CHAPTER VII
G in the Air

N HIs bedroom that was a living-room now the wall-

bed was up, Spade took Brigid O’Shaughnessy’s hat
and coat, made her comfortable in a padded rocking
chair, and telephoned the Hotel Belvedere. Cairo had
not returned from the theatre. Spade left his telephone-
number with the request that, Cairo call him as soon as
he came 1n.

Spade sat down in the armchair beside the table and
without any preliminary, without an introductory re-
mark of any sort, began to tell the girl about a thing
that had happened some years before in the North-
west. He talked in a steady matter-of-fact voice that was
devoid of emphasis or pauses, though now and then he
repeated a sentence slightly rearranged, as if it were
important that each detail be related exactly as it had
happened.

At the beginning Brigid O’Shaughnessy listened with
only partial attentiveness, obviously more surprised by
his telling the story than interested in it, her curiosity
more engaged with his purpose in telling the story than
with the story he told; but presently, as the story went
on, it caught her more and more fully and she became
still and receptive.

A man named Flitcraft had left his real-estate-office,

———

in Tacoma, to go to luncheon one day and had never
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-returned. He did not keep an engagement to play golf
after four that afternoon, though he had taken the
initiative in making the engagement less than half an
hour before he went out to luncheon. His wife and chil-
dren never saw him again. His wife and he were sup-
posed to be on the best of terms. He had two children,
boys, one five and the other three. He owned his house
in a Tacoma suburb, a new Packard, and the rest of
the appurtenances of successful American living.

Flitcraft had inherited seventy thousand dollars from
his father, and, with his success in real estate, was worth
something in the neighborhood of two hundred thou-
sand dollars at the time he vanished. His affairs were
in order, though there were enough loose ends to indi-
cate that he had not been setting them in order pre-
paratéry to vanishing. A deal that would have brought
him an attractive profit, for instance, was to have been
concluded the day after the one on which he disap-
peared. There was nothing to suggest that he had more
than fifty or sixty dollars in his immediate possession
at the time of his going. His habits for months past
could be accounted for too thoroughly to justify any
suspicion of sccret vices, or even of another woman in
his life, though either was barely possible.

“He went like that,” Spade said, “like a fist when
you open your hand.”

When he had reached this point in his story the tele-
phone-bell rang.

“Hello,” Spade said into the instrument. “Mr. Cairo?
. . . This i1s Spade. Can you come up to my place—
Past Street—now? . . . Yes, I think it 1s.” He looked
at the girl; pursed his lips, and then said rapidly:



