Chapter 22  

Deus ex Machina


Inspector Guy de Migraine examined Jean-Luc Fevrier's novel posture with considerable surprise and mild curiosity. Together, he  Els Dordrecht and Pierre LeBouc pushed his body back into an upright position, lifted it off the chair and lay it out face upwards on the carpet.


For a certainty it took more than a few guts just to look at Fevrier's face. It was not a pretty sight. The ground-glass in the Crème Chantilly had cross-hatched it's flesh with furrows deep as the flounder's gills, giving it the texture of viande hachée .  


" Eh bien?  "  Migraine grumbled  , " C'est deguellase , non?  " 


With the little finger on his right hand he reamed out the dregs of tobacco in the bowl of his Meerschaum pipe. Refilled and lit, the aureole of fumes that engulfed his face emphasized the tough outlines of the professional investigator determined to get to the bottom of some hideous outrage to public order.   


Marcel Ricard had leaned over the table and buried his face in his Socialist bureaucrat's hands, whereon not a callous indicated so much as a day's work. Tremors alternating horror with disgust shook his corpulent frame, as a bowl of Jello on the dinner table will shake from the rumble of an approaching truck. This was not his kind of game. 


" Our man's dead, I'm afraid." Migraine swore volubly: " Jean-Luc was the best of the force, an honor to his uniform. Ah...well.." he sighed, 

" I'll put in a good word for him to  make sure his widow gets a special bonus on his pension." He turned to Els Dordrecht : "You've studied toxicology. What do you think did him in?"


With a handkerchief, Els wiped off the slobber from his lips and dropped it into a bag for later inspection at the forensic. She inserted a flashlight into the upper eyelid and examined the coloration of his earlobes. "Arsenic" she said, raising herself to a standing position, " The symptoms suggest arsenic poisoning."


" Of course!" Migraine struck another match, relighting his pipe. " So  that's   what Chung was jabbering about! He's a damn good cop ,  but I can never understand a word he says. He ought to stick to invisible ink." 

     Sitting down once again, he turned to Els and said : " Go call an ambulance, will you? I'd like to finish hearing what Marcel has to say about his pending legislation. There's plenty of time left to re-open a new investigation." 


Migraine wanted the line to Chung Wah kept open, so Els went into the lobby to use the pay telephone. Then he  commandeered another  double Scotch from the bar. Lee Huang Yu poured the drink, and gave it to a waiter to bring it to him.  As Migraine threw back his neck  to guzzle it down, Yu lifted  the elephant gun reclining in the alcove below the television set, and aimed its barrel at the Inspector's right temple. 


The gun went off with a deafening roar. It happened however that, just seconds before, the corner of Migraine's right eye sighted some object  lying beneath the table on the rug. As the bullet sped past him, grazing a few hairs still remaining on his scalp, he  dropped to the floor on all fours .


" A clue  !" he shouted. Removing a tweezers from his jacket pocket he shoveled a sliver of Chinese water chestnut into an small envelope.


The bullet  continuing on to burrow deep into Pierre LeBouc's chest, killing him outright.  Migraine stood up, brushing the dust off his trench coat. In his right hand he  gleefully held aloft the sealed envelope.


" There are smugglers in this restaurant!  ", he announced, his voice strident with command  " Everybody   is under arrest! " 


As he uttered these words 3 kitchen workers,  a Chinese, a Thai and a Vietnamese, pushed open the swinging doors leading to the kitchen, grabbed him by the arms and pinned his body  to the floor. Shortly afterwards Lee Huang Yu came from behind the bar,  stalked over to his prostrate body and put his left shoe on the Inspector's neck. In  both hands, like a Catholic priest holding aloft the ciborum,  he held level and gyrated a wok filled with nitric acid.


" You not like this, Inspect'l ....  But not  take long! " As he steadied the wok in anticipation of dumping its liquid he emitted an insinuating laugh: 


Suddenly the 3 TV monitors in the dining room of L'Espace Cardin were turned on spontaneously. This astounding development was reproduced on the TV sets in Low Bing's office in Taipei, on the TVs in the cafe where Chung Wah was hanging out in Cannes, and in a dozen other places around the globe. Every screen held an identical image: the gloating face of Jan van Klamperen, addressing the world from his laboratory atop the Blue Mill in Nuenen. The blast of static preceding the eruption of this deus ex machina   
  threw Lee Huang Yu off-balance, causing him to stumble against Migraine's immobilized body. As he keeled over onto the floor his head sank into the nitric acid bath filling the wok. To the accompaniment of steaming clouds, a nauseous stench and horrible snake-like hissing, all the flesh on his skull was eaten away in a  few minutes.


This left only Marcel Ricard in charge. 


On a signal from him Migraine was released. This lifelong politician knew that the time had come for  palavers, not action. Migraine's help would be essential in dealing with the present crisis. Els returned from the lobby to say that a limousine from the Morgue, and several carloads of police were on their way. 


At special locations around the world  everyone took to their seats, to listen to the barely intelligible noises rising from the tobacco-scared throat of Jan van Klamperen. 

� As to what it was, exactly, that was being insinuated it is hard to say, but it was not pleasant. 


�The author intends no less.





