
The Big Sleep 

by Raymond Chandler
retold by Rosalie Kerr 

1
Marlowe meets the Sternwoods

     It was about eleven o'clock in the morning, one day in  October. There was no sun, and there were
rain−clouds over  the distant hills. I was wearing my light blue suit with a dark  blue shirt and tie, black
socks and shoes. I was a nice, clean,  well−dressed private detective. I was about to meet four  million
dollars.
     From the entrance hall where I was waiting I could see a lot  of smooth green grass and a white
garage. A young chauffeur  was cleaning a dark red sports−car. Beyond the garage I could  see a large
greenhouse. Beyond that there were trees and then  the hills.
     There was a large picture in the hall, with some old flags  above it. The picture was of a man in
army uniform. He had  hot hard black eyes. Was he General Sternwood's grand−  father? The uniform
told me that he could not be the General  himself, although I knew he was old. I also knew he had two
daughters, who were still in their twenties.
     While I was studying the picture, a door opened. It was a girl.  She was about twenty, small but
tough−looking. Her  golden hair was cut short, and she looked at me with cold  grey eyes. When she
smiled, I saw little sharp white teeth. Her  face was white, too, and she didn't look healthy.
     `Tall, aren't you?' she said.
     `I apologize for growing.'
     She looked surprised. She was thinking. I could see that  thinking was difficult for her.
     `Handsome, too,' she said. She bit her lip and half−closed  her eyes. She waited to see what effect
that had on me. When  I did nothing, she asked, `Who are you?'
     `I'm a detective.' 
     `What?'
     `You heard me.'
     `I don't believe you.' She giggled suddenly, and put her  thumb in her mouth like a baby. `You're so
tall,' she said. 
     Then she turned away from me and fell backwards into my  arms. I had to catch her to stop her
from crashing to the  floor. She held on to me and giggled again.
     `You're cute,' she giggled. `I'm cute, too.'
     I said nothing. At that moment the butler came in. He  didn't look surprised.
     He was a tall thin silvery man of about sixty, with  expressionless blue eyes. He moved towards us
like a much  younger man. In a moment the girl had gone.
     The butler said, `The General will see you now, Mr  Marlowe.'
     `Who was that?' I asked him. 
     `Miss Carmen Sternwood, sir.'
     `I think she should see a doctor. Does she often fall over  like that?'
     He looked at me coolly, but said nothing.
     We went out and walked across the grass. The young  chauffeur was cleaning a big black car now.
The butler  opened a door, and we went into the greenhouse.
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     It was hot in there, the air thick and wet and the light  green. The place was full of plants with
heavy flowers and  leaves like dead fingers. From a wheelchair in the middle of  the greenhouse an old
man with black eyes watched us.  Although it was so hot, he was covered in blankets.
     The butler said, `This is Mr Marlowe, General.'
     The old man didn't move or speak. He just looked at me.  Then he said, `Brandy, Norris. Please
bring some brandy.'
     The butler went and the old man spoke again. He used his  weak old voice as carefully as a poor
actress uses her last  good pair of shoes.
     `I used to like champagne with my brandy. Cold  champagne. I can't drink now. Please allow me to
enjoy  watching you drink. Take off your coat, sir. It's too hot in  here for a healthy young man. You may
smoke. I like the  smell of cigarettes.'
     I took off my coat and lit a cigarette. The butler brought  me brandy and I drank some. The General
watched me, with  his eyes half−closed.
     `Tell me about yourself, Mr Marlowe.'
     `There's very little to tell. I'm thirty−three. I used to work  for the District Attorney. His chief
investigator, Bernie Ohls,  told me you wanted to see ,me. I'm not married. I don't like  policemen's
wives.'
     `Why did you stop working for the District Attorney?'
     `I was fired. I don't enjoy taking orders from other people. I  like thinking for myself.'
     The old man smiled. `I feel the same myself, sir. I'm glad to  hear you say that. What do you know
about my family?'
     `Your wife is dead. You have two young daughters.  They're both pretty and both wild. One of
them has been  married three times − the last time to a bootlegger called  Rusty Regan.'
     The General smiled his thin smile.
     `I was very fond of Rusty Regan. He was a big red−haired  Irishman with sad eyes and a wide
smile. He spent hours with  me. He was a grand story−teller and a grand drinker. Of  course, he was not a
suitable husband for my daughter. I'm  telling you our family secrets, Mr Marlowe.'
     `They'll stay secrets,' I told him. `What happened to  Regan ?'
     The old man looked at me sadly. `He went away a month  ago. Without saying goodbye. That hurt
me. I hope he'll  come back. And now someone is blackmailing me again.'
     `Again?'
     He took a packet of papers from under the blankets.  `Nobody blackmailed me while Rusty was
here, you can be  sure. But nine or ten months ago I paid a man called Joe  Brody five thousand dollars to
leave my younger daughter  Carmen alone.'
     `Ah,' I said.
     `What does that mean?'
     `Nothing,' I said.
     He stared at me. `Look at this,' he said. `And have some  more brandy.'
     I took the packet. The address said: General Guy  Sternwood, 3765 Alta Brea Crescent, West
Hollywood,  California. There was a card inside it with the name Mr  Arthur Gwynn Geiger, Specialist
Bookseller, but no address.  There were also three notes signed by Carmen Sternwood.  Each promised to
pay Geiger $1,000.
     `Any ideas?' the General asked.
     `Not yet. Who is Arthur Gwynn Geiger?'
     `I don't know.'
     `What does Carmen say?'
     `I haven't asked her. If I did, she would put her thumb in  her mouth and giggle.'
     I said, `I met her. She did that to me. Then she fell over on  to me.'
     The expression on his face did not change.
     `Should I be polite?' I asked. `Or can I be honest?'
     `I think you can decide for yourself, Mr Marlowe.'
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     `Do the girls spend a lot of time together?'
     `I don't think so. Vivian is intelligent but cruel. Carmen is  just a selfish child. Neither of them ever
worries about the  difference between right and wrong. Neither do I.'
     `Do they have any money of their own?'
     `Vivian has a little. I am generous to them both.'
     I drank some brandy. Then I said, `I can take Geiger off  your back, General, if you want me to.' I
told him how much  money I wanted for the job.
     `I see,' he said. `That seems fair. Very well, Mr Marlowe.  The problem is now in your hands.'
     `I'll fix Mr Geiger,' I said. `He'll think a bridge fell on  him.'
     `I'm sure you will manage excellently. And now you must  excuse me. I am tired.'
     He touched a bell, stared at me once more, and closed his  eyes.
     I picked up my coat and went out of that hot greenhouse  full of flowers. The cool air of the garden
smelled wonderful.  The butler was coming towards me.
     `Mrs Regan would like to see you, sir. And the General has  told me to pay you what is necessary.'
     `Told you how?'
     He smiled. `You are, of course, a detective, sir. By the way  he rang his bell.'
     `Why does Mrs Regan want to see me?'
     His blue eyes looked straight into mine.
     `She misunderstands the reason for your visit, sir.'
     `Who told her about my visit?'
     `She saw you enter the greenhouse, sir. I had to tell her who  you were.'
     `I don't like that,' I said. `Take me to Mrs Regan's room.'
     It was a big white room, too big, too white. Long windows  looked out onto the dark hills. It was
going to rain soon.
     I sat on the edge of a deep soft chair and looked at Mrs  Regan. She was lovely. She was trouble.
She was lying in a  chair with her shoes off, so I stared at her legs. They were  long and beautiful. She
was tall and strong−looking, with  black hair and the hot black Sternwood eyes.
     She was drinking, and looked at me coolly over her glass.
     `So you're a private detective,' she said. `I imagined an  awful little man.'
     I said nothing.
     `How did you like Dad?'
     `I liked him.'
     `He liked Rusty. Do you know who Rusty is?'
     `Yes.'
     `Rusty was sometimes rough and noisy, but he was never  dull. He was a lot of fun for Dad. Why
did he just disappear  like that? Dad wants you to find him. Isn't that true, Mr  Marlowe?'
     `Yes and no,' I said.
     `Do you think you can find him?'
     `I didn't say I was going to try. Why don't you go to the  police?'
     `Oh, Dad will never bring the police into it.'
     She looked at me smoothly, and drank what was left in her  glass. Then she rang a bell and a maid
came in and filled the  glass without looking at me.
     Mrs Regan said, `How will you start?'
     `When did Rusty go?'
     `Didn't Dad tell you?'
     I just smiled at her. She went red and her hot black eyes  looked angry. `Don't play with me,' she
said. `I don't like the  way you're behaving.'
     `I'm not crazy about you,' I told her. `I didn't ask to see  you, you asked to see me. I don't care if you
show your legs  and drink whisky for lunch. I don't care if you think I behave  badly. You're probably
right. But don't try to question me.'
     She put her glass down hard. Drops of whisky fell on the  white chair.
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     `Don't talk to me like that,' she said thickly.
     I smiled again and lit a cigarette.
     `I hate big dark handsome men like you,' she said. `I just  hate them.'
     `What are you afraid of, Mrs Regan?' I asked.
     Her expression changed. `You could find Rusty − if Dad  wanted you to,' she said.
     `When did he go?'
     `A month ago. He drove away without a word to anyone.  They found his car later.'
     `They?'
     Suddenly she gave a lovely smile. `He didn't tell you!'
     `He told me about Mr Regan. He wanted to see me about  something else. Is that what you wanted
me to say?'
     `I don't care what you say!'
     I left her then. In the hall I met Norris.
     `You made a mistake,' I said. `Mrs Regan didn't want to  see me.'
     `I'm sorry, sir,' he said politely. `I make many mistakes.'
     I stood on the steps and smoked my cigarette. I looked over  the garden to the hills. In the distance I
could see some old  oil−wells. The Sternwoods' money came from those oil−wells.  Now they lived in
their beautiful house, far from the  machines and the smell of the oily water in the sump.
     I walked down to the gates and out of the Sternwood  garden. The sky was black when I reached
my car. I heard  thunder in the hills and put the top up on my car.
     She had lovely legs. They were a smooth act, General  Sternwood and his daughters. `What do they
really want?' I  wondered.

2
Mr Geiger's bookstore

     Geiger's store was on the north side of the boulevard, near  Las Palmas. As I stopped to look in the
window, a man in the  street gave me a knowing smile. The door closed quietly  behind me and I stepped
onto a soft blue carpet. There were  big comfortable blue armchairs and some expensive−looking  books
on small tables. In one corner a woman sat at a desk.
     She got up slowly and came towards me. She was wearing  a short black dress, which looked good
over long legs. She  had blonde hair and green eyes. Her fingernails were silver.  You don't often buy a
book from a girl like that.
     `Can I help you?' she asked me.
     I asked her for a book. It was a famous book, but she had  never heard of it. I tried another name.
She didn't know it.  She knew as much about books as I knew about painting my  fingernails silver.
     `I'll have to speak to Mr Geiger,' I told her. `Is he here?'
     `I'm afraid not,' she said. `He'll be here later.'
     `I can wait,' I said. `I have nothing else to do this  afternoon.'
     I sat in one of the blue armchairs and smoked a cigarette.  Nothing happened. The girl sat at her
desk and stared at me.  She looked unhappy.
     Then the door opened and a tall man with a big nose came  in. He hurried past me and put a large
packet on the desk. He  took something out of his wallet and showed it to the blonde.  She touched a
button and a door opened. He disappeared  through it.
     Minutes passed. I smoked another cigarette and the blonde  watched me.
     The door opened and the tall man came out. He was  carrying another large packet. He looked
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quickly at me as he  passed me.
