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Аннотация
In �Death Comes To The Torpedo Factory�, World War II has been over for years and an old Torpedo Factory is now used to store government documents�� including classified records from the campaign against Nazi Germany. In 1971, a lowly clerk stumbles upon a file with explosive photographs that, if made public, could ruin a prominent local family. When the photographs disappear, the hunt for them attracts a motley assortment of characters�� including a former German intelligence agent and an old school gumshoe�� with deadly consequences.


Arno B. Zimmer
DEATH COMES TO THE TORPEDO FACTORY


PROLOGUE:
�Torpedo In The Water!�
[image: ]

THE U.S. NAVAL Torpedo Station, more commonly known in later years as the Torpedo Factory, was a monstrous complex of buildings spread along the Potomac River waterfront in what is known as the Old Town section of Alexandria, Virginia.
The factory opened in 1918 near the end of World War I and went into mothballs a few years later when peace was declared, thereafter serving as a munitions storage depot for several years. It re-opened as a factory at the start of World War II to manufacture the Mark-14 torpedoes as well as warheads, propellers and engines, at one time employing over 5000 people. It sat idle after the second big war to save humanity until it was appropriated by various government agencies to store Congressional documents, artifacts for the Smithsonian and war records�� mainly dossiers, films and photographs of the German war effort�� including transcripts of the famous Nuremburg trials.
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DURING THE 1940s, the United Nations War Crimes Commission in London assembled extensive lists of well-known Nazi war criminals that included Gestapo, SS and concentration camp commanders. Also listed were German industrialists and even factory owners who relied on forced labor, Jewish and otherwise, to profitably run their operations.
In the late 1960s, the Department of the Army received the Commission�s list of war criminals but kept the names secret under an agreement that would only allow declassification to begin in the late 1970s. In the interim, it was assumed that the classified documents stored at the Torpedo Factory and other government facilities were safe from exposure.
In 1969, the City of Alexandria acquired the Torpedo Factory property, which included seven acres of land, for $1.57M. It was a unique agreement with the General Services Administration whereby the federal government would continue to manage the facility with the ownership title to be officially transferred to the City in five years.
By the spring of 1971, a story was leaked to various newspapers that the contents of the Torpedo Factory were being shipped to a secret government warehouse in Maryland. After the story broke, the government scrambled to consolidate and box up all its remaining records, many of which were still classified and under seal�� or so it was supposed.
It happened during this transition period that a senior archivist, one Addison Bellows, had stumbled upon a file laying open on a shelf in the Torpedo Factory basement. Leafing feverishly through the contents, he was shocked to see that it contained explosive and still-classified information on a local family with whom the archivist�s own family had long-standing connections. One need only walk around town and see the dozen or so buildings with the Dumont & Bellows National Bank signs looming in stark blue letters. The fact that a classified file was exposed did, in fact, mortify the archivist but, in truth, he was more concerned about adverse publicity for the two families should the contents of the file be made public.
Bellows was certain that the file would never be permanently sealed and, in fact, directives had already been promulgated for opening most of the classified files to historians before the end of the decade. But that was still years away. In that moment, standing in the dank basement of the Torpedo Factory, Bellows� familial loyalty overrode his duties as an archivist and as a government employee.
Bellows looked at his watch. It was late in the afternoon and workers would start to stream out of the Torpedo Factory in a matter of minutes. It was unlikely that he could remove the file without the risk of being seen. Addison Bellows had always been a cautious, circumspect man. He decided that he would retrieve the file from the basement early the next morning before people started showing up for work. Then, he would secrete it in his office until he decided how to proceed.
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THAT EVENING, a member of the maintenance crew at the Torpedo Factory was retrieving cleaning supplies from the basement and saw a file on a shelf propped up between two containers of cleaning liquid. He was headed up to the second floor to clean the clerical area so he grabbed the file and put it on his cart. When he got upstairs, he laid it on the desk of the clerical supervisor and went about his work.
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BELLOWS SKIPPED BREAKFAST the next morning and hurried to the Torpedo Factory to execute his plan. No one was around as he descended the stairs to the basement and flipped on the lights. He stood in front of the shelf in disbelief. The two containers were gone and the file was missing. He searched frantically under and behind the shelf, hoping it had slid onto the floor. The archivist was now in a panic, certain that he had been watched the day before.
For over an hour, Bellows sat at his desk and fretted about the file. If he made vigorous inquiries, people would be suspicious and start asking questions. Then, there would be an official investigation and he would have to explain why he was in the basement. If he admitted to finding the file, why had he left it there overnight? He was certain that if questioned long enough, he would at some point be tripped up and exposed. Bellows was a smug, supercilious man when things were going his way but he was not adept in the world of intrigue and subterfuge. So, he sat and worried.
The telephone rang and startled Bellows. It was the supervisor of the clerical section almost nonchalantly explaining that a file had been left on his desk overnight and asking if it should be sent down to his office. When the supervisor described the folder and suggested that it had probably been left by the night cleaning crew, Bellows was euphoric but steadied himself to sound calm and officious in requesting that the file be brought to his office immediately.
The clerical supervisor came out of his office and yelled �Scatcherd.� Several heads popped up but only one person slowly rose and stood next to his desk. Leonard Scatcherd frowned. All eyes turned to him as he limped over to the supervisor�s office.
�Take this down to Mr. Bellows� on the first floor, Scatcherd,� he directed loudly while handing the file to the clerk. Before Scatcherd could object, the supervisor was back in his office. As Scatcherd walked away with the folder under his arm, someone in the sea of desks snickered viciously, �there goes gimpy.�
Bellows could not believe his good fortune. He had decided that he would remove portions of the file each day, starting with a few photographs that were particularly sensitive. Over a matter of days, he would take all of the contents home with him. No one would know any better and the file would be �lost in the move,� in the unlikely event that it was missed at all.
Bellows� optimism was premature as he waited for Leonard Scatcherd to deliver the file. By the end of the day, his life would be in turmoil once again and, as the old Navy warning goes, there would be a �torpedo in the water.�

CHAPTER ONE:
Leonard Scatcherd
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LEONARD SCATCHERD KNEW he would most likely be out of a job when the archives office was moved. Only a few of the senior clerks would be offered positions at the new site across the river in Maryland.
Scatcherd was a low-level clerk subservient to the needs and demands of trained archivists like Addison Bellows. Outside the Torpedo Factory, he was eager to elevate his status when speaking of his work to strangers, confident they would not be knowledgeable enough to see through his facade. After a few beers at a local bar, he would boast about his role examining the voluminous records of the Third Reich and the Nazi high command. In this respect, the lowly clerk was almost prescient even though his �sifting� was restricted to a single file which he was told to deliver to Addison Bellows.
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SCATCHERD HAD BEEN in the Army during World War II but had never made it onto any of the European or Pacific battlefields. A freak incident late in basic training, as the days before his imminent deployment rapidly dwindled, had kept him stateside until the armistice was signed and fresh troops were no longer needed. Most of the men in his unit scoffed at and derided the so-called accident, a fall from an upper bunk late at night that resulted in a severely shattered ankle, certainly more than Scatcherd had bargained for if the fall had been premeditated. In fact, he had been unofficially pegged by many in his unit as a malingerer long before the fall that ended his military service. Had he been back in England where his ancestors fought with valor all the way back to the Opium and Crimean wars and the Boxer Rebellion, in defense of the British Empire, he would have received the infamous �white feather� in an envelope, challenging his cowardice.
Scatcherd�s ankle never healed properly and for all the years since that shameful day he had hobbled around, dragging his �war injury� behind him, forever bitter and self-conscious, never revealing the truth to a living soul about what happened in the barracks that night. Sure, he had received his honorable discharge but he also understood that he had not earned a scintilla of honor, only scorn and contempt. Scatcherd was the very definition of banal, so ordinary that he wouldn�t be noticed at all except for his pronounced limp. He had always been a loner, a cypher, but now, through a stroke of luck, he would soon have the attention of powerful people.
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SCATCHERD WAS IN his habitually foul mood when the supervisor handed him the tattered brown accordion file. It offended him that he was relegated to mere errand boy status, a middle-aged clerk in a sea of young people who showed him no respect. He heard the snickering, and the snide murmurings and, without looking up, felt the humiliating stares of his co-workers as he shuffled out of the clerical area.
As he descended the stairwell and approached the bottom step, he put too much pressure on his weakened ankle and dropped the folder as he clutched the guard rail to brace himself. The string holding the over flap of the folder in place was already loose and some of the contents spilled out. When Scatcherd bent down to gather them up, he was staring at two photographs, one of a young German soldier standing with an attractive girl dressed in an evening gown. They were sipping champagne and appeared to be enjoying themselves at an elegant lawn party. Standing close together, they smiled contentedly and Scatcherd could see that the soldier�s hand had snaked around the young lady�s waist.
The other photograph showed what appeared to be this same woman holding a baby and towering over a dour, stone-faced man in a U.S. Army uniform. Scatcherd immediately recognized the American as then Lt. Augustus Dumont. The patriarch of a prominent local family, he was frequently pictured in the local Alexandria newspaper and had hardly changed in the 30 years since the war. Surely, this was the socialite wife, the formidable Helga Dumont, who Augustus brought home with him from Germany.
A sinister smile creased Scatcherd�s mouth as he crouched on the floor and studied both photographs. In the confident-looking German soldier, he saw a striking resemblance to Barrington Dumont, the son of Helga and Augustus. The younger Dumont was frequently in the news as a member of the state legislature. As he studied the photographs more closely, Scatcherd could even see glimpses of Helga Dumont, although the years had not been overly gentle with her.
Scatcherd heard footsteps on the stairs and, still kneeling, pushed documents back into the folder. He sensed someone hovering over him and heard the first few words of a soft, sympathetic female voice before he sharply interrupted her with �quite okay, thank you.� He never looked up until the lady had walked past him with sharp staccato steps and was out of view.
As he approached Bellows� office, Scatcherd�s mind was swimming with ideas about the photograph of Helga Dumont and the German officer. He had recently read an expos� on the family in the local paper describing how Lt. Dumont, stationed in Berlin during the occupation, had met her at a party, married her after a brief courtship and brought her back to America as his German bride. Yeah, a real American love story, he sneered.
He had remembered nothing about a baby born in Germany. If this was Helga in the photograph with the German, which now seemed irrefutable to Scatcherd, had Dumont known about her past and ignored it? If so, was that not scandalous or even a violation of military regulations? What if the soldier canoodling with her had been a Nazi officer? And the baby, wouldn�t that have to be Barrington Dumont who today looked so much like the German soldier? If Augustus was ignorant of Helga�s past and it were revealed to him now, how would he react? Of course, such a revelation would be devastating for such a prominent family.
Scatcherd laid the folder on the desk of Miss Viola Finch, secretary to Addison Bellows. As he turned to leave, he was stopped by the shrill, chirping sound of her voice. �Everything must be placed in the inbox, Mr. Scatcherd. Come now. You know that is Mr. Bellows� particular requirement.� Scatcherd turned, a snarl forming on his lip, hoping that Miss Finch would witness his contempt, but she was typing furiously and never looked up.
Scatcherd was now grinning malevolently but decided to say nothing. He had shown his anger in the past, had, in fact, been reprimanded by Bellows in a condescending tone a year earlier that had so grated on him that he had wanted to strike out. Bellows was a blueblood like the Dumonts and Scatcherd yearned to bring them all down a few pegs. Hell, he might have the means to bring their entire world crashing down and now was no time to let petty grudges stand in his way. Scatcherd was constantly reminding himself to control his vindictive impulses and now he had a worthy cause for doing so.
The clerk had read Nathaniel Hawthorne as a young man and there were frequent, aching moments, physical as well as psychological, when Leonard Scatcherd felt that he too was ignominiously marked with a scarlet letter. Now, in his perverse way, he saw the opportunity to remove that stain.
Back down in the stairwell, before he had proceeded to Bellows� office, he had scooped up all the documents from the floor and neatly arranged them in the accordion folder. All, that is, except for the two photographs. They were hidden in the pocket of his jacket.

CHAPTER TWO:
Scatcherd Conquers His Fears
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THE NEXT DAY, Scatcherd purchased a Polaroid Land camera and took two pictures of the old photographs after laying them side by side. When he had arrived home the previous night, he had studied the photographs with a magnifying glass and reassured himself that it was Helga Dumont in both of them and that the German looked just like young Barrington Dumont. Of course, the image of Augustus Dumont was indisputable. He looked on the back of the lawn party photograph for the first time and noted the initials �SF� and �HB� with the date 1943 in the corner. He would have to find Helga�s maiden name somewhere but that shouldn�t be difficult. As for the German officer, Scatcherd wasn�t one of those fervent war criminal advocates and couldn�t care less if the handsome young soldier had escaped Germany to South America. But if he was a Nazi or even just a Nazi sympathizer, a young lady on friendly terms with him during the war and now living down the road as the wife of the patriarch of an old Virginia family �� well, exposing the entire Dumont clan would be too tantalizing an opportunity to pass up. Scatcherd could not remember when he had felt such exhilaration.
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THE DUMONTS LIVED south of Old Town on the Potomac River in a capacious mansion on several acres that sloped down to the water. At the rear of the property were stables big enough to accommodate six high-bred Tennessee Walking Horses noted for their superior bloodlines. The Dumonts had extensive real estate holdings in the area and owned the majority stake in the Dumont & Bellows bank, having wrested their controlling interest from Addison Bellows� grandfather shortly after the Great Depression. While the Dumonts had made their fortune in tobacco, liquor and coal, few people knew it today and, instead, saw them not just as socialites but also as very generous and conspicuous philanthropists. No one could deny that they were one of the venerated first families of the area.
The Scatcherds had once had a refined pedigree of their own. Earlier generations had settled in Port Tobacco in southern Maryland over 200 years ago. There, they had prospered as planters and traders in the town�s heyday as a major shipping destination on the East Coast. Gradually, poor land management caused major silting which eventually clogged the harbor, making it almost impossible for ships to safely utilize the port, thereby cutting the town off from the Chesapeake Bay and the Atlantic Ocean. When the Baltimore & Potomac Railroad by-passed Port Tobacco entirely, the once thriving village was destined to become a ghost town. Like many other once-prosperous families, the Scatcherds were impoverished.
Leonard Scatcherd�s grandfather moved west to Virginia in an area just south of Alexandria but the family never recovered its former glory. Scatcherd heard the family history from his aged grandmother before she died and could never erase the image of that embittered woman from his memory.
Scatcherd frequently relived his family�s glory days and was aggrieved, as if prosperity and honor had been stolen from him. He knew that the Dumonts would protect themselves at all cost and, unlike his forebears, had the resources to do it. Their son was now a state senator contemplating a run for Congress and young Lucy, just graduated from Sophie Newcomb College in New Orleans, was the other fresh face of the Dumont dynasty. Yes, Scatcherd admitted that the Dumonts had a nice run for generations, seemingly without obstacles, but did they deserve it?
To accompany the Polaroid, Scatcherd wrote a short note in block letters on a piece of ordinary typewriter paper. It read: I SAW YOUR FILE AT THE TORPEDO FACTORY. He thought he was clever by implying that he did not necessarily possess any documents but had merely taken a picture of a few provocative photographs. He was not ready to make an overt threat, nor did he want to give rise to a charge of extortion if for some reason his scheme should go awry or he should lose his resolve. For now, he simply wanted to tease and torment the Dumont family. If he could aggravate Addison Bellows in the process, that would be a bonus.
It was late into the evening before Scatcherd, despite all his bravado in private, finally worked up the courage to put the note along with the Polaroid copy of the two photographs into an envelope. He decided to address it to Helga Dumont since she was in both photographs and was the public face of the Dumont family. Under the cover of darkness, he slid from his apartment and walked furtively to the nearest post office box, as if his budding conspiracy was suddenly common knowledge. After he deposited the envelope, he scurried home as fast as his bum leg would carry him.
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THE FOLLOWING MONDAY morning, Scatcherd walked into the Torpedo Factory and hung his coat on one of the hooks that lined the wall outside the clerical area. A disembodied head popped up from the middle of the room and Scatcherd heard a voice say, �Bellows wants to see you right away downstairs.�
Scatcherd descended the stairwell and stepped gingerly as he approached the bottom step. He looked down in anger as if the floor had leaped up and attacked him last week. He would not make the same mistake twice.
When Bellows greeted him with a soft, deferential voice instead of his usual condescension, Scatcherd was certain that something was astir. �That folder you left for me last Friday, Scatcherd. I understand that you had a bit of a tumble in the stairwell and the contents spilled out. I trust you weren�t injured.� Bellows stopped as if he were expecting some sort of acknowledgement for his solicitude, but Bellows hadn�t really asked a question so Scatcherd stared blankly ahead, refusing to aid the conversation but appreciating the reminder that Bellows probably had spies everywhere.
Nonplused, Bellows resumed. �Well, yes, my question is quite simple. Is it possible that you were negligent in gathering up the contents and one or more items were left on the floor? Nothing was turned into security. Or perhaps, they had fallen out earlier, say in the clerical area?� Bellows had already checked with the clerical supervisor who found nothing on his desk. To be safe, he would stay late and talk to the night cleaning crew.
Scatcherd continued to stare at Bellows who was now leaning back in his chair and playing with his hands in front of his chest, alternately rubbing them together and then making a steeple of them, all the time with a pensive look on his face. Scatcherd assumed that Bellows must know that the missing photographs had been in the folder. Was he concerned solely as an archivist or was his interest on behalf of the Dumonts as well? Was it possible that he was their toadie? Finally, Scatcherd said in his best emotion-free monotone, �I put everything back in the folder, sir. Perhaps, Miss Finch mishandled it when she delivered it to you.�
Bellows frowned deeply. Any aspersion directed at Viola Finch was an affront to his office. He was increasingly annoyed by the demeanor of the insolent clerk standing defiantly in front of him. �Let�s not be foolish, Scatcherd, and try to deflect responsibility. You were careless, and you are responsible for any missing documents that are not found. Is that clear? Now, I suggest that you go back and immediately conduct an assiduous search of your work area. My belief is that if you look hard enough, you will find what disappeared from the file. Any malfeasance on your part will be overlooked once the missing items are found, I can assure you.� Bellows stood up abruptly and waited for Scatcherd to react.
Scatcherd was starting to enjoy himself even as Bellows� officious manner grated on him. He manufactured a scowl and then asked, �And exactly what is it, sir, that I am looking for? If you describe it, there is a much better chance of my success, don�t you think?� Bellows understood immediately that he was boxed in and anger started to boil up and color his otherwise placid face as he detected a smirk forming on Scatcherd�s mouth. He slammed his hands palm down on his desk, startling Miss Finch who was standing just on the other side of his office door. Bellows was now leaning forward, half way across his desk when he whispered hoarsely, spittle forming in the corners of his mouth, �War photographs, Scatcherd. Now get the hell out of here and start looking for them.�
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AS SCATCHERD WALKED back to the clerical section, he felt certain that Bellows had someone search his desk over the weekend or early that morning. He had left a book in the top left corner of his desk on Friday. It was still there but was now facing in the opposite direction, making the clerk laugh out loud. The supervisor stood at his door and looked darkly at him. Bellows had probably called to complain as he was walking back. So, the game was on and moving a little faster than Scatcherd had anticipated. The confrontation with the senior archivist had been almost thrilling and Scatcherd had enjoyed watching him squirm before losing his temper. Bellows had made a veiled threat but softened it with a chance at expiation. Just make the missing photographs miraculously reappear and nothing else would be said. That certainly was an option, except that Bellows would likely exact revenge even if Scatcherd did return the photographs. So, why not play the game all the way through? He might even demand a job at the new archive facility across the river. Scatcherd was feeling heady as he pondered all his options.
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AFTER SCATCHERD LEFT Bellows� office, the archivist took a few minutes to regain his composure. He hit the intercom button and said, almost somberly, �Please come into my office, Miss Finch, and close the door behind you.�
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IT WAS THE evening of the dust up with Bellows and Leonard Scatcherd was certain that he had been followed�� not just that night but at lunch and even into the men�s room at the Torpedo Factory. As he hurried down North Union Street along the Potomac River, walking awkwardly over the uneven red bricks that formed the ancient sidewalk beneath his feet, he knew that if he went faster, he might land on his face. Had the sidewalk been smoothly-paved, Scatcherd�s pronounced limp would have given him away immediately to whomever might be in pursuit.
He turned sharply and looked back at the looming Torpedo Factory but saw nothing in the darkening shadows. �Am I getting paranoid?� he said to himself. He quickly entered his apartment building and, peeked out through the window next to the front door. The street was empty. �Calm down and keep your wits about you,� he said aloud, half-laughing but still trembling.

CHAPTER THREE:
Pudge McFadden�s Saloon
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TIMOTHY JAMES McFADDEN was a short, stocky 4th grader when he was first taunted with the name Pudgie by some ruffians in the upper grades. They were mistaken when they assumed he would not fight back. When a truce was called, the more dignified Pudge was settled upon and the nickname stuck.
Pudge grew up in a family of policemen and factory workers in an area of South Philadelphia near the Schuylkill River known as Devil�s Pocket. As Pudge was fond of saying, there were no �lace curtain Irish� in his neighborhood but honor prevailed and everyone looked out for the other guy.
While it was not unusual that generations of families never left Devil�s Pocket, Pudge was by nature a nomad and a self-educated young man with eclectic interests. He delved into the history of his neighborhood and another Irish enclave in West Philadelphia where some relatives had settled. Known as Corktown, it�s predominant population was immigrants from County Cork, hence its name. Pudge had developed a deep love for the poetry of William Butler Yeats and dreamed of being the �wandering Aengus� that the poet wrote of so elegantly. The more pedestrian side of Pudge indulged W.C. Fields, the Philadelphia-born comedian/philosopher�� and that�s how Pudge viewed him�� who he defended to whomever would listen, insisting that he was more than a drunken clown with a vaudevillian schtick.
Pudge�s peregrinations eventually brought him south to the Old Town section of Alexandria where he chanced upon a dive owned by an aging Irishman looking to cash out. Within a year, the run-down bar with the sawdust floor was transformed into Pudge McFadden�s Saloon.
Pudge loved to recite both Yeats� shorter poems and Fields� bon mots, as the occasion demanded. To one patron, he might narrate Yeats� �He Wishes For The Cloths Of Heaven� or �The Coat� while for another he might, with tongue in cheek, solemnly quote Fields saying, �I drink therefore I am.�
The centerpiece of Pudge�s saloon and the image that kept him grounded, was a picture of an early Irish shebeen hanging over the bar. The shebeen had always been a refuse for poor Irishman to partake of cheap whiskey and ale. It was usually a ramshackle structure such as a converted barn or a sod-covered hut. The shebeen was illegal in Ireland and was often a temporary shelter one step ahead of the tax collector.
Pudge was an egalitarian who welcomed the low brow �shot and beer� crowd as much as the bureaucrats who came in from the Torpedo Factory to sip wine. And while he was a compassionate man, he would not countenance rowdy behavior. He tolerated sots jumping on and off the wagon, barflies, even inveterate drunks who hit bottom and were struggling to bounce back. If you were genuinely down on your luck, Pudge had a soft spot for you. He felt sorry for those who looked down in their glass of beer and saw nothing but misery and could not resist lending them a sympathetic ear. And then there were a few determined ones like Nigel Longstaffe who came to Pudge McFadden�s with a singular purpose�� to drink and die.
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WOODY MEACHAM SAT on a bar stool at Pudge McFadden�s, leaning forward on his elbows. When he took a long draught from the frosted mug, he reflexively reached up with his right index finger to flick away the foam clinging to his drooping mustache.
He looked over to his left and saw a small, sallow-faced man with a shock of thick gray hair, perfectly quaffed, staring at him. The man tipped his wine glass to Woody and mumbled something unintelligible, most likely a foreign language, before looking down at the bar, as if suddenly deep in thought. Woody was in no mood for a dialogue with a stranger and was glad that their interaction seemed to be over.
Old Town Alexandria was starting to show signs of gentrification along its historic Potomac River waterfront, just a few miles downstream from the nation�s capital. Young professionals from all over the area still flocked to the bars and restaurants in the Georgetown section of Washington, DC but Woody felt comfortable where he was, sitting on a stool at Pudge McFadden�s. It reminded him of his hometown of Parlor City in Upstate New York.
Woody hunched forward on his stool and reminisced about those early years in Parlor City. As a child, he had been at least tangentially involved in two murder cases that rocked the town and, years later, right after his graduation from Thorndyke College, he had been mistakenly arrested for murder while vacationing at his family�s summer home in nearby Parlor Harbor. In all those instances, his stepfather was instrumental in solving the first two murder cases and exonerating Woody in the third. Billy Meacham, Jr. was still Police Chief in Parlor City and took it hard when Woody announced that he would not be coming home to follow in the family tradition. But after serving as an MP in Saigon, Woody had seen enough murder and destruction to last him a lifetime and so, when he received his military discharge, he decided to find a new path forward.
Woody made it a habit to read several newspapers as he tried to get a sense of the country�s mood and how it had changed, if at all, during his years in the Army. Locally, a bunch of flim-flam artists were preying on the elderly and a ring of heroin pushers had just been broken up. In other news, militant doves�� wasn�t that an oxymoron, he wondered?�� were demanding that President Nixon simply stop the war even while hundreds of POWs were being held in Hanoi. And the horror of the My Lai massacre was back in the news as Democrats in Congress warned Nixon not to pardon Lt. William Calley, Jr. who had been convicted and court martialed for his 1968 war crimes.
Woody dropped the newspaper onto the bar, discouraged and disgusted. He felt like it was a good time to be out of the fray, living in a small town where nobody knew him. He would lay low for a while before making any life-altering decisions. Old Town Alexandria seemed like the ideal place to figure things out.
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JOBS WERE HARD to come by for a 25-year old history major just back from Vietnam. Woody read where veteran unemployment exceeded 300,000 nationwide and so he felt fortunate to land a position as a stringer for the Alexandria Observer, a local rag with small town ambitions. Woody would get paid only when he was given an assignment but was free to bring his own stories to the attention of his editor, Bradley Bertram, who had forewarned him that he would only be paid if the paper, at its sole discretion, chose to print anything he wrote.
For now, Woody�s only assignment was to research and write a puff piece on State Senator Barrington Dumont who had just announced a run for Congress. Dumont had the easy, almost insouciant Kennedy-esque style plus the chiseled good looks and glib charm that made him a favorite with the press as well as a large chunk of female voters. The Dumont money, Bertram had told him, would no doubt propel the boy into big time politics with a congressional seat almost viewed as a lowly stepping stone. Dumont had his military bona fides covered, still serving in the Air Force reserves. The Alexandria Observer had already run photos of young Dumont sailing on the Potomac and standing next to a fighter jet as if ready to do battle. A seasoned and cynical observer would have noted that his neatly-pressed uniform had just come back from the cleaners. And if anyone had chosen to investigate, they would have learned that although Dumont had flown a few training missions, he had never left the United States. In any event, Bertram had decided that a favorable piece on the candidate was newsworthy and who was Woody Meacham to challenge his new boss?
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WOODY PUSHED HIS shagging locks away from his mug and took a big gulp. He had let his beer sit too long during his ruminations and it was losing its bite. He would head to the library first thing in the morning to learn all he could about Barrington Dumont but already he was brooding about writing a story on a privileged pretty boy. Little did he know that this seemingly innocuous �puff piece� would lead him into a murky past fraught with present day danger.

CHAPTER FOUR:
The Dumonts
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THE DUMONT�S GREEK revival mansion, situated just south of Old Town proper, was constructed sometime in the 1780s and had been home to generations of this venerable clan. During the Civil War, it had been used as a temporary hospital for convalescing Union soldiers even though the family�s sympathies, at least at that time, lay with the confederacy. It was now the home of Augustus and Helga Dumont and their two grown children�� Barrington and Lucy.
Augustus Dumont was now in his early sixties. He had always been withdrawn but was now becoming almost reclusive. He attended to business at the bank when required but preferred to be ensconced in his library at home, comfortable among the family heirlooms and antiquarian books that had been collected over the last two centuries. Someone observed that Augustus had never ventured outside of his beloved Commonwealth except for his stint in the military during the big war.
Helga Dumont was the public face of the family and relished her role. As a young lady, she wanted nothing more than the opportunity to shine among the socially elite. When this goal was eclipsed in her beloved Germany, she was quick to take advantage of the opportunity presented by the diminutive and reserved young lieutenant attached to the American occupying forces in Berlin. Augustus Dumont was easy prey for the likes of Helga Brunner. She was a gregarious young woman, large framed and buxom but not corpulent, and carried herself majestically, with an air of superiority that had been cultivated over the years. She had learned during her teenage years in Berlin that a domineering presence served her well and she applied it successfully in social settings.
For Augustus, his introduction to the German social butterfly was a reminder of his childhood with an over-protective, demanding mother; and yet, he was drawn to Helga nonetheless. It might be said that bringing Helga home to Virginia as his bride was his revenge against his mother and he did, indeed, take delight in seeing these two towering females, these blustery and domineering Amazonians, do subtle battle for years until the younger one wore down her worthy but older combatant.
Barrington Dumont was cut from the same cloth as his Mother. He was smooth-talking and opinionated but had a surprising talent for restraining himself at the right moment before blurting out whatever outrageous observation or idea was on the tip of his tongue. He had been appointed to a seat in the Virginia House of Delegates when his aging grandfather, Septimus Dumont, keeled over and died while walking through the General Assembly Building. A Dumont, or the family�s designee, had held this seat dating back to the days of the House of Burgesses in the 1600s. For all practical purposes, it was as much a �rotten borough� as were the seats held by lords in Victorian England and the Dumonts owned it. Duly re-elected and like his grandfather before him, Barrington was hardly diligent in his legislative duties.
After two terms, the indolent politician had neither introduced nor co-sponsored any bills, pronouncing that everything was perfectly fine in Virginia just the way it was. When the current Congressman announced his retirement, Helga Dumont was ready to pounce even before her son. She had grand plans for Barrington but hardly understood the political machinations that dominated politics at all levels. What she did know how to do, however, was to throw lavish parties at the Dumont estate which attracted all the most influential people in Northern Virginia.
When Barrington was ten-years old, his parents had a rare conjugal liaison which resulted in the birth of a daughter. Helga had seen and admired the stately-looking portrait of Lucretia, the tragic noblewoman of ancient Rome by the Venetian artist Lorenzo Lotto. She knew nothing of Lucretia�s history but felt a kinship with her nonetheless and Augustus acquiesced in choosing this name for their daughter. It was only a few years before Helga realized that Lucretia strongly resembled Augustus in both looks and temperament. Nick-named Lucy by her older brother, the alienation of mother and daughter grew through the years. By the time Lucy went off to college, their estrangement was complete.
Lucy Dumont was nothing like the prima donna portrayed in the media or in the imposing portrait of Lucretia. She was diffident�� not coy�� and sensitive�� not haughty and indifferent. Her Mother had pushed her forward into awkward social settings when all she wanted was to do was tend to her prized horses. In the evening, unless she was commandeered for one of her mother�s frequent parties, she would retreat to the library with her father where they would commune silently among the family antiquities with Rachmaninoff and Dvorak playing softly in the background. Lucy, slender and sylph-like, was not without her amorous aspirations. At the time of our story, she was infatuated with an equally shy groomsman who worked in the Dumont stables.
Through various charitable functions, Helga was intimate with the widowed aunt of Addison Bellows and it was because of this connection, along with the prominence of the Dumont & Bellows banking name, that the archivist from the Torpedo Factory would be added to the guest list for the numerous galas that were arranged to advance Barrington�s political career.
Bellows would have been given unfettered access to Helga Dumont if he told her about his secret efforts to re-acquire the family photographs that he was certain had been taken by Leonard Scatcherd. But the archivist demurred, reasoning that Helga would be impressed with how discreetly he had managed such a delicate issue and would, upon his success, reward him accordingly.
During his visits to the Dumont estate, it was inevitable that Bellows would meet Lucy. To say that he worshipped this demure beauty at first sight might be overblown but it would not be untrue to say that his attraction to her was instantaneous.
Thoughts of Lucy Dumont gradually colored every aspect of Bellows� life and he finally confessed to himself that he was absolutely smitten with the fresh-faced beauty with the angelic demeanor. Like the Dumonts, Bellows had a refined pedigree and he had learned to hold his feelings in check at a young age. And yet, he had felt his heart flutter in that first conversation with Lucy as he absorbed her mellifluous voice over canapes and champagne.
Subsequent visits to the Dumonts reinforced Bellows� initial infatuation and he found it increasingly difficult to inoculate himself against her innocent charms. It would be correct to say that Lucy Dumont, at least initially, was totally unaware that her polite repartee with the archivist might somehow be misconstrued by the incipient lover.
It was not long, however, until Lucy discerned, with considerable dismay, how Bellows sought her out repeatedly, even working his way feverishly through a crowded room to find a place near her side. Notwithstanding the fact that he sparked no physical attraction for her, she perceived that Addison Bellows was an appendage of her Mother and, on that account alone, would hardly gave him a second thought. Bellows, for his part, was usually a calculating and insightful young man but in thinking that the way to Lucy�s heart was through his subjugation to Helga Dumont, he had made a strategic blunder.

