Chapter 10 

Migraine tracks his quarry


You may recall, ( though it is not to be held against you if you don't )  , that when we last saw Arthur Hodges he was in a train  en route to the  station  Opera/ Auber/ Havre/Caumartin/St. Lazare/ RER   which, coincidentally, is the most confusing of all the ganglia in the Paris Metro . Also, that he was heading there because a mysterious individual, balancing wire frame spectacles on the bridge of a nose inspiring little confidence, wearing  an oversized trench coat that could only have been picked out of the bins of the Salvation Army store on the rue Cantagrel,  grooming a bristling moustache, with an ugly nervous tic on the right side of his face,  and a rainhat covered with incongruous green patches pushed down atop his scalp had, after directing Hodges to this particular train, immediately telephoned Inspector Guy de Migraine, Chief Inspector of the DST to let him know that Hodges had been set up.


Inspector Migraine received the call from a back table in his café of choice , Le Boeuf Farci  , one of the dozen or so cop hangouts on the quais adjoining the Ile de la Cité  .The chances of finding him here were always greater than that he would be in at DST headquarters on the rue Nelaton  , a dismal cul-de-sac  near the  Palais Elysée  , a neighborhood that otherwise glitters with exclusive art galleries, fancy clothing and gift shops,  and government offices.


It was around 3 P.M. The author has not chosen this time at random. It is in fact a calculated estimate based on several factors: (1) The monotonic chart  of Migraine's state of drunkenness over the course of a typical day;  (2) The fact that the Inspector had just giving instructions  to his bookie over the telephone, for placing bets at the Longchamps race tracks (3) The additional fact that back in their apartment in Neuilly,  Mme Migraine had just removed a gigot d'agneau   from the freezer (4) The pulsing of the cesium atomic clock at the historically distinguished Bureau of Standards (5) The habitual tendency of certain species of carp in the Seine to reverse direction at just about that time . 


As well as a heterogeneous stock of other indicators. 


 Migraine jotted down the information given him by his agent calling him from the Réaumur-Sébastopol station,  on the racing forms with which the pockets of his trench coat were always stuffed. These forms, often containing messages of some  importance, were systematically shedded over the course of a working day. All those remaining in his pockets when he got home late at night were thrown in the trash. This was not due to negligence, but represented a standard procedure. The  time had long since past when  he could do anything with the information. 


But Migraine had studied Arthur Hodges' photo one afternoon between a calvados  and a marc  . He felt that he knew him: at least he knew his 10-gallon hat! Now he knew where to find him. Half an hour later he once more picked up the telephone and rounded up a crew: Jean-Luc Fevrier, Pavel Lukash and César Blafard, a rookie cop who served as their chauffeur. Soon they were racing through the streets of Paris in an official DST vehicle, its sirens turned on full blast. 


Lukash had brought along a rifle - just in case. Once in the car he handed it across to Migraine,  who amused himself by shooting pigeons through the back seat windows. This may have been ill considered. One of his  victims turned out  to be a carrier pigeon. Its message affixed to its lower beak by airplane glue , it had been sent up from the Côte d'Azur by Chung Wah. The dead carrier pigeon was later picked up off the street by a member of the Eiffel Tower Gang and its note passed on to Low Bing. This additional bit of information made Low Bing very happy, as he now knew where to find Chung Wah and, if necessary, bump him off. The cook of La Belle Noisette   threw the carcass  of the pigeon into a pot of boiling water and served it up to the public as Mandarin Duck.  


Sirens screamed, brakes screeched, birds scattered as the tourists of five continents fled up the steps of the Paris Opera. The DST car caroomed into the Place de l"Opera  -  something of a misnomer, as it holds little more  a dirty patch of concrete and a huge metro entrance  compiling 12 doors in pairs. 


Blafard remained in the front seat. Brandishing clubs, Mace, pistols, 2-way radios, the rifle and several pairs of handcuffs,  Migraine, Lukash and Fevrier sprang from the doors. They ran in a block across the plaza to plunge into the abyss  of the Metro station de l' Opera . 


The ticket booths stand at some distance from the entrance. To reach them one must pass through a dark  cave inlaid with bright, colorful, cheer-splurting shops: a clothing store; a newspaper stand; a concession of the  chain of Chinese knick-knack and crockery shops named Sheila Huang  ;  a Tunisian  shoemaker's stall; and a mean little café called La Grignotte de l'Opera  . 


