and then shook his head. “Never mind, I’ll get them.” 
He then stood up and walked over to the door. He opened it, and stepped into the hallway. “Ah, Thomas, could you please bring down my case containing my cufflinks, you know the one. The police seem very anxious to see them.”
A moment or two later he returned to his seat. “Thomas won’t be long,” he said. “Was there anything else?”
“Do you know Chantry Woods?” I asked.
“Yes I know Chantry Woods,” Walker replied. “They are about a mile, mile and a half, from here. Why do you ask?”
“Do you ever go there?” Bates asked, ignoring Walker’s question.
“Yes, I often go there,” Walker replied. “I take my dogs there two or three times a week. Why?”
“Because that’s where Miss. Brady was murdered,” I replied.
“And you think I had something to do with it, is that it?” replied Walker angrily.
“You had a good motive,” I said. “Blackmail is always a good reason for killing someone.”
“At this stage, Mr. Walker, I don’t think anything,” said Bates interjecting. “At present all that I am doing is making enquiries, you understand. So if you could just answer the question.”
Okay so that was Frank’s view, the official position, but I thought differently. Walker was my number one suspect. More than that, I was convinced of his guilt. Alright, I admit we still lacked proof, but everything was beginning to fit together, and everything was pointing at him.
At that moment the door opened, and Thomas returned. He was holding a black leather case. He handed it to Walker who opened it and started to search through. After a few minutes he looked over to Bates. His face was white, and he was sweating.
“What’s the problem, Mr. Walker?” Bates asked.
Walker looked back at the box and shook his head. “I don’t understand it.”
“What don’t you understand, sir?” asked Bates.
Walker shook his head once more, and looked over at Thomas. “There’s only one cufflink here. How can that be?”
Thomas shook his head. “I’ll look upstairs, sir. It may have fallen behind the wardrobe, or somewhere,” he said as he left the room.
“Right, it may have fallen,” I repeated. “These things happen.”
A few minutes later Thomas returned, shaking his head. “I’m afraid I can’t see it anywhere, sir.”
“Perhaps you lost it out somewhere,” Bates suggested.
“Perhaps in Chantry Woods,” I added.
Bates glared at me, and stood up. “I shan’t delay you any longer, sir,” he said. “Thank you for your assistance.”
I stood up and looked at Bates, just wondering exactly what help Walker had been.
Walker stood up. “I’m sorry I couldn’t be more help,” he said. “Thomas will see you out.”
* * *
“You know Frank I’m convinced that Walker killed that woman,” I said as we walked back to the cars.
Bates nodded. “I agree with you, but we just need to prove it. He certainly had a good motive.”
“And the opportunity,” I added. “And it definitely looks like his cufflink puts him at the murder scene, so what else do you need?”
Bates shook his head. “I hear what you say, but anyone could have left that cufflink there.”
I started to smile. “What do you mean?” I asked. “Are you suggesting that it could have been Mrs. Walker, or even Thomas?”
“No, that’s not exactly what I meant, although it’s possible,” Bates replied. “No, what I meant is that there must be hundreds of guys with the same type of cufflinks.”
I nodded. “I’m sure that you’re absolutely right,” I said. “But they weren’t all being blackmailed by the murdered lady were they?”
* * *
 