CHAPTER FIVE:
The Puff Piece
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WOODY MEACHAM SAT in the library in front of the microfiche reader, bedeviled by its buttons and levers. He put in a tape reel and it inexplicably spun out of control while making a loud hissing sound. Frustrated, he banged the side of the machine with his hand, attracting angry stares from other researchers.
Flummoxed by a contraption that looked like an antique television set with a hand crank attached to its side, he sought out the help of the librarian. After instructing him on its use, she hovered over Woody as he started to scan several newspapers back to 1945, hoping they might provide insight into the Dumont family, particularly the aspiring Congressional candidate. Who was this scion of a dynasty with untold riches? It was certainly a history worth exploring. And then he reminded himself that an in-depth piece on the Dumonts was not his assignment.
When Woody stopped to insert a new reel, he realized that the librarian was still standing behind him, staring at the screen. Finally, he was constrained to look over his shoulder and say, �I�m all set now. Thank you, ma�am.�
Bertram had told him about Augustus Dumont�s return to Virginia in 1946 after the war with a German bride in tow but had failed to mention that they brought with them a one-year old baby, or so the caption read below the picture that Woody was now staring at. Woody was surprised by this oversight but then reminded himself again that Bertram wanted a �puff piece� and not a history of the Dumont family.
Three hours later, Woody�s eyes started to blur, and his arm was aching from cranking the microfiche machine. He had taken notes from several recent newspaper articles with what he considered enough drivel on Barrington Dumont to keep Bertram and the facile readers of the Alexandria Observer happy. Woody knew that his composite biographical sketch would portray a privileged young man who had not gone into politics for personal gain or power but rather to humbly serve the people. If the press coverage which Woody had read was to be believed, young Barrington was a modern-day Cincinnatus, selflessly heeding a call to serve the people.
The library had a file containing the 1946 article and the accompanying picture of the Dumonts returning from Germany so Woody decided to make copies. He paid the librarian and then waited for the machine behind her desk to spit them out. She lingered over the documents with her back to Woody before turning around with a look of displeasure on her face.
Nobody can be this perfect, Woody said to himself, as he left the library. Bertram might not care but Woody had the urge to dig deeper into the background and character of this �wonder boy� born in Berlin, Germany. He was not hopeful but perhaps he could interest his editor in a more penetrating, follow-up piece on the Dumont family�s early history.
As soon as Woody was gone, the librarian was whispering into the telephone. The Dumonts had given generously to the library expansion campaign and Helga Dumont sat on the library�s board. She certainly deserved to know that some reporter who the librarian had never seen before was snooping around and making copies of old newspaper articles about the family.
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WOODY HAD OCCASIONALLY written for the Thorndyke Student Voice in college and had not forgotten the basic journalistic tenets of the 5Ws but this breezy piece on Barrington Dumont required no writing talent or discipline. He thought back to the article he had written supporting the war in Vietnam and was sure he couldn�t write such a full-throated endorsement again.
Back at the newspaper office, Woody sat at his desk and looked at the finished copy, certain that, like cotton candy, it was light, fluffy and sweet enough to please the editor. The photographer who free-lanced for the Observer had followed instructions as well, depicting the heir as a �man of action� whether at work or play. In one shot, he was smiling benignly and pointing to someone in a crowd on the steps of the Capitol in Richmond. In another, he was immaculately dressed with helmet in hand, stepping up into an Air Force jet but taking a moment to turn and smile into the distance. And finally, seemingly unaware of the photographer, he was boarding the family yacht on the Potomac River, tussled hair and tanned face complemented by the contemplative gaze that would be the envy of any Hollywood PR flack.
As to the essence of the man, little was known and nothing of any substance was revealed in the article, ensuring that nothing could be challenged or criticized. It was doubtful that most readers would get past the lead paragraph or the pictorial spread and that was probably just fine with the newspaper. As for Dumont�s political handlers, they would get their puff piece as well as some free publicity. Barrington Dumont was nothing like the diabolical �Manchurian Candidate� but Woody had already concluded that he was an easily manipulated cut-out just the same.
Woody looked up to see Bradley Bertram approaching. He handed the copy to the editor and waited silently for his reaction. �Just what we were looking for, young man. I shall clean it up a tad and we will run it tomorrow along with the photographs. I must say, though, that you were certainly overly diligent in your research, eh?�
Woody looked at Bertram with a puzzled expression but said nothing, certain that the editor would amplify his comment. �What I mean is, the library searches you made all the way back to the 1940s when the father was in Germany during the war. Quite unnecessary and you went to a deal of trouble for nothing. We don�t go in for that sort of thing here. If they want depth, our readers can get it from the downtown papers.�
The two men stared at each other until Woody decided to break the silence. �Do you have any more breezy assignments for me, Mr. Bertram?� The editor shook his head, feigning sadness, and said, �Not right now, young man. But I know where to find you if we do.�
As Bertram turned away, Woody knew that his nascent career as a stringer for the Alexandria Observer had abruptly come to an end.

CHAPTER SIX:
Temporary Shelter
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AFTER LEAVING THE offices of the Alexandria Observer, Woody ambled down King Street toward the water with no objective or destination in mind. He had his hands stuffed in the front pockets of his khakis and suddenly blurted out, �What in the name of Sam Hill am I doing down here?� He pulled the newspaper article and picture of the Dumonts out of his back pocket and threw them away.
Staying in the Washington, DC area right after his discharge from the Army hadn�t been based on any sort of intelligent assessment of opportunities that he might pursue. Even the job at the Observer came about by happenstance and certainly wouldn�t have sustained him for long as he ate through his savings.
It was the 1970s, but he felt that he was being treated like a carpetbagger who had snuck across the Mason-Dixon line into the Old South without permission. While researching an innocuous puff piece on a local pooh-bah, he found himself monitored by the librarian and then admonished by his editor as if he had done something unethical�� or at least improper. It all seemed so childish, so infantile but Woody knew that these people were deadly serious. It seemed absurd but Woody decided that he would be circumspect about where he went and what he said while he remained in town.
He talked to his parents almost weekly, never voicing his concerns or doubts about the future but they sensed things weren�t right and cautiously urged him to at least consider returning to Parlor City�� if only for a visit. He knew a job most likely awaited him there with the Police Department but then he would be working for the Police Chief�� the stepfather for whom he had the utmost respect. And for that reason and others, he was not ready to make such a move. With summer approaching, his Mother had suggested that he spend time at the family cottage in Parlor Harbor but that quaint village on the lake conjured up painful memories.
Woody looked up and found himself standing in front of Pudge McFadden�s saloon. The door was propped open and Pudge himself, whistling away, was sweeping the floor and pushing the detritus from the previous evening out the door.
�Hey, kid. Top of the morning to you,� Pudge said cheerily. Woody looked up and, in a rare unguarded moment with a stranger, said �I suppose it is somewhere.�
Pudge frowned and pointed into his saloon. �Hey, my back is acting up this morning and I could use a bit of help putting down these chairs and stools if you�re not busy. I�ve got a pot of coffee in the back and Irish stew simmering on the stove as your reward.� Pudge was now grinning and waved a pliant Woody inside.
Soon, the chairs and stools were in place and Woody sat facing the bar waiting for Pudge to return with the mugs of coffee. He gazed around the pub and noticed the picture of a dilapidated structure over the bar with a few shabbily-dressed men loitering about. Woody was trying to figure out the scene depicted in the picture when Pudge walked back in, motioned to the bar and said �shebeen�.
Woody looked perplexed and Pudge had his opening. �A shebeen, in the old country, was an unlicensed drinking establishment, kid. It could be an old cabin, a hut or, like you see on the wall there, a barn. Sometimes, there would be a still stationed in the corner with a coffin brought in to serve as a table. Now, there�s dark Irish humor for you, eh? Taxes got so high that poor people had to make their own whiskey and, of course, find a place to sell it illegally. It was powerful stuff, you can be sure. It was called poteen back in those days. Hell, a shebeen might be set up as a temporary shelter and then disappear a few days ahead of the tax man. It was one of our ancestors� ways of rebelling against the oppression of the crown.�
Woody was nodding his head and smiling as Pudge went on. �When things got tough during the famine years, a lot of our expert poteen distillers joined the exodus to America. Wouldn�t you know that they became talented moonshiners? Back then, my forefathers saw lots of signs on shop and store windows that read �Irish Need Not Apply� so who can blame them when they got busy making hooch.� Pudge slapped his knee and took a large gulp of coffee.
�So, was that your family�s place in the picture?� Woody asked hesitantly. �Lordy, no,� roared Pudge, slapping his knee again. �My ancestors were all law-abiding folk, or so I�ve been told. Settled outside Philadelphia in the years before the Civil War. A few became cops and made it into the suburbs but most just labored on in Irish conclaves near the Schuylkill River with names like Devil�s Pocket and Corktown. I had to get away so saved money like a demon and came down here ten years ago. I�d love to name my place McFadden�s Shebeen, but I don�t think the customers would understand so I settle for that picture instead.�
Pudge looked up and could see someone peering through the glass door. �Damn, there I go living in the past and the present is demanding my attention. Stick around if you�d like but I�ve got to get ready for the lunch crowd. If my cook doesn�t show up, I�ll be running back and forth between the bar and the kitchen doing double duty.�
Pudge had locked the front door after sweeping out and opened it now to let in the sickly-looking little man that Woody had noticed at the bar a few days before. The man walked to a stool in the corner of the bar near the front window and plopped down.
�That�s Nigel Longstaffe. A very strange bird originally from England who spends all afternoon here and hardly speaks a word. When he does, it�s usually Latin. He thinks that stool is reserved for him.� Pudge hurried behind the bar and poured out a glass of wine for the Englishman before disappearing into the back.
Woody was nursing his coffee and didn�t have the impetus to leave. He really had no place he needed to go and was starting to feel comfortable. In fact, it would be a welcome distraction to listen to Pudge McFadden for the rest of the day. He glanced at Longstaffe, but he was hunched forward staring into his drink.
Woody looked over to see Pudge emerge from the back with an apron tied around his waist and a scowl on his face. �My cook is not answering his telephone which means he�s drunk as a skunk and I�ve got to handle kitchen duties. How about you hang around, help at the bar? I�ll show you the routine and if anyone orders any of those sissy drinks, shout for me. Mostly, it�s a shot and a glass of beer for my lunch crowd. I�ll be paying you regular wages for this duty, lad, if you can help me out.�
Woody stood up and smiled. �Do you have an apron for me?�

CHAPTER SEVEN:
Bellows Gets Stung By The Queen Bee
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ADDISON BELLOWS WAS summoned by Helga Dumont the same day that Woody Meacham visited the library. Bellows was not the groveling sort but felt a certain degree of humility and even trepidation when a special request for his attendance was made by the family matriarch.
Tonight, there was no soiree or political gathering and Bellows could see that Helga Dumont was troubled as she marched toward him without saying a word, peremptorily waving him into the sitting room off the foyer. She thrust an envelope into his hand and barked, �You are an archivist whose job includes the protection of confidential and classified documents, is it not, Mr. Bellows? How do you explain this outrage?�
It had been only a few days since Bellows confrontation with Scatcherd at the Torpedo Factory and he had envisioned the moment when he would notify her of his success in retrieving the purloined photographs. Now, the archivist was mortified and astonished to learn that Scatcherd had acted precipitously and upset all his plans.
Bellows stared at the note and the photographs side by side and, for the first time, was struck by the likeness of Barrington Dumont to the German officer. He had been so focused on Helga and her husband that he had overlooked the obvious similarity. Bellows was not brilliant, but his mind worked quickly. He understood now how valuable, if not critical, his assistance could be to Helga Dumont.
Bellows fumbled for words and spoke almost in a whisper. �I discovered the theft a few days ago and had hoped to handle this matter discreetly without disturbing you, ma�am. I am certain that I have identified the culprit and pressure is already being exerted on him to return the originals of the two photographs.�
�Don�t be a fool. There could be multiple copies by now for all we know. The originals and every damn copy, it is vital that we obtain them, do you understand?�
�Entirely. Yes. The suspect�s work area has been thoroughly searched and I will confess to you that I broke into his apartment myself, searched it and found nothing. My belief is that he has hidden the photographs elsewhere or given them to a friend, perhaps even an accomplice. Now, I have the folder that contained the photographs, but I can�t be overly aggressive at work without raising suspicion. However, I can assure you that his every move is being scrutinized while he is inside the Torpedo Factory. He is bound to slip up sooner or later, Mrs. Dumont.�
The matron seemed to be placated by Bellows description of his efforts and modified her tone before saying, �You are correct to be watching this fiend closely at work, but it must be extended to wherever he goes and whomever he meets outside that ghastly factory. I am confident that you can handle the first assignment, but you best leave the remainder to me. Of course, I will need his name, Mr. Bellows.�
Addison Bellows had his pride and tried to resist the steely gaze of Helga Dumont. And then the image of Lucy Dumont imposed itself and the name Leonard Scatcherd spilled out involuntarily.
Before leaving the Dumonts, Bellows provided Scatcherd�s address and mentioned that the clerk would be easily recognizable due to his pronounced limp. When Helga walked him to the door, she asked nonchalantly, �What do you know of this young reporter from the Alexandria Observer poking around the library reading old newspapers about the time when Augustus and I came home from Germany? Is there any connection between this Scatcherd character and him?� Bellows shook his head no and started to speak but Helga anticipated his offer to help. �Don�t trouble yourself. I�ll check on him myself. You need to focus all your energy on getting the original photographs and any copies that this bastard made besides this damn Polaroid. If you didn�t find them in Scatcherd�s apartment, you had better hope that they are hidden somewhere inside the Torpedo Factory.�
As Addison Bellows walked to his car, his pride was wounded. He had been brow-beaten in an almost accusatory tone and had failed to defend himself. He had not been prepared for this side of Helga Dumont and would have to be on guard in the future.
He was certain that Helga Dumont had greater concerns than a picture of her in a youthful dalliance with a German officer. He wondered if Scatcherd was able to look beyond the surface and see the real story of Helga Dumont�s perfidy.

CHAPTER EIGHT:
Scatcherd Feels The Heat
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AFTER HIS HUMILIATING session with Helga Dumont, Addison Bellows was determined to make life miserable for Leonard Scatcherd. He had taken umbrage at the treatment he had received from the lady and was resolved to vent his spleen on the cause of his rift with the woman who held the key to his future bliss.
At the same time, he could not dismiss the thought that he, too, might have established some leverage over this domineering woman. It was one thing for a young, impressionable girl to flirt with a German officer at a lawn party during the war but quite a different thing if there had been an amorous assignation, the result of which was covered up with the complicity of her future husband. On that score, it wasn�t difficult for Bellows to believe that a meek, retiring sort like Augustus Dumont could have been manipulated by his future spouse.
Was it possible to be cuckholded before you got married, Bellows speculated with a mischievous grin forming on his normally placid face? The Dumonts might be able to survive the embarrassment of a 30-year old photograph but any revelation concerning Barrington Dumont�s parentage would be devastating. One might even say that Lucy Dumont would then be �damaged goods,� to put it crudely, making her more receptive to the blandishments of the archivist.
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THE NEXT MORNING, Bellows cajoled a rookie member of the security team to station himself outside Scatcherd�s work area, conspicuous not just to the impertinent clerk but to his co-workers as well. Word had already spread that there had been a dust up between Scatcherd and Bellows and the archivist wanted to flush out anyone conspiring with Scatcherd who might get cold feet. And while there certainly wasn�t any good will among the clerical staff for an elitist like Bellows, no bonhomie existed for Scatcherd.
When Scatcherd arrived at the Torpedo Factory, he walked by the security guard and tried to make eye contact but to no avail. He knew that pressure would be exerted by Belllows, and possibly others, but the sight of the security guard caused swirling pains in his stomach. It had been a few days since he had sent the note with the photographs to the Dumonts and he was certain that this surveillance was just the next step in the effort to intimidate him.
After the initial euphoria of his half-formed plot wore off, Scatcherd was wavering, no longer relishing the prospect of tormenting the Dumonts without some ally to bolster him. It had been a delicious thought at the start but now was the time to follow-up on his veiled threat and he started to doubt his fortitude. The easy path would be to simply return the photographs to Bellows, make up some lame excuse as to how they had been misplaced and apologize�� except that Scatcherd was not at the point of succumbing quite yet.
Leonard Scatcherd had never been ambitious about accumulating wealth so shaking down the Dumonts for money had never been an attractive option, especially since it smacked of extortion. He had convinced himself that he was operating on a higher moral plane.
He had read the fawning piece on Barrington Dumont in the Alexandria Observer at breakfast that morning and it made him so nauseous that he threw the newspaper in the garbage. It was a reminder that the Dumonts did deserve to be brought down not just a peg but several pegs. It suddenly dawned on Scatcherd that maybe the writer of that article might like to break a real story that would make headlines not just locally but all over the country.
Scatcherd walked around his work area looking at the desks of other clerks until he spotted a copy of the Observer. He saw the teaser picture on the front page of Barrington Dumont boarding the family yacht, with directions to the article on page 3. When he turned the page, he found the byline for Woodrow Meacham.
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ADDISON BELLOWS WAS unusually moody, and Viola Finch picked up on it immediately. She had been the devoted assistant to Bellows for almost three years and with her antenna finely-tuned to anticipate the needs of her boss, she was remarkably successful in meeting them. Finch had always considered Leonard Scatcherd an inconvenience, an annoyance, but since Bellows had recently taken her into his confidence, she now despised the clerk for upsetting the archivist�s equilibrium.
Viola Finch looked very much like her avian namesake. She was small and plump in stature, with a tiny, pinched mouth and a conical beak of a nose. She dressed immaculately in colorful plumage and perched on her chair just outside Bellows� office waiting for the master to beckon her. If anyone could have adapted to caged living with a loving mate, it would have been Viola Finch.
Viola hopped lightly as she brought Bellows his cup of Twining�s English Tea with just a smidgen of cream and one sugar. Bellows mumbled thank you without looking up and Miss Finch immediately forgave his thoughtlessness and retreated without saying a word. He looked haggard and she blamed it all on that parasitic character from the clerical section. Viola Finch was a patient young woman and felt certain that at some point Addison Bellows would appreciate how intensely loyal she was to him.

CHAPTER NINE:
Berlin � After The War
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AFTER HER MEETING with Addison Bellows, Helga concluded that while he could be a useful tool, he could not be counted on if the situation with this Scatcherd character required desperate measures. Bellows was smart and clever, even loyal to a degree, but he would play it safe and never get his hands dirty.
Even more impotent than the archivist was her husband but Helga was reluctant to go to him now as the mere mention of the photographs would surely dredge up painful memories. And if he demanded to see the photographs? Well, that had to be avoided for as long as possible. Augustus needed to be on guard should anyone confront him with meddling questions about their past in Berlin but Helga did not believe that point had arrived.
Augustus Dumont had pretty much retreated from society in the last year, performing only those perfunctory business and social duties that demanded his attention. Among his family, only Lucy noticed that he was receding into a shell-like existence and made it a point to take frequent walks with him around the estate. She would also sit with him in his library where they would sip tea and quietly read, seated in their high back Queen Anne chairs positioned so that they could glance up at each other.
In truth, his years in Berlin serving in the Office of the Military Governor had never been forgotten by Augustus Dumont. He had arrived in Berlin in the Summer of 1945 with the contingent of British and American troops who formed the quadripartite coalition, along with France and Russia, that would share in the management of the defeated and decimated German nation.
Berlin was a blighted city at the time and the euphemistically named �temporary economy� was in reality a black market that thrived with the complicity of many Germans and even the venality of some soldiers from all four countries. One of the epicenters of this illicit economy was the Tiergarten, a large park near the skeletal remains of what was once the Reichstag and the Brandenburg Tor.
Everything from chocolates and cigarettes to watches and cameras could be purchased at the Tiergarten and then sold on the black market at enormous profits. It was reported that some American soldiers were sending home much more money each month than they were paid to serve their country.
Some Germans, not all of them Nazi collaborators or even sympathizers, were flush with cash and lived quite well during the occupation. Some neighbors suggested that Helga�s father, who ran a small factory near the park, was quite active in the black market but nothing was ever proved. It was during this period that the teenage Helga learned from her father to seize whatever you could in life before others grabbed it first.
In addition to the black market, the U.S. Army had to contend with the problem of fraternization. Gen. Eisenhower had issued an edict prohibiting liaisons with German women, but enforcement became increasingly lax and eventually the regulation was ignored altogether. During this period, the rate of venereal disease skyrocketed and caused serious morale problems for officers. After a hero�s welcome just months earlier, the suffering German people started to view the Americans as just as despicable as their Russian counterparts.
Lt. Dumont saw all of this corruption and degradation in his position on the military governor�s staff. He was initially skeptical of rumors that some senior officers were, at the very least, compliant with black market trafficking. Then, he came into the possession of hard evidence that such accusations were more than speculation.
Dumont was a highly moral and religious man who, if he had displayed any lapse in judgment, it was with Helga Brunner. When they had been introduced, he had been charmed by her vivacity and self-confidence, two qualities he certainly lacked. She seemed almost blas� when he described his family back in Virginia, as if their wealth and social standing were of no consequence to her. It would be much later that he concluded that her indifference had been a very effective ruse.
Then, there had been what he came to believe was a moment of moral laxness for which he considered himself solely responsible, but which was in reality a well-planned seduction on Helga�s part that had led a few months later to a secret marriage. The fact that their son had been born �premature� was a convenient explanation that Augustus wondered about but did not challenge. He had done the honorable thing.
When inspectors from the war office descended on Berlin to investigate American soldier involvement in black market activities, they had a reliable informant in Augustus Dumont who was eager to expiate his own sins. He fed information to the inspectors which led to congressional investigations and the removal of several senior staff. As his reward, his cooperation was never revealed and his secret marriage to Helga and the birth of their child, fraternization taken to the extreme some would say, were overlooked. When August Dumont returned home to Virginia, he resumed his role in the Dumont family orbit but his quid pro quo deal with Army investigators left a bitter taste that never washed away. It was a Faustian bargain that he would be burdened with the rest of his life.
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ALWAYS GARRULOUS AND engaging in society, Helga was a stern taskmaster when alone with her diminutive husband. She did go to him in the library but held back any mention of the photographs. Instead, she announced that she would be going up to New York to do some shopping.
When Augustus asked in his most deferential tone if she would be taking Lucy with her, she snapped at him with an imperious �no�. In one sense, he was relieved that he would not be deprived of his beloved daughter. Barrington rarely came to him and it was always a stiff and formal conversation when he did so. When Helga went to New York alone, Augustus was certain that she had other pursuits than shopping. He was not na�ve and saw into things for which he rarely got credit because of his laconic nature. It had been his habit for years to let uncomfortable situations go unchallenged and today was no exception.

CHAPTER TEN:
Saloon Wisdom
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PUDGE MCFADDEN�S COOK never came back to work, and Woody fell into his role as the Irishman�s factotum as if it had been planned all along. It occurred to Woody that Pudge might think that he was Irish and that it was the reason he befriended him. He didn�t think it would matter that he was born Woodrow Braun and that Meacham was his stepfather�s name so he decided to let it go.
After a few days, Woody felt comfortable behind the bar and even received a grudging acknowledgement from Nigel Longstaffe as the little man, like clockwork, shuffled into Pudge�s before noon and settled onto his stool in the corner of the bar.
�I can�t make out what he says, Pudge,� Woody said with some exasperation in referring to Longstaffe�s mumbled greeting the day before. Woody was pulling down chairs and stools as Pudge swept the floor in advance of opening.
Pudge laughed. �He probably said �heus�. It just means hi in Latin, my boy. It�s about as pleasant a comment as you can expect. He rarely says anything in English so don�t be offended. It�s not directed at you but at the world in general.� And with a broad swing of his broom, Pudge made a sweeping arc to emphasize his point.
�Listen, Pudge hears a great deal of amateur philosophy in here and you probably will too if you stick around long enough,� he said, speaking of himself in the third person. �Also, be prepared when people tell you stuff, intimate details of their life, that they don�t even mention to their families or their best friends. It�s a kind of therapy zone for many of them and the best thing you can do is listen, nod your head and say absolutely nothing.
�There was hardly anyone in here one day about six months ago and out of the blue old Longstaffe starts talking like we�re old friends. Tells me he came to America from England in the 50s when he was offered a job teaching Latin. Said he got his degree from one of those highfalutin schools, either Oxford or Cambridge. Told me his great-grandfather served in the House of Commons and hobnobbed with all manner of dukes and earls and was even close to the Prime Minister. Then, he just clammed up and mumbled something in Latin. In vino veritas was the first thing he said which I remember, kid. I wrote it down and looked it up. Means in wine there is truth. Not sure that holds true all the time but Longstaffe does have a point.
�Anyway, what I�m about to tell you was related to me by an Irish chap originally from Tipperary who lives downtown and gets lonely for anything that reminds him of the Golden Vale. So, he stops in on occasion to stare at my picture of the shebeen, get a glimpse of The Auld Sod, as some old-timers like to say. As you might expect, after a few pints of Guinness, he gets all weepy and I have to send him home. Well, he heard the story from an old hand at one of those pricey private schools where Longstaffe taught Latin for many years. I forget which one; it�s where the hoity toity send their kids so they don�t get contaminated by the hoi polloi. Apparently, some student accused Longstaffe of an indecent approach�� you get the idea�� and he was fired the same day without any sort of investigation. Turned out, the kid made up the charge after Longstaffe gave him a failing grade and he wanted to get even. �When he finally confessed, Longstaffe was exonerated, but it was too late. The parents complained that Longstaffe was such a demanding teacher that the poor kid was driven to strike back. Turned the kid into the victim if you can believe it.
�The school didn�t want a scandal so it gave Longstaffe some money to quietly go away. He took it and moved across the river here to Old Town. Lives in an apartment nearby and he sits there every afternoon,� Pudge concluded disconsolately, nodding toward the corner stool.
�I�m no doctor, Pudge, but he looks like he�s at death�s door,� said Woody. �That�s just it, lad. He is drinking himself into oblivion as fast as he can. That�s the plan. Some of these poor chaps crawl into the bottom of the bottle and never come up. There�s nobody that can reach�em�� including me. I�ve seen it more than I like to think and it�s a sad sight to witness, indeed it is,� Pudge said. �And where is oblivion for drunks?� Woody asked. �Hell if I know. It�s a dark, forlorn place, full of misery where there�s no redemption, I�m sure of that. I guess it is like hell,� the Irishman concluded with a shrug, his voice ripe with pity as he swept the last of the debris out the door with a flick of his broom.
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LONGSTAFFE SHOWED UP on schedule right before noon and gingerly climbed up on his stool in the corner. Without hesitation, Woody brought him a glass of wine and said �good morning� before turning away, not expecting a response.
Longstaffe cleared his throat which made Woody turn his head to see him tip his glass in salute before slowly taking a sip. Woody turned back and watched as Longstaffe smiled darkly and whisper, �mors mihi lucrum�. Woody nodded slightly and walked to the other end of the bar, certain it was Latin but not comfortable asking what it meant. If he had, he would have heard Longstaffe say �death to me is reward.�
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IT WAS LUNCH hour when Leonard Scatcherd limped into the offices of the Alexandria Observer and asked to speak to Woodrow Meacham. He was loud enough for Bradley Bertram to hear him as he stood at his office door while putting on his coat.
Bertram confronted Scatcherd at the front door and said �He is no longer associated with this newspaper, sir. I am the editor. What, may I ask, is your interest in him?�
Scatcherd surveyed the editor from head to toe and, having absorbed his contempt, decided to return it in kind. �Since he no longer works here, sir, I would suppose that my business with Mr. Meacham is none of your damn business. Sir!�
Bertram was stunned by Scatcherd�s insolence but said nothing. He walked back into his office, slammed the door and picked up the telephone. Scatcherd stood by the front door and chuckled at the thought that he might have his second confrontation with a security guard and the day was still young. It had been an unnerving morning for him at the Torpedo Factory but somehow he had regained his bravado.
After a few minutes, Bertram came out, snorted and pushed past Scatcherd who was partially blocking the exit. Scatcherd looked around the office, suddenly in the mood to challenge anyone else who might have the effrontery to treat him with contumely. He caught the eye of a plain-looking girl who had paused in her typing to enjoy the episode with Bertram. She took off her thick glasses and smiled sympathetically at Scatcherd. �I heard that Meacham works at that bar down by the water. You know, the one run by the Irishman,� she said. �He�s the cute one. Looks like Nick Nolte with long dirty blonde hair and matching mustache,� she added, still smiling shamelessly.
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SHORTLY AFTER WORK, Leonard Scatcherd walked into Pudge McFadden�s. The evening bartender had just arrived and Woody had finished cleaning up the bar.
It was �happy hour� at Pudge�s and an eclectic mix of dockworkers, townies and young professionals flowed in to take advantage of the two-hour window for $1.75 shots with a beer chaser.
Woody was standing near the kitchen door with his apron in one hand, leaning against the bar. He watched as Scatcherd hobbled toward him with one arm stretched out and pointing, as if to say, �hold on there, we need to talk.�
�Are you Meacham?� Leonard Scatcherd demanded, moving in very close. Woody stepped back and let out an amused laugh. �I am. What is it you want?�
�I read that damn article you wrote for the Alexandria Observer, making out that Dumont kid to be some sort of reincarnation of JFK. Pretty pathetic.� Scatcherd stopped and stared at Woody as if he expected him to apologize.
Woody was offended but looked at the pathetic figure standing in front of him and felt sorry for Scatcherd. �Yeah, it was meant to be a puff piece. Airy with no substance but you should know that if you�re a reader. In any event, I no longer work there so perhaps you should take your complaint up with them.�
�I was there earlier today and they practically threw me out,� said Scatcherd, somewhat mollified by Woody�s diplomacy and taking considerable liberty in describing what had occurred at the newspaper offices. �But listen,� he went on, �I�ve got information on the Dumonts that will blow the top off this town and bury that pompous egotist�s chances of getting elected. In fact, you might say it will destroy the family.�
�Listen, I don�t think you understand. I just told you I have no connection to the Observer any longer. Plus, to be totally honest with you, I�m not even a journalist. Sorry, I�m just not your man.� Woody was now in earnest. He had felt pity while watching Scatcherd drag himself across the floor but now the clerk was becoming obnoxious.
Scatcherd wasn�t prepared to give up. He turned meek and almost pleaded. �You could take it to one of those papers downtown. They would eat it up. The Dumonts have a lackey over at the Torpedo Factory by the name of Bellows. He�s out to get me.� The clerk�s mood swings were so dramatic and his self-confidence so tenuous that all the courage he had shown in confronting Bradley Bertram had dissipated. He was now desperate and sniveling like a child.
Woody just shook his head sympathetically and Scatcherd, looking helpless, turned back toward the door. After he had retreated a few steps, Woody called out and said �Hey, what�s your name? If I hear of anyone who might be interested, I could have them contact you.� Noise was picking up at the bar and if Scatcherd had heard Woody�s consolatory words, he ignored them as he trudged out of Pudge McFadden�s.
As Woody watched Scatcherd leave, he didn�t notice the two middle-aged men in dark suits standing at the bar.

