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CHAPTER 1


Michael Shayne joined the line of passengers disembarking from the 707. Tall, red-haired, powerfully built, he was a conspicuous figure among the downstate lawyers and businessmen who were gathering in Tallahassee in the hope of influencing the state legislature in the final days of its biennial session. Like most of the others, Shayne carried a cowhide dispatch case, but his contained two flat pints of Martell’s cognac, a.38-caliber automatic and a dozen rounds of loose ammunition.
A pretty dark-haired girl waved from the open door of a helicopter. Her name was Jackie Wales. She wore black-rimmed glasses and looked trim and competent. Shayne had been a good friend of her husband, a heavy-drinking Miami public-relations man, who had finally decided that drinking was the only thing he really liked to do, and had started doing it around-the-clock. The result was bad debts, an occasional fight in a bar, other girls, a divorce. Jackie took over the dying agency and tried to bring it back. The second year she broke even. Now she was edging into the black, and beginning to repay some of the money Shayne had loaned her.
The helicopter, a four-passenger Bell JetRanger, belonged to the Miami News. Shayne saw his friend Tim Rourke, the News reporter, behind Jackie, a highball glass in his fist. He was the paper’s crime man, in Tallahassee to cover the biggest story of the waning season, an attempt to legalize casino gambling.
Shayne sprang up into the cabin, where Jackie welcomed him with a warm embrace. Her arms came around him inside his jacket, and pulled him in hard. After a long moment she drew back to look at him. “It’s been a long three weeks.”
“You two people know each other?” Rourke asked.
“I’ve seen him around,” Jackie said. “Michael, you know this is nice of you.” She touched the side of his face. “You didn’t even take time to shave.”
“Grab a glass, Mike, and pour yourself a jolt,” Rourke said. “No liquor served in the capitol.” He yelled up to the front cabin, “All secure back here, Gene. Move out.”
The overhead rotor began to whirl. Shayne picked a shot-glass out of an open picnic basket. Settling down in a bucket seat, he opened his dispatch case and took out one of the bottles of Martell’s. With a full-throated roar, the ungainly craft lifted off the runway.
“What did you bring a gun for?” Rourke demanded. “All we want you to do is testify about a piece of pending legislation. Nobody’s going to be shooting at you, as far as we know now.”
Shayne grunted. “I didn’t unpack.” He filled the shot-glass with a steady hand and knocked it back. “I need a fast briefing, Tim. I saw the story in a Las Vegas paper, but it didn’t look serious. There’s been talk about legalizing gambling at every session since World War I. Let the gamblers come out of hiding so the state can take 12 percent of the action, and nobody else will have to pay any taxes.”
Both Jackie and Rourke began to speak at once. The reporter waved his glass.
“You tell him, baby. You’re in charge.”
She swung around to face Shayne. “We’ve only got a few minutes, so to boil it down-this time they aren’t trying to open up the whole state, just Dade County-Miami and Miami Beach. And that was an inspiration, because of course the rest of the state wrote us off long ago. We’re beyond saving. The arguments haven’t changed. Why should gambling in a clean, well-lighted casino be any more immoral than betting on dogs and horses? We lose millions of dollars of tourist business every year to Nevada and the Caribbean islands. People are going to gamble whether or not it’s legal. Why shouldn’t we stop being hypocrites, take a percentage, and pay our schoolteachers a living wage?”
“All sounds very familiar,” Shayne said. “At the last session they voted it down ten-to-one. What makes the difference this year, just the Dade County angle?”
“A couple of other things,” Rourke said. “State lotteries are getting to be fairly respectable, and a lottery has a lower payoff than a roulette table. Lower than the numbers racket. Well, we shouldn’t moralize. The state has to take money from somebody, and if we don’t take it from rich northerners coming down to the Miami gaming-tables we might have to pass a state income tax, God forbid, and that’s why Judge Kendrick has come out for the bill.”
“Kendrick,” Shayne repeated, surprised.
“He didn’t exactly come out for it,” Jackie pointed out. “All he said-”
“Now there you had a politician talking,” Rourke said. “He’s been carrying on about the immorality of gambling for the last thirty years. He was against pari-mutuel betting and night harness-racing. He’s fought every extension of racing dates. He couldn’t switch all the way around in one press conference. People might think he’d taken a bribe or something.”
“I give him credit for a certain integrity,” she said stubbornly. “I still think that when he hears Mike’s testimony about the way legalized gambling works in Nevada-”
“I agree it’s worth trying, but I really don’t expect him to leap to his feet and shout hallelujah. I’ve got a tear sheet of my story on his statement, Mike. Read it and see what you think. I’m supposed to have a good sense of smell, and behind all the double-talk I think I smell money.”
“I just don’t believe it,” Jackie said.
“A man can look honest without being honest,” Rourke said. “That’s one of the things they teach in the first year at law school.”
Shayne scraped his thumbnail thoughtfully through the harsh stubble on his jaw. Judge Grover Kendrick had been cracking the whip in the Florida State Senate for as long as Shayne could remember. His home constituency, a sparsely settled county on the Alabama border, was so sleepy and secure that he hadn’t bothered to campaign for years. Returning to Tallahassee term after term, he had moved steadily upward in the conservative coalition, known to admirers and enemies alike as the Pork Chop Gang, and was now its acknowledged leader.
“Of course he’s only one man,” Rourke continued. “One man has one vote. That’s what the Supreme Court tells us. But the bookies back home were giving fifty-to-one against the bill before Kendrick’s statement, and the price has now dropped to five-to-three.”
“You couldn’t buy him for nickels,” Shayne observed. “Who’s putting up the money?”
“Guess,” Rourke said. “Someone you know. One of the leading citizens of Miami Beach, the logical person to get the first casino license if the bill goes through. He has a hotel, good political connections, and friends who know how to run a dice table.”
“Sam Rapp.”
“That’s what common sense tells me,” Rourke said. “And by a great coincidence, Sam and his handsome girl friend happen to be in town at the moment.”
“Sam Rapp’s here in person?”
“Yeah, you’d think he’d stay out in the bushes and let somebody else pass out the cash, but not at all. He’s highly visible, a big two-dollar cigar in his mouth, buying people drinks. And Lib Patrick. She doesn’t exactly disappear into the wallpaper. She was in the senate gallery yesterday, wearing one of the lowest necklines some of these crackers had ever seen. They kept craning around to make sure. Not much business got done. My personal opinion is that she has an allover tan.”
“I’ve heard that the Regency has been losing money,” Shayne said, “but Sam shouldn’t be doing his own lobbying. I thought he had more sense. What’s the status of the bill?”
“Still in committee,” Rourke said, “but those guys have been jiggling at the end of the judge’s string for years. They’ll do what he says. If he says to vote it out they’ll vote it out. There’s the usual rush to adjourn. Tomorrow’s the big day. If Kendrick uses his full leverage and leans on the right people, the idea is that he can put it over. Not by much, by two or three votes. The crusty old son of a bitch really has power.”
“What about the opposition?”
“It’s scattered and fairly silent,” Jackie told him. “Sam Rapp and his people have been making most of the noise. I didn’t have a chance to explain about the committee we’ve set up. To get all the bad news out of the way at once, it was Shell Maslow’s idea.”
When Shayne looked at her, she said hurriedly, “I know what you think of him, Mike, that he’s far too ambitious and a little phoney. But at this stage in my so-called business career, I’m in no position to pick my clients.”
“I can think of one or two you’ve turned down,” Shayne said.
“True, and as a result I spend too much time at an uncluttered desk thinking about how I can pay the rent. I can stand Senator Sheldon Maslow. He makes me a little nervous, but I think he’s sincere.”
Rourke made a rude noise.
“He wants to be governor,” Jackie said. “There are worse things to want to be.”
“He wants to be God,” Rourke said.
“Tim, why do you always have to run people down and suspect their motives? Of course he wants publicity, all he can get, and he’s probably too obvious about it. And maybe there’s an element of calculation in his crime investigation, but what does it matter? That’s a traditional way to get ahead in politics. He came to me to suggest organizing a statewide campaign against the bill. I’m opposed to the idea of legalized gambling, and I hope it gets clobbered. If Sheldon Maslow can defeat a proposal backed by Judge Kendrick, it will be very good for Sheldon Maslow. Does that mean I should call the janitor and have him thrown out of my office?”
Shayne patted her knee. “Calm down. What’s the arrangement? Is Maslow your client?”
“Not exactly. I lined up a dozen names for a letterhead, and he guaranteed my phone bill and raised the money for a newspaper ad appealing for contributions. That brought in just about enough to pay expenses. Which is all right, because this is wonderful exposure for me, too. If we win I’ll get some of the credit. So be persuasive today, Mike.”
The beat of the rotor dropped off abruptly and they began to descend. Rourke peered out the window at the domed capitol.
“Here we are. What you ought to do, Jackie, is invest some more dough and hire Mike to find out how they got the Judge to make that statement. It’s the kind of thing he does very well.”
Shayne filled his shot-glass with cognac, and after downing it, laid his dispatch case on his knees to put away the bottle.
“We can talk about it at lunch. But it takes luck to prove a cash bribe. These people aren’t likely to be careless. They’re all pros.”
Suddenly, about to touch down on the grass behind the capitol, the helicopter took off, as though the pilot had realized all at once that he was about to land in enemy-held territory.
Rourke exclaimed, “What the hell’s going on?”
Shayne leaned forward to look out. They were skimming past the dome, climbing. The big post office building fell away beneath them. Then they turned sharply to the south and began to come down.
Rourke was out of his seat. “Gene, what are you blowing up there? We’re due at a hearing.”
The craft tipped and he grabbed the back of his seat to keep his balance. A voice called, “We’re o.k. now. I thought we lost a wheel.”
They were over a large shopping-center, settling rapidly. They bumped down hard in a half-empty parking lot. Rourke recovered his footing as the door to the front cabin was flung open. A mop-haired youth, wearing wraparound dark glasses and holding a.45-caliber Colt automatic, stepped through.
Rourke’s jaw dropped. “Where’s Gene?”
The boy chortled, showing a mouthful of bad teeth. “Tied up in the men’s room at the terminal. How’d you like that landing? Shake you up a bit?”
“You don’t know what you’re doing, kid,” Rourke warned.
The boy’s smile vanished and he made a short, deadly gesture with the.45. “After you, ladies and gentlemen. Abandon the goddamned aircraft. Mike Shayne, huh?” he sneered, looking at Shayne. “You make a nice target. Don’t give me an argument, because these service Colts have terrific stopping power, they tell me. I doubt if I’d miss.”
Shayne still had his dispatch case open on his lap. He lined up the shot carefully, knowing that the.45 and the boy’s nervous system were both off safe. He waited for another gesture. When it came it was wider and more urgent, and Shayne fired through the lid of the dispatch case.
The boy made a sound like a popped balloon. The Colt went spinning away.
Shayne had aimed at the muscle of his arm, but the boy had begun to worry about the open dispatch case and anxiety had pulled him around. Shayne’s slug went into his chest, hurling him back against the wall.
Shayne left his seat in a swift, fluid motion. One long stride took him to the door.
A battered Volkswagen bus had pulled up alongside, its driver peering out warily from under the long bill of a baseball cap. He, too, was partly concealed behind a disfiguring pair of shades. A second man jumped out. He was dark and jowly, unshaven, with unkempt hair falling across his eyebrows. One hand was inside his flowered shirt.
“We’ve got the jump on them, Mike,” Rourke said in an urgent whisper. “We can take them.”
He had the boy’s Colt. Shayne gauged the situation and shook his head.
“Give me the gun.”
“Mike, come on. These are just bat boys. Let’s find out who-”
“Don’t be dumb, Tim. You’re a newspaperman, not a hero.”
After an instant’s hesitation Rourke put the Colt in Shayne’s outstretched hand. Shayne signaled and Rourke swung the door open.
Beneath them, the man in the flowered shirt went into a fighter’s crouch. He checked his hand before twitching it out of his shirt. Even without the two guns, Shayne was an arresting figure in the doorway.
“They won’t let us take them in,” Shayne remarked conversationally, still talking to Rourke, “but they know this is no place for a fire fight. So run along, boys, and try to be law-abiding from now on. It pays better.”
The man in the open wet his lips and swallowed, his hand still inside his shirt. “If you hurt him-” he stammered, his voice surprisingly high, almost girlish.
The other man snapped, “Ramon, stupid, get in. What do you want to be, dead?”
Moving reluctantly, Ramon backed into the Volkswagen and it roared away across the parking lot toward the nearest exit. Shayne watched it go, the skin around his eyes crinkled in concentration.
“I know that guy, the one in the loud shirt. The Cuban.”
“From Miami?” Rourke said.
“Tampa, I think,” Shayne said slowly. “Tampa or St. Pete. Are any of the Tampa people mixed up in this?”
“You mean Boots Gregory and that crowd? Jesus, I hope not. Sam Rapp isn’t too bad, but if Gregory’s in town this thing could get hairy very fast.”



CHAPTER 2


Michael Shayne, leaning forward, stubbed out his cigarette. Every seat in the big air-conditioned chamber was taken and there were lines of standees. The aisles were blocked with TV equipment. Too many reporters were jammed in around the press table.
The senators, behind a long curving desk above Shayne, were trying to seem unaware of the bright lights and the cameras. Judge Kendrick, the chairman, was so still he almost seemed to be asleep. He was a fine-looking man, with a small head and a crop of white hair. His face was seamed and tired. A small hearing-aid button gleamed in his ear. Occasionally he shot his lizard’s head forward to ask a barbed, well-phrased question. Now he wanted Shayne’s opinion about the kidnap attempt that had delayed his appearance at the hearing. How could Shayne be sure it had no connection with his recent assignment in Las Vegas?
“Anything’s possible,” Shayne said easily. “But they didn’t seem too worried about me when I was out there. Up to a point, they cooperated. I didn’t find out anything that would get them into federal trouble, and that’s the only kind that bothers them. If they’d wanted to kidnap me, they would have done it before I left.”
“Then what’s your hypothesis, Mr. Shayne? That the proponents of this bill we have under consideration brought in a group of thugs to remove you before you could testify against it?”
“That’s probably more or less what happened,” Shayne agreed. “It was a stupid move, but there are stupid people in every business. I’d like to correct you on one point. I’m not testifying against the bill. I haven’t read it. I’ve been asked to appear to answer questions about the way gambling casinos operate in the one state where they’re legal.”
“Continue, Mr. Shayne.”
Shayne had recently been hired for a large retainer by two minority members of the Gaming Control Board to investigate rumors about irregularities at several large Las Vegas hotel-casinos. The public, it was felt, would have more confidence in a report by an out-of-state investigator than in anything originating within Nevada. While the senators listened attentively, Shayne explained the principle of the house percentage. The casino operators took a small piece of every dollar, varying with the type of play, a cent and a half on dice, six cents on blackjack, six or seven cents on roulette. To a winner, a 6 percent deduction was trivial, but of course all the operator had to do was continue play through a succession of wagers, and without risking his own money he would end up with everything on the table. Then Shayne moved on to the theory of streaks. A player without capital is wiped out quickly by a streak of losses, while the house waits for the turn.
For these reasons, a large-scale gambling operation can lose money only if the operators are forced to pay too highly for permission to operate. In Nevada, the gamblers avoid this hazard by being on the good side of the law. Still, being businessmen, they like to minimize their tax obligations, and before the evening’s winnings are counted, an undisclosed amount of cash is skimmed off the top, to be distributed among the owners. This is a federal offense. The Internal Revenue Service, using computers, can estimate the true profit levels of a legitimate operation. So the owners, to beat the computers, go illegitimate again, ringing an occasional shaved deck into the blackjack games, tightening the payoff screw on the slot machines, controlling the play at the roulette layouts.
Several of the senators found this hard to believe. When the legitimate profits are so enormous-
“But don’t forget we’re talking about crooks,” Shayne said.
That proved to be the most telling line in his testimony.
It made the evening news summaries and was quoted several times during the Senate debate the next day.
Shayne’s report to the Control Board had been accepted and placed on file. But payoffs to Nevada officials are simple-somebody merely puts a pail over the side and dips up some of the cash. One of the men who had brought Shayne in moved to Los Angeles, where he bought property in a high-priced residential district. The other was hospitalized after an automobile accident, which he assured everybody had been his own fault. In the carpet joints, the roulette wheels continued to spin.
Judge Kendrick asked about Nevada’s methods of licensing and control, and contrasted them with provisions in the proposed Florida legislation. Senator Maslow then took over.
Sheldon Maslow had started life as an actor, and was only now beginning to live it down. His burly good looks, his direct gaze and firmly clenched jaw seemed to appeal to women voters, especially over sixty, and there are many of these in Florida. Groups of elderly women waited in hotel lobbies for a chance to touch him. Television was his most effective medium. Reduced to the small screen, he looked like the modest, successful son every mother would like to have. In real life, unfortunately, he always seemed to be selling something.
He had wangled a place on a nearly defunct investigating subcommittee, and began a series of hearings on the links between the Mafia and certain union locals in the big cities. Two or three publicity breaks made him a statewide personality. A few minor hoodlums went to jail. Several cops resigned to take positions in private industry.
When the senate leadership, not liking his independence of the political machinery, cut his appropriations, he set up his own crime-fighting organization, raising funds from businessmen to hire a small cadre of investigators. He continued to make news, but somehow the important criminals continued to elude him.
He could be rough with hostile witnesses, but Shayne, of course, was under his protection.
“Mr. Shayne,” he said deferentially, “you’ve displayed considerable expertise on the subject of gambling and politics, and after hearing the sordid story you have to tell, I fail to see how anyone who is sober and in his right mind could vote to surrender our great state of Florida to the kind of scum and riffraff you have described so well. Now I want to solicit your opinion on a matter that is closer to home. I know you are considered something of an expert on the criminal power structure of Miami and Miami Beach. You must know a man who calls himself Sam Rapp.”
“Sure. I think his name actually is Sam Rapp.”
“Will you tell us a little about him?”
Shayne shrugged. “He’s been around. He hasn’t been arrested in twenty years, and maybe that means he hasn’t broken any laws in that time. He owns a big Collins Avenue hotel, the Regency. He’s considered by many people to be the top gambler and political fixer in the county.”
The senator’s manner became a touch less friendly. “You don’t agree with that estimation?”
“No. I don’t believe there is a top man, in that sense.”
“Isn’t Rapp generally referred to as the Prime Minister?”
“That’s what the papers call him.”
“However you rank him in the hierarchy, you would agree, would you not, with the designation of Mr. Sam Rapp as an important professional bookmaker, who consorts openly with known criminals?”
“I consort with criminals myself sometimes, Senator. It doesn’t mean anything. As far as I know, Sam stopped booking bets years ago.” He added, “I know he used to be a bookmaker because I placed my own bets with him. The statute has run on that. He always paid off promptly, which is about all you can ask of a bookie.”
The crowd laughed.
“I’m told you just returned from Las Vegas this morning. You may not have heard that Sam Rapp has raised a six-hundred-thousand-dollar war chest from his underworld colleagues to throw behind this bill.”
“They were worrying about it in Vegas. They’re three thousand miles away, but they’d lose some of their New York business. I told them not to underestimate the Florida Legislature.” He paused a beat. “Six hundred thousand isn’t enough.”
There was more laughter, and Maslow snapped, “Do you think Sam Rapp had anything to do with trying to keep you from appearing before this committee?”
“I’ll ask him the next time I see him,” Shayne said curtly.
“You don’t need to wait till you get back to Miami. You can look him up while you’re here. I have reliable information that he is registered under his own name at the Skyline Motel, Room 12-B, in the company of a young woman, one Miss Lib-” he consulted a paper-“Miss Lib Patrick. I am also informed that several senators, whose identity I am not prepared to disclose at this time, have visited Mr. Rapp and Miss Patrick in Room 12-B at the Skyline Motel. That concludes my questions, Mr. Chairman.”
The other committee members, in turn, under the pretext of questioning Shayne, addressed the television audience. Shayne continued to refuse, politely and patiently, to commit himself on the merits of the bill.
Afterward, when the hearing adjourned, he was caught in a swirl of reporters and television people, who wanted to know more about what had happened in Las Vegas. It was another several minutes before he was able to make his way out of the building to join Tim Rourke and Jackie in Rourke’s rented Ford.
“Mike, you were marvelous!” Jackie said, hugging his arm. “So damned calm and convincing.”
Shayne made a face. “I hope somebody reminds me never to do this again.”
“You were pretty sharp there with Maslow,” Rourke put in.
Shayne waved in disgust. “That guy gives me a pain. A kid with an Italian name gets picked up for car theft and people like Maslow think they’ve caught a Mafioso. ‘Consorting with known criminals! The criminal power structure!’”
A teen-age girl thrust a notebook through the window and asked Shayne for his autograph. He made a threatening gesture. She squealed with joy and darted away.
Rourke laughed. “Keep that up and you’re going to lose the teen-age vote.”
“Yeah. What happened to the teen-ager I shot in the chest?”
Rourke sobered. “They think he may make it, Mike. It went in and out. But he won’t be talking for a few days. The cops want to see you.”
“Did they find out anything about him?”
“The name on his draft card is Jerry Salsz. Nineteen years old, and his address is a tramp airfield outside St. Petersburg. There’s a call out for the Volkswagen. I still don’t understand why you let them drive away. We had them cold. We could take a plea and find out who they were working for. This way it’s wasted.”
“I’ve told you a hundred times,” Shayne said roughly. “In the movies, the detective points a gun at a man and says to hold still, and he holds still. That’s not how it goes in the real world. If he’s jumpy and scared and had a bad night’s sleep, the chances are he’ll pull his own gun and start shooting. And a lady putting groceries in her car a hundred yards away will take a bullet in the head. It wasn’t that important.”
“What do you call important? They were trying to kidnap us. You mainly, but Jackie and me too-three people.”
“Kidnapping’s not as serious as it sounds, Tim. You’re not the Lindbergh baby. All they were doing was lobbying for legalized gambling in Dade County. If that bill passes tomorrow we’ll still put on our pants in the usual way.”
Jackie gave him a worried look. “Mike, you aren’t really in favor-”
Shayne stopped her. “I’m like you, I provide a service. I don’t refuse to work for people I don’t like. I like Sam Rapp and I’m not impressed with Sheldon Maslow. But if he wants to hire me to find out what Sam and Lib are up to in the Skyline Motel, I’ll take a crack at it while I’m here.”
“Mike, I thought he’d jump at the idea,” Jackie said in a troubled voice, “but he was actually very negative about it. Do we want to fight fire with fire, and so on.”
Rourke was maneuvering into a parking space in front of a coffee shop. “Let’s grab a sandwich and talk about it. What’s Maslow scared of, that somebody else will get the headlines?”
The restaurant was crowded and noisy, but the hostess found them a table. After they had ordered, Jackie said, “Well, it’s funny, Mike. Last night he was all in favor of bringing you up to testify if you got back in time, but you really must have got under his skin. Unless-”
“Unless what?” Shayne said when she didn’t go on.
“Oh, it doesn’t make sense. But he and Judge Kendrick were having some kind of argument, and I think the judge hit him with his stick, believe it or not. He was fuming! And then Shell had such a queer reaction about hiring you. There’s going to be a party tonight at the judge’s fishing lodge on Lake Talquin, and it seems to me there’s a real opportunity for an expose. But Shell doesn’t want anybody to try to crash it. He’s afraid it could boomerang.”
“What kind of party?” Shayne said.
“Apparently a real old-fashioned blast,” Rourke told him. “You’d think Warren G. Harding was still alive, the way these people are carrying on. Kendrick loaned his place to Sam Rapp for the night, which is peculiar in itself, and Sam’s going to turn back the clock-broads, booze, pot, poker. The works.”
Shayne laughed. “All right, you’ve convinced me. I’ll be there.”
Jackie said helplessly, “I should have gone ahead without consulting Shell, but he has to approve any major expenditures, and he’s said definitely no. I couldn’t budge him. He’s convinced we have the votes. What he’s afraid of-Judge Kendrick has a really unassailable reputation, and unless we can come up with some documentary proof that he’s been bribed, we’ll do ourselves more harm than good. That’s the way Shell sees it.”
“The guy’s nuts,” Rourke said. “If this bill actually has six hundred thousand bucks behind it we’ve got to move, and move fast.”
“I agree with you,” Jackie said ruefully, “but he’s the chairman.”
“Would your paper hire me, Tim?” Shayne said.
“For how much?”
“Fifty bucks a day.”
“For one day? You’re on the payroll as of now.”
Their food arrived.
As soon as everything had been handed around Shayne said seriously, “For legal reasons I need a client, but I’ve been on this case since that kid pointed a.45 at me this morning. I have a license to protect. I have to find out who set that up, and make him see that it was a bad idea. Did you get anything from Tampa, Tim?”
“Yeah, I phoned the crime guy on the paper there, and you were right-a Cuban named Ramon Elvirez is part of the Boots Gregory circle. Collection work, mainly. Strong back, weak mind kind of thing.”
“Has anyone else mentioned Gregory in connection with this bill?”
“No, Sam Rapp is the only name I’ve heard. And if Sam called for help from Boots Gregory, that’s something else that’s funny as hell, because Boots is a third-class fink, not in Sam’s league at all.”
“How did you hear about the party tonight?”
“Everybody’s talking about it.”
“I don’t like to sound innocent,” Jackie said, “but I didn’t know this kind of thing went on anymore. It’s so flagrant, isn’t it? My vote’s for sale, how much will you give me?”
“That’s not how it’s done,” Rourke said. “Take a man like Matt McGranahan. You know him, don’t you, Mike?”
“That lightweight, sure.”
“Matt’s unemployable. He can’t live on a senator’s salary. Gamblers are in town, loaded with money, but he can’t just drop in at the motel to ask Sam for the going rate. That would be corrupt, and Matt’s conscience would bother him. So he accepts an invitation to a party where he knows they’re going to have liquor and girls. He knows what happens after a certain amount of drinks-he wants a girl. So they go upstairs, and somebody comes in and takes their picture. Matt’s married. His wife would be horrified if she saw that picture. So they blackmail him with it. He also wins a few thousand bucks in the poker game, but that’s not why he votes their way, he does it because they have him over a barrel. All he has to reproach himself for is getting drunk. That can happen to anybody.”
“I think I follow that,” she said doubtfully.
“Just the same, Sam Rapp and Judge Kendrick are both elder statesmen, and this isn’t how elder statesmen are supposed to act. Kendrick wouldn’t be sponsoring Sam like this unless he’s being forced to, and I suddenly begin to wonder about his son. Grover Kendrick, Jr. His father’s administrative assistant, and a kind of a slob. In his forties, unmarried, no stranger to the Miami fleshpots. Yeah,” he said with mounting excitement. “Mike, I think I’ll work on that angle while you’re tied up with the local cops. I’ll make some phone calls and see if I can find out how Junior amuses himself between sessions. There could be a connection-”
Breaking off abruptly, he looked up. A man had stopped at their table.
“Why,” Rourke said. “Boots Gregory. We were just talking about you.”