Chapter Eleven
Denis Walker Is Dead
 
I just couldn’t understand it. Why had Bates let Walker off the hook like that? I mean so easy. I was convinced of his guilt. He had the motive, the opportunity, and, as far as I was concerned, that cufflink certainly put him at the scene of the crime. Precisely what more did Bates need? Okay, okay, it was all circumstantial evidence, and he lacked the proof. I accept that. But there was more than enough to bring Walker in, and really question him at the Station house. 
If only the forensic guys would turn up some more evidence at the murder scene. There must have been something. Fingerprints, tire marks, or fibers, anything. The murder weapon would be good. 
I had visions of Walker getting away with it. You know I’m not usually vindictive, but in this case I’d make an exception. I mean the guy was just no good. Cheating on his wife like that, and because he had money, lots of it, he would probably get away with murder. Okay so blackmailing is hardly a noble cause, but nonetheless Miss. Brady didn’t deserve to die.  
Suddenly the telephone rang. It was Bates. “Hi Frank, I was just thinking about you. How’s it going?” I asked.
“We’ve just had a call from Thomas,” he said.
Thomas,” I repeated. “You mean Walker’s butler? That Thomas?” 
“Denis Walker is dead,” Bates replied. “Murdered, a couple of hours ago we think.”
“What?” I cried. “Say again.”
“I said that Denis Walker has been murdered. Thomas has just found his body by the garages,” Bates explained. “He has been stabbed to death.”
“Just like the other one,” I said.
“That’s right,” agreed Bates. “Just like Brady. And I’m guessing that it was probably the same knife.”
“It must have been the blackmailer,” I murmured.
“What did you say?” asked Bates.
“I was guessing that it might have been Brady’s partner,” I suggested.
“Why would he want to kill him?” asked Bates. “It doesn’t make sense to me. Why would you kill someone who was paying you money?”
I thought for a few moments.
“Well Daniels?” Bates asked again. “Why? Tell me.”
“Just a second,” I replied. “Let me think this out.” I paused for a few moments. “Okay, how’s this. Let’s say that Walker knew the guy, and recognized him, so Walker had to be silenced.”
“I’m not convinced,” replied Bates. “Besides I thought you had decided that after Brady’s death there wasn’t a blackmailer anyway. Something about Walker not contacting you and not seeming to be that bothered, I believe you said.”
“So maybe I was wrong,” I replied. “Maybe Brady did have a partner after all. And maybe he got greedy, and decided that he didn’t need her. So he kills her, and he plants a few things to throw suspicion onto Walker, alright so far?”
“I guess so,” replied Bates, far from convinced. “It’s possible.”
“Then he decides to continue with the blackmailing. He turns up to collect, and Walker sees him. It wasn’t meant to happen, but it does, so Walker has to be killed. What do you think? It makes sense to me.”
“Could happen that way, I guess,” Bates reluctantly agreed. “But we still don’t know who the guy was though do we?”
* * *
Mrs. Amanda Walker, and Thomas, were waiting for us as we arrived. Clearly she had been crying. Okay so he was a louse, a piece of junk, but he was still her husband, and no one deserves to be murdered. I walked towards her, holding out my hand. She looked up, took my hand, and tried to smile. “Oh, Mr. Daniels I just can’t believe it,” she said. “I can’t believe he’s dead.”
I have to admit it, but neither could I. Only a few short hours ago he was my number one murder suspect. He had no right to be dead. 
“He’s over there,” Thomas advised, pointing towards the garage block. 
I looked over to where he had indicated. The forensic guys were busy sifting everything they could think of. Detective Bates walked over and joined them. I followed.
“Okay so what have we got?” Bates asked.
“He’s been stabbed four times,” an officer replied. “Once in the left shoulder, and three times in the back, somebody wanted to be real sure that he was dead.”
Bates took a deep breath, and nodded. “How about the time of death?” he asked
“The doctor puts it between eleven o’clock and one,” said the officer.
Bates glanced around. “Do we know why he was here?” he asked.
“I’d guess he was meeting someone,” I suggested. “Maybe the blackmailer to make another pay off.”
“Could be, I suppose,” Bates replied, shrugging his shoulders. “But I thought you had been employed to keep an eye open for him, the blackmailer I mean?”
Bates was absolutely right, I had to agree, but Walker was supposed to have kept me advised of any contact there was. I hadn’t heard a word. 
“Funny thing that,” I replied. “He was supposed to tell me about any arranged meetings but he never said anything about any arrangement for today.”
“Perhaps he decided to act alone,” suggested Bates.
“Perhaps,” I said. I turned and looked back towards the house. Thomas and Mrs. Walker were still standing by the entrance. Bates and I walked over to them.
* * *
 “I’ve a few questions, I’m afraid,” said Bates. “So if we could go inside.”
“Certainly, we can,” Mrs. Walker replied as she turned towards the house. Thomas stepped forward and opened the main door, standing to one side allowing us to pass by. 
“We’ll go into the living room,” she said. “Can I get you some tea?”
I didn’t think I’d get a better offer, so I took it. “That’ll be good,” I replied. “Cream, and one sugar.”
And you Mr. Bates?” said Mrs Walker. 
“Not for me,” Bates said, but he was too late, Thomas had already left the room. 
“Please sit down, gentlemen,” Mrs. Walker said. “Thomas won’t be long.”
I looked at Bates. He simply nodded.
“Mrs. Walker, I know this must be a bad time for you, but if you could answer a few questions,” I said.
She raised a hand to her face and brushed her cheek. “If I can help in any way.” she replied. “If it helps find Denis’ murderer.”
I wondered how much of this whole affair did she actually knew. I knew that she was aware of the blackmailing, but did she know the reason behind it? Did she know about her husband’s cheating? Did she know about the Carlton Hotel, and Miss. Franklin? Guess I’d never know unless I asked.
“You know that your husband was being blackmailed,” I said. “But did you know why?”
She looked at me, and took a deep breath. She shook her head. “Yes I knew about the blackmail, but I never knew why,” she replied. “I knew there was something. I just didn’t know what.”
“Why did you think that?” Bates asked.
She shook her head, and took a deep breath. “I’m not sure,” she said. “He just seemed troubled, something was worrying him. Work maybe, but I wasn’t sure.”
“He never said anything to you?” Bates asked.
“No he never said anything. That’s how he was,” she continued. “He said that I wasn’t to worry, and that he would take care of it.” She paused and a tear ran down her cheek. “And now he’s gone. How will I ever manage without him?”
How indeed, I wondered, though I guessed that with almost two billion dollars at her disposal, she’d muddle through. For a fraction of a millisecond, I wondered how Miss. Terri Franklin would manage. Of course she didn’t even know he was dead yet. Then I thought who cares? Presumably in the eight months she’d been seeing Walker she had made provision, and had managed to accumulate a nice little nest egg. 
Mrs. Walker looked up. “He always wanted to protect me, you understand,” she said. “To keep me from harm, that’s what he used to say.”
* * *
 