CHAPTER ELEVEN:
Seeking Solace
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AFTER THE INCIDENT with Scatcherd, Woody walked back to his apartment on North St. Asaph Street, restless and moody, thinking about the accusation that had been leveled at him. Okay, he wasn�t a muckraking journalist. Hell, he wasn�t even a writer but that is not what distressed him. This pathetic character had challenged him and made him almost despise himself. He knew that he was drifting aimlessly, and he had to do something about it soon but to be confronted with his desultory existence by such a sorry-looking character was painful to face.
Woody looked at his bike on the back porch and decided to ride downtown, roughly 8 miles along the mostly-paved path past the airport and Arlington National Cemetery, at which point he could cross the Potomac River Bridge that would put him close to his destination�� the Lincoln Memorial. Honest Abe was often a brooding and troubled man, even dispirited at times. Woody had sought out this revered site before to commune with the great one. He had pedaled furiously for thirty minutes and was breathing heavily as he gazed up at the iconic statue of the man with the grizzled visage, this paradigm of greatness who had carried the weight of the nation on his shoulders. In that moment, Woody found solace.
After a short rest, Woody felt invigorated and decided to bike over to Georgetown, the trendiest area of Washington, DC. He rode uneasily over the rough pavement on M Street, the glare of the setting sun making him squint into the western sky as he maneuvered cautiously between and around cars. He decided that he could handle one beer before pedaling home so he stopped in front of Clyde�s, a popular pub with locals as well as students from two nearby universities�� Georgetown and George Washington.
He locked his bike to a lamppost and walked into the midst of a raucous throng, three-deep at the bar and almost all of them jostling for position so as to get the bartender�s eye. At the moment, the quaintness of Old Town seemed a million miles away.
Woody finally saw an opening at the bar and squeezed in to order a Heineken. He leaned both elbows on the bar and cradled his beer with both hands. Two girls were huddled next to him, laughing and attempting to talk above the din. He could not see their faces but drank in the intoxicating aroma of either shampoo or perfume. Whatever it was, he was sure that they could use more of it to freshen up the atmosphere at Pudge McFadden�s.
Woody had made his weekly call home the night before and his stepfather had mentioned that there was a course he could take in New York City run by a retired cop that prepared young recruits for the police exam. Woody did not feel pressured but did volunteer that he would think about it. Right now, that prospect was looking more enticing than it had only a few weeks ago
Woody didn�t intend to eavesdrop but was certain that he heard the words �Parlor Harbor� spoken by one of the girls and his attention was immediately riveted. He pivoted slightly toward them and leaned forward on his left shoulder when the girl closest to him suddenly jerked her head back. When she did, Woody was staring at Nellie Birdsong.
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IT HAD BEEN four years since Woody had seen Nellie. Both of their families had summer cottages in Parlor Harbor but to say that their acquaintance was during a tumultuous time in both of their lives would be a profound understatement.
Woody had gone to college with Nellie�s cousin, Ralph Birdsong, and at one time they had been close friends before a falling out. When Ralph came to Parlor Harbor to visit her after their graduation from Thorndyke College, Woody was spending the Summer there, contemplating his future and an impending draft notice. After Ralph was killed by drug dealers, Woody was charged with his murder and was practically railroaded by a corrupt District Attorney and a compliant sheriff. Surreptitiously, Nellie had provided information that had exonerated Woody but had, when it eventually came out, caused a strain between the Meacham and Birdsong families. Shortly thereafter, Woody joined the Army to beat the draft and Nellie returned to college.
Before Ralph Birdsong�s murder and his bogus arrest, there had been a spark of romance between Woody and Nellie. He remembered the moment vividly. It was 1967 and they were outside Pappy�s waterfront restaurant in Parlor Harbor. Woody�s childhood friend, Jerry Kosinsky, was visiting at the time and had likened her to Joni Mitchell while Woody insisted she was the twin sister of Jackie DeShannon. As he stared at her four years later, her long blonde hair was now cut short in a bob and slightly curled in just below her ears, exposing a sleek, alabaster neck. If possible, she was more beautiful than ever.
As Woody stared with a smile frozen on his face, Nellie looked at this guy with a mop of dirty blonde hair and droopy mustache with a puzzled look, which said �Am I supposed to know you?�
Nellie�s friend was closest to him and now turned her head to look at Woody. Both girls were staring at him as if he had interrupted their conversation as a prelude to a lame pick-up line. Woody�s smile faded, and he forced out �Woody Meacham, Parlor Harbor?� as more of a question than an explanation.
Nellie stood frozen for a few seconds and then her jaw dropped as she brought her hands up to her face in mock horror. She had not pined for Woody Meacham all those years, but it would be untrue to say that she had not thought of him from time to time with tender feelings. She had heard through her family that he had gone into the Army but didn�t want to entertain the possibility that he had ended up in Vietnam and come home in a body bag.
Nellie�s friend slid behind her and let her wedge in next to Woody at the bar. They were almost forced to glance into each other�s eyes. It was a tantalizing moment to be suddenly so intimate as they struggled to talk over the cacophonous crowd. Woody explained that he had recently been discharged from the Army. She heard little else but kept nodding and smiling. Then, she turned and introduced her roommate, Liz Cuttwater. Woody learned that they shared an apartment in Georgetown and worked downtown but was able to pick up little else through the clamor. Mostly, they stared at each other and laughed nervously.
Woody looked out to the street through the bar window and saw that it was getting dark. He had forgotten his therapeutic visit with Honest Abe and cursed his bicycle. He almost yelled into Nellie�s ear that he had his bike out front and had to start for home. When he said he hoped to see her again, Nellie winced, and Woody concluded that he had misinterpreted what he thought were encouraging signals. Crestfallen, he turned to leave but Nellie grabbed his arm while she looked back and whispered something to her friend. When she turned back, she was smiling as she handed Woody a scrap of paper. It was still very loud, but Woody distinctly heard her say �Don�t lose it�.
�Not much of a pick-up artist, is he?� Liz mused after Woody walked away. �No, he isn�t. Just like I remember him,� Nellie said, a smile suffusing her face.
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BEFORE HE KNEW it, Woody was back in Old Town, walking his bike the last few blocks from the path to his apartment as the dusky night turned dark. Before leaving Georgetown, he looked at the scrap of paper to confirm that it had Nellie�s telephone number written on it. When he got off his bike, he looked at it again to make sure it was real. He remembered the line �on gossamer wings� from some poem by Whitman, or so he thought, and was pretty sure it meant floating blissfully on air. If so, he felt it in his heart�s core at that moment. Woody wasn�t a Romanticist and didn�t aspire to be one, but he did believe in fate. Any thought of leaving Old Town and returning to Parlor City any time soon had suddenly evaporated into thin air.
Woody was beaming with the sweet image of Nellie Birdsong dancing in front of his eyes as he opened the apartment door and flipped on the light switch. He dropped his keys and went slack-jawed by the sight in front of him. It looked like a cyclone had hit his apartment and destroyed everything.

CHAPTER TWELVE:
The Pace Quickens
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WOODY STUMBLED AROUND his sparsely-furnished apartment with mixed feelings of anger and bewilderment. His couch was tipped over and the bottom cut open. In the bedroom, the mattress had been shredded and was laying in a lump next to the frame. He had one dresser and the drawers had been pulled out with clothes strewn around the floor.
To top it off, the phone mounted on the wall had been yanked off and smashed. Even the cord had been cut so Woody couldn�t call the police�� or Nellie Birdsong! He left the lights burning, locked up and headed to Pudge McFadden�s.
Woody saw Pudge holding court at the far end of the bar, surrounded by four people roaring with laughter at some story the Irishman was telling. Caught in the moment, it even made Woody smile.
When Pudge heard Woody�s story, he made a call and announced, �Someone will be here shortly. We�ll walk over to your apartment together. Joey will close up if we don�t make it back in time.�
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HANK WILLOUGHBY WAS Pudge�s detective friend. He was a short, stout man with a droll sense of humor which he only revealed after he decided you were worth knowing. While kind-hearted, he often affected the gruff demeanor of a longshoreman or big rig truck driver after a long day. His black hair, with a pronounced widow�s peak, was starting to thin on top. Wide sideburns adorned his ears and crept down his jowly cheeks, complemented by a bushy black mustache that hung below his upper lip, making it difficult to discern his mood. Not known for his panache, Willoughby favored boldly-checked sports jackets and open shirts which revealed a thick neck that merged with, and was indistinguishable from, his chin. He had been an offensive lineman on the high school football team and once explained to Pudge that he liked to �work in the trenches�, obscure and unnoticed. As a detective, it had served him well.
Drooping eyelids gave Willoughby a somnambulant appearance which convinced people who didn�t know him the detective wasn�t paying attention or simply wasn�t very bright. Despite his unimpressive appearance, Willoughby had Sherlock Holmesian-like observations skills. What subtle clues others might overlook or dismiss as inconsequential, Willoughby perceived as vital to solving a case and pursued them doggedly.
Willoughby had been teased of late by his colleagues with the moniker �Cannon� due to his remarkable resemblance to the unimposing private eye, Frank Cannon, on a new TV detective series eponymously named. Like the TV character, Hank Willoughby was sometimes mocked or treated dismissively. Cannon certainly did not �look the part� like that handsome actor on �The Rockford Files�.
On the short walk over to Woody�s apartment, Willoughby asked if anything of value was missing. �Nothing there worth stealing, sir,� Woody said with exasperation, adding �I don�t even own a television.� Willoughby grunted something that sounded like �umf� but said nothing.
The detective walked silently through the apartment while Woody and Pudge waited by the front door. When he returned, he said �It looks like a professional flip job, kid. My guess is that it was a two-man team and they were looking for something of particular importance to them, most likely not valuables or cash. Of course, there is the off-chance that the perpetrators simply got the wrong place. Or perhaps it was someone with a grudge, say even a casual acquaintance or friends of an ex-girlfriend?� Willoughby suggested.
Woody immediately thought of Nellie Birdsong, certainly not because he suspected her but because of Willoughby�s choice of words. Then, he remembered the incident at the bar earlier that day.
�I had a confrontation earlier, if you can call it that, with this rather strange character that came into Pudge�s as I was finishing up work. I wrote an article on Barrington Dumont for the Observer and he took offense at it. Told me he had evidence for a hard-hitting story on the Dumonts that would be sensational. Insisted that people were out to get him, mentioned somebody at the Torpedo Factory, but I brushed him off. Told him I no longer wrote for the paper and he walked off in a huff.�
�So, this evidence, he didn�t describe it or give it to you?� Willoughby asked. Woody nodded no, and Willoughby continued, �Did you get his name?� �I asked him for it when he was leaving but he just kept walking. All I remember about him was straggling brown hair and he walked with a pronounced limp. Oh, and he had a space between his front teeth,� said Woody, surprised that he recalled all of these details which he hadn�t thought much about at the time.
Willoughby stroked his mustache and stared at the floor, as if searching for a clue buried in the carpet. �Okay, let me nose around and see if I can identify this character. I�m assuming he works over at the torpedo factory. Oh, if you remember the name of this guy who was allegedly out to get your new friend, let Pudge know and he�ll pass it on to me. In the meantime, you should go down and file a police report so that someone can come out and conduct an official investigation. I would be surprised if they find prints, but you never know. And let�s just agree between us three ladies that I wasn�t here tonight, okay?�
Pudge gave Willoughby a soft punch on the upper arm as a show of gratitude and Woody grabbed the detective�s hand and shook it vigorously. Outside, Pudge said, �You can�t sleep here tonight, kid. I�ve got an extra bed. C�mon, I�ll go with you while you file your report.�
Willoughby walked off in the opposite direction, mulling the possibilities of what had happened at Woody�s apartment. There was no evidence of damage to either the front door or the lock and none of the windows showed signs of being jimmied. That meant that the lock had most likely been picked by a professional. But then why trash the place if you are so meticulous about getting in? Willoughby concluded that whatever the perpetrators were looking for was not found quickly and so, perhaps out of frustration or just to leave their calling card, they decided to rip the place apart.
Willoughby liked Pudge McFadden and he would make inquiries about this guy with the limp because of their friendship. Still, the cynic within him made him wonder about Woody Meacham, a newcomer to Old Town who had somehow already made enemies that disliked him enough to turn his apartment upside down.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN:
Scatcherd In A Panic
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WOODY GOT PERFUNCTORY treatment from the police, as Det. Willoughby had anticipated, but at least a report had been filed. Since Woody could not identify a single object that had been stolen, Pudge told him that his case would likely receive short shrift. The sergeant had even smirked and asked Woody if he had a disgruntled girlfriend.
Pudge helped Woody clean up the apartment and sent over an elderly woman who spoke little English to patch up his sofa and mattress. �She owes me a favor,� Pudge casually explained. Woody was starting to think that more than a few people in town were beholden to Pudge McFadden and while he did not imagine anything sinister, he did wonder what the Irishman had done to ingratiate himself with so many people.
Woody had to wait a few days for the telephone company to come by, so he went to a pay phone the next evening to call Nellie. Liz answered and explained that Nellie was back in Parlor Harbor for the funeral of her grandmother.
�She had no way to reach you, Woody. However, she did make me promise to tell you that she would be back in three days and looked forward to seeing you,� Liz said, before adding with a laugh, �she made me promise twice, in case you�re interested.� Woody was disappointed, hoping to see Nellie that evening, but heartened by the roommate�s message. As if he would forget to call, he laughed to himself.
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AFTER HIS UNSUCCESSFUL plea to Woody Meacham, Leonard Scatcherd was on the verge of panic. He thought about going into DC himself, as he had urged Meacham to do. He could deliver the Polaroid along with the article from the Alexandria Observer to one of the major newspapers with a note hinting at a Dumont family scandal of monumental proportions. Surely, some crack investigative reporter would be assigned to delve deeper. But, of course, that would all take time even if he were able to pique the paper�s interest and Scatcherd was getting more anxious by the hour. He was being watched closely at work even when he limped down to the men�s room. The security guard strolled by periodically and seemed to be peering directly at him. Even Bellows had stopped by to glare at him.
The following day, Scatcherd wandered down by the river after work, intent on avoiding the confines of his apartment for as long as possible. The prospect of warming up last night�s leftover dinner on his hot plate and sitting in front of his temperamental black and white television for the rest of the evening was depressing but caution ruled and Scatcherd soon trudged home.
He looked ahead and saw two large-framed men in dark suits walking toward him. They were tall, solidly built and both were sporting blonde crew cuts. Scatcherd tensed up as they approached but they walked briskly past him without looking over. Scatcherd turned and saw them take a left on King Street. When they were out of sight, he let out an audible sigh.
It was only when he got to his apartment door that Scatcherd�s head cleared and his legs went wobbly, as he suddenly remembered that he had caught a glimpse of those two dark suits side by side at the bar in Pudge McFadden�s�� at the moment when he was walking away from Woody Meacham.
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DET. WILLOUGHBY HAD informants all over town and it wasn�t long before he found one who suggested that he might want to check out a Leonard Scatcherd who worked at the Torpedo Factory.
Willoughby knew the chief of security there, Duane Snavely, a former cop very near retirement and on the verge of collecting a second pension. After all the records in the facility were moved to the new site in Maryland, Snavely volunteered that he would move to a retirement village near Pompano Beach and work diligently to lower his 30+ golf handicap.
Snavely was a decent sort, honest and open unless you crossed him. He played everything according to the rules and went home at night with a clear conscience. He didn�t like it that Addison Bellows had gone around him and commandeered one of his underlings to watch some clerk. In truth, he was more upset with the archivist than with the rookie guard for his breach of protocol. Snavely had no use for dilettantes like Bellows and, upon reflection, decided not to reprimand the guard who had clearly been intimidated.
Snavely told Willoughby all he knew about Leonard Scatcherd. �It�s not much, Hank. Old-timers around here will tell you that he injured himself to get out of the big war and he�s been lugging his dishonor around ever since. Not exactly a �red badge of courage.� Anyway, the latest scuttlebutt is that Scatcherd may have taken some documents from a file that he was delivering to an archivist by the name of Addison Bellows and heat is being put on the clerk to return them. The funny thing is, though, that there�s no official investigation or I would have known about it. Apparently, Bellows is pressuring this guy Scatcherd on the hush hush, presumably with the approval of higher-ups. The word is that the big boys don�t want any bad press before the move across the river. But what�s your interest?�
�Strictly off the record, Duane, and I�d like to keep it that way. I can tell you it�s unrelated to the incident you just described,� Willoughby said, stretching the truth as far as he could allow himself to do.
�What do you need?� said Snavely. �A picture of Scatcherd would be nice. If he hasn�t been in trouble since the war, we�ll have nothing on him down at headquarters. Oh, and 24-hour surveillance and daily reports on his movements. Yeah, that should do it,� Willoughby said, straight-faced.
Snavely chuckled. �Come by the main desk after 4:00. I�ll leave a photo for you. No need to get tongues wagging around here by meeting in my office. Some of my boys watch �Cannon� and might think I�m meeting with the TV detective.� Willoughby frowned but said nothing. He was a reluctant celebrity but getting used to the light-hearted banter when it came from a friend.
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SCATCHERD SAT IN his apartment consumed by fear after what he now considered as a close encounter with the dark-suited men. Had Bellows or even the Dumonts sicced them on him? Every time the main door of his building slammed shut, he trembled, envisioning two hulking figures rapidly ascending the stairs with their heavy, menacing steps. He got up frequently and peaked through the drawn shutters, but the street was empty.
He still carried the damning photographs in his jacket and if anyone searched him, it would all be over. He toyed with the idea of sending the originals to the Dumonts, hoping they would be appeased and leave him alone, but that would signify total capitulation after a brave beginning. No, the originals were his protection and needed to be guarded at all cost. He had to stop procrastinating and find a place for their safe-keeping.
Scatcherd could be irrational but was not so obsessed with either the Dumonts or Bellows that he would blindly pursue a Pyrrhic victory. He sensed that events were closing in on him and concluded that a half measure of success would be better than total defeat. His next message to the Dumonts was almost conciliatory and read: BARRINGTON DUMONT DROPS OUT OF THE RACE AND THE ORIGINAL PHOTOGRAPHS ARE YOURS. NO FURTHER DEMANDS WILL BE MADE.
He smiled as he finished the note. He would not go out again tonight with those brawny men possibly lurking about. He would mail what he considered his mollifying demand in the morning on the way to work.
Scatcherd�s mood had taken another one of those unpredictable swings and there was no telling how long his current fortitude would last. Right now, he was feeling rather smug. His stomach was settled and he actually felt some hunger pains. Scatcherd dumped the leftover Hungarian goulash into a pan and turned on the hot plate. His dinner would be ready in time for him to plop in front of the television and watch �The FBI.� If only he had someone impressive, with moral rectitude, like the character of Inspector Lewis Erskine, to investigate the Dumonts. He would be sure to bring them down.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN:
Helga In New York City
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WHILE SCATCHERD WAS writing his second note, Helga Dumont was in route to New York City. Comfortably ensconced in a plush swivel chair in the Metroclub car of the train, she was sipping her second Manhattan as the Metroliner chugged toward Pennsylvania Station.
In the taxi to the Essex House, she fretted about her looks like a schoolgirl primping for the junior prom. She was too tightly-bound in her black Bergdorf Goodman dress and did not feel comfortable�� or confident. She wondered if he would notice the bulges here and there that seemed to pop up randomly as she constantly smoothed and patted herself. She cringed when she noticed the driver grinning in the rear-view mirror as she performed her fretful, self-conscious fussing.
It had been years since that rendezvous in the City and it had gone horribly. She was in the throes of frequent �hot flashes� at the time and had repeatedly snapped at him without provocation. Today, she was determined to be on her best behavior. She would try to emulate some of the demureness that came so naturally to her daughter. While Helga was not the submissive sort, she admitted to herself that he had tamed her in the past without difficulty, had seduced her as a young girl in Berlin, and could do so again.
Helga had been staying at the Essex House for years and the management of the Art Deco-style hotel treated her almost like royalty. She always had a room where she could see the trees in Central Park. Every time she strolled through it, she was reminded of the Tiergarten back in her ancestral home and she had a sudden yearning to re-create those youthful years in Berlin.
Her hotel was also close by her favorite shopping destinations on Fifth Avenue. However, this trip was not supposed to be about love-making, nostalgia or shopping. Helga needed advice and perhaps even assistance in ridding herself of a pestilence in the form of Leonard Scatcherd.
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SIEGFRIED FUETTENER WAS an ingenious, clever man but above all else he was a survivor who had honed his skills thirty years earlier serving in an elite Germany army intelligence unit. He had used those talents to establish a new identity and to escape from Germany into Belgium just as the Allied forces were swarming Berlin and other major cities.
It was 1953 when Fuettener decided it was time to emigrate to the United States. It did not take him long to track down the Dumonts living in Virginia with young Barrington, now eight years old. From that day forward, Siegfried wondered if he could possibly be the boy�s father.
Siegfried lived quietly in Mineola, New York running a small machine shop. He never married, fearing the encumbrances of a family should he be forced to move quickly. He had his dalliances, to satisfy his libidinous needs, but he eschewed intimate relationships, determined to avoid the inadvertent exposure of any details about his prior life. Some of his compatriots lived lavishly on stolen Nazi loot and other ill-gotten treasure, drawing attention to themselves with fatal results.
Siegfried was of Slavic descent and, while still German, did not meet the purity standards for the master race. Even had he wanted to marry Helga, her family would have strongly objected. Only the vast wealth of the Dumont family and the prospects of a barren post-war existence in Germany overcame the objections of Helga�s father to the effete American, Augustus Dumont.
Helga imagined that Siegfried might be pining for her, but he seldom thought about that original flirtation and regretted their more recent tryst at the Essex House during one of her shopping trips. He certainly didn�t mind that she had married that wimpy American soldier but, as Barrington matured into a young man, Siegfried became more and more certain that the boy was his son.
Siegfried had surreptitiously reached out to Helga when the boy was still a child. She would periodically send pictures of Barrington, along with saccharine notes, to a Harold Jones at a post office box in Manhattan. For emergencies, there was an answering service under the same name.
Siegfried had been a cautious man since those halcyon days in the German army and his low profile had kept him safe in America. Nonetheless, he was prepared to do anything for the boy even if it meant endangering himself. Helga�s message had said it was an emergency and so he took the train into New York and walked the thirty blocks uptown to the Essex House.
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HELGA WOULD HAVE loved to be seen with Siegfried in the cocktail lounge at the Essex House, but she knew that such a public meeting would be indiscreet. She waited patiently in her room for his call from the house phone in the lobby. Within minutes, he was at her door.
Helga looked at Siegfried and inwardly moaned at what she had lost. Now in his late 50s, he stood as tall and erect as a young man, square-jawed with piercing dark eyes, like a Teutonic soldier of old. His once dark hair was now silvery but still bountiful. It was combed back in waves and set off his navy-blue suit with distinction. Siegfried had an outfit for all occasions and tonight he would have easily fit in with all the other distinguished guests staying at the Essex House. Helga imagined how he would charm the Virginia elites at one of her soirees.
The two former lovers neither embraced nor kissed, as Helga had envisioned the moment. When they stood facing each other just inside the door of her hotel room. Siegfried had taken Helga�s outstretched arms and held them at the wrists, squeezing them just enough to stop her advancement. A gentle, almost imperceptible smile formed on his mouth and any romantic aspirations that Helga had imagined were quickly dashed.
Dispirited, Helga silently guided him to the sitting area of her suite. Siegfried was the first to speak. �What is this urgent problem that brings you to New York so suddenly, Helga?� Without answering, Helga took Scatcherd�s threatening note and the Polaroid from her purse and thrust them at him. He quickly scanned the note and then turned to the photographs. Helga was hoping to see some emotional reaction to the one of them standing close together at the lawn party but Siegfried�s face was stolid.
Helga had been hurt when they met at the door but now anger, and wounded pride, were building up as she studied the impenetrable face of her former beau. She reached into her purse again and pulled out the latest edition of the Alexandria Observer, the one containing the article on Barrington Dumont, and thrust it at him. When he saw the photographs, he lingered over the one of the dashing young man in his Air Force uniform. His expression changed and she saw his eyes flutter. Well, I played at least one card properly, she said to herself, and spoke forcefully with renewed self-confidence.
�I have learned that the extortionist is someone by the name of Leonard Scatcherd. He is a lowly clerk who stole the photographs from files maintained in the war archives. His apartment has been searched as well as his work area but we have been unable to find the originals. To keep on the pressure, I�m having him followed in a conspicuous manner. We think he may have an accomplice.�
�The writer, this Meacham guy?� Siegfried asked, pointing to the newspaper. �His apartment has been thoroughly searched. Nothing. He was seen meeting with Scatcherd at a bar in town. He�s being watched as well,� said Helga.
�Is there anyone else?� asked Siegfried. He did not suspect her of holding back but she did not understand his question and was offended. �There is an archivist who came to me and exposed Scatcherd. He is helping me,� she said almost defensively.
�Has it occurred to you that this archivist might be playing a double game?� Siegfried raised his eyebrows as he posed the question. No, Helga had never entertained that possibility and she smiled for the first time since their greeting at the door. �Very unlikely. He�s one of us. Besides, he is in love with my daughter. He doesn�t know that I know.�
�One of us?� Siegfried asked, knowing what she had meant but forcing her to explain further. Helga blushed before saying, �What I meant was that he comes from old Virginia money, too.� She didn�t say the name Dumont but knew that she had blundered badly.
Siegfried nodded but said nothing. He couldn�t help gazing at the photographs of Barrington in the newspaper as he listened to Helga. Was it possible that this striking young man could rise through the political ranks and eventually become one of the most powerful men in the United States? Siegfried determined at that moment that he must see this young man and look deep into his eyes to confirm that he was indeed his son.
�Of course, I will help,� he said, almost warmly. �Give me a few days to decide how to proceed. In the meantime, continue to have Scatcherd and Meacham followed. Leave me a message if anything significant happens. I will be in touch shortly.�
Siegfried stood up and Helga knew that their meeting was concluded. It was way too soon but what was she to do? �Perhaps you have time for dinner, for old time�s sake? We could eat here in the room,� she said, immediately regretting the pleading tone in her voice.
�It would not be wise, Helga,� he said, sensing that he should speak soothingly. �You would be ordering room service for two and it might get out. It�s better to be cautious.� Siegfried stuck out his hand and Helga had no choice but to shake it. Once again, he had thwarted any possible intimacy. In a few seconds, he was out the door, clutching the newspaper tightly in his hand.
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HELGA DID HAVE room service for one that evening, too shaken and forlorn to venture outside of her room. She stopped to wonder if she had really come to New York on behalf of her son or, instead, in a desperate attempt to rekindle a fleeting love affair that had died, at least for Siegfried, many years ago. Helga had a passion for Siegfried which she had never relinquished but it would be a mistake to call it love. She wanted to possess him, even though she had given herself up to an unmanly American soldier in a callous, calculated act. Still, it galled her to think that someone else, perhaps even that evening, would have even a small portion of Siegfried�s affection.
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AFTER LEAVING HELGA, Siegfried stayed in the City and enjoyed the evening with a much younger woman who knew him as a businessman from Long Island who was not reluctant to spend lavishly and who neither made nor asked for any commitments beyond an occasional assignation. If Helga had seen them together and watched how he charmed her rival while she yearned for that young German soldier in her room at the Essex House, she would have been devastated.
What Helga also did not know was the other reason why Siegfried was so anxious to end their meeting in her hotel room. When he saw her at the door, he thought he was looking at some aging actress who, in her efforts to look younger, had practically turned herself into a floozie, a modern-day Jezebel. The puffed-up platinum hair that looked like rolls of barbed wire, the low-cut silk dress with pearls accentuating two sagging breasts that had somehow been propped up too high. It was almost a caricature, but Siegfried felt that he had shown incredible tact through it all. As he hailed a cab in front of the Essex House, he laughed when he remembered the inspiration for the image that had formed in his head. It was a movie called �Alfie� with that British actor Michael Caine playing a roughish cad who seduces an aging and besotted Shelly Winters who eventually dumps him for an even younger man. Siegfried didn�t mean to be cruel but he couldn�t help thinking that Helga Dumont could have played the part to perfection the way she looked this evening.
Siegfried had been sincere when he offered his assistance to Helga and felt certain that she now understood that it was on behalf of Barrington, and him alone, that he would do so.
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THE NEXT MORNING after breakfast, Helga took a walk in Central Park, longer than usual, thinking about Siegfried, the Berlin of her youth and all that could have been. Gradually, she shook off her lethargy and self-pity and returned to the Essex House more like her domineering self.
She would head over to Fifth Avenue before her train back to Virginia. She was in no mood for it, but it would be imprudent not to do some shopping. To return home empty-handed would raise unnecessary suspicions with Augustus and Siegfried would have cautioned against it.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN:
Closing In
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SCATCHERD WAS ON edge when he thought about the second note he had sent to Helga Dumont. Soon, he would need to provide her with a way to contact him or she�� and Bellows�� would likely conclude that he was an enfeebled crank. In that event, the game would be over.
Addison Bellows was still grumbling and ill-humored at work. He had called Helga only to learn that she was out of town. Consequently, he had no excuse for dropping in on the Dumonts in the hopes of catching a glimpse of Lucy, if only from a distance.
Viola Finch was miserable, having absorbed all of Bellows� discontent as her own. She kept herself immaculate, pert and dainty, and fluttered about the office in the hope that her colorful presence would prompt her boss to pay attention and acknowledge her fidelity. Viola had selected her mate and it was settled, whether he was aware of it or not. Perhaps, it was the brightly-colored bow ties that first attracted her. Did she know that the female bird was drawn to the male with the reddest breast?
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ON THE TRAIN home from New York, Helga, oblivious to Siegfried�s carnal pursuits of the previous evening, was able to regain some of the self-esteem she had lost in the presence of her old lover. She compartmentalized her feeling toward him, angry that he had not only fended off her subtle advances but also hurt that he had deflected them so easily, seemingly without emotion. In the end, she confessed that she had committed a silly, schoolgirl faux pas. She was ashamed at being exposed but quick to forgive herself.
The train rumbled south toward Baltimore and Helga felt almost serene as she gazed out the window at the point where the Susquehanna River, ending its labyrinthine journey from remote Upstate New York, dumped its fresh water into the Chesapeake Bay. Not far beyond this soothing, watery expanse was the Dumont�s summer retreat on Maryland�s Eastern Shore, another symbol of the dynasty she was determined to protect against the encroachments of any interloper, least of all the likes of Leonard Scatcherd. What would she have thought to learn that the Dumont�s luxurious retreat was not far from where the Scatcherds held sway a century earlier?
She thought back to that look in Siegfried�s eyes when he studied the newspaper photographs of Barrington. He might find it easy to reject her but she was certain that he would do whatever was necessary to protect his son.
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THAT SAME EVENING, Scatcherd left a diner a few blocks north of the Torpedo Factory and noticed a car in the parking lot with two men that looked like the ones that brushed past him on the street a few days earlier. Were they the same ones he had caught a fleeting glimpse of at Pudge McFadden�s? As he walked home, the meatloaf special sat uneasy in his stomach. He looked back and let out a heavy sigh when the car pull away in the opposite direction.
When he neared his apartment, Scatcherd gulped hard when he saw the same car parked across the street with the two men standing next to it. His pace quickened and he kept his head down, avoiding eye contact, but he could see peripherally that they were closing in on him when he abruptly bumped into a heavy-set man standing at his front door.
The two men in the dark suits retreated to their car as Scatcherd looked up into the face of Det. Hank Willoughby.
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HELGA ARRIVED HOME after dinner and knew that Augustus would be in his library. She had decided on the train that it was time to tell him about Scatcherd and the photographs, knowing it would dredge up the past and all the old suspicions. If that low-life bastard demanded money�� and what else would be his motivation�� Augustus would have to be consulted. She might as well start to prepare him now.
When she retrieved her mail, the second note from Scatcherd was there and, after reading it, she wondered if it was now time to involve her son. She quickly dismissed that idea when she realized that Barrington, although not quick-witted, might be inquisitive enough to probe into the family history. And if Barrington saw the photograph of his mother with the dashing German officer, the striking similarity would be too obvious to explain away.
Before going to her husband, Helga received a telephone call on her private line. �Back off Scatcherd for now,� she barked, after listening for a few minutes. After a second pause, she said, �Yes, follow him for the next few days�� and try not to be conspicuous.�
Helga replaced the receiver but did not let go of it immediately as she contemplated what she had just learned. So, someone else was tailing Scatcherd or, perhaps, it was another accomplice working in cahoots with this Meacham guy. Bertram had assured her that the writer of the puff piece on Barrington was a harmless sort but was that true? He had shown up in Old Town recently and nobody seemed to know anything about him except that he had recently been discharged from the military. Politics was a dirty business and Barrington�s opponents could very well be pulling strings behind the scenes. Maybe Scatcherd was just a patsy, a front man, and some powerful political operative was using Meacham as the middle man. She didn�t like all these complications but was relieved that Siegfried was now involved. He would sort everything out, take decisive action and then tidy up any ensuing messes.
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WILLOUGHBY HAD NOT intended to confront Scatcherd that evening but felt he had to intervene as the two strangers closed in on the clerk. After they saw Willoughby and retreated to their car, he flashed his badge and smiled, trying to put Scatcherd at ease. �We�ve had complaints of a prowler in the neighborhood. Even had a break-in reported. I assume you can prove that you live here?� Willoughby asked almost casually, a mildly quizzical look on his face. He had decided to act as if he hadn�t noticed the impending confrontation.
Scatcherd nodded yes and produced his license in response to Willoughby�s request. The detective studied it and said, �Okay, Mr. Scatcherd. You take care but if you see anything suspicious, please call the station.�
Scatcherd lingered in the hallway, wondering if the detective was still lurking outside his building. He questioned whether his story about a recent break-in was even legitimate. Had Bellows contacted the police�� or had the Dumonts? It didn�t make sense that either of them would go public and risk exposure of the photographs. Events were closing in on Scatcherd and he had no one to turn to for advice. He hesitated and then pulled an envelope from his jacket, scribbled �Please hold for me, L.S.� on the outside and slid it under the door of the apartment just below his own.
Willoughby stood in front of Scatcherd�s two-story building and looked up. Windows ran the length of the staircase. He waited a few minutes and watched as the clerk ascended the steps, dragging one leg behind the other.
It was obvious that Scatcherd was being followed and Willoughby surmised that the pressure on him was being intensified. He didn�t recognize the two men that were about to confront Scatcherd but was almost certain they were not thugs or wise guys. With their matching, close-cropped crew cuts, they had that burly, ex-military look about them. He would ask around to see if any federal boys were investigating the disappearance of the Torpedo Factory documents.
[image: ]
HELGA FOUND AUGUSTUS sitting alone in his library. He smiled weakly when she entered the room but there was no warmth in his look. He was reading a tome on Civil War skirmishes and sipping cognac from a snifter emblazoned with the Dumont logo. She hovered over him, blocking his light, and he reluctantly put down his book.
�How was your shopping trip?� he asked, determined to let her know that he was suspicious of any visit to New York City when she didn�t take Lucy with her. Augustus was timid and he abhorred confrontations but he was no fool. He had been checking telephone records for some time and discovered, among those to several high-end shops in the City, several calls to an answering service that fielded messages for numerous individuals. Without a name to investigate, Augustus was check-mated.
Helga was troubled by the telephone call she had just received and ignored the bait. �We have a family problem, Augustus, and you need to know the details,� she said sternly, as if Augustus was somehow not being cooperative.
When Helga finished, Augustus asked to see the two notes and the photographs. She had told him everything except for the meeting in New York City with Siegfried. When he saw the photograph of Helga with the German soldier, all his painful memories from that year in Berlin came flooding back. He was unable to deny the shame that he had brought upon the Dumont name over 30 years ago.
�If money will silence these people, it must be paid,� he finally said. �I do not want to know any more details other than those that are essential. Now, you will please leave me.� Augustus refused to look at his wife. Even she was constrained from saying another word and quietly left the library.
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NELLIE BIRDSONG WAS back from her grandmother�s funeral and Woody was meeting her for dinner. It was a pleasant spring evening, ideal for a bike ride, but Woody would not have his evening circumscribed by the need to pedal home before dark.
His bright yellow VW bug was parked in the alley behind his apartment and sounded cranky when he started it. As he pulled onto North St. Asaph Street to make his way over to the George Washington Parkway, he did not notice the black sedan idling near the corner. Two men in dark suits were waiting patiently and followed Woody as he drove into DC.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN:
A Fateful Day?
[image: ]