CHAPTER 3


Shayne looked the new arrival over, without hurrying.
Gregory wore long, carefully shaped sideburns and an excellent tan. In his thirties, he was beginning to show signs pointing to not enough hard exercise and too much good food. His teeth were too remarkable to be entirely natural. His clothes were as good as any Shayne had seen all day. The back of one wrist was tattooed with a simple motto: LOOKING FOR TROUBLE.
Shayne had his back to the street. Without looking directly at Rourke, he saw the reporter check the door and the front window, picking up Gregory’s companions. There were three at a minimum.
“Sit down and have a cup of coffee,” Shayne said easily. “Maybe you can clear up a few things that have been bothering us, such as why somebody from St. Pete should be interested in what happens in Miami.”
Gregory shook his head. “I want to talk, but to just you, Shayne. You others, wait outside.” He added, “Please.”
His voice was hoarse, a kind of harsh whisper. He kept his attention fixed on Shayne. His hands hung loosely, twitching. There was a hard glint in his eyes.
“He said ‘please,’” Shayne said in the same relaxed tone. “That shows he wants to be friendly. We could get along very well, depending on how much money he’s planning to offer me.”
Gregory waited, the slight movements of his hands his only sign of tension. Rourke made another quick count, and then, when Shayne nodded, stood up.
“Pretty crowded in here, Mike. They couldn’t do much.”
“You’re getting so warlike, Tim. We need to know where everybody stands.” He nodded to Jackie. “Go on with Tim. I’ll be in touch.”
“All right, Mike. I’d like to kick him, but if you say not to-”
Shayne didn’t watch them go. Gregory pulled back a chair and sat down, pushing the dirty dishes to one side.
“You try to keep people off-balance, don’t you, Shayne? I thought after this morning you might make us give you a hard time.”
“You mean the kid on the helicopter? He forgot to say ‘please.’” He indicated Gregory’s tattoo. “People who look for trouble usually find it.”
“Kid stuff,” Gregory said in his hoarse voice. “I had that done in the Marine Corps. Very dumb. You did us some damage with all that crap about Las Vegas.”
“Did you think so? I doubt if it changed any votes. Let’s adjourn to a bar. I could use a drink.”
He picked up his attache case. Gregory’s eyes tightened.
“Roll with it, Shayne. Put it on the table.”
“‘Please?’”
“Please,” Gregory said after a hesitation.
Shayne laughed. “I don’t believe in shooting first and then asking questions. That way you don’t get any answers.”
Gregory put his finger on the bullet hole in the lid of the attache case. “But you make an exception sometimes, don’t you? No hard feelings.” He took a single cigarette out of a pocket and put it in his mouth. “The kid was a homo. He sneaked by on me. Good riddance. One of the things I heard about you, Shayne, is you don’t like to be taken. You like to know who you’re working for.”
“That’s a fair statement. Who am I working for?”
“You don’t know, do you? That leaves you wide open. You could come out of this with a lifted license, and I wanted to warn you. Ask yourself. The babe has a dinky little one-desk agency. Why did they pick her to set up that do-gooders’ committee, out of all the publicity outfits in the state?”
“You tell me. I’ve been out of town.”
“I figured it out right away. Because she’s known to be shacking up with you.”
“Is she known to be shacking up with me?” Shayne said evenly.
“Now don’t start running a temperature. You know what I mean. You’ve got separate apartments but you don’t get home every night, and that could be put on the record. Don’t think I’m threatening you. I’m just pointing out one of the facts.”
Shayne heard a familiar hammering beginning behind his eyes. He forced himself to lift his cup slowly and take a sip of the bitter, lukewarm coffee. Putting it down, he turned to glance toward the door. He saw Ramon Elvirez, who had been part of the morning’s effort, lounging near the cashier’s counter, a toothpick between his lips. Jackie and Rourke were no longer in sight.
Gregory was watching him. “I decided to put on the full-court press this time, four men including myself. If that many people can’t handle you we might as well quit. You’ve got nothing at stake here. As far as the bill goes you’re neutral. I’m doing it this way, I mean with kid gloves, because if we’re going to end up neighbors do we want to be snapping and snarling every time we pass on the street?”
“Who’s going to pass out the licenses if the bill goes through?”
“That’s all been taken care of. Behind the scenes, as it were.”
“You plan to move to Dade County?”
“I believe I’ll have to. My roots are on the Gulf, but when this kind of opportunity comes along I’m not about to say no. I’m one of the few people on the list who’s as clean as a hound’s tooth. No arrest record at all, casino experience to boot.”
“What casino experience?”
“In St. Albans. I operated one of the best stores in the Caribbean, for three-and-a-half years. A little dust at the end about an educated wheel, but nobody proved anything. I parted friends with everybody, including the commissioners. I’m liquid. I can lay my hands on the necessary capital on a few days’ notice. I see why you’re playing it cagey, because naturally you want to be covered, either way. All I’m saying, the cagiest thing you can do is get out of Tallahassee for twenty-four hours, and I’m going to help you and take care of your expenses.”
“How does it happen you don’t have a record?”
“Partly luck. Partly good sense. Then in St. A., those three-and-a-half years, I was legit. I was corresponding secretary of the goddamn chamber of commerce.” He leaned forward and breathed on Shayne; he could have played the lead in a bad-breath commercial. “Time we were moving. I’ll carry your case.”
“What do you have in mind, and why should I cooperate?”
“I’ve got your chick. Dig? That helicopter thing this morning-we threw it together on the spur of the moment. There wasn’t much planning involved. This way is better. Kind of corny, but no reason it shouldn’t work.”
Shayne shook out a cigarette and lit it. “Even if the bill goes through, maybe you ought to stay out of Miami.”
“But why?” Gregory blinked. “No, let’s kick this around. I don’t want any misunderstanding. Put yourself in my shoes. I’ve got real dough tied up in this thing, and I can’t just sit on my hands. With anybody else, I might be tempted to blast you. But in the first place it would hurt the bill. Mafia methods and all that garbage. Or I could put you in the intensive-care unit of some hospital. But that wouldn’t be too ideal, because you’d go back to Miami bearing a grudge. Never mind about my tattoo. I don’t run from trouble, but if I can avoid it, well and good.”
“Wouldn’t you feel better about everything if you paid me some money?”
Gregory studied him. “You’re kidding,” he decided. “No, this is best. The chick’s going to be o.k. My people have strict instructions not to lay a finger on her or on the guy either, unless you give me some trouble.”
“How far are you sending me?”
“As far as you can get on a tankful of gas. I chartered a Lear Executive, a JetStar. I’ll pay for your lunch.”
“You don’t need to do that.”
Shayne reached for his wallet, but Gregory was less relaxed than he wanted to seem. “Keep your hands where I can see them!”
Ramon wheeled as he saw them coming, and exchanged a look with his employer. Gregory paid the check. They left the coffee shop in three sections of the revolving door, with Shayne in the middle.
The same man who had been driving the Volkswagen that morning was outside guarding a gray Cadillac. A fourth man came out of a drugstore doorway. Shayne, badly outnumbered, ended up between the two men in the rear seat, with Gregory in front beside the driver. The Cadillac moved out into the heavy noontime traffic, and was stopped immediately by a red light.
Gregory smiled at Shayne. “I like a man who knows when it’s time to be realistic. We’re going to get along great.”
“To clear up one thing, how long do you plan on holding Jackie and Rourke?”
“Only till your plane’s in the air. I’m not top worried about them. The minute you’re off the ground I’ll put in a phone call, and that’s a promise.”
“If anything happens to either of them I’ll come looking for you,” Shayne said mildly. “That’s a promise.”
“I know that, for God’s sake! It’s going to be smooth as silk.”
Shayne shrugged and asked for a drink. When Gregory nodded, Ramon opened the attache case and uncapped the cognac. Shayne drank from the bottle. He offered it around. When the others refused he drank again, deeply.
“But it’s out of proportion, Boots. You’ve got Judge Kendrick in the bag, and even if I felt that strongly about it, what could I do?”
“Not a damn thing,” Gregory said drily, “if you’re in Arizona. In Tallahassee you might think of something.” Shayne looked at the unfriendly faces on each side, shook his head humorously and drank again.
“Yeah,” he said, breathing out. “Nothing like good cognac. This is all going to be very painless. You may not realize, Boots, but I only have a token client. Senator Maslow was afraid I’d hurt the image. The News is paying me a lousy fifty bucks to bodyguard Tim Rourke. You could probably top that, but I suppose you’d ask yourself, could you trust me?”
“That’s the first question I’d ask myself.”
The three men in the back seat leaned over in unison as the Cadillac took a corner.
Shayne continued, “It must be a great feeling, having that much cash to spread around. It makes everything so simple. But Sam surprises me. In the last year or two he’s slowed way down.”
“He’s only got a limited time,” Gregory agreed cautiously.
“And here he is, kicking up his heels like a yearling. Maybe the doctors have been feeding him hormones.”
He drank again, and held the bottle to the light. He was nearing the bottom, and he got there with the next long pull. He handed the empty bottle to Ramon.
“Don’t want to attract attention throwing bottles. When Sam goes,” he went on, “and he could go any day, it’s going to leave a vacuum in Miami. We could have a small civil war on our hands. That’s bad for a town.”
“You’re so right,” Gregory said, studying him.
Shayne smiled amiably. “Boots, maybe you shouldn’t wait for a natural death. Maybe you ought to move before everybody else gets the same idea. Take the initiative. That’s the big thing. It’s a matter of indifference to me, except that a private detective does better when he’s on good terms with the people who run the town. You’ve got an organization and money. You’ve got the desire. I think I’d better stay downwind of you, Boots. Hell, why don’t we deal?”
“Not on this,” Gregory said briefly.
“Then let’s break into that other bottle.”
Again Gregory nodded, and Ramon went into the attache case for the second pint of cognac. Shayne tipped it almost straight up. Three pairs of eyes were watching him closely, and he caught the driver’s eyes in the mirror. He couldn’t fake it. He lowered the level by about a third in the next ten minutes, while the Cadillac worked its way jerkily out of town.
Shayne went on talking about the compromises a private detective has to make if he doesn’t want to end up discredited and broke. He could feel the men on either side begin to relax, but Gregory’s eyes were still alive with suspicion.
The Cadillac turned into the curving approach to the airport.
Shayne said, “Why don’t you change your mind, Boots? I hate to read about something like this in the paper afterward. You never get the real story.”
“Stop trying. I already paid for the plane.”
Shayne had another drink. “You’ll have to pour me on,” he mumbled, his tongue thick. “Been in the business a long time, never let anybody run me out of town. Not blaming you, you understand. My own damn fault, let you ambush me. Hell, this is the humane way. I shot that kid of yours in the chopper. You don’t hold it against me. What’s a little ride in an airplane? Not even very embarrassing.”
He gestured with the uncapped bottle, and drank again. He had to stop at exactly the right moment, before he was incapable of action. But his judgment was blurring.
“I want to thank you for your consideration,” he said with a drunken attempt at dignity. “Appreciate your restraint. Statesmanship. Move to Miami, Boots. I can get you a good buy in a co-op apartment. We’re going to be friends.”
They were out of the car. Shayne found that he still had the bottle in his hand. He told himself that it was time to move. The afternoon was splintering around him.
“Wait,” he commanded. “What happened? I’m drunk as a skunk.”
They were pressing him closely. He heard Gregory’s voice say gently, “Finish the bottle, Mike. You don’t want to waste good cognac.”
“Had enough,” Shayne said stupidly. “Christ-”
They had pulled into a little access road beyond the terminal. A jet blasted off, and he felt its smoky exhaust wash over him. The faces of Gregory and his three companions swam in and out through the warm murk. He felt a murderous impulse to smash the nearest face with the bottle. He knew he could do a certain amount of damage before they pounded him into unconsciousness and dragged him aboard the plane. But he also knew, with the remnants of intelligence that flickered somewhere on the far side of the haze, that his reflexes were far from normal, that orders starting in his brain would be blocked or rerouted before they could arrive at his muscles. He had to shorten the odds.
Gregory continued in the same soft tone, “I’ll be happier when the bottle’s empty, Mike. I’ll be able to relax.”
Something hard jabbed Shayne in the shoulderblade. “Drink up, Mike, or Ramon’s going to shoot you in the shoulder. Not in the gut, the shoulder. Then you get nothing but first-aid till the plane lands.”
“Don’t want that.”
There was movement at the fringe of Shayne’s vision; a taxi departed from in front of the terminal. Again the sundrenched expanse of asphalt was empty. He smiled foolishly at Gregory and tilted the bottle. He let his mouth overflow. “Sloppy drinker,” somebody said with a laugh.
Then the bottle was empty. He hurled it away, hearing it spatter, and exclaimed, “Full of vitamins. Boots, you’re one sweet guy, and I love you.”
He lurched toward Gregory, but the pavement tilted and he went down on his knees. He discovered from the pull on his wrist that he and Ramon were handcuffed together. Ramon pulled him erect, with a vicious obscenity.
“Easy,” Gregory said. “Easy. Mike’s going to introduce us to his friends when we get to Miami.”
“Boots, people say you’re a cheap punk,” Shayne said. “All wrong. Real power. The one thing I respect.”
They moved into the terminal in a tight group. A rain coat had been thrown over the cuffs, and the muscular youth in the dark glasses had Shayne by his other arm. Shayne exaggerated the roll. Time was running away.
“Hey!” he exclaimed, seeing an airline official, and something dealt him a paralyzing blow in the kidneys from behind.
They entered a long echoing corridor.
“Stay on your feet,” Gregory said. “You’re doing fine.”
Shayne pulled up short, digging in.
“Jackie better be o.k.,” he said threateningly.
“She’s in good hands. I gave you my promise. As soon as you’re off the ground.”
A plane was waiting when they emerged into the hard sunlight. Its engines muttered. Shayne’s coordination was going. He let them drag him, and fell twice on the steps.
Ramon, ahead, jerked at his wrist while the others heaved from behind.
“I thought this was supposed to be a hard man,” Ramon sneered. “What a creampuff. You could buy him for peanuts, Boots. All this expense you went to, for what?”
“Just watch it,” Gregory told him. “Don’t take any goddamn chances.”
“Watch what? He’s stoned out of his mind. Over a quart of booze in fifteen minutes-”
The cabin was furnished with upholstered chairs, a big desk, a couch. Shayne made a quick half-turn. Ramon yanked him cruelly as he fell on the couch. Shayne felt a thumb at his eyelid, and he batted weakly at an arm. Then he slumped back and down a rapidly revolving funnel.
He heard voices across the cabin. The plane began to move.
Shayne was talking to himself. The words echoed harshly in his numbed brain. It was too late. He was uncommitted. After he’d slept he would see if there was anything he could do. Gregory would be sorry about this sometime, but Shayne wasn’t Superman. He had never learned to fly.
Meanwhile, he was building his strength. Making an immense effort, he opened his eyes.
He and Ramon were alone in the cabin. A small tug showed Shayne that they were still connected by handcuffs. Ramon was sitting on the edge of the couch, his features in rapid motion, the hard little eyes fleeing here and there around his face.
“Maybe we have an accident on the way, eh?” Ramon said caressingly. “You shot Jerry. My friend, my very dear friend, we were together two years. So lovely, so delicate, not like you. I kill you for that, can you understand me. Hell with Boots, who needs him?”
The funnel Shayne was caught in reversed direction. Perhaps the plane was turning. The noise intensified.
He could feel the accumulating pressure. Every muscle was tense. Something happened, and he discovered that he could raise his hand. He waved it gently, feeling the strength flow into his fingers. Then he took Ramon by the throat.
The movement carried them both off the couch. Ramon croaked and tore at Shayne’s fingers. Shayne’s weight held him down.
A JetStar, Shayne thought. Two men at the controls. As soon as they climbed to cruising level, one would come back to make sure the passenger was giving no trouble. A quick series of events leaped into Shayne’s mind. He would find the key to the handcuffs, then Ramon’s gun. He would carry the gun into the cockpit and issue orders for an immediate return to ground. Frightened by the light in his eye, they would obey him at once.
But he knew it was beyond him. He could make only the basic moves, and only one at a time.
He realized that Ramon had stopped struggling. He began feeling through pockets to find the key, his mind wheeling and dipping. He gave up finally and raised his head. A red notice on the window over the wing caught his eye. He lurched to his knees. To his surprise, the plane was still on the ground. It was coming about. He dragged Ramon to the window and peered out.
They were on the furthest runway. An oily haze shimmered above the blacktop. On the other side of the field, a cluster of 707s blocked the view of anyone watching the takeoff from ground level. Another fantasy began to unreel in Shayne’s mind.
Flopping, he resumed his search for the key. The plane completed its turns and began to roll forward in a straight line. To Shayne it was a weaving, rocking motion. He raised his head again, and saw a fence sliding rapidly past the window. Suddenly the jets cut loose.
The scream and the sudden forward surge whirled Shayne across the cabin. With his free hand he slapped upward at the rod holding the emergency window. The rod snapped up, the window fell away.
Dragging the unconscious Ramon, Shayne jumped onto the sloping surface of the wing. The engines screamed insanely. The forward rush of the plane pulled the wing out from under the two men, and Shayne had his first clear thought. Drunks survive falls that would kill or cripple them when sober.
He embraced Ramon loosely. They reversed in the air. He landed, completely relaxed, with Ramon beneath him to break his fall.
They rolled twice.
After the runway stopped heaving around Shayne, he lay still for a long moment. The air was foul with the jet’s exhaust. He raised his head slowly and watched the plane leave the ground and go into its slow climbing turn.
It was only when he went back to looking for the handcuff key that he understood that Ramon was dead.
He wasted a moment scrabbling for a pulse, but gave that up when he saw what had happened to the back of Ramon’s head. He tried to rise, and was reminded again of the handcuffs. A plane whispered past high overhead, perhaps waiting for clearance to land. He fumbled desperately in the dead man’s pockets. Another plane approached, much lower, uttering its terrible scream. Then all at once he was slipping the key into the lock. The handcuffs sprang open.
He dragged Ramon into the tall weeds between the runway and the fence. All this time, he realized, he had been waiting for a siren. He looked across the field at the terminal. The planes and the buildings danced in the hot haze. A baggage truck moved out to a newly arrived plane. Everything seemed peaceful.
He started for a gate. He was almost there when the cognac closed its fist. The wild jet scream rose in intensity and pitch and sucked Shayne with it. The weeds around him swayed violently in the wind.



CHAPTER 4


Shayne woke up in a darkened room.
He was wearing only his shorts. When he raised his head from the pillow there was a blinding explosion and he had the distinct sensation that the ceiling had come down on him.
Later, he was awakened by the sound of a key. A light flashed, and Jackie Wales was standing beside the bed looking down at him.
“Mike, you’re awake.”
He blinked slowly, reached out and touched her.
“Boy!” she said. “I didn’t think you’d be communicating again for days.”
“Timesit?” He cleared his throat raspingly and tried again. “What time is it?”
“Nine-thirty in the evening. Everything under control.” She came down on the bed beside him. “I was scared out of my wits when you opened the door and fell in. Mike, you looked like death-your clothes ripped, oil on your face, your wrist bleeding. I called a doctor and he said not to worry. You’d been drinking.”
“I had a few. Now I need some coffee. Hot, black-lots of it.”
She kissed him lightly. “I’ll be back in a minute.”
As soon as he was alone, Shayne slid his legs out of bed and worked himself into a sitting position. There was an arrow of pain behind his right eye. Gathering himself, he came to his feet and zigzagged to the bathroom, where he turned on the hot water in the shower and sat on the closed toilet while the room filled with steam. Soon he was running with sweat. He switched on the cold water and stepped into the icy stream, which shocked him fully awake for the first time. Then he switched over to hot again and steamed out more cognac.
The door opened and Jackie groped her way to him with a container of hot, bitter coffee. He drank it all, and then steamed some more. After two more hot-cold cycles, he came out into the bedroom, a soggy towel about his waist, moving almost normally. But his head still felt as fragile as glass.
Jackie had more coffee for him. He waved it aside.
“What’s been happening?”
He dropped into a chair and tried to make the other furniture stay in place while she told him. Two of Gregory’s men had taken her and Tim Rourke to an isolated farmhouse, refusing to say why. Half an hour later there was a phone call. They were driven back to town and set free, still with no explanation.
They returned to Tim Rourke’s motel. Soon afterward there was a knock on the door, and when they opened it, Shayne pitched headlong into the room, muttering something about Gregory. Before putting him to bed they had taken the precaution of changing motels.
“Which wasn’t exactly easy,” she concluded. “You’re heavy, Mike.”
Shayne grunted. “Where’s Tim?”
“He has a plan for getting into Sam Rapp’s party. He said if you woke up to tell you he’s taking care of everything.” She hesitated. “I’m worried about him. It seems a lot more serious than it did this morning, but Tim thinks they’re just going to let him barge right in-”
Bearing down, Shayne had been able to keep abreast of what she was telling him. “Go over it again. This party. It’s at Judge Kendrick’s fishing camp and Sam Rapp is giving it. Who’s going to be there?”
An hour later, in a Hertz Chevy, Shayne was driving west on the winding two-lane road to Lake Talquin. Jackie had marked the route for him on a road map; Shayne had never worked in this part of the country. He drove carefully, concentrating on keeping all four wheels on the highway. A tiny jet engine still screamed faintly inside his head, and if he looked too long at anything it began to revolve. But he had come a long way.
Whenever the highway began to slide he felt in his pocket for a benzedrine inhaler and breathed in deeply. After that, for a time, everything sharpened.
He slowed, knowing from Jackie’s directions that he was approaching the turnoff. He passed a stationary car with its parking lights on, pulled off on the shoulder near a closed gate. The name on a small marker leaped out at Shayne: Kendrick.
He continued until he found a place to leave the car, and used the inhaler again before getting out. He checked the fence around the Kendrick property, using a powerful three-cell flashlight. It was heavy-duty wire, topped by two barbed strands.
Turning off the light, he waited for his eyes to adjust to the darkness. The night was clear, with the moon in its final quarter.
He started back toward the gate.
The roadside brush had been killed back to the fence-line. When he could see the glow of parking lights he crossed the road. The tangle of undergrowth made walking difficult but gave him cover. Hearing an approaching car, he dropped to the ground. The car slowed.
A voice called, “This the Kendrick place?”
It was Rourke. Keeping low, Shayne moved nearer, and he saw his friend at the wheel of a Tallahassee taxi. He was wearing a driver’s cap, blazoned with dues buttons, pushed back on his head. An unlighted cigarette dangled out of the corner of his mouth.
A man detached himself from the parked car and came into the glare. He proved to be a highway patrolman, tricked out in the full regalia, the big hat, the gun belt, the tight pants, the boots. He was holding a clipboard.
“What’s the name, Buddy?”
“Just delivering a couple of passengers. I’m not staying unless they urge me.”
The patrolman swung his flashlight into the back seat, and Shayne heard a giggle.
“Wow,” a girl’s voice said. “It might be more fun not to go to this party.”
The patrolman laughed. “I go off at midnight. Bear it in mind.”
He opened the gate to admit the taxi. After closing it again he remarked to his partner, “That’s Rourke. The poor bastard must think he’s disguised.”
Shayne thought about that for a moment. But whatever the reason for Rourke’s easy entry-he would have to think about it later-he knew that his own name was undoubtedly not on the list.
Turning carefully, he moved back to the utility pole where lines from the lake-camps tied into the main north-south transmission. A hundred yards from the gate, the cops were no longer in view. He searched the roadside until he found a sharp stone, which he put in his pocket, and a willow sapling. He broke the sapling into ten-inch lengths, forcing them into spike-holes in the pole. They wouldn’t support his full weight, but they gave enough purchase so he was able to work himself up to the permanent spikes.
A moment later he was at the top.
In the distance he heard party noises, music and women’s voices. The far edge of the lake was visible beyond the trees. Lights twinkled along the shore. All at once the pole he was clinging to seemed to begin to bend. He hung on with both arms until his head cleared and the stars took their regular places, separating themselves from the electric lights in the shoreside camps. Then he took up the slack in the wire to the Kendrick camp, doubled it around a metal bracket and struck down sharply with the stone. When several blows failed to sever the wire, he slipped it off the bracket and snapped it hard. The wire whipped away into the darkness, and the lights he had seen through the trees went out.
Again, for an instant, the pole seemed to want to throw him. He climbed down when it stopped swaying, and worked back toward the gate.
The highway patrolmen, unaware of the power interruption, were still talking quietly in the front seat of their cruiser. Shayne went around the next bend, found a stump, and settled down to wait.
Mosquitoes kept him alert. Some twenty minutes later, seeing the red lights of the power company’s repair truck, he came to his feet and stepped out on the road, swinging his flashlight. When the truck stopped beside him, he pulled open the front door.
“Took you long enough to get here.”
There were two men in the front seat. Shayne got in with them, making the man on his side slide over.
“Some of these people down here are pretty high up in politics,” he went on. “They expect something extra in the way of service. You’ve heard of Judge Kendrick.”
“Sure,” the driver said anxiously. “We got here as fast as we could. We had to spot-check the line.”
“The wire’s down between the camp and the road.”
“Then Jesus, not a hell of a lot we can do before daylight.”
After a quick exchange between the repairman and the patrolmen, the gate swung open to let them through.
The dirt road was in poor shape. The repairman, now very uneasy, took it too fast, crashing into potholes and swinging wide on the turns. He pulled up in a crushed-shell turnaround and leaped out, leaving his headlights on. Shayne swung out more slowly, and didn’t let go of the door until he was sure he was back in balance.
He pushed off, but instead of entering the building he followed a shell path to an open space where more than a dozen cars were parked. They included several with official Florida plates. Again, even with Rourke to help, he was badly outnumbered and he had to proceed with caution. From the darkness he reviewed the situation.
The building was larger than it had seemed to him at first. It was built of skinned pine logs, sanded and varnished. There was a screened-in porch along the side of the building facing the lake, a boathouse off to the right.
Probably the sudden blackout had picked up the party. Two or three candles were flickering inside, and Shayne saw the repairman’s flashlight as he looked for the house connection. There was a hum of excited talk and laughter. Occasionally someone could be heard to call out.
“Grover!” a woman’s voice cried. “Was that you, Grover, you dog?”
Rourke had parked the taxi carelessly, where it blocked the single exit from the parking area. Shayne removed the ignition key so it couldn’t be moved. Then he checked the boathouse. An outboard was tied to a short dock, the motor tilted parallel to the water. Inside, there was a small 18-foot runabout. Shayne disarmed both boats, pulling the shear pin from the outboard and removing the spark plugs from the engine of the power boat. That completed the simple deadfall. Any guests who wanted to leave would have to walk or swim.
He cleared his head with the help of the benzedrine inhaler, stepped out of the boathouse and collided hard with somebody who was standing in the shadow just outside the doorway.
Shayne’s adjustment to the world was still shaky, and thrown off-stride, he crashed back against the side of the building, felt the night closing in around him, and reeled forward into the other man’s arms.
“Mike, I thought you were in bed,” Rourke said.