Chapter Twelve
Just A Few More Questions
 
Bates looked at me. Clearly he was as impressed as I was. I merely heaved a sigh. He turned to face Mrs. Walker. “Who actually found your husband?”
“It was Thomas, who found him,” she replied. “Denis had gone out to the garage about ten, ten thirty, something like that. I never gave it much thought.” 
“Oh, why not?” I asked.
“It was nothing unusual,” she started to explain. “He often went out there, to look at his toys.”
“His toys,” I repeated. “What do you mean by that?”
“Yes he has – had - two vintage cars,” she explained. “They are worth a lot of money. He never ever drives them but he is always polishing them, or something. I couldn’t see the point myself. I would have sold them long ago.”
Don’t ask me why, but that rattled my cage, if you know what I mean. There was just something about it. Not so much what she said, but how she said it. Now of course Mrs. Walker you are completely free to do just that. You can now do whatever you like with the guy’s money. But have the funeral first.
 “Did he say that was why he was going out to the garage?” I asked.
“I think so,” she replied. “I’m not sure now. I don’t remember.” She paused for a moment, and brushed another tear from her cheek. “But he was gone for hours, so I just assumed that was the reason, I suppose.”
I guessed that made sense, sort of.
“Okay, so Thomas eventually went out to the garage, and found him,” said Bates. “Do you know what made him go there?”
Mrs. Walker shook her head. “I’m afraid I don’t know. I wasn’t actually here.”
“But I thought ….” Bates started to say.
“Shortly after Denis went out I went to my room,” she explained. “One of my headaches I’m afraid.”
Suddenly the door opened and Thomas returned with the tea. He placed the tray on to a side table. “Will there be anything else?” he asked.
Mrs. Walker looked at him, and then looked at Bates. “I think these gentlemen may have some questions for you.”
Bates smiled and raised his hand. “Yes, just before you go Thomas, I do have a few questions, if that is alright.” He looked at Mrs. Walker. She nodded. “Firstly do you know why Mr. Walker had gone out to the garage?”
Thomas nodded. “Oh yes, sir,” he replied. “He said that he wanted to get something from one of the cars.”
“He never said anything about meeting anyone?” I asked.
Thomas shook his head. “No sir, he said nothing like that. He just needed something that’s all.”
Strange I thought. There was something decidedly odd. “He wanted something from the car,” I said. “As simple as that.”
“That is correct, sir,” replied Thomas.
“Did he say what it was?” Bates asked.
Thomas shook his head. “No sir, he said nothing about it, just that he needed something, and that he would go and get it.”
“Thomas, why didn’t he ask you to go?” I asked. “That would have been quite natural wouldn’t it?”
Thomas nodded. “Yes sir, it would. I actually queried that with him, but he insisted that he wanted to get it himself.”
“Perhaps it was something he didn’t want Thomas to see,” Mrs. Walker suggested.
Perhaps, I thought, but I didn’t really think it was likely. “Such as?” I asked.
Mrs. Walker shook her head. “Oh I don’t know. It was just a thought.”
Just a thought, I guess so.
“So what made you eventually go out to the garage, Thomas?” I asked.
Thomas looked puzzled. He looked at me as though I was from another planet. “Why? Because I thought that there was something wrong, that’s why.”
“Something wrong,” said Bates. “Like what?”
Thomas took a deep breath. “Mr. Walker had been gone several hours,” he started to explain. “I had expected him to be gone for just a short time, perhaps half an hour, no more. But he had been gone for two hours. I thought that maybe he had fallen, or something. Maybe had a heart attack.”
It happens I thought. You never knew with things like that, they could happen any time, when you least expected them.
“Did he have a bad heart?” I asked Mrs. Walker.
She shook her head. “No, Denis was perfectly healthy.” She replied. “He had a full medical check-up just two weeks ago.”
Okay, so that covered that point, simple enough.
“Okay so you went out to the garage,” said Bates. “Go on, what happened then?”
“There’s not much more to tell,” Thomas said. “There he was, lying just inside the garage door. There was a lot of blood, and he was dead.”
“Did you see anyone, or hear anything?” I asked.
Thomas gave a simple “No,” answer.
I was puzzled. Thomas had suggested that Walker had gone to get something from the car. It would take him a few minutes only, and certainly no more than thirty minutes. But Mrs. Walker seemed to be suggesting that he had gone to a garage for a totally different purpose. A purpose that would mean he could have been there for some hours. And during all of the time she was in her room, lying down, with a headache.  
“You know, Mrs. Walker, I don’t actually think your husband went out to look at his cars, or to fetch something,” I said. “I think he went for a totally different reason.”
“Well why did he go outside?” she asked.
I looked at her and shrugged. “I think that your husband had arranged to meet someone, someone who was blackmailing him. And I believe it was that someone who murdered your husband.”
“Murdered him, but why?” asked Mrs. Walker.
Good question I thought. “I’m not entirely sure at present,” I replied. “Maybe I’ll get some answers by taking a look around outside.” I stood up. “You have been very helpful.”
“I’ll come with you,” said Bates standing up, his tea untouched. He looked at Mrs. Walker “Thank you for your help,” he said. “I may need to speak with you again, but I’ve finished for now. We’ll be outside for a while.”
* * *
We were about fifty yards from the house when I realized that Thomas had followed us.
“Excuse me, gentlemen,” he said as he caught up with us. We stopped and turned. “I didn’t want to say anything in there.” He pointed back towards the house. “Not in front of Mrs. Walker.”
“What did you want to tell me, Thomas?” asked Bates.
Thomas took a deep breath. “It may not be anything you understand,” he continued. “But about forty minutes before going to the garage, Mr. Walker received a telephone call.”
“Go on,” said Bates.
“It was from a lady.”
“A lady,” I repeated. “What lady?”
“Did you recognize the voice?” Bates asked.
Thomas shook his head. “No sir, I didn’t,” he replied. “I actually think it was disguised deliberately.”
“What do you mean, Thomas?” asked Bates.
“I really don’t know anything more. It was just a lady,” Thomas replied, and he then turned and hurried back to the house.
* * *
 



Chapter Thirteen
Back to Square One
 
“Found anything yet?” Bates asked as we arrived back at the garage. 
“Some footprints,” the officer replied. “A woman’s, just along there.” He pointed a few yards away. “But nothing significant I’m afraid. He was struck on the left shoulder as he entered the garage. As he staggered to his right, there were three more stab wounds to his back. Whoever it was who killed him was waiting for him. And whoever it was wanted him dead, and no mistake.”
“A woman’s footprints,” I murmured. I looked at Bates. “Could that be the same woman that Thomas was talking about?”
“Could be I guess,” Bates replied. “But we still don’t know who she was do we?”
Sadly I had to admit that he was right.
Bates looked back at the police officer. “He was struck from behind, you said.” The officer nodded. “Then he never actually saw his killer then.”
“Guess so,” said the officer.
Bates looked at me. “So the idea of being silenced because he recognized someone doesn’t seem feasible does it?”
I nodded my agreement.
Bates walked into the garage and switched on the light. He turned to face the officer. “Did you switch the light off?” he asked.
The officer shook his head. “It was already off,” he replied.
Bates nodded, but said nothing. 
He turned. “Well I guess I’ve a report to write up.” He looked back at the officer. “I’ll want your full report, and the doctor’s findings, as soon as you can.”
The officer shrugged and smiled. 
Bates turned to look at me. “I’m about done here,” he said. “Coming?”
We started to walk back towards the house. “You know I’m not convinced about this so-called blackmailer,” I said. 
“What do you mean?” Bates asked. “But only a little while ago you were saying that he was the killer. So what are you saying now?” 
I shook my head. “I’m not really sure,” I replied trying not to sound too vague. “But there’s something very wrong, and we’re missing it. Correction I’m missing it.”
“Come on, out with it,” said Bates. “If you’ve something to say, say it. If I don’t like it I’ll shout you down.”
I took a deep breath. Bates couldn’t be fairer than that could he? “I’m beginning to think that there never was a blackmailer,” I started to explain. “Not in the normally accepted understanding of the word that is.”
Bates shook his head. “But Brady she was blackmailing him wasn’t she, you actually supplied the information she used.”
I smiled and nodded my head. “I know I did,” I agreed. “But what do we know about Brady anyway? According to the records she doesn’t even exist.”
Bates nodded. “Well that’s certainly true,” he replied. “We only have that name because of that envelope found on her body.”
“Tell me this, why should she have a name in her bag that means nothing?” I said. “I mean it can’t be her real name, otherwise there’d be a record somewhere.”
Bates wasn’t entirely convinced. “Maybe, you’re right, so what are you saying.”
“Whoever killed her, deliberated removed every scrap of identification, and left that scrap of paper in her bag.”
“To confuse us,” suggested Bates.
“To confuse us, yes,” I replied. “But, also to delay us starting the investigation, I mean without a proper identification it made a start very difficult.”
“Yes I can along with that,” said Bates. “But whatever her name is doesn’t change the fact that she did blackmail Walker.”
“Okay so I agree on that, but I still have a problem with this whole blackmail thing anyway.” I paused for a moment. “Certainly I don’t accept the whole idea of a second blackmailer, Brady’s partner.”
“Why not?” asked Bates.
“Two main reasons,” I replied. “One, Walker was going to keep me informed whenever he heard from the blackmailer. Well I never heard a word.”
“Perhaps he decided to deal with it himself, just to pay up,” suggested Bates.
“Perhaps, but I don’t think so,” I said, shaking my head. “You know I saw Walker the other day, at the Carlton. He was with his young lady friend.”
“Miss. Franklin?” said Bates
“The very same,” I replied. “She was dressed to kill. And the two of them were going into every shop you could imagine.”
“So it didn’t look like he was that concerned about being seen then,” suggested Bates.
“My point precisely,” I said. “He wasn’t in the least concerned.” I paused and heaved a sigh. “No, there was no second blackmailer, I’m convinced of that.” 
“So we are back to square one then,” said Bates.
“Further back than that,” I replied.
“I don’t understand,” said Bates.
“Well not only don’t we know who killed Brady, or whatever her name was,” I started to explain. “Now we don’t know who killed Walker either.”
“Right,” said Bates heaving a sigh.
“The only good thing though, I’m guessing that both murders were carried out by the same person,” I said.
Bates nodded. “I agree, so who was it?”
“Ah, I’m still working on that,” I replied.
“Have you anyone in mind?” asked Bates.
This next part of my theory was just a little bit trickier. “Let me ask you a different question,” I said. “If Walker didn’t kill Brady then who do you think did?” I asked. “Who else would have a motive, and who else would be able to plant clues, and try to set him up?”
Bates thought for a few moments. “You can’t possibly mean Mrs. Walker,” he replied shaking his head. “I mean what motive would she have? I just don’t go along with that.”
I have to admit that it did seem a little farfetched, and most unlikely. But someone planted the cufflink. The more I thought about it the more convinced I became. But I still lacked the proof. And Bates was right, what possible motive would Amanda Walker have?
Maybe Bob Chandler might have something to add, something that will tip the scale, the final piece of the puzzle.
* * *
 



Chapter Fourteen
Bob Chandler
 
So now where was I?  Oh yeah, Denis Walker was dead. My prime suspect for the murder of Susan Brady, had, himself, been murdered. So now we had two victims and no suspects, apart from an unknown woman who had telephoned Walker. For a while I wondered if the mystery lady had been Miss. Terri Franklin. It wasn’t likely. Clearly, Walker would have told her never to ring him at home. So who was the lady?
This case was just getting more and more un-predictable. And more and more mystifying. Blackmail that maybe wasn’t blackmail, a murder suspect murdered. Nothing was what it seemed. And I was as much in the dark as I was at the start. 
* * *
Jerry’s Bar was fairly busy when I arrived at just after seven. I’d planned on going to the 51 Club later tonight, so when Jerry suggested that I be there between seven and eight that sounded perfect. “I’ll be there,” I said, and hung up.
Jerry saw me as I entered. He gave a wave, and then looked towards the corner booth. He pointed and nodded. I waved back and walked over to the table.  “Mr. Chandler?” I asked. 
The man looked up at me, and nodded. “Bob, will be just fine,” he replied. “Have a seat.” He pointed. Then he looked over at Jerry, raised his hand and did a circling motion. Jerry nodded.
I sat down. “So Mr. Chandler, Bob, I understand that you were in here a few months ago, this same seat, and just behind me there were two women chatting.” I pointed to the booth behind me.
Chandler nodded. “That murdered woman you mean, and her friend.”
“The very same,” I replied.
“So what’s it to you?” he asked. “And more to the point, what’s in it for me?”
I smiled. There’s always got to be a reason, I thought, an angle. No one does nothing for nobody, for nothing, anymore. There’s always got to be a payoff. Mr. Chandler was no different to thousands of other guys I guess. Perhaps I couldn’t really blame him anyway. Sadly it was the way of the world. 
At that moment Jerry arrived with our drinks. “On the house,” he said. I thanked him, and he walked back to the bar. I took a drink. “Jerry told you I was a private detective I guess.”
Chandler nodded, and took a drink.
“In the past few days there have been two murders,” I began. “That woman in the paper, the one who was here, she was the first.” I paused and took another drink. “The second person killed was the husband of the other woman.” I paused again. Chandler said nothing. “We think both murders were connected, and carried out by the same person.”
“Okay I get all that,” Chandler replied, as he drained his glass. “But why you, why not the regular cops.”
I nodded, and looked over at Jerry, and indicated another round. “That’s simple,” I replied. “The murdered woman was my client, she also happened to have been blackmailing the murdered man.”
Jerry walked over with the drinks. “Hope you two are getting along,” he said. “All nice and friendly like.” He smiled, turned and then left.
I looked over at Bob and smiled. “Sure, all nice and friendly,” I said. “So Bob, what do you say?”
“I’m still waiting to hear what’s in it for me?” he replied.
I had to admit that I didn’t know if there was anything in it for him. “You might be in line for a small reward I guess, if your information led to a conviction,” I suggested. “Of course on the other hand it is a felony to withhold relevant information.” 
Bob started to rub his chin, weighing up his options.
“Now let’s cut this shall we, and get to the point,” I said. “So what can you tell me?”
“What’s the chance of me getting a reward?” he asked.
I started to laugh. “Oh I don’t know. From very little to absolute zero I’d guess,” I replied. “But just think you’ll be doing your public duty. Come on now.”
He shook his head. “There’s really not that much to tell,” he said “I was sitting here, minding my own business. Checking the race results you know. I had a dead cert in the five o’clock at Hylands, Lady Grey, a nice four to one. They were sitting there, right behind you, just talking.”
“So what were they talking about?” I asked.
He shook his head, and smiled. “Oh just a lot of nonsense at first,” he replied. “Old times you know. Did you remember someone or other, or how about when such and such happened.”
“So they were old friends,” I suggested.
“I guess,” Rob replied. “At least they both went to school together, upstate somewhere, a place called Richmond.” He paused and took a drink. “Then they started talking about different things. It seems that one of them, the murdered woman, had just got out of prison.”
“Prison,” I repeated. “Do you know what she was in for?”
He shook his head. “No, but she was certainly in need of money. The other woman said something about she might be able to help.” He paused and shook his head once again. “I don’t know how.”
“Did you get a name?” I asked.
Chandler nodded. “Oh yeah I got her name,” he replied. “It was Bradley. Susan Bradley.”
“You’re sure it was Bradley,” I said. “Not Brady?”
“It was Bradley,” Chandler repeated.
“So what else?” I asked.
“Then they get to talking about husbands, well at least the other woman does,” Chandler continued. “Seems her husband is playing around, and she wants to teach him a lesson.”
  “She said that, her exact words?”
“Yeah, that’s what she said,” Chandler replied. “Then the other woman says something like suppose I blackmail him, cool as you like.”
“She actually said blackmail?”
“She sure did,” Chandler replied.
“And the other lady what did she say?” I asked. “Did she go along with the idea?”
“Go along with it,” Chandler repeated, and started to laugh. “She actively encouraged it.”
I shook my head and heaved a sigh. “And you never mentioned this to anyone, I mean like the police?” I asked.
Chandler shrugged his shoulders. “Hey, at the time, I figured they weren’t serious,” he replied. “They were just playing around you know, laughing and joking. And then when I heard about the murder. You know the police and me we don’t exactly get on, if you know what I mean.”
I knew what he meant. “So why tell me now?”
Chandler rubbed his chin, and then took a drink. He looked over to the bar. “Jerry said that you were a friend of his,” he replied. “He said that I could trust you.” He paused for a few moments, and then looked back at me. “He also said that there might be something in it for me.”
I smiled. “As I said there might be a small reward, but I can’t guarantee anything.” I picked up my glass and drank the remainder of my scotch. I stood up. 
“You’ve been very helpful Mr. Chandler ….”
“Bob, remember.”
“Yes Bob, I remember, by the way, Lady Grey, how did she do?”
He started to laugh. “Seventh out of twelve.”
I smiled. It’s always the same, I thought, the Bob Chandlers of this world never get a break. Nothing ever goes to plan for them. I hoped that maybe, just maybe, there would be a little something in it, just for him.
“I’ll be seeing you.” I waved across to Jerry and walked towards the exit.
* * *
 