RE-LIVING HIS EVENING with Nellie Birdsong, Woody was in heaven as he walked to Pudge McFadden�s the next morning. The incipient lovebirds sat on the veranda of a small caf� on Wisconsin Avenue not far from her apartment until they finally took the hint as two waiters scurried about and noisily stacked chairs on the empty tables around them.
After graduating from college, Nellie had stayed in DC and found a job with one of the trade associations that populated the downtown office buildings which disgorged their legions of lobbyists with easy access to cajole, induce, badger, bribe and otherwise convince government officials and congressmen to do their bidding.
Woody told her in very general terms about his duties as an Army MP but avoided any revelations�� and she did not press him�� regarding his experiences in Vietnam. He did not feel nearly as certain as he did back at Thorndyke College when he wrote an article for the school newspaper supporting Pres. Johnson and extolling U.S. intervention in Southeast Asia as, unquestionably, a just and noble cause. At the same time, he was dismayed by what he considered the efforts of many in Congress to continually hamstring and thwart the military�s ability to win the war which they had at least tacitly sanctioned. As a result, he reluctantly concluded that the U.S. should probably have learned from the failures of France and stayed out of Vietnam altogether. He shared these views with Nellie but she did not respond and he didn�t press her. As if by tacit agreement, they avoided the painful subject of Ralph Birdsong�s murder four summers ago in Parlor Harbor.
The two men who had tailed Woody to Nellie�s apartment followed them to the caf�. After watching them smile and laugh for about an hour, they concluded that nothing sinister was happening and drove off.
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IT WAS EARLY afternoon and most of the lunch crowd at Pudge McFadden�s was dispersing. Pudge�s clientele, for the most part, did not have expense accounts and, as a consequence, could not linger at the bar on the pretext that they were finalizing a �business deal�.
Woody finally noticed that Nigel Longstaffe had not shown up and he mentioned it to Pudge. �He�s not doing well, kid. I looked at him yesterday and said to myself, �his days are numbered now.� If he doesn�t come in tomorrow, I�ll go by and check on him.�
Longstaffe was a fixture on the seat in the corner of the bar and even though they rarely spoke, Woody had grown accustomed to and even sympathetic toward the forlorn Englishman who deserved better in life, had even earned it, but now wallowed in undeserved bitterness. Woody would make a point to say a few soothing words to this lost soul the next day even if he was treated roughly in return.
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IT WAS JUST after lunch and the telephone rang at Scatcherd�s desk. He listened with a scowl on his face and then hung up without saying a word.
Ten minutes later, he looked up at the clock and limped out of the clerical area followed by several sets of eyes. He entered the stairwell at the far end of the hallway and looked down toward the first floor but did not see anyone. He had walked down a few steps when he heard his name whispered from the recess of the stairwell. It was soft, almost ghost-like, and it startled him. He turned around and snarled before unleashing a torrent of invective that was garbled and mostly unintelligible. When he stopped, he felt a sharp poke in his chest which caused a piercing pain. As he involuntarily stepped back, he leaned heavily on his bad ankle, lost his balance and reached for the guardrail. His hand skimmed the shiny, metal surface but he never got a grip.
The last thing Leonard Scatcherd remembered before he lost consciousness was the painful, repetitive thumping of the back of his head against the metal stairs.
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IT WAS 30 minutes before a security guard on regular patrol came upon Leonard Scatcherd, but it would have made no difference if he had discovered him immediately after the fall. He was found on his back, staring up the stairwell, almost as if he was looking at someone standing at the top. The only evidence of serious injury was the pool of blood which encapsulated his head like a hideous dark red moon.
It was widely known that Scatcherd had fallen a week or so ago and the assumption was that he had crumbled once again because of his weak ankle, this time with fatal consequences. No one had seen or heard anything, but the accident theory quickly gained credence throughout the Torpedo Factory.
Security called for an ambulance and notified the police department. As chance would have it. Det. Hank Willoughby was sent out to investigate.
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WHEN ADDISON BELLOWS heard the news, he was angry and perplexed. He was confident that Scatcherd had no fortitude and would buckle under the pressure of continued scrutiny and harassment, eventually coughing up the purloined photographs. It was as if Scatcherd had performed a final act of defiance with the sole purpose of frustrating the archivist.
Initially, Bellows was part of the consensus that Scatcherd died in an untimely accident until he recalled his last meeting with Helga Dumont. She had made an oblique reference with respect to handling the situation with the writer from the Alexandria Observer. Had she orchestrated something so bold as to eliminate the problem altogether, perhaps as a warning to the writer? Or, had she somehow secured the photographs herself, disposed of her antagonist, and was no longer in need of Bellows� assistance? That would mean that she had someone working for her inside the Torpedo Factory besides himself. That possibility was difficult to dismiss and the thought of it made him angry. Then, his indignation quickly turned to fear. Was he, like Scatcherd, now superfluous�� even a liability? Bellows had to admit that he really didn�t know the level of malevolence to which Helga Dumont might stoop in her determination to secure the photographs.
Bellows decided to call Helga with the news of Scatcherd�s death and gauge her response. While she certainly sounded surprised and shocked, he wondered if it had been feigned. �I can�t talk now. Come over after work,� she demanded. The telephone went dead before Bellows could object or acquiesce.
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BEFORE WILLOUGHBY WENT to the Torpedo Factory, he called Security Chief Snavely to make sure that the stairwell was sealed off from top to bottom. Small crowds milled about with the gawkers taking turns to peer through the small windows in the stairwell doors, hoping to catch a glimpse of Scatcherd�s mangled body.
Willoughby had also called the medical examiner�s district office. It would be an hour or so before a representative could join him at the Torpedo Factory.
�Well, we meet again so soon and once more it�s about Leonard Scatcherd. What a coincidence, Hank,� said the security chief with a touch of sarcasm. Willoughby was stone-faced, having switched into full detective mode. �Take me to the body, Duane. The ME�s on the way. You can tell me everything that�s worth hearing as we walk.�
Willoughby was glad to see a guard posted at the stairwell when they arrived. Most workers had gone back to their offices at the prodding of supervisors and managers. By the following week, Leonard Scatcherd would be forgotten by all but a few in the cavernous Torpedo Factory.
Willoughby gazed down at the corpse with its gaping mouth. It was a morbid death mask that forced the detective to look away after a few minutes. The roundish pool of blood encompassing his head had now expanded into an amorphous blotch.
�Kind of odd, don�t you think?� Willoughby finally said, looking up the stairwell and then at the security chief. �Huh?� said Snavely, at a loss for words.
�Well, he�s on his back so we can assume he fell backward, right? No visible wounds to the front of the body. Who walks backward down a flight of stairs, especially someone with a bad leg? Maybe he turned because someone said something, called out his name?� Willoughby was scratching the back of his neck and shaking his head, not expecting an answer.
Just then, there was a knock at the stairwell door and the guard announced, �The ME�s here, Chief.�
Sanford �Sandy� Caldigate walked in and went immediately to the body, briefly nodding to Willoughby and Snavely. Caldigate was an experienced and efficient examiner. He had been with the office for ten years and did everything by the book. He had the authority to issue a death certificate which was routine when an autopsy wasn�t required. His report would concisely lay out the reasoning behind his decision.
Willoughby respected Caldigate and knew he didn�t like the cops�� or anyone else, for that matter�� hovering over him during his initial examination. Plus, he liked to work in silence so when Snavely started to talk, Willoughby stopped him with two fingers to his lips.
�Willoughby, help me rotate the body,� Caldigate said, looking up after a few minutes. The three men looked in amazement at the pulpy mess and swelling that used to be the back of Scatcherd�s skull.
�Time of death?� asked Willoughby, looking away. Caldigate checked Scatcherd again and said, �Don�t hold me to it but I�d guess around 2:30, give or take. I saw the ambulance when I arrived. We need to get him to the morgue for a complete examination. If he fell, it wasn�t from the last few steps but all the way from the top�� or close to it. Damn bumpy ride� Caldigate said, pointing up the stairwell.
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WILLOUGHBY, ACCOMPANIED BY the Security Chief, went to the clerical section on the second floor. People were whispering in small clusters, with only a few diligent workers back at their desks. The room went silent when the two men walked in. The Chief introduced Willoughby and then stepped back, underscoring the fact that the detective was in charge.
To save time, Willoughby addressed his questions to the group and there was general agreement that Scatcherd left the area around 2:00 after receiving a telephone call. Willoughby asked if anyone left with him or followed him either immediately or shortly thereafter. There were collective murmurs of �no� from some with others shaking their heads in agreement. Did anyone hear the voice of the caller or did Scatcherd mention a name before leaving? Again, the group response was negative.
As Willoughby and the Chief were leaving, they were followed out into the hallway by a saucer-eyed, freckle-faced girl with a strawberry blonde ponytail who introduced herself as Amanda Silverbridge. �If he fell down the stairs, why the need for a detective to investigate?� she asked, smiling broadly. �We investigate every death, young lady, even if it�s not suspicious, until an official cause is determined. Do you have some information that you didn�t want to share in front of your co-workers?� Willoughby asked in his most measured, polite voice.
�Scatcherd was a jerk. He tried to hit on me once. It was disgusting but I put him in his place. Still, I felt sorry for him, with the leg and all. But that sanctimonious stuffed shirt from downstairs, now there�s a real prick. I have no idea what she sees in him,� she said, scowling.
Willoughby�s eyebrows furrowed then he winced as the Chief suppressed a smile and looked away. The detective had a 19-year old daughter and he wondered if she talked this way when he wasn�t around. Amanda didn�t seem to notice his consternation and went on. �We had a security guard hanging around here a few days back and then Bellows came snooping around as if he had the right to lord over us. Word was that he had it in for Scatcherd. Like I said, a real prick. If you want to do some real detective work, start with him.�
Both men were silent and the girl continued as if she had been asked a question. �Viola Finch, of course. We went to high school together, then secretarial school. We have lunch in the cafeteria most days and all she does is heap praise on that creep. It�s disgusting.� Before Willoughby could react, the girl turned sharply, shaking her ponytail almost violently, and quickly walked away. �A saucy little thing, isn�t she?� said Snavely, looking wide-eyed at the detective. Willoughby liked her pluck even if her language offended him. He would like to have given her a lecture of the proper language to use around her elders, but moralizing wasn�t his style.
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�YOU DON�T REALLY think he was lured to the stairwell and then pushed, do you Hank?� asked the Chief incredulously as they walked down the stairs to the first floor. �I don�t have a theory yet. We don�t even know if the phone call Scatcherd received has any connection to his death. Of course, the fact that he left right after receiving the call and was dead shortly thereafter, does make one curious, doesn�t it? Let�s see what the prick has to say,� Willoughby said, surprising himself and letting out a rare burst of laughter.
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SNAVELY DIRECTED WILLOUGHBY to Bellows� office and walked away. Viola Finch popped up when the detective walked in, fully prepared to prevent him from entering her boss�s office unannounced. If the detective were a speeding Mack truck bearing down on her, she would not have yielded. There was a pecking order in Viola Finch�s world and she was territorial, protective against any threats to her domain. �I�m Miss Finch, detective, Mr. Bellows� assistant. I�ll tell him you�re here and see if he is available.� Willoughby was highly amused by her formality but said nothing and merely nodded his head in acknowledgement.
The chirping voice of Viola beyond his door carried into Bellows� office and he assumed that someone was here to talk about Scatcherd. He was unsure what he wanted to reveal about his relationship with the clerk but was determined that if any specific questions about the Dumont file were raised, they had to be parried, at least until after he had met with Helga that evening.
When Bellows saw Willoughby, a contemptuous look formed on his face. The detective had seen it before, had experienced the condescension on many occasions. People gave him short shrift simply because he didn�t look impressive. He was �Cannon� before that actor created the TV role, Willoughby said to his wife one day, laughing in his self-deprecating manner that so endeared him to her.
�Did you see Leonard Scatcherd today?� Willoughby asked Bellows as soon as they shook hands, hoping to catch him off guard. �I did not, detective. We had a run in of sorts, of which you may be aware, but it has been a few days since I have seen him.�
�And the nature of this run in?� pursued Willoughby. �Oh, just a tiff over some archival business. We are consolidating and sealing files for our move to a new warehouse across the river and some documents got displaced temporarily while in Scatcherd�s possession. It all got straightened out a few days ago.� As Bellows was answering the detective, he made the decision to downplay the Scatcherd confrontation. How could the detective possibly challenge him? There was an uncomfortable silence as the two men looked at each other when Bellows added, �Terrible thing about the fall.� Bellows was hoping to sound sympathetic but knew immediately that his tone rang false.
�Yes, well that�s what we�re trying to sort through, Mr. Bellows. So, you�re certain that you neither had any conversation with nor saw Scatcherd today?� Willoughby pressed.
Bellows� face reddened and he looked flustered. �Now see here, detective. I answered you truthfully the first time and I find this question impertinent and disrespectful. I had lunch at my desk and have not left my office all afternoon�� not even to gawk at the body. My assistant can verify what I have just told you but I would hope that wouldn�t be necessary.�
Willoughby smiled slightly and asked, �Didn�t even go to the little boy�s room? Should I check with your assistant on that detail as well?� Bellows was now angry and Willoughby, turning toward the door, decided not to provoke the archivist any longer.
Viola Finch had been listening at the door and caught a good deal of the conversation between the detective and her boss. When she saw the handle on the door move, she quickly retreated to her desk. Viola was anxious to challenge this impertinent detective who had the temerity to interrogate her boss. Willoughby, certain that she would regurgitate everything that Bellows had said and be just as recalcitrant, didn�t even glance over to her as he quickly walked out the door.
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WILLOUGHBY SAT IN his car at the back of the Torpedo Factory and watched the exit. He had a half-finished Optimo in the ashtray and a pack of cinnamon gum on the seat. He debated with himself for a few minutes then reached for the matches and cracked the window. He had stopped by Snavely�s office after leaving Bellows and found out where the archivist had his reserved parking spot.
It was an hour before Bellows exited the building and walked to his car. Willoughby�s cigar was getting soggy and was down to half an inch. He crushed the butt in the ashtray and reached for the gum. Willoughby had a bad feeling about Bellows after leaving his office. His answers were too facile, too well-rehearsed. He wasn�t buying the notion that Bellows� problem with Scatcherd had been resolved. And, partly, he just didn�t like the guy. Willoughby followed Bellows south on the George Washington Parkway, chomping away at his gum and hoping it would provide enough cover when he walked in the door and kissed his wife.
Ten minutes later, Bellows pulled into an estate overlooking the river. Willoughby kept driving until he found a place to turn around and circle back into town. He got on the radio and within minutes confirmed what he had suspected. Bellows had driven to the home of Augustus Dumont.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN:
Who Can You Trust?
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WHEN BELLOWS WALKED into Helga Dumont�s sitting room, she almost immediately burst out with �You�ve got the originals, right?�
Bellows looked at her in astonishment. He was so dumbfounded that it took him a few minutes to figure out the reasoning behind her question. He searched for the right words before finally saying, �Are you suggesting that I had anything to do with Scatcherd�s death, that I would secure the photographs and then get rid of him. I�m an archivist, not a hit man, for god�s sake!� Bellows was warming to his own defense and felt outrage building by the time he got to the end.
Helga had a scornful smile on her face, unmoved by Bellows� righteous outburst, and shook her head. �So, you don�t have them? Damn that man.�
�Everyone thinks he tripped and fell, that it was an accident, except �� Bellows hesitated just long enough for Helga to say impatiently, �Yes?�
�This Detective Willoughby is snooping around and questioning a lot of people. Apparently, he�s friendly with our Security Chief. He quizzed me after I called you this afternoon. Tried to get under my skin,� Bellows explained, intent on giving the impression that he had deftly handled the detective.
�I already know about him. Sort of a slovenly, slow-witted oaf of a man, from what I hear. He�s in over his head, a nuisance more than a threat. Scatcherd�s death will be ruled an accident, you can count on that,� she said, now pacing back and forth in front of Bellows. �So, what would you like me to do?� he asked calmly, determined to maintain his composure.
Helga�s mind was churning. She concluded that Bellows might not be of much use to her as events intensified and, in fact, might be an impediment. He was an intelligent and clever man but was also indecisive and weak. Just like Augustus, she thought. If he got pressured by the police, the less he knew about her future maneuvering the better. She scoffed at her earlier notion that he could have had anything to do with Scatcherd�s death. If Bellows had the original photographs, he would have turned them over to her by now. Perhaps, Scatcherd�s death was accidental after all but the timing of it seemed too coincidental for her to feel secure. And if it was murder, Scatcherd�s accomplices had the photographs and decided to dispose of the �weak link�. Would Bellows be next? Whatever the case, Helga was certain that Bellows had seen the originals and for all she knew he had made a copy just as Scatcherd had done. If Siegfried were here, he would have said that Bellows wasn�t the blackmailing type and he certainly didn�t need the money with his frail aunt likely to croak soon. She could also hear Siegfried telling her that now was not the time to antagonize and alienate the archivist.
�Do nothing and say nothing, Addison, until you hear from me,� she finally said in her most soothing tone. She had stopped pacing and was standing in front of him, striving to look and sound benevolent. Bellows bit down on his lower lip and looked into the cold, unflinching eyes of Helga Dumont. He said nothing but did manage to nod in acknowledgement. At the front door, they shook hands and as he stepped outside, he could hear the pounding of her shoes on the floor as she walked away.
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HELGA WENT TO the window in the sitting room and watched Bellows get into his car. Nothing had been found in the apartment of the writer but that meant nothing. If Scatcherd gave him the photographs, he could have stashed them almost anywhere. Maybe he gave them to the girl he took to the caf� and their meeting wasn�t about love-making after all. To be thorough, her apartment needed to be searched as well.
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ADDISON BELLOWS WOULD have been revolted at the suggestion that he was a sycophant. Yes, he had behaved in a cowardly manner in front of that Amazonian bully more than once and his pride was wounded. He could not ignore these harsh emotions as he walked to his car. That German woman, a possible Nazi collaborator or sympathizer for all he knew, who had attached herself to a respectable Virginia family with impeccable lineage, now treating him, a blueblood himself, with derision. She had tried to soften her acerbic edge at the end by using his first name but all it did was rankle him. He had tolerated Helga�s banality and her arrogance because he despised Scatcherd and harbored amorous fantasies about her daughter but there was a limit to his tolerance.
Bellows thoughts went back to Scatcherd and the detective�s insinuation that his death might not be an accident. That question about the �little boy�s room� had annoyed him which was exactly the detective�s purpose, right? He saw that now. The truth was that he had stepped out for a few minutes right around the time that Scatcherd died. He would stick to his story and remind Viola Finch to back him up if either of them was asked again.
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WHILE HELGA WAS browbeating Addison Bellows, a Belgian tourist checked into a bed & breakfast on the outskirts of Old Town. It was a cool, cloudless evening and he walked a short distance until he saw a telephone booth in the parking lot of a diner. He had memorized the number and dialed the private line of Helga Dumont.
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�HAPPY HOUR� WAS over at Pudge McFadden�s when Det. Willoughby spit out his gum and walked into the bar. The casual imbibers were gone and the serious drinkers, the lonely-hearts and the prowlers, were all getting down to business.
Willoughby ordered a draft beer and took it to a table in the corner. He wouldn�t stay for long but wanted to gather his thoughts and sift through ideas on how to proceed before heading home to dinner. He was having trouble accepting the conclusion that Scatcherd�s death was an accident but he had no physical evidence or witnesses to suggest otherwise. He wouldn�t draw any conclusions until he could review the medical examiner�s report tomorrow. Then, he thought about Scatcherd�s prior fall and wondered if he was wasting his time on a case where an accident-prone cripple has slipped one too many times.
Willoughby didn�t like Bellows which he admitted gave him some motivation to proceed but he wouldn�t let that affect his judgment. He realized that the archivist looked down on him, so they were even. He felt certain that Bellows was concealing something and it was most assuredly connected not just to Scatcherd but most likely to the Dumonts as well. And there was still the break-in at Meacham�s apartment to consider�� right after his meeting with Scatcherd. Was there a connection?
Willoughby looked up and saw Pudge McFadden approaching. �Saw you come in, Hank. Looked like you were deep in thought so I left you alone. Busy day?� asked Pudge, sliding into the chair opposite the detective.
�Just trying to sort through a lot of conflicting information. I thought I might catch Woody. He knows about Scatcherd, right?�
Pudge chuckled. �Bad news travels faster than good news. He found out just as he was finishing up this afternoon when someone rushed in from the Torpedo Factory like the proverbial town crier. Woody hurried out of here like he was chasing a fire. Told me he was heading downtown. I couldn�t help teasing him but he just grinned like the Cheshire Cat. It�s gotta be a girl.�
Willoughby knocked down the remainder of his draft beer and rubbed a paw across his damp mustache. �I�ll stop by earlier tomorrow if I need to speak to him. Now, I can almost smell the pot roast simmering in the pressure cooker. It�s not wise to keep the little lady waiting.�
If there was anything suspicious about Scatcherd�s death, Willoughby wanted Woody to be informed. He didn�t want to put out a false alarm so gave no hint to Pudge. He would sleep on his suppositions with a full stomach.
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THE BELGIAN TOURIST sat in a booth in the diner where he could watch the parking lot. Almost instinctively, he scouted the place until he found the rear exit sign. He laughed to himself. Some old habits, deeply ingrained ones, had been the difference between life and death for him during the war. They never faded away.
He saw the long white Cadillac with the jutting fins pull into the parking lot and watched with bemusement as the driver twisted the rear-view mirror into a vertical position. She appeared to be doing something to her eyes and then her nose. When she exited the car, he saw that Helga was wearing a long khaki-colored coat and a dark scarf pulled tight over her cheeks so that only a sliver of her face was revealed.
He shook his head and thought of the many elaborate disguises he had worn during the war. On numerous occasions, they had saved his life. If anyone had been tailing her, the ostentatious car would have been enough to give Helga Dumont away without the amateur clandestine attire.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN:
Scatcherd�s Legacy
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HELGA LOOKED EARNESTLY across the booth into the eyes of Siegfried Fuettener. She would never know that he had buried his name with some hapless soldier whose face had been shot off near the Belgian border. She had forgotten all of her resolve upon leaving New York City and couldn�t suppress her yearning for the dashing, enigmatic man who had captivated and seduced her while she was an eager and pliant teenage girl. She was certain that he was too cautious a man to have used his own name since leaving Germany and she also knew better than to ask him what identity he was using now. He was here to help and that was paramount.
Siegfried looked at Helga with an impenetrable gaze. It was only for a fleeting moment that he tried to picture what lay beneath the sagging jowls, the layers of powder, the rouge, the heavily-painted eyes. It would be a futile task to even attempt to uncover the vivacious girl with whom he had once been infatuated. It had been a gambol, a diverting romp, nothing more�� and yet it had inextricably bound them together in the form of Barrington Dumont, the son he had never seen. To behold the boy, in the flesh, to talk to him and protect him if called upon, without revealing himself, for that would be imprudent, was what had brought him to Virginia. For the boy, he could tolerate Helga Brunner.
Helga had much to tell him since their recent rendezvous in New York City. There was Scatcherd�s death, the snooping detective, the failures of the effete Bellows and her theory that the writer turned bartender might possibly be a front man for some master extortionist or a political foe of Barrington. He listened intently and finally spoke. �Have your two men keep an eye on Bellows. It may be necessary to search his place and, if so, I will handle it. In the meantime, I will keep an eye on the detective and try to get close to this writer�� this Woodrow Meacham guy.�
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WILLOUGHBY WENT TO Scatcherd�s apartment building the next morning and knocked on the door marked �Manager�. A grizzled old man with strands of flailing white hair and wearing a faded sleeveless tee shirt cracked the door and looked warily at the detective. Willoughby flashed his badge and the old timer suddenly looked pleasantly surprised, throwing open the door like he was greeting the prize team from Publishers Clearing House.
�I suspect you�re here about that Scatcherd fellow?� he said, more like a statement of fact than a question. There was a twang to his voice and Willoughby guessed that he was from a small town in the Deep South. The manager�s lips hardly moved as he spoke. It was if his jaws had been almost wired shut and it was difficult for him to speak.
�That�s right. Are you the manager?� Willoughby asked. �Yep, and the owner, too. It was my Ma�s afore she passed and I inherited the place some years back. It was a boarding house for drifters and lay-abouts in those days. My Ma was a tough old bird but squeezing rents from that collection of blackguards was no picnic. As you can see, the place is respectable now. Yep, we�re one big happy family here. Hell, even got a highly-educated Limey living here. But not much longer, I�m a feared.� The Manager saw the puzzled look on Willoughby�s face and explained, �Real sickly Englishman. Just hope he don�t die in there,� the manager said, pointing across the hall as he spoke.
�I need to look around Scatcherd�s apartment,� Willoughby said. The Manager stared at the detective for a moment and then slapped his leg like he had just solved a complicated riddle and said, �Of course, you�re wanting the key. Just a second, detective.�
Scatcherd�s apartment was sparsely furnished and attested to a grim, barren existence for the deceased clerk. Besides the television, the only thing of value that Willoughby saw was a Polaroid camera sitting on the kitchen table. Otherwise, his search revealed nothing.
Willoughby went downstairs to return the key and quickly deflected the manager�s inquiry as to what he had found. �Next of kin?� asked Willoughby. �Not a clue, detective. He didn�t talk much, at least to me, and rarely got mail.� The City would be stuck with funeral costs if a family member or even a friend didn�t step up and Willoughby knew that the bosses would ask if he had made an effort. �Friends?� Willoughby asked, but the manager just scoffed. �Seeing how you�re all �family� here, maybe you�d be willing to claim the body,� Willoughby suggested. All he got back was a dark glare.
As Willoughby started to leave, the manager smirked and said, �That other guy, detective, maybe he found what you�re looking for?� Willoughby turned back and his stare made the manager�s grin disappear. �About a week ago, some guy was in here and walked right up to Scatcherd�s apartment and let himself in. I figured he was a friend, him having a key and all. But it did strike me after he left that he didn�t look like the sort that would be a pal of Scatcherd. Well-groomed, nice tweed jacket and snappy bow tie. Real uppity type with the nose tilted up. Not sure how long he was up there. I got busy and didn�t see him leave. Now that I think of it, I never thought to mention it to Scatcherd. Well, no bother now, right?�
�Anything else you may have forgotten Mr. �?� Willoughby paused with his eyebrows raised again and the manager was quicker this time. �Cecil Lawrie, that�s me, detective, at your service. Nope, that�s about it.� Cecil involuntarily flashed a hideous, toothy smile and Willoughby was exposed to the rotting remains of jagged teeth that would test the fortitude and skill of any dentist.
Lawrie�s description of the visitor to Scatcherd�s apartment fit Addison Bellows to a tee, right down to the ubiquitous bow tie. The archivist had not been forthright with Willoughby and now had some explaining to do.
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NIGEL LONGSTAFFE HEARD the voices in the hallway and opened his door just far enough to see Willoughby and Lawrie standing at the manager�s door. Scatcherd�s death had been in the morning newspaper and had been described as an accident. If so, why would a detective be snooping around, he wondered?
Longstaffe was not feeling any better. He had coughed up more blood than usual that morning and it was increasingly difficult for him to swallow what little food he nibbled on. He had soaked his toast in hot tea that morning but even with the honey and whiskey flavoring, it had not helped much.
Nigel looked sad as he gazed at his bookshelf with the dog-eared copies of his treasured classics with the notes and suggested emendations that he had added over the years. The works of Cicero sat alongside those of Virgil, Pliny and Ovid. He revered them all, they were his friends and lifelong companions, but there was a special place of honor for the Histories by Tacitus and Meditations by Marcus Aurelius. Who would cherish them after he was gone?
Longstaffe had the shakes and was determined to go to Pudge McFadden�s for a liquid lunch. If it wasn�t for his books, the saloon would be as much a home to him as his dingy apartment.
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WILLOUGHBY WALKED INTO the medical examiner offices and found Caldigate completing paperwork on Leonard Scatcherd. Everything on his desk was neatly organized and it reminded Willoughby of his grade school teacher. �Cleanliness is next to Godliness� she said with pursed lips and a wagging finger whenever she walked past his cluttered desk. To this day, Willoughby didn�t know what it meant although Miss Prendergast insisted it was a Biblical quote. Whatever it did mean, Caldigate had certainly taken the message to heart. Miss Prendergast would have been proud of the examiner.
�Going to conduct an autopsy on Scatcherd, Sandy?� Willoughby asked. �Accidental death, Willoughby,� Caldigate said in a monotone without looking up from his writing. If anyone was more laconic than the detective, it was the medical examiner. For a while, it was a silent stand-off. Willoughby said nothing but stared down at Caldigate until the examiner finally raised his eyes in feigned surprise, as if he didn�t expect to see the detective still looming above him.
�Can I at least see the body, Sandy?� Willoughby pleaded, forced to speak and figuring that the examiner at least owed him this concession. Caldigate sighed and dropped his pen. �It won�t change anything, Hank, but if it will make you go away, let�s get it over with.�
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SCATCHERD�S MUSCLES WERE stiff and his hair was standing up as if he had received an electric shock. The feet were purplish blue as blood had rushed to his extremities. �He�s just transitioning to another form,� Caldigate said matter of factly as if to ease Willoughby�s concerns that something unusual was occurring. �You know, Hank, that if no one claims him, he will go into the big oven. At 800 degrees, he will be turned into ashes within an hour.� Willoughby thought of Scatcherd�s landlord but said nothing.
Death bruising had commenced and Willoughby pointed to the distinct markings on Scatcherd�s chest, one bruise the size of a baseball but not quite as round and a smaller one just below it the shape of a dime. �Don�t these markings warrant �pending� on your report instead of �accidental,� at least for the time being?� Willoughby asked. �Okay, I�ll admit those marks made me curious but not enough to prompt an autopsy or change my report. Besides, and don�t repeat this or you�ll never get my cooperation again. I got a call first thing this morning to wrap this matter up quickly.�
�From whom?� Willoughby demanded. Caldigate put up his arms and stepped back. �I�m not telling, Hank, so don�t press me. All I�ll say is that it came from one of the big boys in Richmond. If I tell you and it gets back to any of them, they will know it was me.�
As they walked back to Caldigate�s office, Willoughby was silent and the examiner felt certain that the detective would not pressure him when he said, �I know you�re a stubborn guy, Hank, and a good man, too. But you�ve got to remember that the government still has a lot of war records stored in that old factory and I hear that some of them are pretty damn sensitive. My guess is that they don�t want any negative publicity, particularly right now. Take my advice and locate next of kin, anybody to claim the body. Let them bury Scatcherd and then you can bury this investigation at the same time. I�m not saying that anything is being covered up because I have no knowledge that�s the case. What I am saying is that there�s nothing here for you to pursue but trouble.� Caldigate gave Willoughby a friendly pat on the back. He had said more in the last few minutes than he normally did in an entire day and was now anxious for the solitude of his office.
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WHEN WILLOUGHBY WALKED into Bellows� office, he was still worked up from his meeting with Caldigate and the revelation by Scatcherd�s landlord. When she spotted him, Viola Finch popped up from her chair like bread out of a toaster. Bellows� door was closed but Willoughby was in no mood for formalities. He pushed the door open with an exasperated Viola Finch right behind him, desperately flapping her arms.
Bellows waved her off with a resigned look when he saw the determined expression on Willoughby�s face. He wasn�t sure why Willoughby was back so soon and it made him nervous. �Yes, detective?� he said meekly, hoping to sound deferential but knowing that he sounded intimidated.
�You lied to me yesterday, Bellows. Do you want to tell me why you were in Leonard Scatcherd�s apartment and what you found there?� Bellows was caught off guard and tried to cover his surprise and buy some time by holding his hand in front of his mouth. �We can talk downtown, if you prefer,� Willoughby said fiercely, losing all patience.
Bellows motioned to a chair and Willoughby, skeptical but accepting the conciliatory gesture, decided to give the archivist a chance to explain himself. In carefully measured tones, Bellows said, �I had reason to believe that Scatcherd had stolen documents from an archive file. We�re talking about confidential government documents, detective. I confronted Scatcherd and he denied taking anything from the file. He told me if I needed convincing that I could search his apartment. I took him up on the offer and he gave me the key.�
Willoughby looked at Bellows in disbelief. He wanted to throttle him and dislodge the truth. With Scatcherd dead, there was no way he could challenge Bellows� story, at least for now. �What did you find during your search?� Willoughby demanded. �Nothing�� and I took nothing. It was very frustrating, I must tell you. Whatever he stole, he hid it pretty well�� or he gave it to an accomplice.�
Willoughby felt that he was at least temporarily check-mated. �I�m not buying your explanation, Bellows, so if I find out that you�re lying to me again, I�ll make a big show of hauling your ass downtown for a formal interrogation,� Willoughby said, poking his finger inches from Bellows� face for added effect. As he was talking, he got up from the chair and abruptly opened the office door, catching Viola Finch by surprise. �Did you miss anything, young lady?� he asked with exaggerated politeness before leaving the mating bird and her unlikely paramour staring at each other.
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WOODY LOOKED UP when Nigel Longstaffe walked unsteadily into Pudge McFadden�s. He seemed slower than usual and labored to climb up on his corner stool. Woody put a drink in front of the Englishman and smiled. Longstaffe raised his eyes to Woody and a faint flicker of a smile creased his mouth.
It was several minutes until Woody checked on Longstaffe and noticed that he had hardly touched his drink. Normally, he would have signaled for a refill by now. Longstaffe motioned with a half-raised arm and Woody gingerly approached him. Longstaffe pulled an envelope from his back pocket and handed it to Woody. �Cavete idibus martiis�, he whispered. He held onto the end of the envelope and Woody looked perplexed, not wanting to pull it toward him. Longstaffe tugged on the envelope, drawing Woody toward him. �You can do better than that puff piece on Barrington Dumont but beware the Ides of March, my friend. It brought nothing but evil tidings to me,� he said, staring intently into Woody�s eyes.
Longstaffe let go of the envelope and seemed exhausted by his effort. After Woody walked away, Longstaffe laid a twenty-dollar bill on the bar and left. Pudge walked out from the kitchen and, seeing Longstaffe leave, just shook his head. He made a promise right then to check on him that evening.
When he realized that Longstaffe was gone, Woody looked at the envelope and what he assumed was the Latin warning printed across the bottom. He read the original scrawl made earlier, in another hand writing, which said �Please hold for me, L.S.�
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IT WAS A busy lunch crowd at Pudge McFadden�s that day and Woody had no time to examine the contents of the envelope but would occasionally reach back to confirm that it was still in his back pocket. When Pudge left to meet with some city official about a licensing issue, Woody was left with a few locals who had no place else to go and had retreated into their private worlds.
Woody went to the end of the bar and opened the envelope. Inside were two old photographs plus a recent Polaroid taken with the originals side by side. It only took him a minute to realize the significance of what was now in his possession. He recalled the photographs in the 1946 newspaper he had seen in the library depicting Helga, Augustus and the baby. Now, he was looking at Helga with what appeared to be a German soldier around the same time.
The pictorial spread that accompanied his article in the Alexandria Observer told an almost irrefutable story, namely that the German soldier standing with Helga bore a striking resemblance to Barrington Dumont. He turned the photographs over and examined the dates. They coincided perfectly with the time Augustus Dumont was stationed in Berlin.
Woody was feverish with excitement as he stuffed the photographs back in the envelope. He looked at the initials �L.S.� on the outside and was certain they stood for Leonard Scatcherd. But how had these photographs come into the possession of Nigel Longstaffe? He was an unlikely choice to be engaged in a conspiracy with the dead clerk. Was it possible that Scatcherd�s death was somehow connected to the photographs? Was Longstaffe urging him to write another article, an in-depth piece on the Dumonts?
Woody called the police station but Det. Willoughby was out. He left a message for him to call or come by Pudge McFadden�s as quickly as possible. He understood the importance of getting what was potentially evidence of a crime into the detective�s hands.
After a few minutes, Woody pulled out the envelope again and studied the photographs. He knew that Willoughby would want the originals but did anyone besides Scatcherd and possibly Longstaffe know about the Polaroid copy?
Woody had no desire to embarrass or expose the Dumont family but he had an idea on how he could help identify the German soldier. As he saw it, he would not be interfering in an official police investigation if he kept the Polaroid photograph and gave the originals to Willoughby. Leonard Scatcherd had come to him for help and he had callously turned him away. Now he might be able to atone for it.
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WILLOUGHBY WAS TRYING to decide if any part of Bellows� latest explanation was truthful. He was having trouble believing that Scatcherd volunteered his key to the archivist. There was palpable animosity between the two of them and it just didn�t seem plausible that the clerk would trust Bellows alone inside his apartment. And if Bellows didn�t have the missing documents, who the hell did? Well, he would just have to chew on this growing mystery for a bit.
Willoughby was not happy when he drove away from the Torpedo Factory but he still managed to laugh out loud when he thought of that parting scene with Bellows and Viola Finch. Did the archivist understand how devoted his little assistant was to his every whim? He was pulling into a fried chicken joint on the outskirts of town when the radio crackled with Woody�s message. He ignored the enticing odor wafting through the air and drove straight to Pudge McFadden�s.

CHAPTER NINETEEN:
Another Dead Body
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WILLOUGHBY WALKED INTO Pudge McFadden�s uncertain how much he should tell Woody. Scatcherd�s death would soon be officially classified as �accidental� and to challenge it or even imply that it was wrong, with no countervailing proof, and particularly with someone outside the department, would be not just unwise but unprofessional.
Woody had been watching for the detective and waved from the end of the bar while holding the Longstaffe envelope aloft. �Watcha got, kid, your message said it was urgent?� Willoughby said with his usual deadpan demeanor. �I hope I wasn�t overly dramatic. Here, take a look,� Woody said as he handed the envelope to Willoughby, suddenly feeling wary and less confident in what he had considered a dramatic discovery.
Pudge, like a proud papa, had kept a copy of the Alexandria Observer issue that carried Woody�s article on Barrington Dumont. Woody went in the back to retrieve it as Willoughby studied the photographs.
The detective had no doubt that �L.S.� on the envelope stood for Leonard Scatcherd and he recognized what he thought was Latin but was not able to translate it. When Woody returned, he asked, �How did you come into possession of these photographs, son? Is there anything that you haven�t told me about your earlier confrontation with Scatcherd?� Woody was momentarily offended by Willoughby�s tone but realized that he was doing exactly what his stepfather would have done. Billy Meacham, Jr., renowned in and around Parlor City as a crack detective had once joked that if he had been questioning his own grandmother during an investigation, he would have tried to break her like the lowest form of criminal. Woody told Willoughby all he knew about Nigel Longstaffe and his sudden departure from the bar after handing Woody the envelope.
�You know who these people are?� Willoughby asked next, softening his tone and pointing to the photographs. �Some of them. If I hadn�t visited the library and written the Dumont article, they would have meant nothing to me. That�s Helga Dumont in both photographs, one with her husband wearing the American uniform and holding the baby. In the other picture, she is standing with what I assume is a German soldier, possibly an officer.�
�Okay, so the Dumont lady had a German boyfriend, no surprise there for an attractive fraulein, and then she apparently meets and marries an American soldier. They have a baby and return to the United States. That�s it? Your message said �urgent�.� Willoughby almost always played the sceptic and did so now, figuring it was the best way to get Woody to tell everything he knew and possibly offer some fresh insight. Feeling stymied and frustrated after his latest confrontation with Bellows, he was even open to conjecture.
Woody smiled. Suddenly he was enjoying himself. He spread out the newspaper on the bar so that Willoughby could see all the pictures of Barrington Dumont. Then, he took the photograph of Helga and the German soldier and laid it right next to the one of Barrington in his Air Force uniform. For added effect, Woody went back and forth with his index finger between the German soldier and Barrington until Willoughby smiled and said �Okay, I get it.� The German soldier and Barrington Dumont were roughly the same age when the photographs were taken approximately 30 years apart. The detective could not deny that the resemblance was remarkable.
An irrepressible grin formed under Willoughby�s bushy mustache. �Son of a bitch�, he exclaimed, saying each word slowly and adding a staccato punch to each of them. Woody was now energized and the words came tumbling out. �My guess is that Scatcherd came in here right before he died and wanted to give me the photographs in the hope that I would write a story exposing and shaming the Dumonts�� and most likely ruining the son�s political career. When I turned him down, he gave the photographs to Longstaffe. That part puzzles me. I never saw these photographs until this afternoon. It sure makes Scatcherd�s accident seem like a bizarre coincidence. Could someone want these photographs bad enough to kill for them?�
Woody was hoping to get a reaction from Willoughby but the detective did not take the bait. �Do you know where this Longstaffe character lives?� Willoughby asked. �No, but Pudge does. The poor guy is on death�s door and Pudge checks in on him from time to time. He�s a regular at that stool over in the corner,� said Woody, pointing to Longstaffe�s unofficial, reserved seat.
Willoughby�s eyebrows arched and he craned his neck as if he was looking for someone. Woody caught on and said, �Pudge is over at City Hall but should be back soon if you want to wait.� Willoughby�s stomach was growling and he thought about the fried chicken he missed out on. He pointed to the kitchen and asked, �What did the Irishman make today?� �Beef stew. I think there�s some left,� said Woody, turning toward the kitchen and looking back for a signal from Willoughby who just grimaced and shooed him along.
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ABOUT THIRTY MINUTES later, Pudge walked into his saloon grumbling about �gombeens and poxbottles.� He shook the document in his hand violently as if he wanted to punish it. �Three hours to get a simple license renewal and those cabbages treated me like a criminal. I�ll bet I could negotiate a deal with the Viet Cong to end the war faster than that,� he stormed, to no one in particular. When Pudge was irate, he piled on the Irish insults. While Willoughby usually found it amusing and might even egg the Irishman on at another time, he finally had a solid lead to follow and refused to be distracted.
Willoughby decided it might be best to lighten the atmosphere and said, �Nice batch of stew, Pudge. Hey, I need to talk to you about one of your regulars, a guy named Longstaffe.� Hearing the culinary compliment helped but Pudge couldn�t stop cursing those �sorry bastards� at City Hall. Willoughby repeated his request but Pudge was still fuming and said nothing. �It�s a long story, Pudge. Give me Longstaffe�s address and I will fill you in after I speak to him. As much as I can, that is,� Willoughby said.
�I�d better take you there myself, Hank. I was planning to go over there tonight but I might as well check on him now. He left here earlier than usual today, which is not like him at all. He�s more apt to talk to you if I�m there to make the introduction and provide some encouragement. Besides, it will do me good to walk off my frustration,� said Pudge, shaking his head in disgust.
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AS THEY APPROACHED Longstaffe�s apartment building, Willoughby stopped abruptly and grabbed Pudge�s arm. �Do you know if Longstaffe had a relationship with Leonard Scatcherd?� he asked. �Can�t imagine that, Hank. Longstaffe�s a highly-educated man from England. Plus, he�s a loner. I was shocked when he took me into his confidence. Hell, I badgered him about his health until he gave me a key so I could periodically check in on him. Advanced stage of esophageal cancer. No hope, so he decided to drink himself to death. But why would you bring up a possible connection to Scatcherd anyway?� Pudge asked.
Willoughby had an occasional flare for the dramatic and would wait to answer Pudge until after they got into the lobby of the building. Willoughby saw that Scatcherd�s name had already been removed from the mailbox. Cecil Lawrie didn�t waste any time, he said to himself, adding to his ill humor toward the landlord. He pointed to Scatcherd�s mailbox and said, �When I was here earlier, Scatcherd�s name was still over this box. His apartment is�� or was�� directly above Longstaffe�s.� Pudge scratched his head and said, �Well, I�ll be damned.�
Pudge knocked on Longstaffe�s door but there was no response. He called out his name, hesitated and then tried again. �Nigel, it�s me, Pudge�, the Irishman said with his face close to the door. After a few seconds of silence, Willoughby turned to Pudge and asked, �You have your key, right? I don�t want to go back to the landlord unless it�s necessary.�
Pudge slowly turned the key in the lock and pushed the door open. The shades were drawn and the only light was from an antique floor lamp with a built-in circular tray, positioned next to an old high-back chair with rounded arms. Upon entering the room, the two men could only see the bottom half of Longstaffe�s body. Pudge noticed a half-finished drink on the tray and softly called out Longstaffe�s name. Then, he saw the book on Longstaffe�s lap and smiled. �Dozed off reading� he whispered to Willoughby, relieved that the dying man was getting some temporary reprieve from his daily torment.
When they stepped in front of the chair. Pudge was still smiling and was going to suggest that they leave the man undisturbed and come back later. Willoughby was less sanguine. He put two fingers to Longstaffe�s neck and said, �It�s probably too late but call an ambulance.� Pudge stood frozen and Willoughby said, more urgently, �C�mon, hurry!�
Nigel Longstaffe had a peaceful, almost beatific look on his face. Whatever anguish, physical or mental, that he had been experiencing had ceased. Perhaps, it was because he had been reading the Meditations of Marcus Aurelius in the original Latin the moment he died.
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WILLOUGHBY HAD NOT expected to get much useful information, if any, out of Nigel Longstaffe and agreed with Pudge�s assessment that Scatcherd and he were unlikely cohorts. The detective had to acknowledge that he was also going along with the theory Woody had espoused earlier, apparently without even knowing that the two dead men were neighbors. The kid�s got pretty damn good instincts, he said to himself. The clerk lived upstairs and probably trusted no one that he knew�� or that knew him. So, he went to two complete strangers for assistance. Bellows was harassing Scatcherd and Woody had turned him down. Desperate or in a panic, he had most likely slid the envelope with the cryptic message under Longstaffe�s door.
Willoughby had struggled through a few years of Latin at St. Ignatius High but could hardly conjugate when he got done. Mercifully, his mother had not forced him to take a third year. He never got as far as Marcus Aurelius, but he did remember something about Romans drinking hemlock when death was closing in on them. Nigel Longstaffe had chosen wine and while it took longer, and with the cancer gaining on him, still got the job done.
On the way back to the saloon, Willoughby told Pudge about the envelope that Longstaffe had given Woody but provided no details.
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WHEN THEY GOT back to the bar, Pudge told Woody that Longstaffe was dead. For them, it was sadness mixed with relief. Willoughby pulled the envelope from his pocket and everyone agreed that the Latin message on the envelope was in a hand-writing distinctive from Scatcherd. No one doubted that it had been added by Longstaffe before he brought the photographs to Woody.
�He rarely spoke English when he was here, Hank, almost always Latin quotes like this one. He got tired of me asking what they meant. Hold on,� Pudge said, as he retreated to his small cubicle next to the kitchen. He came back with a paperback entitled Famous Latin Quotes and started flipping through it when Woody stopped him and said, �It means beware the Ides of March.�
Pudge looked at Woody and said, �You�re the college boy, help us out here, kid.� Both men were now staring at him. �If I�m not mistaken, it refers to the warning to Julius Caesar to be on guard against his enemies just before he was murdered. The 15th day of the month is known as the Ides.� Nobody said a word. Everyone understood that Longstaffe�s warning was for Woody Meacham.
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IT WAS NOW late afternoon and all three men were lolling about Pudge�s bar and not saying much. Death has a way of making thoughtful people go silent and contemplate their own mortality.
Willoughby still felt certain that Longstaffe had been unwittingly drawn into Scatcherd�s half-baked scheme to expose the Dumonts. But why warn Woody? Perhaps, he had a premonition that some undeserved evil would befall the young man just as it had him back at the private school where he had taught Latin for so many years. More likely, it came from the delirious imagination of a drunk who was addled by alcohol and couldn�t restrain his penchant for spouting ominous or dire Latin quotations. It went against all of Willoughby�s instincts as a detective, that a man approaching death would have an epiphany, and see things clearly that were unknowable to others. And yet he couldn�t shake the eerie feeling that the warning was significant. Woody�s apartment was tossed and Scatcherd was dead after his apartment had been searched. Bellows had now been caught in multiple lies and the unlikely chain of events continued with Longstaffe living just long enough to pass the damning Dumont photographs on to Woody. If Longstaffe had been suspected of being a co-conspirator, surely his apartment would have been thoroughly searched and the envelope almost certainly would have been found. So, if the bullseye was now on Woody Meacham, did that mean his life was in danger?
Shortly, Scatcherd�s death would be ruled an �accident� and Willoughby would be ordered to move on. He could hear his superiors now, telling him it wasn�t the Police Department�s job to expose a prominent local family to a scandal for events that may have transpired decades ago. And if all he had were a few break-ins, an accidental death and some old photographs, how could he argue with their insistence that precious department resources needed to be allocated elsewhere? Willoughby realized in that moment that he needed to work on the weakest link in his investigation before he ran out of time and was forced to throw in the towel.
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WILLOUGHBY LEFT PUDGE McFadden�s after telling the Irishman to �keep an eye on the kid�. He might confront Bellows in the morning and show him the two photographs, or at least describe them, and gauge his reaction. If he told him that Scatcherd�s neighbor was dead, without describing the cause, it might rattle him and compel him to talk. He was determined not to give the photographs to the archivist unless he was directed to do so.
Willoughby had promised his wife and daughter that they would go out for a pasta dinner. Afterwards, they would ensconce themselves in front of the television where he would get some good-natured ribbing as the latest episode of �Cannon� aired. With his mind set on his course of action for the following morning, the detective headed home.

