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Five pieces of jade


CHAPTER 1

Yumeko did not need to open the draperies that covered the large front window to look down the street; she simply drew back one corner and put her head close to the glass. In fact the draperies were seldom opened because Mr. Wang preferred to have them closed. And since it was Mr. Wang's house, and he was the master of it in the fullest sense of the word, they continued to shut out both the bright light of day and the view of neighbors who might display undue curiosity concerning what was going on inside.
Far down the street, making his slow way closer, she saw the mailman. His stubby little vehicle, she knew, would be filled with information, news, and some goods which he would mete out in small portions along the length of his route. Much of what he had would be either routine or unwanted; the remainder would be the vital part, good news and bad already at least a day or two old, but which would not become known until the delivery had been completed. Yumeko had little anticipation of her own. It was because of Mr. Wang that she was anxious for the man in the red, white, and blue vehicle to reach their driveway and give them what was theirs. What he did after that was no concern of hers, at least not for another twenty-four hours.
What she did not like was having to go outside to collect the mail. She did not care to appear in public, even on the streets of this quiet West Coast American city. She was twenty-six years old and in some respects quite beautiful; her face was well formed and her dark Asiatic eyes needed no makeup to exert an exotic fascination. Her body, in most respects, was aU that she could reasonably hope for. She had a natural liquid grace which set off well the contours of her figure and, unlike many girls bom in the Far East, she had both well-proportioned legs and a very satisfactory bosom according to American standards. But she stiU kept out of sight as much as she was able-people asked too many questions.
She waited until the postman was slowing up in front of the house. Then she went out, her eyes protesting the sudden brilliance of the sunlight. The mailman knew her, which in a way was a small help. She accepted from him a small handful of envelopes, none of which appeared too important, and then waited. When he turned to look behind him she was suddenly hopeful. Then he got out, opened the rear door, and extracted a box.
Yumeko signed for it on behalf of Mr. Wang and took it carefully into her arms. It was moderately heavy, as she had hoped it would be. Attached to it was a brown envelope which contained the necessary documents; it had been opened and resealed with Scotch tape. Walking carefully to guard against a last-minute disaster, she reentered the house, put the package down in the center of the marble-topped table in the foyer, and then went to inform Mr. Wang that at long last the shipment he had waited for so patiently had arrived.
Wang Fu-sen looked up pleasantly when she came into his study; he almost always did that no matter what the hour or whatever state of mind he might be in. It was as though he were trying to erase aU of the unhappy moments in her past life, despite the fact that he had already given her far more than anyone could possibly be expected to do. "The mail just came," she said. "There is a package from Singapore."
Mr. Wang blinked once or twice behind his rimless glasses. "How does it appear?" he asked.
"I saw no signs of damage."
"Excellent." He rose from his desk and came forward. Because he had no intention of going out that day, and was expecting no visitors, he was wearing the long dark purple Chinese gown that he favored for his days at home. "Please bring the box into the kitchen."
Dutifully she went and collected it, carrying it for the last few feet of its long journey with a full sense of its importance. Her slender knowledge could never match the vast learning of Mr. Wang concerning the stone of heaven, but since she had been living in his house her interest had been awakened and he had helped her with his instruction.
Although he was over seventy years of age, Mr. Wang's hands were still smooth and capable. With them he cut tie cord which surrounded the wrapping paper, then removed the paper itself with the neat skill of the careful craftsman. When he had finished, a plain wooden box was revealed, addressed on the outside so that if the paper had been torn 2
away, it could still have found its destination. For just a few moments Mr. Wang examined the documents which had been in the brown envelope and found them all in order. The Certificate of Antiquity was the most important; it verified the contents and in so doing made them admissible into the United States, duty free. It was not the duty which concerned Mr. Wang, but for a long time there had been a ban; during that period the certificates had been absolutely essential.
With a light hammer and a screwdriver he carefully removed the twenty-two small nails which held the lid in place. When he had done so, he lifted it away and saw a carefully compressed mass of excelsior. Buried within it there was another box, this one also wrapped in brown paper. As soon as Mr. Wang had lifted it out, Yumeko removed the outer box and the wrappings, putting them neatly to one side. Her anticipation almost matched Mr. Wang's as he unwrapped the paper and at last revealed a cloth-covered blue box that was held shut by two ivory pins that fitted into sleeves.
Before he opened the box Mr. Wang deliberately waited while Yumeko swept the tabletop clear with her hands and dropped the stray pieces of excelsior into the wastebasket. Then he slipped out the ivory pins and lifted the lid.
The entire inside was lined with white satin. On the lid it had been formed into a cushion; in the bottom it carefully nestled a crudely shaped implement of stone. The object was no more than an inch wide and very slightly tapered, in length something between nine and ten inches. As Yumeko looked at it she was disappointed in its color; it was a dirty light gray and in a few places the edges had been crystalized so that they appeared ready to crumble. When she looked into the face of Mr. Wang as he contemplated it, she knew that once more her superficial feminine judgment had been wrong.
"I am very grateful that it has arrived safely," she said.
Mr. Wang wiped his glasses. "You are wise, for if anything had happened to it, no replacement would have been possible. You understand what it is?"
"It is jade."
"Indeed yes, but that is like saying that Lao-tzu was a man. It is a true Ya-Chang, which in ancient China authorized the bearer to mobilize troops or to take command of important military installations. There are many fakes, but this one is genuine. Can you estimate its age?"
Yumeko looked at it again and knew that it was very old indeed; it had probably been made before Christ was born. "Han Dynasty?" she ventured.
Mr. Wang smiled at her with gentle regard. "That is most intelligent; it could very well be Western Han, and it shows indications of that period. However, there are certain small details which, when it was examined by experts, established that it is earlier still. It is accepted to be of the Chou Dynasty, most likely the Period of the Spring and Summer Annuals."
She studied it for a moment before she spoke again. *'It is most fortunate that it is now in your hands."
Graciously Mr. Wang bowed to her. "Your speech is as well made as the beauty that surrounds you."
"I am not beautiful." She said it tersely, unwilling even for a moment to forget the thing she could never leave behind her.
The one man who had been truly kind to her in her life lifted his hand. "Let us install the precious Ya-Chang."
As he picked up the box she ran ahead to turn on the lights. Despite the harsh sunlight outside, the well-protected large room at the rear of the house would be in darkness. It was a tribute to the trust that Mr. Wang reposed in her that she was allowed to visit it at any time and to remain as long as she liked. With proper feminine instinct, which did not betray her this time, she left the main lights off and pressed the switch for the cabinet lights instead.
The room came to life, revealing a spectacle difficult to match in the Western world. Against all four walls glass-fronted cabinets displayed a spectacular array of exquisite carvings; there were standing beauties in graceful postures holding flowers, trays, and ritual objects. There were vases, incense burners, jars intertwined by leaves and flowers frozen in perpetual beauty, several Pi discs mounted vertically in intricately carved wooden stands. There were recognizable animals and fabulous creatures that had lived only in legend and mythology. A unicorn raised his head in defiant urgency; next to him a catlike creature crouched ready to spring. Delicate bowls stood in serene beauty, so thin that the concealed lighting was visible through their sides. Almost every color known to nature created a phantasmagoric world; the whole effect was breathtaking, even to those who had seen it without any knowledge of the wealth of tradition and culture that it represented.
From beneath his gown Mr. Wang produced a ring of keys, and unlocked the cabinet which contained the earliest antiques. A place had already been prepared for the ancient badge of office. Lifting it for the first time from its cushioned box, he placed it carefully into position and 4
stepped back to inspect the results. Satisfied, he relocked the case and then led the way into the living room. Yumeko followed after she had turned off the lights and secured the door, aware that her benefactor wished to speak further with her.
In a manner that was a fortunate compromise between East and West Mr. Wang seated himself in an upholstered chair and motioned to Yumeko to make herself comfortable. When she had done so, he placed his arms formally on the sides of his chair and addressed her. "It is many months now since you first came here. I wish to say that each day you have been in my home, you have filled it with an empathy which has brought me much happiness."
Yumeko lowered her head, but understood she was not to interrupt his discourse.
*'It is my acute misfortune to have reached an age where I can regard you only as something precious to behold."
"But still, people talk." She thought she saw what was coming and she wanted desperately to forestall it
"My dear, there is nothing more futile in life than concerning oneself about what people think. It is more to the point to let them worry about how you regard them. Persons who observe others' affairs condemn themselves. Ignore them; it is what they most deserve and at the same time the punishment they are least prepared to endure."
"I will remember your wisdom."
Mr. Wang continued. "Despite the fact that you have been out of this house very little, you have greatly improved your knowledge of the language and of the nature of this country. It is now my wish that you abandon your seclusion and begin to build a social life for yourself."
Yumeko bowed her head. "I can deny you nothing," she said. "But what you are asking of me is beyond what I can endure. It is best that I go back where I came from."
Slowly Mr. Wang shook his head. "You have one life to live here on this earth, the rest is uncertain. You cannot throw it away. Some things are beyond our powers to change, in that case they must be endured. I am of the opinion that you will find your burdens to be much less than you envision them."
She knew he was not withdrawing his support from her; rather he was doing something which he conceived of as being for her own good. And in that respect he had never been wrong. The more graciously she accepted his decision, the more respect she could show him and all that he had done for her in the past.
"Shall I seek employment?" she asked.
"It has already been arranged for you. I am fortunate in having a valued friend who operates a wholesale travel business. He is in need of someone who is fluent in Japanese and English and who can write both languages. You possess those qualifications. An interview will be unnecessary; he was kind enough to accept the judgment of someone as Hi-qualified as myself."
Yumeko lowered her head; she did not ask the question that was in the forefront of her mind because it could have only one answer-^her prospective employer knew who and what she was. "I am pleased to do as you wish. I hope I may do you honor."
Mr. Wang smiled at her. "You have always done that I trust that you wiU return as often as you find it convenient to my poor house and brighten it with your presence."
She looked at him quickly and tightened her small hands into fists. "I do not wish to leave you, sir. Please allow me to continue to live here."
Again he raised his hand, a gesture which commanded her to silence. When he spoke, the tones of his voice took on a new gentleness and understanding of her position. "To have you remain here would grant my dearest wish, but I cannot permit it There are several reasons, but one overshadows the rest."
"Please do not tell me that it is for my own good," Yumeko pleaded.
Mr. Wang smiled at her. "I shall not do that. It is another matter entirely. There are forces of which you have no understanding which presently surround me. When our forebears, yours and mine, spoke of evil spirits, it was of such as are pressing me now."
She tightened her hands until the knuckles went white. "Are you in any danger?"
"Danger is not easily defined. I have taken certain precautions, but it will come anyway. When it does, it may be a very little thing. Even if it is no more than that, I do not want you to be involved."
"But you could be in actual danger," she persisted.
Once more he lifted an eloquent hand. "I beg of you, dismiss it from your mind. A very small wind seldom blows out the candle, even if the flame is already faltering."

CHAPTER 2

Although his office was comfortably air-conditioned, Chief Robert McGowan of the Pasadena Police Department could almost feel the midsummer heat outside. The brilliant California sun baked the window glass and burned hard patterns onto the carpeting. It was proving to be a hot summer indeed, and there were many who, in their way, were trying to make it hotter still.
Bob McGowan sat with his long frame twisted sideways in his chair and his feet stretched across an open lower drawer of his desk. While he clarified his thoughts he studied an attractive bamboohke plant that was growing with airy grace in a pot on his windowsill. Few of the visitors to his office who admired it knew that it was marijuana. Downstairs in the narcotics division there was a considerable collection of other exhibits, some of them less than pleasant, that were kept on hand for educational and training purposes.
McGowan had been selected for his job because, among other things, he had a decided gift for communicating with people: those who worked for him and those in the community whom he served. When the retirement of Chief Addis had opened up the top spot a few months previously, there had been several outstanding candidates from within the Pasadena Police Department. He had been picked because at that time there had been a slowly growing antagonism between the police authorities and the more militant elements of many different ethnic and social groups. The city management had looked carefully for the best man available to deal with that situation; Bob McGowan had been their choice and he had given them no cause to regret it.
His reverie was interrupted when his phone rang once
briefly. "Mr. Tibbs is back from court," his secretary told him. "You asked to be notified."
McGowan swung around and assumed a more businesslike posture. "Thank you. Pass the word that I'd like to see him in ten minutes. Meanwhile get Mr. Dufl^y on the phone for me; you can reach him at the number I gave you this morning."
While he was waiting for the call to be completed he reviewed once more a letter that had been on the top of his desk for two days; he knew perfectly well what it said, but he wanted to have it fresh in his mind before he went any further. When the phone tingled he spoke on the line for only a short time, made a commitment, and then hung up. Five minutes later the man he had sent for appeared in the doorway of his office.
Virgil Tibbs was appropriately dressed in a subdued dark suit which he frequently wore for his court appearances. His somewhat slender build suggested a quiet manner, but the parallel impression, that he was not physically very durable, was an illusion. As he came into the office a more discerning observer might have noted a suggestion of body discipline and with it a subtle air of self-possession. It was not at all evident and most people missed it entirely. Bob McGowan knew as well as anyone else that Virgil Tibbs had grown up under near-poverty conditions in the Deep South, and for a Negro boy to rise from that beginning to become the man who stood before him now had taken much more than ordinary effort and determination.
"Sit down," Bob invited.
There was no point in going through any empty preliminaries. "Virgil, I've heard from some gentlemen who would like very much to meet you, later on this afternoon if you can make it. They didn't go into too much detail with me, but I'm sure that they'll fill you in."
" 'Some gentlemen' is a little vague," Tibbs said.
Bob hadn't reaUy expected to get away with that "I can give you a little more," he continued. "They're Feds and undoubtedly they want some sort of cooperation."
"If so, how far shall I commit myself?"
McGowan waved a hand casually. "I'll leave that entirely up to you; do whatever your best judgment dictates."
Tibbs contemplated him quietly for a moment. "Chief McGowan, are you sure that you don't want to give me any further instructions?"
"I wish that I could, in a way, but you'll have to take it as it is. Whatever you decide to do, I'll back you up-you can count on that."
"I'd just like some assurance that I'm not being sold down the river," Virgil said.
"Absolutely not; I wouldn't consider any such idea if there was any way to avoid it. You shouldn't have to ask that. They want to take a look at you-that's the extent of it right now."
Tibbs got to his feet. "I hope it makes them happy. When and where?"
"They're sending a car for you at three. All right with you?"
"I'll tell you when I get back," Virgil said.
He returned to his own office not overly anxious to keep the appointment that had been made for him. He had problems enough on hand, including two or three cases he was very much concerned with getting cleaned up. Business was good, unfortunately, and every man on the force was carrying a full load. The wave of terror bombings that was sweeping the country with its violence, the intransigency of the militants, the wanton murders of police officers, and the sustained international tensions in the Middle and Far East had aU combined to create an atmosphere of frustration and discontent. Jobs for some time had been few and hard to find, a factor that had added even more to the sum total of irritation, actual distress, and sometimes desperation. Now the Feds wanted something and while he was sympathetic with their problems, he had plenty in stock of his own.
When the car arrived, precisely on schedule, it was a current-model Chevrolet shiny with newness. The driver was quite formal in the way he got out and held open the rear door for his passenger; it suggested that he might have been in the military and accustomed to driving the brass in the regulation manner. It also made clear that conversation was discouraged. Accepting that fact, Virgil settled down in the back seat and allowed himself to be driven away.
As the car headed north the few road noises that filtered through the closed windows and the subdued sound of the air conditioning blower were the only things that underlay the essential quiet. There being nothing else productive to do, Tibbs studied the sharply rising brown hiUs, baked by the strong sunlight day after day and denied water during almost all of the hot summer months. The blanket of smog that so often plagued Pasadena was heavy in the air. Behind the strongly built foothills the mountains were more massive
than they appeared; the discoloration in the atmosphere made them seem almost misty even at relatively close range.
Not long after the car reached the end of the city streets it began to climb. The heat outside became more visibly evident; on either side of the road dried-out vegetation struggled to survive in the arid soil. The engine labored, pinging as it attacked the steeper grades, as though it too was suffering from the pollution in the air.
In the area toward which the driver was heading there was a number of small plants and laboratories, most of them concerned with highly advanced technology related to national defense. Almost aU of them had fairly elaborate plant-protection systems which were tied in with the police network. From time to time unpublicized attempts had been made to break into these facilities; when that had happened the subsequent investigations had always been very thorough and entirely confidential. Satisfied now that he knew the general nature of his errand, Virgil allowed himself to relax and derive what enjoyment he could from the ride.
Several minutes later the car turned up a private road, and after another quarter of a mile, stopped before a set of guarded chain-link gates which gave access to what appeared to be a moderately small facility. The driver displayed a badge, the rear door was opened, and Tibbs was politely asked for his ID. He produced his police credentials and noted that they were examined rather than simply glanced at. The gates were then opened and the car was permitted to pass through.
The building itself gave very little external evidence of its purpose. It was a single-story structure built in a U shape with a small unscarred loading dock at one end and a Spanish-style tile roof unbroken except for a series of vent pipes and some restrained bits of ornamentation. Otherwise it was featureless; the only visible sign was a small one with the word Reception and a directing arrow. The driver took Tibbs up to the front door and then spoke for the first time. "They'll take care of you inside," he said, and turned away.
The small, plainly furnished lobby was devoid of any of the product illustrations or civic award plaques usual in such settings. There was a switchboard operator seated behind a glass panel who barely glanced up when the door was opened; she was quite aware that there was someone in the lobby waiting to receive the visitor. A man rose to his feet as Virgil came in and moved a step or two forward. "Mr. Tibbs? My name is Duffy. Please come in; Mr. Washburn is expecting you."
He led the way by opening a substantial door that was equipped with an electric lock and then turned right down a short corridor. At the end another door gave access to the executive suite. The light green plasterboard walls were supplanted by dark wood paneling and the vinyl floor tiles were replaced by heavy, foot-inviting carpeting. Tibbs had been anticipating that his visit would be primarily with the head of plant security; the front office environment required him to make some rapid revisions. Before he could reach any acceptable conclusions he found himself with his guide in the secretarial area. One of the three young women seated there rose immediately, tapped lightly on the door to the comer office, and then held it open for them to go through.
The first thing that Virgil noted was the furniture, quiet in design but of obviously superior quality. On the large walnut desk that dominated the room there were a few carefully chosen appointments; on a wide windowsiU behind it, a framed photograph of an unusually attractive woman with three children gathered about her. The paneled walls were decorated with original oil paintings of mountain scenery.
There were two men in the office waiting for them. The one behind the desk was early middle-aged; he had about him the aura of the health club and a well-used swim m ing pool which kept his muscles toned and his waistline in proportion. He was blond and definitely handsome, and when he held out his hand it was built of firm flesh well accustomed to being used to do things. "Don Washburn, Mr. Tibbs," he said as he shook hands; then he gestured to his companion.
The second man had been sitting at one end of a leather-covered davenport As he came forward Virgil noted the conservative cut of the sport coat he wore and the mirror-bright shine of his shoes-they would have passed a police inspection anywhere. That was aU that he needed to know for the moment. He shook hands and acknowledged the name, Lonigan; then he turned back to take his cue from the executive who was making him welcome.
"How do you take your coffee, Mr. Tibbs?" Washburn asked.
"Black, please."
The information was relayed via intercom; within a few seconds the girl opened the door once more, this time carry-
ing four cups of coffee in imported Japanese ceramic mugs. She served them and then withdrew.
As soon as the door was closed once more, Washburn continued. "We certainly appreciate your coming up here to see us. So that you know the lay of the land, this is a research facility engaged in government work which we like to think is of considerable importance."
Virgil nodded and sipped his coffee.
"Please forgive me, Mr. Tibbs, if I don't tell you anything more about what we are doing. It is very highly classified."
"I won't mention it to anyone," Virgil promised.
"Do you know?" There was a disturbed note in Washburn's voice.
"I beUeve so."
"Would you mind telling me?" Politely put, it was nevertheless a demand.
"I suspect fuel research, Mr. Washburn. Probably non-hydrocarbon, but that's only a guess."
The air was heavy.
Lonigan broke the brief silence that followed. "Mr. Tibbs, excuse my bluntness, but we'd be very much interested to know how you determined that."
"For one thing, by the thickness of the carpeting." After that Virgil continued to sip his coffee.
Washburn spoke quietly. "I don't see any point in being coy about this: I'd like to know where our security slipped. I ordered the carpeting, incidentally, and if it's giving us away, please tell me how."
Virgil set down his coffee cup. "The car that picked me up was new and obviously well maintained, but when we started climbing up here the engine pinged very noticeably. Since the temperature was normal according to the gauge, that meant either a bad timing adjustment or else a low-grade fuel. I didn't think too much about it until we arrived here and I saw the number of vent pipes in your roof. That rather strongly suggested internal-combustion engines indoors, and the idea of fuel experimentation occurred to me."
"About the carpeting?"
"I was coming to that. In a very new, well-kept car it was highly unlikely that the timing adjustment would have been neglected, so I assumed that someone was trying to economize by buying cheaper gasoline. Things like that happen sometimes when a company decides to put on a drastic cost-cutting drive."
Washburn nodded. "True."
"I believe that it's clear now. This is obviously a research facility: your location and the unused condition of your loading dock made that apparent. Since air pollution by hydrocarbons is an urgent national problem, it seemed possible that you might be working on it here-and trying out your product in your own vehicles. I was still undecided in my mind until I happened to notice the carpeting, which is very new and of exceptional quality. That eliminated a stringent economy drive, so fuel research was the only good possibility that was left that I could think of."
Washburn made a note. "I'll have those vents covered up, one way or another, immediately. And we'll stop carrying passengers in our test vehicles. Anything else?"
"I beheve not," Tibbs.answered. "Perhaps you'd tell me now what I can do for you."
Lonigan handed over a card which read. Department OF Justice, Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs. Duffy also supphed one which bore the same identification. When that formality had been completed, Lonigan picked up the conversational ball.
"Mr. Tibbs, in Washington we have an unpublicized file on police officers all over the country who have special abilities. When we recently had need of a man who could speak fluent Yugoslavian, we located one promptly-^he was working vice in Cleveland. Do you remember meeting a man at one time whose name was Gottschalk?"
Virgil searched his memory for a few seconds. "Yes, a missile engineer.'*
Lonigan nodded. 'That's the one. I believe he was driving south through Wells when the local police stopped him for questioning-in connection with a murder you were looking into down there."
"Yes." Tibbs did not need to be reminded.
"He told the security people at the cape about it; he was quite impressed. That's how you first got into our files. We sent out a questionnaire on you, a confidential one of course, and a Captain Lindholm supplied us with some additional data."
Virgil showed some signs of discomfort. "I can't honestly thank him for it. He retired as assistant chief a short while ago."
Lonigan smiled. "I don't believe that he did you any harm. Now let's get down to cases if you don't mind. We are confronted by a very serious problem and we need some
help; in particular we want a local officer to tie in with us. How does that sound to you?"
"Fine, if Chief McGowan approves. But I don't have any special abilities to offer. I'm not fluent in any foreign languages and I certainly don't know anything about fuel synthesis. If the problem is narcotics, we have a number of people who are very sharp, you might want to talk to them. Basically I'm a homicide man."
Apparently that created no reaction. Duffy removed a sheet of paper from his inside coat pocket and pretended to consult it. "It states here," he said, "that among other things, you hold a bona fide black belt in karate. Who gave it to you?"
"Nishiyama."
"We know Mr. Nishiyama very well; a black belt from him is harder to get than Moshe Dayan pennants in Cairo. If you went through that kind of discipline for a period of years, you must have learned a few things about the Orient along the way."
"A smattering of Japanese," Tibbs admitted, "mostly the words commonly used in training. But not very much about Japan itself other than the customs and courtesies that go with the martial arts."
"And you have also studied aikido under Takahashi."
"For about five years."
"Black belt?"
"Not yet."
Very smoothly Lonigan took charge once more. "What I'm going to tell you now may sound melodramatic, but don't take it that way-it's deadly serious."
Tibbs nodded.
"Prior to World War II the Japanese, who were in a highly aggressive military posture at that time, systematically began to flood China with opium as a means of softening up the whole country for eventual conquest. It wasn't the first time that that device had been used. The campaign was so successful that in 1936 the Nanking Government passed legislation that required addicts to present themselves for a cure within one year or else face the death penalty. It didn't work; two years later one-eighth of all of the Chinese in Nanking itself were hopelessly hooked on narcotics. And it was steadily getting worse. It was a deliberate poisoning of a nation, and despite the enormous size and population of China, it was definitely successful."
"A little like Hitler's genocide," Virgil commented.
"Unfortunately, yes. But sixteen years later the situation was reversed. The Japanese had encouraged the growing of opium poppies and the Chinese had responded. There's a UN report that came out back in March of 1952 which established clearly that the communist Chinese were converting opium to heroin and smuggling it into Japan and the United States in quantity. And not for the profit involved. It was a deliberate attempt to weaken two potential enemies. Then, in 1969, the Republic of China supplied us with information concerning a systematic new campaign by the red Chinese to pump narcotics in increasing quantities into the United States and certain other free countries. Particular attention was given to those nations that had taken a strong anticommunist position, such as Thailand, South Korea, South Vietnam, and the Philippines."
"I understood that Thailand was an opium-producing country," Tibbs said.
"True, but the Thais don't ordinarily produce heroin, and that's what concerns us most." He paused, then walked over to one of the windows where he turned and gripped the sill with his hands as though he wanted to brace himself for what was to come next. "The war in Vietnam, and the presence of American troops there in strength, provided a ready-made opportunity to carry this policy forward. An intensive campaign was begun to get our service personnel hooked on drugs in one form or another. Large amounts of marijuana were left behind whenever the North Vietnamese or the Viet Cong abandoned an area. Other harder drugs were made easily available and all kinds of inducements were used to get our people to try them. In August 1970 Admiral William Mack admitted to a congressional conmiittee that the drug problem within the American military in Vietnam had become a very serious matter."
Lonigan stopped again and began to walk slowly across the room. "About the most threadbare words in the American political arena are ^communist plot,' but in this instance it's quite true. And while most plots, when there are any, are by their very nature expensive, this is one which pays almost fantastic profits to its promoters."
Washburn stirred in his chair.
"You said that you're a homicide man," Duffy said. "This is mass homicide-slow death by poison. And heroin is poison; take a little too much and that's it."
"All right, how can I help?" Tibbs asked.
At that moment the phone on Washburn's desk rang once softly. The executive picked it up, listened, and then nodded to Virgil. "It's for you," he said.
Tibbs walked over and took the instrument "Virgil," the j voice of Bob McGowan came over the wire, "I'm calling I you myself because no one else knows where you are. When i you've finished, come back as soon as you can. We've got i a killing and this one is far enough out to be right in your I line."

CHAPTER 3

In a tight agony of desolate grief Yumeko sat very still; her eyes were closed so that she could at least partially shut out the world that surrounded her. Misery was nothing new to her; she had known it most of her life because of who and what she was, but all of the buffeting she had endured had not been suflBcient to prepare for her what confronted her now. The one brief happiness she had known had been the time she had spent in Mr. Wang's house, for he was the only person who had been truly kind to her. Now it was all over, finally and completely, because Mr. Wang was dead.
And by the hand of a murderer.
This final chmactic cruelty made her want very much to bring her own life to an end. She had nothing whatever to look forward to, not even the expectation of a smaU amount of normal happiness such as is granted to most people- for a little while at least. Because there was no one else to mourn Mr. Wang she knew that she would have to remain alive at least long enough to see that his memory was properly revered and that aU of the things necessary to insure his complete happiness in the following world were attended to. After that, if she could rejoin him it would represent her dearest wish.
One of the policemen who had answered when she had called in after her terrible discovery squatted down beside her. After an awkward moment of nothingness he laid his hand on top of hers. "I'm terribly sorry. Miss Wang," he said.
His words were painful to her because she wasn't Miss Wang, but she understood that he was attempting to be kind. She opened her eyes and nodded to acknowledge his sympathy.
"I'm afraid," he continued gently, "that we won't be able to move your father for just a little while. Someone is coming-to help. After he has been here, then well take care of everything."
Yumeko struggled to find her voice. "Thank you."
"It won't be very long."
Yumeko had no idea how long it actually was. A blessed numbness took the sharp edge off reality, and the closed draperies before the front window shielded her from the unwanted waning sunlight. She was vaguely aware that someone else did come into Mr. Wang's house, but what had once been an event was no longer of any consequence. Again she was stabbed by the thought that she could no longer serve him and announce his callers.
Outside the rear room Virgil Tibbs hstened quietly while Barry Rothberg, the uniformed officer who had first answered the summons, fiJled him in. "We got the caU just under an hour ago. Apparently there were only two people living here, the victim and his daughter, who discovered the body. She's still here. Badly shocked, I'd say-no one's tried to question her yet."
"Any other witnesses?"
Rothberg shook his head. "None that we know of. Chief McGowan himself passed the word that nothing was to be disturbed until you got here. By which I take it that this one is all yours."
"It looks that way,'* Virgil said. Then he entered the room where the dead man lay on the floor. Calmly, and quite deliberately, he first looked around him at the display cabinets filled with their rare treasures, then at the thick, tightly closed draperies which entirely blocked out the windows. He noted the rich red carpeting and then, the preliminaries over, he gave his full attention to Mr. Wang as he lay in death in the midst of what had been his cherished possessions.
Before he came any closer to the body, Tibbs knelt down and with the palm of his hand tested the ability of the carpeting to hold any kind of a footprint His finding was negative; the pile was of a weave that would betray nothing. That determined he took a step or two forward and carefully studied the bizarre sight before him.
Mr. Wang lay on his back with his hands at his sides as though he had assumed that position voluntarily. His face, while vacant, was almost serene; even his unflinching eyes appeared to be fixed on something of their own choosing. In the center of the room there was a small sturdy table which was draped with a piece of black velvet; a tiny spotlight set in the ceiling directed a pencil of light down toward its center. Between the table and the display cases on the right-hand side of the room the body of Mr. Wang rested at an angle of approximately thirty degrees to the wall. Two of the jade cabinets were open, although they gave no external evidence of having been forced. Their contents were only slightly disturbed. From their resting places on the glass shelves four of the jades had been removed and placed on the floor; they sat in a rough semicircle, two on each side of the head of their late owner. One more piece of jade had also been taken from its display position; the Ya-Chang ritual knife protruded obscenely, and with deadly finality, from the left-hand side of Mr. Wang's chest.
Virgil studied the scene for some time, standing quietly still in one spot, his right hand slowly massaging the underside of his chin. When he had satisfiewi himself he bent over the body where it lay on the floor and studied it carefully. Behind him Agent Floyd Sanderson waited patiently; he had seen Virgil work before and he knew enough not to interfere.
"What did the doctor say?" Tibbs asked.
"Not a great deal; he pronounced him dead and fixed the time of death as of about four or five hours ago."
Virgil took hold of one lifeless hand and flexed the arm slightly. Then he asked another question without looking up. "Has the air conditioning been on?"
"I'm not sure, Virg," Sanderson answered. "Perhaps the girl can tell you. From the feel of things when we arrived here, I'd guess not."
Tibbs nodded. "I think you're right; it's quite warm in here."
He continued his inspection of the body of the dead man, dropping down on his knees to do so, but being very careful in his movements not to disturb the jades that had been placed on the rug. "How about pictures?" he asked.
"Already taken, both black-and-white and color. No prints yet, though-he's on his way."
"Good. He may be here a while. These pieces could have been chosen at random, in which case others may have been handled too. Do you see any reason for this kind of a display?"
Sanderson shook his head. "It beats me; I've never encountered anything like it before."
"Neither have I, except in the second act of Tosca. I have a suspicion that there may be a lot more here than is visible right now. Two or three things don't fit."
"Such as?"
Tibbs got back to his feet. "I'm not sure of anything yet. Give me time."
He turned as the fingerprint man came into the room. **I don't envy you this job," Virgil said, then looked around him. "There must be close to a hundred and fifty pieces in those cabinets."
The fingerprint expert set his kit down on the small center table. "You want me to do them all, Virg?" he asked.
Tibbs reconsidered. "Why don't you examine the pieces in the unlocked cabinets. Leave the locked ones as they are. Later on, if there's a need, you can check the others."
"Good idea." Opening his kit the identification specialist prepared to go to work. He laid out some camel's hair brushes, several bottles of assorted kinds of black powder, and rolls of extra-wide Cellophane tape.
Satisfied that for the moment there was nothing more for him to do in the room, Virgil looked again at Sanderson. "You mentioned a girl," he said.
The sergeant gestured. "His daughter, I believe. She's in the front parlor. One of the boys tried to talk to her, but she was up pretty tight."
Virgil nodded. "I'll see what I can do. Keep things under control, will you?" He turned and reentered what was the dining room. It was done in excellent taste; the furniture had about it a casual suggestion of the Orient but it was subdued so that the beauty of the teakwood had a full opportunity to reveal itself. Tibbs ran his hand over the back of one of the chairs and confirmed the fine workmanship. Mr. Wang had not been a man who had sacrificed everything else to expand and develop his jade collection; clearly he had been a person of substantial means and with a fine appreciation of the good things of life.
The draperies hung at the windows were partly open, but their weight and texture again gave evidence of Mr. Wang's obvious love of privacy. Chinese were a rarity in this section of Pasadena and it was a possibility that Mr. Wang had preferred to keep his presence as inostentatious as possible. Under the window there was an aquarium in which a number of exotic fish swam lazily about. The whole atmosphere of the room was one of tranquillity, a place where food could have been consumed to the accompaniment of enlightened and even brilliant conversation. At that moment Tibbs wished that he might have had the privilege of dining with Mr. Wang. It would have been an event. 20
That conclusion reached and disposed of, he walked quietly across the fine carpeting and entered the hving room.
The girl who sat there looked up at him as he came in, but with eyes which had been dulled by shock and pain. After perhaps a second they changed and a certain hardness appeared, a hostility which was not necessarily directed against him, but perhaps at what he stood for and represented. He did not understand it until he looked a little more closely at the girl herself. Then he knew that she was not the daughter of Mr. Wang.
Without waiting to be asked to do so he sat down, choosing a chair close enough to talk comfortably with the girl, but not so close that he intruded either on her privacy or her grief. When he spoke, his voice was quiet, human, and considerate. "I am terribly sorry to have to disturb you at a time hke this."
It took the girl a few seconds to react to his words; he understood this and waited. Then she answered him. "It is all right."
Virgil studied her without appearing to do so. "I know that Mr. Wang was your very dear friend. May I ask your name?"
The girl came to life enough to brush her black hair away from her face. "My name is Yumeko Nagashima." It was left as a simple statement of fact.
"You are Japanese, then."
She looked at him steadily, almost reproachfully, for a long moment. "You know what I am," she said. "You have eyes and you should know. I am ainoko."
Tibbs did not know that word, but he was fairly sure that he could guess its meaning. "You were bom in Japan?"
"Yes."
"How long ago?"
She answered the question without feeling. "I have twenty-six years."
"Are you married?"
"No."
"May I call you Yumeko?"
"If it is your wish."
"Where did you learn English, Yumeko?"
"In school. In Japan."
"Your English is excellent. My Japanese is limited to just a few words."
"It is not necessary that you leam." There was a tinge
of contempt in that, only a very slight hint, but Virgil caught it and it shaped his next question.
"Are you a teacher?"
"No."
He relaxed deliberately and shifted his tack a little. "My karate sensei tells me that I should leam Japanese."
"You are karatekaV That was what he wanted, some initiative from her, no matter how limited.
"Shodan desu," he said. That was a measurable percentage of his total Japanese vocabulary.
Her eyes widened slightly at that and the dullness receded a little. "You are black belt?"
"Yes."
"You have certificate from Japan?*'
"Yes."
That halted things while she studied the man who sat near her and reevaluated him in the light of her new knowledge. "You are policeman?" she asked finally. It was a rhetorical question which provided another opening.
"Yes, I am. Yumeko, what does ainoko mean?"
She let her head dip until she was looking at her fingers in her lap. "It is translated 'love child.' My mother and my father did not become married He was a U.S. GI." She looked up and met his eyes fuUy. "His name I do not know; my mother would never tell me. But he was a black man- like you."
Tibbs looked at her and read again the story of her ancestry. Her eyes were unmistakably Oriental, her nose sUghtly flattened, her skin dark enough to be clearly Negroid. And he knew without being told the hell that her life so far had been. He at least was a member of a specific group. The whites had largely despised him in the Deep South, but amongst his own fellows he had found companionship and full equality. This girl, he knew, would be rejected by the Japanese, and the sensitive Negro community would have none of her. She was Japanese and she was not; she was Negro and she was not. Only in such places as Jamaica, Brazil, or possibly Hawaii would she be likely to find others like herself or else full disregard of her mixed origin.
Yumeko began to speak again, almost as if she were doing penance. "My mother was a lovely lady; she was married and had two sons-my half brothers. Then in the war her husband was killed. When it was over and the GIs came, we were starving. She could find no work, for she was a housewife, not a business person. But because she was beau-22
tiful, many Americans wanted to shack up with her. She did this so that my brothers could have food and a place to live. Later, when I was bom, my father had already leaved. He did not know."
"Your mother is in Japan now?"
Yumeko shook her head with finality. Virgil guessed at the truth and diverted her to another topic. "Mr. Wang was your benefactor?" he asked.
The girl swallowed hard and then forced herself to reply. "He was my life," she said simply. "For a little time he gave me happiness. I would do anything for him-anything."
Tibbs understood that in the way that it was meant. "Did he bring you to this country?"
Yumeko nodded. "I was of small service to him when he was in Japan. He wished an interpreter and he was willing to accept me. When he found out-the conditions of my life-^he made offer to me to come and keep his house for him. As you say, without strings. Within the months that I was here with him I found for the first time what it is to be happy.** Quite simply, without preliminaries, she broke down into silent tears.
Virgil waited until she began to recover, then, silently, he handed her a clean handkerchief. She took it and wiped her eyes. There had been times when others had refused that accommodation from him. "Do you have any other friends here?" he asked.
Yumeko answered by shaking her head.
"I believe that I can arrange for someone to look after you."
Again the girl shook her head; then she spoke. "I wUl care for myself," she said.
"You can be comfortable here?'*
^'Yes.'*
"Then in that case I would like to ask you not to leave until we know a little more than we do now. We may need you to help us." He put it that way in order to give her something to hang onto; to provide a bit of moral support. When her first surge of grief passed, she might well become completely unstrung.
"Before I go, Yumeko, may I ask just a few more questions?"
She nodded.
"Mr. Wang was, I take it, a man of considerable wealth.*'
"I do not know."
"Let me put it this way: did Mr. Wang have any business activities that you know of?"
"Yes," she said. "He sold jade."
That cast a new light on the matter. "Then all of the pieces that I saw were not his private collection-they were his stock in trade-is that right?"
Yumeko composed herself and tried to sit a little straighter in her chair. "Mr. Wang sold jade and he received visitors here who wished to buy. But not all of the pieces were for sale. Some he would sell, others were his own- treasures. Sometimes people came just to look. He would allow this, when he knew the person who asked."
"Mr. Wang was an authority on jade, I take it."
"Yes, he was very very wise. And very honest. When he receive a carving that was false jade, he would not sell it. Once when a man wanted one very much, Mr. Wang said that he sold only genuine stones and gave it to him instead. And he was a rich man who came to buy."
"When was this, Yumeko?"
"It was yesterday."
Tibbs took out his notebook. "Do you remember the name of the man?" he asked.
Once more she nodded. "Yes, it was Mr. Donald Washburn."