CHAPTER 5


“Nothing wrong with me but a hangover,” Shayne mumbled. “I can cure that with a few facts.”
Taking his arm, Rourke pulled him back inside the boathouse.
“Let’s have a little skull-practice before we bust in. I didn’t figure on the power going off.”
Shayne released a small spurt of light from his flashlight and found a bench.
“The cops at the gate were expecting you.”
“What are you talking about?” Rourke demanded. “I squandered a hundred bucks on a taxi. I brought a couple of girls-fooled the goddamn patrolmen completely.”
In a few words, Shayne told him what had happened at the gate. Rourke was silent for a moment.
“Well,” he said soberly, “all I can say is, this is the noisiest hush-hush operation I’ve ever been mixed up in. What in God’s name explains it? But if they really expected me, if they’ve got something rigged, I think I’d better watch my step before I get a foot blown off. I had a busy afternoon, found out a few interesting things about Grover Kendrick, Jr. Do you want them now?”
“The high-spots.”
Rourke lit a cigarette, gave it to Shayne and lit another for himself.
“He’s been having money trouble, Mike, to the extent of forty G’s. An over-the-counter electronic stock that was supposed to go up. It went down, way down, and he had to borrow from a shark on the Beach to cover. Eddie Myer. You know him. He isn’t famous for writing off bad debts. Whenever Grover was in town he stayed at the Regency, Sam Rapp’s hotel. He’s been seen having drinks with Lib Patrick, Sam Rapp’s girl. Is that enough for now?”
“Yeah. What do people say about the casino bill, anything new?”
“No, the boys in the press corps think it can still go either way, depending on how mean Kendrick feels tomorrow. The father, not the son.”
“Is he here?”
“The father? No, he’s gone home for the night, back to the somnolent little town of Leesville, where life is so much simpler. Maybe so he won’t be spattered if garbage starts flying here. What’s your plan, Mike? I ought to know so I can back you up if you need me.”
“Plan? You’re kidding.” Shayne drew on his cigarette once more and pitched it away. “All I can do is show up and see who starts running. But I hope nobody offers me any cognac, because I’d have to turn it down.”
He now had a reasonably accurate notion of the inside of the darkened building. There was one main room with a high ceiling and an open balcony leading to the bedrooms. The sloping shed-roof of the kitchen ell ran up to within a few feet of the bedroom windows. He had to use his flashlight only once. In the angle of the ell, outside the door to the kitchen, there was a neat stack of logs, cut to fireplace length. He slid the sawhorse against the wall. Stepping up on it, he pulled himself to the sloping roof.
There were four bedrooms. All the windows were open, with sliding metal screens. No lights showed inside. He inched up to the first window and listened. He heard a low whisper, the creak of a bed.
The next room seemed empty. The door to the balcony was ajar, showing a narrow rectangle of dim light from the big room below.
Working slowly and carefully, Shayne removed the screen and slid inside. He waited again after replacing the screen. Crossing the room, he pulled the door shut and turned on his flashlight. At some point during the evening, the bed had been used. There were stale drinks on the table beside the bed, an overflowing ashtray, the reek of whiskey.
He hesitated, scraping his chin. He was getting a strong signal from somewhere. He directed the light around the room slowly, picking out the spare country furniture, a calendar on the closet door, the objects on the bedside table. He came back to the calendar. It was turned to the wrong month, not in the past but in the future. He dropped the light to the carpet, and saw a dark stain which seemed to originate from the crack at the bottom of the closet door. Stooping, he touched his finger to the stain and sniffed; it was nothing but whiskey.
He turned the doorknob carefully. As soon as the latch was free, the door came back hard and a seated figure toppled out.
Shayne let the door open all the way and pulled the man over on his back.
It was Senator Sheldon Maslow, and he had looked more like a rising politician that morning than he did now. His hair was the only thing that was still neat-perhaps the long, careful crest was held in place with spray. In other respects he had gone downhill. His tie was gone, his clothes were rumpled and dirty. He had dropped a burning cigarette in his lap-the leg of his expensive pants had charred through.
He was breathing harshly. He groaned in his sleep and turned on one side. There was a crunching sound. Shayne checked his jacket and found the shards of an infra-red bulb.
He poked around in the closet with his flashlight. There was an empty fifth of bourbon on the floor, a small brace and bit, but no sign of a camera. Two holes had been bored through the closet door. The calendar on the outside of the door hung from a long U-shaped wire. At the moment the holes were covered, but they could be unblocked by manipulating the calendar from inside.
Shayne left Maslow where he was, turned out the flashlight and let himself out in the dark. There was a key in the door, but after a brief hesitation he decided to leave it unlocked.
Standing on the balcony, he looked over the rustic railing into the big room below. It was lighted by a single candle. A poker game had been underway at the central table, in front of the fireplace, but it had broken up when the lights went off. The green felt was littered with cards and chips. Only one man remained at the table, working at a game of solitaire. Three other men were arguing in front of a small highboy, loaded with bottles. The girls were scattered about, several together, several with men.
He smelled pot, and turned.
A girl stood watching him. She was blonde and tall. Lifting her homemade cigarette, she sucked in the smoke, her eyelids flickering, and let it out luxuriously, with the semireligious expression of the dedicated pot-smoker.
“Elegant.”
Swaying away from the wall, she offered Shayne a drag. He accepted, hoping his recovery was far enough along so one lungful wouldn’t knock him off the balcony.
“I’m hallucinating,” the girl said, speaking with a marked English accent. “I was told all the men would be politicians. You’re not in politics.”
“Are you sure?”
She waved the cigarette lazily. “Quite sure. You have a certain air. A sort of impatience. You are not the type to sit quietly for hours upon hours, while a pack of Bedlamites split hairs about the difference between ‘shall’ and ‘may.’ That was not the way you developed those muscles.”
“And not only that,” Shayne said, “you saw me on the six-thirty news.”
She came toward him slowly. She was wearing a simple white dress with a deep slit at the neck, and she was put together like a champion. She raised one hand dreamily and touched his face.
“Extrasensory. On the six-thirty news. Talking about gambling houses in Nevada. I saw you on a black-and-white screen, so without the red hair. Michael Shayne. What are you doing here, Michael Shayne, spying on us?”
“Yeah. Sam seems to be asking for it. And what are you doing here?”
“Never mind about me. I am a hostess, the U.S. equivalent of the Japanese geisha. I am paid two hundred dollars to make a relaxed atmosphere. And at this precise point in time I have a very nice high, can you notice?”
“The light’s not too good.”
“Are you interested in what I’m called?”
“I’d better have it for the record.”
“Anne Braithwaite. And now where does my duty lie? You are clearly an enemy, not really an enemy but in the pay of the enemy. You really shouldn’t be permitted to walk around observing and taking notes. I think you and I should find an unoccupied bedroom and you should let me distract you. I promise you it would be quite jolly.”
There was a disturbance beneath them. Voices greeted Sam Rapp, coming in from another room with a lighted kerosene lamp. He put it on the poker table.
“Who wants to play some cards?”
The words were spoken with forced gaiety, as though Sam, too, wasn’t sure he was in the right role. He was a small, leathery old man, with a skeptical manner and heavily pouched eyes.
He made another effort. “Anybody wants a drink, you know where to find it. Matt, you can use a freshener.”
Matt McGranahan, a citrus senator, was orating quietly to a girl on a wicker couch near the door. Interrupting himself, he waved his drink, and spilled some of it.
“Sam, you’re a doll. Tremendous party. Lovely young ladies.”
The room was much brighter since the addition of the kerosene lamp. Shayne, above, was able to pick out several other familiar faces, including one of the senators he had testified before that morning. In the group at the makeshift bar, he recognized a lobbyist named Phil Noonan, who represented the savings and loan banks.
The girl took Shayne’s arm and pulled it against her breast. “You didn’t hear a word I was saying.”
“Something about an empty bedroom.”
“Michael Shayne, will you please pay serious attention? The party is only just now getting underway. Don’t rush it. The first edginess is beginning to wear off. Look at me.” She rose and kissed him, bringing her other hand around to the back of his head. He let it happen.
“You moron,” she said. “Someone should look out for you. If you wander downstairs and start listening in on conversations you’re bound to be sat on. Don’t you realize that?”
“By Sam?”
“By Sam and a few of his friends, who are now getting quietly squiffed in the kitchen. Then there’s the local-fuzz, do you call it? — with their guns and their whistles and their leather boots.”
She sucked once more at the fragment of cigarette, and ground it underfoot.
“I’m dreadfully mercenary. Everybody says that about me. When I agreed to come I expected to have other opportunities, above the two hundred dollars. Tips and what have you. But up to now it’s all been so low-key.”
“It does seem quiet.”
“Too quiet. Are we friends? I think we’re going to be friends. Pay me another hundred, Michael, and I’m yours. You need a number-one assistant. Tell me what you wish to know and I’ll help you.”
“Who lined you up for the party, Anne?”
“Lib Patrick, Sam’s good lady.”
“Is she here?”
“Oh, she is very much here, for in fact she’s the hostess. Charming. I’ll help you find her. Perhaps she’s in one of the bedrooms. I saw her go upstairs with Grover Kendrick, a bit ago.”
A man and a girl, staggering slightly, appeared at the top of the stairs. Anne closed with Shayne, kissing him until they had the balcony to themselves.
“To continue,” she said breathlessly, “I could tell you something interesting about Grover and his papa, I could make your hair stand on end, I won’t even insist on cash payment in advance-”
She started at another sound on the stairs. “Privacy, my dear Michael. In here.”
She whirled Shayne around and pulled him into the bedroom he had just left. Shayne went with the pull, and let her open the door. Inside, her lighter flared.
“I see a bed. Nobody in it. Perfect place for a chat.”
The flame winked out. At the same moment she poked him in the stomach, just below the belt, and said in a more businesslike voice, “I’m holding a little pistol. If you move very very slowly I’ll let you feel it. I’m a competent girl with guns, and the safety is off. Don’t twitch. It might make me twitch back.”
“I thought you were thinking about making love.”
“Another time.” She gave a low laugh and touched him lightly. “You seem very fit. I doubt if that muscle tone is good enough to stop a bullet. So swing about. Keep in close touch with me. Move backward a step at a time.”
She had a firm grip on the waistband of his pants and was pulling with that hand. At the same time she was pushing with the hand holding the gun. They went backward in unison, their legs together.
When his back hit the wall beside the single window she let go and he heard the clink of her lighter. She was holding it out to the window, to signal someone outside. He could hear Maslow breathing heavily on the floor. The girl, too, had realized that they weren’t alone in the room. He could feel her excitement. She was like a highly charged construction of transistors and wire.
He waited. The flame sprang up. Shayne expelled his breath violently and blew it out, and at the same second he clubbed her with his clenched fist.
As a continuation of the same motion, he twisted, letting the gun slide by him. She was one of those people who believe that a gun has its own magic, and she was unconscious before she could fire. He chopped the gun out of her loose grasp and let her fall.
He dragged her back from the window and switched on the flashlight for an instant. He had had to guess with the punch, but she had been well tagged. He pulled a pillow case off the bed, tore it in strips, gagged her and tied her hands and wrists.
This time he moved the key to the outside of the door and locked it, and took the key with him.
He opened the door of the next bedroom. A girl squeaked. Shayne’s flashlight picked out the face of a man he hadn’t seen before. Reproduced on election posters in its present state, it wouldn’t attract many votes, being lipstick-smeared and topped by a hairpiece that was slightly askew.
He waved at the light. “Be down in a minute. Taking a little survey here.”
The girl said calmly, “Honey, I think it’s a raid.”
“Nothing of the sort,” Shayne said. “I’m looking for Lib Patrick.”
“I haven’t seen her.”
The next room was locked. Shayne tried the key he had taken from the other door, but the keyhole was choked from inside. After turning the knob quietly, he pulled back to arm’s length, and slammed the door with its full power. It sprang open.



CHAPTER 6


A candle on a tall dresser flickered in the draught. The flame steadied again as Shayne stepped into the room and closed the door.
From the looks of things, he had broken in on nothing more exciting than a business conference. Lib Patrick, fully clothed, was sitting on the bed, smoking a cigarette in a long holder. The man-Grover Kendrick, Jr.?-was some feet away, in the room’s single chair. He had been badly startled by Shayne’s entrance, but like the candle flame he recovered his composure quickly.
He glanced at the girl to see if she knew the intruder. He was in his forties, dressed in blue Bermuda shorts, a knitted pullover, open Indian sandals. Shayne quickly reviewed the fragmentary story Tim Rourke had told him-the unwise speculation, the forty-thousand-dollar loan. Grover had a look Shayne had often seen on tape-watchers in the walk-in brokers’ offices in the Beach hotels; this man and bad luck were old friends.
Lib Patrick, on the other hand, was one of the handsomest permanent residents of Miami Beach. Her hair was a theatrical off-white-the last time Shayne had seen her, it had been black. She was an essential part of her environment, the world of the big hotels-gaudy, a little vulgar, but stylish and up-to-date, with a nice swing. Shayne had never had any reason to dislike her.
“Mike Shayne,” she said pleasantly. “This is Grover Kendrick. Do you know each other? I won’t ask you to sit down, Mike, because there’s only one chair.”
“I’ll sit on the bed.”
“You’re a cool bastard,” Grover observed as Shayne sat down. “Were you invited? This was supposed to be a private party.”
“It couldn’t be much more public if you ran it on the front steps of the capitol under floodlights,” Shayne said. “It’s a felony to give and receive bribes. I know people sometimes get bribed, but they don’t usually arrange press coverage. Did you know there’s a Miami News reporter here? Somebody told the cops to let him in.”
He swung toward Lib. “What the hell are you trying to do to your boy? Sam’s getting old. If you want to get rid of him, why not push him out of a high window?”
“This wasn’t my idea tonight,” she said. “It was a lot of work, which I try to avoid.”
“Then whose idea was it-Sam’s? He didn’t last thirty-five years in a tough business by making deals in front of the TV cameras.”
She shrugged. “He knows what he’s doing, Mike. Why shouldn’t he come out in the open and say what he has to say like anybody else?”
Shayne looked at her closely. “Are you selling him out?”
A look of concern crossed her face. “Sell out Sam? Do you think I’m out of my mind? And I always heard you kept a couple of steps ahead of people. You’re miles behind, here.”
“I can explain that. I drank almost a quart of 80-proof cognac in fifteen minutes and I fell out of a moving plane. I’m still numb. Is it all right with you if I ask Grover a few questions?”
“As far as I’m concerned. Why not?” She slid to the edge of the bed. “You don’t want me listening in.”
Shayne put his hand on her knee. “Stick around, Lib. I’d rather not get thrown out yet-I just got here. I want to talk about the forty-thousand-buck loan from Eddie Myer.”
Grover made a quick movement.
Shayne went on, “Which doesn’t mean everybody in Dade County knows about it, but it can’t be much of a secret. My friend Tim Rourke turned it up in a couple of phone calls. It stands to reason there’s a connection between that loan and your father’s change of heart about casino gambling. If this gets to be a police matter, and at this point I think it’s bound to happen, they’ll want the full story of all your over-the-counter dealings. Who touted the electronic stock that lost you the money? Was it Lib Patrick?”
Lib smiled slightly.
Grover cleared his throat. “Are you intimating that I’ve been the victim of some kind of confidence game?”
“Well, haven’t you?” Shayne said. “You’re the administrative assistant to a big man in the legislature. Sometimes that title doesn’t mean a hell of a lot. But when it’s all in the family, when the guy works for his father and everybody trusts everybody, he’s usually the bagman who handles the off-color money, and who incidentally catches most of the stink when a deal goes sour. I can see why the judge thought it would be smart not to be here tonight.”
“As a matter of fact,” Grover said stiffly, “if you have any interest in the truth, he had to go home to mediate a wrangle about a post office appointment.”
“On the last night of the session? That’s crap, Grover, and you know it. He wanted to be miles away when this party explodes. You’re all acting like amateurs, for Christ’s sake. I’ve only been here ten minutes, and I’ve already bumped into a picture-taking setup and had a girl hold a gun on me. And I haven’t started to circulate. What did they tell you, Sam and Lib, when they asked if they could use your place?”
Grover, still very stiff, clutched his knees. “They aren’t the first lobbyists we’ve had here. They may be the last, because Father’s decided not to run for reelection. What did they tell me? They asked me to introduce them to a few key people who haven’t decided yet how they’ll vote tomorrow. Sam Rapp is a friend of mine, and he really doesn’t have two horns and a tail. That’s all we’re attempting to demonstrate. And is it so awful?”
Shayne snorted. “Lib, how’d you luck into this guy?”
“Damn it,” Grover insisted, “I resent the insinuation that there’s anything sinister or underhanded about what is essentially a social situation. Tallahassee is full of lobbyists. I don’t consider lobbyist a dirty word. Every citizen has a right to appear before the appropriate legislative body and present his views. It’s a standard part of our democratic procedure. Sam Rapp is lobbying on behalf of legalized gambling in Dade County. You and your friends are lobbying against it. To me it’s six of one and half a dozen of the other.”
“Sam spent a good many years building a front, and he’s done a good job of it. But there are some other people in the business who haven’t had time to mellow. Do you know a guy named Boots Gregory, from St. Pete?”
“I know of him.”
“He’s in town. I’ve run into him a couple of times today. And one of his boys is on the critical list with a gunshot wound. Another who was in good health at two o’clock this afternoon is dead.”
“Dead,” Grover repeated blankly.
“You’ll read about it in the morning paper.”
“Grover,” Lib said quickly before he could speak, “Mike’s trying to scare us, and I think I’d better talk to him alone.”
“Nonsense. I don’t have to be protected from the facts of life. If a man is dead-”
“I didn’t mean it that way. But Gregory was supposed to stay out of this, and let us handle it. Mike wouldn’t be here if he didn’t intend to dicker. Grover, you’ve been sweet, you couldn’t have been sweeter, but that isn’t your department.”
“I don’t want anybody twisting your arm. But if you say so-”
“Don’t tell Sam Mike’s here. He’s already about to blow, with his blood pressure. Maybe I can talk Mike into leaving the same way he came in, probably through a window.”
“I’ll be outside on the balcony. Holler if you need me-”
“Grover, go down and see if anybody needs a drink. Mike’s just fishing.”
Grover hesitated, gave Shayne a wary look and went out. Lib crossed to the door. After a moment she opened it a crack and looked out.
“Talk about trouble,” she said, coming back. “If I’d known what we were getting into-”
Shayne pulled her down and kissed her. She was surprised.
“Honey,” she said a moment later, “you’ve been smoking some of our good grass, haven’t you?”
“Yeah. You can’t really be worrying, Lib. You look great.”
“Do I?” She studied him. “I haven’t been getting enough sleep. I thought it showed.”
He assured her that she looked as well as he had ever seen her, which was perfectly true. She was wearing a dark dress of some slithery material. She led an indolent life, and her body seemed formed for indolence, its curves slow and full. She relaxed as he talked.
“Well, those are nice things to hear,” she said. “Everybody’s been so tense and ticky, but that’s not what life is all about, is it, Mike? I can tell by the way you move that you like being alive. So does Sam. Hell, I don’t know what I’m saying. I wish you’d stayed out of this. How much do we need to pay you to go home?”
“It’s too late for that, and too early for anything else. I killed a guy. His name was Ramon Elvirez. I got his neck in my hand and I was too drunk to do anything else but hang on. If that’s going to mean anything I’ve got to find out what’s happening. What was your deal with Boots Gregory?”
She thought about her answer for a moment. “No special deal. He made a small contribution to help cover our expenses, and our expenses have been brutal, incidentally. Some of these public servants are very grabby. If the bill goes through Boots will have to stand in line for a license, like everybody else. There are only going to be so many. Sam will get one. The others are still open.”
“Will Sam sponsor him?”
“Maybe not now. The one thing everybody agreed on was to leave it to us. Boots shouldn’t be within a hundred miles of here. Because… what a clown! I mean, it was bad enough the first time he tried to grab you, but then to try again and muff that one, too, how much special treatment does he deserve? You understand it’s not up to me. But the publicity has been bad, and now he’s got you mad at us. Do you really mean there’s nothing we can offer you to get you to lay off?”
“That’s what I mean.”
“Why did you come, then? Just to make trouble so you can get a story in the papers?”
“That’s the least that can happen, Lib. I haven’t had any real conversations with Sam for a couple of years, so I don’t know if he’s getting senile. It happens fast sometimes.”
“Sam is not getting senile,” she said flatly. “In any way.”
“Then I’ll cross out that possibility. Here’s another-that somebody’s sabotaging him.” With the tip of one finger, he traced a line running down her breast to the tip. “Somebody about your cup-size. He can’t last forever, and who’s going to take over when he goes? Boots Gregory would like to move up. Tampa and St. Pete are low-money towns. He may be a little slow in the I.Q., but he’s big and ballsy. He’s the kind of creep who does one-arm pushups to keep in shape. He says he has cash. He’s tattooed, which some women like.”
“Ecch,” Lib said.
“Is that all you want to say?”
She leaned forward to look at him. “Boots Gregory isn’t half as sexy as he thinks he is, and I love Sam.”
Shayne grinned.
She went on, “It’s an old word. Nobody uses it anymore. But goddamn it, I do love that man.”
“And he hasn’t killed anybody since you were two years old.”
“It was a war in those days, Mike. That doesn’t count. And it was a long time ago. People change.”
She returned his look evenly.
“If that’s the truth,” he said, “I need a new theory.”
“It’s the truth. He’s been wonderful to me.”
“Can you hold Judge Kendrick through the vote tomorrow?”
“We hope so. The word is that we have a four-vote margin in the senate, assuming that our jerky friend from St. Petersburg hasn’t scared anybody off. And assuming that you don’t pull any rabbits out of the hat in the next twelve hours.”
“You’ve got too much of a head start,” he said regretfully. “You won’t mind if I go on trying?”
“How can we stop you?”
“Not by paying me off. That kind of thing always leaks out, and it would affect my standing. But I try to be realistic, and you people seem to hold all the cards. You’ve got money and organization, and you’ve probably been working on it for months. This isn’t my ballpark and I don’t know what rules they play by around here. But I have to think about how I’ll operate after the bill goes through. I need friends in my business.”
He put his hand under her ear. Her breathing quickened. “Sam’s o.k.,” he said, “but he’s forty years older than you are. That isn’t a natural state of affairs. You’re a hell of a woman, and I know you’ve got the usual female juices.”
“Which may or may not be flowing now, Mike,” she said quietly. “What kind of deal are we really talking about?”
He moved closer. His hand started slowly down her side.
“I want you to give me Boots,” he said. “Back off when the bill goes through, and let me find out what Boots has been doing the last couple of days. I don’t have to put him in jail. I just want a small conviction so they won’t give him one of the casinos. I don’t want him in Miami.”
“Sam doesn’t like him, either. He might agree to-Mike, please stop. You broke the lock and there’s no way of locking the door. And even if there was-”
“This is the best way to negotiate,” he said, continuing to move his hand. “It’s more friendly.”
Both his arms were around her now. She shivered.
“Mike, I’m thinking about votes and money and how to apply pressure. I’m too keyed up.”
“So I notice.”
She twisted away and said shakily, “I don’t know if that’s the pot talking or what. You’re a lovely man, but let’s stick to the big questions for tonight, o.k.?”
“O.k. I had something else I wanted to ask you.” He reflected. “Can’t remember it now.”
“You’d better talk to Sam. I’ll get him.”
“I’d rather talk to you. Sam’s not a girl.”
“But he’s the one who signs the checks. Do you want another joint?”
Shayne relaxed against the pillows. “I think I’m about ready for a large brandy.”
“Coming up.”
She turned back at the door. “Did I hear you say something about some girl with a gun?”
“It’s all right, I took it away. There are too many loose guns in this country. Her name’s Anne something. If you see her tell her I’m harmless, just trying to get along, like everybody.”
“I wouldn’t say you’re exactly harmless. I’ll be back.”
She left the candle. The instant the door closed Shayne was off the bed, moving fast. He wrenched the heavy dresser around and jammed it against the door. Using his flashlight, he searched the room, concentrating on places where a small tape recorder could be hidden. He turned the furniture over, examined the bed frame and the curtain rod and looked for breaks in the molding or loose floorboards. He unscrewed the face plate of the single electric outlet.
Finding nothing, he doused the light and blew out the candle. He slid the screen out of the window, and swinging quietly onto the shed-roof, moved to the next window. He was inside by the time he heard Sam’s people trying to break into the room he had just left.



CHAPTER 7


The bed was still being used.
Shayne listened at the door, then opened it a crack. Seeing a man lounging in the next doorway, he latched the door again silently and turned the key.
The girl in the bed had seen him in the sliver of light. “Why don’t you join us, dear?” she said matter-of-factly.
Shayne was quiet, hoping she would think he had disappeared.
“I know you’re still there,” she said. “Come on, I think my date had too much to drink.”
“I’m just passing through,” Shayne said. “I’ll be leaving in a minute.”
The girl giggled. Shayne moved away from the door.
He heard more footsteps in the next bedroom. A voice called from the window, “See anybody down there?”
“Not yet,” a voice answered cautiously from below.
A match flared in front of Shayne. The girl who was holding up the match to inspect him had a shock of long, untidy red hair which partially concealed her face. Her body was showing, however. Shayne gave her a half-salute.
“Grover asked me to look around and make sure everything’s satisfactory.”
She peered past the little flame. “It’s not too satisfactory up here. I didn’t see you downstairs.”
“I just came. Watch out, you’ll burn yourself.”
She shook out the match and took one more step, which brought her into contact with Shayne.
“I didn’t mean that about joining us-I was trying to be cool. I thought you were some kind of peeping tom. What’s the trouble next door?”
“One of the girls stole a wedding ring. We can’t let that happen.”
“Heaven forbid.” She took hold of Shayne with both hands. “And you’re a goddamn liar, because I wasn’t so busy I didn’t see you climb in the window. Listen, I’ve got a good idea.”
She explained it briefly, without relinquishing her grip on his arms.
“That sounds very interesting,” Shayne said, “but I’ve got to be moving. A lot to do.”
“I don’t think you work for Grover. I think you’re a prowler. I think I’ll scream.”
As she sucked in her breath, her breasts touched him in the darkness. He found her mouth and kissed her.
“Don’t scream. You’ll spoil the party.”
“Maybe I will, maybe I won’t. Tell me again who you are, and this time make it convincing.”
“I’m doing free-lance research for the Drew Pearson column,” Shayne said. “If you’re really interested I’ll show you my credentials. Who’s in the bed?”
“The Honorable Sig Olsen from Balmain County,” a voice announced, “and I’m not as comatose as some people seem to think. I’m resting, had a hard day. Come on back. Count to three. One, two-”
“Right away, honey,” she said, still holding Shayne’s arms. “We don’t want an audience. I’ll get rid of this guy first.”
“I’ll start over. One, two-”
“I think he’s serious,” Shayne said.
“So am I,” the girl said. Coming up on tiptoe, she bit him on the neck. “I’m so turned on it isn’t funny. He sounds o.k., but he’s gone. All he can do is talk.”
After a pause the voice from the bed said, “What comes after two?”
The girl whispered in Shayne’s ear, “You’re on the wrong side, aren’t you, Buster? Whoever you are. Be nice to me or so help me I’ll start yelling. And which would be worse?”
Shayne heard footsteps on the balcony, and Lib’s voice: “He’s still somewhere in the house.”
The girl went on, “If they knock I’ll tell them we’re busy.”
“One, two-” the man in the bed said sleepily.
“What I mean is,” the girl said, “do you have any choice?”
Some time later, leaving the girl asleep, Shayne went to the window. Something moved in the shadows below, and he saw the eye of a cigarette.
Going to the door he unlocked it and checked the balcony. It seemed to be empty. After waiting a moment he eased out.
The party was beginning to pick up momentum. Four men, including one of the power company repairmen, were singing barbershop harmony. On the other side of the main room Shayne saw Grover Kendrick sprawled on one of the wicker sofas, his head in a girl’s lap. With his flashlight, Shayne picked at Grover’s eyes until Grover turned his head and saw him. Shayne pointed toward the porch.
At the foot of the stairs, Shayne was hailed by Matt McGranahan. The senator was redder in the face than usual, and his cheeks seemed plumper. He needed something to hold onto, and he used Shayne.
“Isn’t it a fine party, Mike? It’s like the old days. Money’s no object. It’s taken twenty years off my age.”
“Have you seen Lib?”
McGranahan shook him. “She was looking for you. What a gorgeous dish, Michael. She makes me think of a Scandinavian girl I met in my first session of the legislature. She could grind her ass and generate enough electricity to start an eight-cylinder motor. Great heavens above, I used to come home from some of those parties walking on my knees. The railroads would come up and spend upwards of two hundred thousand clams in sixty days. The champagne flowed like tap water. A long time ago now, before they invented computers. Where’s your drink, Mike? There’s a well-stocked bar.”
“Matt, I’m working. It’s been good to talk to you.”
“The year we put through pari-mutuel racing,” McGranahan went on nostalgically. “Many a back-country lawyer went home from that session a rich man. The girls, Mike. They brought in busloads of Cuban girls, you wouldn’t believe your eyes. Young, talented, lovely, every color of the rainbow. It was a happy time. Nobody was mean about it. Nobody was ashamed. In many ways politics in this state has gone to hell.”
“Are you going to vote for the casinos?”
McGranahan winked. “Ask me after the prayer tomorrow. I’m going to have to look at my hole cards, I’m going to consult my conscience, and then I’m going to vote for the side that seems to make the best sense. Because it’s when they get bidding against each other that things start to sparkle. Right now I lean in Sam’s direction. He does things with style. And Lib Patrick is the world’s most beautiful gal. They’re prepared to be generous, and in the right way, the happy way. None of that horse manure about consultant fees or retainers. Cash! That shows real acumen, and people like that deserve to win. They’ll run a happy casino.” His grip loosened. “Mike, you’re an old, old friend. I want to introduce you to an English bird. Real class.”
“I’ve already met her.”
“Are you having a good time, Mike? If there’s anything you want, mention it to Lib. Tell her you’re a friend of mine, and I know she’ll arrange it.”
“Right now I need some air,” Shayne said.
“God, when I remember that pari-mutuel party. Those Cuban gals.”
Shayne freed himself. Sam Rapp had entered by the front door. His shoulders drooped, his eyes seemed glazed. Shayne stepped out onto the screen porch, where Grover was waiting.
“Not here,” Grover said.
He went to the end of the porch with Shayne following. At the corner of the building, Grover beckoned again and went among the parked cars. He opened the door of a Dodge convertible.
“It’s probably safe here.”
“Let me pick the car, Grover.”
“I don’t blame you for being suspicious. Why I ever let myself get involved with these people-”
Shayne moved on, and chose a long official Cadillac. They entered the front seat through opposite doors. Grover started talking even before turning around.
“I’ve been thinking it over. It took a minute to register. I don’t think I trust you, but if I could just buy some time-I’ve got a splitting headache. That’s what gin does to me. Why do I never drink anything but Martinis? To punish myself, probably. Could you persuade that reporter to hold up publication of the story about the money I borrowed from Eddie Myer?”
“Maybe. But Tim doesn’t like to kill a story unless it gets him a bigger one.”
“I seem to be in a jam here, don’t I? I wish you hadn’t mentioned Boots Gregory. I hear he’s not only mean but stupid, and that’s a bad combination.”
He pulled at the stump of a cigar. In the sudden glow, his face looked younger and more vulnerable.
“I don’t believe in being hypocritical. Let’s not pretend the special interests don’t run this state. They always have and they always will. Never mind what they teach in social studies.”
“There goes my last illusion,” Shayne said. “Move it along, Grover. I don’t have time to talk about political theory.”
“No, no,” Grover insisted. “You have to understand or you’ll make the wrong move. My old man has his complexities, like the rest of us. You have to be careful or he’ll skin you and nail your hide to the barn door.”
“Speed it up.”
Turning, Grover said in a measured voice, “If you don’t want to listen to what I’m saying, get the hell out of this car.”
“I’m listening,” Shayne said impatiently.
“All right. That forty thousand from Eddie Myer and my little speculation in Aero-Electronics have nothing to do with this. It’s in a different category. The legislature meets only sixty days every biennium, which leaves me some time to fill. Dad doesn’t expect me to hang around Leesville drawing up those exciting wills and making out those melodramatic tax returns. I made a couple of deliberate goofs, to get the point across. I met Lib through McGranahan. Don’t get the wrong idea. We haven’t been to bed together. The Regency may not be the liveliest hotel in Miami Beach, but it’s comfortable-”
“Grover, do you understand that they’re all around us? Skip the things I already know.”
“Bear with me a minute, can’t you? I’m not the one who pushes the Aye or Nay button in the vote tomorrow. The fact that I had a little bad luck in the stock market has no bearing on how Dad votes on any matter. Believe me! Admittedly, he’s not a rich man. You know how much they pay senators in this state, and the law business in Leesville is not, shall we say, lucrative. But he has a position as majority leader, there are expenses he can’t avoid, and he accepts contributions from people who would rather have a responsible man in that office than some demagogue.”
“I get the idea.”
“But bear this in mind. No matter who contributes to this fund or how much, Dad doesn’t let it affect the way he votes. He votes according to his convictions. His convictions usually coincide with those of his backers, but what’s surprising about that? He’s economically and politically conservative, and so are they. No one could buy a statement like the one he made on the casino bill. He believes exactly what he said-that it may be the one way left to save Florida from disaster. A financial contribution from your people won’t change that, not one iota.”
Shayne was beginning to listen more closely, not so much to the words as to the tone.
“What would he be willing to do, and how much would it cost us?”
“He’d keep hands off, is the thing. The statement’s equivocal enough so those on his side of the aisle who usually follow his lead can vote as they like. There are at least six votes still uncommitted. They’re waiting for the word. All right. Dad will make clear that this is not a party matter. If you like I’ll conduct the negotiations. Fifty thousand should cover it.”
“Who do you think would give me fifty thousand?”
“Please.” He pitched his cigar out the window. “Don’t spar with me, Shayne. I happen to know that Sheldon Maslow has authority to draw up to a hundred, no questions asked. I’m running a risk here! This is your best deal. You won’t improve it by quibbling.”
“If Sam bought off the loan shark for you he’s not going to like this.”
“Sam doesn’t worry me. As you pointed out, he’s old. You must realize that Lib is doing the masterminding, and she can handle him.”
“Let’s get this straight. For fifty thousand you’ll-”
Grover fumbled with a three-cigar package. It shot out of his hands.
“I’m nervous as a witch. Say yes or no, will you? That fifty thousand is a firm figure. What the hell happened to those cigars?”
They had fallen on Shayne’s side, and he picked them up for him. At that moment the door opened and a bright light hit him in the eyes. A state highway patrolman was pointing a flashlight and a gun at him. The gun was far enough into the light so he would be sure to see it.
“Don’t shoot,” Shayne said wearily. “I was about to leave anyway.”
“There,” the cop said, as though gentling a horse.
He had a face like a side of beef, crosshatched with capillaries. His stomach, straining against the buttons of his shirt and pants, bulged menacingly toward Shayne. He put his flashlight on the ledge over the dashboard and took the cigar package out of Shayne’s hands. Warning Shayne not to move, he opened the box.
At this point Shayne was hardly surprised to see that it was full of money.