CHAPTER TWENTY:
Woody Hatches A Plan
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AFTER WILLOUGHBY WENT home, Woody sat at the bar with the Polaroid photograph cupped in his hands, staring at the images in the side by side pictures. He didn�t know it but he was holding the twin of the one that Scatcherd had mailed to Helga Dumont along with the original threatening note. Pudge had a puzzled look on his face when he saw Woody, deep in thought, hunched forward on a bar stool. He tapped him on the shoulder and Woody jolted up, startled out of his ruminations. He turned on his stool to face Pudge who saw the photograph in his hand. �What the �� Pudge stammered. Woody grabbed Pudge�s arm before he could continue and motioned for him to quiet down. Two regulars looked up from their drinks, annoyed that they had been disturbed out of their reveries.
�I�ve got an idea, Pudge, so please hear me out. This Polaroid is just a copy of the originals so, yeah, I rationalized to myself that I didn�t withhold any evidence from Det. Willoughby. I may have a way to find out the history behind the original photographs and why Bellows but especially the Dumonts don�t want them exposed. If I�m right, it could even be useful to the detective.� Woody was flush with excitement and Pudge was drawn in. It was still an hour before the �Happy Hour� imbibers arrived so Pudge plopped down on the stool next to Woody and agreed to hear him out.
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WAITING FOR WILLOUGHBY and Pudge to return from Longstaffe�s apartment, Woody remembered taking a course in German history at Thorndyke College and was highly impressed with his professor, one Carl Humboldt. If Humboldt was still there, he might be able to identify the soldier seen cozying up to Helga Dumont. Then, there was the question of marriage and birth records. Humboldt would undoubtedly know where in Berlin to search for them. Woody suggested to Pudge that he could call the school and ascertain if Humboldt still taught there. If so, and he were amenable, he would mail the Polaroid to the professor and ask him to analyze it.
�Hell no, lad. There�s no time to waste. If he agrees, ask him if his department has a fax machine. My lawyer, Bennett Carbury, has one and we can have that bloody photograph to him in a matter of minutes. Go ahead, now. Get on the blower. I�m paying for it. No time like the present.�
Humboldt was still teaching at Thorndyke and Woody caught him in his office between classes. �I do recall you. You wrote a paper on the Deutchnationale Volkspartei that impressed me. A little shaky in parts but first-rate work for a college boy. What are you doing now?� he inquired.
Woody mumbled something about research and when he described the photographs, Humboldt offered to examine them before Woody could even ask for help. Humboldt had to leave for another class but before they hung up the phone, he confirmed that his department did have a fax machine. Woody promised that he would have an image of the photographs within the hour. �I�ll try to have something for you tomorrow. Call me late in the afternoon, young man,� Humboldt said before hanging up.
Woody emerged from the back of the saloon with a smile on his face as Pudge looked over from behind the bar. �Help out here and I�ll call the lawyer,� said Pudge, handing Woody a towel. Pudge was back in a few minutes and said, �Head over to South Royal Street. When you turn the corner, you�ll see the sign out front�� Law Offices of Bennett Carbury. Talk to no one else, Woody. I told him it was highly confidential and he promised he would personally handle the fax transmission.� Pudge was having second thoughts about his spontaneous decision to help Woody. He should have demanded that they first clear Woody�s plan with Willoughby before proceeding. Pudge thought of that adage about it being easier to ask for forgiveness than for permission and just shrugged his shoulders.
On his way out of the bar, Woody was stopped by a man near the door holding a map. He looked at Woody with that confused expression of an out-of-towner. He spoke in clear English but with a distinct French accent. �Could you direct me toward the Masonic Temple. I�m a tourist here and was told it was nearby but I seem to have lost my way.� Woody pointed him west on King Street and hurried on his way.
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WOODY RUSHED BACK from the lawyer�s office to let Pudge know that the fax went through successfully. Thinking of what Willoughby had said earlier, Pudge suggested that Woody should consider staying at his place for a few days.
Woody looked skeptical and said, �Pudge, if I�m lucky, I�ll be heading over to DC soon and won�t make it back tonight. But don�t worry, I�ll be here in the morning.�
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WOODY GOT OUT of the shower and called Nellie. When she answered the phone, her voice was shaky. �When Liz and I walked in after work, our apartment was destroyed. Torn apart. Clothes and books thrown everywhere. They even tipped over the davenport and ripped open the bottom. What�s strange, though, is that we can�t identify anything that is missing.�
Woody shouted into the phone that he was on the way. As he hung up, he heard Nellie say, �Okay, the police are here now.� He immediately thought about the similarity to the break-in to his own apartment. Nothing missing, just complete havoc. Suddenly, enlisting the help of Prof. Humboldt to solve the mystery of the Dumont photographs was no longer an adventure. Woody was terrified, not just for himself, but now for Nellie Birdsong as well.
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ON THE RIDE downtown, Woody struggled to decide how much he should tell Nellie about the Dumonts, Scatcherd, Longstaffe and Det. Willoughby�s investigation. He wanted to believe that the break-in at her apartment was just another strange coincidence in a string of bizarre events. But when he heard that Nellie�s couch had been ripped open, just as his had been, and that nothing was missing, he could not avoid the conclusion that the invaders in both cases were looking for something. It had to be the photographs, he concluded. But why Nellie? The only sensible answer was that he had been followed. Ripping open the couches wasn�t just a search, it was also a warning. No, he had no choice but to tell Nellie everything. She deserved it.
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BY THE TIME Woody arrived at Nellie�s apartment, Liz had already arranged for them to stay with friends on Capitol Hill. They would be heading there to spend at least one night right after filing a police report.
�It�s weird, Woody,� Nellie said, shaking her head and frowning. �We both get our apartments broken into and trashed in the same week.� She had given him his opening and Woody felt that he had no choice but to reveal everything.
Nellie listened intently as every detail, both proven and speculative, related to the Dumont photographs spilled out in rapid fire. When Woody finished, she asked pleadingly, �Tell me the truth, Woody. Are Liz and I in any kind of danger? Are they coming back? You realize that I have made her vulnerable because of you, right?�
Woody was dumbstruck. He had told her everything and he had anticipated a sympathetic reaction. Instead, he was harshly rebuked. Consequences are often pitiless, and Woody now experienced the full-force of that reality as Nellie stared at him with cold, unyielding eyes. Woody had known Nellie Birdsong only briefly back in Parlor Harbor in the summer of 1967 and now, four years later, for only a few days. He looked for some softening in her demeanor but her gaze was impenetrable. If she had been an innocent ingenue back then, she was certainly not one any more. Finally, he said, �I�m sorry for all this, Nellie. So sorry. I can�t imagine you will put much faith in my advice right now but I�ll give it anyway. Stay away from your apartment until these bastards are caught.�
Nellie�s face had softened but Woody had turned away too quickly to see it. He drove back to Old Town in a rage, as if he had absorbed and now owned all of the venom that had consumed Leonard Scatcherd.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE:
Coffee With Bellows
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WOODY�S MOOD SWUNG wildly on the ride back to Old Town. He had seen a side of Nellie, a cynical edge beneath her soft, angelic veneer which he did not want to acknowledge was possible. After the murder of her cousin back in Parlor Harbor while she was still a college student on summer break, maybe she had changed forever. And how was he to know what had occurred in the intervening years when he was in the Army and had no contact with her? He was delusional if he thought she was still the na�ve teenage schoolgirl who had made him think of the pop singer Jackie DeShannon the first time he laid eyes on her.
Woody realized that he had created this image of Nellie Birdsong based on a fantasy, all from a few fleeting moments in Parlor Harbor back in the summer of 1967. Something made him think of the Beach Boys song �Caroline No�, that plaintive tune of innocence lost or corrupted�� or perhaps it was both. He remembered the line �where did your long hair go� and knew it meant much more than a mere change of style. He was certain that the physical attraction was mutual but what else was there of any substance between them now after a chance meeting at a bar in Georgetown and a single night out at a caf�? And now, whatever fragile basis there was for a relationship had probably been shattered.
Even if there was only a scant possibility that something enduring might develop between them in the future, Woody still felt a sense of duty to Nellie in the midst of his self-pity. He had exposed her to the Scatcherd intrigue and quite possibly put her life in danger. Now, he had to do something to protect her. He thought back to that brief encounter with Scatcherd at Pudge McFadden�s. Scatcherd had made an accusation against someone at the Torpedo Factory who he insisted was out to get him. At the time, Woody was only half listening and assumed that the clerk was paranoid. Now, it didn�t seem like the rantings of a mad man.
Woody racked his brain for the rest of the ride, trying to conjure up the name of Scatcherd�s nemesis who he, by proxy, also despised. As he pulled into the alley behind his apartment, Woody slapped the steering wheel when the name Bellows popped into his head.
There were three Bellows in the local telephone book, two of which were female. Before he dialed the number for an A. Bellows, he had decided exactly what he would say.
�Who is this?� Bellows demanded when he heard Woody�s voice asking him to identify himself as the individual who worked at the Torpedo Factory.
Woody took his evasion as confirmation and said, �I know who has the originals of the Dumont photographs and can get them for you. That�s all you need to know about me for the present. Meet me at the diner just north of the Torpedo Factory at 8:00 tomorrow morning. This is your one and only chance to recover the photographs.�
�What do you want in return? Name your price.� Bellows� tone was now soft and accommodating. If there was going to be a negotiation, he didn�t want to throw away the opportunity to once more be of service to Helga Dumont.
�You�ll find out in the morning, Mr. Bellows. I�ll be sitting at the counter wearing a navy-blue baseball cap with a red B. I repeat, this is your only chance�� don�t blow it.� Woody quickly hung up the phone before Bellows could respond. The archivist thought Meacham would be extorting money, just as he had guessed wrong about the motives of Leonard Scatcherd. For Woody, it was all about Nellie Birdsong and redemption.
[image: ]
ADDISON BELLOWS HAD been sitting up in bed during the conversation with Woody but slid down after he realized that he was holding a dead phone. It was not too late to call Helga but he decided to wait. Of course, he would be at the diner. If he could negotiate the return of the original photographs�� plus any copies�� the Dumonts would be indebted to him for life. It might even, with encouragement from the mother, convince a certain lovely debutante to look favorably on him.
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WILLOUGHBY ALMOST GOT past his lieutenant�s door the next morning before he heard the roar of �Cannon� and was forced to stop. Lt. �Bud� Thorne, former Marine drill sergeant and inveterate blowhard, liked to ride Willoughby with allusions to the TV detective whenever he had the opportunity. Willoughby stood silently at the door and watched Thorne�s malicious grin turned into a frown when he observed the annoyed look on the detective�s face. �Damn good episode last night. Did you watch it? I don�t know how that guy moves so well. Has to be pushing 250�275 easily,� he laughed, his own potbelly hidden behind the desk. Willoughby nodded slightly but otherwise remained stone-faced, causing Thorne to frown again.
�Did you find a relative to claim Scatcherd�s body or are we going to be stuck with the cost? The Chief wants to know. It would be a shame to stiff the taxpayers.� Thorne was now posing as the dutiful public servant, concerned about saving money for the town and when Willoughby looked skeptical, he realized how foolish he sounded.
�No luck so far, boss, but I�m working on it. I heard he might have a cousin in Sheboygan Falls but we�d have to ship the body there at our expense. Should I pursue it?� �Hell no,� barked Thorne. �That�d be more expensive than if we handled it ourselves. Damn it, Willoughby, can�t you find someone local?�
Willoughby shrugged and Thorne busied himself rearranging some folders on his desk. He didn�t even ask where Sheboygan Falls was and Willoughby didn�t offer that it was in Wisconsin. It didn�t matter, though. If Scatcherd had any relatives in Wisconsin or elsewhere, Willoughby wasn�t going to chase them down at the behest of Lt. Thorne.
Willoughby was still bothered by the ruling of the medical examiner�s office on Scatcherd�s �accidental� death and the pressuring phone call Caldigate had received from someone in Richmond. He lingered at Thorne�s door until the lieutenant looked up and said, �Now listen, Willoughby, I want a final report on the Scatcherd investigation on my desk by tomorrow�� relative or not. We�ve got more important cases to pursue. The Chief is pressing for some arrests on the check-kiting ring working the area. Rumor is that Bargani is pulling the strings. We need some notches on our belt.� Thorne drew in his stomach and grabbed his belt with both hands to show the detective he meant business.
Thorne was referring to Moe �The Nose� Bargani, a Miami mobster who used his supper club as a front for various illicit enterprises. The feds were still trying to nail him for his role in a con involving old German war bonds back in 1957 but he continued to elude them.
Thorne frequently invoked the Chief�s name or fell back on the cowboy analogy�� sometimes both�� when he felt stymied. Everyone knew he was feckless and it was just his cowardly way of making a demand. A middle-aged man who wasn�t a major league baseball player still calling himself �Bud�, with a thinning flat top left over from the 50s, starched into an upright position so you could see right through to the scalp. Every little thing about the man made it difficult to take the lieutenant seriously.
Willoughby had concluded some time ago that Thorne was never obtuse; that would be giving him too much credit. Rather, he was vacuous, an empty vessel available to be filled with whatever theory or opinion came down from a captain, commander, chief or other potentate. It usually depended on whom he had talked to most recently.
He looked at Thorne and tried to imagine him as a stalwart, steely young Marine but he could not conjure up the image. He was now a shell of that young man. When his body went soft, his head had been filled with porridge at the same time, turning him into a groveling, bootlicking sycophant who believed that the chain of command wasn�t just the cardinal rule but the only rule. If anyone could worm his way up the ranks, �Bud� Thorne had proven that it was possible. Willoughby was no picture of health himself. He had never been the Ron Ely-type who could swing from trees in the Tarzan movies but he did pride himself in being his own man. Around the station, it was a reputation which he had earned.
�Anything else, Sheriff?� Willoughby asked sardonically, trying to remember if Thorne had put any notches on his belt in his long career. Thorne had a pained expression on his face, trying to think of a comeback, when his face brightened and he almost looked joyful. �Yeah, there�s a VD epidemic in town, according to the health department. A team is being assembled to go around to the schools to warn the kids about the dangers of gonorrhea. They want a cop to accompany each nurse. I could get you assigned.� Thorne waited for Willoughby to plead for mercy but the detective gave him no satisfaction. After a brief stare down, the lieutenant caved and barked in exasperation. �Get the hell out of here, Willoughby, I have work to do.�
As he walked away from his vainglorious boss, Willoughby was more determined than ever to continue looking into Scatcherd�s death, starting with another visit to Addison Bellows and one last stop at the medical examiner�s office. He had planned, albeit reluctantly, to turn in the Dumont photographs that morning and explain how they had come into his possession. But now, he was so disgusted with Thorne that he decided to hold out a bit longer.
[image: ]
WOODY WAS SITTING at the counter sipping coffee when someone sat down two seats away. Bellows recognized the baseball cap and motioned Woody over to a booth by the window.
Woody looked Bellows over and wondered who this dandy was sitting across from him. Tweed jacket with suede elbow patches, button-down blue shirt garnished with a brightly-colored bowtie, blonde hair neatly coifed and fluffed up. Woody was tempted to ask him what kind of spray he used and how long it took him to primp in the morning. Bellows appeared soft and effeminate, reminding Woody of a few of the teaching assistants and assistant professors back at Thorndyke College who had never set foot outside the cloistered world of academia. He was determined to dislike everything about Scatcherd�s antagonist.
�So, what�s your price?� asked Bellows. He sounded almost blas�, as if a deal for the photographs was a fait accompli and he had a pocket full of cash ready to be handed over.
�I�m assuming you know the value of the originals to the Dumonts and you are here on their behalf. So, make an offer,� said Woody. �I need to see them, to verify their authenticity,� Bellows said, trying to sound authoritative. Woody laughed and then turned serious, flashing the Polaroid copy of the two photographs side by side in front of Bellows� face. �There�s your authentication, so let�s not play games,� Woody said, as he put the photograph back in his pocket.
Bellows recognized the Polaroid that had been sent to Helga Dumont along with the threatening note. So, he said to himself, there are at least two copies, damn it. Instead of remaining calm, his anger boiled up. �So, you were in cahoots with that low-life Scatcherd all along. Tell me, are you the middle-man reporting to someone else? Some political operative out to destroy Barrington Dumont�s career?� Bellows sneered. Woody was not bending to his will and his plan to be polite, if not deferential, had not lasted long. The archivist simply couldn�t hide his petulance.
�If you�re trying to make me angry, it won�t work. Your suppositions are all wrong but it doesn�t really matter, does it? If you�re not prepared to negotiate, I�ll go straight to the Dumonts,� Woody said with a calmness that startled Bellows.
�That would be unproductive. I am a confidante of the family and they have asked me to deal with you on their behalf. Do you have the originals on you?� Bellows now realized that Woody would be no pushover, that perhaps he was the one and only partner of Scatcherd in this whole scheme. He decided to change tactics and appear to treat Woody as his equal. He lied about representing the Dumonts but that small prevarication would be forgiven if he recovered the photographs.
�They�re in a safe place,� Woody said, thinking that nothing was more secure than the pocket of Det. Hank Willoughby. Then he lied when adding, �But I can get them on short notice.�
�I�ll be in touch. Where can I reach you?� Bellows asked. Woody shook his head so decisively that Bellows knew that it would be futile to challenge him. �I�ll call you tonight at home. Be ready with an offer,� Woody said as he abruptly stood up.
When Bellows rose from the booth, Woody grabbed both of his lapels tightly and the archivist was unable to pull away. �One more thing. Call off the thugs that have been trailing me and wrecking apartments looking for the photographs. If anything happens to my friends downtown, any arrangements we make are off and copies of the photographs will be given to one of those hotshot investigative journalists downtown. I�ll make sure they know your role as the Dumonts� patsy. You can be sure they won�t be writing any puff pieces on the Dumonts or you.�
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AS THEY WALKED down the front steps of the diner. Bellows was still ruffled but decided to make a grand, conciliatory gesture and stuck out his hand. Reflexively, Woody shook it and quickly turned away in disgust.
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BELLOWS WALKED SLOWLY back to the Torpedo Factory, sorting through all the things that Woody had said. He had blundered in initially sizing up his adversary and had to admit that, unlike Scatcherd, he was certainly no weak-kneed punk. He felt confident that the bartender had the originals but what did he mean about being followed, friends downtown and apartments being wrecked? He had searched Scatcherd�s apartment but hadn�t trashed it. Was this Helga�s way of putting heat on Meacham?
Bellows knew that his influence with and usefulness to Helga Dumont was at a low ebb but now he had a chance to redeem himself. He would call her before lunch and ask for instructions on how to proceed.
Helga had taken her old lover�s advice and assigned her two goons to watch Addison Bellows� every move. They sat in their car in the parking lot outside the diner and watched Bellows and Woody talking inside. Then, they saw the handshake out front. After trailing Bellows back to the Torpedo Factory, the two men dutifully reported in.
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WOODY WAS PERSPIRING and felt drained of energy as he walked to Pudge McFadden�s. It had been an intense 30-minute ordeal and it had been months since he had experienced the emotions that come with such high-stakes moments.
He had made up his mind in the middle of the back and forth with Bellows to demand a meeting with the Dumonts, come hell or high water. It was an empty threat but it seemed like a good ploy at the time. He had rightly concluded that Bellows was a pompous, conceited ass and yet he had no choice but to deal with him�� at least for the present. Of course, any plan regarding the photographs would not proceed without Det. Willoughby�s concurrence. Woody had been flying solo for the past 24 hours but that had to end. He suspected that Willoughby would be furious and hoped that the break-in at Nellie�s apartment would somehow mitigate his anger.
Woody walked away from Bellows full of self-doubts. Was it all to avenge Nellie and prove his manhood, to demonstrate that he could protect her against the evils of the world? If so, he had failed miserably so far. He knew he had acted rashly but was determined not to back down�� unless Willoughby compelled him to do so.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO:
Willoughby Makes A Discovery
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BELLOWS WALKED INTO his office and was surprised to see Viola Finch glaring straight ahead. He looked to his left behind the door and saw the reason for her displeasure. Det. Willoughby was sitting in the corner.
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WHEN HELGA GOT the call from her henchmen reporting on Bellows seemingly warm interaction with Woody Meacham, anger boiled up and her immediate reaction was that the archivist had either turned on her or, worse yet, was part of the conspiracy from the very beginning. She called Siegfried at his B&B and told him the latest about Bellows. �Can I come over there so we can discuss what to do?� she implored. Siegfried was getting tired of fending off this aging twin of one-time bombshell Shelly Winters but he didn�t let on. �It is not wise that we take the chance of being seen together, particularly during the day. It�s best that we talk on the telephone. Plus, I am going out shortly.
�Listen, Helga, you need to stop making every little thing that happens a cloak and dagger event. I watched the kid at the bar and I can tell you he�s no pro. How he got mixed up in this caper remains to be seen. My guess is that a desperate Scatcherd passed the pictures to him at the bar when they met that day and told him how valuable they were. If so, it would be logical, if Scatcherd also told him about Bellows, that he would want to take advantage of a chance encounter and make a deal, especially with Scatcherd dead.�
�So, Scatcherd�s death�� it was an accident?� Helga asked. �Most likely. The only one with a possible motive would be someone who had somehow got a hold of the originals and wanted to get rid of him. That would not be this Meacham kid, unless we are to assume that he got into the Torpedo Factory, lured Scatcherd to the stairwell and then pushed him�� all without being seen by anyone.�
�Bellows?� Helga asked next. �It�s possible, but then does he have the guts to do it?� Siegfried inquired. �No,� Helga said emphatically. �Okay, so let�s put aside all the conspiracy theories and focus on the task at hand. If emotions get in the way, we will not be successful. You asked for my help and I am here. Are you with me, Helga?� Siegfried asked soothingly.
Siegfried�s voice was mellow and measured and Helga knew it was futile to challenge him. When they hung up, she felt better. Siegfried confided that he would search Bellows� apartment and stop by Pudge McFadden�s to engage Meacham in conversation if that would make Helga feel better. In the meantime, she was cautioned to remain calm and to give Bellows a chance to explain himself. If he reached out to her right away and provided details of the meeting with Meacham at the diner, then he was assuredly still in their camp. If not, there might be cause for concern. In either case, she was to call Bellows and invite him to the house that evening.
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BELLOWS SMILED WEAKLY when he saw Det. Willoughby sitting behind the door. His head was still swimming from the meeting with Woody Meacham and he was anxious to speak with Helga Dumont. Reluctantly, he pointed to his office and as they walked in, Willoughby said, �Perhaps you could send your assistant to the cafeteria for coffee?� Viola Finch was standing in the doorway, looking stern. Unfazed and not waiting for an answer, Willoughby said cheerily, �Black for me, young lady.�
Despite his discomfiture, Bellows couldn�t help laughing. �The usual for me, Miss Finch. Thank you.� To Viola, Willoughby was a predator threatening her nest. She wanted to resist but instead fluttered her arms and hurried away. She would be gone no longer than necessary.
�I just don�t get it,� Willoughby said, stroking his chin. �We�re wrapping up the investigation on Scatcherd and his death will be officially classified as accidental. And yet, I keep seeing that wretched soul laying on his back looking up the stairwell. Are you sure he didn�t have any other enemies here�� besides yourself, that is? Of course, you have a solid alibi for the time of his death so there�s no question there.�
�I wasn�t his enemy, detective. I hardly knew him but if you ask around, you will learn that it didn�t take long to dislike him. He was a low-life creature, a cretin if you will. And don�t forget, he purloined classified government documents,� Bellows said calmly, before changing his tone and adding, �But why are you here, detective? Is there anything else? We are in the process of moving a considerable number of sensitive government files to another facility. We are all rather busy.�
�Right. Of course, someone might suggest you�ve been rather sloppy with what you admit are some highly classified files, letting some clerk carry them around, unsealed and all. Cretin and purloined, I like that Mr. Bellows. Well, hopefully those missing documents will turn up before the move, heh?�
As Willoughby was talking, Bellows was bent over, unlocking the bottom drawer of his desk. When he sat up, he dropped a set keys on his desk. If he had heard Willoughby�s not so veiled insult, he didn�t show it. Willoughby looked at the keys and had an epiphany, prompting him to change his strategy on the fly.
�Oh, I almost forgot why I stopped by. I am going along with your story that Scatcherd gave you his key to search his apartment and that you found nothing there pertinent to this investigation. He�s dead now so what does it matter, right?� When Willoughby finished, he saw Viola Finch standing in the doorway. She had floated in without a sound and he wasn�t sure how much she had overheard.
Willoughby stood up and lifted the coffee from Viola�s hand as he walked past her. �Much obliged, young lady,� he said to the back of her head.
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VIOLA FINCH SMILED tentatively at her boss, hoping for some sign of appreciation, if not affection. Bellows hardly noticed, once again pre-occupied with thoughts of Woody Meacham and his own eagerness to speak to Helga Dumont. All he wanted now was privacy.
The telephone rang in the outer office and Viola rushed out to answer it while Bellows stood in the doorway. He heard her say �Yes sir, Mr. Armbruster, I�ll tell him.� She hung up the phone and turned to Bellows. �He said for you to drop whatever you�re doing and come down to his office now. I hope it has nothing to do with Scatcherd or that detective,� she said plaintively.
Bellows shrugged. Everything was urgent with Armbruster. He was the consummate bureaucrat who lived for protocol. Damn it, the call to Helga Dumont will have to wait, he said to himself.
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WOODY WAS QUIET all morning while setting up the bar and it didn�t go unnoticed by Pudge. �Anything bothering you, kid, that you want to talk about?� he asked. Woody shook his head and said, �Yeah, Pudge, but not right now.� Pudge wasn�t the sort to press anyone unless it was urgent. He felt certain that Woody would open up before long. He knew they needed to come clean with Willoughby regarding the Polaroid facsimile sent to Prof. Humboldt. Without thinking, Pudge had acted brashly and gone out on a limb for Woody. He hoped it would not ruin his friendship with the detective.
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WILLOUGHBY LEFT BELLOWS� office and walked up the stairwell where Scatcherd had fallen to his death. He went down the long hallway to the clerical section. Bellows was truthful about one thing�� sealed boxes were everywhere in anticipation of the move. Willoughby stood by the coat rack in the hallway. There was a long row of hooks and all but a few were occupied.
Before leaving the Torpedo Factory, Willoughby stopped by the security chief�s office. He told Snavely about the official ruling on Scatcherd�s death and, after some small talk, Willoughby asked if there was a locksmith within walking distance of the Torpedo Factory.
�There�s a little shop called Lock & Load, if you can believe it. Clever name, eh? Run by an ex-navy guy by the name of Jasper Pendleton. Over on South Union, just south of King. What�s up, Hank?�
Oh, just a crazy hunch. Probably nothing. Thanks,� Willoughby said as he walked away.
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WHEN WILLOUGHBY WALKED into the Lock & Load, a bell rang over the door and a short, wiry man with close-cropped salt and pepper hair emerged from the back room. Willoughby flashed his badge and Pendleton tensed up. �Anything wrong, detective?�
�Nothing at all but I�m hoping that you can help me out. Snavely at the Torpedo Factory sent me over. Do you by chance have a key-making machine?�
Pendleton laughed derisively and said, �Yeah, and I�d like to get my hands on the salesman who convinced me to buy it. Boy, was he slick. He�s the kind of guy that could coax a pack of hungry dogs off a meat wagon.�
�Not a lot of customers, I gather?� Willoughby said, trying to sound sympathetic but quickly realizing that the paucity of customers requesting duplicate keys would make his inquiry more productive. He described Bellows and Pendleton bit his lip and shook his head no.
�How about a girl, maybe so tall?� Willoughby asked next, leveling his arm about 5� from the ground. Pendleton grinned broadly. �Damn, you got ESP or something? She was my last customer, for the key machine, that is. Perky little number. In a big hurry, said she had to get back to work. Yeah, now that I think about it, she was kind of agitated.�
As Willoughby was leaving, Pendleton stopped him and asked, �Hey, did anyone ever tell you �?� He was interrupted by Willoughby saying, �Yeah, he�s my twin brother. We flipped a coin and he got to play the detective on television.� Willoughby kept walking, leaving the shop owner scratching his head.
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WILLOUGHBY KNEW HE would need to find the right moment to confront Bellows. He had lied to him and that pissed him off but as he reflected further, it might mean nothing at all in the grand scheme of things. Breaking and entering was serious stuff but nothing compared to murder�� unless he could use Viola Finch�s foray on her boss� behalf to make someone�� anyone�� talk about the circumstances of Scatcherd�s death. Bellows was clearly using his assistant in his frantic effort to get the photographs back and, no doubt, she was a willing accomplice. He had seen those doe eyes she had fixated on the archivist. Willoughby was starting to form a different opinion of Viola Finch. He knew that she regularly met her friend, Amanda Silverbridge, in the clerical area and they went down to the cafeteria for lunch. She must have lifted Scatcherd�s keys from his jacket hanging on the coat rack, rushed over to Lock & Load to make a duplicate key and replaced Scatcherd�s keys before he knew they were missing. The little bird had some moxy, he said to himself. Maybe it was time for him to take up bird-watching.
It was getting near noon and Willoughby wanted to see Woody but lunch hour was not the best time to walk into Pudge McFadden�s. He wanted to talk to Caldigate one last time before the medical examiner authorized the disposal of Scatcherd�s body.
[image: ]
�TELL ME YOU found a relative or friend to claim Scatcherd,� Caldigate said as soon as Willoughby walked into his office. �Thorne called here, all officious sounding, and asked if I knew about some relative in Sheboygan Falls. Are you playing with him again, Hank?� Caldigate was trying to look serious but even the tightly-wound medical examiner couldn�t suppress a grin.
�I looked in the telephone book and our corpse was the only Scatcherd listed,� Willoughby said by way of explanation. �Nice detective work,� said Caldigate. They both smiled.
�I need one last look at Scatcherd, Sandy. This morning, I caught two people who had it in for him in a lie. Something about the body is still bugging me.� There was a brief stare down and Caldigate said, �The official cause of death is accidental, Hank, so I�m going to pretend that you were not here today, okay? Now, let�s get this over with.�
When Caldigate unzipped the bag, Willoughby noticed that Scatcherd�s mouth was now shut and he almost looked peaceful. Probably for the first time, he thought to himself. He homed in on Scatcherd�s chest and the two distinct bruises that had troubled him from the start.
�So, correct me if I�m wrong but these chest bruises likely occurred at the time of death and not post-mortem, right?� Caldigate nodded and Willoughby went on. �Okay, the man falls backward down the stairs with extensive damage to the back of his head but still has two chest bruises. What caused them?�
�Listen, Hank. I did not say that the bruises occurred exactly at the time of death and I�m not saying it now. He could have had an accident or a confrontation earlier in the day totally unrelated to his fall.�
�Still, isn�t it possible that he turned to face his assailant in the stairwell and was hit in the chest with a blunt object, causing him to fall down the stairs on his back instead of face forward?� Willoughby saw the skeptical look on Caldigate�s face and stopped.
�Assailant? I�m no detective, Hank, but don�t you need a murder weapon and/or a witness to go along with your theory? You know, evidence? And what kind of object causes that kind of bruising?� said Caldigate, shaking his head and pointing to the larger odd-shaped bruise and then the small, coin-shaped one right below it.
�Yeah, those bruises have me stumped, Sandy. I won�t deny it. Do me a favor and I won�t bother you again. Take another shot of Scatcherd�s chest for me unless you have an extra photograph you can spare. Don�t worry, it�s not a sick souvenir. I feel like I�m on the verge of a break-through but can�t seem to get there. Let�s just say that some things just don�t add up and I�m not giving up yet.�
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BELLOWS COULDN�T GET away from Armbruster that morning. He demanded that Bellows join him in the executive dining room for lunch to discuss final plans for the transfer of files to the new facility. Armbruster said nothing about Scatcherd and the archivist clearly understood that there was no interest at the highest levels in acknowledging publicly anything about the dead clerk or his connection to the missing documents.
It was after 1:00 when the archivist finally trudged back to his office. Viola Finch had waited dutifully for Bellows� return but even little birds need their sustenance and she reluctantly left the archivist alone. Bellows saw the stack of pink message notes on his desk and quickly flipped through them. When he saw the one from Helga Dumont, he cursed Willoughby, his boss and even Leonard Scatcherd. Now, he would have to explain how he had a momentous breakfast meeting with Woody Meacham over five hours ago and never bothered to call her.