Lukash began grabbing persons at random. While Fevrier twirled his billyclub above their heads, Migraine barked in their faces: "Where's the American  ?   "  In despair, an elderly civil servant cried: 


" What American , officer? There are lots of Americans around here   ! ( Take note that we are in the neighborhood of the American Express, Harry's American bar,  and the Cafe de la Paix  . )


" Texas !   ", he spluttered , " The man from Texas! Like this!   " With circling arms he sketched a 10 gallon hat. Lukash pointed to a counter in the Sheila Huang  where miniature Eiffel Towers were displayed in a row.


"Contraband !  " he shouted , whereupon Fevrier brought his club down with devastating effect along its entire length. As a demonstration of professional zeal,  the cops overturned all the tables and chairs of La Grignotte de l'Opera   in search of plastic bombs. 


The Tunisian shoemaker had been regarding their inexorable advance with some trepidation. Anticipating Lukash's arrival at his counter he pointed the head of his tack hammer in the direction of the turnstiles and cried:


" Le mec  ! He went that-away!" As if one cue, they sprinted through the tunnel and jumped the turnstiles. That is to say, all except Fevrier, whose right boot got caught in the metal bars, causing him to crash head-first onto the concrete floor. His injuries weren't serious: a broken rib, dislocated left leg,  perhaps a bit of a concussion, ( which would have made little difference or the other) . Fevrier volunteered to continue on with the search, but Migraine ordered him back to the vehicle, where he traded places with Blafard. The group waited for Blafard to join them. Then they all set off again through the halls of the Metro. 


As at Chatelet/ Les Halles, the widely separated units of the combined Opera/Auber/RER station are linked by enormous trottoirs roulants   carrying an ill-tempered humanity  majestically through dull red tunnels in an atmosphere of gloom. 


One can well imagine Migraine's astonishment when he discovered another display of  Chung Wah's hieroglyphics stamped over the flat metal plates separating the adjacent aisles of the sidewalks! 


Turning to Blafard, Migraine said: "Here's 50 francs. Run ahead  and try to find a place where you can buy a sack of lemons. A bottle of lemon juice will do.  Then come back here and decipher Chung Wah's messages. When you finish, drive Jean-Luc to the hospital. Having to work for me is enough misery; he doesn't need any broken bones!  Come right back and wait for us in the car at the Place de l' Opera. Lukash and I will continue searching for Monsieur ", he consulted his notes , "Artur Hadjh . "


Finding the lemons turned out to be easier than anticipated. At the other end of the trottoir roulant  a half-naked Oriental fruit merchant squatted cross-legged on a rug. Oranges, grapefruit and lemons were piled up for sale. Given that he had neither permit nor license, his enterprise was illegal . Blafard flashed his DST  badge and confiscated his entire stock. The merchant was given the choice of leaving the station immediately or facing arrest.


Blafard hurried back to Migraine and Lukash, still a hundred meters or so away from him on the trottoir roulant  . Without bothering to commend him, Migraine took back his 50 francs: he'd already developed a powerful thirst and was in need of a double Scotch from the sinister cafe - called in fact La Grignotte d'Auber  - that squats in the lobby of the lowest level of the  Auber station. 


On the way out the fruit merchant threw on some European clothes. Then he took a cab to La Belle Noisette  . He'd done a first class  job of planting a fake Chung Wah message on the panels of the trottoir roulant  . Now he was needed back at the restaurant to help unpack, then repack, a shipment of ersatz sections of Saint Theresa's elbow bones destined for smuggling into Rome.


The two  detectives strolled in a leisurely pace onto the terrace of La Grignotte d'Auber  . Laying their guns, clubs and other weapons on a table, they sat down and ordered drinks. Lukash ordered a Coke, but Migraine called the waiter back and instructed him to bring a vodka and orange juice instead. 


" You're going to need it", he touched his right temple with his forefinger, " This job wears out the little grey cells."


Rather than continuing to torment the  reader with gratuitous suspense, ( with which the  delirious Parisian fog is always so densely saturated that relief can only be temporary), it should now be related that Arthur Hodges had already exited from the Auber station long before the arrival of the DST. His luck changed from the moment he stumbled upon the headquarters of  American Express  , a very nice place filled with helpful people. By putting their collective heads together, half a dozen travel agents figured out where the Galerie Vero Dodat   was located . They even commandeered a cab to take him there. 