CHAPTER 4

Don Washburn himself held open the front door of his palatial home to welcome Virgil Tibbs inside. If he was in any way annoyed by the early evening call he concealed it completely. Nor was his greeting overly effusive; he was cordial to precisely the right degree. He led the way through a very long and expensively furnished living room to an enclosed porch at the rear of the house. There he motioned toward a chair while he stepped behind an elaborate small bar. "What wiU it be?" he asked.
"Do you have Cherry Heering?"
"Certainly: on the rocks or straight up?"
"On the rocks."
Washburn nodded. "Good man." He poured two drinks into fine glassware and served his guest with one of them. Then he dropped into a chair and faced Tibbs at a slight angle which implied sociability. "What can I do for you?" he asked.
Virgil sampled his drink carefully and then adjusted the tone of his voice before he replied. "Mr. Washburn, how well did you know Mr. Wang Fu-sen?"
His host reacted to that at once. "I don't understand your use of the past tense."
"I regret very much to bring you this news," Tibbs said, "but Mr. Wang is dead. He passed away early this afternoon."
"Naturally?" Washburn was sharp, there was no doubt about that.
"No, sir, he was murdered."
"Good God!"
Virgil sat quietly and let Washburn take his time. The big, handsome, blond man gave every appearance of being genuinely shocked by the news. When he had recovered himself he spoke again, "Can you tell me any more about it?"
"Not a great deal. He was killed, apparently without too much of a struggle, and left lying on the floor of the room where he kept his jade. I mean no impUcations by this, but I understand that you were one of his last visitors."
Slowly Washburn nodded. "I saw him yesterday," he acknowledged. "I called on him at his home. It was essentially a business call, but I have known Mr. Wang for some time and our relationship had become a quite personal one. That should answer your opening question, by the way." He stopped and took solace in his drink.
"Are you a jade collector, Mr. Washburn?"
In a calm and quiet voice his host answered. "Yes, to a modest degree. I would like to think of myself as a student of jade and jade carving. It is a vast and intricate culture of its own, Mr. Tibbs, and to my mind one of the most fascinating subjects in the world."
"Would you describe Mr. Wang as an authority?"
"Absolutely, there's no question about that. And, I might add, he is, or was, one of the most honest men it would be possible to imagine. I can give proof of that"
"You were a customer of his, I take it?"
Again Washburn nodded. "Yes, I would say that Mr. Wang sold me about seventy percent of my collection, as a guess. Not that it is extensive; actually he encouraged me to buy fewer pieces and to concentrate on very good ones. They are more rewarding to own and they appreciate faster. Very fine work, for the most part, isn't being done anymore."
"How did you acquire the other thirty percent?"
"From various sources. Gxmips in San Francisco, one or two pieces I bought in Taipei-they have very fine jade there if you know where to go. Not the tourist stuff, but the real chen yu � true jade."
"There are imitations, then?"
Washburn waved a hand. "Gosh, yes-multitudes, and most of it is passed off as the real thing, of course. They call it by a variety of names-new jade, Soo Chow jade, soft jade-but none of them are real jade."
"I believe that you're underrating your own knowledge," Tibbs said. "Obviously you know what you're talking about."
"Superficially, perhaps, but compared to real experts like Mr. Wang or Goh Keng Tong I can't even sit on the bench."
Tibbs shifted in his chair. *This afternoon," he said, "I had the pleasure of meeting you under very different circumstances. Right now I am engaged in the case of Mr. 26
Wang's death, which will probably prevent me from taking part in any antinarcotics activity until the matter is resolved. My new role makes it necessary for me to ask you some additional questions."
"Certainly. Should I have my lawyer present?"
Virgil finished his drink and answered while his host was preparing him another. "If you so desire, then by all means call him. However, at the present time I'm interested principally in background information which doesn't concern you personally.'*
Washburn brought the fresh drinks over and resumed his seat. "That's a relief, and I'm sure we understand each other on that point. You see, I've heard of you too."
Tibbs did understand, and he let the matter rest there. "You are the head of the company I visited this afternoon?"
"Yes, Washburn Associates. The name is deliberately non-commital."
"Do you do other work besides fuel research?"
"Yes, but those activities are strictly classified. If you need to know about them, you will have to clear the appropriate security people first. If they give me the green hght, then I'll be glad to brief you fully."
"I don't think that will be necessary if you can answer one question for me now," Virgil said. "Axe dangerous drugs � in the sense of dangerous for human use without medical direction-in any way involved?"
Washburn threw his head back and thought. It took him several seconds to make up his mind. "I will answer that, since in a way the information has already been compromised and you would have to be told anyway. This is absolutely confidential: we are working for and with the Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs. Chemistry is our bag; for reasons that I would rather not go into right now, we are in a position to do the work we are doing for the Bureau."
"Would these facts account for my meeting Duffy and Lonigan at your plant rather than at their own offices?"
Washburn was very slightly uncomfortable with that question, but he answered it *To a degree, certainly. Perhaps I'd better add a Uttle to that. I have a personal interest in the work of the Bureau which goes beyond our professional association. I have what you might call a hobby interest in young people."
Tibbs waited a moment before he spoke again. "Mr. Wash-bum, by any chance do you have four children?"
His host looked at him keenly. "You know, then?'*
Virgil shook his head. "It was a surmise, that's all. I saw the family picture in your oflSce with the three young children, but you could well be the father of a teen-ager."
Don Washburn did not hesitate. "I have a seventeen-year-old son, Mr. Tibbs. Without discounting our love for our other children, Robin has always been very close to us. He was bom with a clubfoot which, thank God, was fully corrected-you'd never know it now. When he was fifteen, Mr. Tibbs- fifteen, mind you-some beast of a peddler got him to sniff a fine white powder without knowing what it was."
"Heroin?"
Washburn was grim. "Yes. I was not aware of what had happened until early summer when, unaccountably, he refused to use the pool. Up untU then swimming had been a big thing with him: he could hardly wait for the start of the season. I'll spare you the details; we found out what it was and why he was afraid to let us see his forearms. I took him to our doctor. He filed a report as he was required to do, and shortly after that your narcotics people contacted me. Eventually I met Mr. Duffy and following a check that he made, I was given an opportunity to strike back."
"I understand," Virgil said. "And, believe me, I sympathize. Where is your son now?"
"In Kentucky."
"Lexmgton?"
"Yes."
Tibbs rose. "One more thing before I go. Do you by any chance know any of Mr. Wang's other friends or associates? Or any potential enemies?"
'There's a man named Johnny Wu in Chinatown. I haven't met him, but I understand that he too is a jade dealer. Quite a different type of individual, but that doesn't imply any lack of integrity."
"And the girl?"
Washburn shook his head. "A mystery to me. I was introduced to her and found her very ladylike, but I do not understand her to any degree. I gather that in some way Mr. Wang was her benefactor, but I don't know any details. I doubt if the obvious thing is true; he simply wasn't that kind of a man. One who would take advantage of homeless girls, I mean."
"Thank you very much, Mr. Washburn."
Five minutes later Virgil was outside, looking up into the 28
clear evening sky as though he could read directions there. He got back into his car and consulted his watch. The temptation to go home was strong; he had already had an overlong day and the court grilling in the morning had gotten it off to anything but a good start. On the other hand the Los Angeles Chinatown scarcely stirred before midafter-noon and if he wanted to see Johnny Wu, the time would never be better than the present.
He started the engine and began to drive toward the entrance to the Pasadena Freeway. It was old and twisting, but it would take him into the heart of the city in a few minutes and he did not even need to go that far; the Chinatown area lay close to the superhighway a mile or two short of the four-level interchange.
He rolled down the window to take advantage of the breeze that would be generated as soon as he picked up to the allowable fifty-five miles an hour on his way into the city. The unmarked poHce car he was driving was equipped with the standard model four-seventy air conditioning: roll down all four windows and then drive seventy miles an hour. He thought again about the silent figure lying at an angle in the middle of the floor with the ancient jade knife all but buried in the heart. And surrounding it, the four other jade carvings placed in a grisly watch. He thought about all five of the pieces of jade and asked himself many questions.
He was so intent in his thought processes that he nearly missed his turnoff. He left the freeway by means of what he knew to be an illegal lane change and was grateful that no one saw him do it, no one, at least, who was in a position to take any oflScial action. Free of that potential embarrassment he maneuvered through the short, up-and-down streets of the near north side until he broke out on North Broadway. Three minutes later he pulled into the parking lot opposite the ornate entranceway to New Chinatown, an investment by the local merchants which had paid bountiful dividends. He slipped the plain tan-colored car into a slot, locked it, and held out his hand to the young Mexican attendant for the ticket. He received only a silent shake of the head and then was waved away.
How he had recognized his vehicle Tibbs did not know, but he was in no mood to debate the point. He crossed the street and walked past the statue of Sun Yat-sen which occupied the place of honor in the entrance court. Then he was surrounded by the closely packed restaurants, souvenir
shops, and novelty houses which stocked everything from gaudy trash to a limited number of genuinely fine items. Virgil walked into a store at random and spoke to the short, stocky Chinese woman who was closest to him behind the counter. "Where can I find Johnny Wu?" he asked.
The woman evaluated him with a single look that missed very little. "Is he expecting you?" she asked.
Tibbs shook his head. "I'm a police oJBQcer," he said. *Td like to talk to him."
"He might be at General Lee's."
"Thank you very much."
He walked up the street a few doors to the entrance to one of the largest and most popular restaurants in the area. Almost at once a slender Chinese beauty in a green sheath greeted him. "Good evening, sir. Dinner for one?"
Virgil smiled at her; he would have done that if he had been dying. "I'm looking for Mr. Johnny Wu. Is he here by any chance?'*
The girl studied him for a moment. "I'll find out, sir," she said.
"Thank you. Please tell him that Mr. Tibbs would like to speak with him if it's convenient."
He waited a short while, taking in the scene at the bar which was so like so many tens of thousands of others. Bars, he decided, had a uniformity about them that exceeded almost any other form of enterprise. This one was in a Chinese restaurant, but the drinks being served up were essentially the same as they would have been anywhere else. He was considering the value of a man's drinking habits as a means of identification when the girl returned. "If you will come with me, Mr. Tibbs?" She made it a question, then turned and led him up the staircase which hugged the right wall.
The second floor was an expanse of dining areas which had been carefully designed to suggest that they were separate entities. As Virgil looked about he realized once more how times had changed for the better. He could remember when a Chinese restaurant was a place where white people went to eat chop suey and perhaps inhale a small portion of exotic atmosphere. Most of them had offered a minimum of decor and based their appeal on meals that cost a little less. General Lee's hardly fitted that mold. Despite the late hour it was well filled with diners, Asians and Occidentals who ate together or separately, and distinguishable only by the slight difference in their features. When he noted a Negro couple quietly enjoying themselves, he was grateful 30
for the fact that this was a new generation, not in age, but in thought.
The girl ahead of him walked with easy grace as she led him to a small alcove where, at a table that nonnally would have been reserved for at least four, a single man was seated. She nodded her head slightly to Tibbs, eyed him for a fraction of a second, and then silently withdrew.
"Sit down, Mr. Tibbs," the man said. "You look like you could use a drink."
Compared to the still form of Mr. Wang, Johnny Wu was a complete antithesis. He appeared to be of medium height, slightly rotund, and somewhere in early middle age. His Chinese ancestry could be read in his face, but that was as far as it went in his external deportment. He stood up to shake hands formally, then sat down again and without waiting for a comment from Tibbs signaled for a waiter. One was at his elbow almost immediately. "What will relieve your anguish?" he asked.
"What are you having?"
The waiter understood and left. As Tibbs sat down, Wu took the initiative. "You've come to see me about the death of Wang Fu-sen, I believe. I hope that you'll apply all your talents to finding whoever it was that did him in."
"You know then," Virgil said.
"Of course, things like that don't remain hidden. Especially when a man of Wang's stature is involved, and when it's on the newscasts."
"I see." He hadn't known that the murder had been made pubhc that quickly. "It would be a real help if you'd tell me all you can about him. Particularly any enemies he might have had.'*
Johnny Wu picked up a piece of paper-wrapped chicken and unfolded it. "You're Virgil Tibbs, aren't you?"
"Yes, that's right."
"Didn't you work on a murder done in a nudist camp?'*
"True."
"Lots of pretty girls running around with no clothes on."
"Some."
"CharUe Chan never got a break like that.'*
Virgil kept his face unchanged. "He had a large family,*' he answered. "He didn't need it."
Wu considered that. "You have a point," he conceded. "But don't say 'had.' Charlie is stiU living. He's an old man, of course, retired in Honolulu. Fve met him.*'
"Indeed," Tibbs said. The two men looked at each other,
then Virgil spoke again. "Since Mr. Chan is in retirement, I don't presume that I can consult him."
"Probably not. He is devoting himself to a study of ancient systems of calligraphy."
"In that case, perhaps you will help me. Do you know who did in Mr. Wang?"
Johnny Wu became serious. "No, I do not." He paused while Virgil's drink was served. "He mentioned to me once that some sort of difficulty had arisen, but he was the kind of person who might have said that very casually-^it was impossible to tell."
"Do you think that it might have involved his house-guest?"
"Yumeko? I doubt it. She's all right, I thmk. She's not a happy person, but I'd bet that she thought the world of Fu-sen. He was a genuine humanitarian."
"I understand that you also deal in jade, Mr. Wu."
"Johnny, please-I don't like formality. I do some jade dealing, yes, but right now there isn't too much to work with. I don't want any of Chairman Mao's junk-and that's what most of it is-and the supply of good merchandise is way off. Occasionally something comes in, but not often enough to make it a profitable line. Consequently I haven't gone out for business in jade to any degree. I M a few orders now and then when I'm lucky."
Tibbs thought about that, then tried out his drink. He couldn't name it or its ingredients, but it was excellent. "Did Mr. Wang have the same difficulties in getting good merchandise?'* he asked.
Johnny Wu shook his head. "I'd say that he had the best sources of anyone in the country. He seemed to be able to find excellent pieces when nobody else could. I've been on the other side several times on business and once I tried hard to develop some legitimate sources, but I didn't really get anywhere. Lots of imitation stuff was available, but nobody who knows anything wants that. There was some new work that had come out of Peking by various routes, but it was all fourth- or fifth-rate at the best. Nothing to compare with what was done during the Ching Dynasty. Do you know your Chinese history?"
"No," Tibbs admitted.
"You ought to brush up a little. And read a couple of good books on jade. You're a cultured man; you should know something about it. If you're going to find out who killed Wang Fu-sen, you'd better know about jade."
"In your opinion, then, his death may be connected with jade in some way?"
"Well, since he was stabbed to death with a jade knife, which I suspect was probably not a knife at all, I would definitely say so, yes."
Tibbs looked at his fingers for a moment, then he studied the face of the man opposite him. "Your point is well taken," he said, "but there is one detail. I don't know it for a fact yet, but I'm almost certain that the knife I saw sticking out of his chest didn't kill him at all."

CHAPTER 5

After he had enjoyed a good night's rest, Virgil Tibbs felt much more ready to take on the problems of the world in general and those connected with the death of Wang Fu-sen in particular. At the same time he wished a little fervently that people could learn to behave themselves. They set up laws of their own making and then seemed determined to break them all on a systematic basis. Sometimes it was nothing more than pushing the speed limit a few miles per hour, but it also included the elimination of an unwanted person by cold and permanent murder.
From his oflSce he phoned up to Chief McGowan to tell him that the murder of the Chinese jade merchant looked like a sticky one, bad enough that he could not see his way clear to extend much cooperation to the Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs until it had been cleaned up. Bob McGowan understood and promised to pass the word on to the federal authorities.
When that had been done, Bob Nakamura, his office mate who had been patiently waiting to get in a word of his own, had news. "The jury is back," he reported. "You've got a conviction."
Tibbs was grimly satisfied. "On the third try. Is he going to the joint?"
"Five years, I'd guess."
"I just hope now that he doesn't get out again in eighteen months on parole. There are still too many little girls in this town who don't always have adult protection."
"I know," Nakamura said. "Another thing: the preliminary print report on the Chinese murder-nothing. The victim himself and a young woman who is Hving in the house showed up-that's all. Incidentally, I understand that she's Japanese."
"Yes, but she doesn't know it," Tibbs answered. "She gave me the word for it. Her father was a Negro GI."
"Was it ainokoT
"That sounds right."
The bespectacled, crew-cut. Babbitt-looking Nisei detective turned around in his chair to face his partner. "Virg, she belongs to a group that's had it exceptionally tough. Most of the Japanese will reject her completely. You can judge how far she would be welcomed into the Negro community."
Virgil shook his head. "Not very far," he conceded. "Same old story; she's too different."
"Exactly. For her there's no easy place to go, because nobody really wants her."
Tibbs picked up a pencil and studied it as he spoke. "I've only seen her once, and at a bad time for her, but she impressed me as having some pretty fair assets."
"Could you call her attractive?"
"Why not." He put down the pencil. "As a person, mind you. She was pretty damn unhappy when I interviewed her, but under different circumstances she might have considerable appeal. Admittedly I wasn't considering her particularly in that light when we were talking."
"How about it?" Nakamura asked. "Was she playing concubine to the late lamented?"
Virgil picked up the pencil once more and then tossed it down. "I'll cover a bet against that," he said firmly. "It just wasn't in the atmosphere. And the deceased was an old man. I know that can be a fooler, but I still won't buy it."
"Anything I can do to help?"
Tibbs stood up. "Yes, call the morgue and make sure that the cause of death isn't presumed too readily because of the stone knife that was in the decedent's chest. locidental-ly, I suspect that it's quite valuable in addition to being important evidence."
He did some hard thinking as he drove his official car through the familiar streets to his destination. He did not propose to take up the study of jade, but he did not like to feel that his ignorance of the subject might prove to be a handicap. He decided to get hold of one good book on the subject and read it just in case. While jade collecting did not go with a policeman's salary, an understanding of that exotic subject could be rewarding in itself.
As he pulled up outside the still carefully shuttered house he expected that Yumeko would be there, but he was not
sure exactly what he was going to say to her. When he rang the bell she answered almost immediately and held the door open for him to come in. "Good morning, Mr. Tibbs," she said.
"Good morning, Miss Nagashima."
"It is Yumeko," she said very simply.
He smiled at her. "Then in that case it's Virgil."
He followed her into the house and sat down on invitation in the same room that they had occupied before. "Are you feeling any better now?" he asked.
She nodded. "Yes, I thank you. My employer, Mr. Tanaka, was very kind. He has excused me after only one day to be here."
"Are you sure that you're all right, and will be after we have finished here?"
"Yes."
He waited for more, but she had nothing to add.
"Yumeko, it is my job to find out who killed Mr. Wang. Would you like to see me succeed?"
She lifted her head a little and looked at him. "Yes, very much."
"Then I want you to answer some questions for me- even if it's hard. There are many things I have to know."
"Please ask."
He tried to make his voice sympathetic without being sticky about it. "Let's begio with Mr. Wang's relatives. Did he have any in this country that you know of?"
She shook her head. "He said once to me that he was alone here. He had a younger brother, but he is in communist China. If he is still alive. Mr. Wang did not know."
"Was he married at any time?"
"I only know that he spoke of his daughter once. In this country that would make him have a wife also. In China perhaps not."
"I understand. Do you know where she is?"
"Also in China, I think. He did not say for sure."
"All of the jade in this house, it was his?"
"Yes, aU his."
"It must be worth a fortune."
"I think yes."
"Yumeko, did he ever speak to you about a wUl?"
This time she shook her head and remained silent
"Then as far as you know, Mr. Wang had no living relatives in this country or in any other part of the free world."
"That is yes," she answered. 36
"Do you know if he had an attorney?"
"Yes, Mr. Finegold. He is also a buyer of the jade."
*'Yumeko, was jade-selling Mr. Wang's full-time occupation?"
He saw confusion on her face and tried to put it another way. "Did he do any other work? Or did he have enough money to meet his needs? Do you know?"
The girl looked at him a little strangely for a moment. "It is the jade-selling that was his work," she answered. "He also was not poor, but it was the jade that he loved."
"Did many customers come to see him?"
*'A few. Much he sold by mail. He would send pictures and the people trusted him. He would then mail the jade if they bought it. If pieces were very valuable, he would sometimes make a messenger."
"Is there a file of Mr. Wang's customers?"
"Yes, of course. I kept it for him while I was here."
Then, visibly, she seemed to think of something. She looked quickly at the ceiling for a moment, then back at Tibbs. "I made a mistake," she said. "The jade here, it was not all Mr. Wang's. One piece was not his; he had selled it to Mr. Harvey. When the TV said that Mr. Wang was dead, Mr. Harvey called me very soon: he now wants his jade."
Virgil weighed that. Harvey's action, whoever he was, had been inconsiderate, but if he had paid a substantial price, then he had a right to protect his investment and his purchase. "Where does Mr. Harvey hve?" he asked.
Yumeko raised a hand and brushed her midnight-black hair back from her deep-toned face. "It is a place called Sierra Madre."
"Would you like me to deliver the jade to him?"
For the first time since they had met he saw animation in her features. "You would do this for me?"
"Of course." He saw no need to explain that he wanted to interview some more of Mr. Wang's nearby customers and that this provided him with a very convenient opportunity.
Yumeko got up. "Come, please," she said. "I will prepare it in its box."
"I'll give you a receipt for it," Tibbs volunteered. "And I'll get one from Mr. Harvey. It may be important for you to have it."
She did not reply to that; instead she led the way toward the back of the house. Unconsciously he compared her
walk to that of the Chinese girl who had ushered him into General Lee's to see Johnny Wu. Yumeko was graceful, but in a quite different way. The Chinese girl had been an inch and a half taller and definitely more slender. Yumeko was very well proportioned, but with a slight fullness in the bosom and a trace in the hips which could be attributed to her father's genes.
At the door to the jade room she hesitated for a scant moment before she pressed the light switch and then passed inside. The body had been removed and the pieces of jade which had been standing around it on the carpeting had been picked up and placed together back in the display case from which they had been taken. But on the rich red of the velvet-pile carpeting there was a chalk outline which conjured up with too vivid imagery the still, silent figure that had lain there the day before.
Carefully avoiding that spot, Yumeko opened the bottom section of one of the cabinets and reached inside. After some groping she produced a small packet of keys. As she stood up, she explained. "Mr. Wang always he kept the keys to the jade cabinets, but there was this extra set if it became necessary."
She unlocked the glass door of one of the cabinets on the left side of the room and with cautious care removed a pale green figure of a standing Chinese beauty. The eight-inch-high statuette held a tray on which were displayed several pieces of miniature fruit. A slight discoloration in the original stone had been cunningly utilized by the sculptor to make one of the fruit pieces different from the rest, a reddish yellow contrast which accentuated the whole work. As Yumeko stood it in the middle of the center table, the tiny concealed. spotlight in the ceiling illuminated it in a way that almost made it come to life.
Tibbs did not want even to touch it, but as he bent down to examine it more closely the exquisite craftsmanship fascinated him. It had a delicate, subtle grace which seemed to deny the possibility that it had been carved out of a single hard, cold piece of a rare and costly stone. At that moment the prospect of learning a little about jade became much more appealing. He knew that the piece before him must be very expensive, but he was unable even to guess at its dollar value.
From under the display portion of the cabinet Yumeko took out a small stack of blue cloth-covered boxes and began to sort them on the floor. She quickly found the one 38
she wanted and replaced the others. Placing it on the table, she opened it to reveal its carefully padded, satin-lined interior and lovingly placed the jade figurine on the preformed cushion. It fitted precisely into the indentation that had been prepared for it. The httle carved wooden stand nested in its own prepared slot at the bottom. Against the snow-white cloth the jade beauty seemed more exquisite than ever.
"Does each jade have its own special box?" Tibbs asked.
"Yes-almost always." Yumeko closed the lid and slipped the ivory pins into position. "If you will give this into the hands of Mr. Harvey," she said. "You will do Mr. Wang and me a great kindness. I will give you the address."
As she went to get it for him, Virgil carefully wrote in his notebook and then tore out the page. When Yumeko returned he handed her his receipt for the valuable jade. "That was not necessary," she said. "I honor your face."
Tibbs shook his head. "We must be especially careful now," he told her. "I'll get a receipt from Mr. Harvey. It's the only proper way when valuable property is involved."
She accepted that. "You will come back?" she asked.
Virgil glanced at her for a moment, but it had been a simple inquiry and nothing more. "Yes, I'U be back." He took the address from her, memorized it, and then put the slip of paper into his pocket. That done, he picked up the jade box, and carrying it carefully, went out to his car.
A little under a half hour later he pressed the doorbell belonging to a residence clearly in one of the highest categories that Sierra Madre had to offer. Ordinarily he would have made an appointment; this time he was doing things a little differently. In Yumeko's references to Mr. Harvey he had detected a hesitant note; he wanted to know why it had been there.
The man who answered his ring came close to supplying an answer by his appearance alone. He was an inch over six feet tall, and quite lean. His presence in the doorway was like a cold wind. "Yes?" he asked.
"Mr. Harvey?"
The door was beginning to close slightly when Tibbs detected a change; the man confronting him glanced down for the first time and saw the box in his hands. The door swung wider. "Come in," he said, but there was no invitation in his voice-only a basic command.
Virgil walked into the foyer and confirmed that the interior of the house was as splendidly furnished as the exterior had suggested. A rich, thick white carpeting covered
a vast area of living room and extended around one open end into another room. In another day it could have been a morning room, but the end of a billiards table was visible and also part of an elaborate bar.
"I'll take it," Harvey said, and did so literally before Tibbs could hand the box over. He put it on a small table, opened it, and then examined the stone carving for a few seconds in uninterrupted silence. Then he put it back almost carelessly into its box. "Thank you," he said. "You can go."
"I'd like to speak to you for a few minutes if I may," Tibbs said.
Harvey was curt, "I'm sorry, I never give out information on the market."
"I was not about to ask for any."
"I make no donations."
"Not interested," Tibbs said.
"And most emphatically I do not subscribe to magazines at the door."
"Nor do I."
"Then precisely who are you?"
"A police officer, Mr. Harvey. I brought out your jade as a favor to Miss Nagashima. Now may we talk for a little while?"
The pronounced chill was still in the air. "You have credentials?"
"Certainly." As he preferred to do, Virgil produced a calling card. His reluctant host looked at it and then spoke. "We are not in Pasadena now."
"I'm quite aware of that, sir," Tibbs answered dryly. He did not elaborate.
"Very well, then." Harvey led the way to the nearest place where they could both sit and indicated by the way that he adjusted himself that he expected the interview to be a brief one.
It was Virgil's baU and he picked it up. "Mr. Harvey, I am the officer assigned to investigate the death of Mr. Wang, the gentleman from whom you purchased the jade I just deUvered. I believe you are aware that he lost his life under somewhat unusual circumstances?"
"According to the news reports, he was stabbed to death with a stone knife-a relic of some kind."
Tibbs continued. "How well did you know him, sir?"
"He was a merchant with whom I dealt."
"How would you describe his personality?"
"I didn't concern myself particularly with it He had cer-40
tain things for sale in which I was interested. Those I liked enough I purchased. That was the sum and substance of it."
*'I see. What is your line of work, Mr. Harvey?"
"Investments."
"Do you mean by that that you are a broker or counselor?"
"No, I am a professional trader. Do you understand me?"
"I believe so." Tibbs glanced at his watch. "Am I keeping you from your work? The market will be open another hour and a quarter, I believe."
Harvey studied him for a moment. "The market is very static today," he answered. "K anything at all breaks, my broker will call me."
Virgil probed a little. "Mr. Harvey, in your financial transactions, do you normally have access to industrial information which guides you in your decisions?"
If Harvey had shown any signs of relaxing his manner, he remedied the defect. His voice was from the Alaskan North Slope. "I do not. I simply take advantage of the amateurism of many small investors who have no clear understanding of what they are doing. Suppose you had bought Occidental Petroleum, for example, when it was in the low forties and then sold it in desperation when it dropped down to around fifteen in mid-1970; under those circumstances you would have lost a great deal of money. Thousands did. Their losses for the mot part went to professional traders who had sold Oxy short. I was one of them. As long as inexperienced people think that they can play the market and profit, with limited finances and less knowledge, I will continue to make a very good living taking advantage of their weaknesses."
"That's very impressive, Mr. Harvey."
"Perhaps, but I fail to see how it will help you in your investigation."
Virgil crossed his legs and took out his notebook. "Mr. Harvey, when was the last time that you saw Mr. Wang alive?"
"Perhaps a week ago, I don't recall exactly."
"During the afternoon?"
"If you know, why ask me?"
Tibbs looked up. "I was assuming, sir, that you would stay close to your phone during market hours."
Harvey allowed the point. "Very well, it was in the afternoon. I now recall that it was six days ago."
"And you made the purchase that I just delivered to you at that time?"
"Yes."
"I presume, sir, that in view of the value of the jade and the extensive stock that Mr. Wang had, you took some time in making your selection."
"No," Harvey almost snapped. "I never require time to make up my mind. That is one of the basic principles for success in the market."
Tibbs refused to be ruffled. "Had you seen the piece that you purchased previously?"
"If I had, I would have bought it at that time. Will there be anything else?"
"Only one thing more, Mr. Harvey. If it is convenient, I would very much like to see your jade collection. I'm developing an interest in the subject."
There was a measured pause. "Do you consider this to be part of your investigation?"
"I wouldn't have asked otherwise."
"Very well, then." Harvey rose. "Come with me."
He led the way around the comer of the L-shaped room and then into a den which was equipped with an electronic desk calculator. Books on financial subjects filled one wall. On the opposite side of the small room a glass-fronted case was mounted at eye level; in it a dozen jade pieces were displayed. The carvings stood in a geometric arrangement, equally spaced, facing uniformly forward. Mr. Wang had placed his in a less regular way and some of them had been turned a few degrees one way or the other. The precision in this cabinet, Tibbs noted, reflected the mind and habits of the man who had put the pieces where they were.
Virgil studied the display for a minute or two and then announced himself as satisfied. "If I may have a receipt for the jade I delivered to you," he said, "I will be on my way."
Harvey seated himself at his desk and with a pen scribbled on a slip of paper. As soon as he had handed it over he led the way briskly to the front door and showed Tibbs out with the least amount of ceremony that the situation permitted. As the door was closing the phone began to ring.
As he drove back into Pasadena Virgil went over the interview he had just had. That done, he turned his thoughts to the girl who was living, alone now, in Mr. Wang's home. Her problem was a profoundly difficult one. Time might be the only cure-time in which she might mellow somewhat, 42
but more importantly, time in which society might come a little closer to evaluating people for what they were and not for their origins.
He stopped across from the house and noted the still tightly closed draperies that masked the front windows. As he approached the front door he was mildly surprised to find Yumeko waiting for him. The portal was half open and the girl herself was largely hidden behind it. When he was on the step she opened it wider to admit him and accepted the receipt that he handed her. She took it in her fingers but did not even glance at it; instead, her eyes were on his face and serious concern was written across her features. "I am glad that you have returned," she said.
The conclusion was obvious, but he asked anyway. "Has something happened?"
She led him silently into the living room and once more sank into the same chair. As Tibbs seated himself where he too had been before, she turned worried eyes on him. "Two men came," she said. "Also policemen. They asked me many, many questions."
Virgil did not like that; this was his case and if any of the other boys wanted to interview one of the principals, they should have cleared it with him first. "Did they give you a hard time?" he asked, his voice grim.
Slowly Yumeko shook her head. "Not hard. They were polite. But very persistent. They said they are coming back. I was frightened."
"Who were they?" Virgil demanded.
"Mr. Lonigan and Mr. Duffy," she answered.