Chapter Fifteen
You Gon' Be Sorry
 
At last I was getting some answers. And not just more questions. At last things were becoming clearer. It was about time. You know sometimes things just seem so unreal, that even when you know they’re real, you doubt them. Sometimes things are just so fantastic you shake your head, and you reject them. Nah, that couldn’t happen like that. Or I wasn’t expecting that. And things aren’t always what they seem. Have you ever noticed that? Well that’s how it was with this case. From the very first, I was taken in. You would have been as well I’m telling you, so I don’t feel too bad about it. I guess anyone would have been deceived. The whole plan was just so well done.
Should I have seen it coming? Maybe, with hindsight, but I doubt it. We can always be wise after the event can’t we? Horse bolting, and shut stable doors, do you know that one? Life will always throw you a wobbly, a curved ball, when you least expect it. We see only what we expect to see, and sometimes we could be in for a big surprise.
* * *
For the past ten minutes I’d been on the phone to Bates. I had been telling him all about my visit to Jerry’s Bar, and my conversation with a certain Mr. Chandler.
“Mrs. Walker and that woman Susan had been in Jerry’s three or four months ago,” I started to explain. “This guy, Bob, he was sitting in the next booth to them. He heard them talking. He didn’t hear everything clearly you understand, but he heard most of it.”
“Go on, I’m listening,” said Bates.
“Well first of all, Susan Brady was actually Susan Bradley,” I explained. “So not surprising you couldn’t find out anything about her.”
“I’ll see what I can find out,” said Bates. “Carry on with your story.”
“Well it’s pretty clear that Amanda Walker had planned the whole thing from the very beginning,” I continued. “I don’t think that she was really looking for a divorce though, divorce was only a side issue, the basis of the whole plan. She knew that Walker would never agree to one, so she decided to get rid of him in another way.”
“To kill him you mean,” suggested Bates.
“Precisely,” I replied. “She renews her friendship with Bradley, after she came out of prison the last time, and they met up in Jerry’s Bar.” 
“They were friends?” said Bates.
“They went to school together, in Richmond,” I replied. “Amanda Jackson, that was Mrs. Walker’s name before she married, and Bradley were great friends, and had kept in touch after leaving school, right up until the time Bradley went to prison the first time. Amanda was just fifteen years old, when she met up with Susan Bradley. They were Year of 1982.” I paused for a moment. “I guess Amanda was rated the girl most likely to marry a rich man. Meanwhile poor old Susan was the one most likely to serve time in prison.”
“Do you know why she was in prison?” asked Bates.
I had to admit that I didn’t know. “I don’t really know, but I’m guessing blackmail would have featured somewhere,” I replied. “Anyway, they get to talk about this and that, you know old times. Then they somehow get on to the subject of husbands, Amanda’s husband to be exact. Amanda lets slip that her husband is playing around. Gradually she spells out her plan to teach Walker a lesson. Bradley needs money, and actually suggests blackmailing him. They agree and Amanda tells Bradley all about The Hotel Carlton and Walker’s lady friend Miss. Terri Franklin. So the blackmail plot is hatched, but they need evidence, photographs, dates, that sort of thing. That’s where I came in, to my shame.”
“Let me get this straight,” said Bates. “This blackmailing thing, it was all Bradley’s idea. Is that right?” 
I hesitated for a moment. “Well, according to Chandler, it was her suggestion, but Walker jumped on it. It was a brilliant idea, and she thought that it was essential that people believed that Walker was being blackmailed. It was so easy, especially when it was a stranger doing the blackmailing, and she wasn’t involved at all. And I had supplied the necessary evidence.”
“But then Bradley is murdered,” said Bates. “Do we know why?”
I nodded. “We know why. Bradley had to be eliminated, she had served her usefulness, now she has to be killed, and evidence has to be planted to make it seem that Walker was the murderer.”