This arcade, as it turns out, is in the neighborhood of the Louvre, not the old Opera as one might be led to expect. Hodges picked up the issue of Opera International Magazine that had been put aside for him, paid his admission at the museum, then  spent the rest of the day staring in open-mouthed amazement at the Mona Lisa.


Relaxing in the sub-sub- sub-basement of the oppressive Auber station, an arena evocative of  an abandoned quarry at the time of a total eclipse, or perhaps a great cavern wherein all stalactites and stalagmites have been wrenched from their sockets by monstrous pliers, bathed in a light more grim than glowing, Guy de Migraine and Pavel Lukash, sipping their drinks and sheepishly content,  were entertaining second thoughts about the search for Hodges. The excitement of the chase had totally exhausted them; their weary  limbs soaked up well-being like  croutons in minestrone. Neither felt any uneasiness on the score of being charged with dereliction of  duty. In the larger picture, what difference did one gangster make?  All that really mattered was Migraine's job security which, after 35 years with the force, was as indestructible as an endowed chair at  Harvard. And as long as Migraine had a job, Lukash had a job. Just like  Czechoslovakia, in a way. With the additional freedom to bitch about his boss when his back was turned! 


Migraine gazed at the soothing amber ooze at the bottom of his shot glass through jaded, half-closed eyes. He  twirled it gently in the acidic neon haze, nurturing a  vague suspicion: 


"Whatever they put in  this glass, Lukash, it wasn't Scotch. Make  a note of that, Lukash! Just as soon as  we get back to the Quai d'Orfèvres call up the liquor licensing boys."


" Sure thing, chief." Migraine's left leg rocked erratically in random Lissajous figures, an annoying habit which he indulged in when he was tired: 


" Funny thing, Lukash: I can recall every one of my cases in terms of what I was drinking at the time.  Ahhh!.. Peach brandy  ! That was the "parakeet murders" . The parrot correctly identified the dirty bastard,  but its testimony was thrown out of court... Let's see now. There was ..... Ouzo  !  You probably remember that one, Lukash, it was in all the newspapers. In 1983  the Louvre discovered that one of its exhibition halls was filled with nothing but forgeries of ancient Greek statuary. I was assigned to Athens to break up the ring of art forgers. I didn't get very far:  the Greek government cut a deal. We agreed to drop our investigation, and they  dropped a lawsuit involving 2 dozen fake post-Impressionist paintings that had somehow ended up in their museums.... Ricard! Anisette!   Anisette and more anisette !" Migraine rollicked with delight.


" Lukash, this is strictly confidential. In the late 60's the American FBI hired me as a consultant for their French Connection  investigations .... I was decorated with the Legion d'Honneur   because I'd taken advantage of  the opportunity to spring  20 of our best secret agents who were rotting away in their federal penitentiaries.... Lots of gin and scotch   ! California wine once in awhile. Only the most expensive labels are drinkable.....Yessiree, the Yanks really treated me well......Hey, Lukash, I've been to your part of the world too! Czechoslovakia, Poland, Russia! I can't say much for Communism, but I give them credit for one thing:  they really know how to make a man  drunk."


"Vodka, chief?"


" Vodka  !   and slivovitz  ! Schnapps  ! When a drop of vodka touches my lips, I always recall the case of Vladimir with the club foot. The sight of that  foot aimed right at my head. It haunts my dreams!  Imagine it, Lukash; a dagger in one hand and gun in the other!"


" Gosh chief! How did you escape?"


" As he threw the kick the rug flew out from under him. Before hitting the ground he  banged his head on a samovar. He's still lying in a hospital bed somewhere, in a coma. Just as well for him: if he ever recovers he'll be hanged. ..."


Migraine paused to stare at the few remaining drops of Scotch in his glass.  A  wild crease whiffled across his brow as if the ecstasy of his recollection had rendered him temporarily insane:


"...Ah me, yes .. Scotch! ... Lukash: when I drink a glass of Scotch  .... real   Scotch mind you, not this stuff..... It was in 1977. For three months I was the guest of the Edinburgh police. We were trying to catch a gang of terrorists,  skin-divers who were sabotaging the North Sea oil derricks. Lots of Scotch ; Dunhill pipes; tweeds; bagpipes....."


" Did you catch them, boss?"


" Well... Yes and No. " With Migraine It was ever thus: no successes, no failures:


" We mostly sat around playing cards, drinking and telling dirty jokes..... a bit like the Quai des Orfèvres in fact .Tant pis !  ", he made a gesture signifying futility, " International finance tied our hands."


Migraine exchanged the damaged old Gaulois butt that had been crammed into the corner of his mouth since leaving Le Boeuf Farci   for a new clope  :


" OPEC ! The skin divers were Iranians . The Anglos were worried about the  adverse effect on the price of oil. After six months of doing nothing they sent me and two other DST agents back home with six cases of Johnny Walker apiece . Later Jacques Costeau  descended  in his bathyscaph  and  scared the hell out of them. Say, Lukash: why don't we just call it a day?"  


It is an undeniable fact of potential history that they would have acted on his suggestion, were it not that, at precisely that moment, Migraine's mind registered the fact that the moist corner of his bleary right eye was picking up the glint from a deposit of silver powder on the floor of the hall.


Migraine  set his glass on the table and crouched down on all fours.

A runnel of shiny white powder meandered along the black surfaced floor of the hall for about forty meters, trailing  away in one of the entrance vaults leading onto the quais.


Either because of the quantity of Scotch he'd drunk, or his awareness of being France's greatest detective, Migraine was totally oblivious to the effect he was making. Resembling nothing so much as  a German Shepherd dog reaching for a scrap of Alpo that had gotten lodged under the dinner table, Migraine crawled across the floor of the great concourse, sniffing at the trail of powder and shoveling samples from it into the small plastic envelopes taken from a kit bag strapped to his waist. The crowds going back and forth between the different parts of the station stared at him. A security guard sitting in  a control center located to the right of the bar picked  up on him through his banks of TV  monitors. He came  out onto the floor to see what this weird duck was up to. 


Once the security guard  came close enough Migraine  to recognize him from his many television appearances , his manner changed dramatically. One might have imagined that an electric eel had crawled up his anus.

      " Ins-inspect-ta-teur!", he stuttered, " I am at your command! "

Migraine instructed him to go  back to the control center, return with a bucket and shovel, and  set to work shoveling up the powder for the forensic labs. 


After a few minutes, Migraine stood up hurriedly and raced back to Lukash:


" It's the mono!  ", he cried, " Monosodium glumatate ...glutarate ... glugo...you know what I mean.. Lukash! Quick! Before he gets away!"

Lukash gathered up the weaponry and they were off! There was no-one around to notice  the security guard , as their receding forms disappeared into the blackness, giving them the finger and dumping the evidence in the dumpster. 


Though dark at all times, the  quais of the Auber-RER station are perpetually bathed in dim supernal glows, weird glimmers of sherbet red, steel blue, emerald green, citron yellow , diaphanous white. Passengers are forced to walk past a gauntlet of about a dozen TV monitors  plugging the  identical advertising, all  emitting the same moronic musical logos, an invocation to Cybele arranged for percussion, clarinet and chorus of pregnant waitresses.


The track of white powder progressing snake-like on the ground came  to a halt at the far end by the feet of a portly well-dressed businessman balancing a large burlap sack on his left shoulder.


The shriek of Inspector Migraine's police whistle reverberated through the tunnel like the anguished cry of a test pilot flying some Pentagon boon-doggle. Parisians old enough to recall the bombing raids of WWII dived for cover.


" Halt! In the name of the law!" As Migraine and Lukash dashed across the  quai, the lengthy  RER train pulled into the station. The doors opened and their quarry  stepped inside. These doors, masterpieces of transportation design and the pride  of France's famed engineering schools,  Les Grandes Ecoles  , generally stay open for several minutes:  plenty of time for the cops to jump aboard. As fate would have it, they found the way blocked by the instruments of a dozen double bass players on their way home after a rehearsal of Don Giovanni at the old opera house, the Salle Garnier  .


" Get the fuck out of my way!" Migraine swore lustily: "We're cops!"


One of the  not-in-the-least-intimidated -by-authority's-menacing-tone, jolly bass players, raised a scolding finger to his lips and sang: 
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Then the door slammed too and the long train rolled out of the tunnel. Waiting for the next train would have been too time-consuming. Migraine and Lukash raced out of the station back to the DST vehicle where César  Blafard was still waiting for them. They jumped inside; Blafard turned on the ignition, and they were off to the Forum des Halles  .


On the way  Blafard passed Lukash the message he'd deciphered  from the metal plates of the trottoir roulant. Lukash read it aloud:


" Mission completed. Returning to Taiwan. Chung Wah."