CHAPTER 6

Mr. Aaron Finegold sat in his office chair with his long legs thrust out under his desk so that he was all but resting on the base of his spine. His narrow, dark face was capped by a thick mass of black, very curly hair which maintained some semblance of order only under continuous protest. His eyes were deep sunk and fairly close, giving the illusion that they were surrounded by permanent dark circles. Sometimes they appeared sleepy, on other occasions they had been known to suggest a raven with insomnia. With such strong features to support, Mr. Finegold required a nose of more than ordinary distinction and he possessed one. The total effect of his physiognomy was notable-it was an accidental part of his stock in trade.
"You wanted to see me," he said.
Virgil Tibbs had interviewed a great many people in the course of his poUce career, and lawyers were not new to him, in their offices or in court. He therefore looked back at Mr. Finegold with unperturbed composure. "I understand that you were the attorney for the late Mr. Wang Fu-sen."
"Yes."
Virgil laid his card on the desk. "I have been assigned to investigate his death; this necessitates some questions. May I have your cooperation?"
Finegold recognized the ploy and countered it. "I'm sure that you recognize my position and understand what I can and cannot do."
"Among the 'can's,' I trust, is helping me to find the person or persons who caused the death of your client."
That brought things to dead center. "Very well," Fine-gold said, "what do you want to know?"
"First of all, can you tell me if Mr. Wang had any relatives with whom I might get in touch?"
Finegold shook his head. "The only ones I know of are 44
behind the Bamboo Curtain, and I doubt very much if they can be located or written to."
"I have the impression that he may have left a considerable estate."
"I believe that is true. At least in terms of the jade collection he had. His pieces were excellent and very valuable."
"Can you tell me, sir, if there is a will."
"Yes, and fairly recent one."
Tibbs changed his tone somewhat. "You understand, Mr. Finegold, that inheritance is often a very powerful motive for murder."
A silent nod answered him.
'The value of Mr. Wang's estate might have encouraged someone to speed his demise."
The attorney sat up straighter in his chair. "That is true as far as it goes, but it is manifestly unfair. Putting it the way you did means that anyone and everyone who stands to benefit from Mr. Wang's unfortunate death also comes under a cloud of suspicion."
Tibbs crossed his legs. "Mr. Finegold, I didn't come here to spar with you and there is no jury to be impressed either way. I'm solely interested in finding out who killed your chent and why."
"All right, let's go on from that premise. What next?"
"On another topic for a moment: do you have any knowledge, or suspicion, that Mr. Wang might have been in any way involved in the narcotics trade?"
That brought his host up straight in his chair once more. "I'll give you a direct and unequivocated answer to that: absolutely not." He paused a moment before he continued. "I assume that you are not subject to racial prejudices against minorities."
Virgil looked at him, but said nothing.
"It's not precisely accurate to describe the Chinese as a minority, but they are in this country," Finegold went on. "However there are plenty of people ready to attribute to them certain classic vices that they are supposed to favor." "It's my turn to avoid equivocation," Tibbs answered. "I asked you that qtestion because I had a specific reason for doing so. That is confidential information and I will ask you to regard it as such.'*
Finegold surveyed him carefully. "Let me ask you something off the record if I may: if Mr. Wang were alive and weU today, is there any possibility that he might be in jeopardy in connection with illegal drugs?"
"Truthfully, I don't know. At the moment it is enough of a possibility that I'm checldng it out. Mr. Wang does not stand accused posthumously as of now, or if he does, I am unaware of it."
"Then let me say this: Francis Wang was as fine and honorable a gentleman as I have ever known in my life. I cannot even conceive of his having an enemy, although it is patent that he had one, at least. He was my trusted supplier of fine Chinese lapidary work, my client, and my valued friend."
"Francis?"
"Many Chinese, Mr. Tibbs, realizing that their names are sometimes difficult for Westerners, take an anglicized first name to make things simpler. Particularly if they are in any form of trade."
"If your relationship was as you suggest, and I don't question that, may I ask why you seemed reluctant at first to discuss the matter with me? You fuUy understood the purpose of my visit."
Finegold leaned back in his chair. "You have me cornered on that one and I will have to be candid with you. I am interested in protecting Mr. Wang's reputation, even after his demise, and I had that in mind. In addition, there is another consideration. You're going to find this out anyway so I might as well inform you now. Francis asked me to represent Miss Yumeko Nagashima only a week or so ago. Do you know this young lady?"
Tibbs nodded. "Yes, I've had that pleasure. You'd better tell me what kind of difficulty she's in."
"None that I'm aware of."
"You just told me that Mr. Wang asked you to represent her. Normally he would hardly do that for a houseguest without some reason."
"Mr. Tibbs, I hope that I'm never placed in the position of having to defend a guilty client in court against you. Miss Nagashima is something of an enigma; I don't know a great deal about her background, only that Francis Wang befriended her and very obviously was glad that he had done so. I seriously question that there was any sexual relationship between them and I also strongly doubt that there was any blood relationship."
Virgil nodded. "I agree on both counts, at least as of now. That's based on personal judgment and nothing else."
"Good. That's as far as I feel that I can take it at this time, but since I have been retained, even though very informally, to look after Miss Nagashima, I had her interests in mind when we were talking earlier."
Tibbs locked his fingers and then pressed them until they seemed to grow white. "Mr. Finegold, I understand your reluctance to continue and I believe I know the reason for it. I want to ask you one more question nonetheless.'*
"I'll answer it if I feel that I can."
"Very well. I beheve you anticipate what it is now. You have already informed me that Mr. Wang made a recent will. And that he asked you, also very recently, to protect Miss Nagashima's interests. And you have stated that to the best of your knowledge she was not in any difficulty at that time." He looked up. "The inference is, of course, perfectly obvious. Was, or is, Miss Nagashima mentioned in that will?"
For several seconds the subdued hum of an electric clock on the desk was the only real sound in the room. When Finegold spoke, his voice was controlled. "I will answer that question with the understanding that the information is for your private use only as a police officer until such time as it is made public."
"Agreed, with the proviso that it may be necessary to discuss it within the police department to a limited degree."
"Accepted. Very well, then: Mr. Wang made a number of provisions of a personal and also a charitable nature. He left certain asssets to his family association. After that what was left, and I would say that it is considerable, goes in its entirety to Miss Nagashima. She does not know this, or didn't at the time. In particular the considerable treasure that Mr. Wang's jade collection represents will all be hers."
"Thank you, Mr. Finegold; no wonder you were retained to protect her interests. I am frankly amazed to discover that she is an heiress."
The attorney got to his feet. "No more so than I was, Mr. Tibbs, when I was asked to draw up that document. But Francis was, in his quiet way, totally determined, and there was no point in arguing with him. Somehow, in some way, that girl had become someone very important in his life."
The Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs advised over the phone that both Mr. Lonigan and Mr. Duffy were out and could not be conveniently reached. Expecting that that would be the case, Virgil left his number, 577^598, and then returned to his car. He drove, slowly and thoughtfully, to the municipal library and went inside.
The reference librarian knew him well, as she had cause to. "What will it be this time, Mr. Tibbs?" she asked. "You won't surprise me with anything."
Virgil smiled. "What have you on jade?" he asked.
"Oh, quite a bit. Are you interested in the stone itself, in jewelry, in American jade, or Chinese carvings?"
"Chinese carvings-definitely."
"Oh yes, I remember reading about that in the paper. Of course it would be your case." She rose. "I don't remember the author's name, but there is a very good book on the subject that was recently reprinted. Someone else was in here asking about it very recently."
She led the way to the catalog and quickly located the cards that she wanted. "There are a number of works available, some of them very technical. As an introduction, I think I'd recommend The Stone of Heaven by Gump. After that you'll want-yes, here it is- Chinese Jade Throughout the Ages by Nott. Now I just hope that they're in. Nott is a standard work and the one I was telling you about."
Ten minutes later Tibbs left the hbrary bearing two volumes-a fairly slender one and a second which was much more substantial. When he got back to his office Bob Naka-mura was out, but as he put the books down he saw the note Bob had left for him in the center of his desk. Call Chief McGowan as soon as you get in.
It took a few seconds for the call to be completed. When it was, McGowan's quiet, unruffled voice came over the line. "Come on up, Virgil. A couple of gentlemen are here who have been waiting to talk with you."
Tibbs knew immediately who the gentlemen in question were. It seemed to him, for just a moment, that they could not leave either himself or the case he was working on alone, and he was annoyed. Then he got hold of himself and remembered that if they had not come to see him, it would have been the other way around. All they had done was to save him some trouble.
As he walked into the chiefs office, both Lx^nigan and Duffy got to their feet and shook hands. "I'm glad to see you," Virgn said truthfully. "I've been trying to get in touch with you."
"We've heard," Duffy responded. "We were expecting that you'd call. Our paths seem to have crossed quite abruptly."
"Since you gentlemen obviously want to compare notes, why don't you use the conference room?" McGowan said.
"It's available. Let me know if you arrive at any decisions."
As he walked out toward the conference room Tibbs saw once more the face of Yumeko when she had told him about her visit from the federal narcotics agents. Her dismay had been too real to have been put on; she had been genuinely shaken up. Now he intended to find out why.
When the door had been closed, Lonigan opened the conversation.
"When we first talked to you, Mr. Tibbs, we didn't foresee that Wang Fu-sen was going to die violently that same day and that you would handle the case."
"It's one helluva coincidence," Virgil said, and looked a question mark at him.
"Yes and no. Coincidence that the man died just when he did, not so remarkable that you were assigned to it You're the top homicide man here."
Something in his tone suggested that the sentence was not complete in itself. "Are you telling me," Tibbs asked, "that Chief McGowan was aware of your interest in that man?"
"Before we asked for you," DuJQfy said, "we leveled with him. Naturally-he's the boss."
"All the way?"
"A good part of it"
"Then why wasn't I told?" Tibbs asked.
"You are being told-now. You've been a little busy, and so have we.*'
VirgU sat down and stretched his legs under the table. "I think it would be a good idea if we had a friendly understanding. You've got a damned important job to do- and so have I. The difference is that I can finalize and you can't. So I should be out of the picture, hopefully, before too long. In the meantime, for God's sake, let's not get in each other's way!"
"Amen to that," Lonigan said, and sat down too. "I know what's on your mind-we were out talking to that girl- Nagashima."
"Let me have it," Tibbs said. "What have you got on her?"
Duffy dropped into one of the vacant chairs. "Your name's Virgil, isn't it? All right, Virgil, the straight answer is that we don't know."
"On Wang himself?"
"We don't know that either."
"Well, for your information, gentlemen, you scared the pee out of her and then left her with the happy thought that you were coming back."
Lonigan became tougher. "We are, unless we are absolutely satisfied about something and convinced that she's in the clear. That isn't the case right now."
"What are the odds that she's implicated?"
"No bet."
Virgil's voice acquired a snap that more than matched Lonigan's. "A few hours ago you were inviting me to work with you, now you're holding out on me while I'm engaged in a murder investigation. If it works out that that girl killed her benefactor, and she's convicted of it in court, then she could be sentenced to the gas chamber. That's about as serious as you can get. You had a right to go and see her, but in doing so you messed me up but good. Now I suggest that we lay a few cards on the table so that we stop working at cross purposes."
Duffy calmed things down. "You're right, Virgil, I can't dispute that. I suggest that we do work together; we'll put you in the picture if you, in turn, will give us what help you can with what we're up against."
"All right. Let's have it"
Lonigan began. "Generally there are three sources for the Dlegal narcotics and drugs that are on the market: the Middle East via France, Mexico, and the Far East. Most of the heroin that feeds into the East Coast originates in Turkey as opium; it's converted to morphine in Lebanon and in turn into heroin in southeastern France, usually in or around Marseilles. Heroin also comes up from Mexico, but it's usu-ually of much poorer quality; it's consumed for the most part in California and some in Hawaii. The price has gone well above four hundred and fifty dollars an ounce, and that's for a diluted product."
"I know most of this," Virgil said.
"I assumed that you did, but I've got a reason for going over it now. There are certain prime ports in Southeast Asia that are shipping out illegal drugs to this country. They include Bangkok, Penang, and Singapore. Much of it, in the form of solid blocks of morphine trademarked 999, is shipped to Hong Kong. There the conversion to heroin is done. At one step in the process, if the stuff is heated a little too much, the whole place can blow up. That happens, ever�^ now and then."
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"I'd like to think that it does. But now let me put some pieces together for you: the chief sources for jade carvings are also Hong Kong, Singapore, and to a lesser degree Bangkok. For a while jade wasn't allowed to come into the United States, but our late friend Mr. Wang managed to keep supplied. Or so we are reliably informed. And there is some supporting evidence that the narcotics traders have been in frequent contact with him; we have that pretty well established as a matter of fact. Then, just at a crucial period, the young lady now living in his home arrived from the Orient and took up residence with him for no visible reason. And no sooner was she here than the supply began to increase."
Tibbs interrupted with a question. "Is this circumstantial so far, or do you have any direct evidence?"
"Nothing direct-as yet. Now two more things that may help to focus the picture a little. Literally every day hundreds of tons of imports of all kinds arrive in this country; it's a physical impossibility to search every shipment thoroughly for contraband, so we rely very heavily on informants overseas. We stop a lot of stuff that way. Not all, of course. Some of the information we have been getting pointed to Wang. That's definite."
Duflfy picked up. "The big kicker we've been saving for last. You'd better brace yourself for this one."
"Go ahead."
"Let me ask you: what's worse than horse-heroin?"
"Nothing that I know of," Tibbs answered. "In some cases LSD because of the unpredictable aftereffects. The fact that the user can take off on another trip anytime, without warning, weeks or months after the most recent use of the drug."
"True, but LSD isn't truly addictive. I'm talking now about drugs of pure addiction."
"On that basis, heroin heads the list."
Duffy shook his head. "It used to, but not anymore. Have you ever heard of keto-bedmidone? Or Claradon, that's another name for it."
Virgil shook his head.
Lonigan folded his hands on top of the table. "It's a synthetic, made and used in Europe for certain very limited medical purposes. It's a powerful analgesic which can be administered for the relief of extreme pain, say to a person who has been badly mangled in an accident and isn't expected to live."
"How about Demerol?"
'There are lots of things that can do the job; keto-bed-midone is one of them. But it has two other properties that make it extremely dangerous. First, it produces significant euphoria, in addicts' language a tremendous high. And it is extremely addictive. Considerably more than heroin.*'
"In other words, it outdoes heroin all the way?"
"In broad terms, you could put it that way."
"It must be hellish stuff," Tibbs said.
"It is. It's completely banned in this country, but recently it has turned up here. I doubt if many junkies, knowing what it is, would risk it themselves, and you know what they do to their bodies."
"I've seen some things."
Lonigan paused, as though he was choosing his next words with great care. "Virgil, we have it that the Chicoms have been making this stuff and that they have definite plans for introducing it into this country in quantity. They know what it can do."
Tibbs had a question. "Frank, gone as the junkies are most of the time, they have some brains when they're normal. As long as they can get heroin, do you think that they would lay themselves open to anything like this?"
Lonigan nodded. "That's our hope. They got wise to speed and eased up on it. If any more of this stuff gets on the market, then we'll put out the word and do it fast. Of course there's a small percentage of drug users who'll try anything just to prove how brave they are. They play Russian roulette with their lives all the time. Have you heard of fruit salad?"
Virgil was grim. "We brought two of them into Huntington Memorial last month. One terminal, one made it by the grace of God and a stomach pump. About keto-bedmidone; have you any idea when it's supposed to be coming in?"
"No, we don't have that. Only some pretty solid information from Hong Kong that it would be on its way, and that the late Mr. Wang would be the recipient. Or the girl; she may have been planted there for that purpose. So you see now why we're so interested in that young lady.'*
When Tibbs got back to his office Bob Nakamura was there. He was catching up on paper work, mountains of which cleared through the department every month. It seemed that pohc^ administration had to be buttressed by a phalanx of paper or it would not operate.
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Virg," he said, looking up from his typewriter, "but you never cease to amaze me. I've been in touch with the morgue. How in the hell did you know that that stone implement sticking out of the late Mr. Wang Fu-sen's chest probably wasn't the cause of his death? You were right, but I have it from Floyd Sanderson that all you did was kneel down and look at the body passively for two or three minutes."
Tibbs shrugged. "If you'd been there, you would have seen it too."
"I'm not so sure; armed robbery is more my line. Anyhow, what was the gimmick?"
"First, please tell me how the man died."
*That's the funny part, Virg; they aren't sure yet. Apparently somebody may have stabbed him with it after he was dead."
*That was my conclusion," Tibbs said dryly.
"All right, wonder boy, open up. What gave it to you?"
*'The position of the body principally, that was the major factor. Once that suggested the idea, several other things contributed."
"Such as?"
"Have you seen the pictures?"
"Not yet."
"Go look at them. K you have any questions after that, we'll talk about it."
"You don't want to discuss it now."
*That's right; I've got another idea I want to think about. Forgive me, will you?"
"Of course. When you get an idea, I usually keep out of the way."
Tibbs looked at his own desk and shook his head in despair. "It isn't anything tremendous right now-at least not on the surface. It may never be. But I think, in the interests of duty, of course, that I'm going to take a lady to dinner."
"Miss Nagashima?"
"Yes, if that's who she really is. The Feds had a go at her this morning, but when I talked to them, they were notably mum about what went on. I have a few innocuous questions I'd like to ask her myself. In a nice way, of course."
Nakamura looked at him. "Heaven help her," he said.

CHAPTER 7

When Virgil Tibbs pulled up at six-thirty almost to the minute in front of the house of the late Wang Fu-sen, he was driving his own car. He had changed into a pair of two-tone slacks and a sport coat; to complete his ensemble he had chosen a light-blue shirt and one of the new wide ties considerably bolder in design than those he wore during business hours. He walked up the driveway quite unconcerned about what the neighbors might think, and rang the bell.
It was a few seconds before Yumeko opened the door. When she did, Tibbs experienced a pleasant surprise; she had on a simple black dress which displayed her figure to considerable advantage. On it she wore an exquisite jade clip in the form of a long-tailed bird of almost living realism. The otherwise unadorned dress set off her very rich dark eyes, her black hair, and the deep hue of her skin. As Virgil surveyed her, he appreciated for the first time that she was, in her way, exotically beautiful.
"Good evening," he said.
Yumeko welcomed him inside. "I thank you for asking me," she said formally. It was very proper, perfectly polite, and remotely cynical. The hint was so slight that Tibbs was not sure whether he had read it correctly or not; her familiarity with English was remarkably good for a Japanese, but it was as yet far from perfect. He told himself not to try to read subtle nuances in her speech, remembering that she was expressing herself in what was to her a complex and very difficult foreign language.
"I'm glad you could come," he responded. He wanted to banish the stiffness, but it was too early. She had been raised under a different culture in a different environment; more than that, she was not yet over the shock of violent death and cold murder. At that moment he did not believe that she had, with her own hands, struck down her benefactor, but his experience told him not to allow his i�er-sonal inclinations to prejudice the objectivity of his work. He was more than stretching a point by taking a definite suspect out to dinner; he had justified it to himself by assuming that under social circumstances it might be easier to obtain some added information from her, but he knew that he had been rationalizing.
"Is it that you wish to go now?" she asked.
He gave her a half smile and said, "Why not." As he walked beside her to his car he was aware that she was not very tall. After he opened the door he noted the way in which she seated herself; she had a natural ease of movement despite the fact that she was far from being relaxed.
He got in behind the wheel and then turned to her. "Would you enjoy a Japanese dinner?" he asked.
When she looked back at him he noticed how large her eyes were despite their Oriental configuration. "You can eat?" she asked.
He noted the change in grammar and correctly guessed that she had translated literally from the Japanese. "Yes, of course," he said. "I like it."
He started the engine and began to drive toward the center of the city. He sensed that his companion was not interested in small talk, so he remained silent. In the back of his mind was the nagging thought that by inviting Yumeko Nagashima for dinner and the evening he was overstepping the bounds of police discretion. But he could not withdraw now; the girl was in the car beside him and his duty was clear.
The restaurant he had selected was located in the semibasement of a substantial bmlding not far from police headquarters. After the few concrete steps which led down to the entrance the atmosphere changed abruptly; with the Japanese genius for creating tranquil decorations in even the smallest space, the Uttle foyer had been made attractive and inviting. Inside, the restaurant itself calmly ignored the prosaic streets outside and contented itself with being a small comer of the Orient where food was served.
The hostess, appropriately clad in a pink flowered kimono, received them, checked her reservation sheet, and then guided them to a table in the dining room. "I'm sorry," she said, "I should have asked you. Would you prefer to have your dinner in the tatami room?"
Virgil looked at his companion and waited for her to
answer. "I believe," Yumeko said, in carefully phrased English, "that Mr. Tibbs might be more happy here."
The hostess looked at her once again and then, motioning for them to sit down, added a welcome in Japanese. The effect on Yumeko was visible: she replied at once, obviously grateful for the opportunity to speak her own language even if only briefly. To Tibbs the conversation was incomprehensible, but he noted the difference in Yumeko-in her sudden ease of speech and relaxation of manner. It was as though she had become a different person.
When the hostess had left, some of the warmth remained. "She is very nice person,'* Yumeko said. "She gave us a fine welcome. She forgives me my birth, I think because her husband is hakojin. I am sorry-that means that he is a Caucasian."
Virgil wanted to say something to her then about her ancestry, but he remained silent. There would be time enough for that later. Instead he picked up the menu and consumed a quarter of a minute in making his decision. "What would you like to have?" he asked.
Before she could reply a cocktail waitress appeared at their table and inquired about drinks. Yumeko shook her head "Please, no,'* she said. After Tibbs had declined for himself, she explained. "Once I became sorry for myself and had much to drink. I became very sick and my stomach reversed itself. Now I do not wish it anymore.'*
"That's as good a reason as any," Virgil said. "Why do it if you don't like it.'*
Yumeko shot him a quick glance at that and continued to study his features for several more seconds. She said nothing, however, and picked up the menu. It hid her face while she scanned it and decided what she would like to have.
"You do not mind if I eat real Japanese food?'* she inquired.
'That's why I brought you here.'*
When the waitress came she ordered in Japanese. There was some small discussion and then it was Tibbs' tvuiL "Sukiyaki," he said simply.
"Gohan?"
He looked blankly at her.
"I beg your pardon-^would you like rice?"
"Please."
The waitress produced an electric stove and plugged it in, ready for the ritual of cooking the sukiyaki at the table.
Then she brought clear thin soup in dark lacquer bowls and set down tiny dishes of Japanese pickles. She placed a pair of wrapped chopsticks beside Yumeko and provided Tibbs with both a set of sticks and conventional silverware.
Yumeko picked up her soup bowl, ready to drink from the rim. "I thank you for giving me this meal," she said. "I have not had Japanese food very recently."
"I'm glad you could come," Virgil responded. He studied his companion and tried to understand her. To him she was Japanese: she spoke the language and had grown up under that culture. Yet he was aware that she was half Negro and the tone of her skin was much like his own. He was unable to decide in his mind whether her difficulty lay in her mixed heritage per se, or in the fairly obvious fact that her parents had not been man and wife. As he sipped his soup he reflected on the point, then deliberately put it aside.
The waitress arrived with a platter of artfully arranged ingredients for the sukiyaki and a plain iron cooking utensil in which to prepare it. "What are you having?" Tibbs asked.
In reply Yumeko gestured toward the ample platter of meat and vegetables.
"I don't understand Japanese, you know that," he continued, "but I didn't hear you order it."
"I at first order something else," she explained. "Then when you order sukiyaki, I changed so as to be the same as you."
"Why?"
"It is more polite. Also it is easier for the waitress."
He looked at her carefully once more and wondered if she were capable of committing murder. There were strange combinations in hirnian beings, he knew that well, but Yumeko was an enigma.
He contented himself with watching while the waitress cooked their main course and then, with her own chopsticks, deftly served them initial portions in small bowls. Another girl arrived with a container of boiled rice and then came once more with tea. The service was smooth and efficient, just a trifle better than usual, perhaps, because one of the guests was at least partly Japanese.
The food was very good, enough so that it remained largely a silent meal while they ate. Virgil had little to say and Yumeko clearly had no intention of initiating any conversation. One thing he had been considering was the thought that she was entirely content to accept him as her escort. That in itself was of some significance; it indicated to him that
she did not attach the sins of her father onto all others who shared his origins. Perhaps she felt herself to be at least in part a Negro girl after all and if so, that was all to the good.
A little less than an hour later, as they were leaving the restaurant, he wondered quite suddenly what his next move ought to be. He had kept the matter out of his mind, but now it confronted him and he had to make a decision. He was rapidly weighing whether he ought to suggest a movie or else take her home when the girl herself resolved the matter for him. "Where do you live?" she asked.
"Not far from here. I have an apartment."
"You have roommate?"
"No, I live alone. There are several other police ofiBcers in the same building."
For just a moment Yumeko stood stock still as though preparing herself for something. Then she said, "We go to your rooms now?"
That surprised him; for a moment he was off balance. "Would you like to do that?" he asked.
"Let us go," she answered him, and turned in the direction of his parked car.
Tibbs thought hard during the short drive, aware that to a small degree he had been trapped. Taking the girl to dinner had perhaps been an indiscretion to begin with; he could not understand why he had issued the invitation in the first place. Obviously he had not been thinking clearly, or had not thought at all. Now he was committed to taking her to his apartment. The morals of the situation did not bother him at all; Cotton Mather had been out of the picture for some time. It was his own position as the investigating oflBcer that had him worried; if it was her idea to offer herself to him in return for full or partial immunity of one kind or another, he would have no choice but to take her home in an atmosphere that would be anything but pleasant. And to treat her with glacial reserve from that moment forward.
He decided to play it by ear. He puUed his car up in front of the attractively landscaped two-story apartment building, got out, and then held the car door open for her. He watched carefully as she let him help her to her feet, trying to read a visible clue in her behavior. For those few seconds, however, she remained completely Japanese and gave him no hint whatsoever. She walked behind him to the lobby of the building, then followed as he led her to the 58
second-floor apartment that he called home. He inserted a key, reached inside to turn on the lights, then stepped aside to allow her to enter.
She walked in a few steps, stopped, and then looked about her. The living room was in good condition; the cleaning lady had been in that day and had left things able to pass feminine inspection. The furniture, while not elaborate, was tasteful and of good quality. The room had been designed for comfort, not for show, and it appeared to better advantage as a result
*Tt is very nice," Yumeko said. Then she turned and for the first time saw the opposite wall. It was dominated by a magnificent painting, executed with such a remarkable use of color that it seemed to be almost radiant with its own light. It showed a vital, attractive nude young woman in an outdoor setting. Her finely formed head and features were set off by blond hair which had been captured with startling fidelity by the artist despite the fact that his rendition was not entirely literal. She looked out from the canvas with a clear and steady poise that was magnetic. The sunlight seemed to reflect from her bare shoulders while her firm, sculptured breasts underlined her femininity. The whole portrait appeared almost to possess a life of its own, once seen it commanded attention and retained it with a compelling power.
Yumeko studied it "It is very beautiful," she said carefully. "The painter, I think, he is very exceptionally good."
Tibbs stood quietly and waited. 'That he certainly is. William Holt-Rymers."
*T do not know this name." Yumeko still kept her attention on the picture. "But it is no difference. He is famous anyway-he must be."
"He is very well known."
"The girl," she said presently, "she is real I think."
"Yes, she is."
"You know her?"
Virgil nodded. "Yes, her name is Linda. Linda Nunn."
Yumeko looked at him for the first time. "You have seen her this way?"
"Yes, I have."
Quietly and with total composure Yumeko walked to the davenport and sat down. "She is your girl friend, I think also."
Tibbs looked at her calmly. "No, Yumeko, she isn't. I know her, but that's as far as it goes-fcH* many reasons."
He changed the subject. "You told me that you don't drink, but can I offer you any kind of refreshment? Something you might like?"
She clasped her hands in her lap. "If you can give me something that will not make me sick, I think I would like to have it. It would help me."
He did not fully understand that, but he nodded anyway and stepped behind his small bar in the corner of the room. "I think that I know something. If you don't care for it, just set it aside."
He reached for a bottle and uncorked it. That done he put some ice in a glass and poured out a ruby-red beverage. He carried it over to her and waited while she tasted it.
"It is very good, I like this."
"Good," he responded. He fixed a second similar drink for himself and then sat down, beside her but not intimately close. "Let me tell you about the picture. It was given to me by the artist after I completed a murder investigation in which both he and Miss Nunn were involved."
"He made it especially for you?"
"Yes, he did. And Linda posed for the same reason."
Yumeko tried her drink once more. "What is this?" she asked.
"Cherry Heering."
"It is good," she said once more. Then she looked again at the portrait. "After you are knowing her, I am ashamed; I will be a disappointment for you."
Virgil looked at her with some concern. "I don't imder-stand."
Yumeko lifted her shoulders slightly and then let them fall. "I do not possess such a body as that, I am woman, yes, but half Japanese. Therefore I am smaller across the chest. I am sorry, but I cannot help it"
Very carefully, and taking his time, Tibbs tasted a little of his own drink. Then when he spoke his voice was under careful control. "Yumeko, did you come here with the idea of going to bed with me?"
Her eyes were open and challenging. "Is it not for this that you asked me to come with you?"
"And you accepted on that basis?" he asked.
She resigned herself. "Of course. My mother instructed me about this country. We have our customs in Japan, you have yours also. I understand this." She picked up her glass.
"All right." Virgil turned until he was facing her squarely. "Now I will explain something to you. I asked you out, when 60
I knew that I shouldn't, because I felt sorry for what had happened to you and I wanted to give you a little pleasure. And because I thought that you would be good company. Do you understand that?"
"Yes, I do."
He drummed his fingers against the back of the sofa. "Now I go to bed with girls when I have the opportunity and things are right-I think that almost every normal man does. But for me just to buy you a dinner and then expect you to come through-I mean to go to bed with me-^just because of that would be. ." He paused and tried to find a word. "� Ungentlemanly."
Yumeko continued to look at him. "You did not expect?" she asked.
"Of course not. I asked you out for your company and that's all."
"But you know what I am!"
That settled it; he felt sure that he knew what was eating her, but he had tried to dismiss it. Now it was there in front of him and he would have to deal with it.
"Yumeko," he said, "I want you to come over here and sit beside me."
Calmly, and without emotion, she obeyed.
When she had settled herself against him, and he could feel both the warmth and the tightness of her body, he laid his arm across her shoulders and waited a few seconds until he could feel the first indication of relaxation-of her acceptance of the situation.
"Now I'm going to lecture to you and I want you to listen," he said. "Don't mterrupt me until I'm through- do you understand?"
She nodded her head, which seemed suddenly small beside his shoulder.
"My ancestors, whoever they were, came to this country from Africa some time ago. Not as you came, they were slaves; they were bought and sold like cattle, worked like hell in most cases, and were often raped. Then the country came a little farther up the road and that was done away with. After that all we had to do was to try and prove that we were human beings who were capable of doing normal things and that our color didn't run off onto everything that we touched. You ought to know all this, because half of your background is the same as mine."
He took a little more of his drink. "It isn't all over yet, of course, but if we can keep the militants from making us
hated everywhere we show our faces, it's getting better every day. The job I have, the fact that it was given to me, means something and you ought to know that."
He took a deep breath. "For centuries humanity has been living in little pockets all over the world; people kept to themselves because travel was difficult, or all but impossible. Nobody from here went to Japan, for example, for quite a long while."
"It was not allowed," Yumeko said.
"I know, that's part of it. Then came the airplane and later the jet engine. That changed everything; now you, or anyone else, can go to almost any part of the world in a matter of hours. People are meeting each other, mixing as they never did before."
He felt her go tight again. *T know this-I understand. But that does not help me. I am what I became and I cannot be anything else. And everyone knows."
He did not mean to, but he tightened his arm across her shoulder until she was almost in pain. "Yumeko, dammit, don't be so stubborn! Try to understand. A century ago- that's one hundred years-anyone like you would have been very strange, but it isn't true anymore. A century ago I couldn't have been what I am now; people would have thought me some kind of an animal that could be trained to do certain tricks, like shining shoes."
"But at least you were one kind of animal!"
Tibbs controlled himself and regained his self possession. "And so are you," he answered, "whether you know it or not. You're all human, all girl. I know you're a hybrid; so is all the best com-they raise it that way." He turned her around until she had to look at him. "How many people alive today, do you think, have absolutely pure blood of one kind or another? Not that many. And they're not the lucky ones, because when you start mixing strains you get a better product most of the time. In horses, in plants, and in human beings too."
He took hold of both her shoulders and his fingers almost dug into her flesh. "You're lucky as all hell and you don't know it. The chances of any one person being bom are billions to one against. The odds are dreadful even with the same set of parents. You beat all those odds and against a fearful handicap. Just remember that it took a miracle to make you alive, but here you are. Now enjoy it!"
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you back now," he concluded. "Tomorrow is going to be a tough day and I have a murderer to catch."
He took her to her door. As he stood one step down to bid her good-night their heads were on a level. As he looked at her then he thought that she was damned attractive and she ought to know it. But he left it at that. She was stUl right in the middle of his investigation and his promise to himself that he was going to use part of the evening to get some further information out of her lay shattered.
"Keep your door locked," he advised her, "and don't let anybody in unless you know who they are. Even then be careful."
On that stem note he turned his back and left. There had been murder done in that house and untU he knew why and how, the shadow would hang dark and heavy over it and the girl who had just gone inside. Disturbed in his mind for many reasons, and with his self-confidence definitely shaken, he went back to his car.