Bates shook his head. “She took a bit of a risk didn’t she?” 
“Not at all,” I said. “I was convinced that Denis Walker had killed Bradley. I had no doubts whatsoever. It seemed obvious, she was blackmailing him, she got greedy, and he killed her. Then the evidence started to come in. The murder site in those woods close to their home, the cuff link; the missing shoe. It all helped to convince me of his guilt. Remember our conversations?”
“I remember them,” replied Bates. “You were convinced.”
“You know she actually came to see me, asking how the investigation was going,” I continued. “All that she really wanted though, was to find out if she was a suspect. Of course at that stage she wasn’t. She was well in the clear.”
“But why go to those lengths,” asked Bates. “I mean that kind of evidence wouldn’t have been enough to convict anybody.”
“She didn’t care whether he was convicted or not,” I said. “It was all to do with adding to the blackmail idea. To keep it going, so that when Walker was eventually murdered suspicion would fall on the unknown would be blackmailer.”
“So why did she kill him?” Bates asked.
“It was always her intention to kill him, right from day one,” I replied. “To be rid of him so that she would be free, and pay him back for his cheating.  I’m guessing that he simply found out about her plan, and threatened to go to the police. She couldn’t have that could she?”
Bates heaved a sigh. “I guess you’re right, but if she don’t talk we’ll never know the whole truth.”
 “I suppose we could talk about it from now to kingdom come,” I said. “We’ll never know will we.”
Bates was right. If she didn’t want to talk she didn’t have to. She had the right to remain silent, but there was always Bob Chandler. His evidence would certainly count for something wouldn’t it? Or would it be a case of her word against his.
“I’ll be seeing you Daniels,” Bates said. “We should meet up for a drink sometime.”
“Are you paying?” I asked.
There was no answer, Bates had hung up.
* * *
So that was that. You know she had everything that you could ever want. She had class, style, security, money, lots of money. But it wasn’t enough for her. She wanted more, much more, and she was prepared to go to any lengths to get it, including murder. Well she was certainly going to live to regret that for a long, long, time to come. I’m guessing if convicted she was facing twenty to life.
Mississippi Fred McDowell had a suitable comment to make about that:
 
Lord, you gon' be sorry
Ever done me wrong
Gon' be sorry
Lord, ya ever done me wrong
 
Talking about the blues, if I hurried I could get a pizza down at Mama Dells, and then on to the 51 Club. Arthur ‘Big Boy’ Curtis and his Blues Band were going to perform tonight. Don’t know if they are any good, or not. I’ve never seen them before, but Buddy, the club owner, seems to rate them. Worth a try I guess. I’ve nothing else planned have I?
I’ll let you know what I thought. Next time.
* * *
 





 
Kendall could just see the television screen. There was a photograph of Governor Frank Reynolds. Across the bottom of the screen the ticker tape announced in large black letters 'Governor Reynolds Murdered'. The voice over was filling in whatever detail was available. Apparently his body had been discovered earlier that morning. He had been found lying in his garage. He had been shot twice. One shot to the upper chest, the other hitting his shoulder. 'Police believe that the weapon used was a 38 mm caliber revolver,' the reporter said. Kendall froze. Anthony Shaw had also been killed by a 38 mm bullet. Kendall was not quite sure of what it all meant. What connection was there between Anthony Shaw, and the State Governor, and the business mogul, Ian Duncan? And what about Senator Mackenzie? Where did he fit in? And who or what was Latimer? Only a short while ago Kendall was a small time private detective, a Private Eye, investigating an insignificant little murder with no clues, no witnesses, and no motive. In fact, no nothing. Now he had so many pieces of a puzzle he didn't know how they fitted together. He didn't even know if they all came from the same puzzle.
http://www.amazon.com/The-Mackenzie-Dossier-ebook/dp/B008U6STIQ
http://www.amazon.co.uk/The-Mackenzie-Dossier-ebook/dp/B008U6STIQ
 