CHAPTER 8


Shayne glanced at Grover. “That was pretty good timing. What was the signal, when you threw away the cigar?”
“What are we talking about?”
“A word of advice, Grover. You’re playing with some pretty rough people. You may not be up to it.”
Grover laughed. “For a private detective, you’re really naive. Where’d you get the idea my father would sell his vote? That’s not how he does things.”
The highway cop took the folded bills out of the package. “Green. My favorite color.”
“I want a receipt for that,” Shayne told him.
“A what?” the cop demanded, looking down at him.
“The theory is that I was about to bribe Grover with that money, and you caught me in the act. I don’t want any evidence to disappear on the way to the barracks.”
“I hope you’re not going to deny-”
“I’ll plead later. If you’re arresting me I want a receipt for the money. If this is a shakedown, say so and I’ll be on my way.”
“Give him the receipt, Boyer,” Grover said. “And then carry him out of here. I have a headache and it’s killing me.”
Mumbling, Boyer counted the bills on the Cadillac’s fender.
“Fifteen thousand. I heard you offer him fifty. Where’s the rest of it?”
“Well, look at him,” Shayne said. “Would you trust him with the full price until you were sure he could deliver?”
The patrolman, not at all happy about it, sprawled a receipt on a page of his notebook. Shayne asked to see his identification, to verify his signature. A woman screamed. In a reflex action, Boyer snatched out his gun and whipped around.
“God!” Grover exclaimed.
Leaping out of the car, he set off for the building at a head-down run. Two girls, only partly dressed, burst out of the side door. There was an ugly flickering light in the main room.
Boyer thrust the money into his side pocket. Then he paused and came back to Shayne, reaching for his handcuffs.
“Better get on your radio, fast,” Shayne said.
“I don’t need any advice from you,” Boyer said viciously.
Shayne pulled his hands out of the other man’s reach. “You can use some help. Everybody’s drunk in there.”
With an obscenity, Boyer laid his gun alongside Shayne’s head. “Any more of your mouth and I’ll put lead in your skull! You draw down those big fees, and think you can come up here and push us country boys around. Put your hands where I can get at them!”
There was a crazy light in his eyes. Shayne lowered his hands slowly. He offered his left wrist because he had already worn handcuffs once that day and his right was chafed.
“The other one, the other one!” Boyer said.
He clicked the cuffs shut and wrenched Shayne’s arm across his body to lock him to the steering wheel.
This had taken a few seconds, and in that short time the fire had made astonishing headway. The end of the building was ablaze. People spilled out doors and windows. There was a low ominous crackle behind the smoke. The roof caught with a whoosh.
Boyer stopped as the heat hit him. Sam Rapp hurtled past, his clothes smoking. Shayne was out of the Cadillac on the driver’s side, yelling.
“Upstairs! A locked bedroom! Two people-”
The highway patrolman backed away from the fire. Shayne leaned on the horn, but the blasts were swallowed up in the rising roar of the flames.
“Rourke!” he yelled, seeing the reporter.
Rourke, his forearm raised to shield his face, moved around the end of the building at a shambling run. Shayne blew the horn again. When his friend still didn’t hear him, Shayne swore savagely, slipped back behind the wheel and started the motor. He slammed the indicator into drive. He couldn’t bring the wheel all the way around without breaking his arm, and the Cadillac didn’t complete the turn. It smashed into a small Porsche.
Hearing the crash, Rourke turned. His face was blackened. He ran toward Shayne, waving.
Shayne cut him off. “Maslow’s passed out in there! Tell the goddamn cop. The last bedroom upstairs. And there’s a girl tied up on the floor.”
Rourke blinked down at the handcuffs and raced off to intercept the cop, who was walking away from the building. Shayne gauged the progress of the fire through narrowed eyes. The flames were still confined to the main room, but beneath the dense smoke they must be spreading fast.
Boyer, without listening to Rourke, threw him off and continued toward his parked car. The second highway patrolman was standing by the front bumper, watching the fire open-mouthed. Rourke raged at them both, gesticulating toward the fire, until Boyer turned toward him ponderously and threatened him with a meaty fist. When Rourke continued to argue, Boyer, with a terrible slow patience, unfastened his pistol holster.
Rourke ran back to the Cadillac. “The son of a bitch is in shock.”
“Tim, for Christ’s sake, get in there. He’s in the end bedroom of the balcony. Go in from outside. There’s time. Tim, get moving. You’ve got about a minute. What’s the matter with you?”
“I broke my goddamned fingers diving out a window!” Rourke shouted. He waved his left hand in front of Shayne’s face. “I’m not hauling any senators out of a burning building.”
Shayne shook the handcuffs angrily. Rourke darted off and intercepted Matt McGranahan. He pointed at the fire, talking earnestly. As soon as McGranahan understood what he was being asked to do he backed away, shaking his head.
“I didn’t hear you!” He cut past the Cadillac, and shouted to Shayne, “Too loud, didn’t hear him!”
Rourke sent an anguished look at Shayne, and ran off to try the highway patrolmen again. Shayne swung back into the car, jackknifing his powerful body into a crouch between the top of the front seat and the roof. He forced the steering wheel through a quarter-turn to ease the drag on his wrist. This model Cadillac came with a collapsible steering post, to protect the driver from being skewered during head-on collisions. Shayne gave the rim of the wheel a powerful downward kick. Nothing happened.
He changed position and kicked again. This time he succeeded in shearing off the breakaway pin. The post telescoped inside its safety bushing. Gripping the wheel in both hands, Shayne pulled it back hard against the upper collar. When it jammed he wrenched upward with a powerful twisting motion, using his full strength, and forced it past the obstruction. An instant later he was out of the car.
“Too late!” Rourke cried as he ran past. “The whole building-”
Boyer, the beefy state cop, loomed up in Shayne’s path, his face crimson. He reached out. Without breaking stride, Shayne brought the steering wheel around in a flat sweep, smashing the trooper’s jaw.
He veered as the heat hit him. Lib Patrick and Sam Rapp were standing together. Lib’s dress was torn to the waist.
“Mike,” she called. “What are you-”
He was past. A tongue of flame licked out from the wall. He whirled, grasped the neck of Lib’s torn dress with his free hand and ripped it all the way down. Another quick pull and it came free.
Sam shouted something. Rounding the end of the porch, Shayne plunged into the lake, going all the way down into the mud and the weeds. He came up sputtering, and whipped the wet dress around his head for protection.
The sawhorse was still against the wall where he had left it. He exploded up onto the shed-roof and climbed, bent over, toward the bedroom windows.
The shingles were alive with flame but the wall was still intact. Stabbing out with the steering wheel, Shayne battered the screen out of the window, took a deep breath and plunged through.
He could feel the heat through his shoes. The dress slipped down over his eyes. He groped blindly through the smoke, swinging his left hand a few inches above the floor.
His fingers fastened on a man’s shirt.
He covered the rest of the room in wide fast sweeps. The girl he had left tied up on the floor was gone.
Returning to Maslow, Shayne dragged him roughly to the window. A patch of ceiling came down, showering them both with bits of burning lath. He coughed smoke out of his lungs, filled them with uncontaminated air from the window, and began the difficult job of heaving the unconscious senator over the sill.
He was hampered by the steering wheel. Fire broke through the floor a few feet away. On the other side of the room the bed was ablaze. Gripping Maslow under one shoulder, Shayne threw himself backward. The heavy body hung at the point of balance for an instant, and Shayne lost him.
Another patch of ceiling fell. Shayne leaned all the way out the window to get more air. The dress was on fire, and he wrenched it off and threw it away. Maslow’s hair was burning. Shayne slapped out the flames. This time he hoisted the body with both arms, getting leverage from the stub of the steering post, backed against the window and they both went out together.
The wheel snagged and checked Shayne abruptly. Momentum pulled Maslow out of his grasp. Shayne freed himself, feeling one foot go through the shingles. He overtook the rolling body, steered it to the edge of the roof and down the sloping joist until it could be reached from below. Rourke was there. So was Matt McGranahan.
Shayne came down in a shower of sparks. Going headlong, he rolled over and over until he was sure all the fires were out. McGranahan and Rourke, with his one hand, dragged Maslow away from the blaze.
Rourke, looking up at Shayne, asked the obvious question.
“I’m great,” Shayne said savagely. “Nothing I like better than pulling a dead man out of a fire.”
“Is he dead?” Rourke asked, looking down.
“He isn’t breathing. That’s a pretty good sign.”
“It’s Shell Maslow!” McGranahan exclaimed, looking down. “Now that’s typical of the guy. I know he wasn’t invited.”



CHAPTER 9


Shayne pulled McGranahan around.
“Give him mouth-to-mouth,” he snapped. “Open his mouth and blow into it hard. Keep it up till somebody tells you to stop. Tim.”
He stepped back among the trees. The bedroom wall, which Shayne had dived through a moment before, was now a sheet of flames. The building was going fast.
“I’ve got to stay out of sight. Find the highway patrolman and see if you can get his keys. It shouldn’t be hard if he’s unconscious. I need to get rid of this wheel.”
“Mike, was Maslow dead when you picked him up?”
“How should I know? I didn’t listen for a heartbeat. Is your helicopter still around?”
“Yeah, at Tallahassee airport.”
“I want to borrow it.”
The last section of roof fell in, and the flames swirled up with the roar of a waterfall. As Rourke started away, Shayne heard the cry of an outboard motor.
He came forward, frowning. The parking lot was still blocked, and Shayne thought he had immobilized the boats. Swearing, he set out on a wide circle around the fire. He was on the wrong side of the driveway. He hesitated before stepping out of the shadows.
The second state highway patrolman, the younger of the two, was walking toward him. Shayne saw him too late.
“I’m Michael Shayne,” he said crisply. “Move your cruiser out to the gate and don’t let anybody leave before the city cops get here. This is going to be a hell of a story. A senator’s dead.”
The patrolman rubbed his mouth and looked wonderingly at the steering wheel. “I only had this job two days, and something like this has to happen. What did you say that name was, again?”
Shayne snapped it out like a command. An instant later he was among the trees.
The outboard motor seemed to be moving straight across the lake. Shayne broke into a run. The boathouse was burning from the roof down. The light of the flames showed him both boats where he had left them. He fished the spark plugs out of his pocket and screwed them in. He tried the ignition, and the motor answered with a full-throated roar.
Shayne backed out of the slot and wheeled about in a wide arc. Behind him, the boathouse rafters came down in a shower of sparks. He throttled down until he could hear the other motor, and aimed at the sound.
He must have been visible against the fire, but he wasn’t able to pick up the other boat until he was three-quarters of the way across. He tried dashboard knobs until he found the one that turned on the front light. He was up to full power, and the gap was narrowing. The smaller boat bore to the left, aiming at the shore at the nearest point.
Shayne crossed its wake, then cut sharply to his own left and shot past. He had the wheel over hard. The other boat, merely a fishing skiff with a motor clamped to its stern, sprang into outline. It carried two people, a man and a woman.
A flash of light winked at Shayne.
He completed his circle and came back, aiming at the point where the two arcs would intersect. There was another flash. He ducked, holding the wheel steady. He counted to five slowly, before raising his head for a quick look.
The girl at the tiller of the outboard-it was Lib Patrick-had heeled too far over for the boat’s speed, and it was bucking badly. Shayne changed course, then gave the wheel a sudden half-spin. The boats missed by inches, and the smaller boat nearly capsized.
Shayne came back at full speed. Both figures in the boat were waving. Their boat seemed to be settling, stern first.
The motor, no longer running, was almost under water. Again Shayne passed within inches. The skiff rocked violently and shipped more water.
He came around for another pass. He roared down, swinging the wheel at the last possible instant. The skiff was barely afloat. Sam Rapp, behind Lib, was knee-deep in water, his face disfigured.
Shayne completed the top loop of a long figure-eight and started back. The skiff was gone. As he approached the spot where he had seen it last, his headlight picked up the two figures in the water.
Lib cried, “Mike, he can’t swim!”
Shayne wheeled around in a slow, contracting circle. Picking up a cork cushion he scaled it out as he passed. It skidded over the choppy water and Lib grabbed it.
Shayne cut his power and continued to tighten the loops until the boat lost way.
Lib called urgently, across the ten yards that separated them, “I can’t hold him! He’s going under.”
“Will I get shot if I pull you in?” Shayne asked quietly.
“He didn’t know it was you. Please. I can’t-”
“Hang on and don’t panic,” Shayne said without sympathy. “How deep is it, can you stand?”
“No!”
“Give me a minute. Maybe I can think of something.”
He looked around the deck and found a coiled line. After lashing a buoy to its free end he tossed it out. He felt the tug as she took hold, like a trout striking.
He reeled them in. When he felt the bump he kept tension on the line but made no attempt to haul them aboard.
“What happened to the gun?”
“Mike-for the love of God! I don’t know. It’s at the bottom of the lake. Please, please.”
Shayne twisted the line around a cleat and pointed his flashlight over the side. Lib was clutching the rope. Sam was clutching Lib, using the classic front-stranglehold.
“Mike,” she gasped.
“O.k., I believe you. Sam first.”
Reaching down, he grasped Sam’s collar. She had to claw herself loose. The little man proved to be surprisingly light.
Shayne hauled him over the side and dropped him on deck, where he lay on his stomach coughing out lake water. Before leaving him, Shayne gave him a fast one-handed frisk to be sure he was no longer armed.
Lib reached up for Shayne’s hand. He put the flashlight beam in her eyes.
“I’ve got the advantage for the time being,” he said coldly, “and I’d better hold onto it. What clothes are you wearing?”
“What clothes?”
“Yeah. And don’t repeat everything I say. It annoys me.”
“You ripped off my dress, don’t you remember? You know what I’m wearing. I found a sweatshirt in the boat and put it on.”
“What else?”
“Well, a bra and-Mike, you know, the regular things. I’m not concealing a gun, if that’s what you mean. Please help me get out.”
“Hand up your clothes. You can keep the sweatshirt. I want everything else.”
“Mike, why?”
When he answered only by snapping his fingers she said angrily, “All right, damn you.”
The bra came up first, then a garter belt, pants, and, finally, stockings. Shayne tested the seams before tossing each garment aside.
“Now I’m going to ask you a couple of questions.”
“Let me get in the boat? I’ll tell you anything you want to know. I’m afraid of eels.”
Shayne laughed. “They’ve got sense enough to be afraid of you. Who’s this girl named Anne? Blonde, with an English accent. You know the one I mean.”
“She’s just a face and a name. One of the others recommended her.”
“What is she, a call girl?”
“If you have to have a label.”
“Call girls don’t usually carry guns. It’s all this money floating around-everybody seems to want some. Where did the fire start?”
“I don’t know. I was making a drink. There was a kind of flash and all the walls were burning at once.”
“An explosion?”
“No bang or anything. More like a pop.”
“Did you and Sam give orders to let Tim Rourke in?”
“Apparently Grover did that.”
“Why?”
“He keeps doing dumb things. He’s so sick of his job, he wants to make sure his father doesn’t run again.”
“How much of that six hundred thousand have you and Sam spent so far?”
“You’ll have to ask Sam.”
“I could do that, but you’re the one in the water.”
“I guess most of it’s gone, Mike, I don’t know exactly. Five hundred?”
“How much of that went to Judge Kendrick?”
“You know I can’t tell you that, Mike.”
Returning to the cabin, Shayne cranked the engine and headed out toward the middle of the lake. Sam staggered into the doorway.
“Lib-”
“It’s a game, Sam. She knows I don’t mean it.” He throttled down and looked at Sam curiously. “Have you had a checkup lately?”
“Why?”
“You must be pushing sixty-five. It’s time you slowed down.”
“Don’t I know it,” Sam said bitterly.
“How do you explain all this? You were shooting at me a couple of minutes ago. How long since you shot at anybody?”
Sam sighed heavily. “Years.”
“Maybe I’d be doing you a favor if I cut her loose in the middle of the lake.”
“She’s a fair swimmer. She’d make it.”
They looked at each other for a moment. Then, switching off the power, he moved Sam out of the doorway and returned to the cleat, where he checked the line. In a moment Lib’s head appeared over the side. He loosened the half-hitch he had taken around the cleat and she fell back in the water.
“I asked you about Judge Kendrick,” he said.
“Are you taping this?”
“You never know, do you? It’s an electronic business these days.”
“Can I have a minute alone with Sam?”
“No.”
“Because we might be able to work something out. It’s tricky. I’m not trying to bribe you. I know you better than that, after we shot at you and tried to put you in jail overnight. That gives you an incentive. But Mike, there’s a way you could really clean up, you could clear an easy fifty thousand dollars without going unethical in any way-”
Shayne kept quiet.
“Mike, pull me out. I have to see your face, to watch how you react. If I do this wrong-”
She thought a moment more, and then said decisively, “No. I can’t take the chance. I’d have to be 100 percent sure we weren’t talking into a microphone. So screw you, Mike, to be vulgar about it. Go ahead, untie the rope or whatever. I won’t drown.”
“All right.” Shayne began working at the knot.
Her voice rose. “This isn’t all so gay and carefree, you know. People could get killed.”
“People already have got killed.”
“Gregory’s guy, I know. Sam and I both cried.”
“I mean Sheldon Maslow.”
Sam came careening along the deck and seized Shayne’s arm. “Maslow? Did you say Maslow?”
Lib, from the water, said, “How did he-”
“Let’s all calm down,” Shayne said. “Let go of my arm, Sam.”
After an instant Sam released Shayne’s arm and collapsed on the padded bench along the boat’s side. Shayne decided to find out how they communicated with each other.
“I’m pulling you in now,” he told the girl in the water, “but I’m a little short-tempered so do it my way.”
“Give me something to put on.”
“Not yet,” he said, reaching down to take her hand.
He pulled, and she came up the side and leaped on deck, dripping. Her white hair was a mess, falling stringily about her face. She dragged at the bottom of the sweatshirt. It came down just about far enough.
“Mike, this is silly. Let me get dressed. I feel so exposed.”
Shayne aimed the flashlight in another direction. “Now hold your hands out to the side. Straight out. Further than that, and hold still. I’m going to search you.”
“Search me!” she said indignantly. “I haven’t got one stitch on except this sweatshirt.”
Sam rumbled a warning behind Shayne.
Shayne said sharply without turning, “Don’t try anything, Sam. And Lib, for God’s sake stop being coy. We’re all over voting age. I’ll just call your attention to this Cadillac steering wheel. I’ve already knocked out one set of teeth with it, and I’m ready to knock out two more. Are you listening, damn you?”
“Yes,” Lib said.
“Sam?”
“Yeah.”
“O.k. I still don’t know what the hell you people think you’re doing. Maybe you’re imbeciles-maybe. You laid fifteen thousand on the line to put me out of circulation till tomorrow. I know I wasn’t trying to corrupt Grover. But unless I can fill in a few blank places on the map, I think they may be able to stick me with it. That’s a three-to-ten year jolt.”
“The charges will be dropped tomorrow morning as soon as the senate votes,” Lib assured him.
“You don’t know the law, baby. The complainant can’t drop the charges. All you can do is refuse to appear. Boyer saw me offering the money. He heard me working toward a top price of fifty thousand, and because of that smash in the mouth he won’t be feeling like giving me any breaks.”
Again her arms began to drop. He lifted the steering wheel.
“Lib.”
“Yes, Mike,” she said in a hurry.
“I’m checking a theory. There’s no use buying votes unless you can make sure you’re getting what you pay for. Maybe you threw this party to collect blackmail on your guests, but that’s the dirty way to do it. A series of statements on tape would be just as good.”
“Mike, we’d implicate ourselves.”
“You’d put them around privately, so no other lobbyist would trust the same people again. You and Grover were having a serious talk tonight in a locked bedroom. I searched the room after you left and I didn’t find anything.”
She said suddenly, “So that’s why you-”
“Sure,” Shayne said when she stopped. “That’s why I gave you the alcohol rub, without the alcohol. Don’t worry about it, Sam. She walked out before I got to any of the interesting places.”
He reached for the sweatshirt. She moved back.
“You’re right, Mike. I’ll give it to you.”
“I don’t want it to end up in the lake. I’ve gone to too much trouble.”
Letting the steering wheel dangle, he lifted her sweatshirt and found a long cylindrical recorder taped beneath her breasts.
She shivered away. “Damn you, will you hurry? I’m embarrassed.”
She winced as he freed the recorder. He glanced at it briefly and dropped it into his pocket.
“Japanese, no doubt. What will they think of next? Now we’ll talk about Senator Maslow.”
He stepped out of the way so they could look at each other, and saw her eyebrows come down warningly.
“Don’t try any cops’ tricks, Mike,” she said quietly. “How did it happen?”
“He was in a bedroom closet. There were two holes bored in the door and he had an infra-red flashbulb in his pocket. I didn’t find a camera. The way it looked, or the way it was meant to look, he was taking pictures as people went in and out. If the pictures were lurid enough he could use them as ammunition. A monotonous way to spend an evening, and he had a bottle of bourbon to keep him company. He was asleep when I saw him. I locked the door and took the key with me. Then the fire broke out. I was handcuffed to a steering wheel. I didn’t get there in time.”
“He died in the fire?”
“Apparently. But if we can find out who started the fire, if it turns out to be somebody who had a motive for killing Maslow and knew he was unconscious in a locked room, we can get a conviction for manslaughter. That’s my ambition right now.”
“How can you prove who started the fire? Everybody was high as a kite, walking around with candles-”
“I didn’t say it would be easy.”
She gave Sam a quick look as he started to speak. “We’d better start thinking in terms of a lawyer.”
“If you want to do it that way,” Shayne said. “He’ll tell you about the law on conspiracy. If you’ve got a common purpose they can get you whether or not you struck the match yourself.”
“Hand me my pants, Mike.”
“If you have anything to say now would be a good time to say it, while I’m still moving around.”
“I’d say the conversation is over, wouldn’t you, Sam?”
“Just about,” Sam said. He hesitated. “Mike, I wish you’d go someplace, it would be better for everybody, yourself included, but I know how you operate. Just the same, don’t let this bribery business with Grover and the cop weigh too much-I’ve got friends, I’ll straighten it out in the morning.”
“By making a statement that you set it up?”
“No-o. It was all a misunderstanding. You know. Grover can say it was his money, he was trying to hire you away.”
Shayne shook his head. “They’ll still have me for assaulting a police officer. They like to get convictions on that.” He went to the cabin and started the engine. Lib and Sam conferred in low voices while Shayne came about. He looked back once while he headed for the opposite shore, and saw her getting into her wet underclothes.
The fire was still burning strongly, but without the wildness it had had at first. Shayne was angling to the left, aiming at a spot a quarter mile from the burning building and the people around it.
“How are you going to work this?” Lib said from the doorway.
“I’m going to let you walk. Then I have to get rid of this steering wheel. After that I’ll need a fifteen-minute start. Right about here should do it.”
The motor idling, he drifted in toward a public boat-landing, a wooden ramp and a shack selling bait and soft drinks. It appeared deserted.
“You can follow the shore, or take the driveway out to the road, depending on how embarrassed you are about your costume.” He glanced at her. “You look pretty good, as a matter of fact.”
Her hand went to her hair. “I do not.”
“I don’t think it’s over your head here.”
“Mike, you mean it, don’t you?”
“I mean it.”
She drew a deep breath and slipping over the side, lowered herself into the water. It rose as high as her waist.
“Mud,” she said. “Squishy and probably full of broken glass. Coming, Sam?”
Sam gave a snort of laughter. He slid awkwardly into the water.
“However it works out, Mike, things are usually interesting when you’re around.”
“I don’t think it’s so damn funny,” Lib said grimly. “If I cut an artery, Mike, I’m going to collect as much blood from you as I lose.”
Shayne swung the flashlight around and lit their way to shore. He left them arguing in front of the bait shack.