     I followed him. Someone who looks like that is easy to  follow. When he stopped to cross the street,
I let him see me.  He walked on quickly and turned left, between two houses  surrounded by trees. I stood
and waited, as rain began to fall.
     Minutes passed. Then he came back and walked straight  past me. He didn't have the packet any
more. He was safe  now.
     I watched him go down the street. Then I went between the  houses and found the packet behind a
tree. Nobody saw me  pick it up.
     I went back to the boulevard. I found a phone book and  discovered that Geiger lived on Laverne
Terrace, a street off  Laurel Canyon Boulevard.
     Then I went to visit some other stores. In one of them I  found a girl who could describe Geiger.
She said he was  about forty, a fat man with a fat face and a moustache. He  dressed fashionably.
     I ran back to my car through heavy rain. Then I opened the  packet. I knew what was inside it. A
heavy book, full of  photographs. They made me feel sick. The worst  pornography I had ever seen. The
book was not new. A lot of  people had borrowed it before the man with the big nose.  Geiger's store was
a library of ugly dirt. To run that business  on the boulevard he must be paying someone a lot of
protection money. I sat in my car and smoked and thought  about it.

3
A dead man disappears

     It was raining hard and the rain came through the soft top of  my car. I put on my coat and went to
buy some whisky. Then  I sat in the car and drank whisky while I watched Geiger's  store.
     Business was good at Geiger's. Very nice cars stopped, and  very nice people walked in and came
out with packets in their  hands. Not all of them were men.
     At four o'clock a white sports−car stopped in front of the  store. I saw the fat face and the
moustache as he ran in.  A tall dark and very good−looking boy came out to park  the car.
     Another hour passed. It got dark. Just after five the tall boy  came out with an umbrella in his hand.
He brought the car to  the door and then held the umbrella over Geiger as he came  out of the store. The
boy went back into the store and Geiger  drove off.
     I followed him. As I hoped, he was going home to Laverne  Terrace. It was a narrow street, with
houses hidden among  wet trees. I saw Geiger drive his car into the garage of a small  house. Lights came
on. I parked my car outside an empty  house.
     I had another drink and waited. It was a very quiet street.  At about six, lights came towards me
through the dark and  the rain. The car stopped and a small woman got out and  went into Geiger's house.
I heard a bell ring and the sound of  the door closing. Then it was silent again.
     I walked along the street and lit a match to look at the car.  It was a dark red sports−car. I had seen
it before. At the  Sternwood house.
     I went back to my car. Everything was quiet. It seemed  a nice normal street for a sick criminal like
Geiger to  live on.
     At twenty past seven, there was a sudden bright light from  the house. Then I heard a scream. It was
a terrible scream, a  sound made by someone drunk or mad.
     I ran to the front door. As I reached it, I heard three shots.  There was a crash and the sound of
someone running  through the house. A car drove quickly away from the back  of the house.
     I threw myself against the front door, but that just  hurt my shoulder and made me angry, so I
kicked in a  window.
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     I stepped through it, into the house. There were two people  in the room. Neither of them looked at
me, although only one  of them was dead.
     It was a wide room with a low ceiling. There were Japanese  pictures on the walls and a pink
Chinese carpet on the floor.  There was a lot of silk in that room. The chairs were covered  in yellow silk.
I saw some silk underclothes on the floor, too.  The other thing I noticed was the smell. The sick smell of
ether.
     Miss Carmen Sternwood was sitting on orange silk. She sat  very straight, with her hands on the
arms of the chair and her  knees together. Her small teeth shone white in her open  mouth. Her eyes were
wide open, too. They stared crazily at  nothing.
     She was wearing a pair of long green ear−rings. They were  nice ear−rings. She wasn't wearing
anything else.
     She had a beautiful body, small and finely made, with skin  like silk. I looked at her and felt no
excitement at all. To me  she was never really a woman. She was always just a stupid  kid.