CHAPTER 8

When he checked in for work the following morning, Virgil Tibbs did not choose to remain in his office for very long. He had many things to do, in addition to which he did not welcome the idea that someone might drop in to ask him how he had enjoyed his date with one of his ranking suspects on the previous evening. News got around the Pasadena Police Department much as it did everywhere else; if anyone at all had seen him while he had had Yumeko in tow, everyone would know about it as a matter of course.
Fortunately no one came in to raise the issue; he was therefore able to dispose of a small pile of urgent paper work. Then he picked up his phone and rang the morgue.
He was advised that the report on the late Mr. Wang was ready; furthermore the pathologist who had performed the autopsy was on hand in case there were any questions.
Virgil did not particularly care for the morgue, but his duty took him to it often enough that the place was no novelty. When he got there he sat down in a small room with a tall, unconcerned young doctor who had probed the internal organs of the deceased. On the small, plain table which stood in the center of the room there was a carefully written document which told of the cause of death of the Chinese jade merchant and, almost conspicuously out of place, the antique stone implement which had been thrust into his chest
"I'd like to know something," the doctor said as he lit a cigarette. "How did you arrive at the opinion that the deceased had sustained injuries before he was stabbed?'*
"By some external evidence. What did you find?"
"He had been roughed up prior to his demise. He was throttled for one thing, but not enough to leave evident marks that were readily visible. He was also struck on the jaw and on the left temple."
"Did this physical abuse cause his death?"
"I won't attempt to answer that until we complete some more tests-the present report is preliminary."
"Is it possible that the blows could have produced unconsciousness?"
"Oh, yes."
"Sustained?"
"I'd say so. Remember that the deceased was an old man and in general terms probably in frail health. Nothing radically wrong with him that we've discovered so far, but he obviously didn't take much exercise and didn't have a lot of reserves to draw on."
"One more thing: how much force did it take to drive the stone knife into the body?"
"A moderate amount; I can't define it exactly unless you want me to take the weapon and make some cadaver tests. I could do that."
Virgil shook his head. "I don't think we'll need that if what I have in mind works out. One more question: was he initially attacked from in front or behind?"
"Behind. It's in the report."
'Thanks much." Tibbs got to his feet. "I thought that he was. I appreciate your time."
"Not at all. If you want the weapon, you know the routine for signing it out."
In the lobby Virgil consulted the business card which Johnny Wu had given to him and then picked up the counter telephone. He found his man in and cooperative.
"If you want to talk some more, fine," Wu told him. "How about meeting me at the Dynasty Club at eleven? It'll be open then and not too crowded."
"Good," Tibbs told him. "I want to get an opinion from you on something I'll have with me."
Since he had plenty of time, he drove down the Pasadena Freeway almost leisurely, found a spot open in the New Chinatown area, and flipped down the visor to identify the police vehicle. Then, still forty minutes ahead of his appointment, he entered the elaborately decorated commercial area which had been designed for tourist appeal and began to study the shop windows.
Few of the stores had any jade on display and those that did for the most part showed what even to his unpracticed eye was inferior merchandise. Some of the offerings were of a uniform, rather sickly shade of green which suggested that they had been dyed. He saw nothing at first that in
any way compared with the lapidary treasures in Mr. Wang's home. The more he saw, the more he came to appreciate the quality of Mr. Wang's oflferings. At the same time, even the relatively poor pieces he was seeing had their effect on him; when he spotted one or two that were better, the subtle allure of jade began to stir him. In Bamboo Lane he found a shop, heavily protected with burglar alarm systems, which displayed several carvings of obviously superior worth. They appeared in some cases to be of different materials, but there was no identification and no prices were shown. Since the store was closed there was little that he could learn there, but he wished that he might have gone inside.
He had never visited the Dynasty Club, but he had heard of it-a thoroughly plush private facility operated largely for the benefit of the Asian-American community's business and political leaders. It was the sort of place the average tourist would never suspect existed, which was probably what the management and clientele desired. A phone book gave him the location; as he rode up in the elevator he wondered about the package in his left hand. It appeared very ordinary, but the effect of unwrapping it in the Dynasty Club might prove to be something quite different.
When he touched the bell before the closed door, he had to wait only a few seconds before he was greeted by a hostess who, despite the early hour, was attractively gowned and turned out.
"Good morning, sir," she said, "can I help you?"
Virgil caught her manner at once; he was not a member, but her courtesy toward him was quite genuine-she was no more concerned that he was a Negro than he was especially aware that she was an Oriental.
"I have an appointment with Mr. Wu," Tibbs said. "He asked me to meet him here."
"Of course, please come in." She opened the door wider. "Your name, sir?"
"Virgil Tibbs."
"Thank you, Mr. Tibbs. I'll see if Mr. Wu is here."
That told him immediately that the Dynasty Club was well run. He waited a minute or two while he looked about at the decor; it was very good, as he had expected that it would be. When the hostess came back she motioned to him to follow and then led him through the interior to a small dining cove where Johnny Wu was on his fe^t waiting for him.
"Glad to see you again. Please sit down. I know it's early, but the sun has been over the yardarm for some time. Name it."
"Is a Coke OK?"
"Of course." He addressed the hostess. "Two Cokes and some breakfast rolls. Coffee for me too. Virgil?"
Tibbs shook his head. "Just the Coke."
Johnny waved a hand in polite dismissal. "What's the latest word?" he asked.
Carefully, and without dramatics, Virgil unwrapped his package. When at last the stone knife lay revealed, he put it carefully on the center of the table midway between them and then sat back, saying nothing.
Wu looked at it for several seconds. "May I pick it up?" he asked.
"Certainly."
The lighting in the booth was subdued, but it was adequate. For at least a full minute Johnny Wu turned the ancient implement over in his hands, studying it from every angle, but always holding it with what was clearly deep respect When he had finished he put it down with visible care and then waited while the refreshments were served. The waitress was surprisingly tall for an Oriental and also strikingly attractive. Her costume was definitely designed to display beautifully formed legs, but managed to be subdued at the same time.
"Where do you get them?" Tibbs asked.
*The girls?"
"Yes."
Johnny smiled. "It's amazing, Virgil, what you can find if you only know where to look. Most of the girls here are Japanese, and they're handpicked. You never see them on the street, but they can be found."
"Obviously somebody knows where to look."
"The club is managed by people who know their business. We have a matched set here that's especially nice- they're all taller than you might expect and quite charming."
"What is the degree of their availabihty?" Tibbs asked.
Johnny shook his head. "No dice, not as far as the club is concerned, at any rate. They're all nice yoimg ladies- and I'm not saying that just because you're the law."
Virgil smiled, and drank a good half of his Coke. "Now, to business. I'd appreciate an opinion from you concerning that object." He nodded toward the stone knife.
Johnny looked at him shrewdly. "Certainly you know quite
a bit about it already or you wouldn't have brought it to me.
"I think so," Tibbs admitted. "But I like to be sure about things. Especially in areas that are new to me."
"All right, I'll take it from the top. It's a ritual jade implement called a Ya-Chang. It's very ancient, before the Han Dynasty I'd say offhand-^weU before. There's some crystallization along one of the edges which establishes this. My preliminary opinion is that it is genuine, extremely rare, and very valuable. Now it's your turn."
"It may disturb you to know this," Virgil said. "But that weapon was extracted from the chest of Mr. Wang. That is, most of it was." He stopped and waited, watching the reaction.
Johnny Wu folded his hands and looked steadily at the Ya-Chang. "Wang Fu-sen was my good friend. In addition to that he was a man of exceptional character and great wisdom. If I could find the man who killed him, I would gladly take that jade knife and treat him in the same manner-and to hell with the consequences."
Virgil finished his Coke. "I have a better idea," he said. "Help me to catch him. Then he'll be punished, properly according to law, and there won't be any consequences- except for him."
"What do you want?" Wu asked.
"I need information on jade-a lot of it. More important, all the available data on Mr. Wang's background: his other business activities, if any, his social life, his past I need aU this and more to track down the person who wanted him dead."
As he finished speaking another striking waitress appeared and replaced both drinks, despite the fact that Johnny's was untouched.
Johnny poured out a cup of coffee from the warming carafe and took a careful swallow. "Virgil, I won't hold out on you-I promise you that-but I don't have too much to give you. Wang Fu-sen hved very quietly, by himself until he took the Japanese girl in. If you want my guess on that, I'd call it pure charity and nothing else. The girl helped him and earned her keep, but not in bed. You may not understand this, not being Chinese, but he was a man of great dignity; not the pompous kind, but the real quiet inner kind that counts. He wouldn't take advantage of the girl for that reason alone."
Virgn remained quiet.

"Now maybe I can give you something you can use-I don't know," Johnny continued. "First I have to make a point clear. There are two entirely different attitudes concerning Chinese in this country. I consider myself a Chinese-American, in other words an American citizen of Chinese descent. So do almost all of us. But to the Chinese in China- Taiwan or the mainland-either way, we are overseas Chinese. Their feeling is that once Chinese always Chinese; they simply don't understand the concept of America-that both of us can be Americans despite our own heritages or the fact that the majority in this country are Caucasians."
He drank more coffee. "What this means, Virgil, is that the Chinese in the old country feel that they have a permanent hold on us and that we owe them our loyalty simply because our eyes slant-if they do. Understand that a lot of us do feel a close attachment to the real China- not the communist one-just as a lot of your young people go around sporting Afro hairdos." He buttered a breakfast roU.
"You are suggesting, then," Tibbs said, "that some people in China were applying pressure to Mr. Wang on the basis that he was Chinese-in their eyes. Was he a U.S. citizen, by the way?"
"Yes, he was. And your surmise is accurate, based on my own guesswork. I've had a little of that kind of thing and I expect that I'll get more. Most of it comes through Hong Kong; one letter I got I turned over to the FBI."
"That gives me an idea," Tibbs said. "I'll check to see if Mr. Wang ever took a similar step. Unless you know offhand."
Johnny shook his head. "I don't know, I can only guess."
"When can I see your jade collection?" Virgil asked.
"You really want to?"
"Yes, very much."
Johnny thought. "Why don't we just stay here and have some lunch. Then after that we can go over to my place � it isn't very far from here-and you can inspect my jades all you'd like."
"Could we skip the lunch?" Virgil asked. "I'm honestly not hungry. Unless you are."
Johnny took some more coffee. "Not really. I just thought that you might like the scenery around here. A lot more of it comes on duty at twelve. Unless a policeman can't admire pretty girls the way we do."
"If that were true, I wouldn't be a policeman," Tibbs said. "Invite me back some time; I'll buy the drinks."
"A deal. If you come down here much, why not become a member? I'll be glad to sponsor you."
"Many thanks, but I don't think I could handle the tab."
"It isn't that bad."
"All right, maybe later. When this matter is cleared away."
Johnny glanced up. "Am I under suspicion?" he asked.
"Let me put it this way: when I find the guilty man, I'll let you know."
Wu accepted that. "Let's go; I'm quite close by."
The jade collection of Johnny Wu was much more modest than the one in Wang Fu-sen's home, but its high quality was immediately evident. Furthermore, each choice piece had been carefully placed to display it to the best advantage. The lighting inside the three cabinets was artful: bright enough to illuminate, but subtle enough to flatter the stone objects at the same time. They needed no flattery; they were exquisite and Tibbs knew it. gd
*The longer I look at these things," he said, "the more I have to admire the men who created them. Perhaps for the first time, I wish that I had some prospect of being rich."
"Jade isn't cheap," Johnny admitted. "But consider what goes into it. The stone comes for the most part from a small, very secluded section of Burma. It costs a great deal. After they get it and have it transported all the way to Peking, then the craftsmen are faced with one of the toughest and most intractable materials known to man. It takes weeks, and months, to turn out a good piece and the master carvers are dying out-they don't encourage them too much under the present regime. Do you know that they are actually making pieces now that show communist soldiers in battle and other propaganda subjects? It's a desecration; I've seen some in the commie department stores in Hong Kong."
When he had learned all that he could for the time being, Tibbs turned away from the cabinets. "Your collection is magnificent," he said.
*Thank you." Wu hesitated for a moment, then went on. "After a decent interval, I'm going to approach Miss Nagashima and see if she will sell me some of the pieces that Fu-sen had. You'll never find better in this country and there are a few things that I would like very much to own if I can get them."
Virgil looked at him. "Why Miss Nagashima?" he asked.
"I assumed that you knew. If you don't, you should. Fu-sen made a new will recently; in it he left almost everything he owned, including the jades, to her."
"Did he tell you that?"
"No, but word gets around. Chinese have always been good at that. Do you want to leave that Ya-Chang with me for further study?"
"I think not," Virgil answered him. "It's evidence, so for the time being it should remain in police custody."
As Tibbs drove back to Pasadena certain ideas were forming in his mind, but they were too uncertain to be more than conjectures. There were elements missing and until they could be supplied, or accounted for, further development would be at the best slow and difficult.
He stopped at a coffee shop south of Colorado and had his usual lunch of a sandwich and a milk shake. He seldom varied this menu very much; the milk soothed his stomach and seemed to ease the tensions that went with his job. He could eat anywhere he chose now in the city, but there were still a very few establishments where he felt that his welcome was less than complete. He avoided them for the sake of the peace of his soul and allowed himself the luxury of eating where he knew that the color of his skin would have no bearing on his reception or how he was served.
After his meal he returned to his office for more paper work. There was no evading it and he had to keep up no matter what the cost in time and effort. Bob Nakamura was out on a bank holdup and this time there were no notes waiting on the desk. An hour later he made a phone call. Don Washburn was in his office and would be glad to see him if he cared to come to the plant.
As he drove north through streets Tibbs noticed how the mountains stood out in rare sharp relief; the air was remarkably clear and California looked as it probably had in the old Spanish days long before the internal combustion engine had been invented or oil refineries and power plants had been built to pollute the atmosphere.
At the gate that protected the research facility the formalities were at a minimum this time; he was expected. Once inside he was greeted by the receptionist and ushered almost at once to the large comer office where Washburn awaited him.
He had hardly seated himself before the trim executive
secretary who had served him last time came in with two cups of coffee. This time she had not had to ask how he liked it; she supplied it, smiled, and withdrew.
"Mr. Washburn," Virgil began. "I'd like to ask you some very pointed questions if you don't mind. My purpose is to find the person who killed Wang Fu-sen. I know that you understand that"
"I do." Washburn looked as though he meant it.
"You told me that you had had some direct experience with narcotics in the case of your son Robin."
His host nodded. "Yes, that's true."
"How is he coming along, by the way?"
Washburn smiled. "Very well-he's returning home shortly.'*
'That's good news, certainly. Mr. Washburn, have you ever, at any time, known or suspected any connection between illicit narcotics and Mr. Wang? You mentioned that he was your close and good friend, and I'm making allowances for that."
Washburn was firm and decisive. "Absolutely not; I don't believe that he used them and I'm positive that he never trafiicked in them. Let me give you a reason for that statement. I knew him for many years; for him to have dealt in dope of any kind would have been as out of character as a Salvation Army girl working in a bottomless bar."
Tibbs studied him before he put his next question. "Despite that endorsement, was there a possibility-and please note that word-that Robin might have been getting his supply of drugs from Mr. Wang? Please consider that carefully."
Apparently Washburn did. "Let me put it this way, Mr. Tibbs: Robin never met Wang Fu-sen to my knowledge except on one occasion when he came to our home for dinner. And perhaps not even then. I have a vague recollection that my boy was not home that night. Most certainly if they knew each other even casually, it was totally without my knowledge."
Virgil drank his coffee and changed the topic. "You confided in me the fact that you are doing research here foi the Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs. I don't wani to play games with you so let me put it directly: have yoi been working with keto-bedmidone?"
Washburn leaned back and drummed his fingertips againsl the top of his desk for a few seconds. "You couldn't have" hit on that one all by yourself," he said finally. "So you 72
must have been told. And by the Bureau. All right, the answer is yes. We've made some of the stuff here and it's been submitted to some tests. Even in the test lab, we lock it up in the safe overnight. And the people who work with it wear masks. It's pure hell."
Tibbs agreed. "I know that. What are its physical properties? In particular, what color is it?"
"White."
"A powder?"
"Tiny crystals."
"It's an injection drug?"
"Yes."
"Could a heroin addict use it in his usual manner?"
"Yes again. The heroin junkie could use his regular tools. If he did, God help him."
Virgil locked his fingers. "I want to ask you one more question that is vitally important. Please give me a candid answer; you know that I'll respect your confidence."
"I'll do my best."
"Mr. Washburn, do you have any knowledge, or well-founded suspicion, that keto-bedmidone may have appeared on the American market, particularly on the West Coast?"
Washburn more than took his time. "You are asking for highly confidential information, you know that."
"I do."
"You absolutely require it for your investigation?"
"I wouldn't have asked otherwise."
"Then I've got to accept your sincerity. As I told you before, I know who you are. Yes, Mr. Tibbs, it has appeared here and we're scared stiff."
"In Los Angeles?"
"Yes."
"When?"
Don Washburn moved in his chair in a way that showed his discomfort His jaw worked slightly and his lips were hard together. When he spoke, his voice was matter-of-fact and unemotional, but only because he had made it that way. "A few months ago. And since you are sure to note it anyway, I might as well add that it began a very few days after the Japanese girl, Miss Nagashima I believe her name is, came to hve in Mr. Wang's home."

CHAPTER 9

As soon as he was back once more in the spartan surroundings of his modest office, Tibbs sat down to do a piece of work that could wait no longer. From the top drawer of his desk he took out a small pad of paper, then he picked up a pen and began to wTite out notations. He put one on each slip of paper, using the green ink that he favored for this particular purpose. As he finished each one, he tore it off the pad and laid it aside. He kept at it until he had thirty-one individual memoranda ^Titten in his strong, precise hand.
Wlien he had them all ready he cleared the top of his desk of everything else, took off his coat, and then began to lay out the small pieces of paper like an elaborate game of solitaire. Occasionally he shifted the positions of one or two of the paper slips; sometimes he spent a considerable time before he made up his mind where a particular memorandum would be placed. When he had all thirty-one of them doN;vn, it could be seen that they formed an irregular pattern, with several conspicuous gaps.
After the layout had been completed Virgil sat still, his hands in his lap, studying what he saw before him. He had an urge for a cigarette, but he had given that habit up long ago. He rubbed his chin with his right hand, then put it back into his lap. Twice he moved the position of one of the slips of paper. Otherwise the diagram he had prepared remained as it was, with open spaces where there were not enough data to fill them in.
It was approaching six in the evening when Tibbs had a visitor. He looked up to see the tall figure of Bob McGowan. "Am I interrupting you?" the poHce chief asked.
"No, of course not. Sit down."
McGowan eased himself down into one of the hard chairs. 74
"I just wondered how things were going in the Wang murder. Do you see any light yet?"
Virgil motioned toward the display on the top of his desk. "I have some things; but there are too many gaps up to now. Actually there's a whole missing element, and untU I can get hold of it, it's going to be rough."
"Would you like to have me assign you some help?"
"I don't think so, sir. I'm not being a prima donna: it's just that as of right now it's a one-man job. In a day or two it may be very different."
Bob McGowan crossed his long legs. "Is there a narcotics angle?" he asked.
Tibbs frowned. "Yes and no; I keep running into strong suggestions, but nothing that I can pin down. If I had to bet I'd say that there's one somewhere, but there are contradictions too. For instance, everything that I've been able to get so far on the background of the deceased shows him to have been a man of exceptional character. And he was in more than comfortable financial circumstances-from legitimate activites."
"I understand that there's a young lady who was living in his home. Is she Hkely to be involved?"
At that moment Virgil was grateful for the color of his skin. He looked up with a poker face. "Right now I'd have to say that there's a very good chance of it, but I don't have anything definite on her either."
*That might be an angle to check a little more," McGowan said. "Why don't you spend some time with her, take her out to dinner."
Tibbs looked at his chief carefully, and read nothing in his features. "That's a good idea. I take it that it would be on my expense account?"
"Ill trust to your conscience, Virgil."
*Thank you. I won't overstep the bounds."
*T have complete confidence in you; I know you won't, not while the investigation is in progress." He reached across and pointed. "There seems to be a vacant space there. What goes in it?"
Tibbs allowed himself to smile. *That will be filled this evening, I hope. It's reserved for my opinion of Mr. Aaron Finegold's jade collection. I haven't seen it yet."
"Are you famihar with jade, Virgil?"
"No, sir, but I'm working on it."
The police chief got up. "Carry on. At least you can't
complain about monotony. Nudist camps, kids with guns, baseball teams, exotic young ladies from the Orient. ."
"Do you know what she is?" Tibbs asked quietly.
"She's a human being," McGowan answered. "That's enough for me."
"God bless you," Virgil responded.
Aaron Finegold met his visitor at the front door. "Good evening, Oflacer Tibbs," he said, "or is that the right title?"
"Let's skip the titles," Virgil suggested.
"Fine with me. Please come in. By the way, is this an official call or a social one?'*
"I'd be pleased if you'd consider it both."
"In that case, the bar is open. Have you had your dinner?"
"Yes, thank you."
"Then how about joining us for coffee and dessert?"
"An imposition."
"Not at all. As a matter of fact my wife is interested in meeting you. She finished a book recently, something called In the Heat of the Night."
Virgil groaned. "Not that again, please. I'm trying to live it down."
Finegold led the way into a huge living room luxuriously carpeted with a deep-pile white rug. From a long, custom-made sofa a tall, graceful woman rose to greet him. "Miriam, this is Mr. Virgil Tibbs," Finegold said. "My wife."
"Good evening, Mr. Tibbs. Do sit down, please. We're about to have cake and coffee; in fact we've been waiting until you came."
"That's very kind of you."
"Not at all." As she finished speaking, a maid entered the room bearing a tray with individual portions of what appeared to be a tremendous chocolate cake made up of rich multiple layers. He was served with an oversized portion and given a sterlmg silver fork with which to eat it. When the coffee came it was provided in unusual cups which clearly had been imported from some designer's specialized collection.
"Now do tell me," his hostess invited, "are you here to arrest my husband?'"
"No," Virgil answered her, "at least not until after I've finished my cake. I don't see this kind very often."
"We have it made especially," Finegold said. "I got the recipe in Zurich; they know how to do things with chocolate there."
For no visible reason the conversation stopped dead at that point. Tibbs ate his cake, which was almost too rich for his palate, and drank his coffee which was an unfamiliar kind, but excellent. He had almost finished before Miriam Finegold broke the silence. "I can't wait any longer," she confessed. "Please tell us why you came. I heard you tell my husband that this is partly an official call."
"Very well," Tibbs responded. "I came to ask permission to see your jade collection."
"You mean that-really?"
Virgil nodded. "I assure you that I do."
"By any chance," Finegold asked, "are any pieces missing from Mr. Wang's stock?"
"Not to my knowledge," Tibbs answered, "and if I'd come here on an errand like that, I wouldn't have eaten your cake first."
"There are times," Miriam Finegold said, "when my husband can't forget that he's a lawyer. I hope you don't mind too much."
The attorney got to his feet "Let's look at the jade," he said.
There were seventeen pieces in the Finegold collection, all of them excellent. They were all miniature sculptures, of Chinese beauties, graceful animals, birds, and flowers. They varied in color; two of them were of a faint but clear lavender hue. Instead of being displayed together in a case, they were distributed about the jade room, so that the individual effect of each one was enhanced. They were all protected behind glass, but it was so artfully done that they seemed almost to be ready to be picked up and admired.
Tibbs turned to his hostess. "Is this your work?" he asked.
She smiled. "We did it together. We don't have too many pieces, but we like what we do have very much. Now that Mr. Wang is dead, I don't know whether we'll be adding any more or not. He seemed to give them a special aura of his own. He was a wonderful man."
"So I understand," Virgil said. "I know very little about jade, but I can appreciate beautiful things, and you certainly have a wonderful collection here."
After that he made the necessary small talk until he was able to excuse himself and return to his own car for the last trip of the day-back to his apartment.
Home at last he pulled off his shoes and flexed his weary feet. He had had a full day-too full. He mixed himself a drink, shed his coat, and took off his gun and holster. His handcuffs followed. Then he enjoyed the pure luxury of getting rid of his tie. He took a long pull at his drink and felt the alcohol coursing down his throat.
He turned on the reading lamp next to the most comfortable chair that he had, gathered up the two books on jade, and settled himself down to study.
He stayed there for more than three hours, taking occasional notes and learning some unusual things. When he finally rubbed his eyes and gave up for the day, he knew that jade was a whole culture in itself, one far out of the reach of a policeman's salary but fascinating nonetheless. He ate four cookies out of a box, drank a short glass of Seven-Up to slake his thirst, and went to bed.
In the morning nothing had gone away. None of the gaps in the layout he had made on the top of his desk had filled itself and the fact that the sun was shining did nothing to simplify his problems. He was eating breakfast when his phone rang.
He picked up the instrument and said, "Good morning."
"Good morning, Virgil, this is Frank Lonigan. How are you today?"
"Fine-I think. What's up?"
"Virgil, something has been developing here and we think that we ought to put you in the picture. It may or may not have a bearing on the case you're working on. Would you be free to have coffee with me in, say, half an hour?"
"Of course, why not. Where are you now?"
"Not too far away. How about Bob's near to the college?"
"All right; if it's too public we can talk in the car later."
"Good. See you there."
When the call had been completed, Virgil phoned the department to report when he could be expected. Then he finished dressing, rinsed off the dishes he had used, and left for his appointment.
Although he arrived two or three minutes early, Frank Lonigan was already there in a booth waiting for him. He rose to shake hands and then settled back down into the simulated leather upholstery.
When the order had been placed, Lonigan lit a cigarette and began talking. "Virgil, I've been in the narcotics control business for sixteen years, and I think that I know most of the answers. But lately there have been some developments that don't fit any pattern that I know. And while the connection isn't definite, it's entirely possible that they're related to the Wang murder."
"Don't stop now," Tibbs said.
"I won't. I don't know how familiar you are with our operation, but much of our work is overseas where we cooperate with Interpol and other police agencies to cut down the supplies at their source. Stopping illicit drugs at the border is the customs' responsibiUty; once they're inside, if they get here, then they fall under the jurisdiction of the local police authorities wherever they go and are m^arketed.'*
He stopped when the waitress arrived with coffee and sweet rolls.
"In this type of a setup, Virgil, we depend to a considerable degree on squealers-informers-who help us out, sometimes on a cash basis, sometimes for revenge or competitive reasons, and occasionally because they are responsible citizens who want to help. Therefore we make it a business to check out every tip that we get as long as it sounds at all reasonable. We've gone on a lot of wild-goose chases, but we've also bagged some important shipments. So in the long run it pays. Of course the information sources that we have set up ourselves are the most reliable and we have a good many people working undercover."
"I would expect so," Tibbs commented.
Lonigan broke a sweet roll and applied butter. "About five or six weeks ago we got a tip over the phone-anonymously-telling us about a certain shipment of merchandise that was coming up from Mexico. We got in touch with the customs people and alerted them. Without going into details, they intercepted sixty-three kilos of largely uncut heroin."
"Drugs are ordinarily off my beat,*' Tibbs said, "but that sounds to me like a mighty big bust. Approximately a hundred and forty pounds of heroin must be worth a tremendous amount of money-and it would probably supply the street traffic for months."
"Right in both cases, but that's not all." Lonigan ate more roll and washed it down with coffee. "This isn't an amateur business, you know. Whoever sent that heavy load of heroin up this way took his lumps and sent a replacement shipment by another route."
Virgil looked at him. "And you got a tip on that one too," he suggested.
"Right-from the same source as far as we can tell."
*The brotherhood will be looking for him-or her."
"That is certain. And I don't need to add that what I'm telling you is absolutely under the rose." He looked up as though he was not completely sure that Tibbs would know the reference.
''Sub rosa it is," Virgil agreed.
"Fine. With that understood, let me add a little more. We haven't been able to pin it down definitely, but we have been getting some input from the Far East that your murder victim was an importer of the stuff, in addition to his jade business."
Tibbs drank coffee and cleared his throat "Frank, I know better than to dispute evidence, and I know too how people can put up a false front. But if Wang was in that business, he had every person I've met so far who knew him completely fooled. A number of very responsible citizens have been unqualified in their endorsement of him."
"Like that."
"Absolutely. Usually somewhere along the line, if anything is wrong, it'll come to Hght. Not this time."
Lonigan studied him. "Possibly it could be the girl," he said.
"Possibly," Tibbs agreed. The time factor would be important there."
Lonigan emptied his coffee cup. "Here's why I want you in the picture, Virgil-I want to ask something. If you uncover any narcotics angle, or anything resembling one, in your investigation, please let me know. Immediately. It isn't just the usual thing." 1
"Meaning what?"
Frank Lonigan bent forward. "Virgil, put two things together and see what sort of a result you get. One: out of a clear sky we suddenly start getting tips that lead us to some of the biggest hauls in years. Two: we get the word that the Chicoms are trying to get keto into this country. And remember: not all narcotics addicts are street-comer bums. Some of them come pretty high up the social and economic ladder."
"Is there any evidence?"
"Yes, Virgil, there is. We've had four junkies DOA in the last two days. Three of them, according to our pathologist, had been hot-shotted-overdosed to death."
"What percentage of heroin does it take to do that?" ^
"Twenty-five or thirty, roughly-it depends on the addict and the purity of the drug. But these weren't heroin cases, Virgil. They died of keto-bedmidone."
When he got to his oflBce Virgil was in no mood to talk to anyone. He hung his coat over the back of his chair, sat down, and noted a memo that Commander Reese of the LAPD had called him. That was getting up there; in the Los Angeles Police Department the commander rank was next above captain. He picked up the phone and returned the caU.
The commander was brief, but potent. "I have the word that you have a problem with a possible narcotics angle. If the boys in room 321 can help you, count on us. And if you have any need to work in our jurisdiction, permission granted."
'Thank you, sir," Tibbs said. "As a matter of fact I was going to check with your narcotics people this afternoon."
"Good; I'U pass the word."
As he hung up the phone Virgil felt a little better. Things did not seem to be closing in on him quite so much. He knew where the gaps were in the layout he had made; it was a matter now of filling them. Including the one which did not show because it came at the very end-the name of the person who had done murder.
When he had gone through more paper work, and had disposed of those items which were the most pressing, he opened the telephone directory and began a patient job. There was an imposing hst of stockbrokers and unless he got an unexpectedly good break, he would have to call them all. He began by checking the white pages and establishing that Mr. Harvey's Christian name was Elliot. That helped a little, since there was less likelihood of more than one active stock trader in the area with the same name.
On his sixth call he hit pay dirt. After he had identified himself to the branch manager's satisfaction, he was told that Mr. Elhot Harvey had a sizable account with the firm and a very active one. Any further information could not be given over the phone. That was a promising enough lead to send Tibbs across the street to where the official unmarked cars were parked in a neat tan-colored row. He took the one he had been assigned and was in the brokerage office within a few minutes.
When he had presented his credentials and satisfied the branch manager of the importance of his mission, he got the kind of cooperation he had hoped for. "Some of our clients are very secretive concerning their portfolios," the manager explained. "If you were concerned with one of them, I might have to ask you to produce an official request.
Fortunately Mr. Harvey apparently doesn't care; he is a very direct and blunt person, but he has never instructed us to keep his account confidential."
"You are most helpful," Tibbs assured him. "rd like to examine the records of his transactions for the past two years if I may. Perhaps you have an ofi &ce somewhere that is out of sight where I can work."
"I think we can provide you with that In the unlikely circumstance that Mr. Harvey should come in personally, what shall I tell him?"
"In that case, if you need the records simply come and get them from me. I know Mr. Harvey and I prefer for the time being that he not know of this visit."
"Very well. I think, Sergeant Tibbs-is that right?�� that I am entitled to ask a question in return."
"I'll answer it if I can," Virgil said.
"Mr. Harvey is a margin customer and at times we have a considerable amount of money on loan to him. While it is nominally secured by his portfoUo-I beUeve you see the direction of my concern."
"I do," Tibbs said. "At the present time I don't see any reason for you to be worried. Mr. Harvey is involved indirectly in a murder investigation; beyond that I can't go. And that information is not to be circulated."
"It will not be. I'll have my secretary show you to a vacant office; Mr. Fletcher isn't in today and you can use his. She will provide you with the records you need. I'd appreciate being kept informed as far as you are able."
"One more point," Tibbs said. "Do you know if Mr. Harvey also did business on a regular basis with any other broker?"
"I seriously doubt it. We've handled a considerable volume of transactions for him and in return we have given him a number of special services that he seems to appreciate."
"Thank you. I may be here for some time if you don't mind."
"All day if you like. If you need anything more, ask for me.
It did take much of the remainder of the day to accimiu-late all of the information that Virgil wanted. He worked patiently with a long yellow ruled pad, taking down data and making certain comparisons with the chart of the Dow Jones Industrial Average and the other major indicators. He worked straight through the lunch hour without being really aware of it, and completed his task a few minutes before three. By that time the brokerage office was all but deserted; the 7:00 a.m. opening time of the market on the West Coast forced everyone to be in early, so few of the customers' men chose to remain very long in the afternoon. Weary, but contented, Tibbs straightened things up, put his own worksheets back into his briefcase, and returned the records of Elliot Harvey's account together with the other data he had borrowed.
The manager was on the point of leaving himself. "Did you get what you needed?" he asked.
"Yes, thank you. If anyone asks questions, I was one of the company's auditors. Do you have any Negro employees?'
"Oh yes, quite a few." The answer came back a little too hastily, but Virgil forgave him that; he had heard far worse in his lifetime. Apparently the manager realized it himself, for he tried to make amends. "It is entirely consistent that one of our auditors might be black. Many of our most important clients are black also."
Tibbs took the will for the deed, shook hands, and went back to where he had parked his official car. He did not especially care for the word "black": under no circumstances would he have referred to his office mate as "yeUow." "Negro" and "Nisei" were dignified terms and he wondered how much longer it would take people, including his own, to learn to use them.
There was a ticket stuck under the windshield wiper of his car. Automatically he looked up and saw that he had been all day in a two-hour zone. He turned the slip of paper over to see who had been dumb enough to tag an official police car and found in red ink the words: Naughtyy naughty.
That reminded him of the time that someone had put out over the official radio, "Do the crosstown buses run all night?" and without a moment's hesitation someone had come back, "Do-da, do-da!"
He checked the car back in and returned to his office. Bob was still out, presumably chasing bank robbers. If that were the case, the bandits in question had something to worry about. Bob Nakamura looked less like a police detective than any man on the force, which helped him to be one of the best in the business.
It was close to six when the phone on Virgil's desk rang. He picked it up, expecting an internal call, and said "Yes?"
He was slightly startled to recognize Yumeko's voice com-
ing over the wire, "It is now I may still call you Virgil?*' she asked.
"Of course. What can I do for you, Yumeko?"
"I have worry because of Chin."
"Chin? WTio is Chin?"
"For three days he is gone," Yumeko said.
Tibbs reached for a pencil. "Now give me his full name and tell me who he is."
"He is Chin, Chin Soo. He is houseboy for Mr. Wang."
"Houseboy! No one told me about any houseboy."
"I am sorr�'. You did not ask and I did not think to say. He has gone away for three days."
It all came in a rush now, so much so that he hardly heard the words that continued to come over the wire. Houseboy! He should have thought of that, but as Yumeko said, he hadn't asked.
"I'll come over," he said almost mechanically, and then hung up. He was still a little dazed by the information. The missing element had turned up at last