CHAPTER 10


Michael Shayne, looking down from the Miami News helicopter, saw the lights of the little city of Leesville, county seat of Jackson County, represented in the Florida Senate for the last thirty years by Judge Grover Kendrick. The pilot set the craft down nicely in the parking lot behind the courthouse.
Having called Kendrick before leaving Tallahassee, Shayne was expected. As he stepped out he was met by a 250-pounder with the unmistakable air of a small-town deputy sheriff. He was an outdoorsman, but that didn’t mean that he got much exercise. He was wearing a stained felt hat and a wrinkled summer suit, bulging in the spot where he would be expected to carry a gun.
He looked Shayne over elaborately, screwing up his little elephants’ eyes. “Mike Shayne-we’re flattered.”
He led the way to a side entrance in the ornate marble building, coming down too hard on his heels, the walk of a whiskey-drinker. Inside, the air had a characteristic courthouse taste, as though it had been in and out of too many lungs. Crossing a lobby lit by a single naked bulb, they passed underneath a display of bullet-torn regimental flags from the losing side in the Civil War, and entered an office.
Judge Kendrick was sitting behind the receptionist’s desk, his carved cane lying in front of him. One gnarled fist was wrapped around a paper cup. The men in the room-there were four or five-averaged fifty pounds apiece overweight. The air was heavy with cigar smoke and male companionship.
They all looked at Shayne as though they considered him a threat to their standard of living and their way of life.
“This here’s Mike Shayne,” the deputy said unnecessarily. “All the way from Miami.”
Kendrick broke the silence that followed by coming to his feet and stretching out a hand. “Yes, I met Shayne this morning at the capitol. I didn’t expect to see you again so soon, but it’s a pleasure and an honor. Let me introduce you around.”
The man who had guided Shayne in from the helicopter was, in fact, a deputy sheriff, named Grady Turner. Next Shayne shook hands with the sheriff. He had the same look around the chops and the same overflowing belly, but he had had a decade longer to ripen. Of the others, one was called “Commissioner,” another “Doc.” They all had chilling smiles and firm handshakes. They looked Shayne in the eye when they shook hands, obviously sincere about hoping he would prove to be a friend so they wouldn’t be called upon to stomp him.
“You boys are going to have to excuse us,” Kendrick told the gathering. “Can’t keep a helicopter waiting.”
He insisted that Shayne precede him, and Grady Turner closed the door behind them. They were in the judge’s own office, a comfortable room furnished with guns and law books, with a large inscribed color photograph of the most recent Democratic president.
The judge stumped to a file and took out a quart mason-jar filled with colorless liquid. There was a burst of hearty male laughter from the outer office, causing a shadow of annoyance to cross his face.
“Let you have a taste of something special,” he said. “Jackson County’s finest export product. Some little old boys made it in the brush up along the Alabama line, but they never applied for a United States revenue permit so you know we had to confiscate it.”
He broke out two paper cups and filled them both, handing one to Shayne. Sitting down behind his big desk, he motioned Shayne to a leather chair facing him.
“Only thing wrong with it, you better drink it fast. Or the wax on the inside of the cup is going to melt on you.”
Shayne emptied his cup in one long swallow.
“It’s smooth,” he agreed. “I don’t want to keep you up any longer than I have to, so-”
“Let me break in briefly. You said you have something for me to hear, and I’ll gladly listen. First let me say a word about your presentation before the committee this morning. Life would be easier if all our witnesses were as succinct. You’re a persuasive arguer. In point of fact, you came close to convincing me.”
“You must have a pretty good idea what I have in my pocket.”
Kendrick lighted a cigar with a kitchen match. “Some proof of lobbying activities on the part of proponents of the bill, I expect. I’m not still wet behind the ears. I’ve spent many a long year ambulating around the corridors of the capitol, observing the interaction of politics and human nature. If this bill passes tomorrow, certain citizens of Dade County stand to benefit enormously, and they can be expected to bend every effort to assure a favorable outcome. Being the kind of people they are, their methods of advocacy may not be gentlemanly or even entirely legal. This is one of the innumerable factors we are obliged to consider. To quote from your testimony, ‘You have to remember these people are crooks.’ Words to that effect. Should we permit such people to solve the state’s financial problems? That is part of the quandary. Did you read the statement I put out yesterday?”
“I’ve been told about it.”
“I tried to pose the questions objectively, without the emotionalism that always seems to force its way in when legalized gambling is mentioned. The tourist interests are for this bill. My own views on the subject of skinning the hapless tourist happen to be somewhat reactionary, but each year tourism contributes more and more, percentage-wise, to Florida’s economic well-being. The old ways are passing. Our state employees want to be paid more money. Welfare costs are rising. Roads, mental hospitals. Do you realize the state budget has tripled in two years? Has tripled? And yet, if we lay an income tax, an inheritance tax, if we increase the already heavy burden on the land and on industry, we discourage new investment and tip the balance even more in the direction of that perpetual carnival you’re running down at your end of the state.”
His cigar was drawing well. He rotated it carefully.
“But you know all the arguments, pro and con, as well as I do, if not better. I almost succeeded in convincing myself that with care and watchfulness we could quarantine ourselves against what would be happening across the Dade County line. And then you came along, with your ‘you have to remember these people are crooks.’ Well.”
“What’s this leading up to? Have you decided to switch back?”
Kendrick permitted himself a tight smile. “Read my statement. Those words were chosen carefully. They meant no more and no less than they said. I came back to Jackson County tonight to take the advice and counsel of some old friends. Up here at the end of the world we look at things differently than you do in the cities.”
“And what’s the consensus?”
Kendrick drew on his cigar carefully. “The consensus hasn’t yet formed. They see the dilemma as well as I do. They’ll be hit by the new taxes. However, this is a godfearing community on the whole, and looked at purely as a political matter, as a question of votes-”
Shayne cut in. “Listen to the tape first. It won’t give me as much satisfaction if you’ve already changed your mind.” He took out a flat tape recorder and set it on the desk beside the jar of whiskey. “I also think you had another reason for coming up here tonight-so you’d have a few witnesses to your whereabouts if you have to dump your son.”
Kendrick’s expression solidified. “Explain that, please.”
“In a moment. I did a lot of chasing around to get my hands on this, and I want to get the right effect. You may not know a lady named Lib Patrick. I took a little Japanese recorder off her about an hour ago. She had it inside her bra-this is hazardous duty. It was about as big as a small pencil. Transistorized, powered by nine-volt batteries, voice-actuated, with three reels of tape. A beauty. I didn’t want anything to happen to it, so I tied it into another recorder and retaped it. I think I can find the part you’ll be interested in.”
Setting the controls in playback position, he pressed the fast-wind button. The recorder produced a gabble of animal noises. When he slowed it down, Grover Kendrick was speaking.

GROVER’S VOICE: — on the vote.
LIB’S VOICE: Never mind. So long as he definitely took the forty thousand.
GROVER: (with a laugh): I had to twist his arm. I never thought it would be so hard to give away money. All those pretty packages of hundred dollar bills.
LIB: That’s a weight off my mind. At just about the last possible minute! And we had to plan around him. I don’t like to think about the next time I wash my hair. I know I’ve turned gray in the last week.
GROVER: Then you’ll be even more gorgeous than you are now. This has been a classy operation. No matter what happens-
LIB: It’s going to work. We can’t lose.
GROVER: That’s right, sweetheart, and what do we want to do to celebrate?
LIB: Not yet. Don’t say things like that, I’m superstitious. I have to ask about a couple of other people. Matt McGranahan is being very cagey, for some reason. How high do you think we have to go?
GROVER: How much has he had from you so far?
LIB: Ten.
GROVER: That’s enough, for God’s sake. He only has his one vote. As far as his influence goes, it’s zero.
LIB (doubtfully): I’m afraid they’re trying to outbid us. I would have said we had Matt pinned, but with Mike Shayne in the picture I’m beginning to worry. Shayne has a well-deserved reputation for getting results. We haven’t heard from him all day, and maybe he’s gone home. I hope. He’s no blue-nose about gambling, like some of these people. I wish I’d thought of hiring Jackie Wales. It never occurred to me.
GROVER: If you don’t mind a suggestion, what you need with McGranahan is leverage. He’s a married man. I thought that was why some of these girls-
LIB (lightly): Darling, leave that part to us. I’ve got a very far-out idea I’d like your opinion on. What do you think Sheldon Maslow would say to a money offer?
GROVER: Are we thinking about the same Sheldon Maslow?
LIB: I know it sounds impossible, but is it really? The race for governor is wide open. If he could get the nomination he could probably win. But getting the nomination will cost money, and everybody tells me he doesn’t have it.
GROVER: Do you have anything to go on? It sounds so-
LIB: Nothing but a look he gave me in a restaurant last night. I went to the ladies room and he made a point of being where he could see me on my way back.
GROVER: Well, you said it was far-out. You couldn’t get him for ten thousand.
LIB (ruefully): As I’m well aware. And the petty-cash box is nearly empty.

Shayne pressed a button, freezing the tape. “That gives you the idea. There are three other male voices besides Grover’s. The subject is the same each time-votes and money.”
“As a matter of curiosity,” Kendrick said, “how much did those votes cost her?”
“The exact sums weren’t mentioned. Does it matter?”
“Perhaps not. But the senate is my stamping ground-I like to keep up with what’s going on there. Now I presume you’re going to tell me what I must do to prevent you from calling the press together to hand out a transcript of that conversation.”
“I’ll come to that in a minute. I’ve been told you had an argument with Maslow this morning. What about?”
“He wanted my support for governor. I refused it.”
“You could have done that by saying no.”
Kendrick gave another frosty smile. “The man has an offensive way about him at times. As governor, he would be a calamity. A thoroughgoing hypocrite, completely unscrupulous.”
There was a tap at the door, and Grady Turner, the deputy sheriff, put his head in.
“Associated Press, from Tallahassee, Judge. What should I tell them?”
“At this time of night? I’d better take it.”
He picked up the phone on his desk and said cordially, “Yes, Joe, Kendrick speaking. How are you and how’s your fine family? — No, you’re not disturbing me a bit. I’ve been sitting around the office with a few old friends, swapping lies about last hunting season.”
He listened for a moment, and said more soberly, “No, I haven’t heard about any fire.”
While Shayne poured himself more whiskey he heard the scratchy voice from Tallahassee telling Kendrick about the events at his fishing lodge. Kendrick had come forward in his chair, his hand closing on his stick. His eyes touched Shayne’s briefly.
“Was anybody hurt? — Who? Who? — I see, yes. That’s terrible news. Joe, do they know how it started? My God! I can’t believe it. Sheldon Maslow. I can’t deny that we’ve had our differences, but I never had anything for him but the highest respect as a man. How terrible, how tragic.” The other voice asked a question Shayne didn’t hear, and the judge answered, “Grover said something about asking a few people out for a drink, to break the last-minute tension, but as far as I know it was completely unplanned. Whoever happened to be sitting around the George Bar. Joe, this is shattering news. I know you’ll understand if I hang up now. Grover must be trying to reach me. Thank you for calling, and I’ll get back to you if possible before the night’s over. I may have to come down.”
He replaced the phone slowly. His eyes were cold and hard.
“Two people dead. That puts your tape in a different light.”
“Senator Maslow’s the only one I know about.”
“And a repairman from the power company. I’ve been calling the camp regularly and getting a busy signal. I notice now that your eyebrows are singed. You were there.”
“Yeah. The place was a tinderbox. The power was off. They were using candles and a kerosene lamp. There was marijuana around, as well as plenty of booze. It could have been an accident. But you know more about Maslow than I do. Who didn’t like him enough to want him dead? That’s why the cops will be asking why you whacked him with a stick this morning. ‘Will the honorable gentleman from Biscayne County yield?… No? Wham!’”
“Senatorial courtesy stops at the edge of the senate floor,” Kendrick snapped. “Where was he when the fire started?”
“In a locked bedroom upstairs, passed out on the floor. Lib Patrick tells me that just before the fire started she heard a pop. When I get a chance I want her to listen to the sound a handgun makes when it’s equipped with a silencer. That would do it. You could shoot in through a window and put a slug in the kerosene lamp. You’d get a Molotov-cocktail effect.”
“How do you know he was drunk?”
“He seemed to be drunk. I dragged him out in time, so we can take a blood sample and find out for sure.”
“Do you have any other bad news for me, Shayne?”
“No, that’s about all.”
Kendrick made a face and stubbed out his cigar. “I suppose I sounded like a politician on the phone. I meant some of that. Sheldon Maslow was totally uncongenial to me. His ambition was too naked. There are explanations-his family didn’t have money, he had to work like a dog to put himself through law school. I shouldn’t have spoken as I did about his lack of ethical judgment.”
He reached for the whiskey, but checked himself. “Shayne, what are your terms?”
“For suppressing the tape? I may not be able to do that. What effect will this death have on the vote tomorrow?”
The judge considered before shaking his head. “There are too many imponderables.”
“Yeah. I’ve been trying to add them up, and they cancel each other out. What was an anti-corruption man doing at a lobbyist’s party? I hope the cops managed to get the names of everybody there. I have an idea some of the girls have been fingerprinted, at one time or another. What are the possibilities? If he wanted to get in on the flow of cash, that’s bad for us. If he wanted to take pictures so he could blackmail the guests, that’s also bad. It’s even bad if all he wanted to do was expose the methods the opposition was using. That kind of thing is all right for people like me, but he’s not supposed to get down in the mud personally. He had too much to drink and they took away his camera. That’s terrible. It makes him a joke. All you can say for sure is that there’s one less vote against the casinos, Maslow’s own.”
Kendrick slumped sideward in the big chair, and all at once he looked tired and old.
“Let’s do it this way,” Shayne said. “We’ll want a statement from you early enough to make the nine o’clock news. You’re shocked and moved. Sheldon Maslow’s tragic death makes you realize he was right, and you want the senate to vote down this bill as a memorial to everything he stood for. And make sure your people know you mean it, because if the bill goes through, we’ll use the tape to get a veto.”
“That seems-well thought out,” Kendrick said heavily.
“It would be a hell of a climax to your career, whether or not they get you for malfeasance.”
“Glorious,” Kendrick said, and struggled to stand. “My elderly stomach is about to betray me, I find. The stress is at cross-purposes with the corn whiskey.”
Leaning painfully on his stick, he went into a little washroom off his office, and Shayne heard the door of a medicine cabinet open.
The air was crackling with messages. Kendrick was hardly the type to be sick to his stomach at a time like this. Perhaps, Shayne decided, the moment had come for him to get the hell out of Leesville.
He wasn’t quick enough. Glass shattered in the washroom, and the jagged neck of a medicine bottle struck the carpet at Shayne’s feet. He opened the door to the outer office, and Judge Kendrick cried in a shrill voice behind him, “Stop the son of a bitch.”
The cry brought all the fat men to their feet. Turner and the sheriff groped automatically for their weapons. They were all looking past Shayne with expressions of horror.
Shayne turned. The judge was leaning against the edge of his desk, blood streaming down his face. He had drawn the jagged edge of the bottle across his forehead in a long, slanting line.
He said, “I’m going to make sure you regret that, Shayne.”



CHAPTER 11


Things seemed to be happening to Shayne today in pairs. Two attempts had been made to kidnap him. He had been handcuffed twice. Now for the second time within two hours he was surprised in the act of committing a felony. With the broken bottle at his feet, Kendrick bleeding behind him, five half-drunk cronies of Kendrick between him and the helicopter, he scooped up the bottle-neck and stepped back toward the desk.
Grady Turner, the deputy, was the first through the door. His face, usually, medium-well-done, was now closer to rare.
“You cut Judge Kendrick?”
As Turner reached for him, Shayne slashed the air between them with the broken bottle. The deputy followed the movement with his eyes, and turned to the others.
“Look at that.”
Moving deliberately, swinging his eyes back around to Shayne, he drew a.38 revolver.
Shayne said calmly, “Don’t use it, Turner. Kendrick doesn’t want me shot in his office. That would really bring the building down. He’s like everybody else-he just wants me on the sidelines until tomorrow morning.”
“Put the gun away,” the judge said. “Shayne, drop that bottle. Save yourself some grief. Grady, do you understand me? I don’t want you or anybody else to lay a finger on this man. I want a conviction that’ll stand up in court.”
The deputy lowered the gun slowly and Shayne threw the bottle on the desk. The sheriff brought out a pair of handcuffs, and again Shayne found himself handcuffed, this time to himself. Grady Turner pushed past the sheriff.
“Aren’t we supposed to have any feelings?”
Told not to lay a finger on Shayne, Turner slapped him with the flat of the.38, and the courthouse blew apart.

When the cloud dispersed, Shayne found himself facedown on the bare springs of a metal bunk in a four-bunk cell.
Time went by as he tracked backward, covering the trail of events that had brought him here. He rolled over with difficulty. He was alone. A fly-specked 40-watt bulb burned outside the bars. There was a short corridor, only two cells. That probably meant he was still in the same building, in the detention block, and the door he saw at the end of the corridor connected with the courtroom. He was breathing damp air that seemed to be covered with fur. He heard water dripping. His pockets had been emptied. His watch and belt were missing.
He forced himself up. As he left the springs, the bunk slammed up against the wall with a painful clang. Shayne touched his jaw carefully and found it swollen and covered with dried blood. He smiled to himself grimly. Going to the stained wash basin, he cleaned himself up as well as he could without soap or hot water.
Returning to the bunk, he slept.
He was awakened by the sound of a helicopter. It was coming in. Once more he went back over the night, remembering where he was and the part the News helicopter had played in getting him there.
A door opened. He lifted his head, and his eyes went to his wrist before he remembered that they had taken his watch. The window high up on the end wall of the cell was still dark.
The sheriff appeared, looking ill-at-ease. He smiled ingratiatingly as he unlocked the cell.
“Shayne, you could fall in a privy and come out smelling of violets. You may not even be booked. The judge wants to talk to you.”
“I want to talk to the judge.”
The bunk came up and smashed the wall. Shayne shied. He wasn’t ready for loud noises.
The sheriff was holding the cell-door so the bars were between them. He decided to remind Shayne that he was the one wearing the gun and the badge.
“I don’t like the tone of voice. If you have any complaints about how we run this county-”
“I have a few.”
“If you have any complaints,” the sheriff repeated, “I’ll advise you to keep them to yourself. You’re getting a break here, and you better watch your attitude or you’ll end up with lumps on the other side of your jaw.”
Shayne pulled the cell door out of the sheriff’s hand. “If he wants me out, you’ll let me out, whether or not I call you boss. What time is it?”
The sheriff, his jaw muscles working, blocked his way. Finally, in a voice that seemed to be strained through flannel, he said, “Getting on to four in the morning.”
Shayne calculated quickly. They were half an hour by helicopter from Tallahassee. If Judge Kendrick had left the moment Shayne was slugged, he had had two hours to mop up anything that had been spilled.
“I know it’s hard, but this is all very unusual. In a couple more hours things will be normal again and you can go back to scaring people. Didn’t I hear a chopper?”
“Yes,” the sheriff said, biting off the word.
Shayne’s belongings, including the tape recorder, were restored to him. He returned to Judge Kendrick’s office.
Kendrick, looking really exhausted, was sitting at his desk, a thin strip of adhesive on his forehead. Jackie Wales, on the leather sofa, rose swiftly and came up to Shayne. “What did they do to you, Mike?”
“Nothing much. I barked my face on a.38 police special. Now I think they’re about to apologize.”
“Not quite,” Judge Kendrick said dryly. “You know why it happened this way, and I doubt if you’d get far with a suit for false arrest. I’ve been down to Tallahassee and everything seems to be tied down there. Miss Wales wanted to consult with you, so I gave her a lift back. Do you want a drink?”
“With some black coffee in it. The sheriff will be glad to run out and get us some.”
Kendrick looked at the sheriff. “Three coffees.”
The sheriff wheeled and made off, without trusting himself to speak.
Kendrick continued, “I’ve explained that you risked your life to drag a man out of a fire, and you were under considerable nervous tension. Fortunately the cut was merely superficial. The deputy who hit you has been reprimanded. Perhaps we should call it a tie and drop any further action.”
“The sheriff thinks it’s going to depend on my attitude.”
“A friendly attitude might help, Mike. Sit down.”
Shayne sat on the sofa beside Jackie and accepted a cigarette. “Has Grover been arrested for Maslow’s murder?”
Kendrick’s grip on his stick tightened. “Senator Maslow died in the fire. The fire was clearly accidental. Somebody dropped a burning candle.”
“That’s one theory. What does the medical examiner have to say?”
“It’s more than a theory. It’s now an official fact. Miss Wales, incidentally, was afraid I might have some undue influence in the medical examiner’s office, and she insisted on bringing in an independent physician to corroborate the cause of death. Maslow died of asphyxia, loss of oxygen resulting from smoke inhalation. His blood showed a heavy concentration of alcohol, more than enough to cause him to lose consciousness.”
“It’s true, Mike,” Jackie said. “I kicked up a storm until they let me pick a doctor out of the yellow pages. The only part I still can’t accept is the drinking. He was a real spy-nut-that’s in character. But he was also a nut on the subject of alcohol. He never smoked or drank, ever. The only explanation I can think of is that he wanted to mislead somebody about why he went to the party.”
The sheriff, making no attempt to hide his resentment at being sent on an errand, came in with three cartons of coffee, and Kendrick dismissed him. Shayne laced his coffee with some of the contraband whiskey and sat back, waiting for the judge to make his offer.
Kendrick said abruptly, “Of course you realize by now that Maslow was a blackmailer?”
“We don’t realize anything of the kind!” Jackie said.
“A blackmailer in the exact dictionary-sense of the word. He accepted money and exacted political favors in return for suppressing derogatory information. He didn’t go to Grover’s party out of any compulsion to play the intelligence agent, or to expose the machinations of wicked Miami Beach gamblers. He was taking pictures, and he would have sold them for money and support.”
“Can you prove that?” Shayne said.
“I think so, to the satisfaction of any reasonable man. I have friends among the newspapermen, and if it comes to a crunch they will take guidance from me. But it would be bad for the party, bad for the public’s view of the democratic process. I hope the senator’s blackmailing proclivities will not be publicly aired. We’re going to talk it over here, the three of us, and see if we can reach a determination.”
“If the medical findings stand up you’re in the clear,” Shayne said.
“Not quite. The party was organized by my son, and I can’t hope to come out of this without tarnish unless I can get your cooperation. What do you want, Shayne? I’ll be happy to break Grady Turner to the rank of gas-station attendant.”
“Go on talking about Maslow.”
Kendrick touched his lips to his coffee. “He has known for some years that I had him ticketed. He could move on up the political escalator only if he succeeded in discrediting me or neutralizing my opposition. There is a law in politics-when you know a man is your enemy, find out as much as you can about him. The clerk of Maslow’s Investigations Subcommittee is indebted to me for his appointment. That’s why Maslow hired his own investigators. But the tips, the flow of anonymous information that is the lifeblood of his sort of investigation, still came through official channels, and I was able to keep track of what happened. If the information pointed at someone who could be milked for money, nothing further was heard of it.”
“I don’t know about Mike,” Jackie said, “but you’ll have to document that if you want me to believe you.”
“Here’s an example which will interest Shayne, if it’s true that a man named Frank Gregory was behind that kidnapping attempt yesterday morning. ‘Boots Gregory,’ he is called in the newspapers.”
“Yeah, I’m interested,” Shayne said.
“Gregory operates in Maslow’s district. Maslow has attacked him for years, promising to run him out of St. Petersburg. A tip about Gregory came in from St. Albans, from a prisoner there. Maslow flew out immediately to interview him. Soon afterward, by a coincidence, he stopped attacking Gregory. This looked like the kind of thing I’d been waiting for. I sent Grover to St. Albans, but by that time-another coincidence-the prisoner had been killed, knifed mysteriously in the shower.”
“Judge Kendrick, if that’s a sample of what you regard as evidence,” Jackie said, “it’s awfully thin.”
“I doubt if Shayne thinks so.”
“Now that you know he can’t contradict you,” Shayne said, “tell me again why you hit him with your stick.”
“He had a Xerox copy of a page of figures purporting to prove a payment of forty thousand dollars to my son from Phil Noonan’s Savings and Loan Association.”
“From Noonan?” Shayne said, surprised.
“He told me he intended to publish it unless I backed him for governor. Fortunately I followed my instincts and hit him. The paper was faked. It’s a rather clever forgery, and under different circumstances Maslow might have succeeded with it. I confronted Noonan this afternoon. He showed me the actual ledger entries.”
Jackie said, “They obviously had time to juggle the books and cover it up.”
“It doesn’t matter a hell of a lot,” Shayne said. “Judge Kendrick has agreed to vote against the bill, and to put the word around that he wants it beaten.”
She looked puzzled. “That’s wonderful, Mike, but how did you manage to-”
He grinned at her. “Blackmail.”
The phone rang. Kendrick said one more thing before picking it up.
“And if you publicize that tape, Shayne, in any way, shape or form, if you even drop a hint to your newspaper friends that it exists-”
“Why would I do that?”
“To increase your fee,” Kendrick said coldly. “If I hear any reference to that tape, however remote, I’ll turn the full committee staff loose on Maslow’s files and his bank accounts, I’ll subpoena his private detectives, I’ll use every bit of influence I possess-”
“I get the idea,” Shayne said. “Answer the phone.” Kendrick broke into the third ring and put the phone to his ear.
“Judge Kendrick,” he said, his anger carrying over.
The phone was equipped with an amplifying device because of the judge’s deafness, and the voice at the other end came over clearly, in an ugly rasp.
“I’m calling to tell you to vote against the Dade County casinos. And I mean it, you’d better believe me.”
Shayne, leaning forward, was listening intently. The voice had been roughened deliberately, but he knew he had heard it before. The vowels were flat, the diction a little too guarded, as though the speaker might be fighting a tendency to stammer. Shayne snapped his fingers soundlessly, thinking. On the sofa, Jackie had gone very still.
“You’re opposed to the casinos,” Judge Kendrick said ironically. “Thank you for favoring me with your opinion. Are you a constituent of mine?”
“Never mind that. I know how much they paid you, and you’d better not mash the wrong voting-button or I’ll get you laughed out of public life.”
The judge’s face suffused with blood. “I’ll tell you what you can do with your threats, my friend, whoever you are.”
Shayne waved his hand. Moving his lips soundlessly, he said, “Keep him talking.”
Kendrick nodded.
“I’ve been threatened by people who thought they were experts,” he said into the phone, “and they usually send word to me afterward that they wish they’d been told. You’ll laugh me out of public life? Try it. There’s an outside chance it might work. I’ve heard of people who fell in a sausage machine and lived.”
“You think you’re tough,” the voice said with a sneer.
“I’m tough enough for most purposes.”
“Too bad you don’t want to believe me, because-”
“I’m seventy-two years old,” the judge said. “I fought in two wars. I broke into politics at a time when people who could be frightened easily wound up running errands. I believe you thought all you had to do was call me in the middle of the night and breathe into the phone and I’d break out in a cold sweat. Go to hell!”
He slammed down the phone. In a quick reflex, Shayne snatched it up again, saving the connection, and covered the mouthpiece.
“Unless you want Grover to go to jail, keep this guy on the line and find out what he wants.”
He handed the phone back. Kendrick’s eyes were sparking.
Shayne gestured with his fist, and Kendrick said slowly, “Now that I’ve got that off my chest, what do you have in mind?”
The voice sneered, “You blow up easy, Dad. But when you’re in a corner you’ve got to deal. Here’s both sides of the proposition, the good and the bad. I figure your vote is worth twelve G’s. I’ll send you six in the morning by Western Union, six more when I see your number light up. I’m doing it this way because I want to, not because I have to. Now for the bad part. You think I can’t finish you in politics? Maybe you’re right. You know the ins and outs better than me. But what I can do is finish you, period.”
“What do you mean, finish me?”
“Finish you. Wind you up. You’re dead in a week.”
“Should I worry about that?”
“If you’ve got any brains at all. But you don’t know me, and maybe I’m bullshitting. When you get the six grand by messenger, you’ll know I’m serious about that part. About the other, here’s the convincer.”
Kendrick, his face darkening again, started to speak, but Shayne clamped his hand over the mouthpiece.
The voice grated, “That’s your Lincoln out in the parking lot.”
“What about it?”
“Can you see it from your window? For laughs.”
“Nothing had better happen to that car.”
“If anything does, the insurance company will take care of it. Look out the window.”
When Kendrick, alarmed, started to leave his seat Shayne waved him back. The two windows in the outer wall were sealed against the warm Florida air, and screened with Venetian blinds. Shayne picked a leather cushion off the sofa and brought Jackie to his side with a gesture. Keeping to one side of the window frame, she held the cushion against the blind so its shadow would show from outside. Shayne, crouched between the windows, looked out through the bottom slit without changing the setting of the blind.
There were two cars side by side in the parking lot, one a black Lincoln sedan, the other a Ford.
Kendrick held the phone away from his ear so Shayne could hear the amplified voice. “You’ve got forty-five seconds, but I wouldn’t go near it if I was you.”
Shayne lifted the bottom slat a quarter of an inch. There was a small dusty square in front of the courthouse, with the standard pyramid of cannonballs and undersized Confederate soldier. There was a row of stores across the square, and then the residential district began, big square houses on tree-shaded streets. Nothing stirred within sight.
“Look at that there,” the voice said suddenly. “There’s somebody in the other car.”
Shayne’s eyes jumped to the Ford. Judge Kendrick joined him on the floor. The front door of the Ford opened and a man stepped out, wiping his mouth and stretching. The wide-armed mercury-vapor lamp at the entrance to the parking lot showed him to be Grady Turner, the deputy sheriff who had slapped Shayne with his.38.
“Twenty seconds left,” the voice said more urgently. “Give him a yell or you’re going to lose a man.”
The judge said coolly, “He’s been lying to me for years. Is he in danger?”
“Ten seconds!”
Shayne jabbed the metal-tipped end of the judge’s carved stick through the slats. The window shattered. Turner came about sharply and started running toward the building. He had taken only a half dozen steps when the front end of the Lincoln blew.
Shayne covered the mouthpiece again. “He can see the parking lot and this window. Keep him talking. Maybe I can spot him.”
Moving fast, he went to the gun case on the opposite wall. It was locked. He signaled to Kendrick, who brought the phone back to his desk and opened the center drawer.
Shayne heard the voice say, “It’s only a car, Judge. Is the guy o.k.?”
“He’s getting up. Some day you’ll realize this was the biggest mistake you ever made. If you think you can intimidate me-”
The voice broke in. “Shut up for a minute! I could have fixed it to go off when you were in it, don’t you understand that?”
Kendrick was throwing things around in the drawer, hunting for the key to the gun case. Shayne grabbed up a pen and scribbled a note on a memo pad: “Sam Rapp threatened to kill you.”
The voice said, “I’ll go over it again. I don’t want that bill to pass. Vote no and you’ve got twelve thousand bucks in the bank, no questions asked. Vote yes and it’s final unction. It’s that simple. Repeat it so I’ll know it soaked in.”
Shayne pushed his scrawled note in front of the judge, who had to change glasses to be able to read it. He looked up, frowning.
Then his face cleared. “Why do I need to repeat it?” he said into the phone. “My mind is perfectly clear. I’ve listened to your terms, and now you listen to me.”
Using the judge’s stick for a second time, Shayne broke the glass door of the gun case. He selected a Winchester.264. The ammunition was in a series of labeled drawers. He loaded rapidly and crossed to the window.
“Do you think I’d go back on the beliefs and practice of a lifetime,” the judge was saying, “for any amount of crooked money? You don’t know me very well. But you have the edge, you people. You can shoot from ambush. I didn’t make that ambiguous statement because I’d been paid. I was threatened. I was threatened in almost the same words you’ve been using. You aren’t too inventive, any of you.”
“Who threatened you?”
“Are you really as innocent as that? Sam Rapp.”
Shayne raised the blind another half-inch, locking it in the new position. Crouching, he looked out. Grady Turner’s hat had been blown off. Although standing still he seemed to be wandering. The sheriff ran up to him, shouting, and shook his shoulder.
The square was empty and quiet. There were pools of deep shadow between the few streetlights on the residential blocks. Shayne panned slowly back and forth, looking for a flicker of movement, a glint of light. There was an outdoor phone booth at the extreme edge of his range of vision, too far for him to be able to tell if it was being used.
“Sam Rapp,” the grating voice on the phone repeated. “He said if you didn’t vote for casinos he’d knock you over?”
“Exactly.”
“And you believed him?”
“I believed him. He sent me a clipping about a man who tried to compete and ended up at the bottom of the bay in a barrel of concrete.”
“That sounds like Sam-corny.”
“Very corny. Very believable. What am I supposed to do now? If I vote one way Sam Rapp will kill me. If I vote the other way you will. I think I’ll just have to not vote.”
“Don’t do that,” the voice said quickly. “Let me handle it. Keep your radio tuned to the news and you’ll see you don’t have to worry about Sam Rapp and any barrel of concrete.”
“I don’t really know what you’re saying,” the judge said querulously. “Be more explicit.”
“Just keep your radio turned on.”
The phone clanged as a dime was collected. Shayne brought the rifle to bear on the distant phone booth. The caller must be using binoculars. Shayne took up on the sling, tucking the stock against his cheek, and adjusted the sights. He was guessing the range at three-hundred-and-fifty yards.
“Before I hang up,” the voice said. “I could send you clippings, too, but I don’t want to-it takes time. You don’t sound too shook about that deputy, the one with no hat on. I’ll do you a favor. Remember. The next time it’ll be you, and not in the leg.”
A flashlight blinked in the booth. An instant later there was a gunshot, and Turner, in the parking lot, screamed and went down.
Shayne put one bullet into the booth, high, to break the glass, then dropped the sights to knee level and pulled off another shot. A figure broke from the booth and disappeared. Shayne moved his rifle back and forth in short arcs, watching for the gunman who had taken the blinking signal and fired at Turner. A man carrying a gun jumped from a porch, and for an instant showed up against the glow from a streetlight. Shayne fired twice. The angle was bad, the light was impossible, and both shots missed.
The man jumped and was gone.



