Chapter 21 

The Poisoned Goblet


Marcel Ricard continued with  the narration of his schemes:


" So you see, Inspector, the DST has been given  a major role in our plans . It will be some time before other European countries adopt our bigamy legislation. France has always been the cradle of civilization, and we predict that eventually everyone will follow suit. 


" In the eventuality of our new legislation being inaugurated,  France will initially have  to cope with  a massive surge in illegal immigration. We predict that millions of bogus refugees will enter just to benefit from  of our new laws. Your agency must work with the Department d'Immigration   to deal with the crime of "...He intoned rhetorically ..   "Illegal immigration for purposes of marital opportunity ' ! "


In the reflective pause that followed Ricard solemnly uncorked the new bottle of Sancerre, He went on: 


" The Pope and other religious poobahs are bound to scream bloody murder. We anticipate him issuing a call for a new crusade like the one against the Albigensians in the 12th century, just to rid France of the abomination of fornication  ! " .. Laughter and a  general uproar ..."  You begin to sense , Inspector, the enormity of the international  repercussions ?."


Pierre LeBouc took the initiative in refilling Migraine's glass. When this was done, Migraine  lifted it high to propose a toast: 


" To all the bastards of France! May they acquire legitimacy!"


On cue, LeBouc lifted his own goblet and cried : 


" To the fourth generation of giant computers!"


Basking in the rapt attention of his host, Migraine brought the goblet in contact with  his lips. Just then however he was struck by  an idea for a toast that proved irresistible:


" To the victims of venereal diseases dues to the new laws!"


Fevrier was likewise inspired to rise up and cry:


" To the whores of France! May their status never   be normalized ! "


This caused Els Dordrecht could not restrain herself in her turn. Rising up in her chair she cried :


" To the castration of all men over forty!"


Migraine heartily assented to every one of these. As the personnel of L'Espace Cardin gazed at him in awed silence, he once more  raised the goblet to his lips.


The phone rang. it was Chung Wah:


" Âllo , My'glain   !  " 


Migraine lowered his glass to the table, sat down again and lifted the receiver. As he conversed with Chung Wah, he swirled its stem about  in his right hand:


" Âllo , Chung  !  Anything to report?"


" Yes - telliby solly - bad news - aftel hang up telephone, six agent go on boawd Dallas Stah  - want to make allest! .. Dledful mistake.. My face coveled with egg loll  .. Yatsh'cht NAHT Dallas Stah ! Two weeks we watscht wong boat! Whole yatsh'cht empty! Nobahly aboawd ! Lots of bags - fill'd wid sand!  "


" I'm sorry to hear that, Chung. Did you arrest Hodges at least?"


" No - lose tlack of him in Nice ! He fly out in helicop'tah -  to Mayaw'ka!  Wife, Mei Tay - she not alound neither . Go on bus to Nah'pily. Intelview  Pavalah'di for Chinese opela magazine!  One second.  My'glain - you wait? " 


" Sure , Chung."


Five minutes later Chung came back on the line:


" Âllo , My'glain  !  Agent come back ! He bring Fax. Vely in'telesting news - from Taiwan ! Low Bing on telephone with Lee Huang Yu. Lee  , haf-bluh'thuh of Bing  , wolk at L"Espas Ca'dan! You still there?"


" Yes, Chung. I'm having lunch with a real pack of jokers from the Bureau of Vital Statistics." Without breaking the thread of his discourse Migraine lifted the wine goblet  in the air,  swung it around , then lowered it in front of Fevrier:


" Here, Jean-Luc : you finish it." The voice came back on the telephone: 


"Âllo , My'glain  !  You still there?" 


" Yes . Go on , Chung?"


" Don't dlink wine!"


" What's that, Chung?"


" Don't dlink wine! Poison!  Lee   fill it wid lahts of a'senic ! "


" Thanks, Chung. Is that all? "


" Nothing much else. Whole Espahs Ca'dan tly to kill you. Be cal'ful!"


" Thanks for the advice, Chung. I'll hang up now."


" Good luck, My'glain ! See you innah month!"



Migraine put down the receiver and turned around to continue their conversation. Marcel Ricard and Pierre LeBouc faces were set in tight, sour grimaces,  although not nearly so twisted,  bitter or bloody  as that of Jean-Luc Fevrier which, in the act of dying , had been lowered  into the Crème Chantilly  .