As the message  had been put there by the Eiffel Tower Gang, it was of course false; but it was also irrelevant.  The conspirators at La Belle Noisette    could not have known that the famous Inspector Guy de Migraine never listened to anything that was read aloud to him. This was partly a matter of ego, and partly a matter of principle. He'd spent the formative  years of his childhood  under the tutelage of an elderly maiden aunt from Normandy. She put him to sleep each night with readings  from the Doomsday Book of William the Conqueror. 


At about the same time that the cops reached the Forum des Halles Arthur Hodges was marveling over the fact that the eyes of the Mona Lisa seemed to be following him as he walked about the hall, "Just like the fuzz " he muttered. The thought gave him the jitters . Soon afterwards he left the museum and hailed a cab. After paying his bill at the Hotel Georges V,  he hopped into his 1939 Bugatti and began the journey back to Majorca . 
Arrived at the Forum des Halles  , the 3 detectives parked the car and descended in sync into the Metro station. They had to ride on escalators  down numerous levels  to get to the main concourse . Passing through the  mechanized turnstiles  brought them into a tile and concrete wilderness. It contained fewer public distractions than Auber, and was more brightly lit. 


Assigned to patrol this enormous area, Blafard amused himself by walking counter-clockwise many dozens of times around each of the 4-meter thick pillars holding up the low ceiling. Migraine and Lukash took an escalator onto the quais. Once again they picked up the suspicious trail of white powder. Following it took them back up into the lobby, all the way across the floor to the trottoir roulant  described at the beginning of this narrative, the one connecting the station Les Halles/ RER   with station Chatelet   . Coming to the end of this, they strode through another winding corridor brining them to the mouth of yet  another trottoir roulant  connecting  the lines Mairie des Lilas  , La Courneuve , and Mairie d'Ivry , to Porte d'Orleans  , Porte de Clignancourt  , Vincennes , and Neuilly  .


Here  the trail of white powder disappeared.


There happened to be standing at this location  a young subway violin player, a tourist  from the United States. He was dressed in blue jeans and a tee-shirt and churning out an outlandish rendition of the Bach D-Minor Chaconne for Solo Violin . Before his opened case stood a hand-made sign, written in both English and bad French, which stated:


" I'm working to raise money to buy a gun so I can waste  the entire faculty of the Science, Technology and Society department at MIT."


When the violinist saw Migraine and Lukash emerge from the corridor he nodded his head. Pointing his bow in the direction of the trottoir roulant, he cried:


" Porte d'Orleans! Gare du Montparnasse !   " 


After which he returned to massacring and otherwise plummeting to unheard of depths in the immortal Chaconne.


Migraine and Lukash galloped onto the trottoir roulant . This provoked a universal stampede that culminated in a pileup of bodies from the middle to the far end. In order to escape Migraine and Lukash had to crawl over them. The ever resourceful Lukash took advantage of this complication to snap pictures of everything in sight, including some highly suspicious graffiti on the overhanging metal beams.


Altogether it took them a  half an hour to laboriously climb out of the conveyor belt . After stepping off they  turned to the left and , after another turn, walked the short sloping corridor towards  the entrance to the quai Porte d'Orleans  . 


Today, as on most days, a most miserable beggar, grimy and unshaven, wearing torn and dirty clothing,  squatted just to the left of this entrance,  his  right arm outstretched and rigid, in a posture of catatonia. His sour profile was almost invisible  in the lurid light. Contempt for existence had rendered him all but speechless. His glazed eyes were fixated onto a large wall poster directly opposite him, an advertisement  for Dannon yogurt. Beside him on the concrete floor moldered a faded, dirt-encrusted sign:


" J'ai Faim. Aidez-moi s'il vous plait "


Approaching him the two detectives saw  that his matted hair was covered with streaks of the same white powder they'd discovered on the floors of Auber. The circle of dust on the floor told the whole story: how their suspect had  swerved to avoid colliding with the beggar; how, at the last minute he'd swung the bag above the beggar's head and generously baptized him.


Migraine removed a pen flashlight  from the breast pocket of his trench coat and inspected his eyes.


" You see that, Lukash?"


Lukash stared at the pinpoints of light reflected from the derelict's eyes.


 "Those eyes are glazed. It confirms what I've believed all along. There's something in that powder besides the mono   ! That man is drugged!"