CHAPTER 10

Yumeko admitted him with concern plainly written on her face. Part of it was certainly for the missing houseboy, but it was likely that an equal amount reflected her worry that she had incurred Tibbs' decided displeasure. "I am so sorry,*' she said before he could speak. *'I did not tell; it was entirely my fault. I think so much about Mr. Wang that I forget Chin Sool"
Then, to Tibbs amazement, she held out her arms to him.
No gentleman could refuse that except under drastic circumstances. Virgil gathered her in and pillowed her head on his shoulder. He was acutely aware of the shaking of her body, of the acid tension that was racking her. He had held girls in his arms before, but never one who was not completely of his own racial background. He was not prejudiced, it was simply that he had never been able to shuck off the drastic inhibitions that had been implanted in him during his years as a boy in the Deep South. To him, at that moment, Yumeko was Japanese. The fact that half of her heritage was the same as his was subjugated and he remembered only that she had been bom and raised in a foreign culture.
"Please, you will forgive me?" she asked.
For a moment he wondered if she were using her femininity to enlist his sympathy. Then he felt again the trembling of her body and knew that her question was genuine. "Of course,*' he said, and then forcefully held her at arm's length. He studied her as she looked up at him and he wished fervently, at that moment, that she was not involved in a murder investigation and one of the prime witnesses, if not a suspect, in the unhappy affair.
*'I think that you'd better tell me all about it," he said.
Yumeko continued to look at him. "I have made a little food; will you sit and eat with me?"
He had forgotten about dinner. To accept would be an-
other breach of police ethics and he knew it. "If you*d like," he answered. "But I want to know all about Chin Soo."
"Please to sit down." Yumeko gestured toward the living room. "It will be only a few minutes.*'
She came to the door after a scant five minutes and let him into the dining room. She had set two place mats and a small, intimate meal was waiting in basic Japanese style-a number of different items each presented in a small bowl. There was no evident main dish as in Western dining. Tibbs sat down, imfolded his napkin on his lap, and recalled the time that he had prepared to have lunch in the kitchen of a converted farmhouse that served as the headquarters of a nudist resort.
A candle stood in the center of the table, but Yumeko did not light it. They helped themselves in silence for a few moments, then the girl began to explain. "When I come here Chin Soo was houseboy to Mr. Wang. I do not know how long he was here, but for a while anyway, because he did not act like he had newness. Mr. Wang spoke to him many times, always kindly, but Chin said little. I do not under- ^ stand what they said, because they speak in Chinese." |
"Chin was from the old country, then? I mean, he was not a Chinese-American."
"That is so, he was from Hong Kong, I think." "Good. Go on."
'When Mr. Wang was made dead I have shock, I did not notice that Chin Soo was not here. His room is upstairs in the back of the house, so at night I never see him."
"One question. Did Chin Soo ever seem to be-^fond of you?"
Yumeko lowered her eyes. "I do not think so. Mr. Wang did not encourage this and Chin Soo saw too clearly what lam."
For a little while it was quiet, then Yumeko continued. "I tell you now all that I know. Mr. Wang secured for me a position. I did not wish it, but it was his desire that I not live here all day, that I go outside and see people." "I think he was right," Tibbs commented. "Because it was his wish, I went; from the first day of work I came home to find. ." She did not want to finish that sentence. "Chin was not here also, but that I did not think about. Then for a little while I think that he ran away because he was scared. But when he did not come back, then I called you on the telephone."
Virgil ate some spinach, which ordinarily he did not par-86
ticularly care for, but the kind that Yumeko had fixed was delicious. "How old is Chin?" he asked. "He has, maybe, twenty-five years." "Is he taU?" "No, you are more." "Is he a strong man?"
"Not to be unusual. I do not think that he killed Mr. Wang with the knife, it would be too hard for him. Also Mr. Wang was very good to him. He was very good to everybody."
Tibbs was content to let things rest at that point for a little while; he finished his meal without again referring to either Mr. Wang or the missing houseboy. Instead he tried to put Yumeko at ease and at the same time to probe for anj^thing that she might have forgotten to tell him. It was not until she had cleared away the food bowls and had brought in tea that he reopened the principal subject. "Yumeko, did Mr. Wang ever say anything to you that suggested he might be facing trouble of some kind?"
*That is yes," she answered. "He said to me that there were evil spirits, but he did not mean that as it sounds, he meant that there were real things, things like evil spirits that were bothering him."
Virgil, now fully alerted, asked, "Did he say anything else, Yumeko?"
"He said also that the wind does not always blow out the candle, even if the flame is. ." She could not find the word.
"Meaning that it was weak?"
"I think so."
*Teebler
"No."
*'Faltenng?"
"Yes, that is so! That is the word he said." She looked relieved that her language inadequacy had been overcome.
"Was he seeing a doctor?"
"I think not. He was old, but for a man of such age and small build, he was not weak-not faltering."
"It was something else then-something from outside."
"I think yes."
"Have you any idea what it was?"
She shook her head. "I do not know. He never told me, and myself I see and hear nothing."
Ideas were beginning to form in Virgil's mind. "Yumeko," he said. "I want to ask a favor of you. Could we go into the jade room?"
She rose quickly. "Come, please. It is good that you are with me."
She led him into the rear of the house, unlocked the door with a key that was already in position, and turned on the lights. The chalked outline that had been on the carpeting was no longer there. Despite this last piece of cleanup, the presence of the former owner still seemed to hang in the air; Tibbs understood why Yumeko did not care to enter alone, and why she would probably continue to feel that way for some time to come.
"I'm trying to learn a little about jade," he said, "but the pictures in the books don't help a great deal."
She looked at him. "You like the jade?" she asked.
"Yes, I'm beginning to very much, but right now I want to learn certain things about it for another reason."
She understood. "I will help you. I myself do not know a great deal, but Mr. Wang is teaching me." She stopped abruptly and out of the comers of her expressive eyes twin tears began to roll down her cheeks.
Virgil stepped forward, folded his arms around her again, and patted her gently on the back, letting her recover herself while he remained quiet and waited. Even at that somewhat strained time he was intensely aware of her attractions. Then, reluctantly, he let her go.
It didn't make matters any easier when Yumeko looked up at him and said, "You are very good to me."
He swallowed and found his proper voice. "Explain to me about the jade."
Yumeko located the set of hidden keys and unlocked two of the cabinets. "In China they do marvelous work in many different stones," she explained. "Of these the best is jade, but also very good is rose quartz, rock crystal, lapis lazuli, and some others. There are also softer stones like serpentine and Bowmanite that are made into carvings; they look like jade but they are not real. Sometimes they are called *new jade,' but it is not so."
"I understand that there are two kinds of jade."
"That is so, Virgil. Nephrite, it is real jade, for a long time it was the only jade. Then they find a new stone, also beautiful and very, very hard. It comes from Burma in a small place and is called now jadeite. I shall show you."
From one of the cabinets she had unlocked she took out an immensely complicated carving of a vase surrounded by entwined stems and flowers. It was all one piece, milky white in color. Quite casually she handed it to Tibbs, taking it off the small, carefully carved wooden stand which obviously had been made to hold it alone.
"Please to examine," she invited. "Do not make upside down, for the lid of the vase is loose and it is all hollow inside. This is very difficult to do. It is a real vase and it can be used as one. But it should not be done; it is too valuable for that."
Somewhat gingerly Virgil held the remarkable carving in his dark brown hands and studied it. The man who had made it had been a true artist as well as a master of the technique of working one of the hardest and toughest stones known to man. He could not begin to estimate how many weeks and months of patient labor it had taken to create this unquestioned work of art. He was in awe of it and understood without question why it was so expensive.
"It is not always that jade is green," Yumeko said. "It is found in almost every color, even black. The Chinese say that there are one hundred colors of white jade. That is mutton fat that you have-it is a very good kind."
When he had finished studying the valuable piece she took it from him and handed him another. It too was largely white, but there was also in the stone a suggestion of a very light and delicate green. The carving was of two Chinese women poling a boat; the wooden stand on which it fitted had been shaped to suggest waves and the texture of water. 'This of the two sisters is jadeite," she explained. "It is harder than nephrite, rarer, and even more expensive. But it is also most beautiful. Do you have knife?"
"Yes," Tibbs said.
"Try to scratch it, you cannot. True jade is harder than any steel, so no knife can make even a small mark."
Virgil studied the carving he held, one which had been done halfway around the world by a man whose name was unknown, since all jade carvings were anonymous. "Yumeko," he asked, "do you have any funeral jades here?"
She looked at him, a little surprised that he was aware that such things existed. "Sometimes Mr. Wang had them, but not very often: he did not like. Jade for him was things beautiful; funeral jades are from tombs, sometimes made to bury with the dead for him to enjoy in the next world or to show his wealth, sometimes smaller ones to cover and fill the holes in the body."
"I'm studying about jade now," Tibbs said. "I will have to be careful or I will fall in love with it and I can't afford that."
"It is not always so expensive. Sometimes we have pieces for only maybe seven, eight hundred dollars. All are jade; sometimes people sent to Mr. Wang carvings that were very beautiful but not jade. He would not sell them except maybe to Mr. Wu who knew also that they were not real jade."
Virgil stayed for more than an hour, sensing that he was not wearing out his welcome, studying the many carvings that the room contained. He had not realized how many there were, they were so artfully displayed. He actually began to calculate if it would be at all possible for him to acquire a piece of his own someday, then he forced the thought out of his mind; jade was for those in the higher brackets and that was not a description which ordinarily applied to policemen, even top-ranking ones.
"Yumeko," he said when he was preparing to leave. "Did Mr. Wang import anything but the jades themselves? Was anything else packed with them?"
She shook her head. "His furniture, I think, it was made in Taiwan, but it came here many years ago. Otherwise he import nothing but jade. I think he have friends in many places in the Far East; they find for him real jades and send to him from places like Taipei, Singapore, and Bangkok. Never from Red China, for he did not like that place, even though it was his homeland."
That was interesting information if true. "You are sure about that?"
"Yes, very sure. Nothing ever comes in from the communist places: Mr. Wang would not buy pieces from the red people. Even though he had some of his own family people living in China, on the mainland."
Satisfied for the moment, Virgil thanked her once more for her hospitality and her help. Then he went to the door and, without lingering, took his departure. He drove straight to his apartment, let himself in, and then picked up his phone. After dialing he waited only a few seconds until Bob Nakamura answered. "Listen," Tibbs said, "I'm going into L.A.; I may be on to something. Feel like an evening on the town?"
"Why not. Where are you?"
"At home. Do you remember the outfit you wore when we staked out the bowling alley last month?"
"Right. Forty minutes OK?"
"Don't rush, we've got all night."
Virgil hung up and then walked thoughtfully into his bedroom. As he began to change his clothes he considered what he had learned that evening and how the pieces of the problem were beginning to fit together. From his closet he took out a pair of well-scuflfed workingman's shoes, faded blue jeans, a shirt that had nothing left of its pride and only part of its original substance, and a worn cloth jacket that had never had more than minimum pretensions.
Carefully he laid aside the well-tailored suit that had cost him almost a week's pay and put his neatly shined shoes on the floor in the corner. He stripped down to his shorts and then put on the old trousers and the shirt, which was worn dangerously thin at the elbows. When he had completed his dressing he looked completely the part of a Negro laborer, and his manner began subtly to reflect his new role. His mind was no longer on the case for the moment: he was living again some of the days he had spent when the type of clothing he now wore represented the best that he had had. That had been many years ago, but their memory remained acute and he could never purge them completely from his mind. It was not acting, it was a regression to a seventeen-year-old who was only eleven years past the shock of discovering that he had been bom a mutation of the majority who inhabited his country and that for the rest of his life he would remain one.
He mixed himself a whiskey and soda and drank it slowly, mapping his plans for the remainder of the evening and the night. He left the bottle out and set a fresh glass beside it to await his partner's arrival. Bob was not much of a drinking man, but tonight liquor on the breath was almost a necesity. Or if not that, at least very much in character. He felt better after the highball and made himself another; he was just finishing it when the doorbell rang.
Bob Nakamura presented a different picture. There were few Japanese-Americans who ever appeared disreputable, but many of them earned a living from the soil and dressed accordingly. The transformation in Bob's case even included grime under his fingernails and a faint odor of perspiration which clung to his garments. "What's on the program?" he asked.
"The narcotics beat, but we're not out to make buys. I { want to know what's going on. If we have to buy, we do, i but we're not after the pushers. Actually I don't think that I there's too much junk around."
"I've heard too that it's tight. Anything else?" "Yes." Virgil motioned toward the makings of a highball. "Help yourself. This is to go no farther, but there may be a new drug out on the street. Something particularly dangerous. Even worse than horse."
Nakamura looked up, bottle in hand. "Worse than heroin?"
Tibbs nodded. "A synthetic, leave it at that. Just don't take any; don't even sniff it if we run across some."
Bob looked at him. "Virg, do you realize what you're saying?"
"Yes, I do. There's strong evidence that it's connected with the case I'm on."
"Is it addictive?"
*'Extremely so."
Nakamura dropped into a chair. "Good Lord."
Virgil lifted his own glass. "Now you know what we're up against."
Bob thought for a few moments. "Does LAPD know?"
"I presume so-the Bureau will have put them in the picture."
"Was your Mr. Wang peddling this stuff?"
"That's one of the things I'm trying to find out. When you're ready, we'll start."
"Two minutes, I need this drink now. I brought a car, incidentally, in case you need one in character. I picked it up from the dealer lot; it's a nine-year-old Chevy, but it runs better than it looks."
"Good." Tibbs picked up the phone again and called the night-watch supervisor at police headquarters. "This is Virgil," he reported. "Bob Nakamura and I are going into town. Would you advise the LAPD that we're coming into their jurisdiction? We expect to be on the street most of the night. We're going to 1212 South Alvarado, after that to the Central Market area and then South Central."
"Will do. Do you expect to need any help?'*
"If we do, we'U ask for it."
"Do that. I'll pass the word to room 321-it is narcotics you're on, isn't it?"
"Right." Virgil hung up.
"By the way," Bob asked, "why are we together?"
"We're in love," Tibbs answered.
"I always did think that you were kind of cute.'*
Virgil aimed a mock kick at him and then set down his glass. Together they left the apartment, climbed into the ancient car that Bob had borrowed, and headed toward the freeway.
After passing the four-level intersection Bob continued to head south on the Harbor Freeway until he reached Olympic. 92
There he turned off and headed west, past the headquarters of the All-America Karate Federation which Virgil knew so weU, and on to Alvarado where he turned south.
The California state facility for paroled narcotics offenders had once been a motel; it still looked so like one that hardly a night went by without someone driving in looking for accommodations. What had been the guest rooms were now occupied by men, three or more to a unit, who were free to accept employment during the daytime and who paid a minimum price for their beds and food. Many of them had long histories of addiction; several had been through the agonies of withdrawal many times. What there was to be known about the narcotics scene was hkely to be known there.
When Tibbs and Nakamura arrived they were expected; one of the parole officers was waiting for them. "What can I do for you, gentlemen?" he asked. He knew who they were and the appearance they made had no effect on him.
"I'm on a murder investigation," Virgil told him. "It has a narcotics angle, but we're not out to burn anyone for that, not this trip anyway. I need information."
"Billy Lester might be able to help you."
"How do you want to work it?" Bob asked.
"Go on into the office, I'll send for him."
Some five minutes later Billy Lester appeared. He proved to be a tall, rangy Negro, well past fifty and sporting a trimmed beard which had a suggestion about it of a Spanish cavaher. He came in and seated himself, completely at his ease. "Boss man tells me you kinda want to know what's goin' on," he said.
"That's right," Tibbs acknowledged. "We're not out for the pushers or the junkies this time round. It's something bigger."
"You after the importer hisself?'*
Bob Nakamura shook his head. "Murder," he said. Lester understood perfectly; explanations ended at that point.
"What you want?" he asked.
Tibbs walked over to the soda machine, fed in coins, and extracted three drinks. He passed them around and then took a long pull of orange before he answered. "We'd like to know how things are."
Lester crossed his feet. "Man, they ain't good. You ain't heard?"
"No, tell us," Virgil invited.
"Well, all of a sudden the junk-it's gone. Just a little bit
left. When it's used up, if no more comes in, then the panic's on. You know what that means-no junk anywhere. That's when the junkies start hitting the drugstores, looking for doctors' cars, and go for paper. Some of 'em are pretty cute when it comes to faking symptoms so's they can get a prescription. But if they make it, it's only one fix. A lot of 'em will hit the hospitals if it gets really bad; put in for the cure. Anything but cold turkey: man, that's hell!" ^
"Maybe you haven't heard," Bob said. "There was a big bust late this afternoon-about six. Down toward Watts. They got more than five kilos, in bulk."
Lester looked startled. "Man, that's bad news! I'm off the stuff myself, but that was probably the last stock in town. It's gonna be bad, real bad," He shook his head.
"Billy," Virgil said, '*you heard, didn't you, that four junkies were DOA in two days?"
"Sure, I heard. Some say they got hot-shotted-^the stuff was too good and they went out right there."
"In one case that was probably it," Tibbs told him. "The other three were different."
Lester finished his drink and set the bottle down. Then he leaned forward and spoke more softly. "I know what you mean, the word's out It was the new stuff, wasn't it?" Virgil nodded. "I think so."
"I told 'em," Billy continued, "but that's the trouble with junkies-let something new come along and some of 'em's gonna try it just to be sure they ain't missin' nothin'."
"Like fruit salad," Tibbs suggested.
"Yeah, that's it, mix up all the pills in a bowl and then everybody take two or three just to see what you get. Some awful funny things come out of that. But the new stuff, man I don't want none of that."
"Whaf s the word?" Bob asked.
Lester didn't hesitate to answer. "If you get it right, man, you fly-higher than anything else that's ever been. I know a couple guys who tried it. They're just living till they can get some more again."
"Think it's going to catch on?" Virgil asked. Lester stared at him. "What do you think, man-course it is! Some junkies, they don't care what happens so long as they get that big lift. And with the new stuff there really in the sky. I ain't never had none, but they say it's like the first time all over again, only bigger and better."
"I'll give it to you straight," Tibbs said. "We know what 94
it is. If you get hooked on it, there's no out. Then, if there isn't any more, God help you."
Slowly Lester inclined his head. "I hear you talkin'. I been there and I don't wanna go back. I've fixed once in a while, but the steady stuff is out."
Virgil knew that the chances of that being true were limited, but it wasn't his immediate concern. "Thanks," he said to Lester, and shook hands. Then he nodded to Bob and together they went back to the borrowed car.
"Where to?" Nakamura asked.
"Let's try the Central Market. If we can't hit there, then we'U pretty much know what the score is."
"Do we buy?"
*'Yes, if we have to. I've got some funds. If they offer us any of the 'new stuff,' we buy that too."
Bob started the car, drove out, and headed north. "Do you want to fill me in?" he asked.
"You've got most of it already. The main item is that the new narcotic seems to be pretty closely tied in with the Chinese gentleman who got himself killed on my beat. The problem is: everyone that I've talked to has given him top marks for sterling character."
" Tor ways that are dark and tricks that are vain, the heathen Chinee is pecuUar,' " Nakamura quoted. "There's some limited truth in it, despite the fact that it's as racist as hell. He could have conned everybody."
"By a lengthy process of incredible logic and almost inhuman deduction, I was able to reach the same conclusion," Tibbs said. "Incidentally, his houseboy's disappeared."
"Well that could be it!. . I'm sorry, I've been like this aU day. Is anybody looking for the houseboy?"
"We are-among other things."
"I think I see a faint glimmer of light." Nakamura kept quiet while he threaded his way northward through the downtown and the largely Spanish area where the block-long Central Market was located. There he parked the car, not too difficult at that hour, locked up, and joined Virgil on the sidewalk. "You call the signals," he said.
"How many people can teU the difference between Chinese and Japanese?" Tibbs asked.
"Damn few, particularly among the Caucasians."
"All right, the missing houseboy, whose name is Chin Soo, is your cousin. Not brother, somebody might know better, but cousin is hard to dispute. That gives us a legitimate reason to be interested in him. "
"And why do we think that he might be down here?"
"Because he may be involved in the dope flow that seems to be centered about Wang's home. The old man could have been involved himself, but there are some reasons to doubt that. That leaves two possibilities, the girl Yumeko and Chin Soo. Chin took a powder three days ago."
"I can see why it would be very interesting to interview my young cousin. Have you any angles?"
"Yes, but first things first. I want to find out what the scene is."
Together they began to drift, looking into the coffee and doughnut stands, apparently window-shopping even where the stores were closed. Gradually they made their way eastward south of the Little Tokyo area, working toward Main Street and its missions, sex-oriented theaters, and hock shops. In this environment Virgil let his shoulders droop slightly forward and moved his feet with a suggestion of a shuffle. Bob Nakamura was more self-effacing, as though he had not been in the country too long and was still slightly afraid of his environment. Many times, when they encountered someone alone who appeared to be on the street like themselves, Tibbs asked if he could make a connection. When he did, his speech intentionally reverted to the black English of his boyhood; the r's disappeared and the heavy slur that it had cost him so much work to eradicate returned like a mother tongue. He knew that the typical Negro speech of the South marked the black man more surely even than the color of his skin. Those who got rid of it usually prospered; those who could not were assumed by the Caucasian majority to be lacking in intelligence, whether they said so or not.
His appearance, his manner, and his speech made him simply another Negro on the street, seconded by a slightly confused Japanese who was probably a homosexual. And they were addicts, as well they might be. But every time they found what might have been the right man, they got only a shake of the head.
While Virgil carried on alone, probing into the alleys and the dark entryways, Bob walked the several blocks back and retrieved the car. In it they drove south, down Central Avenue into the completely black area marked by a wide mixture of businesses, nude bars, vacant storefronts plastered with obsolete election posters, and billboards which flashed the smiles of Negro models and celebrities promoting products and services.
On foot once more, and shadowed by his apparently docile partner, Virgil tried to make contact with the retail narcotics market. Ordinarily it would not have taken him too long; the Los Angeles Police Department was seriously understaffed in its narcotics division and without the additional manpower that it needed, it faced an almost superhuman task. A high priority went to the school campuses where addictions were spawned, but even that vital function was curtailed by lack of funds. But the lack of adequate surveillance in itself could not account for the almost total absence of any of the usual traffic on the streets. Time after time Tibbs tried, but whenever he made his approach, he received nothing back but silence and sometimes blank stares.
"How much longer are we going to keep trying?" Bob enquired.
"Until I get something specific; I knew it was going to be tough."
"Just wanted to know," Bob said. "I can stay with it as long as you can."
At the end of the block they were on was a closed theater; when they reached it just beyond they found a small knot of young blacks whose business, whatever it was, was their own. When Virgil saw them he did not hesitate. While Bob appropriately hung back, he walked up slowly, knowing that he would stop whatever conversation was going on. Silence greeted him as he joined the circle.
He looked around the group, apparently a little bit in discomfort, and then asked, "Hey, where kki I make a hit? I gotta get it real bad."
No mimic could have done it-^the difference would have been apparent to those who listened-but by his voice, more than anything else, he convinced them. Not all, perhaps, but one lanky youth of about twenty answered him. "Man, where you been?"
*Travehn'," Tibbs answered with proper vagueness. "We got in little while ago. I need it, man, he'p me!"
Again he was subject to casual but intense scrutiny. Then one of the group nodded toward Bob. "Who dat man?" he asked.
"He's ma frien'," Virgil let his eyes flutter slightly as he said it and they read him.
"He don' belong here," someone said.
Tibbs responded properly; he drew himself up a little, but not too much, and repeated, "He's ma frien'."
The lanky young man took over. "You in trouble, man,
deep trouble. You ain't heard. They ain't nothin', nothin' at all."
Virgil's eyes searched in different directions, as though they could seek out a reprieve from that statement "They's always some," he protested. "Ain't nevah dried up."
With a casual movement of his hand the youth invited him to follow. Virgil did so as Bob, apparently hesitantly, tagged along well behind. Walking with almost maddening slowness the young Negro led them behind the theater and down an alley. Tibbs was unafraid; he sensed that he had been accepted on short acquaintance and if the party got rough, he could take care of himself. Bob too was far more qualified than his somewhat dumpy figure suggested. Neither of them was armed; the clothing that they wore was not suitable for concealing any kind of an adequate weapon.
Their guide apparently was unconcerned about who they might be; he led the way farther down the alley and then stopped before a small detached garage. It was a clapboard affair, built to minimum standards behind a house that was steeped in neglect. It had once been painted, but the color was so far gone it had faded into nothiugness. The tall youth pulled open one side of the split door and pointed inside.
The floor was covered with dirt and ancient leaves. In the comers some worthless items had been haphazardly stored. But the thing which demanded attention was the man lying, face down, in the litter. He was clothed ui an old pair of jeans and a shirt which he had half torn off his body. If he was even aware that the door had been opened, he gave no visible sign. His body was steadily rolhng back and forth, interrupted only when he kicked his legs violently as though some unseen creature was trying to seize them iu its jaws. His hands were across his face, protecting it in part from the debris in which it was all but buried. As he ceaselessly rolled and twitched, he kept up a constant, chilling series of subdued cries and moans. As Virgil watched he turned over and began to roll on his back, revealing the mask of sweat that covered his face. His eyes were alternately wide open and squeezed tight shut, as though they too shared the agony that racked his body. His rolling, twisting movements never ceased as his body fought to find some nonexistent position which would offer it a modicum of relief.
"You know what dat is?"
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"Yeah,'* the man who had brought him answered. "I know. He's my frien', and I ain't got nothin' to give him. So he's got to take it, Hke mebbe you too by tomarra'. So ifn I ain't got none for him, what for you?" Then he fell silent and watched his friend, aware of his unanswerable argument.
"Mebbe a doctor?" Virgil suggested.
His guide shook his head. "He can't take another bust The Feds, they doin' it to him 'cause they grabbed all the stuff." The seeming injustice of that caused him to tighten his thick lips and for a moment his fists clenched.
"If'n I had some junk, I'd give it to him," Tibbs said.
The lanky youth shut the door, consigning the man inside to his fate. "He ain't the only one. All over town. You know what a panic is?"
"No junk."
"Yeah, no junk. Well, man, we got us a panic. There ain't nothin', so you're shit outa luck. Unless you want to try the new stuff; that might help ya."
Virgil rolled his eyes wonderingly. "What dat?" he asked.
They emerged back onto the street once more. "I dunno, it's sumthin'. Ya might get hot-shotted; ya gotta take a chance."
Tibbs grabbed him as though in mild desperation. "I wan* it," he said, "I wan' it bad! Where kin I get it?"
The youth shook his head. "You gotta find the Chinamen," he answered. "They got it."
"An' what's it called? I gotta know that!"
The young man shook himself loose. "Jus* ask for jade dust," he answered.

CHAPTER 11

On the way back to the car Virgil was strangely silent; his hands were thrust into the pockets of his disreputable jacket and he walked with his head down, deep in his own thoughts. After an interval Bob asked, "Can we help him?"
"Not really," Tibbs answered. "He's having it damn tough, but unless he has a bad heart condition or something like that, he's in no danger. What treatment facilities there are will be overloaded already: it's not as though we were denying him something."
"And, of course, if we do pass the word we*U both be dead on the street for months to come."
"Years, probably," VirgU said. "We can't afford it. That's the main consideration, of course." He stopped and looked as far as he could in both directions. "The panic's on, no doubt about that. That means that there are, or will be, hundreds more like him hidden away somewhere to go through their agonies, and more who are still on their feet out trying to make a buy somewhere. They'll put up the last thing they own for any kind of a bag at all."
"I know," Bob agreed. "I had one a few weeks back- heroin addiction in an eleven-year-old girl. A boy gave it to her-^he was fifteen."
Virgil reached the car and unlocked it. "The hell of this damn business is that the public has no idea what goes on and wouldn't believe it if they were told. Let's go home."
He climbed in and seated himself behind the wheel. Bob noted how his lips were pressed together and understood- as he had many times in the past. He got in without comment and was glad when the vehicle began to move. The area was fearfully depressing to him and the image of the man fighting pain on the floor of the dirty garage would not get out of his mind.
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they waited for it to change Bob noticed two men talking together in a darkened doorway; the one who was facing toward the street was shaking his head; then he held his hands out expressively to show nothing. The light came green and they moved forward once more. The car accelerated up to the legal speed; then Virgil began to apply the brake. Bob looked back quickly and saw the red lights on the patrol car that was behind them. That meant another two or three minutes shot to hell. Normally he was not impatient, but the neighborhood was beginning to get him down and he wanted to get it behind him and out of his sight if not his mind.
Obediently Tibbs pulled over and stopped. The cruiser drew up behind him and both of the uniformed men it contained got out, fitting on their caps as they did so. Bob knew exactly what to expect and he was not disappointed � one of them came up to talk to Tibbs while the other came up on the right and opened the car door. "Would you get out please, sir," he said, and motioned with a flashlight he held in his hand.
Bob drew breath, but then for the moment decided to hold his peace. This was Virgil's party and he was willing to let his partner call the signals. Just to make things interesting he deliberately swayed a little when he got to his feet and managed to look properly confused. The officer spoke to him again. "Will you step over here, please, sir." Just before he moved out of hearing range he caught Virgil's heavily accented speech, "Ah ain't done nuthin' mister, what-cha wan' me for?"
Since that was the way it was to go. Bob gladly played along. As he walked he managed almost to trip himself and then stood waiting. Promptly the ofiBcer pulled a card out of his pocket and began to read. "I am about to give you a sobriety test, but before I do so I will inform you of your rights. Do you understand me?"
When he required it Bob could produce a Japanese accent in any one of several expert variations. He nodded his head a Uttle uncertainly and then said, "Speak most slowly, please."
In response the uniformed man read from the card, pronouncing each word as carefully as he was able. As a result he overpronounced and Bob was, behind his wooden face, duly amused. But not a vestige of it appeared externally. Then Bob was asked to stand with his feet together, to hold out his arms horizontally, and then to touch the tip of his nose with his right forefinger. It took him some seconds of
apparent motor difficulty to get into the required position; after that he brought his right arm in and tapped his nose with careful precision.
Next he walked down a crack in the sidewalk on request, fumbling his way into position and then performing with maddening correctness for the specified distance.
The officer led him back to the car. There his partner was carefully interviewing Tibbs and had read him his rights as well. "I want to ask your cooperation." he was explaining. "I would like to have your permission to look through your car."
"Ain't nuthin' wTong with ma cah," Virgil responded, and then visibly brushed imaginary perspiration from his forehead.
"Tm sure there isn't, but may I look at it am^way?"
"lf n yah sure, what-cha wan' to look at it fo'?"
"Let's just say that Fm curious."
Tibbs shrugged. "OK, then."
The search occupied the next five to ten minutes. At the end of that time the man who had been interviewing Tibbs finally looked up satisfied. "Thank you for your cooperation," he said. tr�'ing to conceal a certain disappointment.
"That's quite all right," Virgil told him. "We don't mind in the least And you did search very well. Next time check up under the dash and don't forget the undersides of the fenders as well. That's a hiding place that's been used quite a bit lately."
The officer straightened up and looked at him. *'What did you say that your name was?"
"I don't recall that you asked me."
"All right, m ask-what is your name?"
"Tibbs."
"And where are you from, Mr. Tibbs?"
"Pasadena."
"I see." He took his time, several seconds of it, quite deliberately. "That would be Mr. Virgil Tibbs, I take it."
"Remarkable," Tibbs said. "You amaze me."
"I go to the movies sometimes. I seem to recall, though, that you were supposed to be from Philadelphia."
"No way."
The officer relaxed. "OK, it's on us-we get days like this every now and then."
Virgil laughed. He let his head go back, and some of the tension that had been building up for hours ebbed out of him. "We're buying the coffee," he said, "if there's a decent place where we won't be spotted.'*
"There is, Virgil, believe it or not It's a couple of miles: follow us."
The all-night stand was the ultimate in unsophistication, but the coffee was hot and exceUent. The pastry was fresh and better than would be expected, so for the next half hour the four men sat together and exchanged shop talk. Why did you stop us?" Bob asked. "We saw you while you were waiting for the light We've had the word that there's a highly dangerous new narcotic out on the street and to stop it at all costs. The only information we have to go on is that the distributor is supposed to be a Chinese. So considering the hour and the location, you looked like a good prospect"
Bob nodded. "You were alert. When I heard them talking about Chinamen, I wondered if I might get elected somewhere along the line. Not everyone can teU the difference-very few, as a matter of fact."
One of the uniformed officers stood up. "We've got to get back to work," he said. "It's a bad night; several drugstores have been broken into and four or five doctors' offices have been hit. It's going to get worse."
Presently the two cars pulled away from the all-night restaurant: the patrol car to go back into the Central Avenue district, the ancient Chevrolet to return up the freeway mto Pasadena. "Virgil," Bob asked, when they were well on their way, "do you see any light in this thing at all?"
"Some,' Tibbs replied. "I got one idea tonight that may lead to something. We didn't waste our time-and thanks for your help."
"I didn't do anything."
"Oh yes you did; if I'd been alone it would have been a different story." He lapsed into silence then and remained that way unta Bob dropped him off in front of his apartment. He was bone tired by then, too tired to even think anymore. He undressed, stored his work clothes in a comer of his closet, and contemplated a shower to wash off the last traces of the area where they had been. He was too exhausted even for that, instead he crawled into bed and yielded immediately to sleep.
When he awoke his mood had changed. Frustration was beginning to eat away at his composure; he felt strongly
that his progress was too slow. After breakfast he set out to interview all of the neighbors of the late Mr. Wang.
His first six calls were nonproductive. Experience had taught him that in work of that kind it was necessary for him to identify himself immediately, otherwise the reactions he got were usually hostile. It was not particularly because of his color; the plethora of door-to-door salesmen who kept the homeowners of Pasadena under steady attack had built up a determined resistance to any kind of unexpected callers. At each of the six houses he had been accepted as a pohce officer after he had produced his credentials, but at only two of them was he invited inside. One housewife had kept him standing during the interview, but the other not only asked him to sit down, but also offered him tea.
"Our home was robbed a little over a year ago," she explained, "and your people were so helpful. And Mr. Thistle, I still remember his name, he caught the man who did it and got back our color TV for us. So anything I can do to help, please just ask me."
Despite her willingness, she had nothing to offer that was pertinent. She told how the neighborhood had been upset when "a Chinaman" had moved in, and how that feeling had dissipated when it had become evident that nothing was going to go to rack and ruin as a result. She herself had never met the man, but he had a reputation for very quiet living and impeccable conduct. She knew about Yumeko, but had assumed along with everyone else, apparently, that she was his daughter. It had helped that the few caUers that Mr. Wang had been observed receiving had all been Caucasians, which dispelled the suspicion that an opium den was operating in the area. Virgil finished his tea, thanked her, and continued his rounds.
Just before lunch he had his first tangible result; the woman who received him apparently was glad to have someone to talk to. Unlike the others whom Tibbs had interviewed, she had not reconciled herself to having an Oriental for a neighbor. "I can't say anything against him really," she declared, "but of course you know how they are-not being white people and all that." She hesitated. "I'm sorry if I offended you, but you do know-of course. Well, a while ago that girl went to five with him. She's a strange one, never shows her face and keeps the draperies closed all the time. I don't know what goes on in there, but I'm not surprised that you're asking. And these Chinamen coming and going all the time." 104
"How many Oriental people were there altogether?" Tibbs asked.
"Well, there was the old man himself, the girl of course, and there was a boy-a servant, I expect. He went to the supermarket all the time-I've seen him buying food there. But there were others. I saw two Chinamen going in there not many days ago."
"Could you describe them?"
"Who can describe Chinamen! Just two of them, that's all. They had on business suits and came together, that's all I can tell you."
"Did you happen to notice what kind of a car they were driving?"
"Well, yes-it was a new car and light-colored. I don't know what brand it was, they all look so much ahke nowadays."
"One more thing," Tibbs said. "Since you are very observant, you might have noticed this. Was either of the men carrying anything when they went into the house-or when they came out? Say a box, for example."
She shook her head. "I'm quite certain that they didn't take anything in or out. One of them might have had a briefcase or something like that, but nothing bigger. I just happened to be looking out of my window, to see if the postman was coming, when I saw them."
When he was satisfied that there was nothing more to be learned for the moment, Virgil thanked her and left. He made five more calls after that and on one of them obtained confirmation of the two Chinese who had been seen calling on Mr. Wang. Despite this, the finding was not too significant, in fact it was more than reasonable that Mr. Wang would have had Chinese callers from time to time. He went back to his office with the feeling that while he had not learned very much, at least he had disposed of an obvious duty and one which was part of a great many investigative procedures.
In the early afternoon he was back in court once more to give evidence; he sat there for almost three hours and was not called to the stand. When he finally got away, the day was effectively gone. It didn't help matters when he found on his return that a fresh pile of paper work had been left on his desk. He wrestled with it until it was well past quitting time and then, emancipated at last, he went out, got into his car, and went home.
The only work he did that night was to call briefly on
Donald Washburn and ask to see his jade collection. Once more he was politely received; he viewed a display of about twenty pieces of varying quality from good to superb and expressed his appreciation of them.
"Not all of them are what they should be," Washburn told him. "When I started out collecting I didn't know too much about jade and consequently I got stuck a few times. Not badly, but a few of my pieces are imitation, I know that now. Someday I'm going to clean them all out and have nothing but real jade and fine carvings. Francis Wang was going to help me with that, but of course he can't now."
"Is your son back yet?" Tibbs asked.
"Yes, he is, and we're most happy about it, of course. He's out right now, looking up some of his friends-not the wrong ones, I assure you."
Virgil turned to go. "Thank you very much for your time. I don't want to intrude on you any more than is necessary."
"You're quite welcome anytime, professionally or socially. If you want to talk to Robin for any reason, I'll set it up for you."
*That's very kind. I don't have any need at present, but I may want to talk to you again later."
"Fine, just let me know."
With that out of the way Tibbs went back to his apartment, kicked off his shoes, and stretched out with a drink. He lay full length on his davenport, his glass in his hand, and thought about Yumeko. She had a certain spunk that he admired very much, even though he felt that she was oversensitive about her heritage and mixed bloodstream. It was a sign of the future, her origin that was, a forecast of the day when people simply would be people.
He refilled his glass, and then settled down to study once more. He picked up the Chinese Jade Throughout the Ages and returned to his perusal of the Han Dynasty.
When he had been at that more than an hour his attention began to flag; it was heavy reading and he had had a tiring day. Rather than give up he began to turn the pages, looking at the color plates of some of the world's most distinguished jades and comparing them in his mind with those he had seen at the Wang house and in the several private collections he had already viewed. He remembered the variety of colors, the many different types of carvings, and the almost inhuman ingenuity that had been used in working some of the rare stones.
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breath half drawn and then involuntarily opened his mouth as the pieces he had gathered, abruptly and without warning, fitted themselves together. He had worked some things out by a process of hard thought, but the big one had been in front of him all the time and he had not seen it. He had been stupid, stupid and blind as a bat! His telephone was right beside him: he picked it up and called the department
"This is Virgil," he said. "There's been a development. I don't want to go into it now, but I want an immediate watch put over the Wang house-front and rear. Set up a stakeout and keep it on. Do you have the address?"
"Right, Virg," came back from the night desk man. *'How soon do you expect action?"
"Anytime, we may have missed it already. I don't think so, but set it up as quickly as you can."
"Will do. What are the boys to look for?"
"Any and all comings and goings. Let the girl who lives there go out and in undisturbed. Also there's a houseboy-a Chinese about twenty-five or so; if he shows, all right, but let me know immediately. I'm at home. Anybody else, anybody at all, call me right away."
"Anything else, Virg?"
"Yes-don't intercept any normal traffic in or out of the house, but don't let anyone carry anything out, no package no matter how small. If anyone attempts that, stop them and use any excuse until I can get there."
"What have you got, Virg?"
"As soon as I can prove it," Tibbs answered, *T\q got myself a murderer."