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE:
Lack Of Trust
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SIEGFRIED HAD WARNED Helga that morning to contain her growing hostility and suspicion toward Bellows�� even if the archivist didn�t call right away, reminding her that if he was duplicitous that it could tip him off that he was being watched. �It�s not the time to destroy trust and cooperation until we know all,� he had advised that morning.
When Helga heard Bellows� voice, it immediately grated on her. She desperately wanted to lash out but heeded Siegfried�s admonition. She listened patiently and didn�t interrupt as he told her almost everything that transpired in his meeting with Woody, failing to mention that he had been grabbed by the lapels of his jacket and felt helpless in the bartender�s grasp.
�It�s almost 2:00. Why did you wait so long to inform me? If money is to change hands, I need to speak to Augustus. He may balk before coming around and that means we could face some delay in assembling the necessary cash.� Helga now felt free to release her pique before Bellows explained that he was called into several meetings in connection with the big move. He decided not to mention the visit by Det. Willoughby.
�Come over here right after work. We need to decide what you will say when this Meacham character calls you tonight. In the meantime, I will meet with my husband.� When she hung up the phone, Helga sensed that Bellows was hiding something from her. She wanted to get guidance from Siegfried and was irritated that he was not available.
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WHEN AUGUSTUS HEARD the latest from Helga, he shuddered. He would gladly give away the family�s vast fortune to erase history. Lucy had just left for Europe with friends and it reminded him how much he relied on her quiet companionship. He rarely saw Barrington except when his son wanted to discuss financing his latest campaign. Thinking of the photograph of the German soldier, he was forced to confront the likelihood that he had not actually sired the heir to the Dumont name and the family�s considerable assets. And now, standing before him, defiant and autocratic, was the fountainhead of all his misery and discontent. In the moment, he simply could not bear to look at her.
If only he had stayed in England instead of volunteering for the assignment in Berlin, he thought to himself, looking back over decades to the end of the war and the beginning of the German occupation. Helga coughed and he almost looked at her before saying, �Pick an amount, say $250,000, and keep doubling it if you have to until the vultures are satisfied. I�ve already liquidated some holdings in anticipation of this kind of bad news. Spare me the sordid details. Just let me know what the final number is.� Augustus had been looking down as he spoke and raised his eyes briefly to signify that their conversation was over. He loathed everything about his wife and what she represented but his bitterest contempt was reserved for himself.
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BEFORE GOING TO Pudge McFadden�s, Siegfried picked the lock to Bellows� apartment. It was handsomely appointed with expensive, antique furniture. The walls were lined with gilded frames of pictures depicting scarlet-jacketed British lords in white breeches and black derbies surrounded by yelping hounds. The apartment wreaked of wealth and grandeur, making Siegfried wonder, facetiously, if Bellows� Victorian great-grandmother had decorated the place. Helga had said that he was an unmarried young man in his late twenties so what was he doing living in a museum? She had mentioned his infatuation with her daughter so whatever his motives were with respect to the photographs, Siegfried thought it unlikely that Bellows was out for financial gain. He also knew that if the daughter was, at least in part, the impetus for his actions, that love often made people do foolish things.
He entered a room off the entrance and saw a large oak desk with matching credenza and bookshelves. Except for a pipe rack and a gold pen & pencil set, the desk was immaculate and Siegfried could see his reflection in the glass top protecting the expensive wood finish. He settled into the plush swivel chair and started rummaging through the drawers. At the bottom of one, he saw an officially looking mimeographed document with the imprimatur of the United Nations War Crimes Commission emblazoned across the top. The title right below this inscription read �War Crimes Investigations.�
Siegfried quickly leafed through the document and recognized the names of some of the individuals listed, including notorious members of the Third Reich and Nazi hierarchies. Some had already been captured, like Adolph Eichmann and Franz Stangl while others, including some malevolent sadists, were still on the loose. Siegfried had been part of a number of bloody sieges on the battlefield but never for a moment put himself in a category with these notorious fiends.
He wondered why Bellows would bring such a document home with him since it was clearly marked classified in bold letters across the top. Siegfried continued flipping through the document until he came to a section entitled �Factory Owners�. Almost immediately, he saw the name of Helmut Brunner, Helga�s father. Siegfried had his suspicions about Brunner when he began what he considered his harmless dalliance with Helga. He remembered Brunner as a small-time operator, a maker of boots and belts for the military who only prospered after war began. He was a venal, greedy man who lived well at a time when the average German suffered the deprivations of war. No doubt, he made pay-offs to his military contacts and used cheap, forced labor to keep costs down. At the same time, he was a crass and vulgar nobody in the grand scheme of things. And still, Brunner had made the list. If the press got a hold of his name and linked it to the Dumonts, Helmut Brunner�s stature would be magnified to the point that he would be portrayed as a major cog in the German war machine, a confidante of the Fuhrer, even a frequent visitor to Hitler�s Wolf�s Lair in East Prussia.
Helmut Brunner had been dead for over ten years but Siegfried knew that the revelation that his name was on a list with the vilest reprobates in history would be, along with the revelation of Barrington�s dubious paternity, more than enough to destroy the Dumont family.
Siegfried Fuettener was an insightful man but his judgment was now clouded by his desire to protect the son he had never met. He had no way of knowing that Bellows had followed his original plan to gradually remove portions of the damaging file he found in the Torpedo Factory basement. Over a few days, he had tucked items inside his clothing before he left work and had, in fact, destroyed all of them except for the list discovered by Siegfried. The archivist in Bellows simply wouldn�t allow him to eliminate this piece of history. And so, Siegfried concluded that while Bellows wasn�t necessarily playing both sides, he still wanted an insurance policy. Even if he helped retrieve the damning photographs, Bellows would still have the list with Helmut Brunner�s name on it. It would be like a Sword of Damocles hanging over the head of Barrington Dumont for the rest of his life. Even if the original photographs eluded his grasp, Siegfried could at least eliminate this particular threat to the family.
The simple fact was that Addison Bellows was, from the very beginning, motivated by the desire to protect the names of two venerated Virginia families and to ingratiate himself with Lucy Dumont. After all, the giant blue signs trimmed in gold that hung from the top of several bank buildings in the city still read Dumont & Bellows. Any shame brought upon one would adhere to and be shared by the other for years to come.
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SIEGFRIED CALLED HELGA after leaving Bellows� apartment and learned the details of the archivist�s diner meeting with Woody Meacham. She then told him about her meeting with Augustus. He did not tell her where he had been and what he had discovered; by now, Helga knew not to ask.
Siegfried decided to lay a trap for Bellows to confirm his suspicions concerning the list with Helmut Brunner�s name on it. He told Helga to ask the archivist if he was aware of any other documents from the Torpedo Factory files that could be damaging to the Dumonts. How Bellows responded would be very revealing and might dictate what steps needed to be taken next.
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WHEN SIEGFRIED WALKED into Pudge McFadden�s, it was mid-afternoon and the place was practically empty. He sat in the corner stool by the door, causing the few regulars at the bar to look over to see if the ghost of Nigel Longstaffe had appeared.
Siegfried cased the bar and saw Woody emerge from the back with an apron tied around his waist. When he brought him his red wine, Siegfried decided it was the moment to engage the would-be extortionist.
�Quaint little town. You from here?� Siegfried asked, mindful to deploy his French accent. Woody explained that he was from a small town in Upstate New York and had only been in the area for a few months following his discharge from the military. �Sorta fell into this job as I decide what to do next,� Woody added in a desultory tone. He sounded very genuine to Siegfried and not at all cautious or contrived.
�French, right?� Woody asked, curious about his customer. �Belgian, actually,� said Siegfried. �Common mistake, though. We have three primary languages so it depends where you grew up. For me it was Wallonia, a region in the south near the French border. For others it would be Dutch or German.�
�Your English is excellent,� Woody observed, �what brings you here?� �Oh, a little business mixed with some sightseeing,� Siegfried replied. He took a sip of wine and immediately looked away. Woody took the hint that additional conversation would not be welcomed.
Woody heard his name and saw Pudge emerging from the kitchen and motioning him over, leaving Siegfried to ponder their brief exchange. Perhaps, he was a very cool customer but Meacham didn�t fit any profile of a con man imaginable to Siegfried. He wasn�t even convinced that the bartender had the original photographs and it was certainly possible that Scatcherd had only given him the same Polaroid that had been mailed to Helga. If so, who had the originals? If they were in Bellows� apartment, they were hidden well. Siegfried had a lot to think about before his evening conversation with Helga. He might need to go back to Bellows� apartment. Perhaps, he had lost his touch and hadn�t been thorough enough.
He finished his wine and left change on the bar. Had he lingered a while longer, he would have met Det. Willoughby walking in the door.
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WILLOUGHBY LISTENED INTENTLY as Woody pulled out the Polaroid and then recounted the request made to Prof. Humboldt and the break-in at Nellie�s apartment. Pudge jumped in with his own mea culpa but before Willoughby could comment Woody stopped him and said, �Sorry Pudge. There�s more that even you don�t know about.�
After hearing about Woody�s late-night call and then the diner meeting with Bellows, Willoughby got up and paced back and forth while Pudge sat in stunned silence. When the detective sat down, he looked at both of them and said, �I could run both of you in for interfering with a police investigation.� Pudge detected a slight smile form under the detective�s thick mustache and was emboldened to say �But then you�d have to run the bar until we got out, Hank. Okay, we were wrong but we wanted to help solve the damn mystery surrounding the photographs. And Scatcherd�s death is officially an accident, right?� Willoughby didn�t answer Pudge but instead motioned for Woody to leave them alone.
When Willoughby was confronted with a difficult decision, he had an unconscious habit of working his tongue from one jaw to the other and stroking his chin at the same time. He was doing it now and it unnerved the Irishman. Willoughby suddenly looked up to the ceiling and then scanned the bar, as if he was searching for words. It was not the usual dead-pan look designed to hide his emotions. Finally, he leaned in close to Pudge and said, �I�m inclined to give the kid a pass, Pudge, but I�m surprised and disappointed in you. You should have come to me first. There are other things going on which I can�t talk about. I know your heart is always in the right place but I�m not happy. Yeah, I�ll get over it. Our friendship will survive. Now, let nothing else be said about it, okay? The truth is, I�m going to need some help from both of you.�
Willoughby signaled for Woody to rejoin them and asked, �Where�s that newspaper with the article you wrote?� �I�ll get it,� Pudge said quickly, glad for the opportunity to leave the two alone for a few minutes. �Something special about the girl?� Willoughby asked. �There might have been. Not so sure any more,� Woody said. �It�ll probably work out,� Willoughby offered, trying to sound encouraging. If the detective had known Woody�s history with Nellie Birdsong, he would probably not have been so sanguine.
Willoughby understood the unpredictable, out of character things a man will do when a woman is involved. He would swallow his own indignation and cut Woody some slack, even use his free-lancing detective work to hopefully corner and expose Bellows.
�Now, here�s what we�re going to do,� Willoughby said with a decisiveness that would not be challenged by either Pudge or Woody, both of them sufficiently humbled by their earlier subterfuge and the detective�s tacit forgiveness.
Willoughby agreed that Woody could proceed with Prof. Humboldt and secure any helpful details surrounding the Dumont photographs. Then, as planned, he would make the call to Bellows that evening but only after Willoughby secured approval for recording devices and extension phones to be installed.
�The call will be made from your house, Pudge. And Woody, just to be cautious, you had better stay there tonight. We will assume that whoever is helping Bellows may come looking for you at your apartment. I�ll meet both of you back here later. Give me your house keys, Pudge.� Willoughby had rolled up the newspaper and had been thumping it against the palm of his other hand the entire time he laid out the plans for the evening.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR:
The Brandenburg Commandos
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WHEN WOODY REACHED Humboldt, the professor sounded excited. �The insignia on his jacket indicates that he was a member of the Brandenburg Commandos, Woodrow. A very interesting group that handled special missions but eventually fell out of favor with the High Command and were absorbed into the SS. I�ve written up a brief summary and my secretary is typing it up as we speak. Shall I send you a facsimile to the same number you used?� Pudge had his ear close to the phone and nodded yes.
�Listen, Woodrow. I�m not sure what this is all about and won�t pry but hopefully you�ll fill me in some day. More importantly, at least to me, it sounds like you have a penchant for historical research. I have a teaching assistantship opening up in the Fall. You should consider coming back to Thorndyke for your PhD. You don�t need to say anything now. Just consider applying and if you decide you�re interested, come up for a visit. Just don�t wait too long.�
Woody was stunned. A historian, eventually a professor? The idea had never entered his mind but he was flattered and did manage to say, �Thank you, Professor. I will definitely be in touch.�
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BEFORE LEAVING THE lawyer�s office, Pudge made two copies of the facsimile of Humboldt�s document. Willoughby was certainly justified in keeping certain privileged information from them but Pudge was determined that everything that happened from here on out would be shared with the detective, especially after his magnanimous gesture back at the bar.
Woody and Pudge started reading Humboldt�s summary as they walked back to the saloon. Both of them were fascinated by what the professor had uncovered.
Humboldt described the Brandenburg Commandos as an elite unit within the German intelligence service. They eschewed traditional military tactics and functioned as warrior spies who infiltrated enemy positions. Their missions were often designed to capture roadways and bridges so as to disrupt logistics and communications in advance of German Panzer attacks. They were chosen for difficult assignments because they had the ability to speak their opponent�s language fluently and assume their culture and customs to such a convincing degree that they could easily pass as natives.
The unit was created by Capt. Theodor von Hippel, a master saboteur. Unlike the SS leadership, von Hippel did not seek out recruits with Nordic features who would never be able to blend in with the enemy. Rather, he recruited highly intelligent, self-reliant Germans from the frontier. To complete their missions, his boys learned to assume disguises as diverse as enemy officers, members of Dutch cargo crews or Serbian laborers. In the event of capture, they always wore their uniforms underneath their disguises so as to be treated as prisoners of war. Their exploits were so successful that many Commandos were awarded the Iron Cross commendation and received their accolades in ceremonies attended by the Fuhrer himself.
Capt. von Hippel�s unit was disbanded in 1944 when special operations were no longer seen as vital to the war effort. After the Commandos were absorbed into the SS intelligence apparatus, some members ended up on the Eastern Front in the monumental battles with Russia. Others deserted and were said to have joined the French Foreign Legion and gone off to fight in Indo-China. As masters of disguise, many of the commandos simply disappeared and took on brand new identities far from Germany.
Was the soldier in the photograph with Helga Dumont dead or still on the run? Was he even a Nazi and, if not, was he worth tracking down? Humboldt posed these questions at the end of his summary and closed with an offer to have a professor at the University of Potsdam, with whom he collaborated on several research projects, investigate marriage, birth and death records in Berlin if Woody had names he wanted checked out.
Woody and Pudge were speechless as they stood outside the bar. It was if they had been suddenly inserted into a spy movie and the director had not told them what role to play or what lines to read. They looked around furtively as if a Commando might be lurking anywhere. Pudge broke the silence and laughed, then found his voice and said, �Well, Woody, I�m not sure about you but no one would mistake me for a spook, right?�
Woody tried to laugh. For some reason, he thought of the Belgian with the French accent who had asked for directions a few days earlier and then just happened to stop by Pudge�s that very afternoon. There was something intriguing about him but Woody knew it was just fanciful speculation, engendered by Prof. Humboldt�s research.
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HUMBOLDT�S BRIEF HISTORY of the Brandenburg Commandos was correct, as far as the time constraints on his cursory research would allow. Had he delved deeper, he would have discovered that the group had performed a number of spectacular missions on several fronts which were critical to Germany�s early war successes.
In one foray, Siegfried Fuettener took part in the recapture of the island of Kos, off the coast of Turkey. In another, his regiment was transported by glider to destroy British supply routes in North Africa. That raid was a disaster and Fuettener was one of the few paratroopers who survived and made it back to Germany. The truth was that the SS hierarchy, all racial purists, were jealous of the Commando�s success and used their prejudice to get the unit merged into their own intelligence operation.
Fuettener was what might be considered a typical Commando. Born in Western Pomerania, now present-day Mecklenburg, in the city of Schwerin, his family�s roots went back to what were original known as the German Vikings, a Slavic heritage that the Nazis despised and were diligent in suppressing.
Fuettener grew up near the Baltic Sea and still dreamed of his youthful years running on the white sandy beaches of Usedom Island. He was a patriot but never understood the German mysticism for racial superiority and why it was so important to the maniacal clique that had seized dictatorial power after the suspicious Reichstag fire. He had served and risked his life for his homeland. He had followed orders, but was still looked down on as an unworthy, second-class citizen. As the war neared its climax, his loyalty to the fatherland died, along with the disbanding of the Commandos.
Fluent in several languages and adept at donning the many disguises that were essential for serving in the Commandos, Siegfried used forged documents to cross the border into Belgium as the Allies tightened their grip on Germany. He settled in the city of Charleroi in the Walloon region near the French border and assumed the name of Andre� Mathieu. There, he honed his talents in the coal and iron industries.
In the years after the war, there was a wave of migration to the Belgian Congo, almost doubling the white population of the African colony. A Belgium government in exile had been set up in the Congo during the war even though the country had surrendered to the Germans. The Colony supplied the allies with gold, uranium, rubber and other precious raw materials. Congolese troops even fought alongside allied forces in various campaigns.
Siegfried Fuettener, now Andre� Mathieu, joined the exodus to the Belgian Congo in 1950 and settled in Leopoldville, its capital. He found work with one of the mining companies and his innate talents and intelligence helped him prosper. However, as he observed the rioting and growing unrest among the native Congolese, he knew that the days of Belgian colonialism were numbered. It was time to either head to South America or take his chances in the United States.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE:
Willoughby Gets The Nod
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AS WOODY AND Pudge were getting educated about German war commandos, Willoughby steeled himself for his second confrontation with Lt. Thorne in one day. While the man was unpredictable, Willoughby felt confident that he could frame his argument in a way to appeal to his boss� ego.
�Bud, I�m going to give you that notch you asked for this morning. In fact, it might be worth two or even three notches if we handle this opportunity the right way.� Willoughby paused and could see that he had Thorne where he wanted him. If the lieutenant had been a bulldog staring at a Porterhouse steak, drool would be forming in the corners of his flabby jaws.
Willoughby took out the old Dumont photographs and plopped them on Thorne�s desk. It would take some time and repetition to make everything intelligible to Bud Thorne and Willoughby would be patient. It reminded the detective of something a wise old cop had told him years ago when he was trying to explain a basic fact to an obstinate, thick-headed contrarian. �I told him, Hank�, said the wise man, �Listen Joe, I can explain it to you but I can�t make you understand it.� As Willoughby looked at Thorne, he had to wonder if this was one of those moments.
�So, what am I looking at again, Hank? Help me out here.� Thorne was annoyed by his own confusion, still thinking about those notches that Willoughby had promised him. The detective methodically walked through the story of the stolen photographs a second time, and how they had eventually ended up in the hands of the bartender. He then explained how they would pretend to auction them off to the archivist that very evening.
When Thorne�s face finally brightened, Willoughby decided it was time to show him the newspaper with the pictures of Barrington Dumont. Thorne�s brow darkened and Willoughby knew he wasn�t being obtuse, just slow. Gradually, he folded the newspaper over to one of the pictures of Barrington and put it on Thorne�s desk next to the photograph of Helga with the German soldier. He then ran his index finger back and forth between the photographs until Thorne�s face lit up. �Lord love a duck!� Thorne exploded, quickly putting his hand over his mouth in a rare moment of embarrassment.
�But Scatcherd�s death�� what�s the connection?� asked Thorne, almost pleading for more. �As I said, Bud. Tonight should be revealing. This Bellows guy, the archivist, will most likely make an offer for the photographs. What he says will help clarify what happened to Scatcherd. Maybe his death was an accident but, if not, wouldn�t you like your team to be the one that sought and discovered the truth if, by chance, it was murder? We need to record the conversation and then, if I�m right, you�ll have your notches before long.�
Thorne hesitated. �Maybe I should �� but Willoughby quickly interrupted. �Bud, this is your moment to step up. Powerful people want these photographs to disappear. They want Scatcherd buried and forgotten. Don�t let them steal your day in the sun, Bud. You know that Virginia has a one-party consent rule for recording telephone conversations and I already have the bartender�s permission. I just need the help of a few technical boys to execute our plan.� It pained Willoughby to keep referring to Thorne by his puerile nickname but the detective knew it was for a worthy cause.
Willoughby stared at Thorne, daring him to say no. �Okay, Willoughby. It�s a go. But if this damn thing blows up, you proceeded without my knowledge and it all comes back on you.�
As Willoughby was leaving, Thorne said, �Hey, why didn�t those Torpedo Factory guys contact us for help when those damn photographs went missing in the first place?� Willoughby smiled and said �CYA, boss. They didn�t want their secrets and their incompetence aired in public.�
Thorne nodded his head in agreement, missing the irony in Willoughby�s parting comment.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX:
Willoughby�s Penultimate Gambit
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BELLOWS WAS APPREHENSIVE as he drove to the Dumont estate. Helga�s tone on the telephone had been especially imperious of late even though they were closer than ever to recovering the photographs. He yearned to upbraid her for the disrespectful way in which she had been treating him. He was a blueblood, for god�s sake, whose family could trace its roots back to the House of Lords in 15th Century England. He was not some backroom, scheming plotter used to dealing with seedy characters like Leonard Scatcherd. He had shown consistent loyalty to the Dumont family throughout the affair, at least with respect to the photographs. He consoled himself with the thought that everything would be harmonious between them as early as tomorrow if Augustus came through with the money. He even allowed himself to dream that Lucy Dumont would soon see him in a more favorable, even heroic, light once she understood what he had done to preserve the family name. He had heard that she was in Europe and he would make a concerted effort to woo her upon her return. For Lucy, he could even tolerate as his mother-in-law this commonplace, overbearing Kraut who had somehow inveigled herself into the Dumont family.
Helga was waiting for Bellows in the sitting room and looked stern when he walked in. There would be no honeymoon tonight, he said resignedly to himself. Well, he was determined to stay positive and upbeat no matter what Helga might say or imply.
�What time will he be calling?� Helga asked. �He didn�t say but I will, of course, head home directly from here and will stay there the entire night. You wanted to give me instructions?� Bellows asked in the most deferential tone he could muster.
Helga fought off a scowl and said, �We�re prepared to offer $250,000 for the originals plus any copies. It�s abominable but must be done. With his partner dead, that ought to be enough to satisfy some dim-witted bartender.�
Bellows didn�t think it prudent to challenge her superficial analysis or remind her that others might be involved. And Meacham could balk�� or might have demands other than pecuniary, like having Barrington drop out of the Congressional race�� so he simply said, �And if he demands more?� Ignoring her husband�s instructions, she said, �Then tell him that greed may be his undoing and such a request will have to be brought back to us and could needlessly delay or even jeopardize the deal.�
Helga couldn�t help being tyrannical even when it worked against her self-interest. The thought of some bartender enriching himself at the expense of her family grated on and inflamed Helga Dumont. If Siegfried had heard her complaining, he would have enjoyed the rich irony based on the Brunner family�s turpitude during the war and her own self-aggrandizement afterwards.
Bellows had not been invited to sit down and he started to rock slightly on his heels waiting for any further instructions for that evening�s call. �Well, I�ll be going then if there�s nothing else. Can I assume that you want me to call you tonight, no matter how late?� Helga harrumphed which Bellows took as a yes and turned to leave when she spoke again.
�Wait. I have been meaning to ask you something for some time now. When you initially went through the file containing the missing photographs, did you discover any other documents pertaining to the Dumont family, let�s say of a similarly delicate nature?�
Bellows� back was turned to Helga which gave him a moment to recover from the shock of her question. When he turned around, he calmly said, �Nothing at all pertaining to the Dumonts, I can assure you. The file has been sealed and is now in a secure storage vault. My assumption is that once the photographs are recovered, you will decide what to do with them.�
On the drive home, Bellows thought he had cleverly parried Helga�s parting thrust. She had asked specifically about the Dumont family and he had answered truthfully. From the very beginning, he had deceived her about the file but felt justified since most of the contents had been destroyed after he brought them back piecemeal to his apartment. Of course, had she asked about her own family, he would have lied about the war criminal�s list in the bottom drawer of his desk. Helga Dumont had not earned the right to know everything that Addison Bellows did.
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WHILE BELLOWS WAS standing before Helga, Siegfried searched his apartment for the second time that day. He looked behind all the ornate picture frames, checked under the carpets for loose boards, poked around in the freezer and even lifted the cover to the toilet tank. If the photographs were in Bellows� apartment, he had taken more care to hide them than he had the list from the war commission. Siegfried knew that it would be easy to conclude that Bellows had the photographs and was playing a double game as Scatcherd�s and Meacham�s partner. However, his years as a Commando had inexorably altered how he looked at everything in life. Not every enigma meant there was a conspiracy. From what he had heard of Bellows and seen of Meacham, he didn�t think either of them had the stomach for such a treacherous game.
When Siegfried called Helga, she related her conversation with Bellows regarding plans for the pay-off to the bartender. When he heard Bellows� response to Helga�s parting question, he still leaned in favor of his original theory that the archivist was acting in good faith regarding the photographs but that he had retained the United Nations list as his �insurance policy.�
Siegfried said nothing to Helga about his lingering suspicions regarding Bellows. He suggested that Meacham would likely accept the initial offer but promised her that the bartender would not have the money for long. �All I care about are the photographs, Siegfried. Whatever you decide to do with the bartender, I don�t need to know. As for the extortion money, if you recover it, I hope you will keep it for all your trouble.� Siegfried picked up the unctuous, pleading undertone in her voice and quickly changed the subject. �I will be out for a while. Call the number in New York and leave me a message after you get an update from Bellows. I will call you back as soon as possible.�
Siegfried was annoyed by Helga�s persistent efforts to inextricably bind them together�� as if Barrington wasn�t enough. Taking the $250,000 was tantamount to letting her place a claim on him. It was a crude, clumsy attempt and he was insulted. If she persisted, he might be forced to declare bluntly that his sole purpose in coming to her aid was to protect their son.
As for Bellows, Siegfried concluded that he had lied to Helga about the list and therefore could not be trusted�� even if the photographs were recovered, which now seemed likely but by no means certain. As he had been taught when he was first chosen for the Brandenburg Commandos, it could be fatal to a mission if you did not tidy up loose ends.
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WHEN WILLOUGHBY SHOWED up at the bar, Woody and Pudge were on pins and needles until the detective said, �We�re good to go. This is no place to conspire�� let�s get out of here.�
On the drive to Pudge�s house, Willoughby asked, �Anything to eat at your place, Pudge?� The Irishman blinked, looked out the window and instructed Willoughby to turn right on North Washington Street. �Pull in here, Hank. Hope you guys have strong stomachs tonight.� They had turned into the parking lot of the Little Tavern, a burger joint popular as a late-night eatery after the bars closed. As Pudge jumped out, Willoughby yelled, �Better get two bags.� The Little Tavern looked like a miniature cottage plucked out of a fairy tale, alluring enough to have enticed Hansel and Gretel to walk in. It had a bright green slate roof and a neon sign that instructed customers to �Buy�em By The Bag�.
In a few minutes, Pudge was back outside carrying two white bags. Willoughby laughed and Woody looked puzzled when Pudge got into the car and hoisted the bags like trophies. �Two dozen of the most dangerous little cheeseburgers you�ll ever want to meet. Fresh from the steamer. We�ll be belching all night.� If there was any tension in the air about the upcoming call to Bellows, Pudge had just sliced through it.
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WHEN THEY PULLED up to Pudge�s house, there was an unmarked police sedan in the driveway and the lights were on. Pudge frowned and Willoughby explained, �I gave your keys to the technical boys. They�re setting up the recording device and installing a few extension phones. Woody will be doing the talking but all three of us will be listening to everything that is said. We�ll have a quality recording but I still want everyone�s impressions on how Bellows sounds. We�ll compare notes afterwards. Questions?� �Yeah,� said Pudge, �do we have to share the burgers?�
When they walked in, the technicians were packing up their gear and gave Willoughby a thumbs up. Pudge pretended to resist as Willoughby took one of the bags and held it up in front of the technicians. The detective grinned and said, �Thanks, boys. Little Tavern�� enjoy the ride home.�
Pudge looked past the PBRs in the refrigerator and found three cans of soda. As they sat at the kitchen table, the miniature cheeseburgers on tiny dinner rolls disappeared from the white bag and no one was talking until Willoughby suppressed a burp, wiped his mouth and mustache with a napkin and began. �Woody, this will be your show but like any good performance, the rehearsal�s the key to successful execution. There are some things I want you to say and a few questions to ask. We can write them down now or I can prompt you as we go along.�
�I�ll look to you for guidance, detective, but would prefer to be able to glance at them on paper. Less chance for a screw up.� Woody took a bite of his third miniature cheeseburger and then stopped. When he started to peel back the top of the roll to look inside, Pudge waived him off. Still chomping away, the Irishman managed to laugh and say, �Just eat�em, kid. Don�t spoil the mystery.�
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BELLOWS ANSWERED HIS phone at 8:00 sharp. His tone was polite and deferential, as if Helga Dumont would be listening in and would be grading his performance. He recognized Woody Meacham�s voice abruptly ask, �Are you going to make an offer? Let�s not waste time.� Willoughby had emphasized to Woody that it was critical that he take charge immediately, keeping Bellows off-balance and reactive.
�Yes,� said Bellows, �the Dumonts have decided to make an offer.� Bellows was choking on the dollar amount and hesitated. �Well, what is it?� Woody demanded, warming to his role and sounding annoyed.
�$250,000, take it or leave it,� said Bellows. �It can be delivered in a few days.�
Willoughby had anticipated that a sizeable amount would be offered and had prepared Woody with instructions on how to respond. Woody glanced at Willoughby who pointed at the paper and clenched his fist, a signal to sound resolute.
�Listen, Bellows, I want the money in tens and twenties, unmarked, with no sequential serial numbers. Any suspicion that the bills have been tampered with and the money can be traced means the deal�s off. Am I clear?�
�I understand. Can I contact you at the bar to arrange the exchange?� Bellows asked, now resigned not to argue any details. �Stay away from Pudge McFadden�s if you value your health, Bellows. I�ll call you at home in two days�� same time�� with final instructions,� Woody said fiercely.
�Okay, no need to threaten me. Sounds like we have a suitable resolution. I�ll �� Bellows started to talk but Woody interrupted him. �I am curious, Bellows, so indulge me for a few minutes longer. Was Scatcherd�s death really an accident? When he came to me at the bar, he was like a frightened child. Do you know what it�s like when customers get a few drinks in them? They open up to their bartender, sort of like they would to a priest or a lawyer. Talk among the regulars was that Scatcherd wasn�t just disliked but that people had it in for him and might do him bodily harm.�
There was silence on the other end as Bellows tried to decide if he should respond or say nothing at all. He was exhausted by the whole affair of the photographs and couldn�t resist the opportunity to vent his frustration. �Scatcherd was a clumsy oaf and bitter about life. He was a lousy shake-down artist, if that was his objective. Yes, I think he tripped and fell down the stairs. If he hadn�t, he would probably have eventually given the photographs back and I wouldn�t be talking to you right now. But what does it matter? Is that all?�
Willoughby was rapidly twirling his hand in a circle as a signal for Woody to end the conversation. �No, that�s it, Bellows. As I said, just curious and, for the record, I don�t give a damn either. Now, just be prepared for our next call.�
Everyone waited to hang up until they heard Bellows click off. Pudge was the first to speak. �Nice touch at the end, kid. Bellows has to believe now, if he didn�t earlier, that you are a cold, mercenary son of a bitch.� Pudge wondered why Willoughby had urged Woody to provoke, even bait the archivist. He didn�t say anything, assuming that the detective had his reasons.
Willoughby nodded and said, �Yeah, you did good, son. Clearly, the Dumonts are desperate to get their hands on the photographs and it sounds like Bellows, even if he doesn�t like it, has accepted his role as messenger boy. Now, you will be staying here at Pudge�s for the next few days so don�t argue with me. It�s precautionary, that�s all. You can go back to your apartment tomorrow during the day with Pudge to grab some things. I think we�re all set for tonight.�
After Willoughby left, Pudge looked at his temporary roommate with a quizzical expression. �Hey, is your stomach feeling funny?� Woody nodded yes, and Pudge said, �I�ll get the Pepto Bismol.�
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SIEGFRIED SAT OUTSIDE Woody�s darkened apartment for a few hours, almost certain that he would not find him there. No lights were on and he saw nothing move past the windows. He was convinced that the photographs were not inside, or they would probably have been found when Helga�s henchmen rampaged through the place. Smart kid to stay away until he has the money, he said to himself. It would be foolish to underestimate him as the end game drew near.
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BELLOWS� CALL TO Helga was brief. The money needed to be assembled as instructed and they had a deal. After she hung up with Bellows, she left a message for Siegfried at the New York number.
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WILLOUGHBY�S STOMACH WAS bubbling like an erupting volcano on the ride home. He would get no sympathy from his wife if he told her about the Little Tavern and wondered what home-cooked meal he had missed. Despite his gastronomical discomfort, Willoughby was feeling good about his �non-investigation� into Scatcherd�s death. With the Bellows recording in hand, he would make his ultimate move in the morning.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN:
A Time To Sing?
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AS THE DAY for the move to the new Maryland warehouse was fast approaching, everyone in the archives office was summoned to work on Saturday. Before Viola Finch left for work, she rushed about the apartment to ensure that her invalid mother had all the day�s necessities within reach.
Theda Finch had worked on the assembly line at the Torpedo Factory during the war, a real-life �Rosie The Riveter�, proud to be doing her part for the country after her husband left to fight and die in Europe, making the ultimate sacrifice thousands of miles from his native West Virginia. On the outskirts of Saint-Avold in Eastern France, Brady Finch had a cross bearing his name at the Lorraine American Cemetery, one of over 10,000 U.S. soldiers buried there.
Theda romanticized those years helping to assemble torpedoes to support the war effort, never imagining the horrors experienced by her husband and his fellow doughboys. Her walls were decorated with pictures of co-workers, memorializing the camaraderie that she remembered. The Finches had moved from West Virginia when the Torpedo Factory re-opened at the start of World War II. They were ecstatic when they won the lottery for one of the tiny duplexes at the �whites-only� Chinquapin Village set off on the edge of town. Built by the Navy to house the families of some 300 factory employees, Chinquapin was almost the equivalent of a company town with sports teams, a theater group and even Saturday night dances.
Some locals resented these interlopers from the hills of West Virginia and treated them like lepers. While they were not downtrodden, illiterate Okies, like the outcasts so poignantly described in The Grapes of Wrath, they were often disparaged and ridiculed. If they had to be here, let them be contained in their little village on the edge of town, it was argued. Theda was almost oblivious to their contempt and dutifully made the 3-mile ride each day to work on the factory bus while neighbors took care of the new-born Viola.
Theda was a thrifty sort, a habit borne of those days of deprivation back home. She put money in a jar every week and eventually saved enough to send Viola to secretarial school after her graduation from high school. While the Finches were poor but now respectable, it would never be enough for Viola to get more than polite notice, if even that, from the likes of Addison Bellows.
Theda had kept copies of the Torp, the employee newsletter that covered talent shows, bowling league results, war bond parties and other morale-building activities for the workers who labored in three shifts around the clock to make their deadly weapons, those �tin fish� as the torpedoes were euphemistically called. Now in her dotage, she never tired of poring over those old newsletters during the day and gazing up at the gallery of her fellow workers on the wall, waiting for Viola�s return from work.
�I hope you�ll bring that nice boy home for dinner one night, Viola. You keep promising me,� Theda said, her voice weak and pleading. Viola had not actually said that Bellows and she were engaged but had given her mother the distinct impression more than once that the archivist was her beau.
�He�s awfully busy with the move, Mother, but he told me just yesterday that he very much looks forward to meeting you,� Viola said reassuringly, as she put on her bright red coat. Of course, she would never dare invite him to their spare apartment with its threadbare furniture but Viola was determined to let Bellows know very soon how deeply devoted she was to him.
Perhaps today, I will summon the courage to do so, she said to herself as she sat on the bus for the short ride into Old Town.
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LT. THORNE RARELY looked forward to seeing Det. Willoughby walk past his door. Despite all his false bravado, he was intimidated by the detective and was almost certain that Willoughby knew it. But today was going to be different and Thorne thought he might be adding that notch to his belt and puffing out his chest before long.
Normally reticent and cautious when confronted with a command decision, Thorne had acted boldly�� for him�� in approving the recording of the Bellows conversation and also allowing Willoughby to quietly pursue his inquiry regarding Scatcherd�s death.
Willoughby started the day repeatedly listening to the recording of Woody�s conversation with Bellows. He needed to convince himself that Bellows� comments about Scatcherd�s death were spontaneous and believable, rather than practiced and contrived.
Thorne was getting antsy. He looked out and saw Willoughby at his desk and finally called out to him to come into his office. �So, what�s our plan, Hank?� Thorne asked, trying to make it sound as if whatever Willoughby pulled off, he was integral to its design and execution.
Willoughby scratched the back of his neck and manufactured a troubled look. When he saw Thorne�s nervous response, he smiled. He wouldn�t play with the lieutenant this morning with so much at stake.
�I�m heading over to the Torpedo Factory shortly, boss. I�d like to take a uniformed officer with me. If things go according to Hoyle, we should be bringing a murderer back to the station today.�
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BEFORE WILLOUGHBY WALKED into Bellows� office, he stationed the uniformed officer in the hallway, beyond the watchful eyes of Viola Finch. When she saw Willoughby, she immediately stood up, all five feet of her in a flutter, as she moved to guard her boss� door. �Mr. Bellows is on the telephone, detective. Must you keep coming by here to bother him?�
�It shouldn�t take long today, Miss Finch,� Willoughby said gently, as he pushed open Bellows� door and saw the archivist with his hands stuffed in his pockets as he looked out the window at the Potomac River as it continued its southeastern journey toward the Chesapeake Bay.
When he turned to face Willoughby, he had that look of a defeated man, resigned to his fate. The Dumonts had drained him of whatever self-possession he had and all he wanted now was to secure the photographs and put the drama and intrigue of this unwelcomed adventure behind him. He had not been looking forward to the move of the archives to a new facility in Maryland but now, notwithstanding his yearning to be near Lucy Dumont, he saw it as a means of escape.
Viola stood at the door only inches from the detective. �Not now,� he said firmly as he looked at her and closed the door. Willoughby pulled the tape recording from his pocket and waved it in front of Bellows. He was not surprised that the archivist did not understand.
�There�s not going to be any extortion payment to the bartender, Bellows, despite what you offered last night and what was duly recorded on this tape. We have the photographs and very soon they will be returned to top officials here at the Torpedo Factory. How much they learn about your involvement in this scheme depends entire on how cooperative you are today.
�Here�s how things can play out in your favor. Let�s say, hypothetically, that some concerned citizen found the photographs and gave them to the police. We wouldn�t have known what they were but this anonymous person left a note explaining that they had been stolen from the Torpedo Factory and were part of a classified file. Can you believe it? It�s possible that they have some historical significance but we�re not clever enough to figure it out so we return the photographs to the guardians of our secrets and leave it up to them to figure things out.� When Willoughby concluded his little speech, he saw that Bellows was looking down, stroking his forehead, his mind racing as he tried to fathom what had happened and how he could extricate himself.
Willoughby went to the door and motioned for Viola to join them before continuing. �There are still some loose ends with respect to the Scatcherd investigation that need to be cleared up, starting with the break-in to his apartment.� Willoughby paused and looked at Bellows, hoping it would prompt him to open up. Bellows regained his composure and said, �We�ve been through that already, detective, and you gave me reason to believe that it was no longer an issue. To repeat, I pressured Scatcherd for his key and he finally gave it to me. I still believe that he wanted me to search his apartment so he could say he was cooperating.�
�But he didn�t give you the key, did he?� Willoughby said, turning so he could see Bellows and Viola at the same time. �Scatcherd�s keys were stolen from his coat, conveniently hanging on a hook outside the clerical area. A duplicate was made of the front door key and the keychain was returned before he realized that it was missing. Now, the Lock & Load is only a few blocks from here and the owner is ready to identify the person who had the duplicate key made.�
Viola was crest-fallen and Bellows for the first time felt pity and sympathy for his loyal assistant. �What does it matter now, detective? Scatcherd was obstinate about the photographs and I was desperate to get them back. It was my decision and I used poor judgment in imposing on Miss Finch to assist me. Surely, you�re not going to file charges now. That would be cruel and vindictive.� Bellows was thinking about the tape recording and the fact that the police now had the photographs. He couldn�t understand why Willoughby was obsessed with the break-in of Scatcherd�s apartment.
Willoughby ignored Bellows� plea, not certain if it was for Viola or himself, He pulled the naked photograph of Scatcherd from his pocket that had been given to him by the medical examiner. He held it up in front of Bellows and then Viola, both of them shrinking back from the stark image of death.
�It took me a while to figure out why Scatcherd had these bruises on his chest when he fell backwards down the stairs. And then it came to me yesterday but I didn�t want to believe it. He must have been kicked in the chest, caught by surprise by someone he did not expect to see lurking in the stairwell. He probably heard his name called out right before he started down the stairs, causing him to turn around and face his assailant. Just one swift, well-place kick to the chest was all it took, right Bellows?� Willoughby said with almost eerie calm.
Bellows was startled and started to flail his arms about. He got up from his chair and looked around frantically, finally managing to exclaim, �This is absurd. You have no proof. Miss Finch has already told you I was here at the time of the accident. You�re making a big mistake with this wild theory, detective, and will pay dearly for it.�
Willoughby was used to such emotional rebuttals and calmly went on. �We secured a search warrant this morning for your apartment. I am confident that we will find a pair of shoes that match the imprint of the bruises on Scatcherd�s chest. We will, of course, want to inspect the pair you are wearing now, if necessary. You certainly had motive, Bellows, and everyone knows how loyal Miss Finch is to you. Her providing you with an alibi is a weak defense and, in fact, if she knew what you planned when you went to the stairwell to confront Scatcherd, she could very well be charged as an accessory.�
Willoughby walked over by the door and started to open it, then turned back and said, �I�ve got an officer waiting in the hallway to take you down to the station for questioning. Make no mistake, Bellows, you will be charged with Leonard Scatcherd�s murder so I will have to advise you of your rights before we leave.�
Bellows had collapsed into his chair and was trying to catch his breath. It flashed into his head that he had only stepped out for a few minutes to use the men�s room that fateful day and would not have had time to go down to the far stairwell and climb to the second floor to surprise Scatcherd. And how would he have known that Scatcherd would even be there?
Viola rushed over to Bellows and fluffed up her arms as if to create a cocoon of warmth around him, mothering him in a way that she had yearned to do for months. At any other time, Bellows would have been revolted by her caresses and pushed her away. He was embarrassed but, at the same time, felt strangely comforted.
She looked up beseechingly at Willoughby and said, �Please close the door, detective, and I will tell you exactly what happened that day.�
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WHILE VIOLA WAS enveloping him with her protective wings, using her plumage to shield her adored one from any further attacks by Det. Willoughby, Bellows did not understand that she had committed a lethal act of devotion.
It would take a while for Bellows to grasp the fact that Viola really had killed Scatcherd and that she wasn�t just acting impulsively when she rushed to his defense. His immediate reaction was to ask Willoughby if the police really had confiscated all of the shoes in his apartment. It made the detective grimace and bite his lip rather than respond contemptuously to the self-centered, cold-hearted archivist. In that moment, Willoughby utterly despised Addison Bellows�� not the murderess whose fealty the archivist had not earned.
In his callous, egocentric world, Bellows would never understand or appreciate the sacrifice Viola Finch had made on his behalf. In fact, he was embarrassed by her devotion and how it would look in his privileged world. The mere idea that others might think, even for a moment, that her constancy was reciprocal, was anathema to him.
Oh, it had been she that had committed the crime, had lured Scatcherd to the stairwell that afternoon with the mysterious telephone call. After her simple admission in Bellows� office, she said nothing else before she was handcuffed and led away.
Down at the station, she calmly told Willoughby how she hid in the recess of the stairwell waiting for Scatcherd to come through the door, unsure what she would do or say but, at the very least, ready to plead with him to return the missing photographs. �He had walked down a few steps and was staring up at me. He sneered and his eyes were full of hate. He was difficult to understand but I�m quite sure that he mocked Mr. Bellows and said he was too cowardly to come himself. He was using the foulest of language and it was more than I could bear. Every fiber within me exploded. My leg flew up in a swift motion and I caught him squarely in the chest. I regretted it almost immediately but it would be a lie if I did not admit that it was an exhilarating moment.� When she finished, she bared her tiny teeth for the first time in Willoughby�s presence and, in that moment, looked every bit like a feral bird of prey.
Viola was suddenly exhausted and went silent. Willoughby knew it was not the time to press her any further and simply said, �Thank you, we can talk later.� As Willoughby was leaving, Viola found her voice and said, �Detective, I suppose I will need a lawyer but for now, might I make one request of you?� Willoughby nodded yes, and she said, �My mother knows I take the 5:30 bus every day and will be expecting me. Would you mind stopping by to tell her I will not be coming home tonight but that I am okay? I trust you to say whatever else you deem appropriate.� Then she added, �From the first time we met, I was very rude to you, detective, and that was wrong and I apologize. Now, I suppose you understand why.�
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THEDA FINCH WOULD not see her daughter that night�� or any time soon. Before she was led to her cell, Viola had signed a statement confessing to the murder of Leonard Scatcherd.