 Migraine removed a remaining fragment of lemon from the pockets of his trench coat and squeezed it into the man's eyes. Not a twitch relieved the discomfiting fixity of their pupils. 


From force of habit Lukash  took a 2-  franc piece  from his shirt pocket and started to drop it into an all-but empty cardboard box beside him. Migraine prevented him by grabbing his arm,  and yanked him toward the entrance of the quai:


" Il a fait son choix. Lukash. Qu'il reste dans la boue!  " 


The boss, Lukash reflected, always  had and always would eat his hamburger raw.


They entered the quai. The train headed in the direction of the Gare de Montparnasse  pulled into the station and they stepped aboard. Migraine leaned against the door to watch  for traces of the powder on the platforms of the half dozen stops along the way. This left Lukash free to indulge in a favorite pastime of his: intimidating persons in crowds by demanding to see their identity cards. The train moved  slowly, and Lukash was able to write some 15 tickets by the time they reached Montparnasse. 


Migraine, ever strong in camaraderie though somewhat deficient in sincerity, remarked:


" Eh bien! If you continue on like this, Lukash, they'll be giving you my job some day."


Migraine knew very well that there was virtually no chance that Lukash would ever make Inspector. If for no other reason, his  Eastern European origins  would forever place him under suspicion.  Nervously, Migraine glanced around to see if the tail that the DSGE 
 normally put on Lukash was in the car with them. He was.


Ambition? Yes. Dedication? Yes. Industry? Yes. Lukash had more than enough of these... Unfortunately ... Put the man in any situation requiring the use of those little grey cells... Migraine shook his head: Brains aren't manufactured in factories on Taiwan! 


Migraine once again reminded himself, as he so often did, that in his 30 years with the force  he'd met only one other cop who did as much thinking as he did: Bernard Magouille.  Unsavory connections with the Underworld had terminated his career in middle age. Now he was wandering at large somewhere in South America. 

 
"He was corruptible",  Migraine muttered , " It's not only being smart that  got me to where I am today. That plus incorruptibility is  the unbeatable combination."


Ruminating pleasantly,  Migraine's mind drifted into the subject of his impending retirement. The dream of owning his own home in the country had fortified him over his long years of merciless war against of the empire of crime. Migraine knew very well that his wife  wanted  to retire to the Riviera, but he had tried to make her understand that was impossible. The Mediterranean coast, from the Riviera out to Marseilles, was crawling with gangsters with old scores to settle.



Last summer  they'd driven around Burgundy. In the neighborhood of Clamecy they'd  discovered an abandoned country chateau. They'd made inquiries. The going price was too high. Migraine chuckled to himself: that hardly mattered. He had enough dope in his dossiers to shake down anybody. Income tax evasion to begin with : he could nail just about anyone in France on that alone. 



The subway car pulled into station Montparnasse  . Gleaming on the quais of the Metro like a hoard of de Beers diamonds lay a fresh trail of white powder. Though covered with shoeprints and rapidly disintegrating, what remained indicated that the person who'd spilled it  had been headed in the direction of the trains.


Once inside the train station, the  Gare de Montparnasse , they were met by the DST agent assigned to patrol the station and look for  suspicious people. He wore horn-rimmed glasses with oversized lenses, sported an all-too-obviously scraggly black beard, blue jeans and a Mickey Mouse tee-shirt, the notion behind this bizarre get-up being that he should pass for a foreign university student. He was in his middle twenties, and  his name was Alphonse de Choucroute.


De Choucroute had indeed seen the suspect enter the station,  a short chubby individual in a business suit,  carrying a burlap sack and sweating with over-exertion and fear. de Choucroute had  chased him  all the way across the  concourse right into the concession that rented toilets and showers  to travelers. His quarry  had rushed through the glass doors and gotten himself into  a shower right away. Rather than go inside De Choucroute had posted an agent  outside the door: Sergeant Hector Berque. The three detectives hurried over to him:


"Where's the sack, you dumbbell?" Migraine snapped.


" Sack, boss? Jesus - I wasn't told about no sack! I was just told to see he didn't get away!"


Migraine gave a characteristic shrug, lit up another Gaulois and belched like a hippopotamus. Those who had worked with him on enough cases knew the meaning of this combination of gestures: The French cop is a jackass  . He threw open the door  with a great show of authority and,  flanked by his entourage, entered the establishment.