CHAPTER 12

For much of the night Tibbs tossed and turned. He was entirely confident that the watch over the Wang house was in eflect and would take care of any sudden contingencies, but the sharp images that were in his mind would not relent and let him get any sleep. He contemplated taking a phenobar-bital, but rejected the idea because he might have need to be acutely alert at any time and he could not risk it. Remembering what he had learned in the Aikido dojo, he tried consciously to relax his tensions and let his thoughts compose themselves, but when he began to feel that he was ma k ing some progress, his pillow conspired to become hot and lumpy and the bedclothes trapped his legs in their folds.
He got up even earUer than usual and made himself some strong black coffee. He followed it with orange juice and felt a twinge of acid stomach as a result. He shook a small amount of baking soda into a glass, added water, and drank it down. Then, unable to restrain himself any longer, he called in and asked what had happened during the night.
Everything had been quiet at the Wang house; the stakeout had been in full effect, but the report was entirely negative. Business had been dull.
He looked at the clock and wondered if it was too early to call Yumeko. He had no idea when she got up to go to work, but she was employed in Little Tokyo and would have to allow at least forty-five minutes' travel time to get into Central Los Angeles. Assuming that she started at nine, she would have to be up at least by seven-thirty. He waited an impatient twenty minutes and then dialed the number.
He felt a hot flush of gratitude when her voice came on the line; it gave some evidence of interrupted sleep, but there was no petulance in it. "What time do you leave for work?" he asked. 108
"It does not make any work today, Virgil, because it is Saturday." He had completely lost track of the days of the week. "Are you going to be home today?"
"If it is your wish, I will be here. For a little while I would like to go to the store. When do you desire to come?" Tibbs forced himself to be patient and rational. "How about nine-thirty, would that be all right?" "I will make some tea," Yumeko volunteered. Tea again! He didn't especially care for it, but apparently there was no avoiding it Not where Orientals were concerned, at any rate.
*That will be nice," he said, trying to sound as if he meant it. Then he had another thought. "Yumeko, you remember the two men who came to see you, the policemen you were worried about?"
He sensed her tightening over the wire. He got a hesitant, "Yes."
"After I talk to you, I may ask them to stop by-so that they won't bother you anymore. I will be there to look after you."
"If you say it is good, then it will be all right with me. I am a little frightened of them." "I think I can end all that"
*Then please to ask them to come. They will drink tea?" Despite himself Virgil grinned a httle with satisfaction. "Fm sure they'd like it very much," he lied cheerfully. "Do you have some nice Japanese green tea?"
*'Ocha? But yes, I did not know that you liked it Most Americans, they cannot."
"I'll see you at nine-thirty," Tibbs said and then hung up before things went any farther. Feeling a httle better for no real reason that he could trace, he poured some cornflakes into a bowl, covered them with a Uberal amount of low-fat milk, and sifted on some sugar. He ate reflectively and planned what he was going to say to the Feds concerning his "discovery," and what they would be likely to say to him if it proved to be a completely wrong assumption. He planned his hedge carefully and then left for his of &ce.
For a wonder the paper work load was not quite as staggering as usual. He disposed of a few things and talked with Agent Jerry Gamer, who had been on the stakeout during the graveyard hours. Nothing whatever had happened. That in a way was good news since it suggested if he was right in his assumptions, then he had so far not missed the boat.
When Gamer had left he tried a call to the Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs and found Dufify in. "I want to put you and Frank in the picture this time," he said. *'I had a brainstorm last night which may or may not be good for something, I don't know yet. If it is any good, then I think I can come up with some answers concerning the supply of KB that's been coming in, the connection of Wang with the trade, and where the girl Yumeko Nagashima fits in."
"Do all that and we'll give you a job," Duffy said.
"No thanks, business is good out here most of the time. Understand that all I have so far is a guess, but if it pans out, would you and Frank be free to meet me at the Wang house at a little after ten this morning?"
"Absolutely. Frank's out, but I can raise him."
"Good. Then let me do some checking first; I'll call you if it looks good-or if it doesn't"
"Fair enough, and all kidding aside, Virgil, thank you very much for the cooperation. This isn't a tea party, you know."
"You could be a little wrong on that, but I understand, and thanks. I'll let you know." He hung up.
As he drove toward the Wang home he rehearsed in his mind exactly how he was going to talk to Yumeko: how much he was going to tell her and how much he was going to withhold. It was not too easy a task and he was parking in front of the house before he was fuUy settled in his mind as to what he was going to do. As he got out of his car he] reluctantly concluded that he would probably have to play things by ear. Normally he did not mind, but Yumeko, being Yumeko, compUcated things.
He went up the steps, pushed the doorbell, and waited. In perhaps half a minute the door swung open and he had a i mild shock; Yumeko was elaborately dressed in a flowered silk kimono and her hair was piled up in a totally Japanese style. As she bowed low to him, his first reaction I was that she must have spent every available minute since his call preparing herself to receive him. As he stood and i paused for a moment, uncertain of what he should say, the silence was broken for him. "You like?" she asked.
"Of course, it's beautiful," he answered. Then he found himself a little more. "I wasn't expecting it; you surprised me very much."
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wear kimono because I am only half Japanese. The rest I am what you call here a black girl.'*
"Negro," Tibbs corrected her. "It's a word to be proud of. You have two heritages instead of just one. And. ." he paused quite deliberately, "� if anyone asks you, you are a very beautiful girl."
She lowered her head. "Because you are yourself Negro and also shodan, you are so kind as to say so. Others do not agree."
'Then to hell with them." For a moment he had an urge to kiss her but killed it; it would be all wrong.
"Your friends, they are coming?"
"I think so, but I'm not sure yet. I'd like to ask you a few things first."
"Before tea?"
"Yes-before tea."
With small steps because of her garment, she led the way into the sitting room where they had first met. She sat down on the front of one of the chairs, unable to make herself comfortable because of the elaborate way in which she had tied her obi in the back. She looked at Tibbs as though she were waiting for some sort of judgment to be pronounced.
"Yumeko," he began when he had dropped into a chair, "I have been studying a little about jade and I've learned quite a few things. Am I right in believing that no two jades are alike-that they are all individually created depending on the nature of the raw stone?"
"Yes," she answered. "That is very much true. There are some few things, like incense burners, that are made over and over again almost exactly the same, but these are very ordinary pieces-^sometimes not real jade at all."
"But the pieces you would have here in this house would all be individual?"
'That is so. The very common things Mr. Wang would never have."
"All right, so far, so good. Now something else. I'm not asking you to betray any secrets, but where did Mr. Wang i get most of his jades? I don't necessarily mean people, I'm talking about places.'*
Yumeko folded her hands and studied her fingers. 'The packages, they came from overseas. From the Far East. Very few from Japan. Mostly they arrived from Singapore, Bangkok, Penang, a few from Hong Kong. There is much
jade in Hong Kong, but Mr. Wang would not buy the pieces that came from the communist mainland."
"I see. How about Taiwan-the Republic of China?"
"A few, only a few."
"Any other places?"
"I am not sure; many pieces were here before I came. | But there are not many other places where jade is shipped, " jade of the best quality."
"So it's a fair conclusion that Singapore, Bangkok, Pe- I nang, and perhaps Hong Kong provided more than ninety percent of all the jade that came in to Mr. Wang."
"That is yes."
"Next, did the pieces come one at a time, or did they come several together in a larger carton or crate?"
"Always they came since I was here each one by itself."
"How often did a piece come in?"
"Not always the same, Virgil. Sometimes for two or three weeks nothing, then several in one week. But always each one alone. Maybe I should say that we received. . wait-^I know the word-average of two each week. Between two and three."
Tibbs shifted his position and recrossed his legs the other way. "Now, Yumeko, when I took that jade to Mr. Harvey, you told me that you were going to put it in its box. Then you sorted out several until you found a certain one."
She nodded. "Yes, that is so."
"Now about those blue boxes, they all seem to look alike on the outside, but are they custom-made too? That is, does each jade have its own box especially for it alone?"
*That is yes. The box too is very carefully fitted."
"And the boxes are usually much larger than the jades they hold."
"Yes, there must be room for much padding. Jade is very very hard, but it can also break. That is why the boxes must fit so well."
He got to his feet. "Yumeko, could we go to the jade room and look at some of those boxes?"
She looked at him without understanding. "You wish the boxes?"
"Just to look at them."
With her geta sliding along the floor she led him toward the back of the house and the room where the jade cabinets held their precious contents. She unlocked the door and turned on the lights which brought the multicolored miniature sculptures into a dazzling still life. Still careful to walk around the place where Mr. Wang had lain, she opened the bottom of one of the cabinets and began to remove blue cloth-covered boxes. They varied in size and shape, but otherwise they were monotonously alike. As she handed them up to him, Tibbs put several of them on the table in the center of the room.
Then, while she watched, he began to examine them very carefully. First he lifted each one individually and judged its weight. Then he opened three or four and felt of the padding with the tips of his fingers. All the while Yumeko stood by, watching him but asking no questions. As she watched him, he in turn studied her, but he could detect nothing but an uncertain and rather curious interest in what he was doing.
He picked up each box in turn and carefully inspected the way in which the satin lining had been installed. He studied six of the boxes in this manner and then returned to the one that had been fifth. "Yumeko," he said, "I would Hke to have your permission to take this box apart a little bit. I'll see to it that it's properly repaired for you."
"DozOy" she answered.
Tibbs took out a penknife, opened the smaller of the two blades with which it was equipped, and began with careful concentration to loosen the edge of the lining. After a few minutes he had several inches of the satin laid back, exposing an inner musUn covering. He began to work the blade of his knife deeper against the side of the box, being careful to do as little damage as possible. He worked for a good ten minutes before he finally had access to the substantial material that formed the bulk of the stuflSng. When he first saw it he gave no signs, but his heart began to beat faster and he knew that it was almost certain that his conjecture had been correct. "May I use your phone?" he asked.
Silently Yumeko inclined her head. Calmly he dialed and waited. When he had Duffy on the line he was very brief. "I'm at the Wang house. I think it would be a good idea if you came over." Then he hung up.
"I do not understand," Yumeko said.
Even though it was still relatively early in the day, Tibbs felt a wave of what might have been fatigue, but he recognized it as relief. "In a few minutes Mr, Lonigan and Mr. Duffy will be coming here," he said. "K you wish to prepare tea for them, now would be the time."
She was not quite sure whether it was a dismissal or not,
but she left him. He watched the huge bow of her obi as she retreated toward the kitchen.
When he was alone Tibbs sat down once more and folded his hands in his lap. He pressed his fingers together so tightly they almost seemed to turn white as he thought, evaluating what he had discovered against what he already knew and the few things he still had to learn. There was one awkward little compUcation that had him stymied and which obstinately refused to yield to logic. He attacked the problem once more, as he had several times before, but the light would not come through the darkness. The thing defied him and he could not crack its defenses.
He leaned back, shut his eyes, and began to go over the whole thing again from the beginning. Once more he fitted the pieces together, as he had done with slips of paper on top of his desk, and filled in the several gaps that he had accumulated enough data to close. But the one damnable thing remained, the one circumstance that he could not explain.
He heard Yumeko busy with her preparations and wondered if things were any easier for her than they were for him. In addition to other immediate problems, she was now effectively alone in a strange country. He had no idea what sort of visa she had, but the fact that she had been admitted into the country at all was unusual in view of the antique and grossly unfair immigration laws which applied to Orientals. The very people who made the best citizens on record were the specific ones who were all but excluded, thanks to legal hangovers of the worst thinking of 1910. Anyway, she was in America and at least she had a job. Like most people, she would probably work things out in time.
When the doorbell rang he answered it himself. Lonigan and Duffy were there, and he read on the instant that they had cast themselves in the role of gentlemen callers this time. That made matters a Uttle simpler, because he would not have permitted them to give Yumeko another hard time while he was present. They might be Feds and all that, but he had his own methods and Pasadena was his town.
Yvmieko came in and the two narcotics men responded most appropriately to her appearance. They seemed almost relaxed and their manner reflected itself in Yumeko, who began the final preparations for serving with what Tibbs observed to be a decided easing of her former concern. "I believe that we are to have some tea," he said quite formally.
"After you've enjoyed that, then I may have some information that might interest you."
"We're fully prepared to be interested," Lonigan said. "You're beginning to live up to your reputation."
"Yes," Duffy contributed. "I hope you had fun playing with those two guys from LAPD."
"We had coffee afterwards," Virgil said.
"Yes, I know. They were almost certain that they had a make on your partner. And it would have been a big one for them."
Tibbs turned serious. "We weren't trying to pick on them, and I had damn good reason for wanting to go on the street. How are things, by the way?"
Lonigan shook his head. "Virgil, the panic is on and you'd better beUeve it. The LAPD has half of the drugstores in critical areas staked out, the treatment centers are jammed, and every hour more come in."
"Something else," Duffy added. "We were tipped on another shipment coming up from Mexico. Not a big one this time, but very carefully covered up. Normally it would have gotten through no matter how hard we tried to stop it. We passed the word on to the customs people and they made the grab."
"Is there any heroin in town?"
"I doubt it, Virgil. At least there's not enough for anyone to find. A few junkie dealers may have some stashed away for their own use, but there's none to buy."
"How about keto?"
*There's a little, thank God that's all at the moment. We had two DOA's from it yesterday. Hot-shotted. One was a sixteen-year-old girl: a pretty thing from a good family. Hippie boyfriend, you know the rest."
Yumeko appeared carrying a tray. Lonigan offered to take it from her, but she set it down and began to arrange the tea things. When she was ready she sat down and prepared to play hostess. "I must explain," she said, with her eyes modestly lowered. "Mr. Tibbs, he suggest that I offer you Japanese green tea. This is something which most Americans, I know they do not like. So I make some just for him because he understand it. For you I give the regular black tea-is this aU right?" Then she looked up, all innocence.
At that moment Tibbs for the first time seriously wondered if she were really capable of murder. Yumeko was not the simple child that he had unconsciously assumed her to be.
"Excellent," Lonigan said. "I do prefer the black tea and George, Mr. Duffy, does too."
"That is good." Yumeko said. Carefully she poured and served, first the black tea to the federal men, then the thick, bitter green tea to Tibbs and herself. Then, after passing a plate of small cookies, she sat down quietly beside him on the davenport. "I will come here if you allow," she said. *Then you can protect me." "Touche," Tibbs said. "I do not understand."
"Mr. Tibbs is admitting that you are a smart girl," Duffy said. "Allow me to second that thought."
"Enjoy your tea, gentlemen," Virgil said. *Then, if you don't mind Til consult my superiors at our headquarters. After that, I believe I can show you how the drug you have been chasing has been coming into the country." He pulled a small wax evidence envelope out of his coat pocket and handed it to Duffy. "You might check that stuff out," he suggested, indicating a small supply of white crystals that the envelope contained. "If it's what I believe it to be, you have your inmiediate problem solved."
Duffy's mood changed on the moment. "Virgil, if it is, we can't thank you enough. And you'll get the credit."
Tibbs shook his head. "Skip the credit," he said. "All I want is a murderer."
"Can we help?" Lonigan asked.
"Yes, if you will. Assuming that the lead I'm giving you pans out, I want to ask that you leave things strictly alone and trust our boys for just a short while. Then you can have the whole ball of wax."
"All right, but you understand that we will want to make some arrests."
Tibbs sampled his bitter tea, but refused to let his reaction to it show on his face. "Certainly," he agreed, "but only after I've got my man first."
The doorbell rang. Yumeko rose to answer it, but Tibbs got up too and paused, on his feet, just around the comer. He heard Yumeko say, "Come in," then he waited.
In a moment the visitor came into his line of vision; he was a young man, Chinese or possibly Japanese, and his manner betrayed strong hesitation. Tibbs had seen it too often, the symptoms of suppressed fright or fear. As he stepped out, Yumeko was very quick to perform introductions. "I present you to my friend Mr. Tibbs," she said."This is Chin Soo, houseboy to Mr. Wang."

Tibbs decided immediately how to play it. "We have been very worried about you," he said. "And Miss Nagashima has been most upset. Are you all right?"
"Yes," the boy said. With the single word he revealed enough English to make communication possible.
"I was about to put out a missing person bulletin on you. Where have you been?"
Chin Soo looked sideways as though to assess the possibility of turning and running for his life. Then he accepted the fact that there was no retreat. "I stay away," he said. "I afraid. Man say to go and I go."
"I see. Who was the man who told you to go?"
Chin Soo looked at him, apparently trying to decide whether or not he was compelled to answer that. Once again the avenue of retreat was closed to him, and he had no choice but to reply. "Mr. Johnny Wu," he said.

CHAPTER 13

When Virgil Tibbs walked into his oflSce for the second time that morning there was a note on his desk: Call Mr. Wu. He had never received a message that he needed less; at that moment he had a consuming desire to speak with Johnny Wu at the earliest opportunity. He picked up his phone even before he sat down, and dialed.
He got an answer in a slightly singsong feminine voice that very politely told him that Mr. Wu was not in. He was invited to leave his name and number. He did so and hung up, his mind already reaching out to the many other things which he now had to do. He picked up a long pad of yellow ruled paper and began to jot down a series of items that were still unresolved. When he had done that he took off his coat, laid his gun on the desk, and went to work.
He first called the morgue and asked for the surgeon who had briefed him on the details of Mr. Wang's death. The doctor was in and after something of an interval he came to the telephone. Tibbs asked several questions concerning the damage to the vitality and body structure of the murder victim as a result of the strangling he had received. Presently a httle more Ught began to show. He thanked the assistant coroner for the additional information and made a note on his pad.
He was still writing when the phone rang. He picked it up with the expectation that it would be Johnny Wu, but he was greeted by the voice of Frank Lonigan on the line. 'This is very preliminary, Virgil," the federal man told him, "but unless we're completely off the track, that sample that you gave us is the stuff all right. Without a lab report that isn't conclusive, but we expect to have one in a day or two. You've got us pretty excited down here; how can we help you?"
"You just did," Tibbs answered. "For the moment, that's all that I need from your end. I have something planned for tonight that may give us a little more to go on. Would you be available tomorrow?"
"Absolutely. Call this number and they'll reach us-at any hour."
"Outstanding. If anything breaks, you'll hear from me." With that he hung up.
When he had made another note or two he called the LAPD and spoke to the lieutenant who had direct command of the Chinatown detail. From that well-informed officer he gained a number of points concerning which he had been uncertain. Among other things he asked if there had been any recent reports that had indicated new forms of activity in which the police department was interested. When he got a yes answer to that, and such information as the lieutenant had available, he felt like an old fire horse that smells smoke and knows that something in his line is definitely stirring.
His next call was to Lieutenant Olsen's office to find out if there was any report from the stakeout on the Wang home. The reply was almost entirely negative; the house-boy had been seen going to the supermarket and returning with groceries, but the officer who had followed him there had not noted anything amiss.
As soon as he had that information he put in a call to a close friend in Air Force procurement and asked for an informal readout on the Washburn company. He was promised a call back and as much data as could be safely relayed over the telephone. That was all that he required; he followed the caU with another note on his pad.
He next phoned the city attorney's office and asked for a background on Aaron Finegold. Fortunately, the man he talked to knew Finegold personally and was able to supply some information that Tibbs was most anxious to have.
After checking the next item on his pad he put in a long-distance call to the narcotics treatment center in Kentucky and requested a report on Robin Washburn. When he had properly identified himself he was connected with the doctor who had been in charge of the case. He was supplied with the few facts that he required; in addition he learned that the patient had been discharged two days previously and was presumed to have arrived at his home.
Then he remembered something very important that he had all but forgotten. He spun the dial once more and succeeded in getting Yumeko on the line. "I want you to do
something for me," he directed. "If anyone calls you on the telephone, anyone at all, I want you to let me know inmiediately, here at the office. The number is on my card. Do you still have it?"
"I have."
"Good. Be sure to do that-if I'm not here, leave a message for me. I'll get it."
"Do you wish anything else?"
"Yes, I may decide to throw a little party at your home tonight. I would like your permission for that. You might have to serve some more tea and some biscuits, but I'll pay the cost."
*There will be no cost. I can."
"Excellent. And, Yumeko, don't worry-you'll be fully protected."
"I have not worry."
"I'll probably stop in to see you this afternoon," he concluded, and then hung up. His mind was all business now, and he knew at least one thing about Yumeko that made him keep his guard up. Like so many others in this pecuhar case, she had not been entirely candid with him. People seldom were when murder was involved.
His phone rang. He picked it up once more and was gratified to hear Johnny Wu at the other end of the line. "I want to talk to you very much," Tibbs said, "and as soon as possible.'*
^That's fine with me, Virgil," Wu replied. "As a matter of fact I'm coming out to Pasadena-I want to see Yumeko Nagashima. Do you have any objection to that?"
It was a loaded question. "Of course not, why shouldn't you call on her if you want to. Is she expecting you?"
"I called her a few minutes ago."
Tibbs was furious with himself; he had carefully asked the girl to report all future calls, but he had failed to ask her about any that might have come in since he had left her. "What time is your appointment, Johnny?" he asked.
*T left it open, but I was planning to offer her lunch if she would like."
Virgil glanced at his watch. "Since there's time, would you mind stopping by here on your way? We're not hard to find."
"I'll be glad to. Say in half an hour?"
"Good. See you then."
As he hung up the instrument, Bob Nakamura came in. In contrast to his usual brisk manner he seemed thoroughly exhausted. He dropped into his chair and then carefully rubbed his face with his hands. "What news?" Virgil asked.
*They're bagged; the Feds nabbed them when they were trying to board a plane at Hollywood-Burbank. One of them made a dive for it, but aU he did was bust himself up."
"Evidence?"
"With what I've been able to get, and the others, there's enough to put them inside about six times over. They turned out to be wanted in a half a dozen other places. It's a federal rap now, so they'U be out of the way for quite a while."
"Congratulations," Tibbs said. "You must have been on that one for almost two months."
"Actually a little more than that."
*Then why don't you take the afternoon off? Then youll be fresh to go to work with me this evening."
Bob turned a look at him that would have made a stone weep. "What is it now, Virg, out on the street again?"
Tibbs shook his head. "On the contrary, I'd like you to be my guest at a little party. I don't believe that you've met any of the priucipals in my case, have you?'*
"Give me a list, but I don't think so."
"I wiU. Tonight, if aU goes well, you will be Mr. Naka-mura, the representative of a group of wealthy Oriental art dealers."
Bob raised a warning hand. "Hold it, Virg. I can speak Japanese, but if that girl you told me about is going to be there, shell spot my American accent the first time I open my mouth. I'll never get away with it."
"You don't have to; I may just create the impression that you are from Hawaii. You are present because you are interested in acquiring the jade collection of the late, respected dealer whom you knew only by reputation."
"I see. Am I an eager beaver, or what?'*
"You are an eflScient, very capable, reasonably polite businessman. You have substantial financial resources behind you."
"Would that it were true.*'
"Shut up-you have me for a friend, don't you? It will be at the Wang place this evening, say around nine. Wear your good suit."
"One question," Bob interjected. "Am I representing Japanese or American interests?"
Tibbs thought a moment *That's a good point. Imply that they're Japanese, but avoid a flat statement."
"And if I get blown?"
"Then leave everything to me. Of those who I expect will be present you can trust me-nobody else, got that?"
"It sounds like a charming affair. At least it's different I'll come by a few minutes after nine. Who invited me?'
"I did-we're acquainted. Leave it at that."
That matter settled, Tibbs turned to the inevitable accumulation of paper work and began to hoe his way through. He was still at it when the reception desk in the lobby called to inform him that Johnny Wu had arrived. "Send him up in two minutes," he said, allowing enough time for Bob Nakamura to make his disappearance. When Johnny's well-rounded bulk appeared in the doorway, Tibbs was alone.
He motioned his guest to a chair, and then lost no time in coming to the point "Johnny," he began, "I don't think that you've been leveUng with me. Chin Soo showed up this morning at the Wang house. I happened to be there. He told me that you had advised him to make himself scarce just at a time when I was very anxious to talk to him."
"All right," Johnny admitted, "I was dead wrong on that and all I can do at this point is to offer you an apology- and an explanation."
"Skip the apology, but I'm very interested in the explanation."
Johnny rested an arm on Tibbs' desk. "Within the Chinese-American community we like to handle our own problems. We seldom appeal to the police for help, and we don't usually ask for charity. We take care of our own."
"I know that"
"Good. Chin Soo is, of course, Chinese. Virgil, can I talk off the record for a little bit?"
"Provisionally, yes."
"Make it definitely; there's a good reason. Take my word for it."
"All right."
Off the record, then. Chin Soo is in this country legally, but just barely. If the full facts were to be published, he might face deportation. And that would be very undesirable; he's a sound young man and a very honest one."
Virgil nodded, but said nothing.
"When Wang Fu-sen was killed, Chin panicked, and I can't honestly blame him. He had never established a rapport with Miss Nagashima and for family reasons, he distrusts all Japanese. Now you know that Fu-sen and I were friends; it was at his house that I met Chin-not socially in that sense of the word, but we were mtroduced. So when he discovered what had happened to his employer, he had immediate visions of being interviewed by the police and having his status come out. That would mean back to Hong Kong and for very good and honorable reasons, he didn't want any of that. So he took an immediate powder and came to see me."
Johnny leaned forward to give emphasis to what he was about to say. "Now I give you my word that if you had shown any interest in the houseboy, or had asked me about him, I would have told you what I knew. But when you didn't bring it up I kept my mouth shut and you can't honestly blame me too much for that."
"Go on," Tibbs said.
"I can tell you this: Chin doesn't know a damn thing about Fu-sen's death that you haven't already been told, I determined that to my own satisfaction. If I had felt that he had any real information or evidence to give you, I would have made him come forward. Enough of that. When things began to take a different turn, I made a decision to send him back to the house. In the first place it was his responsibility-the death of Fu-sen didn't reheve him of his obligations. He owed Wang a great deal and it was up to him to pay off. He had two things to do: to continue to take care of the house for the time being and to protect the Nagashima girl, because Fu-sen had been interested in her � as an object of his generosity."
Tibbs picked up a pencil and rubbed it between his palms. "How much 'protection' do you think he might be able to provide? And why do you think that Yumeko might need it?'*
Johnny Wu smiled at that "Virgil, have you ever heard of Gung Fur
"Yes-Chinese karate-or the equivalent."
"Roughly that's right, except I personally think that you're underrating it a little. Anyhow, Chin happens to be an expert; accept my assurance that he's mighty damn good."
"All right, I'll buy that," Tibbs said. "But why the sudden need for protection?"
This time Johnny pulled out his handkerchief and used it to wipe his hands. "This is the part that you will want to know," he said. "And I admit that I should have told you sooner. I was following tradition instead of common sense and you have my apology. The fact that Chin Soo was in Wang Fu-sen's house was not entirely an accident Some
time ago some of us in our community became aware of the fact that Wang was being put under some kind of unpleasant pressure. The details weren't available and no one was about to ask him, that would have been outside of our rules of conduct, but we had a pretty good idea. The Chicoms try to make it hot for us every now and then if they think that there is anything to be gained by it. If you care to check with the FBI, they may tell you that I value my citizenship and have done a few things to earn it."
"By the Chicoms, you mean the Chinese communists."
"Right. To them we are overseas Chinese and they mean to use us in any way that they can. When the word came through that Fu-sen was having some difficulties, we looked for a good man. Chin Soo was recommended and he wanted desperately to come to America-as practically all of our better displaced young people do. We sent for him and after his arrival he did his stuff for a Gung Fu master who approved his abiUty. Then we put him into Wang's home- with appropriate courtesy, of course. Fu-sen understood. We wanted the bodyguard to have a gun also, but Wang absolutely balked at that: he abhorred violence of any kind. About three months after that the Nagashima girl arrived from Japan. I can guess your next thought, but forget it Chin, has undergone severe training and intense discipline � so despite natural incHnations he wouldn't overstep in the house of his employer and, as I said, he doesn't dig Japanese."
"A blind spot," Virgil said.
"Granted. Now you asked me why we thought that protection might be necessary for the girl-as of now. I was about to tell you this anyway, but I hasten to add that I just learned of it myself. There is some new strong-arm talent in town.'*
Tibbs leaned forward. "Chinese?" he asked.
Wu nodded. "Yes-or possibly Korean; I can't be certain because I haven't seen them. But the word gets around. There are two of them and the reports are that they are tough-very tough."
"How did they get into this country?"
"Virgil, forgive me, but don't be naive. How many Mexicans do you imagine there are living here right now who never entered through formal channels? We have largely open borders and if someone wants to get in and has the resources, he can make it Orientals don't try it too much be-124
cause we're conspicuous and suspected, but it goes on every day. It isn't advertised, because it would only encourage the traffic. It's pretty tough to tell an honest, hardworking Chinese who would like to immigrate here that the present U.S. laws give him aknost no chance whatever because he isn't a Caucasian, It's a medieval relic, Virgil, and it forces otherwise honest people to step around the law sometimes, as we frankly did to bring in Chin Soo."
*'Have you anything else you can tell me about the imported talent?"
"Yes. It won't stand up in court as evidence, but we know. The two hard types are either Chicoms or possibly North Koreans who are passing as something else. That's easy here because so few of the majority can tell the difference. And we have good reason to think that they're in the narcotics business."
Virgil shook his head. "Johnny, I can't keep that to myself: assuming that you're right, it's too important. Ill protect the rest of your information as much as I can, but that is something I've got to pass on."
"All right, I understand. Just forget where you heard it, that's all. I'm a peaceful man."
"Something else," Tibbs continued. "I understand that there is to be a meeting this evening, at the Wang home, to discuss the possible disposal of the jade collection presently housed there."
Wu suddenly sat up straighter in his chair. "Could I arrange to be in on that?" he asked.
Tibbs was cairn. "I'm sure there's no problem. It's to be at nine, I'm told that some of the other guests can't make it before then."
"Nine it is. Anything else?'*
"Yes, as a matter of fact. I'd like word of the meeting to filter through to the two visitors you just told me about Can you handle it?"
"You mean to invite them?"
'*No, just to let them know."
"May I use your phone?"
Tibbs pushed it over. Johnny picked it up and dialed; when he had his number he began a rapid-fire conversation in Chinese. He was on the line for some time, long enough to make Virgil wonder what was actually being said. The Negro detective waited patiently until Johnny was through and then looked at his guest for a report
"One thing about our community," Johnny said, *Sve have good communications. They'll hear."
"Do you know where to find them?" Virgil asked.
"No, but by the middle of the afternoon they should have the word, wherever they are. Anything else?"
"That's it until tonight."
Without ceremony, Johnny left.
As soon as he was alone Tibbs put in one more call, this one long-distance to Gumps, the famous jade store in San Francisco. His two or three questions were promptly and courteously answered by someone who was clearly an expert. He already knew the essential facts he was given, but they served to confirm a guess that he had made and which, in the light of the new evidence, looked better and better to him. In this improved frame of mind he went to lunch.
By the time he returned, there was a message for him from the LAPD which confirmed another of his ideas. He began a fresh series of phone calls. The first was to Aaron Finegold. He invited him to be present that evening in order to protect the interests of his client. Miss Yumeko Naga-shima. On that premise Finegold consented to come. He also agreed to see Tibbs for a few minutes later that afternoon.
Don Washburn agreed to shift an evening appointment to comply with Virgil's request to come to the Wang home.
Harvey, the stock trader, was cool when he answered the phone, but warmed somewhat when he heard his caller's name. "I'm glad you're in touch, Mr. Tibbs," he said. "I'd like to express my regret for my shortness with you when you came to my home. The news is out now that my wife and I are separating. We had had a particularly painful disagreement at some length just before you came to see me. I fear that I was not at my best."
That provided Virgil with an opening and he used it. When he hung up less than a minute later, he had Harvey's assurance that he would be at the meeting.
If anything plagued him, it was the fact that at many points in the case he was building he lacked the vital element of proof. No conclusions he reached meant a thing until he could support them with solid evidence in court That he would still have to obtain. And he was not so optimistic as to assume that if he confronted the guilty person or persons, he would be immediately rewarded with full confessions given in the presence of reliable witnesses. As was practically always the case, he would have to do it the hard way. 126
He began by going to see Aaron Finegold. He could have saved himself the errand with a phone call, but he had his own reasons for appearing in person. He was admitted after a short wait; the attorney shook hands and then waved him to a chair. That done he sat down himself and waited for Tibbs to begin.
Virgil obliged. "Unless there is some very strong reason why you can't do so, I'd appreciate it very much if you would announce this evening that the jade collection that was Mr. Wang's is going to Miss Nagashima."
Finegold pondered. "It might be rushing things a bit," he said.
"Possibly so, but I have an excellent reason for asking this."
"One connected with the administration of justice?"
'Yes."
*Then I'll have to go along, I guess. My wife is very impressed with you, by the way."
"In the police business we can use all of the appreciation that we can get," Tibbs responded. "And if I may, the feeling is entirely mutual."
"She'll be happy to hear that."
From the lawyer's ofl &ce he drove directly to the Wang home. Chin Soo opened the door and smiled when he saw Tibbs' dark face. "We glad you come."
VirgU caught something in the tone of his voice. After he was inside and the door was shut, he turned again to the houseboy. "How much English do you really speak?" he asked.
Soo hesitated a moment, then replied. "More than I admit"
"I thought so. Where did you learn it?"
"In Hong Kong. It's a British colony, you know.*'
"But more than ninety-eight percent Chinese."
"True, but I got around."
"OfficiaUy?"
Chin shook his head. "Nothing like that. But I have some friends."
"Have any of them come calling here lately?"
Soo looked at him more intently for a moment. "I see you have the word. They're on the other side as far as I'm concerned."
"A couple of things," Tibbs said. "First, if anything breaks tonight, let me handle it. Don't attempt anything on your own."
Soo inclined his head slightly. "Excuse me, but you are not Chinese. If those two come, it will be my problem."
"Do you carry a concealed weapon?'*
"I am the weapon, Mr. Tibbs."
*'Not against two armed men, you aren't."
"For either of them to fire a gun, he would have to take it out first. That takes time."
For the moment Virgil did not elect to pursue the matter. "Do you have access to the jade room?" he asked.
"Mr. Wang gave me full responsibility for its care."
"Good. And I appreciate the protection you gave him, even though you were not able to prevent what occurred."
"He dispatched me on a long errand, Mr. Tibbs, me and the girl. Quite obviously he wanted us out of the way. Most reluctantly I obeyed him. I do not like to leave this house imguarded."
"Even now?'*
"Yes, even now. I was assigned here for that purpose."
"Can you prove that?"
"Mr. Wu could perhaps help you."
"Is it the jades?"
Chin Soo shook his head. "It is something else."
"Some people have named it 'jade dust.' "
Chin bowed. "You are most intelligent; you should be Chinese. You know also, then, that Mr. Wang was a most honorable man.'*
"I know."
"There is evil in this house, Mr. Tibbs. It will shortly be taken away and disposed of by reliable people. Until that occurs, it is my responsibility to keep it here."
"I'm for that," Virgil said, "and because I am, I want you to do something for me. How many boxes do you suspect contained the forbidden drug?'*
"Perhaps one half."
"In weight?"
"As much as four hundred pounds."
"As a heroin substitute on the street, then, it could worth as much as six million dollars."
"More, much more. And it is not a substitute, Mr. Tibbs, it is a replacement. A replacement that would be almost entirely controlled from one source."
"Here is what I want you to do," Tibbs said. "Find several boxes of different sizes that do not contain the drug � can you do that?'*
"Of course."
"Since the boxes all look the same from the outside, is it true that the only way to identify them is by the individual jade each is built to contain?"
"That is correct."
"If for any reason a jade goes out of this house, you win put it into its box."
Chin Soo bowed again. "I understand. There will be no problem; such a mistake will be easy to make."
"Good. Where is Yumeko, by the way?"
"She is resting, preparing herself for this evening."
"One more thing: how well do you know the value of the pieces in the collection?"
"I know the value and also the price that Mr. Wang would have asked."
*Then that takes care of everything. I will be back before seven tonight; I suggest that you eat very early."
"Excuse me, Mr. Tibbs, but we were expecting that you would join us."
Virgil shook his head. "I still have some things to do. Watch yourself in the meantime."
Chin Soo led him back to the door. "Do not concern yourself about that," he said as he uhered Tibbs out.
During the short drive back to headquarters the police radio chattered with minor dispatches. An abandoned car was checked out for the name of the owner. A citizen assist call for a pohce officer turned out to be a request for help in moving a heavy refrigerator. A suspicious person reported lurking in the vicinity of an apartment building was found to be a completely legitimate florist's deliveryman. And so it went, the endless parade of details in the life and operation of a modem city. People called the police for everything- once for a suitable escort to take a roommate to a party. Anything and everything came over the police radio. Floyd Sanderson had been on patrol one night when he had been dispatched to investigate "a male Oriental eating the grass." He had arrived to find the call quite genuine, a male Oriental was eating the grass. Like the members of every community represented in the city, a few Orientals had mental disturbances and this had been one of them. Sanderson had helped the man, turned him over to the proper medical authorities, and then had gone back on patrol. A hundred or more miles every night, cruising endlessly up and down the streets, in order to meet and deal with whatever unusual circumstances might arise-from a drunk asleep on the sidewalk to a fleeing murderer armed and volcanically dangerous.
For what he hoped would be the last time that day Tibbs walked into his office and found Bob there. "All set for tonight?" the Nisei detective asked.
Virgil sat for a moment on the edge of his desk. "It looks good. One thing I want you to do: not too soon, but when things are weU along, I want you to ask if you can come back tomorrow night to examine the jade collection. Remember that you have not yet seen it, you know of it only by reputation. A casual look around won't do-you want to make a detailed study."
"Sounds logical."
"I hope so. Don't overplay it; there'll be some bright people there."
"I won't. Lieutenant Olsen wants to know if you still need the stakeout at the Wang house."
"Hell yes, I'm depending on it."
"OK, I'll pass the word. Next: are we likely to be bringing in a prisoner tonight?"
"I doubt it."
"Since you're getting everyone together, I thought you were going to spring your case."
"Not yet I know what I'm after, but I don't have the proof-and that's the most vital part."
"What's the plan?"
Once more Tibbs took off his coat before he sat down. "I'm goiug to try and do it an easier way," he said. "This whole deal is set up for one reason-to make the guilty person panic a little. If I can pull that off and force one more piece of action, then I've got it."
"What kind of action?"
"You'll know," Virgil promised.