CHAPTER 12


At first the steady thrum of the rotor helped Shayne arrange a picture in his mind, but almost at once the picture began to spin. There were too many pieces still missing.
Jackie said, “Judge Kendrick was lying, wasn’t he, about Sam Rapp threatening to kill him?”
“Yeah. That was my idea. Sam’s outgrown that kind of thing, but it gives me an excuse to get him out of bed and see if he wants to be more responsive than he was the last time I talked to him.”
“Mike, do you understand any of it?” she asked helplessly.
“Not much, but it’s coming.”
“I feel like-oh, calling the whole thing off. That man on the phone is on the same side I am-against the bill! There’s nobody on my committee who knows how to blow up a car. They’re most of them ministers!”
“We still have five hours. That’s everybody’s deadline.”
“Well.” She sighed. “I know you don’t want me to go with you to see Sam. I know it’s no use telling you to be careful. But I’m responsible for getting you into this.”
Her lipstick had worn away during the scene in Judge Kendrick’s office and she hadn’t renewed it. She looked tired and tense. Opening her bag, she glanced with loathing at her reflection in the mirror.
“I’m not used to staying up all night. Mike, whatever you do, be sure to come back and wake me in time for the vote.”
As they came in over Tallahassee airport, Shayne went up to talk to the pilot, a tanned youth named Gene Salzman. Shayne had him drift slowly over the parking lot while Shayne looked for the markings and the buggy-whip aerial of state police cars.
“Take her down, Gene.”
“Then what, Mike? Am I through for the night?”
“I wish I knew. No, stick around. I’ll put two hundred on top of what you’re getting from the News.”
“You don’t have to do that. I’m on double-time after midnight.”
After they landed Shayne stayed out of sight while Jackie scouted the public rooms in the terminal, looking for highway patrolmen. She sent him an all-clear signal and he joined her.
“Get a cup of coffee while I call Rourke.”
Tim Rourke had taken a room at the Prince George, the hotel near the capitol. His room didn’t answer, and Shayne had him paged. In a moment he was on the line.
“Mike, good buddy. Fireworks. Surprises. Where are you?”
“At the airport, and I can’t talk now. Do you have a car available?”
“Yeah. But Mike-”
“Later, Tim. I’m dropping Jackie Wales in front of the hotel as soon as I can get there. I want you to follow her and see where she goes. Be careful. It won’t be easy this time of night.”
“Easy? It won’t be possible. I’m not a hundred per cent sober. There’s no traffic on the streets at all. How do you suggest-no, wait a minute. An idea. A mutual friend of ours is in town. Yeah, I’ll take care of it. Let me tell you one thing?”
Shayne checked to be sure Jackie was still in the coffee shop. “Hurry.”
“Just the headline. You know the doctor she brought in to watch the medical examiner. They both agreed on what killed Maslow-too much smoke on top of too much booze. Mike, he’s a hack, this second doctor, a party man with a soft patronage job in the V.A. hospital. And before he talked to the gentlemen of the press, he was closeted for fifteen minutes with Judge Kendrick, who may or may not have brainwashed him.”
“I’ll think about it,” Shayne said. “If you leave the hotel, tell the desk where you’re going.”
“No reason to leave the hotel, Mike. They’re keeping the bar open for me.”
Shayne hung up. Jackie met him outside the coffee shop. “I’ve just tasted a horrible cup of coffee. Can we go? I can’t keep my eyes open much longer.”
He sent her to the parking lot for his rented car. When she drew up at the curb he crossed the sidewalk hurriedly.
“Keep inside the speed limit,” he told her. “I don’t want to talk to any cops.”
After driving in silence for a time she said doubtfully, “Not that I really understand that business with Judge Kendrick, but isn’t it your idea that whoever was talking on the phone is now going to try to eliminate Sam Rapp?”
“More or less.”
“What I’m worrying about, would he have to do it in person?”
“Nobody arranges murders on the phone anymore. He has until ten A.M., so there’s no real hurry. I’ll be there in time if the cops don’t hit me on the way.”
A half-block short of the hotel she stopped and got out. Shayne slid over behind the wheel.
“Get some sleep. I’ll wake you at nine.”
She kissed his cheek lightly before closing the door. “Mike, dear, you know you can be rather impressive at times.”
He gunned the motor hard getting away.

The Skyline Motel was built to a standard U-shaped design, with two-story wings embracing a swimming pool. Shayne parked and started for the office to get the number of Sam Rapp’s room.
A Venetian blind on the second floor, jolted from within, emitted splinters of bright light. Shayne stopped. He heard a thud, and a door opened.
He stepped in under the balcony. There was a stamping of feet almost directly above his head, and a voice growled, “Will you cut that out, Rapp? Quit that. You’ll be o.k. What do you want-a concussion?”
“Get my hands on the bitch-” Rapp panted.
“You heard me, you heard me. I hate to cream an old man, so watch it.”
There was a violent flurry of movement, a grunt, a scrambling sound. Shayne moved toward the stairway. Then he heard a sharp ringing slap and Sam’s voice: “Goddamn women! You give them everything you have, and they still want blood.”
“Don’t moan about it,” Lib Patrick said coldly. “You got your money’s worth.”
“Grab the other arm,” a voice said, “before we wake up the whole-”
Shayne returned to the parking lot. When he found a car with someone at the wheel, he got into the front seat beside the driver and snapped, “Let’s go. We had some trouble.” The driver hit everything at once, in a fluid series of linked motions, ignition, gas, lights. The quick dashboard glow showed Shayne a familiar face. It was Boots Gregory’s driver, still wearing dark glasses and a jaunty baseball cap.
He glanced at Shayne as the transmission meshed and said in surprise, “You’re not-”
Shayne’s fist exploded below the dark glasses. When he continued to twitch, Shayne hit him again, choosing the spot carefully, and then relieved him of gun, dark glasses and cap and tumbled him out on the blacktop. Putting on the shades and the cap, Shayne shut down the dashboard lights, backed out of the slot and around to the stairway leading up to the second level of rooms.
Three men moved Sam down the stairs. Sam was making them work. His hair was unbrushed and he hadn’t been given much time to dress-he was wearing nothing under his jacket, and no socks.
Shayne recognized another Gregory man, part of the commando unit that had tried to ship him out of Tallahassee the previous day. Shayne unlatched the car’s rear door from inside and they loaded Sam, none too gently. A big man with a badly cauliflowered ear got in front beside Shayne.
Shayne pulled the wheel hard, and smeared rubber on the pavement in his haste to leave the neighborhood. The transmission shifted for him. After turning the first corner with another scream from his tires, he stamped hard on the brake and the car shuddered to a stop.
He unlatched the door with his elbow, pushing it open to bring up the dome light. He picked the boy’s gun off his lap and swung around, thumbing back the hammer.
“I know you’re all going to hold still.”
“Mike Shayne!” Sam Rapp said.
Mixed with the surprise in his voice, there was a note almost of dismay. He stared at Shayne, and his look of disbelief and alarm, so unexpected at that moment, gave Shayne his first real hint of what was behind everybody’s peculiar behavior.
The man beside him had time to move his hand inside his coat before Shayne gave him his first look down the barrel of the gun. Sam swallowed an obstruction in his throat and was the first to speak.
“No shooting. Mike, I appreciate the thought, but will you be good enough to go home and take a couple of Seconal?”
“I take it you don’t want to collect their guns for me.”
“I don’t, frankly. These guys have been in trouble since they dropped out of third grade. Guns mean something to them. It’s like part of their manhood, know what I mean? You think it would be easy to take their guns? They wouldn’t let me.”
One of the men beside him growled deep in his throat.
Sam said, “Somebody’d get hurt. I want to die of cancer, like everybody else.” He raised his hands very slowly, not wanting to set anything off, and put them on the back of the front seat. “Mike, I thought I explained it to you. The wild old days are gone forever. There’s been too much shooting already, and that goes for both sides. Senators are skittish people, sensitive people. After they hear the morning news I wouldn’t want to bet which way they jump.”
“There won’t be any shooting,” Shayne said. “And if there is, it’ll all go one way. The boys understand that.”
“No, they don’t,” Sam insisted. “I’m sorry to say they’re not very smart. They work for Boots Gregory, and you know Boots-if there’s one chance in a hundred to foul a thing up, he’ll do it. If they come back without me and without any guns, why he’s likely to fly into a fury and slaughter them all. As much as I like Boots.”
Shayne scraped his jaw with the front sight of the revolver. “I don’t think you want to be rescued.”
“I wouldn’t mind being rescued, but not like this. There’s been too little communication between me and Boots. That’s what made all the trouble. We’ve got to call a halt before something bad happens. Sit down together with a drink and a cigar and figure out what’s to our mutual advantage.”
“Sam, did you kill Senator Maslow?”
Sam blinked slowly. “Ask me again after they vote.”
“One more point before I say goodnight. Listen to this carefully because I want to say it only once. Somebody called Judge Kendrick and threatened his life unless he votes against the bill. To make it more convincing, he blew up a perfectly good Lincoln and shot a deputy sheriff in the meaty part of the leg.”
“That’s what I was saying! Shooting deputy sheriffs is the wrong way to go about it. This close to the vote, it’s insane.”
“His voice sounded familiar,” Shayne said, “but I still can’t place him. Here’s the complication. Kendrick said you’d already threatened him. You promised to kill him if he votes against the bill, and here somebody else is promising to kill him if he votes for it. A problem. The guy’s best move now will be to knock you out of the way before the vote so Kendrick will have only one threat outstanding. Do you follow that?”
Sam’s fingernails had whitened. He said quietly, “I never threatened Judge Kendrick or anybody else.”
“I know that, Sam. It wasn’t Kendrick’s idea. I suggested it, to stir things up. You should have explained last night. I don’t want to be shot in the back while I walk away, so I’m going to gather up a few guns before I go.”
The man beside him twitched, and Shayne fired just wide of his ear. The bullet drilled a hole in the window.
“Don’t let that remark of Sam’s about masculinity bother you,” Shayne said. “You’re bringing Sam in, and that’s the main thing. You don’t have to tell Boots you’ve been gelded.”
He reached out, took the man’s wrist between a firm thumb and forefinger, and tugged it gently until it came out of his jacket. Then Shayne pulled the gun. He drew the other two in the same way. Starting the motor, he drove back to the motel.
The youth he had slugged was on his hands and knees between two parked cars. Shayne got out and heaved him into the back seat.
“He’s still a little groggy. Somebody else had better drive.”
After the men rearranged themselves inside the car and drove away, Shayne hunted up a trash container and dumped the four weapons. He was hot enough without them.



CHAPTER 13


The window of Sam Rapp’s room on the second floor of the motel was still lighted. Shayne went quietly up the stairs and along the gallery. After checking the lock he tapped on the door with the lockpick he carried on his key ring. He stepped into the light so he could be seen from the window. The blind was drawn aside. It fell back in place and Shayne began working on the lock.
Professional thieves seldom bother with motels, and motels seldom bother with locks that are difficult to open. Two twists, a slight reverse pressure and another twist, and Shayne opened the door.
Lib Patrick, at the phone, swung around. She was wearing a sketchy nightgown, stopping above her knees. Her hair was in rollers for the night.
She touched the rollers self-consciously. She started as the switchboard acknowledged her signal.
“Oh. Well, so sorry to bother you. Could you tell me the time?”
She looked at her watch after hanging up. “One minute fast. Mike Shayne, damn you, why do you have to be like this?”
Shayne closed the door. “What do you have to drink?”
“Just whiskey, but you don’t want any. I’ll be glad to tell you the time. It’s damn late.”
Both twin beds had been used. She said defensively, “If you want Sam, he’ll be back in a minute, which is why I don’t want to settle down with a drink. He just-”
“He just stepped out to be kidnapped,” Shayne said. “I was here when it happened. That wasn’t much of a slap he gave you. I can’t see the marks.”
He opened the closet door, picked a dress off a hanger and tossed it to her. “Put this on, Lib. We’re not staying.”
She narrowed her eyes at him. “Baby, if you think you’re going to kidnap me-”
He snapped his fingers. “Things are about to blow. I’m in a position to make some real trouble for everybody, so if you want to live to enjoy the money, you’ll have to be nice to me. I want to know what happened to Maslow. The rest of it is none of my business.”
She was hesitating. “If I made so much noise that somebody called the cops-”
“I’d have to tell them Sam had been kidnapped, after slapping your face and calling you a bitch. You’ve done a great job, but it won’t stand up under a grand jury investigation, where everybody has to tell the truth or go to jail for perjury. You’ve got to win me over. It’s your only play.”
“Is it?” she said, confused. “I’m not so sure. Why can’t you relax, like other people? Don’t you ever need any sleep? Everything was going so well before you showed up.”
“You knew it was a gamble. But don’t fold up yet. Get dressed. I’m expecting the highway cops, and that would be bad for both of us.”
She gave him a direct look. “I think you’re bluffing, but do I want to take the chance?”
Picking up the dress, she started toward the bathroom.
“Out here where I can see you, Lib.”
“O.k., o.k. I might jump out the window or take sleeping pills. I’ll try not to blush. I don’t suppose you’d like to turn off the light?”
“No.”
She pulled off her nightgown. After wriggling into the dress she stepped into high-heeled shoes, picked up her bag and a half-empty bottle of bourbon, and was ready.
“Bring your car keys,” he told her.
Outside, she continued to work on her rollers. Shayne moved carefully until he was sure there were no more cars than there had been when he arrived. She showed him a sleek Italian convertible.
“Where are we going?”
“Not far.”
He headed toward town, feeling conspicuous in the showy car, with the elegant girl. She finished with the rollers and began combing her white hair.
After half a mile Shayne pulled into a gas station and body shop, closed for the night, and parked between a wrecker and a battered French sedan, a casualty of the battle of the highways.
Lib offered him the bourbon. Shayne drank and handed it back.
“I haven’t been kidnapped for years,” she said. “I haven’t drunk out of a bottle since I’ve been with Sam. Mike, I know you’re about to ask me some questions I don’t want to answer. I’ve got to convince myself I’m doing the right thing. Tell me in so many words what you’ll do if I stand on my rights.”
“I still have to talk to Tim Rourke, and then we’ll set up a surrender scene, which ought to get good TV coverage. I’d better surrender to the state attorney, it might be safer. He’ll want to know if I have any theories about what’s been happening. Why have you and Sam been acting like characters in a bad 1935 gangster movie? My new theory on that is that you’d be surprised and annoyed if the bill actually goes through.”
She put her hand on his arm. “Mike Shayne, you’re a sweet, virile man, and smarter than you look. And I do know I can’t stop you with compliments. First question.”
“This is a multiple choice. The late Senator Sheldon Maslow was (a) a dedicated, fearless crusader against crime, or (b) an unprincipled spieler who knew he couldn’t get anywhere in politics without using blackmail and dirty karate.”
“B,” she said promptly.
“Can you support that?”
“Let’s see,” she said slowly. “Sooner or later I hear most of the talk, and naturally Sam and his friends have been talking about Maslow’s anti-crime committee. Could he be reached? And they felt he could. I don’t mean they could walk in with a bundle and get him to cancel a subpoena. But he’s been trying to build a statewide organization, and there were hundreds of indirect ways. You ought to be talking to Sam, not me.”
“Sam’s been kidnapped.”
“I forgot. Mike-I mean I just overheard little bits now and then. It’s a man’s world, and the women are meant to stay out on the rim and look charming. I had one contact with Maslow myself. When was it? The night before last.”
“You told Grover about that, the look Maslow gave you in a restaurant.”
“There was more to it. He called up and said he wanted to see me. We met at a drive-in movie. He got in my car in the middle of the second feature, and it was a picture I wanted to see, too. He had a box of popcorn for camouflage, and he kept munching away. He wanted my advice about Grover. That’s what he said he wanted. His idea was that Grover and I had been-that we were-well, sleeping together. Not true, incidentally, and stop looking so skeptical.”
“It’s dark. How can you tell how I look?”
She snapped on her cigarette lighter and looked at him over the flame. “Just as I thought. Skeptical. I’m a pretty moral person, as it happens, but because of Sam nobody believes me. I always have to tell people I’m scared to stray because Sam would kill me if I did, but he’s really pretty reasonable about that, too much so, in my opinion. I’m off the subject.”
“Maslow was sitting there eating popcorn.”
“According to him, Grover barged into his hotel room with a deputy sheriff from his hometown, one of those mean red-necks from the back hollows-”
“If his name is Turner I know him.”
“I don’t know his name. They both had stripped-down shotguns in a shopping bag. They sat down and assembled the guns without saying a word-this is in Maslow’s hotel room, with Maslow pretending not to be frightened to death-and then they fired at imaginary birds, still without saying anything.”
“Maslow has a Xerox copy of some payoff figures, the judge told me. He claims they were faked.”
“They were sort of faked. I could explain, but didn’t you say you’re in a hurry? Maslow thought they proved something, and Grover, the idiot, picked this way to warn him not to push his luck, that shotguns have been known to go off. And Maslow wanted me to tell Grover to cool it. With sound effects from the popcorn.”
A highway patrol car whooshed past, its red beacon revolving.
“They’re a bit slow,” Shayne said. “Did you tell Sam about this scene at the drive-in?”
She missed a beat before answering. “No. He was worried enough. I asked Grover about it, and he claimed it hadn’t happened. So take your pick.”
Shayne, in the darkness, added a new piece to the puzzle. “Lib, who’s your real opposition? I don’t mean Jackie’s committee. Who’s putting up the dough?”
“You mean they didn’t tell you?” she said, surprised. “Are you doing this for love or something? Al Luccio.”
Shayne slapped the steering wheel. “From St. Albans.”
“Sure. My God, Mike, we thought you knew! His syndicate put four million into a new casino, and the grease on that came to a million even. That’s a real nut to work off. Now the big rollers from New York leave their wives and kids on the Beach and jet over to St. A. for the gambling. If we get gambling on the Beach, Luccio can turn his pretty new casino into a farmer’s market. As someone may have mentioned, there’s money at stake here.” She laughed. “Poor Al. He’s squeezed for cash. That’s why he’s going around baring his teeth. He’d like to be cool, but he can’t compete.”
“Al Luccio,” Shayne said under his breath.
“Hey, I told you something you didn’t already know! Pay me back, Mike. I know you owe Boots, but stay away from him till the banks open, at nine. That’s not much to ask. I’ve tried to be helpful.”
“I’ll check on a few things, and if you’ve been telling the truth-”
“Cross my heart.”
“Nine o’clock will be cutting it close.”
“You’ll have an hour before they convene, and the chaplain goes on and on. I’ve never listened to longer prayers. Boots is at some old-timey cabins on the road to Chattahoochee. He thinks he’s in hiding, the jerk. Mike, you don’t think somebody actually murdered Maslow?”
“Yeah-too many people wanted him dead. My first choice is still Sam.”
That jarred her. “Mike, don’t go around saying things like that! I thought you were beginning to get some sense. Why Sam? Why not Luccio? Why not Boots Gregory? Anybody had more reason to kill him than Sam had, and who says he was killed? Didn’t you hear about the coroner’s verdict, or whatever they call it? I think we ought to talk some more, and not out here where some cop may wonder what a Ferrari in good condition is doing in front of a body shop. I know we can’t go back to the Skyline, but there are other motels.”
He started the motor. “I need a car. I’ll borrow this one and drop you at a cabstand.”
Reaching across, she turned off the ignition. “Seriously.”
“I’m serious. On top of that, you’re a moral girl, and you don’t go to motels with strangers.”
“Not usually,” she admitted, her hand still on the key. “But this time I have a reason.”
She didn’t resist when he moved her hand. “Everybody else has been trying to block you out and you’re still hanging in there, aren’t you? I didn’t really expect-” She kissed his shoulder. “I wish we could play on the same team sometime.”
He heard the wail of a siren. He waited. It seemed to be moving in the opposite direction, and he backed out onto the highway. But he drove more cautiously, watching the mirror. Soon after they entered the city limits, another siren joined the first, and this one was much closer. He turned abruptly into a driveway between two houses and cut his lights.
“Get down.”
They slid down in the seat and Lib’s hand found his. “Damn, damn,” she said. “If it’s the cops, does our deal still hold? Nine o’clock?”
“If it’s the cops, all deals are off.” After a moment he sat up and turned on the lights. “It’s a fire. We’re all getting jittery.”
He backed out. A long hook-and-ladder clamored across the nearest intersection.
Shayne drove downtown and found an all-night cabstand at the bus depot.
“I hope I convinced you,” Lib said. “Be generous to those less fortunate than yourself. Nine A.M. Not eight fifty-eight.”
“I’ll see how it goes.”
She got out, a rewarding sight with her lovely unconfined body and white hair. A driver scrambled to open a cab door.