At the front counter they came face-to-face with the facial grimaces  of  a brazen, embittered old woman's face. The story of her life is simply told: she had come up  from the provinces to Paris  in her teens, drifted into the profession of WC concierge,  and stayed with it for the next 30 years. 

A prime minister inspired less respect in her than a street walker: she knew, beyond a doubt, that it is at the level of defecation that all men are indeed created equal.


Even the forbidding Inspector Guy de Migraine aroused no tendencies to deference in her:  


" Well! folks! What ken I do fer'yer?" , snarled the good lady, "Th'showers 're filled up! Two francs  if yer wanna piss. Three francs t'get'ah load off'n yer mind. I never did see a bunch that looked more likes they got their brains up their asses than youse guys!"


" Madame!" Migraine snapped, "We are the police! This is official business! And, Madame, if I may be forgiven for saying so: WE HAVEN'T GOT TIME TO FUCK AROUND!  Madame, tell me: Am I correct in saying that a man has just come in here carrying" - he made a wide circling gesture -  "a big burlap sack??!"


" Yeeeeahhhh!!... And spreadin' some nasty white stuff all ovr' everything! It's not enough we gotta be cleanin' up all the shit and puke 

around here. Why, some'ov yer drunk  types, (nothin' personal,  you unnerstan' , Inspecto r )    , craps all over'uh floor before they even makes it innah'deh john! Why? What's it to you? Whaddah you want wid'im?"


" Madame! This is very serious! Is he still in there?"


" Naaah... left ten minutes ago."


Migraine muttered an old Norse oath he'd picked up from his aunt: May   you drown in your own  stupidity  . The shriveling glance he cast in the direction of de Choucroute could not be mistaken: his career was on the line. 


Then Lukash was assailed by  a rare brainstorm:


" But the sack, Madame!" he cried, " The sack! The sack! Surely he didn't take it into the shower with him?"


" Say!...Yeah! Wasn't that  the funniest thing .... That's exactly what he did ! He took it right innah'duh' shower. But there was somepin'else that I found funny ...  he didn'ask me for no soap, or towel,  or nothin'! Just turns on the water as soon as he gets inside. Hey! And yeah! I'm sure he didn't have no bag when he runs ouddah here.. Say! He musta left dat piece'a shit sittin' in the showers!..."


" Boss, that's why..." Berque began making excuses for not having prevented his escape. de Choucroute waved him to silence.


" Madame!" Migraine barked, stubbing out his Gaulois on a bar of soap for sale  on the counter, "What was the number of his shower stall?"


" Number six. But yer can't go in dere! Somebody's usin' it !"


Migraine and his crew pushed through the waist-high gate separating them from the corridors of shower stalls, and thundered their way to number 6. He lifted the rifle out of the  Lukash's hands and  banged its stock against the door : " Open up! Open up immediately! In the name of the law!"


At the grinding  of the  latch they sprang back in a body. The door swung open. Inside stood  an angry  black-haired woman in her 30's, stark naked, tall, svelte, dripping wet and  squinting at the quartet with horror. 


Lukash fainted. 


Migraine grimaced with contempt : gallantry has its limits. Berque dragged Lukash back to the front lobby as Migraine stomped past them into the stall.


There, in a corner of the metallic shower stall , slinking like a spoiled omelette atop a pail filled with other slops, lay the burlap sack. It was soaking wet and completely empty. The smuggler must have recognized that the police were closing in on him and used the opportunity to ditch the goods. Nothing remained of the white powder but what was encrusted in the trench coats, clothing and shoes of the cops. 


There was little hope now that the suspect could be apprehended. Where could he have gone? There were hundreds of towns accessible from the trains departing the Gare de Montparnasse. He may even have gone back into the Metro ; or out of the station into one of the dozens of cafés emanating from the intersection of the Boulevard de Montparnasse and the Boulevard de Maine, in which anonymity can easily be protected merely by burying one's face in a  newspaper.


The widely celebrated Inspector Guy de Migraine gnashed his teeth in sullen rage, " Sacre bleu de merde  !   " he cried, " I will hang these ninnies by their tendons!!"


Suddenly he recalled that he was not alone. Indeed, he was in a shower stall together with a dripping wet and very naked woman. Mumbling apologies , he picked up the sack and, with many awkward gestures,( mostly shrugs ) ,  left the stall and returned to the lobby.