CHAPTER 14

At a few minutes before seven Virgil Tibbs parked his car a little more than a block away from the Wang home, locked it, and then continued on foot. As he walked up the quiet street there was no visible indication of the stakeout which was still in operation; at least none which an unsuspecting layman would be likely to notice. He had already passed certain instructions to Agent Jerry Gamer, who was heading the crew, and knew that they would be followed explicitly. With his preparations as close to complete as he could make them, he turned in at the driveway, mounted the steps, and rang the front doorbell.
Chin Soo admitted him almost at once. The young Chinese houseboy was dressed in dark slacks and a lightweight black sweater which emphasized the lean strength of his body. Tibbs glanced at his feet and noted the slip-on shoes which, if necessary, could be shed within a second or two. He was not familiar with the techniques of Gang Fu, but the years of rigorous training which he himself had undergone had taught him a great deal-including the fact that the bare feet of a karate man are among his most lethal weapons. Chin Soo's costume, he judged, had been chosen for action, even though it did not loudly proclaim that fact.
"Good evening, sir," Chin said. "I am very glad that you have arrived."
"Thank you."
"The jade boxes have been arranged as you asked," he continued. "I have not had time to determine which of the others.. "
He stopped when Yumeko appeared, very simply dressed in blouse and skirt. "Good evening, Virgil," she said. "I have not yet made myself ready because first I ask you what you wish I wear."
"That's up to you," Tibbs answered. "Ifs not a party, if that's what you mean." He turned to face her squarely. "I want you to do something: stay out of this part of the house. And keep out of sight. If the doorbell rings, don't come, we'll answer it."
She looked at him very steadily. "You are expecting people to come with trouble."
"Possibly," he admitted, "but nothing we can't handle." He looked at her, as he had several times before, accustoming himself to the combination of Japanese features and Negro complexion. He was not disturbed by it, but he found himself thinking of her as entirely a Japanese, then in the next moment as a Negro girl who had grown up in a foreign country. There was a delicacy to her features that was definitely Oriental, and her eyes, of course, had smooth upper lids. But she was dark enough to pass almost anywhere as a Negro; only her face reaUy betrayed the fact that she had had any other origin.
If the Japanese won out in his mind, it was because of her name and the fact that to her, English was a difficult foreign language. If she had been called Nancy or something like that, and had spoken with the same fluency that he did, it could easily have gone the other way.
"Now," he said, "it may be that someone tonight will want to come and see you tomorrow evening; in fact I'll try to arrange that. Yumeko, I want you to say that you are very sorry, but that you will not be at home; you and Chin Soo are going into Los Angeles to the Buddhist temple to keep a prayer vigil for Mr. Wang."
"There are Buddhist temples here," Soo said.
"Don't bring that up. There are different kinds of temples, I know that; they will assume that you want to visit a certain one. It doesn't matter whether you're Buddhist or not, they'll beheve you."
"Mr. Wang was," Chin said, "so it is very logical that we would go to his church to pray for him."
*That's fine. Let the assumption be that you will be there for some time. And please be sure to convey the idea that you are going together-that's important."
"It shall be so," Yumeko said.
"I have read of things like this," Chin interjected. "Are you going to gather everyone together tonight and then announce who killed Mr. Wang?"
"It isn't that simple."
"Not like Mr. Nero Wolfe."
"I'm afraid not. Not being a genius, I have to do things the difficult way."
"I think that you will succeed."
"Thank you. Now let's get down to business. Yumeko, you get dressed in whatever way you like, but keep it informal-no kimono this time. Then let Chin and me handle things until we send for you."
"I will wish to make preparations in the kitchen."
"That's all right, but keep the doors closed and don't come out here."
She looked at him with dark eyes. "You will not allow me because I am female," she said.
"I don't want you to get hurt-just in case," Tibbs answered. Then he took her by the shoulders and turned her around. "Be good," he admonished.
When she had gone Chin spoke. "It is good that you send her away. We will now await the arrival of the two Chinese who were here before."
"Are you expecting them?" Virgil asked.
"No, sir, but I believe that you are."
"Possibly-I can't be sure." With that he walked into the living room, chose a place where he could keep a careful watch on the door, and sat down. From the side pocket of his coat he drew out a pocketbook-sized copy of Kawabata's Snow Country and began quietly to read.
After a few minutes Chin Soo set down a cup of hot coffee at his elbow. Otherwise it was quiet in the house; the houseboy's shoes had soft soles which were silent on the carpeting, few street noises filtered through the heavy draperies which himg closed before the windows. Yumeko had effectively disappeared. With the calm patience that he had developed during the past several years of police work Tibbs read on,' his mind fully absorbed by the text before h im while he waited.
Presently he began to feel a little tired; the strains of the past several days asserted themselves, inviting him to close his eyes. In response he stirred himself and reached for the coffee cup, but it was already empty. A glance at his watch told him that it was ten minutes after eight.
He stood up, stretched, and then once more settled down with his book. He read steadily after that until the doorbell finally rang at eight minutes to nine.
Chin Soo materialized to answer it and admitted Johnny Wu. With a properly smiling face the Chinese-American entrepreneur came in, his hand outstretched to greet Tibbs.
"I'm glad to see you," he said. "I was afraid I was the first."
In the background Chin looked a question at Tibbs and read the very slight, all but invisible nod that he received in return. By the time Johnny had settled himself and was fumbling for a pack of cigarettes, Yimieko came into the room. In accordance with Tibbs' suggestion she had put on a quite simple, but very tasteful dress that set her off to excellent advantage. As though to emphasize the Japanese side of her background, she had arranged her long hair in a completely Oriental style, piled up on her head in a manner which suggested an Utamaro print. It was altogether captivating and Virgil was fully aware of it
A second ring of the doorbell announced Elliot Harvey, the stock trader. As he walked into the room Virgil noted a visible change in his manner; his temperament was still austere, but he was clearly prepared to make an effort to be congenial. He shook hands with Tibbs and with Johnny Wu, then turned to greet Yumeko almost as an afterthought. As he did so, and perhaps took clear notice of her for the first time, he reacted enough for Virgil to take note of the fact. He appeared to acknowledge her advantages and if he felt any hesitation toward her because of her origins, he gave no indication of that whatsoever.
Within the next five minutes Aaron Finegold arrived with his wife. Immediately behind them came Donald Washburn who, somewhat surprisingly, had brought his son with him. As Tibbs shook hands with the lad he observed his thin torso and other external evidence of inadequate physical development. Since his father was conspicuously virile, the contrast was acute, but Washburn showed every indication of being proud of his boy.
Although the living room was not notably large, Yumeko made her guests comfortable with an easy manner which belied her fear of social contacts. Chin Soo provided additional chairs as they were required, placing them in locations which he had apparently selected well beforehand.
The last to appear of the invited guests was Bob Naka-mura. His protective coloration was complete; his amiable round face did not suggest the imbecile, nor did the well-tailored suit that he wore, but there was nothing whatever about him which fitted the image of a police officer. He looked precisely like an Oriental-American businessman, and by his demeanor he carried off the role to perfection.
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opened the meeting. "Thank you all for coming here tonight," he began. "I appreciate it very much." He paused a moment and looked about the room. "You know whose house this was and something of the circumstances of his passing. They are under investigation at the present time, and that is my excuse for being here myself this evening."
He paused once more, but everyone was quite content to let him continue. In a comer of the room closest to the front door Chin Soo stood so quietly that he was half invisible. Yumeko was tense despite her outward composure � he knew her well enough now to read that. In some respects, he was aware, she had reason to be.
"There are at least two people not present here this evening whom I'm very much interested in interviewing concerning Mr. Wang's death," Tibbs continued. "When I will be able to do that is uncertain. In the meantime some other matters should be attended to. Mr. Finegold, would you care to explain to us the present and future status of Mr. Wang's very beautiful and valuable jade collection?"
The lawyer easily took the floor without moving from his chair. As he spoke, Virgil carefully watched the developing interest in his words. He sat very still, appearing to give Finegold his attention, but he was acutely aware of the human reactions about him and he weighed them against the conclusions that he had in his mind. It took Fine-gold more than four minutes to lay his groundwork, then, without histrionics, he made the announcement that according to the provisions which Mr. Wang had made, the jade collection in its entirety had been left to Miss Yumeko Nagashima. A second or two later the girl herself seemed to have been suddenly stricken; her hands flew up and covered her face. Then, shortly, her body began to shake with suppressed sobs.
There was no one in the room who was not looking at her, understanding that she had had no intimation that she was to receive so magnificent a bequest-or any at all. Tibbs watched her too, then he observed the others, including Chin Soo. The houseboy was also looking at Yumeko, but his features told less than those of anyone else present.
Presently the girl recovered somewhat and reached for her handkerchief. Decently, the others gave her an opportunity to recover herself. She wiped her eyes several times and then looked at Finegold with bewilderment. "Are you sure?" she asked.
The attorney nodded. "I drew up the will. It was Mr. Wang's clear and unequivocal wish. So the collection is now yours. You understand, however, that there will be an inheritance tax and that the estate will have to go through probate before it will be free and clear. Ill be glad to handle that for you if you so desire."
At that point Tibbs interjected a question. "Mr. Fine-gold, in view of the high value of the collection, and the fact that Miss Nagashima was totally unprepared for the announcement that she is an heiress, do you consider it possible that you might get court permission for her to sell a few pieces in order to raise the necessary costs?"
*That's entirely possible, providing we can get a reliable appraisal from a quaUfied expert of the pieces she might wish to sell."
"I would suggest Mr. Wu," Virgil said. "He is himself a jade dealer and should easily qualify as an expert"
Bob Nakamura entered the conversation. "Mr. Finegold, I represent certain highly reliable people who have considerable resources behind them. Not unlimited, of course, but substantial. On Mr. Tibbs' recommendation I will be glad to accept Mr. Wu as an expert on jade and its value, both wholesale and retail. I also have some shght knowledge of the subject. With Miss Nagashima's permission, I should like to examine the collection with a view to making a flat offer for it in toto. If the offer is acceptable, then we would assume the responsibility for advancing the necessary funds to clear it through probate."

Harvey, the stock trader, was next. "Mr. Finegold, I take it that you are representing Miss Nagashima this evening?"
"At present I am her attorney of record, yes. That is in response to a request made by Mr. Wang."
"Understood. My business is investments, sir, and I too know something about jade." He turned toward Bob. "I'm sorry that I didn't get your name."
"Nakamura."
"Mr. Nakamura, it was my intention since shortly after I learned of Mr. Wang's death to make an offer, when the time was proper, for the collection. As a matter of business, as I am sure it is with you."
"I have taken note of that, sir," Finegold answered, "and subject to Miss Nagashima's instructions I will be more than happy to give you an opportunity to bid."
"I too would like to examine the collection."
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"Thank you." Harvey looked around the room. "Anyone else?"
Don Washburn responded. "I am frankly not in a position to make an offer for the entire collection, largely because I am not in the business in any way and would have no machinery to make subsequent sales. I'm a collector, pure and simple. But if I may, I would like to have the opportunity to acquire three or four pieces that I have had under consideration. If it works out that Miss Nagashima does wish to make some sales to pay probate and estate costs, then I will be a willing customer. And I'll be glad to accept Mr. Wu's evaluation as to what would be a fair and proper price."
"I'm in somewhat the same position myself," Finegold said, and looked toward his wife. "We too have had our eye, so to speak, on certain pieces which we have neglected to acquire largely because I have been heavily engaged in court for some weeks. As a matter of fact I had asked Mr. Wang to give us first refusal on them in case anyone else expressed interest in the interim."
"I'm sure that my principals would respect that commitment," Bob Nakamura said. He removed his glasses and wiped them so convincingly that VirgU was almost persuaded himself that his business negotiations were entirely bona fide.
"This is not properly my affair in any way," Tibbs said quietly, "but I would like to make a suggestion if I may. If Miss Nagashima feels up to it, perhaps she would consent to open the jade room. Then Mr. and Mrs. Finegold can indicate the pieces in which they are interested. After that Mr. Washburn can do the same. If there is no conflict, then their priority will be established. If there is a conflict, then they can resolve it by mutual consultation."
Harvey apparently had been thinking. "If it is agreeable with everyone," he declared, "I would like to have the same privilege. I too am a coUector and if I do not acquire the entire collection, there are some pieces I would like to buy individually."
Finegold took the floor once more. "It strikes me that Mr. Tibbs' suggestion is a very fair and equitable one." He turned to Yumeko. "Miss Nagashima, how do you feel?"
The girl swallowed before she answered. "It is, I think, most right to do this, but I ask to be excused. I wish to serve tea. I ask that you allow Mr. Chin Soo to showing the jades." She turned and looked at the houseboy, who bowed.
"I am happy," he said.
"I don't see any point in who goes first," Washburn said. "I suggest that Mr. and Mrs. Finegold go, then Mr. Harvey, and I'll be glad to bring up the rear."
Harvey nodded his acceptance of that. As the Finegolds got up, Yumeko quietly slipped out of the room; she had still not recovered from the surprise announcement and appeared to be in an aura of disbelief.
Virgil looked at Finegold. "May I come with you?" he asked.
"Please."
By Tibbs' watch it took the Finegolds exactly eight minutes from the moment they entered the jade room until they had indicated four choices to the houseboy, who had made careful notes on a piece of paper.
Harvey required nine minutes and twenty-three seconds to choose three items.
Don Washburn spent some three and a half minutes showing his son the general wonder of the jade room, then he took precisely three minutes and fifty-four seconds to point out three items to Chin Soo. "I've seen them aU before," he explained.
When he had returned to the living room with his son, Tibbs looked a question at Chin Soo who shook his head in reply. Of the ten jades chosen, none was duplicated. "You know what to do now, don't you?" Virgil said.
"I understood as soon as you made the suggestion, Mr. Tibbs. Are you sure that you don't have a little Chinese blood somewhere in your ancestry?"
"I'm afraid not. As far as I know my background is pure Negro; none of my female forebears appears to have been raped by white slave owners."
"Then you are probably an exception," Chin said. "But: if there is a fountain of intelligence, your ancestors drank; from it. I did not kill my employer, sir, but if I had, I would have good reason to be fearful now."
Virgil turned. "Let's go back," he suggested. "Yumeko may need moral support." He waited while the jade room was carefully secured, then he followed the houseboy back to the Uving room where Yumeko was in the act of serving. As Tibbs sat down she handed him a cup, he glanced inside and saw that this time the tea was black. "Thank you," he said.
She lowered her eyes. "It is my poor best. Please forgive me."

Bob Nakamura spoke to her from a short distance away, but his words could be generally heard in the room. *'I don't want to inconvenience you this evening, but I would appreciate it if I could call on you tomorrow evening and have the privilege of seeing your jades. So far I know them only by reputation."
She turned to face him. "It would make me the greatest pleasure, Nakamura san, but tomorrow evening I am going with Chin Soo to temple. It is to make prayer vigil for Mr. Wang. It is much in my heart that I go there."
Tibbs was impressed by the quality of her performance; she had spoken in such a quiet, yet sincere manner that she had been totally convincing. He almost believed her himself. Once again he noted that there were depths to Yumeko that were far from being visible on the surface.
He caught the eye of Aaron Finegold and gave him a very slight nod. The attorney picked it up and in a few moments spoke generally. "Since Mr. Wang assigned me the responsibility for handling his estate as well as other matters, I'd like to thank you all very much for coming here this evening. I believe that we have a fully mutual understanding. Are there any questions that any of you would like to ask?"
Don Washburn responded. "I'd like to ask Mr. Tibbs if he has any announcements that he was planning to make.'*
Virgil shook his head. "Not at this time."
"I understand, but naturally I'm anxious. I'm sure that we all are."
There was a general stir of leaving. Harvey went first, followed by the Washbums, but Johnny Wu lingered. As soon as Bob Nakamura was well out of the door, he spoke to Finegold. "I didn't have a good opportunity to bring this up before," he said, "but I am also very much interested in the jade stock. Mr. Tibbs can tell you that I'm an established dealer and I invite you to check my credit standing." He looked about him, makhig sure who was present and who was not. "I don't believe that the others quite realize this, but if the stock is about as I last saw it, the value should be in the vicinity of half a million dollars."
Yumeko gasped.
"That's a pretty substantial investment," Johnny continued. "I'm prepared to make two proposals for you and Miss Nagashima to consider. First, I will undertake to sell whatever amount of the collection you would like at a reasonable rate of commission. Some of the pieces are individually
quite exceptional: there are some lavender ones that command a very high premium. I will guarantee to protect your cHent's interests by seeing that they are not sold below their value in the current market. Or, if you would prefer, I will purchase pieces outright up to a reasonable quantity and at equitable prices-you can depend on me for that."
Finegold nodded his head. "That sounds very fair both ways, Mr. Wu. Let's leave it at this for tonight: I'll keep your offer very clearly in mind and give you a full opportunity in any competitive situation if one develops. Your being an established dealer is a strong point in your favor."
"Thank you. May I also remind you that I was Wang, Fu-sen's close friend; by our standards that leaves me with a very definite obligation under the present circumstances."
"I appreciate that. Thank you, Mr. Wu."
When the last of the guests had left, Virgil turned to Yumeko and Chin. "Both of you did very well this evening," he said. "I'm sorry that I had to put you to so much i trouble, but there was a good reason for it."
"I am aware," Chin Soo answered. "What are we to do tomorrow?"
"I'll call you. I recommend that you stay here until I! do." He was too mentally tired to suggest anything else. He had been on very keen edge all evening and it was� telling on him.
"A cup of coffee before you go?" Chin asked.
"No, thanks. I want to go home and go to bed. Thank: you both again." With that he left and walked back to his; car.
It took him less than fifteen minutes to drive home and park. Then he went up to his apartment and phoned the night-watch commander, Lieutenant Olsen. "I may have stirred something up tonight," he reported. "If I was successful, then something should break soon-possibly later ij tonight, but tomorrow evening looks like a much better bet After that it should be all over. Can you keep the stakeout going?"
"Of course, Virgil. If you need more help let me know."
"Right now everything looks fine. If anything does let go tonight, call me here right away, please. Otherwise, good night."
He was ready then for a drink. He mixed himself one and sat down to enjoy it, trying to think of something besides the case and all of its ramifications. It was a weird one and 140
he was perhaps the only one who knew how really weird it was in all of its aspects.
The jade book on the table beside him invited attention. He picked it up, opened to where he had stopped his last period of study, and began to read. He knew that he would not be involved with jade much longer, but it was a fascinating subject and there was no telling when one additional bit of information might be the key to a major conclusion.
He read for almost an hour and a half before he finally went to bed. Even while he slept there were a number of people who wanted very much to get in touch with him; only the fact that his private phone was unlisted made it possible for him to rest undisturbed.

