
Your main commentary should be focused on the lexical and syntactical expression of negation. Other tapies may also be
addressed.

'Weil, good night,' 1 said. 'l'm leaving it in your hands.'
'Very good, sir. May 1 cali vou a cab?'
'Positively not,' 1 said. 'As a matter of fact l'm not here. You're just

seeing things.'
5 He smiled then. He gave me a duck of his head and 1 turned and

walked down the driveway and out of the gates.
Ten blocks of that, winding down curved rainswept streets, under

the steady drip of trees, past lighted windows in big houses in ghostly
enormous grounds, vague c1usters of eaves and gables and lighted

10 windows high on the hillside, remote and inaccessible, like witch
houses in a forest. 1 came out at a service station glaring with wasted
light, where a bored attendant in a white cap and a dark blue
windbreaker sat hunched on a stool, inside the steamed glass,
reading a paper. 1 started in, then kept going. 1 was as wet as 1 could

15 get already. And on a night like that Vou can grow a beard waiting for
a taxi. And taxi drivers remember.

1 made it back to Geiger's hou se in something over half an hour of
nimble walking. There was nobody there, no car on the street except
my own car in front of the next house. It looked as dismal as a lost

20 dog. 1 dug my bottle of rye out of it and poured half of what was left
down my throat and got inside to light a cigarette. 1 smoked half of it,
threw it away, got out again and went down to Geiger's. 1 unlocked
the door and stepped into the still warm darkness and stood there,
dripping quietly on the floor and listening to the rain. 1 groped to a

25 lamp and lit it.
The first thing 1 noticed was that a couple of strips of embroidered

silk were gone from the wall. 1 hadn't counted them, but the spaces
of brown plaster stood out naked and obvious. 1 went a little farther
and put another lamp on. 1 looked at the totem pole. At its foot,

30 beyond the margin of the Chinese rug, on the bare floor another rug
had been spread. It hadn't been there before. Geiger's body had.
Geiger's body was gone.

That froze me. 1 pulled my lips back against my teeth and leered at
the glass eye in the totem pole. 1 went through the house again.

35 Everything was exactly as it had been. Geiger wasn't in his flounced
bed or under it or in his closet. He wasn't in the kitchen or the
bathroom. That left the locked door on the right of the wall. One of

Geiger's keys fitted the lock. The room inside was interesting, but
Geiger wasn't in it. It was interesting because it was so different from

40 Geiger's room. It was a hard bare masculine bedroom with a polished
wood floor, a couple of small throw rugs in an Indian design, two
straight chairs, a bureau in dark grained wood with a man's toilet set
and two black candles in foot-high brass candlesticks. The bed was
narrow and looked hard and had a maroon batik coyer. The room felt

45 cold. 1 locked it up again, wiped the knob off with my handkerchief,
and went back to the totem pole. 1 knelt down and squinted along the
nap of the rug to the front door. 1 thought 1 could see two parallel
grooves pointing that way, as though heels had dragged. Whoever
had done it had meant business. Dead men are heavier than broken

50 hearts.
It wasn't the law. They would have been there still, just about

getting warmed up and dusting powders and their nickel cigars. They
would have been very much there. It wasn't the killer. He had left too
fast. He must have seen the girl. He couldn't be sure she was too

55 batty to see him. He would be on his way to distant places. 1 couldn't
guess the answer, but it was ail right with me if somebody wanted
Geiger missing instead of just murdered. It gave me a chance to find
out if 1 could tell it leaving Carmen Sternwood out. 1 locked up again,
choked my car to life and rode off home to a shower, dry clothes and

60 a late dinner. After that 1 sat around in the apartment and drank too
much hot toddy trying to crack the code in Geiger's blue indexed
notebook. Ali 1 could be sure of was that it was a list of names and
addresses probably of the customers. There were over four hundred
of them. That made it a nice racket, not to mention any blackmail

65 angles, and there were probably plenty of those. Any name on the list
might be a prospect as the killer. 1 didn't envy the police their job
when it was handed to them.

1 went to bed full of whisky and frustration and dreamed about a
man in a bloody Chinese coat who chased a naked girl with long jade

70 earrings while 1 ran after them and tried to take a photograph with an
empty camera.
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