CHAPTER 14


The night clerk at the Prince George sent Shayne to a small bar off the lobby. It had closed officially hours ago, but Tim Rourke had hired the barman to stay on so he could use it as a command post. The barman, only the bald spot on the top of his head showing, was sound asleep at one of the tables. Rourke, one hand in a cast, was sprawled out along a banquette, a drink balanced on his chest, his head in a blonde girl’s lap. The light was bad, but Shayne thought the girl had been a guest at the party at the Kendrick fishing lodge.
Rourke waved his glass. “Mike, the night’s about over. They’ll be voting in another four hours. Did you meet Rosalie? Mike Shayne.”
“How are you, Rosalie?” Shayne said. “You look sleepy.”
“I am, aren’t we all? Timmy’s a very tired boy. I’ve been trying to get him to-” She sat up straighter. “You mean you want me to go to bed so you can talk business? I don’t happen to be registered at this hotel.”
Rourke sat up with an effort. He passed her a room-key and whispered something which made her giggle. As she leaned forward getting up he patted her rump fondly.
“I won’t put on cold cream or anything,” she said.
“Nice kid.” Rourke remarked, watching her leave. “Don’t wake up the bartender. Get your own drink and we’ll settle later.”
Shayne located the cognac. Rourke came after him and deposited himself on a stool, smothering a yawn.
“Glad you could get some use out of the chopper. That’s one way to do it. Rush around, put on the mileage, fool yourself into thinking you’re getting somewhere. That’s not my way. I like to stay in one place so everybody knows where to find me, and let the information seep in. What happened with Judge Kendrick? I hear they had you in jail up there.”
“That was just so he’d know where he could put his hands on me.” He drank some of the cognac. “What did you do about Jackie?”
“Mike, some of this you’re going to like, and some you’re not going to. I had to use my own judgment, so please don’t second-guess me, o.k.?” He opened a ten-by-twelve manila envelope and slid a glossy print across the bar. “A kid from the local paper was out at the lake taking pictures. This is just after the fire truck got there. See if you recognize anybody.”
Shayne held the picture to the feeble light from the back bar. Assorted guests were grouped near the fire truck, facing the fire. Shayne saw Senator McGranahan, holding a moose head he had carried out of the building. Another man, probably also a legislator, had noticed the camera and was hiding behind his cupped hands. Anne Braithwaite, the English girl Shayne had left tied up in the room with Maslow, stared at the camera disdainfully. There were others in the background, one a fat man wiping his forehead with a handkerchief.
“Teddy Sparrow! What’s he doing there?”
“The question I asked myself. You understand there’s a block on the gate and the fire truck is the only vehicle they’ve allowed in. Teddy must have been there when the fire started. As soon as I recognized him I got on the phone and left word at various places. Half an hour later he walked in, looking, what’s the word, sheepish.”
Shayne studied the picture. Teddy Sparrow was a private detective from Miami, friendly and eager but totally inept, with a real instinct for the wrong guess and the wrong move at the wrong time. He was tie-less, streaming with sweat. There was something heavy in the side pocket of his jacket. Shayne brought the picture closer to the light.
“It’s a camera,” Rourke said. “He didn’t want to admit it, and he didn’t want to let me have the film. We had a big argument about it. I won.”
He brought a sheaf of glossy photographs out of the envelope. Shayne pulled them toward him.
“What did you do, send him out to follow Jackie?”
“Hell, he can handle a simple follow-job,” Rourke said uneasily. “He’s in the business. I had to be here to take calls.”
Shayne drummed his fingers on the bar, and Rourke said more defensively, “I know what you’re thinking, but if I was doing it I’d do it worse.”
“Was he working for Maslow?”
“He wouldn’t admit it. You can lean on him when he gets back.”
Shayne looked at the pictures. The first showed McGranahan in bed with two girls. His face showed clearly in the middle of the tangle, obviously delighted with everything that was being done to him. In the second picture, Grover Kendrick was accepting a package of money from Phil Noonan, the Savings and Loan Association lobbyist. Other packages had spilled out of an open dispatch case on the bed. The next two pictures were different views of the same transaction. In the first, Noonan was holding out the money and Grover was reaching, in the second Noonan had pulled back his hand and Grover was riffling the bills.
“I used a magnifying glass in the darkroom,” Rourke said. “The top bill in each package is a hundred.”
The final picture showed Anne Braithwaite and an unidentifiable man. The man was behind her. Her handbag was open on the bedside table. Somebody had drawn a white circle around it.
Rourke explained, “You can’t see it in a five-by-seven, but with a magnifying glass one of the things that shows up is a hypodermic syringe. They had something for everybody.”
“What was the light-source, infra-red?”
“Probably. But the girl in the darkroom said she thought it looked like a special kind of fast film. Surveillance film, it’s just been put on the market-with starlight you get a print of studio quality.”
The phone rang at the end of the bar. Rourke pushed off and answered it, and a moment later held it out to Shayne.
“McGranahan wants you, Mike.”
Shayne took the phone.
“There you are finally, Mike. I’ve been calling around.”
“Is the party still going on?”
“The party is definitely not still going on. I lost my pants in the fire, for one thing, and I’ve had to listen to some pretty thin humor about it, some pretty thin humor. I was changing to bathing trunks to go for a swim when the fire broke out, but nobody seems to believe me.”
Shayne laughed. “I don’t believe you.”
“Mike, that’s not friendly. Damn shame about Maslow. I never liked him, but I think I’ll miss the creepy son of a bitch. So he turns out to be a lush. It encourages me.”
“Did he ever try to blackmail you, Matt?”
There was an instant’s silence, and McGranahan said, “Funny you should ask that. Now I remember why I wanted to talk to you. Call off the pressure. I may look like a good-natured slob, but I can be nasty. Anybody who thinks he can capitalize on the indiscretions in my past record is welcome to try.”
“Who’s pressuring you?”
“Colleagues of yours. This very tough voice, vote nay or else. The hell with the bunch of you, is my message! Most of those things he mentioned my wife already forgave me for. You’re not too up-to-date.”
“I’ve just seen an up-to-date picture of you and two girls, but don’t worry about it. Vote as you please.”
McGranahan hesitated. “You mean that?”
“Absolutely. And if you get any more calls, tell them Mike Shayne says to go back to the Caribbean where they own the cops. They’ll get in trouble if they hang around here.”
“You do mean it.”
“How much did Sam pay you, Matt?”
“I deny it. Sam who?”
“I heard ten thousand.”
“Ten thousand? Ten thousand dollars? You’ve got inflated ideas, not that I’m admitting anything. In the days of the pari-mutuel bill, that was different. Those people were spenders. And that’s all on the subject! Goodnight.”
Teddy Sparrow came in while Shayne was returning the phone to its cradle. The fat detective stopped in the middle of the floor, his eyes down.
“Well, I’m sorry to say I lost her.”
“I’ve lost plenty of tails at this time of night,” Shayne said. “How did it happen?”
Brightening slightly, Sparrow moved his bulk to the bar. “Something tall and cool, Tim, with gin in it. I don’t see how you keep these hours. All I did was blink once and they were gone. That never happens when I get my regular eight hours.”
Sparrow waited till Rourke prepared a drink, and then opened a notebook. There was too little light to read what he had written in it, and in the end he used a flashlight.
“First thing subject did, at four-eighteen A.M., was make some phone calls. She had to hunt up the numbers in the book. Then she got a black Ford, license number MK 361, out of the hotel garage. Drove to the vicinity of the Skyline Motel. So long as we were moving along I was fine. Then we had ten minutes of sitting still, and that’s when the trouble started. You came out of an upstairs room with a dame, Mike. White-haired, terrifically stacked-but hell, you know that. I thought my subject might tail you, but no. At four fifty-five A.M. a nice dark-green Eldorado came cruising along, three guys in it. She winked her lights. There was carefulness on both sides. They drove past, they turned around and came back. One guy got in with her-”
“Do you know what Al Luccio looks like?” Shayne said.
“Who runs the big casino in the islands? Was that who? Short little legs, walks like an ex-pug. Snazzy sideburns. This sort of pot on him.”
“Yeah. And that’s when you went to sleep?”
“I didn’t exactly go to sleep. I kept snapping out and drifting back. I honestly don’t understand why I didn’t hear the motors when they left. You’d think on a quiet night like this, but it was like both cars vanished. Go ahead and say it. I goofed.”
“No, you made a connection for me,” Shayne said bleakly. “The girl I dropped at the hotel was definitely the girl who had the talk with Luccio?”
“I can swear to that, Mike.”
“How long have you been working for Maslow?”
Sparrow cut his eyes at Rourke. “We were supposed to keep it confidential, but I guess it’s out now. Six months or so? Off and on.”
“Did you like him?”
Sparrow looked surprised. “I can’t honestly say I did. He had a tongue like a razor. Something like this tonight, where through no fault of my own things didn’t go as planned, he’d still be cutting me up twenty-four hours later. He was no joy as an employer, and the money wasn’t that good, either. But he was a rising man, I had hopes it would lead to something.”
“Did you know he was blackmailing people with the material you collected?”
Teddy rammed his big belly against the bar and swiveled around to look at Shayne.
“Would you repeat the question?”
“You heard me.”
“I heard you, but it takes a minute! You’re damn well told I didn’t know he was blackmailing people, and what’s more I don’t believe it! He was head of the subcommittee, but he didn’t control the hiring and firing of the regular investigative personnel. They sabotaged him, the machine pols, because he was a free-wheeler, and he didn’t care whose toes got stepped on. He was very much anti-Establishment. The orders he gave us, as abrasive as he was to me personally, there were no strings attached. It could be the governor of the state, it could be the president of a corporation, it could be the chairman of the state central committee. If we had any indication of hanky-panky, we were supposed to nail that person, let the chips fall where they may.”
He ran down at the end, sounding less and less convinced of the truth of what he was saying. He broke off and said complainingly, “Is it a fact, Mike? Was that what he was doing?”
“You must have wondered what happened to some of the reports you turned in.”
“Why, not at all,” Teddy said loyally. “You don’t break that kind of story in dribs and drabs. You wait and accumulate enough to make a page-one headline. He kept the whole thing in his own hands.”
Rourke laughed. “But if anybody ever got rapped for blackmail, it wouldn’t be Sheldon Maslow. That I can guarantee.”
They let him think for a moment. Finally he nodded. “When you look at it from that angle, it’s a possibility. That’s as far as I care to go at this time.”
“You have to go further,” Shayne told him. “Did you ever pick up a package for him without knowing what was in it?”
“I guess I may have,” Teddy said, beginning to look worried. “A couple of times anyway, from Phil Noonan for one.”
“Tim, find out if he’s registered here, and if he is tell him we want to talk to him about some hundred-dollar bills.”
Rourke went to the phone. Shayne continued, “Teddy, let’s figure that Maslow wouldn’t want to take any unnecessary risks. He could set up the cash deliveries so it would seem that you or somebody else on his staff was cadging behind his back. The whole operation was secret, and he had control all the way. You may never be charged with anything, but rumors can be just as bad in the private detective business. Let’s bring everything out in the open.”
“I’m for that,” Teddy said fervently, wiping sweat off his forehead with a bar napkin. “What else do you want to know?”
“How did Maslow hear about the party tonight?”
“I told him. A girl I met in a bar, kind of a chintzy accent, she sold me the tip for forty-five dollars, and I guess now that’s going to come out of my own pocket. Old Maz was real excited. Here was our chance for some documentation. We went in early by boat and ditched the boat in the weeds, where we could get away in a hurry. I couldn’t find it later-somebody beat me to it, a little rowboat with an outboard motor. For a couple of hours we hung around in the trees getting bit by mosquitoes. After dark, he skinned up the back roof and in a window. We had a couple of these high-priced Japanese cameras. He didn’t scare easy, because it was risky in there for somebody with a camera, I can tell you. I identified three of Sam Rapp’s goons. We had a system worked out, whereby after he took a few shots through the closet door he tied a piece of twine around the camera handle and let it down and I tied on the other camera with fresh film. That way it could get confiscated and we’d still have something to show.”
Rourke came back from the phone. “Noonan’s on his way.”
“What about the package Noonan gave you?” Shayne asked Teddy.
“It was more of an envelope. I had a piece of luck earlier with somebody in his office. This middle-aged lady cornered me and set up an appointment. She had evidence of a payoff, and she decided it was high time that kind of thing was stopped. Didn’t cost us a penny, a Xerox copy of some bookkeeping entries, I couldn’t make heads or tails out of it myself, I just passed it on to Maslow.”
“Did you ever come across anything to connect Maslow and Boots Gregory?”
“As a matter of fact! I saw Gregory coming out of his office-the private one, not the one in the capitol. He rented a place on the way to the airport, where he could meet his informants and so on. He set up the schedule so nobody would run into anybody, but this was just after I started and I had something urgent, which is how I happened to see Gregory. The senator gave me a real ripping up and down, and he even fired me, but he took it back later. I thought it was funny-Boots Gregory, after all, but you know what they say about politics and bedfellows.”
Phil Noonan came in. Usually one of the best-groomed men in the lobbying business, he had pushed a wet brush through his hair and knotted an ascot hastily around his neck, but he still had a long way to go before he could take his habitual place in the second-floor lobby connecting the house and the senate.
“What is it that can’t wait till morning, Mike? I had three hours with the highway patrol-”
He saw Teddy Sparrow, and shifted swiftly to his usual unruffled style. “Which isn’t to say I don’t appreciate the opportunity. Is there someplace we can go where we won’t bother anybody?”
“Your problem is a small part of the picture,” Shayne said. “Rourke knows about it already, and Teddy didn’t know there was money in the envelope you gave him.”
“It didn’t even occur to me,” Teddy assured everybody. “I mean, it occurred to me, but I put it out of my mind.”
“Here’s what I wanted you to see,” Shayne said.
He sorted out the three photographs of money passing between Noonan and Grover Kendrick. Noonan looked at all three and slapped them on the bar. He swore explosively.
“It’s been the damnedest legislative session I can remember. Where the hell-”
He looked at Sparrow, who said hastily, “Senator Maslow took them. I only sent him up another camera.”
“These were taken between nine o’clock and eleven last night,” Shayne said. “I’ve been told you paid Grover forty thousand dollars a few weeks ago. What was this payoff for?”
Noonan laughed sarcastically. “Wonderful. You’ve got the pictures out of sequence. He was paying me.”
Shayne took back the pictures, rearranged them and looked at them again.
“I’ve had nothing but trouble,” Noonan went on, “nothing but aggravation.” He looked at the slumbering bartender. “I need a drink.”
“Let him sleep,” Rourke said. “I’ll get it.”
“A large Scotch. A very large double-Scotch and very little soda. Mike, I’ve been beating up and down the thru-ways of this state for the last fifteen years, addressing chambers of commerce and Rotary Clubs, telling them about the services lobbyists perform, trying to erase some of the stigma. I never paid a political bribe in my life before last night. I just never had to.” He drained the drink in one harsh swallow, shuddering as it burned its way down. “I knew I shouldn’t step out of character. I should have bowed out gracefully, but it all seemed so-so extraordinary-”
Shayne looked up from the photographs. “You mean Grover was paying you back?”
“That’s what was happening, believe it or not, and if those pictures appear in the press, who would believe it? Mike, if you think it was hard rigging the books to cover the original payment, it was agony covering the repayment. There’s just no precedent. I begged him to keep the damn money, but he wouldn’t, or couldn’t. And how were we supposed to enter it? We had to patch and transfer and create an entirely new account. If we’re ever audited-”
“What was the first forty thousand for?”
“There was only one forty thousand. It went out, it came back in. I think I’m steadier. I can talk about it without going into falsetto. You’ve got me with these photographs, Mike. They’re publishable. They’re eminently publishable. But please don’t publish them. After the way I’ve been talking about ethics for so many years, the association would fire me and nobody would give me a job running their postage meter.” He looked at the pictures again. “Notice the sneaky look on my face. That man is obviously guilty. You say Maslow took this picture? One consolation-the bastard got what was coming to him!”
He looked at Shayne suddenly, and his tongue came out to lick whiskey off his lips. “You don’t think I had anything to do with starting that fire?”
His eyes traveled from face to face, and he began talking very fast. “You want the whole story. Mike? Tim? The big thing the association has been pushing this session is a one percent bump in the mortgage ceiling. Very good economic arguments in favor, and we didn’t expect any trouble. Then Grover broke the bad news. The judge had set a price of forty thousand on letting it through. I was surprised. It was the first time I ever heard of Judge Kendrick being on the shake. But of course it was worth it. Some of our members needed that extra point to stay in business, so I got the money together and gave it to Grover, and Judge Kendrick handled the bill all the way, smooth as cream.”
“The forty thousand stopped with Grover?”
“Yes, but how was I supposed to know that? The judge was for the bill, he just wasn’t committing himself for strategic reasons. When he found out about it he made Grover give it back, and that’s the complete and absolute truth. I hope you’ll see your way clear to destroying those pictures, including the negatives, because-”
The phone rang. Rourke took the call while Shayne questioned the lobbyist further about the payment he had made through Sparrow. Noonan maintained that that had been a mere thousand dollars. He had believed that Sparrow had learned of the forty-thousand-dollar payment and was blackmailing him on his own account.
“Nothing could be further from the truth,” Sparrow said firmly.
Rourke put the phone down. “Did you hear some fire sirens?”
“Yeah, on the way in. What was it?”
Rourke came back to his drink. “What’s our big unsolved question? Was Maslow’s death an accident or murder? Both doctors who looked at the body have political jobs, and a verdict of accidental death would get a lot of important people off the hook. Was Maslow really drunk when the fire started? Were they lying about the alcohol count, or did somebody switch blood samples?”
“Well?” Shayne said impatiently.
“There’s no way of checking now, Mike, because the funeral home burned down.”
When Shayne gave him a questioning look he nodded. “Yeah. Everything went, including the corpse.”



CHAPTER 15


Sam Rapp’s costly and powerful Ferrari 275 GTB, carrying Shayne and Tim Rourke, approached the medical block where, according to Teddy Sparrow, Senator Maslow had maintained his sub rosa office. The sky was beginning to lighten. Daybreak was less than an hour away.
“I know there’s no time for an illustrated lecture,” Rourke said, “but tell me this one thing. Was Maslow murdered?”
“Hell, yes,” Shayne said gloomily. “All you have to do is think of him in that closet. Every picture he took meant either money or votes. Why would he pick a time like that to start drinking?”
“I guess the answer is that he probably didn’t. We can’t prove it now.”
“Unless we get the killer to admit it.”
“Well, I’ve been following you around long enough to know that it sometimes happens. One thing I didn’t tell you. When I talked to the paper tonight they said three separate tipsters had phoned in a name. This is the smart money talking, and who do you think they give credit for the killing?”
“Sam Rapp,” Shayne said. “But Sam didn’t do it. That’s one of the few things I do know. Let’s see if we turn up anything at Maslow’s office. I doubt if he was a safe-deposit-box man, but you never-”
A cream-colored hardtop turned onto the street and rocketed away, kicking out a heavy exhaust. Shayne came down on the gas and the Ferrari responded.
“Tim! Watch the street numbers.”
The hardtop zoomed past a lumbering milk truck, drifting farther and farther across the center line until, with a sudden flare of its brake lights, it swung across the opposite lane into a side street.
“Here we are,” Rourke said.
Shayne lifted his foot off the accelerator, but waited an instant before applying the brake. He thought the hardtop had come out of a driveway in this block, but he couldn’t be sure.
He pulled up to the curb, hesitating again before getting out. But this was unfamiliar country, and he knew from experience that once you lose contact with a car in the residential district of a strange town, with two-way traffic and short blocks, it’s likely to be gone for good.
The address Sparrow had given them belonged to a long two-story brick building, with stores along the ground floor. The second floor was a warren of medical offices. As Shayne and Rourke went up the stairs, taking them two at a time, Shayne could still feel the pull of the hardtop. He was beginning to think he had made a bad choice. He should have given chase the instant the light-colored car appeared. The driver had accelerated too hard, he had taken the turn too sharply.
It was too late now.
They found Room 37, which the lettering on the glass door identified as the office of Dr. Seymour J. Weiss, Gynecologist. Shayne had his lockpicking equipment ready, but the door was already unlocked. As they crossed the threshold, the pungent after-smell of an explosion made his nostrils flare.
They were in a small waiting room. Crossing the room in two strides, Shayne pushed open the door to the doctor’s examining room. The medical furniture inside had obviously not been used in some time. A padded examining table, fitted with stirrups, was pushed against the wall, with newspapers and magazines thrown carelessly on it. The floor on the visitors’ side of the desk was littered with butts. Shayne went quickly to a wall cupboard, of a kind that could be used for storing medical supplies. The doors stood open. Inside, a small cylinder safe had been cemented into the wall. It had been blown.
Shayne heard Rourke swear under his breath behind him.
A body was sprawled on the floor, between the end of the examining table and the wall. It was Grover Kendrick, Jr., still attired in the blue Bermudas and knit shirt he had worn at his party. A heavy caliber bullet had opened an exit-hole in the back of his skull. The blood on the floor around him looked recent.
“Take care of this, Tim,” Shayne said savagely. “Then get back to the hotel.”
“Sure,” Rourke said as Shayne passed him. “And when they ask me why I’m here, what do I say?”
“You’re getting a checkup.”
Rourke came to the door and called after him, “From a gynecologist?”
Moving fast, knowing that he had already lost far too much time, Shayne plunged down the stairs and into the Ferrari. He was figuring probabilities. To run down the hardtop now, he needed something faster and more mobile, able to maneuver in two dimensions-a helicopter.
Coming down into high when the tachometer began to insist, Shayne shot past the milk truck, which swerved off nervously as Shayne loomed suddenly on its left.
The airport was a mile away, and he covered the distance in less than thirty seconds. It was a marvelous car, too conspicuous for anyone in Shayne’s business to drive regularly, but steady on the rough pavement, with a sensitive wheel and an ability to move around corners at a high speed without drifting or shuddering.
The gate he wanted was chained. Braking lightly, he hit it head on. It burst open.
He kept his thumb on the horn as he headed for the helicopter. The blacktop was slick with dew. He went into a long controlled skid that came to a stop under the idle rotor.
The look on his face as he pulled himself into the helicopter sent the pilot into the cockpit. The motor sprang to life and the big overhead blade began to wheel slowly.
Shayne, at the pilot’s elbow, gestured upward with his thumb. Salzman shook his head, and waited till he approved of the noises the engine was making, then he moved his controls and the craft rose at a shallow angle, hugging the ground until they were out from under the traffic pattern.
“We didn’t get clearance. It’s an emergency, I hope.”
“Yeah,” Shayne said curtly. He drew a circle in the air. “We’re looking for a white hardtop with Florida plates and bad bearings, burning oil. Within five miles of here.”
Salzman looked skeptical. “Moving or parked?”
“If it isn’t moving we won’t find it. Up a little higher.” The helicopter rose to fifteen hundred feet and began to weave. The street plan of the town became clear. There was a harsh orange glow in the east; the sun was on its way. Shayne found the street he had been on. Following it with his eye, he picked up the milk truck, motionless now as the driver made a delivery.
There was little movement in the side streets, and the only vehicles he saw were either the wrong color or the wrong shape. Once he had Salzman come down to look more closely at a white sedan. It proved to be a low-priced compact.
They began taking wider and wider casts as they ran farther out on an imaginary radius, and soon, for part of the time, they were over open country. At a gesture from Shayne, Salzman went still higher. Shayne was shifting back and forth from one side of the great curving windshield to the other.
Twice more they went down for a closer look. The second time Shayne touched Salzman on the shoulder and said, “That’s the one I want.”
It was a heavy three-or-four-year-old DeSoto. Even moving at high speed on open highway it was making too much exhaust. The sun was up, and the speeding car cast a long, lively shadow. It was traveling due south on a two-lane highway. A mile or so ahead of its present position, a curving unpaved road wandered away through trees to the west, to join another north-south highway leading back to town.
“Set down ahead of him,” Shayne said. “See what he does.”
Salzman overtook the DeSoto, planed up and over, and after picking up a hundred-yard advantage, began to settle toward the highway. The DeSoto cut its speed sharply, swung out on the shoulder and went into a violent seesawing turn.
“Now we chivvy him a little,” Shayne said.
The helicopter came up and around, hanging behind the DeSoto at an elevation of only two hundred feet. The road ran straight for five miles, with no side roads, paved or unpaved.
“This about right, Mike?”
“Just fine,” Shayne said grimly.
Picking up the transmitter, he signaled the tower. When a voice answered, coming in strongly, Shayne identified himself and gave the helicopter’s location and bearing.
“Take this down,” he said. “We’re pursuing a cream-colored DeSoto hardtop convertible, tag number-” He peered down, shading his eyes against the sun, and read the digits. “The driver’s a killer. We can hold him on this stretch of road, but we need a roadblock. Notify the highway patrolmen. Over.”
The DeSoto was slowing again, and Salzman throttled down to keep the interval.
“A killer, is he?” he said casually. “I suppose he’s armed.”
“No, probably not,” Shayne told him. “He thought he was in the clear. The first thing he’d do would be to throw away the gun.”
“Then we’d better turn him again. If he gets into town he can lose us.”
“Not if the cops are on the ball. They must have cars available. It’s been a big night for everybody.”
The radio voice called. Shayne picked up the transmitter and answered.
For an instant, after throwing the switch to receive, he heard only a meaningless crackle. Then that cut out and the voice said hesitantly, “Shayne? The Captain says-well, he says they don’t want any crap out of you, and to get your ass down out of there unless you want a bad mess of trouble. Unquote.”
Shayne grinned. “If he’s still on the phone, tell him we’ll handle it ourselves. We’ll keep him posted.”
Salzman looked around when Shayne closed the transmission. “I’m not getting combat pay, Mike.”
Hand signals told him what Shayne wanted. He went back to full throttle, shooting over the DeSoto at a rising angle. Shayne flattened his face against the side window. The car below had slowed to a crawl. The windshield reflected the sun, but Shayne saw two people in the front seat, the passenger partially screened by an open roadmap. The DeSoto was still heading north when Salzman dropped down behind the trees for a shallow approach to the airfield.
“Stay on his tail,” Shayne shouted as the wheels touched down a few yards from the Ferrari.
He leaped out. The helicopter swooped up and away. He slid smoothly into the waiting bucket seat of the Ferrari and without wasting time on the seat-belt brought the powerful car around in a tight circle. He was passing out through the broken gate as he felt the beat of the chopper overhead. On the highway, he waited for a lead. The helicopter seemed to hesitate. Then, spotting the fugitive DeSoto, it cut across the grid pattern and took up a position behind it.
Shayne took a parallel street. The two cars were mismatched. When Shayne’s Ferrari was well out in front he made two fast rights in succession. The DeSoto loomed up ahead, moving fast. He came about at a slant, blocking both lanes. The other car rocked and slid, and shot away into a side street.
Shayne was after it in an instant. The helicopter passed him and fell in between the two cars. Shayne waved. Salzman caught the signal, overtook the DeSoto and began to settle. This gave them their bracket.
Houses fell away on both sides. On an open stretch of road, Shayne ran up close behind the DeSoto, entering the spume of exhaust, and rapped his front bumper, already banged by the collision with the gate, against the DeSoto’s back bumper. Shayne’s fingertips played lightly with the wheel. His left foot was on the brake, so he was riding brakes and gas at the same time. He gave the accelerator a quick savage goose, ramming the other car hard, then increased the brake pressure and fell back.
When the interval opened to a car-length he hit the gas and zoomed into the left-hand lane. He kept control all the way. When his rear wheels were abreast of the front wheels of the DeSoto, he began to bear in, and ran the other driver off the road.
His opponent lost courage at the last moment. As the fenders clashed he went to his brakes. Shayne sheered off, and heard a slither and a crunch in his wake. His own brakes were on. Even before he came to a complete stop he jammed the stick into reverse and came back, stopping a few yards from the DeSoto, which had come all the way around to point back up the road. In the dying moments of its skid, it had broken off two highway posts.
The driver, on the shoulder of the road, was bent over fumbling with something. It was Boots Gregory, whose tattooed wrist had said that he was looking for trouble. He had found it. With trembling hands he was trying to set some crumpled papers on fire.
But he couldn’t make his lighter work. He dropped the papers and faced Shayne, his face wild. Shayne held his eyes. He feinted with a tiny head movement. As Gregory went with the feint Shayne nailed him. Gregory hit the DeSoto on the way down, putting one more dent in its side.
Anne Braithwaite was strapped into the front seat, using both seat-belt and shoulder-belt. She was staring straight ahead, her face white and blank.
“Are you hurt?” Shayne said.
Her teeth unclenched. “Scared,” she said faintly.
The helicopter came down. Salzman, beckoned by Shayne, ran toward them. Shayne gathered the papers Gregory had been trying to burn, and restored them to a lawyer’s letter-size cardboard folder. On the floor of the front seat was a small drawstring bag. Opening it, Shayne found it filled with roulette plaques, each bearing the little embossed seal-in this case a coronet-which identified the one casino in the world where it could be exchanged for money.
A siren began to cry. Anne scratched frantically at the catches of her seat belts. Shayne helped her. After she left the front seat he searched the car. Then he searched Gregory.
“No gun,” he observed.
“Which is lucky for you,” Anne said.
Gregory was trying to sit up when a highway patrol car, its siren dying, pulled in. A highway patrol captain jumped out, his revolver drawn.
“You gave yourself away with that radio call, Shayne,” he announced. “All we had to do was look for a helicopter. You’re under arrest.”
“Shayne’s under arrest?” Anne said bitterly. “Brace yourself, my dear man. You have a few surprises in store.”