     Geiger was on his back on the floor, next to a camera. He  was wearing a Chinese silk coat. The
front of the coat was  covered in blood. He was very dead.
     The bright light had come from the camera, the scream  from the drugged girl. The three shots were
someone else's  idea. He had fired those shots and then run to his car and  driven away. I could
understand why.
     I listened to the rain. There was no other sound outside.  Then I took off my coat and picked up
Miss Sternwood's  clothes.
     `Now, Carmen,' I said. `Let's get you dressed.' 
     She looked at me with empty eyes.
     `G−g−go to hell,' she said.
     I hit her a couple of times. She didn't mind, but it didn't  help at all. I managed to push her into her
dress. She giggled  and fell into my arms. I sat her in a chair and put her shoes  on her feet.
     `Let's walk,' I said. `A nice little walk.'
     We walked to Geiger's body. She thought he was cute. She  giggled and tried to talk, but no real
words came, so I put her  in an armchair and she went to sleep. I looked at the camera.  It was empty. I
didn't like that. I looked over the rest of the  house. There was a pretty little bedroom. It smelled like a
woman's room, but a man's shirt lay on the bed. It was Mr  Geiger's room. I found a notebook with a lot
of names in it  and put it in my pocket.
     I tried to wake Carmen up, but it was impossible, so I  carried her to her car. I drove off without
lights. It took ten  minutes to get to the Sternwood house in Alta Brea Crescent.  The smell of ether in the
car was horrible. Carmen made loud  noises as she breathed in her drugged sleep.
     Norris opened the door of the Sternwood house. He said,  `Good evening, sir,' politely, and looked
past me at Carmen's  car. His eyes met mine silently.
     `Is Mrs Regan in?'
     `No, sir.'
     `The General is asleep, I hope?'
     `Yes, sir.'
     `Get Mrs Regan's maid. This is a job for a woman. Look in  the car and you'll understand.'
     `I see,' he said. `We'll take care of her.'
     `I guess you've seen it all before,' I said.
     He didn't reply.
     `Forget you've seen me,' I told him. `I'm not here at all.'
     He smiled at me as I walked away. It took me half an hour  to get back to Geiger's house. I was wet
to the skin. The street  looked empty and lonely. I got into my car and drank some  whisky and smoked a
cigarette. Then I went into the house.
     There was a new carpet on the floor. It hadn't been there  before. Geiger's body had been there. I
looked for him. He  wasn't in his bedroom, or the kitchen or the bathroom.
     I looked carefully at the carpet by the front door. A body  had been pulled over it. Dead men are
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heavy and hard to  move.
     Who had moved the body? Not the police. Not the killer. I  locked the door and went home to eat
dinner and change my  clothes. After that, I drank too much whisky and studied  Geiger's notebook.
There were more than four hundred  names and addresses in it. A good business. Had he  blackmailed his
customers? Had one of them killed him?
     I went to bed full of whisky and questions.

4
Who killed Owen Taylor?

     Next morning was bright and warm. The sun was shining. I  drank two cups of coffee and read the
newspapers. There was  nothing in them about Geiger's death.
     The phone rang. It was Bernie Ohls, the District Attorney's  chief investigator. He had given my
name to General  Sternwood.
     `How's life?' he began. He sounded happy enough.
     `I drank too much last night.'
     `Bad boy! Seen General Sternwood yet?'
     `Yes.'
     `Done anything for him?'
     `Too much rain,' I said. It wasn't much of an answer.
     `Things seem to happen to the Sternwoods. One of their  cars is lying in the sea off Lido Pier.'
     I held the phone very close to my ear and stopped  breathing.
     `A nice new Buick, all full of sea−water. Oh, and I almost  forgot. There's a guy in it.'
     I breathed out slowly. `Regan?'
     `I don't know. I'm going to see. Want to come with me?'
     An hour later I was in his office. Ohls was a gentle−looking  man. If you saw him in the street, you
would never guess he  had killed men.