Epilogue
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IT WAS TWO nights before Viola Finch�s confession, while Willoughby had been out to dinner with his family, when his wife had muttered �darn� as she stepped into a muddy patch in the parking lot outside the restaurant. He glanced back at the sound of her voice and saw the clear imprint of his wife�s shoe in the mud. The image stayed with him, buried in his subconscious. If it had been a crime scene and his team had produced a mold of his wife�s shoe, he liked to think that he would have made the connection to Scatcherd�s bruises immediately.
It seemed too fantastical to Willoughby, that such an innocuous moment with his family could be pivotal to solving his case. In the middle of the night, he got up and studied the medical examiner�s photograph of Scatcherd and conjured up the mental image of his wife�s muddy shoe print.
Willoughby had already concluded that Bellows lacked the fortitude to do anything other than utilize his elocutionary skills to threaten and harass Scatcherd. Willoughby chided himself and wondered if he had been reluctant to focus on the only other viable suspect.
It had been Viola�s continued displays of unyielding dedication to her boss and then the incident of the duplicate key which made Willoughby understand the true depth of her fidelity to Bellows. And still, with the muddy shoeprint seeming to match the bruises on Scatcherd�s chest, he was hesitant to conclude that it was she�� and not Bellows�� that planted a shoe on Scatcherd�s chest. It wasn�t until he played and replayed the taped conversation with Bellows that Willoughby was certain. It galled Willoughby to think that the unscrupulous archivist might go unpunished for his own iniquities.
A rumor spread throughout the Torpedo Factory that Viola Finch had been the scorned lover of Leonard Scatcherd and that she had killed him in a violent rage. There was even talk that she was pregnant with his child and he had demanded that she abort it. It was another testament to Bellows� baseness that he did nothing to refute these dastardly rumors and defend the woman who had given her life to protect him.
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BELLOWS CALLED HELGA Dumont the afternoon of Viola�s confession, certain that she would somehow blame him for not securing the photographs. He began the conversation with the news about Viola, to which Helga showed complete indifference. Then, he told her that the police had the photographs and would be turning them over to his superiors. When Helga demanded that he act aggressively to secure the photographs, he said it was a fool�s errand and he refused to do it.
Bellows had looked into the future and feared that with the return of the photographs announced publicly, an investigation was inevitable and it would cast suspicion on his conduct. He imagined that the incident of the duplicate key would be exposed as well and it would be evident that Viola had acted on his behalf. And then, he would be compelled to explain why he would want Scatcherd�s key except to break into his apartment. Of course, Bellows had done much worse to tarnish his reputation as a professional archivist and government employee. If his other activities were exposed, his career would be over and he might even face prosecution.
These thoughts passed through Bellows� mind as the buzz of Helga�s voice droned on until he eventually said good-bye and hung up the phone.
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THE AFTERNOON AND evening newscasts were blanketed with stories about Viola Finch and Leonard Scatcherd while the other villain, Addison Bellows, got a pass. Among her co-workers in the clerical section, only Amanda Silverbridge spoke up in defense of the diminutive lady, saying that it was a despicable lie that she had any sort of a relationship with the likes of Leonard Scatcherd, let alone an intimate one. She had her theory on Viola�s motive and Det. Willoughby would not have been surprised to learn that it coincided with his own.
There was another news item that day which was understandably overshadowed by the Viola Finch story. Classified documents stolen from the Torpedo Factory over a week ago had been recovered by the police and would be returned to top archive officials.
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WITH THE ARREST of Viola Finch, it was a very good day for Lt. �Bud� Thorne and his team. Accolades poured in from the Commissioner, the Mayor and even an unwitting Congressional candidate by the name of Barrington Dumont. The lieutenant now had the notches on his belt that he so desperately coveted and almost immediately rumors started swirling that he was destined to be made a captain soon. It was inevitable and came as no surprise to those who knew him best, that Thorne would forget to single out Hank Willoughby for his splendid detective work.
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WHEN SIEGFRIED FINALLY called Helga the evening of Viola Finch�s arrest, she was certain that he had heard the news and that she would not see her old lover again before he left town. For the old Commando, there was a more disheartening concern. He had attended one of Barrington�s campaign rallies, had watched him emote on television in rehearsed ads and had read all the area newspapers to get a sense of his true character. Siegfried was not pleased with what he learned about this pampered young man whose formative years he had not been able to mold. Helga had doted on him, forgiven his failures, pumped up and embellished every small achievement. He was a caricature of the foppish British dandy that Siegfried despised. What she had produced without his guiding hand was a coddled weakling. It was almost more than he could bear to witness.
His disappointment was palpable but he said nothing about it to Helga. He would never forgive her and yet he promised�� and he meant it�� that he would always be there to protect their son in any future exigency. As for that face to face meeting that he had so much looked forward to, he would take a pass for now.
The Brandenburg Commando had one more assignment to complete, after which he would quietly slip out of town.
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THE TELEVISION OVER the bar at Pudge McFadden�s provided continued news coverage of the Viola Finch story and the �happy hour� crowd was glued to it. The gossip reached a level of inanity which even surprised Pudge. Over the hum of the crowd, one could occasionally pick up comments like �stabbed him in the chest� and �they got caught in the basement doing it� and even �it was that guy Bellows� baby not Scatcherd�s.�
Woody and Pudge had not heard from Willoughby but were not at all surprised. They were able to read between the lines and marveled at the skillful way in which the detective had used the stolen photographs to pursue an improbable murder investigation to a successful conclusion. They didn�t resent being kept in the dark as Willoughby performed his magic but couldn�t wait to congratulate him and, to the extent he could reveal, learn how he had pieced together the case.
When Willoughby finally came into the bar, Pudge and Woody thought it supremely ironic that the customers continued to spew absurd theories about the case while the real hero of the day, the possessor of the holy grail, walked past them with nary a glance. His family, of course, understood and appreciated the character of this portly, non-descript detective who never sought the limelight or craved accolades, content to do his work in the shadows.
There was a sad but admirable quality about Willoughby, a refusal to be triumphant that evening that impressed Pudge about his friend most of all, and which he strained to explain to Woody after the detective went home. But Woody surprised Pudge when he described his stepfather and how he comported himself similarly after a murder investigation. Willoughby did tell them that his discovery of a duplicate key to Scatcherd�s apartment was the break he needed to keep investigating. He didn�t explain why and swore them both to secrecy for having revealed even this tidbit, reminding them that the trial of Viola Finch might still take place, notwithstanding her confession.
He had done his job and nailed a murderess but there was no joy in it for the detective. When Pudge asked what she was like, Willoughby said, �Any man would be fortunate to have a woman so devoted that she would give everything to protect him. Unfortunately, she bestowed it on a scoundrel.�
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ON THE MONDAY after Viola�s arrest and confession, Addison Bellows went to work with stomach pains and a tingling sensation in his feet, both of which he attributed to his overwrought constitution finally revolting against several tense-filled days. There was a note on his desk advising him that his presence at that afternoon�s archivist meeting was not required. Bellows called down to his boss but Armbruster was unavailable. He sensed that something was afoot, that he was being frozen out, but he didn�t have the spirit or the energy to fight back. He left a message that he was taking a sick day and went home.
Over the next few days, the tingling in his feet grew more intense and extended to his fingers. It was as if a thousand hot needles were repeatedly poked into his extremities. Soon, the stomach pains were accompanied by excruciating episodes of vomiting, leaving him weak and almost delirious.
Before driving himself to the hospital, Bellows struggled to take a shower and noticed that his already thinning hair was falling out in clumps. He looked in the mirror and saw the image of a sickly, middle-aged man staring back at him.
Doctors were baffled by Bellows� condition and watched helplessly as he deteriorated rapidly and fell into a coma. Within a week, the archivist was dead, never regaining consciousness long enough to tell the doctors what he had been doing in the days leading up to his death.
Could the doctors or the coroner be blamed for not running a test to detect Thallium in Bellows� system? After all, it was odorless, colorless and tasteless. No one had the least suspicion, certainly not Addison Bellows, when he poured ice tea containing less than a gram of the water-soluble drug from the pitcher in his refrigerator.
Because of its qualities of deception, Thallium was known as �the inheritance powder� after World War II, getting its moniker because it had been used not infrequently by anxious heirs who wanted to hasten access to their benefactors� assets. The person who had laced Bellows� tea with the lethal poison certainly wasn�t seeking an inheritance but was determined to tidy up loose ends.
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RUNNING UP LARGE margins with the female vote, the shallow but charismatic Barrington Dumont squeaked by in his first Congressional race that Fall and, looking ahead, immediately set about ingratiating himself with the aging senior senator from Virginia. He made it a point to always consult the octogenarian solon before co-sponsoring any bill in the House which might be inimical to the old man�s interests.
Helga immersed herself in Barrington�s political affairs, hosting events at the Dumont estate while Augustus and Lucy hid away in the library. Helga had an uncanny ability to insert herself into photo opportunities with her son until some wag in the press suggested that the young Congressman ought to find himself a pretty young wife before voters got the wrong idea and labeled him a �mama�s boy�.
It would still be a few years after Barrington Dumont�s election to Congress until the United Nations war crimes files were finally opened. The list that had disappeared from Addison Bellows� apartment before his death was only one copy of many that had been distributed to countries who were members of the war crimes tribunal. As it turned out, Helmut Brunner�s name was passed over quickly after a cursory examination. He was a small fish in a pond of deadly predators that archivists and investigators were intent on tracking down. And so, none of the researchers dug deep enough to make a connection between the German factory owner and the Dumont family.
It would not be until the next decade when the old Senator, now a few years into his senility, died and Barrington Dumont announced for his seat. When an enterprising political operative for the other candidate exposed the Brunner family connection, he ruined not just Barrington Dumont� senatorial bid but all future political ambitions. Even the Brandenburg Commando was powerless to help.
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WHEN THE DILAPIDATED munitions plant on the water metamorphosed into the Torpedo Factory Art Center, the gentrification of Old Town accelerated and Pudge McFadden�s was ideally situated a few blocks away as tourists flooded the area.
Pudge had mixed emotions about his success as he gazed up at the image of the traditional Irish shebeen that hung over the bar in his landmark saloon. But prosper he did and eventually opened three more Irish pubs in the area as it became fashionable to celebrate if not exaggerate one�s Irish heritage, no matter how tenuous.
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VIOLA FINCH WAS devastated when she heard of Bellows� death and eventually pled guilty to the lesser charge of manslaughter, the D.A. wisely concluding that no jury would look at this pathetic, diminutive creature, this crushed bird perched precariously on a chair in the courtroom, plucked of all her brilliant feathers, and convict her of anything more serious. Considerable sympathy started to build for the faithful little bird who would now be caged for many years.
No one knew for sure exactly what happened in that stairwell except for what Viola had told Det. Willoughby on the day of her arrest. Had Scatcherd really provoked her with those biting comments which caused her to fly into a rage? Had the act been premeditated? Viola made no excuses and offered no details. She would not allow her attorney to manufacture a temporary insanity defense and under no circumstances would she testify in her own defense. Bellows was dead and she was prepared to join him.
Viola�s mother died while her daughter was in prison but Det. Willoughby was diligent in visiting her every few weeks in the nursing home where she went after her Viola�s incarceration. Theda Finch took with her all the memorabilia of those war years at the Torpedo Factory but found very few sympathetic patients with whom to share those memories.
Willoughby wondered if had been unnecessarily cruel when he set up Viola�s confession in front of Bellows but at the time he could think of no other option. He told himself that he had to be certain but still carried this regret with him for years.
When she was released from prison years later, frail and timid, Viola stopped by Det. Willoughby�s house to thank him for his kindness over the years. He was retired now, and his hair and mustache were laced with gray. There were still a lot of Finches back in Littleton, West Virginia. It was the poor, desolate place that Brady and Theda Finch, with great hope in the future, had left behind. Now, Viola was going home to rejoin the flock.
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IT WAS A few days after Viola�s confession when Nellie Birdsong walked into Pudge McFadden�s late in the afternoon. Pudge saw her first and said to Woody, �Now there�s a stunner. Pretty sure she hasn�t graced my saloon before.�
�It�s Nelly,� Woody said quietly, taking off his apron and walking toward the door. Pudge kept his head down and busied himself at the bar.
Furtive looks and nervous half-smiles were interrupted by Nellie�s comment that Viola Finch must be a fiery little thing. Then she added, �I caught that news item about some missing classified documents that were found and will be returned to the Torpedo Factory archives. Was that you?� Woody smiled weakly and said, �Yeah, that�s all over with, Nellie. The mystery, the threats, everything. I wanted to call you but didn�t have a number. I don�t know all the details but this Det. Willoughby figured it all out. Liz and you can relax and go back to your apartment.�
Nellie was looking down and said softly, �Liz is going to move back, Woody�� with a new roommate. I quit my job and am moving home.� Her tone was ominous and Woody understood that there was more to come. �The truth is, Woody, I never really liked it here. My roots are small town. After my grandmother�s death, I realized I didn�t want to be so far away from my family, fearing that midnight call and rushing home too late.�
Woody nodded his head and tried to look sympathetic but all he felt was fearful anticipation. �Listen, Woody,� she went on, almost apologetically, �I can�t leave without being totally honest with you, giving you the false impression that my move is just about family and escaping the big city. Even if I had stayed here, we would not have developed a relationship although I would have been sorely tempted. You aren�t going to like what I�m about to say next and it may make absolutely no sense to you, but the brutal truth is that you are bad luck for my family and me. Twice over four years, first in Parlor Harbor and then in Washington, DC, I meet you by accident and evil immediately surrounds us. It frightens me to contemplate what might happen next and I simply can�t take that gamble. Better to put a stop to things now.�
Woody felt stymied. How was he to argue with the facts or with her twisted logic, to plead his case, to show that he wasn�t some cursed soul who carried bad luck with him wherever he went? He looked at Nellie wistfully and saw that her eyes had watered. He started to move closer, thinking she might be wavering, but she shook her head no and raised two fingers to her lips. �Please, Woody,� she said sadly and quickly walked out of Pudge McFadden�s.
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WOODY MEACHAM WAS gone from Old Town a few days after that fateful meeting with Nellie Birdsong. Nothing that the Irishman could say would dissuade him from his impetuous departure. Pudge�s saloon was now a place of infamy for the scorned lover.
Before he left, Pudge gave Woody an anthology of Yeats� poems. �They�re full of Irish and Greek mythology, with symbols I won�t pretend to understand, kid. But many of them are beautiful and some of them comfort me when I have dark days. You�ll find favorites and I�m betting you�ll read and re-read them for years to come.�
Woody started to shake hands but Pudge grabbed him and wrapped him in a bear hub while patting his back. �Luck to you, lad� were the last words Woody heard as he walked out the door. His eyes were watery and he didn�t dare look back. If he had, he would have seen Pudge tearing up as well.
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ON THE DRIVE to Thorndyke College, Woody rummaged through the major events of his life as if he was already an old man and now was the moment for summing up, for a tallying of the good and the bad. He remembered fondly most of his youthful years in Parlor City, his early morning paper route and the final, ritual stop at Lattimore�s Bakery before heading home. He relished the adventures, both picayune and momentous, with his best friend Jerry Kosinsky who was still roaming the world hiding from the draft board. Boy, did he miss him now.
Woody blocked out the painful events, including that summer after college spent in Parlor Harbor when he first met Nellie Birdsong. He was approaching Thorndyke and would have to unpack those parts of his history at another time.
Walking across campus to Prof. Humboldt�s office, Woody marveled that Thorndyke had not changed�� as if he had been gone for ages and everything should be altered. Here he was back in what he remembered as an idyllic cocoon, isolated from the mayhem of the outside world. Certainly, Thorndyke had taught him to think critically but it hadn�t prepared him for what lurked outside the ivy-covered gates that served as a temporary reprieve from a chaotic universe. His rejection by Nellie Birdsong had produced a cynicism that was alien to him only a few days earlier.
Woody stopped in front of the library and looked across the quad where he had seen Ralph Birdsong in a crowd of war protesters. His friend was laughing and shouting anti-war slogans in unison with his comrades as Woody stood on the fringe. Birdsong had chided Woody about his support of the war and one of the protesters had mocked him. And what had changed since then? Nixon was blitzing Hanoi, trying to bomb the Viet Cong into submission, the protesters were more violent than ever and radical groups like the Weathermen were blowing up buildings all over the country. Maybe it had been a lark back then, something to be part of, but Ralph Birdsong was dead now and his cousin had just dumped him.
In that moment, Woody was overcome. He choked up and tears streamed down his cheeks as students rushed past him with nervous glances.
It took Woody a few minutes to regain his composure but when he did, he had made a decision. He walked rapidly back to his car and drove away before he had the chance to change his mind. He would stop on the road to Parlor City and call Prof. Humboldt to inform him that he would not be applying for the teaching assistant position in his department. He had personal business to attend to and would not be returning to Thorndyke College any time soon.
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IT HAD STUCK with Woody, that comment by Nellie about the importance of family. He had been neglectful, even selfish, since his discharge from the Army. He owed not an explanation but simply unfettered time to a mother and stepfather who had given so much to him over the years. If any meaningful dialogue took place when he got home, it would not be compelled by him but flow naturally as the moment dictated. He would give it time. Only one topic was taboo�� Nellie Birdsong�� and since neither of them knew that they had met again, it was an easy vow to keep.
Gwen was now a senior administrator at the Parlor City Institute, having given up her nursing duties around the time that Woody left for boot camp. Billy Meacham, Jr. was a middle-aged police chief but the �wonder boy� moniker bestowed on him years earlier was how many locals still viewed the man who had solved two murders as a young detective.
Billy enjoyed listening to Woody�s description of Det. Hank Willoughby and how he solved the Scatcherd murder. When Woody mentioned the �Cannon� tv show, Billy exploded in laughter. �I love that guy, Woody. You say this Willoughby and Cannon could be twin brothers?�
Billy and Woody went to Lattimore�s Bakery and reminisced about the bullet fired into the ceiling by would-be thug Rudy Gantz and about the regular Saturday morning �boys only� rendezvousing there with Jerry Kosinsky and his father.
�Have you heard anything from the Kosinskys?� Woody asked. �Well, yes. A postcard arrived a few days ago. No message just the Kosinsky�s address in block letters�� like all the others. He�s alive, thank god, but it�s a living hell for his parents,� Billy said, shaking his head.
�Where was it postmarked?� Woody asked. �I didn�t ask, son, and they didn�t offer. Nothing has changed. I�m no longer on the draft board but I�m still the law. Friends that we are, they have every right to be skeptical about sharing any information.� Woody�s brow furrowed but he said nothing.
The next evening, Woody visited the Kosinskys. He sat in the living room across from Jerry�s parents and there was an uncomfortable silence after the hellos were out of the way. Woody brought up the postcard he had received over four years ago from Katmandu. It was a few weeks after Jerry disappeared. No message, just Woody�s address in block letters, he reminded them.
�Jerry had perfect penmanship but he won�t even address the postcard in script, as if it would give him away. It would give me peace of mind,� Mrs. Kosinsky said bitterly, as if the Army had spies at the Post Office checking post cards. How could you respond to such paranoia, Woody said to himself, so he let the comment go?
After a few moments, Woody said cautiously, �I�d like to go find him if you�ll help me. If you just tell me the postmark, you have my promise that it won�t be shared with anyone,� Woody said, thinking about what his stepfather had said the day before. �He has to come home sooner or later. Someday, there�s going to be amnesty, believe me.�
Mrs. Kosinsky stared at Woody and shook her head no. When Mr. Kosinsky shrugged, Woody knew that he would learn nothing unless they both agreed.
The next day, Mr. Kosinsky called the Meacham� house and Woody answered the telephone. �Toronto� he heard in a whisper and then the phone on the other end clicked off.
Woody knew there was a thriving and loosely-connected ex-pat community in the Toronto area. Somehow, Jerry had made it safely back to North America and was now close to home. He had been encouraging to Jerry�s parents the night before when insisting that their son would inevitably come home. But Woody knew that many war protesters found life north of the border more to their liking and never did return to the United States. Well, now was the time to find out his friend�s ultimate intentions.
Woody had two outstanding investigative mentors in Det. Willoughby and his stepfather. Hopefully, he could employ just a small percentage of what he had gleaned from them in pursuit of his childhood friend. To be just a little bit like them, he mused, what could be more honorable?
Two days later, Woody Meacham crossed the U.S. border at Rouses Point, NY on the edge of Lake Champlain and entered Canada.
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HANK WILLOUGHBY NEVER had another case which defined him like the Torpedo Factory murder. He neither sought nor did he receive a promotion but his colleagues in the department understood that the hard-nosed, dogged detective exemplified what it meant to be a good cop.
He wondered about Bellows� death so soon after the return of the infamous photographs but knew that to suggest an investigation would be futile. Willoughby had his own code of justice and felt that the archivist got the fate that he deserved. He thought of Viola Finch in a cage not of her choosing and decided to let sleeping dogs lie.
Willoughby was motivated by Pudge to look deeper into his own history and he was surprised when he was able to trace it back to Lincolnshire in England. He discovered that there were barons and dukes galore in the family tree back to William the Conqueror and, while amused, he was not motivated to take up the family coat of arms.
You might say that Willoughby was a sentimental guy, someone who got soft in retirement but in truth he had always had a heart of gold and, like Pudge McFadden, felt for the lost souls like Viola Finch and, yes, even Leonard Scatcherd.
Pudge tried to get Willoughby to join him in his burgeoning saloon enterprise but the retired detective was content to putter in his garden and perfect his talent for growing rather large tomatoes. He was always available when a young detective came by to chat, usually with a perplexing question about a particular case that had him stumped.
But his true joy was to indulge his latest woodworking hobby�� the construction of bird houses, all of them colorfully painted and with doors on all sides for easy egress.
Willoughby became quite good at his craft and family and friends were the beneficiaries of his handiwork. It was only his wife who understood and appreciated that he was paying homage, in his unique way, to a little bird that never got the chance to spread her wings and soar.
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