CHAPTER 16


Shayne was in no hurry now.
The highway patrolmen wanted to book him for attempted bribery and assaulting a police officer with a Cadillac steering wheel. The county sheriff had questions to ask about a dead man named Ramon Elvirez, found in the grass at the edge of the airport. Then a report came in connecting Shayne with another man, considerably more important, who had been shot to death in a gynecologist’s office. When the state attorney arrived, a tall, gray-haired man with a superficial resemblance to public prosecutors on television, Shayne suggested that everybody collect in a central place, perhaps the bar of the Prince George, and determine who had primary jurisdiction.
Nobody wanted to do it that way. Tim Rourke called the Miami chief of police, a close friend of Shayne’s, and had him talk to the Tallahassee chief of police and the state attorney. Gradually the contending parties came around. Shayne gave them a list of people who could contribute information, and city policemen were dispatched to bring them in.
Sam Rapp, Boots Gregory and Al Luccio arrived with lawyers, obviously under instructions not to utter a single word. Luccio, dark, pudgy, and balding, had shaved with an unsteady hand. His face was crosshatched with cuts.
“It’s all right, it’s all right,” he told his lawyer, and coming up to Shayne, said in a low voice, “If you can swing the vote, Mike, it’s worth twenty G’s.”
“But have you got twenty G’s?” Shayne said. “In cash, not in markers.”
Luccio’s face twitched expressively. “We ought to have a little conference, you know? Sign now, pay later.”
“Al, do what your lawyer tells you. Sit down and shut up.” Lib Patrick and Jackie Wales came in together, both looking great, in their different ways. Jackie pulled up short, seeing the size of the gathering.
Lib remarked, “At least these cops gave me time to get the junk out of my hair. Thanks for holding off. They picked Sam up at the bank at 9:05.”
“Coming out or going in?”
“Coming out.” She drew a deep breath. “It’s such a great feeling.”
“That last half hour must have been pretty tense.”
“You know it.”
“I’m afraid I’m going to cost you some money, even so. You tried to do too much.”
She shot him an alarmed glance and hurried to Sam’s table. Shayne said something quietly to Jackie, who went out to the checkroom and returned with a manila envelope.
Judge Kendrick was the last to arrive. He stumped in, gave Shayne a hot, hard look which Shayne returned, and saying nothing, sat down at a nearby table.
Shayne had lost some of his edge during the long altercation, and he was bringing himself back with a cup of coffee laced with cognac. The barman had been awakened and sent to bed. Two waitresses from the coffee shop were distributing breakfasts and drinks. As soon as that was finished Shayne asked them to leave.
He sat on one of the tables and took another sip of his aromatic coffee.
“I want to thank the distinguished counsellors for letting their clients attend,” he said with a grin. “This isn’t a hearing. It’s an information session, and I hope we’ll all learn something before it’s over.”
The room was silent. He glanced at his watch.
“Nine forty-five. I’ve been in town twenty-four hours. Here’s a partial list of the crimes that have been committed in that time, all but a few of them by people in this room-bribery, blackmail, more bribery, kidnapping, extortion, robbery, assault, arson, and murder. We’ve got a jurisdictional tangle. We’ve spent a couple of hours trying to sort things out, but the more we talk about it, the worse it seems to get. Somebody’s obviously going to end up in a court of law, but first we have to agree on what actually happened. This is a political town, and before we finish our coffee I suppose we’ll make some deals. Counsellors, are you paying attention?”
They were. They had refused food and drink, and were sitting forward in their chairs, ready to jump.
“The big thing everybody has to understand,” Shayne went on, “and I don’t think I’ve convinced the state attorney of this yet, is that what we have here is a confidence game. A very good confidence game that worked, and it’s one of the few things nobody’s going to be charged with. Boots.” Shayne had waited till Gregory was about to take a sip of coffee, and he spoke sharply. Some of the coffee sloshed over.
“What?”
“Am I right in believing that you’re the new owner of the Regency Hotel in Miami Beach?”
Gregory glanced at his lawyer. “What about it?”
“Sam Rapp put a certified check in the bank about an hour ago. Would you mind telling us the amount of that check?”
The lawyer considered, and nodded. “The tax stamp makes it a matter of public record.”
“Seven-hundred-and-fifty thousand,” Gregory said. “Cash over mortgages. It’s a six-million dollar property.”
“Well, you got stuck,” Shayne said. “It may mean you’ll have trouble meeting your legal fees, but that’s your lawyer’s problem. We have an expert on Miami Beach real estate values with us. Tim, how much is the Regency worth?”
Tim Rourke, at the end of the bar, looked into his highball. “If the bill passes,” he said judiciously, “I’d say about six million. That old ballroom would make a nice casino. If the bill doesn’t pass, about forty-nine cents.”
“That may be a little high,” Shayne said. “The next question goes to Judge Kendrick. As of this moment, what are the bill’s chances?”
“After what happened last night and this morning?” the judge snapped. “We’ve been given a very convincing demonstration of hoodlum methods and hoodlum morality. The bill is dead.”
“Then that’s about it. But don’t complain about hoodlums, because the non-hoodlums haven’t done too well either. Of course we know now that the bill never had a chance. That was the con.”
He was watching Anne Braithwaite. She sat forward to look narrowly at Boots. Gregory hadn’t reacted yet, it would take a little more time.
“I’ve been at the Regency at the height of the season and seen nothing but free riders in the lobby,” Shayne said. “But don’t feel sorry for Sam-he’s had free rent all these years. Things get to look old-fashioned fast in Miami Beach. Even if you sunk a million bucks in renovations-”
“With a million,” Sam put in, causing his lawyer to stir uneasily, “you could barely get started.”
“And even then you couldn’t count on bringing the customers back. When you’re paying out more than you take in, it’s hard to find a buyer. The smart move would be to go bankrupt, but Sam had a position in town and he couldn’t do it that way.”
“It was never that bad,” Sam observed amiably. “Still, I’m not denying it’s nice to unload.”
“Now I have to say a few things about Lib Patrick,” Shayne said. “She’s really the heroine. I don’t think she’s killed anybody. She’s had a live-in arrangement with Sam for seven or eight years. It isn’t a job, so there’s no retirement plan. It isn’t a marriage, so there’s no social security. Lib has to face the fact that Sam is likely to die first, and he’s not really a rich man. That may surprise you, Boots. But at a certain point a half dozen years ago, Sam had to make a choice. He could go on taking the top man’s cut, and go on battling and conniving and scything the young kids down before they got big enough to be dangerous. And what kind of life is that? So he resigned the money and settled for the reputation, and he’s been enjoying himself ever since. Am I right, Sam?”
“My lawyer won’t let me say anything.”
“Now consider Boots Gregory,” Shayne said.
“Watch what you say about me,” Gregory warned.
“Big, handsome, not too bright,” Shayne said. “He wanted to move up to the major leagues. He has a tight organization and a healthy bankroll, and whenever he was daydreaming he thought of himself in Sam’s job, in Sam’s penthouse, with Sam’s girl. Yeah,” Shayne said when Anne Braithwaite moved, “you’re a nice-looking kid, Anne, but I don’t think you’re as nice-looking as last year, and a year from now I doubt if you’ll have it anymore. You’ll dry up in the wrong places. Your nose will get sharper. Every year you’ll get bitchier, and there’s nothing worse than a bitch with an English accent. Ask anybody here. Tim?”
Rourke looked carefully at Anne and then at Lib. “I’ll take Lib, any time.”
“Judge Kendrick?”
The judge rapped his stick impatiently. “Get on with it.”
“So here we have Boots Gregory, the ideal mark. The real inspiration was picking up the tired old casino bill and bringing it back to life by restricting it to Dade County. Let’s not have any speculation about how far Lib felt she had to go with Boots to soften him up. I’ve found her a prudish girl.”
“I deny that,” she said with a smile.
“Any comment. Boots?”
“I’m not saying a word.”
“That’s safer. Probably Lib told Boots to pay no attention to the hotel’s books-Sam’s accountants cooked them to show a loss, to help his tax position.”
Again Shayne timed his remark for a moment when Boots was drinking, and he spilled some more coffee. His lawyer whispered. He put the cup down and didn’t touch it again.
Shayne went on, “Now the second half of the con. The minute it began to look as though the bill had a chance, they were able to raise a campaign fund from people who would benefit from it-Gregory for one, other gamblers and hotel men. I heard somebody mention the figure of six hundred thousand. Maybe it wasn’t that high.”
“It was higher!” Gregory exclaimed while his lawyer went into a small spasm beside him. “They’ve been spending money like-”
He stopped abruptly.
“They only had to seem to be spending money,” Shayne explained. “It’s been a high-visibility operation. That party last night should have been top secret, but everybody in town seemed to know about it. It had very good word-of-mouth. They made sure Tim Rourke would be there, so every paper in the state could carry his copyrighted story about how Sam Rapp, the notorious gambler, was corrupting the legislature. Lib wore a tape recorder. I thought she wanted to nail down the deals, but not at all, the tape was for the people back in Miami who put up the money. She mentioned buying a senator for ten thousand. He tells me that the actual price was less, very much less, and I think I believe him. Sam even started the story that he was responsible for Maslow’s death, to show his backers how far he was willing to go to lobby the bill through.”
Gregory swung around to look at Sam, and Gregory’s lawyer came to his feet. “That will be just about all, Shayne. There’s a little too much flimflamming going on there. If no definite charge is going to be lodged against my client-”
“Did he go to the party last night?”
“We’ll pass that question.” He turned to the state attorney. “Do you condone this procedure? Because I want to put you on notice-”
The state attorney swallowed a mouthful of toast. “All I’m doing is having breakfast.”
“Because Anne was there,” Shayne went on when the lawyer made no further move. “She stuck a gun in my back and started to signal somebody outside. I think it was Boots. Anne, were you ever a nurse?”
Her neck seemed to lengthen slightly. “What bearing can that possibly-”
“There’s something about your style that reminds me of bossy nurses I’ve run into.”
Al Luccio put in, “She was a nurse in St. Albans when Boots was there.”
“There’s nothing wrong with nursing,” Anne said stiffly.
“Except that it’s not very highly paid. We’re getting ahead of ourselves. To wind up the money-now that it’s out in the open I’m afraid Sam and Lib will have to pay back their backers everything they didn’t actually spend. I doubt if they’ve got rid of more than twenty-five thousand.”
“Twenty-five!” Sam exclaimed.
“In the neighborhood of twenty-five. Put that in your story, Tim, and don’t bury it. Get it up in the lead where Sam’s investors can’t help but see it. You can quote me. I’ve gone into the matter thoroughly, and if Sam Rapp’s lobbying expenditures on this bill ran as high as twenty-five thousand I’d be very much surprised.”
“Mike, that’s way off!” Sam protested. “The girls alone-”
Lib and his lawyer, between them, forced him to subside. He gave an angry laugh.
“I thought you were being a little too good to us.”
“You dealt off the hotel at a nice price.”
“That was just half of the idea.”
“All right,” Shayne said. “Everybody still with me? The point I’m making is that Sam and Lib weren’t really trying, but for a period of twenty-four hours they wanted everybody to think the bill was about to pass. They did that by manipulating Grover Kendrick and his father.”
Everybody turned to look at the judge, who had himself under good control.
“I have to give you some background,” Shayne said. “Grover was spending time in Miami Beach, where Lib met him. And here we are again, Lib. I have to say something that’s going to make you sound mean and mercenary. I can’t work up much sympathy for Boots Gregory or even for Grover, but a confidence game-and I don’t care how clever it is or how much the mark deserves to be taken-is a mean way to make money. I hope Sam will put something in trust for you so you don’t have to do it again. Grover wanted to invest in the over-the-counter market, because horse racing is known to be crooked, and before long a loan shark came into the picture and Grover needed forty thousand in a hurry. He swindled it out of a lobbyist named Phil Noonan. There’s been a lot of talk about forty-thousand dollar bribes, but it’s all been the same bribe, moving in different directions. Noonan, of course, thought he was buying Judge Kendrick. This isn’t as complicated as it sounds. Grover accepted a payoff. No one would believe Noonan paid that much money for Grover’s influence, because he didn’t have any. Noonan had to be buying the judge, and sure enough, when the measure came up for a vote the judge rammed it through. And Sam and Lib had documentary proof of the transaction.”
Shayne added more cognac to his coffee. “To repeat. They weren’t really trying to legalize casino gambling. They couldn’t buy Judge Kendrick because he’s not for sale. He may be reactionary and bigoted and fifty years behind the times, but I think he’s reasonably honest. But he’s also a politician, and he doesn’t want his reputation wrecked for something he didn’t do. This is the deal they made. He made a careful statement and loaned them his fishing lodge for a big conspicuous party. Grover could take the rap for the party in case of trouble.”
Even the three lawyers had settled back to listen. Shayne smiled at Lib and went on.
“The hotel deal was still a bit edgy, because if the casino prospects were as good as they looked after Kendrick’s statement, why would Sam want to sell? He hadn’t signed the papers and Boots hadn’t handed over the check, but all the legal work had been done on it. So the con went into the third act. Sam told Boots he’d changed his mind-the deal was off. Boots went for it like a hungry trout. He kidnapped Sam, snatched him out of his motel without even giving him time to put on his socks. I almost managed to break that up, but Sam explained to me that he didn’t want to be rescued. I can imagine the dialogue after I left, straight out of network TV. Boots: ‘Sign these papers.’ Sam: ‘I won’t.’ Boots: ‘You will, by God, or you’ll end up at the bottom of a swamp.’ Sam: ‘All right, you talked me into it, where’s a pen?’”
Gregory’s fingers clenched and unclenched. The sunny look on Sam’s face told him that Shayne’s version was correct.
“The only trouble,” Shayne said, “was that the con was so good it fooled everybody, including Al Luccio, off in the Bahamas. The thought of Miami Beach competition was keeping him awake nights. He steamed in and hired Senator Maslow to set up a committee against the bill, and that explains what I’m doing here. You won, Al. Of course you would have won staying home, but never mind that. Has Al explained to you,” he said to Luccio’s lawyer, “that he’s sure to be rich some day, but right now he’s a little short? Obviously he couldn’t compete with a grease fund of over half a million dollars, so last night, when things began to look really bad, he decided to try muscle. He even threatened Judge Kendrick, by bombing his car and shooting his favorite deputy sheriff.”
“Is that a formal charge?” the lawyer said.
“We haven’t decided yet. Boots Gregory was somebody else who should have stayed home, but it was too important to him, too much was at stake-his whole future career. He tried twice to kidnap me. Maybe we won’t bother about that, Counsellor, if we can get him for anything bigger.”
“I didn’t kill the guy,” Boots said sullenly. “He was dead when I-”
This time the lawyer let out a real cry, his hands flying.
“I’m not talking about Grover,” Shayne said gently. “I’m talking about Senator Sheldon Maslow.”
Hearing that, the lawyer looked less agitated. “The cause of death there, as I understand it-”
“In a moment, Counsellor. I admit it’s a tough one because the body has already been cremated. More background-there’s no longer any doubt that Maslow was running a blackmail operation.” He took out the envelope file which Gregory had been trying to burn. “This came out of his safe. We’ve looked through it, and it all makes interesting reading. I’ve already said that Al Luccio is in a cash bind, so how did he hire Maslow? He offered to pay in gambling plaques, redeemable in currency at Al’s casino at some specified time. But Maslow wanted more than that, and Al had to give him more.”
Beginning to smile, Shayne drew an arrest-sheet out of the envelope.
“I almost missed this, because of course Boots changed his name after it happened. The police jurisdiction is St. Albans, and that gave it away. He told me he’d never been arrested. I considered that statement incredible, and sure enough-”
“Shayne-” Boots said thickly.
“I know. You were only seventeen at the time, and it hardly seems fair. But you shouldn’t have killed Maslow. That was your real mistake.”
Looking at the sheet, he snorted with laughter. “In a way it isn’t too funny. A convict who turned in a tip on this to the Kendrick committee was murdered in prison. Here, Anne. You’ll be interested.”
Gregory bounded forward and snatched at the sheet, but the heavy hand of a state trooper forced him back in his chair. Anne began to read, suspiciously at first. After a moment she laughed loudly.
“Boots, how odd. Two women and a chicken! One would have said, anatomically impossible. How did you work it, actually?”
Gregory slumped in his chair, mumbling. She passed the sheet to Gregory’s lawyer.
“Blackmail’s usually based on something serious,” Shayne said, “and this is so trivial it’s ridiculous. The St. Albans judge probably laughed like hell when he suspended the sentence. In some lines of work it wouldn’t matter, but Boots Gregory has to come on very tough. He’s been hoping to take over Sam Rapp’s role as the father-figure in Miami, and if this sheet got copied and passed around he couldn’t even hang on in St. Pete, let alone move. And Maslow knew the value of such things. The price would be high. High enough so Boots couldn’t afford to pay it and have enough left to buy Sam’s hotel. So Maslow had to be murdered, which is the classic way for a blackmailer to die.” He was speaking louder, but he was having difficulty making himself heard over the noise and raucous laughter.



CHAPTER 17


He gave up and finished his coffee. More time passed before he was able to resume.
“But it had to happen soon,” he said, “because Maslow was pressing him for money. It wasn’t simple. As far as the public knew, Maslow was a brave and disinterested crusader against crime, the leader of the good-government forces, and to kill him in gangland fashion would also kill the bill. The trick was to do it in a way that would make him look like a phoney and a hypocrite.”
Several people were trying to break in. Shayne told the state attorney that he wanted to question the medical examiner, and a cop was sent out to the lobby to bring him in. The doctor who entered, a tall, thin, nearly chinless man, was clearly unraveling fast.
He appealed to the state attorney. “You have to issue a statement. The media people won’t leave me alone. One of them came right out and in so many words accused me of taking a bribe to falsify-”
Shayne interrupted. “After reflection, you don’t want to change your findings on the cause of Maslow’s death?”
“I certainly do not. Asphyxia. Enough alcohol in the bloodstream to induce unconsciousness. Absolutely beyond question. Confirmed by Doctor Schwartz. I’ve occupied this office for thirteen years. There’s never been the slightest hint of any irregularity-”
“I believe you,” Shayne said. “Were there any burns on the body when you examined it?”
“None. The cause of death was as I’ve stated it. Smoke inhalation.”
“I disagree with you there, Doctor. He was smothered while he was unconscious.”
The doctor sat down and loosened his neck inside his collar. “Smothered. Unconscious. Are you serious?”
“It’s a theory. I’m going to ask you again about burns. Wasn’t there in fact a small burned spot on the thigh, circular, about the diameter of a cigarette?”
The doctor sniffed at the question before deciding to answer. “He dropped a burning cigarette in his lap while he was drunk. It had nothing to do with his death.”
“He not only didn’t drink, he didn’t smoke. Was the burn at a spot which a trained nurse might pick for an injection?”
Gregory’s lawyer sat forward. “See here, Shayne-”
“Have you been retained as counsel for Miss Braithwaite?”
“I can take care of myself!” she cried. “What do you think I’m going to do, admit I gave him a shot of some fancy poison?”
“You gave him an injection of alcohol, Anne,” Shayne said. “Vodka would do it. You confiscated his camera, but he’d taken the precaution of bringing two, and luckily for us he’d already switched. We have a picture of you enjoying reverse intercourse with a Republican senator-enjoying is probably the wrong word. Your handbag is open. There’s a hypodermic syringe in it.”
She was beginning to look older, and as Shayne had predicted, she was already less good-looking.
He continued, “Maslow wasn’t the type to get drunk at a time like that. He was too greedy and ambitious. There was only one way you could get alcohol inside him, and that was with a needle. Boots was outside in the woods, in case you needed him. You were high on pot. You knew Maslow was there somewhere, because you’d made sure he knew about the party by telling a private detective named Teddy Sparrow. The blackmail possibilities were too good, and Maslow wasn’t able to resist. You found him in a closet. The electricity was off. At some point in the conversation you clubbed him, pulled down his pants and injected him with enough pure alcohol so the medical examiner would be sure to get a drunk reading, enough to keep Maslow snoring until it was time for the next step, the pillow over the face and the fire. You poured whiskey on him and put him back in the closet. Of course you knew a dead senator would get a good going over from the M.E., so you burned a hole through his pants with a cigarette and destroyed the needle mark.”
The medical examiner said uncertainly, “If we had the body-”
“It’s wild!” Anne said with a high laugh. “You don’t have the body, do you?”
“That’s what made me think of Boots,” Shayne said. “It’s as close as anybody can come to a sure thing. If Maslow had picked up on Sam and Lib, they would have had reason to kill him. But Sam isn’t the kind of gambler who rigs the wheel or buys out all the jockeys in a race. He’s satisfied to go with the percentage.”
“Thanks,” Sam said dryly.
“Boots contributed one thing-he shot out the kerosene lamp and started the fire. I think Anne did everything else.” He looked at the doctor. “How would a pillow suffocation fit your diagnosis?”
“It would have the same effect on the lungs, precisely. Mr. Shayne, would you mind coming out to the lobby and explaining to the TV people-”
“In a minute.”
“Mike, one thing,” Rourke put in. “Who burned the funeral home? Boots was busy closing the hotel deal, if I’m figuring the timing right-”
“Luccio did that,” Shayne said, grinning at the squat gambler. “Things looked terrible for him at that point. He tried intimidating Judge Kendrick and somebody shot at him from the judge’s office. If the body got an early cremation, people would be suspicious about Kendrick’s hurried trip down to Tallahassee in the middle of the night to talk to the doctors.”
“You can’t pin that on me, Shayne,” Luccio said.
“That’s somebody else’s job. But I want to talk to you later, Al, so don’t disappear. Now we come to our other murder. Maslow kept a separate office for his undercover business. Boots needed that arrest-sheet. It took time to collect the necessary safe-blowing equipment and to force Sam to sell him the Regency. He’d just blown the safe when Grover Kendrick walked in. Grover, too, had a paper he needed, the proof of that initial payoff from Noonan. All at once there were too many people in that gynecologist’s office, and Boots was the one with the gun.”
Gregory’s slump had become more pronounced. His head was close to the table, his face tipped so he wouldn’t have to look at anybody. Shayne’s tone sharpened.
“That old vice arrest in St. Albans was bad enough-but hell, seventeen-year-old kids are entitled to one mistake. There must be people in St. Pete who look up to Gregory. Young fellows coming along who need a model, somebody they can respect. That Maslow thing was a little too fruity, Boots. Your fans won’t understand it. Anne did most of it-a girl. You were outside, in reserve. A little chicken? A bit on the cautious side? Yeah, I’m afraid so.”
The lawyer stirred. “Mr. Gregory, I suggest we-”
“You heard people laughing a minute ago, Boots,” Shayne said. “But wait till the news gets around about how Lib and Sam stuck you with the Regency. That’s too good a story to keep corked. It’s funny. How many times did she let you get in bed with her, about three? How you fell for it! That’s a quarter of a million dollars a screw. You actually thought you were going to move in on Sam Rapp. It couldn’t have worked, Boots. Sam is a man.”
Gregory raised his head slowly. “I killed him.”
“Did you, Boots? I doubt it. It isn’t in character.”
“I shot him. I let him pull out his gun first, and then I spattered his brains on the wall.”
Shayne shook his head. “You’re a born patsy. A born mark. You’re the big joke of the year.”
“The son of a bitch was crowding me. I threw the gun away, or I would have killed you too when you walked up the road.”
“Boots, you’re crazy!” Anne said. “Crazy, crazy! Who cares how they laugh at you if you’re in the clear?”
She finished with a small laugh herself, and it brought Boots to his feet yelling, “I shot the bastard! Do you hear me? What’s so funny about that?”
He went for the girl. Shayne let the regular police handle it.
After Gregory had been removed, still shouting, Shayne said to the state attorney, “He had his own lawyer with him. God knows he had enough warnings. Do you think you can use it?”
“I sure as hell intend to try. Is that all, Mike?”
“I still have a few odds and ends, but not for public consumption.”

The press was called in, and the state attorney repeated Shayne’s story. Rourke phoned his paper. Shayne listened, supplying the facts he still needed. After hanging up, Rourke gave his friend a searching look.
“It’s all very tidy, Mike, but a couple of parts of that I don’t buy.”
“It’s the best I could do. Take your drink to a table, Tim. I want to talk to Jackie.”
“For one thing,” Rourke said, “with this much illegal money floating around, how come you didn’t get your hands on any of it? That never happened to you before, to my knowledge. Are you sick?”
“I’m getting a fee.”
“If you’re talking about the fifty bucks the paper owes you-”
“I’m getting fifteen thousand,” Shayne said impatiently. “Sam and Lib put it up so a trooper could arrest me for bribing Grover. I’ve got a receipt for that, and I intend to collect it.”
Rourke gave a relieved laugh. “That’s one thing explained.”
He joined the other reporters listening to the state attorney. Jackie was sitting alone with a dead cup of coffee. Shayne beckoned to her.
She slid onto the next stool. “I suppose you’re sore.”
“I’m a little sore.”
“I didn’t know about Luccio, Mike. I really didn’t. He came to see me when he heard Maslow was dead. He told me to get you out of town so he could try his own methods. He said you’d never believe I was so dumb I didn’t know where the money was really coming from. I thought we were running on contributions. And he was right, wasn’t he? You don’t believe it.”
“So you told the highway cops they could find me talking to Sam at the Skyline Motel.”
“Yes. And I intercepted Al and warned him to stay away from Sam, that that was a trap. Mike, I didn’t want you to find out about Luccio!”
“Everybody’s been trying to sidetrack me. Gregory hijacked me. Sam and Lib had me arrested. Kendrick put me in a cell for a few hours.”
“I know,” she said. “I was stupid and wrong. I suppose this means I won’t be seeing much of you from now on.”
“That’s one of the things it means. How much is Luccio paying you?”
“Nothing. Mike, I didn’t know about him!”
Shayne thought for a moment, then looked around. Luccio was waiting to be noticed. He came over anxiously.
“Mike, listen, if there’s any further beef can’t we square it one-on-one, without bringing in the authorities?”
“How much were you paying Maslow?”
“As you said, Mike, I paid him with that arrest-sheet on Gregory. I mean, I’m not in the blackmail business, it’s dynamite, I don’t like to fool with it.”
Shayne clinked the bag of roulette counters. “How much is this worth?”
“Ten thousand, Mike, but that was definitely to be paid in the future.”
Shayne tossed the bag to Jackie. “Redeem them for her. And don’t slam the cashier’s window when you see her coming.”
He reached carefully into a bulky manila envelope and pulled out the handset of a public phone, wrapped in paper towels. One of the towels was loose, and the glossy surface of the phone showed a thumbprint.
“You remember the phone you used when you called the judge. If you’ll think back, you’ll recall that when you left the booth you weren’t thinking about fingerprints. You threatened a public official, damaged some property and shot a deputy sheriff. It’s not much, but it might be enough to lose you the St. Albans concession. I’ll keep the phone in a safe place until Jackie tells me you’ve paid up.”
Luccio gulped. “I suppose that’s fair, Mike. It’s just been a lot of turmoil about nothing, hasn’t it?”
When Shayne didn’t answer, Luccio moved away.
“Thanks, I guess,” Jackie said. “I would have preferred-well. We’ll run into each other. Miami’s not that big a town.”
She picked up the bag of St. Albans counters, returned to her table for her purse and cigarettes, and walked out Lib Patrick, seeing Shayne alone, came down to join him.
“You did wait till Sam deposited the check, so I suppose I’m grateful.”
“Of course you’re grateful,” he said. “And after Sam sets up the irrevocable trust-fund, so he can’t change his mind, you might be willing to show me how grateful you are.”
She laughed. “And would that be so terrible? If you’re serious, we don’t even have to wait for the papers to be signed. But I don’t think you’re serious.”
“That’s right, I’m joking.”
He had switched to straight cognac. He refilled his glass.
“I see you’re in a sour mood,” she said. “Tim just reminded me about that fifteen thousand. It’s yours. We couldn’t claim it without admitting we were trying to frame you.”
“I earned it.”
“Baby,” she said, laughing, “what are you being so grim about? All we did was swindle Boots Gregory out of seven-hundred-and-fifty-thousand dollars. That’s not such a horrible crime.”
“And how many people were killed? I make it four so far, and it’s not over yet.”
She touched his hand lightly. “They deserved it, dear.”
The press conference was breaking up. Rourke wandered back, passing Lib as she left.
“What was she doing, offering sex? And what were you doing, turning her down?”
“I have to punish her some way.”
Rourke saw the phone sticking out of the manila envelope. “I tried to make a phone call in the lobby, and one of the phones was cut loose. Is that-”
“Not so loud,” Shayne said. “The phone up in Leesville didn’t produce any usable prints.” He picked up his drink. “Don’t go anywhere, Tim. I’ve got one more thing to do, and then let’s do some drinking.”
Judge Kendrick was still sitting alone, clutching his stick with both hands. Shayne sat down across from him.
“Isn’t it time the senate convened?”
“They can convene without me. Mike, will those-people be convicted of Maslow’s murder?”
“Not a chance. The body would have helped, but probably not too much. I meant it when I said it was a sure thing.”
“But they definitely did it?”
“Definitely. You don’t still think Grover had anything to do with it?”
“No,” the judge said heavily, almost with regret. “Gregory’s going to repudiate that confession, you know. He’ll say you bludgeoned him into it, which you did, incidentally.”
“We may be able to get him on it if we can find the gun. Did you know about Maslow’s unofficial office?”
“It was one of those open secrets everybody knew.”
Shayne made an impatient movement. “Don’t make me drag it out of you. You know you have to talk about it. I can’t read people’s minds, and neither can you. Sheldon Maslow was a bastard, but do you want them to get away with killing him? I don’t think so. He was a fellow member of the club.”
“You’re not bad at reading people’s minds.” He waited a moment. “I saw Grover leaving the hotel, and I had an idea where he was going. Somehow he’d got hold of some plastic explosive, and he’d just blown the safe when I came in. He’d been drinking heavily. Mike-you said I set great store by honesty, and that’s true. But there have been compromises. Such is politics. Grover learned from me. I don’t accuse him. He merely went further. I voted for what he called special-interest legislation because I believed that when you add the special interests together, you get a system which, on the whole, works better than any other. Grover believed in free enterprise for himself as well. You turned up one bribe, the one from Noonan. There were others. There would have been more. He’d been watching Maslow, to see how he worked. Grover had bad luck with women, he was a poor judge of common stocks, in many ways he was a coward. He had taken Maslow’s papers out of the safe. He told me-joyfully-that I was going to serve another term, after all. Maslow had wanted power, but I already had it. One term, Grover thought, would make him rich.”
“What kind of a gun did you have?”
“He had the gun, a junk.38, a cheap revolver. I wiped it off carefully. It can’t be traced to me. I hadn’t been drinking since midnight. I took it away from him.”
“And it went off accidentally.”
“It went off. I don’t maintain it was accidental.”
“I didn’t think the scene was right for Boots. He would have tried to deal. How do you want to handle it?”
“I’ll take care of it myself, Mike, if that’s all right with you. I buried the gun in a vacant lot-I’ll show you where. I think I’ll let you see if you can convict Gregory. For the first time in my life I feel inclined to take the law in my own hands-now there’s a pretentious remark. I haven’t been that much of a pillar of rectitude. I don’t really care about my life. I have no family now, and I’m sick to death, Mike, sick to death of courthouse politics in my home county. I’ll arrange a hunting accident.”
Shayne nodded and produced the tiny pencil-like recorder which he had taken from Lib Patrick.
“I’ll accept that, but don’t change your mind about killing yourself, Judge, because I’ve got it on tape. I’ll give you a month.”
The judge met his eyes. “Pick your own date. Just give me twenty-four hours notice. I honestly don’t care anymore.”
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