Lukash had recovered. He was  sitting on a chair beating, a trifle over- dramatically, his head against a wall.  The concierge had gone behind the counter and was now filling out a DST voucher form. On it she listed: the cost of a case of soap bars identical to the one Migraine had ruined; the rent for the shower stall the cops had entered; the cost for a new lock, given that they'd threatened to break the  present one;  an estimate of the amount of trade lost by persons who'd stayed away owing to the presence of the police; a fee for having to clean up the stains of the mysterious white powder, which would not have covered her floors if the cops had not chased their quarry into the bathrooms; the confiscation of the burlap sack, technically her property; the rental fee for the damp towel used to revive Lukash; compensation for the mental distress suffered by the woman in the stall, ( a sum slated to  go to the concierge  because said distress might  cause said woman  to avoid the Montparnasse showers in the future) ;  voluntary contributions to the vacation and retirement funds for the entire staff. Last,  though hardly least, she insinuated that she needed a generous bribe to keep her from selling the story - either to the tabloid press or to Georges Simenon, (who was still alive at the time ) -  of exactly what Inspector Guy de Migraine was up to alone with a strange naked woman,  in a shower stall, in the Gare de Montparnasse. The total came to 10,000 francs.  


Migraine signed the voucher without hesitation. Finances were the province of the accounting department. In the best of all possible worlds she might, in a decade or so, receive 10% on her bill.


Since the proprietress didn't know this she now became more kindly disposed to the cops. She reached behind the sales counter, extracted a slip of paper and passed it along to Migraine:


" The jerk dropped this on the way out."


It was a train schedule. On it their quarry had circled the arrival and departure times of trains to Quimper.


" Quimper!" de Choucroute exclaimed, " That train doesn't leave for another 7 minutes!" 


As part of his job-training  de Choucroute had memorized all the Gare de Montparnasse schedules . The train in question was slated to leave the station at 17:48 , arrival in Quimper at 23:36. They dashed out of the showers and onto the quais. Their man was nowhere in sight. As de Choucroute and Berque climbed up onto the Quimper-bound  train, de Choucroute cried out that they would telephone back when they caught him.


As they  walked out of the Gare de Montparnasse onto the Boulevard de Maine, Migraine turned to Lukash and asked:


" Tell me, Lukash: do you always faint when you run across a beautiful woman naked in a shower?"


" No, chief, though I must admit I haven't had much opportunity to put it to the test." 


" So, what happened?"


" It's nothing, chief. Really nothing."


" Come on, Lukash - you can tell me."


" Well, chief..... If you really want to know: she's my wife."


" Hmmmm! That really does put a new face on things, doesn't it?"


" Not really, chief. I didn't faint just because of that. I knew right away that she'd just come from her lover. He lives in this part of town, up on the rue Daguerre. "

" Don't give me that, Lukash!" Migraine threw a punch at his shoulder, " I thought you were a man of the world!"


" I am, Inspector. I wasn't upset by the lover. It was the fact that she was taking a shower at the train station instead of in his apartment. His bathroom has every modern convenience."


Migraine absently studied the swarms of emaciated pigeons flying over the plaza. He whistled:


" It's all beginning to look very mysterious,  if you don't mind my saying so. In that case, why the dickens was she taking a shower in there ?"


" Oh, that's the easy part , Inspector: she murdered him."


" What devil! 
 - How did you figure that one out ?"


" There was blood on her dress. It's his blood type."


Lukash held up a small square of material that had been cut from her dress.


" I snipped this off just before I fainted. Then I ran a test on it while sitting in the front lobby. That's why I was banging my head against the wall."


" Ah!  Now I understand: the faint - it was just a ruse?"


" No, chief. It was the real thing."


Migraine was beginning to think that Lukash might some day make Inspector after all. 

�DSGE: French counter-espionage. Similar to the CIA.It is not surprising that the DSGE had put a tail on Pavel Lukash. The DSGE and the DST are rival agencies and hate one another's guts. Each has been known to invent incidents to embarrass the another. In May 1966 it was learned that the DST had fabricated a Libyan terrorist group operating from Spain with the highly improbable name of La Llamada de Jesu Christ  ( The Cry of Jesus). This was done expressly to make the DSGE look stupid. 


�Inspector Migraine still could not bring himself to believe the story he'd been told by his co-workers during his French Connection assignment in Washington, that most Americans, though citizens of an enlightened Western country, were such imbeciles that they paid income taxes, nor that those who tried to avoid doing so were treated like malefactors. 


�Que diable !