CHAPTER 15

By nine-thirty in the morning the adolescent day was already garbed in its Sunday best, as fine a product as southern California could produce. It was warm and bright; the high shining sun promised rebirth to everyone and everything, and the air was rich with sensuous warmth. Like several million others, Virgil Tibbs took pleasure in it; he sat in his venerable dressing gown, a constant companion of his leisure hours, on his davenport with the window behind him wide open. The freshness and peace of the new day filled his apartment with its welcome exhilaration; it declared that everywhere men were brothers and that nothing but good inhabited the world. That was how the day had been bom and if its high ideals were to be defiled, then it would take the weaknesses of the human race to do it.
Unfortunately it was almost a mathematical certainty that somewhere someone had already fouled it up. Some festering domestic quarrel had erupted into violence, a number of automobiles had already been stolen in the small hours of the yet unborn day, perhaps even murder had been done. �And in secret laboratories violently dangerous and illegal drugs were being brewed for profit and the degradation of those unfortunates who would use them. Every morning the whole of humanity was staked to a fresh start, but invariably blew it before the first rays of the sun could inch their way above the horizon.
Which was why policemen came to be in the first place.
Virgil read Peanuts and was amused; happily there was no visible hmit to Charlie Brown's ability to assimilate disasters and survive them unharmed. The sports page announced that the California Angels had acquired a new pitcher who showed unusual promise. The Dow Jones Industrial Average was up a modest amount for the week. And savagery and compassion met head on in a story about a Vietnamese child who had had both legs blown off by a Viet Cong land mine; a picture showed him under specialized medical care in an American hospital.
In the local news section there was an extended article about the sudden, almost inundating pressure that had been brought to bear on all of the hospital and treatment facilities that dealt with drug addiction. A fresh supply of Methadone had been flown in, but there was still a drastic shortage of beds and other essential requirements. Three deaths, apparently from overdoses of an unspecified narcotic, were reported; to Tibbs they were murder.
He got up and poured himself some more coffee. It was instant, but it would do.
His phone rang, which probably meant bad news-it usually did. As he had expected, it was the watch desk. "A couple of things, Virg," the duty man reported. "On the operation which we've got going for you-nothing."
*Thanks, and please don't let up now; there may be a little more happening later on."
"We won't: Lieutenant Olsen left those instructions. Also, a Miss Yumechi Nagashima, or something like that, has been calling you. Do you want to talk to her?"
"I'll call her; I've got the number."
"Right. Have a nice day."
He was in no hurry to talk to Yumeko; he had been enjoying his leisure too much. He thought of going to church, but prudence dictated that he stay close to his phone. Things could start breaking at any time.
Then he picked up his phone and dialed-there might be some news. Chin Soo answered, to be followed very quickly by Yumeko on an extension. "We wish you to tell us what to be doing," the girl said. "We are alone now and we are not sure."
At that precise moment the solution to one of the most persistent problems that had been nagging him sprang, like Minerva, full-blown out of his brain. He could have shouted "Eureka!" but he restrained himself. "I'm coming over to see you," he said instead. "I'll be there in forty minutes." With that he hung up and turned to the task of shaving and making himself presentable to go out. The last thing he did before leaving his apartment was to close the window; it might be some time before he would be home again and the painting on his wall, if nothing else, was valuable.
Outside the day was fully as fine as he had expected that it would be. As he unlocked his car he thought of at
least half a dozen things that he would very much like to do on his precious day off. He had long promised himself to visit the new art museum some day. A good workout at the karate dojo would be a sound safeguard against any approaching flabbiness; if he didn't keep in shape Nishiyama would take it out of his hide-literally. He hadn't been to the beach for months-possibly more than twelve of them. And he had yet to ride the Palm Springs tram. He climbed in behind the wheel, fastened his seat belt snugly-because he had seen too many accidents where heads had gone into windshields with gory results and began to drive toward the Wang house, where duty called.
Yumeko greeted him in a blue and white dress that had about it the air of a little girl-one who had grown up and become increasingly feminine in the process. Chin Soo appeared within seconds; he was wearing a short-sleeved shirt and the same trousers that he had had on the night before. Also the same shoes. "I have been working in the jade room," he said.
The house was quite warm. "May I take off my coat?" Tibbs asked.
"As much as you like," Yumeko answered.
That reminded him of something. "You sound like Linda," he said. "The girl whose picture you saw in my apartment She once wanted me to take all of my clothes off."
"That you would do this I believe; that you would speak of it I do not." Her lower lip crept out a little.
Tibbs looked at her for a moment or two. "Do you know what a nudist park is?" he asked.
"That is yes."
"All right: she lives in one. I went there to look into a homicide-on a hot day beside the swimming pool."
"I hope that the water was nice," Chin said.
Virgil lifted his shoulders slightly and let them fall. I was on duty. I didn't go in."
Soo proved his intelligence by changing the subject. *1 have prepared some boxes as you asked. I have made the cushions very soft so that almost any of the jades could be put in one of them and it would look right."
"Good work," Tibbs said. "Did you check the padding?"
Chin looked at him a little coolly. "Of course."
For a moment Virgil became the teacher. "I assumed that you had, but I always check everything twice if I can. That is the only way to be sure." 144
The houseboy bowed. "I have lost face," he acknowledged, "and I deserve to. What are your wishes now?"
"There's some work to be done and I wiU need your help. In the jade room. And I will need Yumeko's permission to handle some of the jades."
"Please to do," she said.
"Thank you-I'll be very careful." He took off his coat and dropped it on a chair. Chin immediately picked it up again and himg it in the hall closet over a wooden hanger. "In that way we do not advertise that you are here," he explained.
Tibbs studied him for a second or two before he spoke. "Let's call it a horse apiece; you're right about that Are you free to help me now?"
"Let us begin." He led the way toward the rear of the house. At the door to the jade room he paused while he produced a clutch of keys and fitted the right one into the door. "These belonged to Mr. Wang," he said. "I hope that it is right for me to use them."
"He trusted you, didn't he?" Virgil let the question stand as an answer. As soon as the lights were turned on he walked into the jade room and looked about As far as he could see by an initial inspection, there was no evidence that anything had been disturbed. He turned. "I'd like to get out all of the boxes, then 111 show you what comes next."
"Yes, sir." The houseboy squatted down and opened the bottom of one of the display cabinets. "I have already checked many of them-that is what I was doing. I can give you some information."
"Please do."
"The forbidden drug, there is not as much of it as I thought The boxes for the older pieces, I mean the pieces that have been here for the longest time, are innocent. Only recent shipments contained it, and even then not all of the boxes, only some."
"How many?"
"I cannot say, sir. I have not examined them all yet."
"Did you mark the ones with the drug?"
"I did not mark them, no sir, but I can tell them."
"How?"
"When I put them back, I stacked those that are ordinary with the pins to the right. The others face the opposite way. It is the way that all of the piles look, so I do not believe that it will be noticed."
Tibbs considered Soo carefully for a few moments. "I told you that I like to double-check things," he said. "I asked you before if you had had training and you denied it. Would you like to reconsider your answer?"
"At the present time I wish only to be instructed by you what you wish me to do," Chin replied.
At that moment Yumeko appeared in the doorway. She looked a question mark at Tibbs, but said nothing. "Come in," he invited. '*This is a good time to talk to both of you."
He took hold of the edges of the table that stood in the middle of the room and issued his instructions. "First of all, if anyone-and I don't care who it is-asks you about the jade collection, neither of you knows too much about it-is that clear?"
He received two silent nods in reply.
"Furthermore, if the question arises, you will say that I have advised you to pack the jades away in a safe place for the time being. That is, as soon as convenient after Mr. Wu has had a chance to examine the collection. And Mr. Nakamura."
"Is Mr. Nakamura a reliable person?" Chin asked.
"I consider him so. The people who employ him certainly are."
"We are to admit him, then?"
"If and when he calls-yes. Now the next thing: because you do not know too much about the collection, you wiU have to do considerable sorting of the boxes to find the right one for each carving."
"I am beginning to understand," the houseboy said, "but please go on."
"I intend to. I want you to get the boxes out-^I'll help you-and line them up in front of the cabinets so that the positions of the boxes correspond to the jades on display. You are preparing to pack the collection away for safe keeping."
"But any visitor would know immediately which box is for which jade," Chin observed. "It is a brilliant idea."
"Just once I am going to allow myself this luxury," Tibbs responded. "Elementary."
"It is not so good, I thmk," Yumeko said.
Tibbs was mildly annoyed. "Why?"
"If it comes somebody who is wishing only the boxes, it wUl be too easy for them to just take them all. Then you discover nothing."
After a short pause Chin spoke. "In China we used to drown the surplus of female babies shortly after birth. It saved much inconvenience later on."
Yumeko clasped her hands and lowered her head. "Please pardon intrusion," she said.
"She's giving you the Oriental put-on," Chin declared.
"I know-but she's right. So we check the boxes for contents and then stack them back-but in order inside the cabinets." Virgil squatted down and looked inside several of the sections. "That ought to make it hard enough to prevent a mass grab for them all."
"We have work to do," Chin said. "Yumeko can prepare us food."
"That isn't necessary."
"It is good for her, let her do it. We have plenty."
"Perhaps later."
It was slow and tedious work; the supply of boxes seemed almost endless and each one had to be investigated carefully. Those which were innocent had to be put back in good order, a task that Chin assumed while Virgil patiently probed each of the blue boxes and a few that were covered in a bright type of brocade. Yumeko offered her help, but for well-considered reasons of his own Tibbs did not desire any more assistance. When at last the final box had been checked and an accurate tally was possible, twenty-eight caches of the fearful narcotic had been found-enough to add up to something more than a hundred pounds in weight.
That should have been a good enough day's work for anyone, but unfortunately much more still lay ahead. Declining the offer of a meal, Tibbs left the house with the promise that he would be back again before seven.
Before he did anything else he drove straight home, stripped off his clothes, and showered thoroughly just to banish from his mind the idea that any of the damning drug could possibly be on his person. After that, and feeling much more like himself again, he dressed in a quiet dark suit, slipped his gun into its holster, and allowed himself to anticipate the idea of a good dinner.
To get one he drove to one of the best restaurants Pasadena had to offer and allowed himself to be guided to a quiet comer table which suited his mood perfectly. There he let the atmosphere soothe his spirit while he ate prime rib and reflected on the better things of life that everyone should be allowed to enjoy, even if only at intervals. When he had finished his coffee and a sense of well-being surrounded him, he paid his check, reclaimed his car from the attendant, and then headed back to where the painful call of duty awaited him. He was not looking forward to the evening.
Halfway to his destination he stopped at a phone booth and called in to the duty sergeant. "If things work out there may be a little more action at the Wang place tonight," he reported. "You might let the guys on the stakeout know."
"Will do. Any instructions?"
"You might pass the word that if I turn on the porch light, that will mean that I need help. I'll check it after I go in to be sure it's in order. If I can't do that, then I'll try to throw something out a window. The house has heavy drapes that are almost always closed, so that may not work out. Who's going to be there?"
"Out front, Sanderson and Gamer. In back, Thistle and Hamois."
"Outstanding. Pass the word that if there's any doubt, they can play it by ear, but not to get jumpy. I'm after proof of guilt."
"Understood; I'll pass it on. Nakamura wants to know if you need him tonight; he's home and available."
"I'll call him on the land line if I do; I have the number."
"Fine. Good hunting, Virg."
"Thanks. Ten four."
Once more he parked his car well away from his destination and continued on foot. The stage was set now; there was httle more that he could do except to wait and see if his careful web-spinning was going to produce any results. This was no simple case of murder, if there was any such thing, and the comphcations which confronted him made matters several times more difficult He comforted himself with the thought that he could but try, and then rang the doorbell.
Yumeko admitted him. As soon as he was inside she looked up at him as though she was about to say something, but remained silent. Her appearance suggested an idea and he pondered it for a moment. "Would you like to get out of here this evening?" he asked. "It might be a good idea if you were out of the way. I can arrange a comfortable place for you to stay."
She shook her head. "I want to be here. I am female, I know, but I do not wish to be absent"
"All right, but I want you to keep entirely out of the way, upstairs in your room. Don't turn on any lights and keep absolutely still-no matter what happens. Is that clear?"
"That is yes."
"Good." He looked at her sternly. "If you interfere in any way, Yumeko, it will be very serious-do you understand that?"
"I understand."
"You'd better. Now go on up, take off your shoes, and lie down. That's the best thing. And if you hear any noises down here, don't get any sudden ideas or go to the bathroom."
"I wiU be still."
"That's fine." He turned to Chin Soo, who was close by. "You can be excused if you like-this is a police matter."
The houseboy spoke calmly. "No thank you, sir. It is also my responsibihty and I wish to be here."
"Very well, but you will remain quiet."
"My shadow, sir, will make more noise than I will."
"I hope so. Now get this; you are to do nothing, nothing whatever, unless you see me move first-is that clear?"
"Very clear, Mr. Tibbs."
"I trust that we may have some company before the night is over. But I am most anxious to see what takes place before we do a thing. This house is supposed to be empty."
"One question, sir: if I see that you are taking some action, then may I have a piece of it?"
Virgil did not want to commit himself on a firm answer to that. "Exercise judgment," he directed. "Too much help can be as dangerous as too httle at some times."
"I understand. May I suggest, sir, that you remove your shoes."
"I intend to."
"I beg your pardon."
"Forget it; now listen." Carefully he spelled out his orders to the houseboy; when they had been delivered he required that they be repeated back. As he was listening, he measured his own physique and trainiug against the lithe figure of Chin Soo. He accepted fully the statement that the young man before him was highly skilled in Gung Fu and with his buHd he could be extremely fast. He did not expect that he would be coming to grips with the younger man, but he was leaving nothing to chance. He had his gun, of course, but he was disinclined to use it except as a last resort. Accurate and effective aim under emergency conditions was always difficult and dangerous-innocent people could get hurt-or worse. And it was not up to him to administer justice with a bullet unless he literally had no choice. Of course if someone else fired first, or tried to, that was different; he certainly had the right to protect himself, and the community.
When he had finished with his briefing he checked the porch light and made sure that it was functioning properly.
If Chin Soo understood the purpose of that maneuver he gave no indication; he stood by quietly waiting. Yumeko had gone and there was no sound from upstairs.
In the dining room, which was set off on the right side of the house, there was a mother-of-pearl inlaid Chinese screen. Tibbs carefully placed a small chair behind it and then adjusted the position until he could sit comfortably and still peer out through the narrow vertical slot formed by two adjacent panels. The position was a good one since it allowed him to see a portion of the small entrance foyer and, at a fairly sharp angle the other way, the door of the jade room.
When he had finished Chin touched his arm. *'I also have a place," he said. He led the way to the door of the study which was ajar. "I will wait behind here. I do not think anyone will want to come into this room."
Tibbs weighed that and decided that the gamble was a good one. "I don't think anyone will either. In any event, I'll be on hand."
"I am not concerned, sir. It is fortunate that from here I will be able to see where you are."
Virgil stepped behind the door and checked through the crack on the hinged side. The view was adequate and the line of sight covered the comer of the dining room where he would be. He would have much preferred to have had a police officer stationed inside the house with him, but there was an excellent reason why he had chosen Chin Soo instead. Furthermore, he was satisfied that the houseboy had not figured that point out yet, despite the fact that he had demonstrated a definite ingenuity. It would be much better if he did not know.
Tibbs had been on stakeout many times, often when it had been possible to move around a bit, sometimes when, as now, he had had to remain quiet and still. Before he took up his position he removed his shoes and put them where they were well out of sight. With a short, silent prayer that Yumeko would remain as quiet as she was at the moment, and that Chin Soo would not somehow blow the show, he sat down behind the screen and composed himself. Presently the houseboy moved almost like a disembodied spirit into the study and positioned himself behind the door. Virgil had not suggested a chair for him: if he wanted one he would get it. He tested his own once more to be sure that it did not creak when he stood up, hitched his trousers up a little to make himself more comfortable, and then began his vigil.
Hopefully, it would not be an extended one this time; if someone was coming, it should not be too long.
Twice during the following hour he was forced to bestir himself a little to relieve muscle cramps in his body, but he saw no indications that Chin had felt a similar need. One thing at least was going well-the girl upstairs was entirely quiet and there was a reasonable chance that she would remain that way.
At eleven minutes after nine he caught the sounds of someone approaching the house. Very shortly after that the doorbell rang, loud and clear through the still house. For one unnerving moment Tibbs was fearful that Chin Soo would be stupid enough to answer it, then he remembered the intelligence that the houseboy had shown and the careful instructions that he had given to him. When the bell rang a second time he waited and listened: it could be an innocent caller who, having come as far as the front door, was not going to go away without ringing despite the darkness of the house.
A good minute after the second ring there was a small series of scraping noises from the front door. They lasted for only a few seconds, then despite the darkness, the door could be seen opening inward. At that moment, Virgil felt a quick sense of satisfaction; he had a clear and provable case of breaking and entering if nothing else, which solved one immediate problem. He had plenty of reliable witnesses, since the two agents on stakeout covering the front of the house would have been certain to have observed the entry.
More by sound than by anything he determined that two persons were entering the house, presumably both males. He almost prayed that they were not casual burglars, then he knew immediately that that could not be the case. Most forced entries were made from the rear, through a window or some similar means. No, these were men who had confidence in themselves and who had a definite purpose in mind.
In a few seconds the door was shut from the inside, and the darkness was close to complete once more. There was nothing but silence for almost too long a time, then a voice spoke and the pencil beam of a pocket flashlight came to life. It darted about experimentally, checking that the draperies remained tightly closed, then turned toward the back of the house. Another voice came, this one clearer, and for the second time within a two-minute interval Tibbs felt a sharp stab of satisfaction. The language was not English. It could easily have been Chinese; if so Chin would un-
derstand what was being said. Which was the reason why he had used the houseboy in preference to a trained and completely reliable officer.
The thin light began to move toward the rear of the house, accompanied by audible footsteps despite the carpeting. The next quick worry was that the intruders would check out the den; against that possibility Virgil rose silently to his feet and loosened his gun in its holster. He had no intention of firing it as of that moment, but it might have to be displayed, and with convincing speed. He intended to give himself all of the odds that he could.
A long breath flowed silently out of his lungs when the tiny beam of light picked out the door of the jade room and then shortened as the man holding the thin battery case came closer. The door was locked, but Tibbs had satisfied himself early in the afternoon that anyone who knew his business would find that no challenge. His theory in that regard proved right; while one man held the light the second, still invisible in the shadows, worked with a thin strip of plastic against the jam. It took him hardly ten seconds to have the door open.
At that point a decision was necessary; since he could not see inside the jade room from where he was, Virgil very much wanted to move to a location where he could. But the risk was considerable; a very slight noise could give him away and it followed that if he stood where he could see in, it would be possible for the traveling light to pick him out at almost any time. There was only one sensible answer: to stay where he was and to depend on his ears for evidence as to what was going on.
He heard the bottom sections of the jade cabinets being opened; when he had identified the sound beyond any question he measured once more the angle of the jade room doorway and reminded himself of the exact location of the fight switch outside. He balanced on the balls of his feet, ready, but stiU waiting until one more thing could be established.
He heard brief conversation from inside the jade room and once more concluded that the language was Chinese, but he would have to rely on Chin Soo for a translation of what he had heard.
Then came anouther sound, one which he knew well as a result of his afternoon's activities-the sliding out of the jade boxes from their hiding place. That did it; ghost-quiet in his stocking feet he moved out from behind the screen, and remaining close to the waU where he could not be seen from within the jade room, he worked his way to a position to one side of the open doorway. With the tips of his fingers he located the light switch, that accomplished he reached inside his coat and very quietly drew out his handgun. He already had a case and he had it in spades, but it was stni not enough to satisfy him. He knew what he wanted and at slight additional risk he was confident he could get it.
The sounds, which were much closer now, told him that the men inside the jade room were working smoothly and rapidly; since they were reported to be professionals, they would understand the importance of minimum exposure. An inquisitive neighbor might have seen them go in and it was barely possible that that same person could have made a call to the police. It was highly unlikely unless the house was also known to be empty, but the risk was there nonetheless and no one but a rank amateur would take any more of a chance than was absolutely necessary.
Abruptly Virgil heard and identified a new sound: someone was picking up boxes and was about to come out. There was a slight pause while his companion, who held the light, apparently took one or two himself, then the moment for action was at hand.
Once more, despite the gun in his hand, Tibbs found the light switch and rested his hand lightly against the wall. As he took a final quick look across the room he was surprised to see that Chin Soo was also pressed against the wall on the opposite side of the doorway; he had not heard the slightest sound of movement from that direction.
The first man came out of the door, the small light outlining him and the stack of boxes he was carrying. Tibbs drew a deep breath, held it and waited a second or two more: until the second man was also out of the jade room. Then he moved his Httle finger downward on the switch and, flooded the room with light.
"Freeze!" he barked, and held his gun squarely aimed at the first of the two men.
Almost instantly the other man whipped his arm around and hurled the box in his right hand directly at Tibbs' face. Virgil ducked barely in time; one sharp comer of the box still caught him on the cheek and gashed the skin. For the better part of a second and a half he was off balance and impotent.
At that same moment he saw the body of Chin Soo already in the air; he had thrown himself up and sideways, feet toward the intruder who was still moving from his
throw. From a horizontal position almost five feet in the air Chin kicked out with stunning force: the edge of his shoeless foot hit the side of the jaw so hard that the man's head was snapped around almost ninety degrees. His knees unlocked as his body became a nerveless mass of flesh and bone.
The man in front was almost as fast; he dropped the boxes he had been cariying and thrust his hand inside his coat. From his crouched position Virgil sprang forward and drove his shoulder into the man's armpit. He saw the quick sight of an emerging gun as he seized the wrist and barred the arm across his shoulder, then bent his body forward with all the power he could command. It carried his opponent up and across his back like a giant swing; the man's feet hit the ceiling as he went over, then his body crashed onto the floor with an impact that made the room shake. As soon as he hit, Virgil cocked his right leg and rammed a downward thrust kick which drove the sole of his foot into the man's abdomen, forcing the breath from his body. It was not a lethal blow, but it rendered the man helpless until he could recover enough to pump a fresh supply of air back into his lungs. Meanwhile Virgil bent down and quite calmly picked up the gun with which the intruder had been armed.
Chin Soo spoke behind him. "I was coming to help," he said, "but you did not require it."
"You did your bit," Tibbs answered. He was aware at that moment that he had dropped his own gun; he started to reach for it, but Chin picked it up and handed it to him. "Ill watch them," he added. "Turn on the porch light, please."
Chin turned toward the door. "I believe your friends are already here," he stated; within a few seconds he was back with Sanderson and Gamer close behind him.
"We have some customers," Virgil announced dryly. "Take them in and book them for breaking and entering, armed robbery, and resisting arrest. They may not understand English, so take Mr. Soo here with you to act as interpreter."
The two police agents expertly applied handcuffs to their prisoners and reUeved the second of them of a gun concealed under his left armpit. They waited patiently until their charges were once more able to get onto their own feet, then Gamer took the first one by the arm. "Will you please come with me, sir," he said, and steered him toward the door.
Chin turned. "I do not desire to leave," he declared. 154
"I understand," Tibbs said, "but please do. I'll look after things here for a little while."
Still Soo hesitated. "The one who comes next will be the most dangerous, I think. And your face is bleeding,"
"I am fully prepared," Virgil answered. "You will be needed to translate. Those two must have their rights explained to them."
Chin scoffed, but remained silent on that point. "Very well," he conceded, and followed Sanderson, who was already out of the front door.
It was quiet then in the house. Yumeko gave no evidence of her presence upstairs, although she could not have failed to have heard the noise and the smashing impact when the man Tibbs had thrown had hit the floor. At least she knew how to obey orders.
Calmly Virgil picked up the boxes and in two trips restored them to their approximate positions in the jade room. Then he picked up the tiny flashlight that one of the men had dropped and tested it. It still worked very weU within its limitations, which suited him perfectly. He snapped off the light, then went to the front door and made sure that it was stiU unlocked. After that, with the aid of the miniature light he went into the jade room and closed the door behind him. Between two of the display cabinets there was a single chair; he pulled it out and placed it against the far waU where he would have free movement, but still be out of a direct line from the door. He sat down with a sense of gratitude for a few minutes of semicomfort and respite, but he did not aUow himself to be deluded into a false sense of security. He could not afford it. He had enough now on the two Chinese strong-arm types to take them out of the picture for a considerable time and after that they would probably face deportation. But that did not by any means complete his case. So he sat quietly in the darkness and waited, surrounded as he knew by an invisible wonderland of some of the most exquisite art objects to be found in the world- and something better than a hundred pounds of one of the most deadly addictive drugs known to man. The contrast was not lost on him, and as he thought he reflected on the fact that the attempted theft had been aimed at the crys-aUine evU and not at the almost inhumanly beautiful and intricate jades that represented a fortune in themselves.
He sat for more than three quarters of an hour, alone with his thoughts, wondering why things shaped themselves the way that they did, until he heard a slight sound. A
single person had entered the front door, but this time the carpeting muffled any indications of further movements. Virgil sat very still, his hands in his lap, his breathing steady and even. He remained that way when the door to the jade room opened and someone came invisibly inside, and he was ready when without warning the room lights came on. He could not help squinting because he had been in the dark for so long, but otherwise his composure was unruffled.
"Good evening, Mr. Harvey," he said.
He had to admire the way in which the stock trader accepted the shock. He hardly turned a hair. "Good evening, Mr. Tibbs. What brings you here at this hour?"
"I was waiting for you, sir."
"I see. My coming here xminvited is a legal infraction, of course."
"Yes, it is."
For a second Harvey weakened enough to draw a very deep breath and then let it out slowly. "I am a gambler, Mr. Tibbs," he said finally. "I gambled that you had been fully satisfied."
Virgil remained seated, and said nothing.
The seconds passed through the room in slow precision as neither man changed his position, or spoke. Then, finally, Harvey broke the silence. "Why did you wait here for me like this?"
"Because I needed proof. I was quite confident that you would gamble."
"Are you placing me under arrest?"
"Yes, I am."
"On what charge?"
"For the moment, breaking and entering."
"All right," Harvey said. "I see no need to prolong the agony. Can we go now?"
Tibbs rose to his feet. "Before we do, I would like to ask you just one question."
"Yes?"
Virgil looked at the rich red carpeting for a moment and then up again. "I would like to know why you drove that jade stone knife into Wang Fu-sen's chest, when you thought that he was already dead."

CHAPTER 16

Bob McGowan looked up from his desk to acknowledge the man who stood in the doorway of his oflBce. "Come in, Virgil," he invited, and put down the pen that was in his band.
VirgU Tibbs had a sheaf of paper in a folder. "I have the information you wanted on the Chinese narcotics production," he said.
McGowan waved him to a chair, then came from behind [lis desk to join him in the social comer of his office. "I'd like a briefing," he declared. "I'm going into a meeting early this evening where the topic is likely to come up." He relaxed and prepared himself to listen.
Virgil consulted his notes. "Very well, sir. Starting in 1951 the communist Chinese began carrying forward a very aggressive program of illicit narcotics production, including beroin, which, as you know, is purely a drug of addiction tvith no known medical value whatever. In very round figures communist China has about one quarter of the world's population but does less than one percent of the international trade. As a means of developing more foreign exchange, and also weakening potential enemies, they capitalized on the growing market for drugs."
He turned to another page in the papers he was holding. "There are now factories for the production of heroin and other narcotics at Peking, Tientsin, Dairen, Mukden, Chinchow, Kupehkow, Yenki, Shanghai, Hankow, Chungking, Kunming, and a number of other major cities. Within China these plants are known as 'special products processing factories.' During 1970 they produced more than ten thousand tons of illicit drugs which were exported to the free nations through Cuba, North Vietnam, North Korea, Albania, and a number of African nations."
"Did you say ten thousand tonsT McGowan asked.
"Yes, sir, that's the figure. Do you want some more?"
"Please."
Tibbs went back to his notes. "According to Kao Hsiang-kao of the Institute of International Relations, this trade reached a volume of approximately eight hundred million dollars annually as of 1970. Of course some of this was intercepted; in 1969, which is the latest report available, the authorities in Hong Kong confiscated more than five tons of opium, two hundred and fifty pounds of morphine, and three hundred and ten pounds of heroin, all from communist China. That's only one port, of course, and there's no way of telling what percentage of the total shipments this represents. What gets through is very specifically aimed at certain nations, and we top the list."
"Damn," McGowan said.
"That's putting it mildly, sir. I'm beginning to appreciate the position that Frank Lonigan and George Duffy are in; the Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs has a fearful responsibility."
"Yes, with a flow of more than two million dollars' worth a day. Anything we can do to help them, Virgil, I want it done." He went to the door and asked his secretary to bring in some coffee. When he sat down once more his thoughts had changed somewhat. "Now fill me in on the Wang case," he directed.
Virgil laid aside his notes. "It was sticky because it wasn't simply a matter of who killed Cock Robin. Not long ago the Chinese communists came up with a new product: a synthetic drug that outdoes heroin in both euphoric properties and addiction. A victim caught in the grip of this narcotic would be enslaved, to the point where his life would be ruined. The Chicoms were most anxious to introduce this fearful drug into this country, so they looked for a method to smuggle in steady quantities without using any of the usual dope routes. They hit on the scheme of using jade boxes; the carvings themselves are so compelling they were sure that no one would pay attention to the boxes. It was the stage magician's misdirection applied in a new manner."
He paused while the coffee was brought in, then continued. "Wang Fu-sen was a thoroughly honorable dealer in jades; but without his knowledge or consent he was set up to become a link in the chain. Jades are individual and each one has its own fitted box. By sending pictures of the jades in the loaded boxes to a suitable agent here, he could then buy them and acquire the drug as well. After that the boxes could be unloaded and the jades resold-they have a ready market here despite the prices."
McGowan drank some of his coffee, and continued listening.
"Of course it would all have been much easier if Wang Fu-sen had consented to cooperate, but when he was tentatively approached he j &rmly refused. Subsequently he let it be known to certain other Chinese-Americans that he was under pressure. They promptly arranged a bodyguard for him and began their own investigation."
"Why didn't they come to us?"
"I have found, sir, that they very much tend to handle their own affairs. Meanwhile, on a trip to the Far East Mr. Wang met Miss Nagashima and realizing that her situation in Japan was a most unhappy one, he brought her back with him. It was personal generosity and nothing more; she returned it by helping to look after his house and by providing a companionship which, while platonic, he much appreciated. The terms of his recent will make that very clear.
"Now about Mr. Harvey. He is, or was, a stock trader who made his living for some time through speculation. But when I examined the records of his stock transactions, I discovered that Uke a great many others, he had badly misjudged the heavy and sustained bear market of 1969 and 1970. He sometimes held short positions, but he knew that that is a dangerous game and tried to guess the upturn instead. He lost most of his financial resources and capped it by getting into a bitter confrontation with his wife; his position became, for him at least, almost untenable.
"In near desperation he looked for some field where he could make a fast and near-certain profit, legal or not. Through channels which I frankly haven't traced yet he got into the fringes of the narcotics trade. I suspect he made his initial contacts through gambling associations; he admitted to me that he is an inveterate gambler. Gambling and narcotics have been shown to have close connections in many instances. With his remaining capital he began to i finance shipments from Mexico and within a few weeks he realized some sharp gains. However, the Mexican narcotics trade had been penetrated by the Chinese communists and i through that connection they were able to get to him. He I was approached with an inviting proposition which offered steady substantial profits at apparently very little risk: all he had to do was to appear as a jade collector, and
to phone in certain tips he would be given on heroin shipments. Even if the roof fell in on the whole thing, it would be almost impossible to prove anything against him-and that part was perfectly true.
"So Harvey began, but he made a serious mistake right at the beginning-he underestimated the intelhgence of Wang Fu-sen. He was instructed to buy certain jades, but his apparent, too-rapid choices from a magnificent stock aroused Mr. Wang's suspicions. In view of the pressure to which he had already been subjected, Mr. Wang put two and two together, reasoned it out, and discovered the secret of the boxes. The next time that Harvey called, Wang gave him a simple choice: stop immediately or the whole thing would be reported to us.
"Harvey told his contacts and they in turn promptly imported two Chicom enforcer types via fake passports and tourist visas to deal with the matter. They called on Wang and attempted to frighten him into silence and cooperation. He calmly refused-and then made a new will. Not too long after that he was killed." �,
"Which is where you came in." "
"Yes, sir, but despite the fact that the case had complications, a few things were apparent from the beginning and they led to the eventual solution. When I first saw the body of Mr. Wang, I could not help noticing the way in which it lay. The arms were at the sides and it was face up at a thirty-degree angle to the jade cabinets. It was manifestly impossible for anyone to be stabbed and then to faU into that position, so despite the fact that a stone knife, or something resembhng one, was deeply buried in the chest, I questioned it immediately as the cause of death.
"Also the deceased had been a slender, frail man and to drive such a weapon into him while he was standing would have been all but impossible: he would either have fallen backwards from the force before such penetration could be achieved or he would simply have collapsed in a heap. The only logical inference was that the knife had been driven in after the body was lying on the floor. That was quite possible, because the floor itself would have provided the necessary backing. There is a vast difference between a very sharp, slender stiletto, for example, and the stone weapon that was used and which, I know now, wasn't really a weapon at all."
"Wait a minute, I want to get some more coffee," Mc-Gowan said. Once more he went to the door and signaled. 160
"How did you get onto Harvey?" he asked when he came back.
"At first, pure luck, later on by a process of elimination. When I started in on this case I didn't know the first thing about jade, but it would have taken a blind man not to be impressed by the magnificent display in Wang Fu-sen's home. Despite the fact that I had the owner's dead body lying on the floor and demanding my attention, the jades were fascinating; I had never seen anything like them before.
"I picked up an immediate lead to Donald Washburn, whom I had just met that afternoon. I called on him promptly and discovered two things: that he had a very genuine interest in jades and a narcotics problem within his own family. I didn't really tie in the narcotics angle, however, until I discovered that our friends Lonigan and Duffy had been to see Miss Nagashima and apparently had given her a pretty hard time. That was plainer than a letter to Santa Claus and the possibility, even the likelihood, that the deceased had been a dope dealer was right there in front of me.
"As you know, I'm not overly impressed by character references, but I was subsequently interested in the fact that everyone whom I interviewed, without exception, gave him top marks for good character, and the people concerned were of a high level of responsibility-Aaron Finegold for example. Of course that left Miss Nagashima to be considered and you can believe that I considered her. Particularly when I discovered that she had failed to mention the houseboy to me over a period of several days. And there were some other indications.
"I admit that I was quite interested in Mr. Washburn at first, but it didn't fit. His own son was an addict imder treatment. Also he was working with the Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs and had their implied endorsement. Lastly, he had the laboratory facilities to make keto-bedmidone himself and in fact did, so importing it didn't add up to reality.
"Johnny Wu also displayed a considerable knowledge of jade and interested me until, somewhat by accident, I met Mr. Harvey. As soon as I had contact with him I knew that I had hit pay dirt"
"How?" McGowan asked.
"In the first place I delivered a valuable and very lovely jade to him, but he was remarkably disinterested in it. He
hardly looked at it before he put it aside. That seemed very strange. Next, after I had introduced myself as a poHce oflB-cer and specifically told him that I was working on the Wang murder, he pretended almost complete disinterest in the deceased and continued to patronize the hell out of me. That's about as far as you can get from rational behavior; most people are only too glad to clear themselves if they are anywhere near a homicide and aren't responsible for it"
"Granted. Anything else?"
"Yes. In view of the very casual way he had treated his new acquisition I made it a point to ask him if he had taken a long time in its selection. He answered me, *No, I never require time to make up my mind. That's one of the basic principles for success in the market' The hell it is; nobody has snap judgment that good. And who would look at more than a hundred magnificent jades and then pick one out as though it were nothing more than a candy bar?"
"So you had him pegged at that point."
"No, sir, not entirely, but I was interested enough to ask to see his jade collection. Any normal collector would be eager to display his acquisitions, but Harvey first wanted to know if it was necessary. When he finally did show me his supposed treasures, he had them in his oJB &ce, twelve of them, in a case where they were lined up like so many lead soldiers. I studied them for a Uttle while just to give him a chance to tell me about them, but he didn't have a word to say. As a jade collector he was a total miscast; he wouldn't have convinced a schoolchild. Later on I made it a point to look at several other private collections: the Finegolds', the Washbums', and Johnny Wu's. All of them were tastefully arranged and the owners were dehghted to display and talk about them. The question then was: why was Harvey buying jades when he so obviously was disinterested in them? Possibly for investment purposes, but that would be over a period of time and it was out of character for him to deal in fine art objects. When I learned about the drugs in the jade boxes, I didn't have to look any farther for an answer. But, danunit, I couldn't prove anything! I knew that he had knowledge of the murder, if murder it was, but I had no way to put the screws on him. Then, at last I found out about the two strong-arm types that were loose in town and the picture began to shape up."
"Is that why you set up a stakeout and threw a party with Bob Nakamura in the role of a jade buyer?"
"Yes, sir, of course. I remembered something Harvey had 162
told me. He said that he made his money taking advantage of the amateurism of many small investors who have no clear idea of the market or what they are doing. I thought that it might be profitable to reverse that principle and take advantage of his lack of understanding of homicide investigation. If I could get him to reveal himself, even to a minor degree, then he might construe that as meaning that it was all over and lower his defenses. It worked. I set him up for an apparently dead-safe breaking and entering which he might easOy have beaten in court if he had wanted to contest it. So right at that point I asked him a question that was calculated to trigger him into t hinkin g that it was all over. He fell for it and that was that."
Bob McGowan stretched his long legs and for a few seconds contemplated the toes of his well-shined shoes. Then he looked again at Tibbs. "So Harvey murdered Wang Fu-sen."
"No, sir, he didn't"
"Now wait a minute-I don't follow you." "I'll try to clarify it. The two hard cases we have in custody called on Wang Fu-sen and beat him up, trying to force him to remain quiet and cooperate. They throttled him, knocked him senseless, and left him lying on the floor. That's firm and established. He might have been dead at that time, but I seriously doubt it: the medical evidence will tell us one way or the other."
"I'll assume that he was stiU living."
"Good. Now Harvey may be ruthless, but he isn't stupid. The Chicoms take no chances and while he had played ball all the way, if Wang talked, he was in for it. So he didn't have to think very hard to figure out who would be the next to be silenced. Himself. He knew what was going to happen, so he went to the Wang house himself to find out the score. He was safe, he thought, he was presumably coming to buy jade. He found the door open, went in, and discovered Mr. Wang lying on the floor. He mistook him for dead. In that desperate moment he had the idea that he could get rid of the two Chinese by pinning it on them; by making it look Like a ritual killing or a tong murder. A lot of people still believe in those things, you know. He found one cabinet unlocked; Wang had been rearranging the contents. The stone knife, or what looked like a knife, was there. He took it and drove it into Wang's chest. In my opinion, that's when Wang was killed, but because Harvey thought that the man was already dead, it was technically accidental ho-
micide and not murder. The intent to kill wasn't there, or if it was, we can never prove it"
*'You told me it wasn't simple," the chief said.
"Someday, sir," Tibbs said, "I want to investigate a murder done in an English country house over the weekend with only six persons present and the outside roads impassable because of a sudden storm and flood. One where the victim is found in a locked room with an arrow through his heart and there isn't any question of multiple assault or lack of premeditation."
McGowan shook his head gravely. "I've heard of that case," he said. 'The butler did it."
Tibbs shrugged his shoulders. "Now you've spoiled all my fun."
"Not quite. Miss Nagashima was in to see me earlier today. You can do me a favor if you will-pick her up at four o'clock. ." he glanced at his watch". . fifteen min-tues from now at the parking lot across the street and drive her home. Then call it a day."
"I was going to see her anyway, sir. There's a little detail I want to discuss with her."
"Fine, you do that. Did Harvey talk?"
"I managed to persuade him that it would be in his best interests to be candid with us."
"One last question: where are the jade boxes with the dope in them?"
"Downstairs in narcotics."
"Good. Go get Miss Nagashima.'*
"Yes, sir."
Virgil cleared the top of his desk by putting things into a drawer that had served that purpose before, said goodnight to Bob Nakamura, and went out to collect his passenger. He used his own car to pick her up; she climbed in sUently and sat beside him. He remained quiet too until they had cleared the immediate downtown traffic, then he spoke to her. "Yumeko, you know what you did, don't you?"
She lowered her head. "Yes," she whispered.
"Why didn't you tell me?"
She fumbled with a miniature handkerchief, then swallowed hard. "I don't know," she answered.
"Chief McGowan almost asked me and if he had, I would have had to tell him."
"I know."
He guided the car aroimd a comer and slowed down for
the residential street. "If I hadn't studied that jade book, I might have been in trouble."
"Yes." She did not look up.
"All right, Yumeko, why did you put those four jades on the floor around Mr. Wang's head?"
When she looked up there were tears in her eyes. "You know," she answered. "You ask me if we have any funeral jades and I say no."
"But you're Japanese."
"Half," she corrected.
"If you want it that way. But why?"
She wiped her eyes. "I want to do him honor. I know we have no funeral jades to put on his tongue and in his ears, so I make honor for him that way."
"All right, but why didn't you tell me that?"
Again she lowered her head. "I don't know."
He left her alone after that until he pulled up in front of her house. "Here you are," he said.
She laid a hand on his arm. "Please to come in one minute," she asked. "I have reason."
He followed her up the steps and through the foyer after she had unlocked the door. "Chin Soo is gone," she explained.
"Permanently?"
"No, not yet."
She patted her hair into place and stole a glance in the hall mirror; then she led the way toward the rear of the house. From her purse she extracted the ring of keys that had been Mr. Wang's and opened the door to the jade room. It looked very much as it had before as soon as she turned the lights on; the serenity of the rare objects that it contained behed the violence that had happened there.
She fitted a cabinet key and slid back the glass panel. Then she took out the mutton fat vase with the intertwined branches and flowers that she had used when she had lectured to him about jade. She held it out. "This is for you," she said.
Virgil shook his head clearly and at once. "No, police officers cannot accept gifts. It's magnificent and thank you, but no."
Yumeko did not move. "I know this, so I ask McGowan sensei and he give special permission. You can ask him."
"Yumeko, thank you again, but I'm afraid that I can't."
"You accept picture of beautiful naked girl. Also valuable."
Because she was still holding it out he took the magnifi-
cent carving from her and held it in his hands for several seconds. Then he set it down carefully on the table beside him and moved a step away.
"A police oflBcer cannot accept a gift," he repeated.
She picked up the jade and moved until she was directly in front of him. "It is not a gift," she said. "It is bribe."
"Bribe! Do you know what that means?"
"Yes, I know. I also tell Mr. Chief McGowan that I bribe you."
"I don't get it," Tibbs said.
She lifted his hand and laid it against the jade. "This is bribe and you take it. I want you to become my boyfriend."
"But you don't have to bribe me to do that." StiU slightly upset, he spoke without thinking.
She smiled at him. "Good you say so!"
He looked at her-at her Japanese features and her dark Negro skin. Then he made the mistake of looking at her eyes and was held there. "You will do?" she asked.
"Put down the jade," he answered, "and we'll see.'*
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