 
The Marinski Affair began as a dull mundane case involving a missing husband. Okay, so he was a rich missing husband, but he was nonetheless, still only a missing husband. The case soon developed into one involving robbery, kidnapping, blackmail and murder. But was there really a kidnapping? And exactly who is blackmailing who? Who actually carried out the robbery? Who committed the murders? Who can you trust? Who can you believe? Is anyone actually telling the truth? What have they got to hide? And what connection was there with a jewel theft that occurred four years previously? All is not as it seems. Tom Kendall, private detective, had the task of solving the mystery. He was usually pretty good at solving puzzles, but this one was different, somehow. It wasn’t that he didn’t have any of the pieces. Oh no, he wasn’t short of clues. It was just that none of the pieces seemed to fit together.
http://www.amazon.com/The-Marinski-Affair-ebook/dp/B00AFW98D8
http://www.amazon.co.uk/The-Marinski-Affair-ebook/dp/B00AFW98D8
 





 
Tom Kendall, a down to earth private detective, is asked to investigate the death of a young newspaper reporter. The evidence shows quite clearly that it was an accident: a simple, dreadful accident. That is the finding of the coroner and the local police. Furthermore, there were two witnesses. They saw the whole thing. But was it an accident, or was it something more sinister? Against a backdrop of a viral epidemic slowly spreading from Central America, a simple case soon places Kendall up against one of the largest drug companies in the country.
http://www.amazon.com/Epidemic-ebook/dp/B00BS9AIH2/ref=sr_1_4?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1363206048&sr=1-4&keywords=epidemic
http://www.amazon.co.uk/Epidemic-ebook/dp/B00BS9AIH2/ref=sr_1_4?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1363207975&sr=1-4
 
 

  
 
‘To make a killing in the City’ is a phrase often used within the financial world, to indicate making a large profit on investments, or through dealings on the stock market - the bigger the profit, the bigger the killing. However, Tom Kendall, a private detective, on holiday in London, has a different kind of killing in mind when he hears about the death of one of his fellow passengers who travelled with him on the plane from Miami. It was suicide apparently, a simple overdose of prescribed tablets. Kendall immediately offers his help to Scotland Yard. He is shocked when he is told his services will not be required. They can manage perfectly well without him, thank you.
http://www.amazon.com/Killing-In-The-City-ebook/dp/B0093N363S/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1346663548&sr=1-1&keywords=a+killing+in+the+city
http://www.amazon.co.uk/Killing-In-The-City-ebook/dp/B0093N363S/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1346663588&sr=1-1
 




  
 
The lake was flat and calm, with barely a ripple. Its dark waters glistening reflecting the moonlight as though it were a mirror. Fritz Marschall knew that neither he, nor his friend, should really have been there. They, like many others before them, had been attracted to the lake by the many rumors that had been circulating. He thought of the endless stories there had been, of treasures sunken in, or buried around the lake. He recalled the stories of the lake being used to develop torpedoes and rockets during the war. Looking out across the dark water, he wondered what secrets were hidden beneath the surface.
http://www.amazon.co.uk/The-Kammersee-Affair-ebook/dp/B009LHE1E4/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1349541802&sr=1-1
http://www.amazon.com/The-Kammersee-Affair-ebook/dp/B009LHE1E4/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1349541867&sr=1-1&keywords=the+kammersee+affair
 



   


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Tom Kendall had been with the 32nd Precinct, New York Police Department for just under ten years. But now he wanted a change. Now he wanted to start his own Private Detective Agency. He had grand ideas. He wasn’t interested in just any old case. Oh no, he would handle only the big time cases, the expensive ones. 
He would be able to take his pick, the ones that he wanted, where the stakes were high and so were the rewards. He knew exactly the kind of case that he wanted. Anything else would not do, and it would just be turned down flat.
http://www.amazon.co.uk/Kendall-John-Holt-ebook/dp/B00LGZYZHW/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1404380659&sr=1-1&keywords=kendall
http://www.amazon.com/Kendall-John-Holt-ebook/dp/B00LGZYZHW/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1404380854&sr=1-1&keywords=kendall
 

  
 
On the night of April 14th 1865 President Abraham Lincoln was attending a performance at The Ford Theatre, in Washington. A single shot fired by John Wilkes Booth hit the President in the back of the head. He slumped to the floor, and died a few hours later without recovering consciousness. Was Booth a lone assassin? Or was he part of a wider conspiracy? What if Booth had merely been a willing party to a plot to replace Lincoln with General Ulysees S. Grant. Let us suppose that Booth had been set up by a group of men, a group of Lincoln’s own Army Generals; Generals who had wanted Ulysees S Grant for their President, and not Lincoln. And let us also suppose that the funding for the assassination had come from gold stolen by the Confederate Army. 
http://www.amazon.com/The-Thackery-Journal-ebook/dp/B00EFALJCE/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1376140117&sr=1-1&keywords=the+thackery+journal
http://www.amazon.co.uk/The-Thackery-Journal-ebook/dp/B00EFALJCE/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1376140088&sr=1-1&keywords=the+thackery+journal
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