     `It isn't Regan,' he said. `I checked. Regan's a big guy. This  is a young kid.'
     We drove out to Lido Pier. The big black car had been  pulled out of the water onto a boat. Men in
uniform  were standing around it.
     The driver was still in his seat. He was a thin boy with  black hair. A short time ago he had been
good−looking. Now  his face was bluish−white and there was a wound on one side  of his head.
     A doctor was working on him. He stared at the dead man's  face, felt the wound and looked at his
hands.
     `His neck is broken,' he said. `That killed him.'
     `What about the wound on his head?' Ohls asked. `Did he  get that when the car crashed?'
     `I don't think so,' the doctor said. `I think he was hit on the  head before the car went into the sea.'
     `Thanks, Doc,' Ohls said. We got into his car.
     `Do you know who he was?' he asked me.
     `Yes. He was the Sternwoods' chauffeur. I saw him when I  visited the General yesterday.'
     `Yeah. His name was Owen Taylor,' Ohls said. `How do I  know? It's a funny thing. He was in
trouble with the law a  year or two ago. He tried to run off with Carmen Sternwood.  The sister ran after
them and brought them back. Then she  asked us to forget it. It seems Taylor wanted to marry the girl.
He'd been in prison before. We told the Sternwoods, but they  still gave him his job back. What do you
think of that?'
     `They're a crazy family,' I said. `Do they know he's dead?'
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     `No. I'm going to tell them now.'
     `Don't tell General Sternwood. He has enough troubles.'
     `Do you mean Regan?'
     `No,' I said. `I'm not looking for Regan. I don't know  anything about him.'
     Ohls took me to Hollywood and then drove west to Alta  Brea Crescent. I walked along the
boulevard to Geiger's store.
     The store looked just the same. The same blonde was there,  wearing the same black dress.
     `Was it . . .?' she said, and stopped. Her silver fingers were  shaking with fear. She tried to smile but
failed.
     `I'm back,' I said. `Is Mr Geiger here today?'
     `I'm . . . I'm afraid not. What . . . what did you want?'
     I stood close to her and spoke in a whisper.
     `I don't really want to buy anything,' I said. `I have to be  careful. I have something he'll want.
Something really hot.'
     `Oh, you're in the business,' she said. `Why don't you come  back tomorrow? He'll be here
tomorrow.'
     `Is he sick? I can go up to his house.'
     `No! No. He's out of town. You can't!' She was trembling  from head to foot.
     Suddenly, the door at the back of the store opened and the  tall handsome boy looked out. He was
white−faced. He shut  the door quickly, but I had seen the boxes and a man packing  them. They were
moving Geiger's books out.
     `Tomorrow, then,' I said to the blonde. `I'd like to give you  my business card, but I'd better not.
You understand.'
     I went out and looked behind the store. There was a small  black truck by the back door. The man
was putting boxes of  books into it. I went back to the boulevard and found a taxi  with a fresh−faced kid
at the wheel. I showed him a dollar and  asked him to follow the truck.
     He looked hard at me. `You a cop?'
     `Private,' I told him.
     He smiled. `Get in, Mac.'
     The truck led us across town to Randall Place and stopped  outside a white apartment house. I got
out and looked at the  names on the mail−boxes in the hall. A Joe Brody lived in  Apartment 405. General
Sternwood had paid a Joe Brody  five thousand dollars to leave Carmen alone and find another  little girl
to play with. Was it the same Joe Brody?
     I went round to the elevator. The truck driver was carrying  in the boxes of books.
     `Hurry up,' I said. `Mr Brody's waiting.'
     `All right, all right,' he said angrily. `These books are  heavy, you know. Brody can wait.'
     I went out into the street again. The taxi took me  downtown to my office building.
     I had a room and a half on the seventh floor. The half room  was my waiting−room. I always left
the door open so that if I  had a client, he or she could sit and wait for me in comfort.
     Today I had a client. She wore a brownish suit, shiny  walking shoes and a hat that was no bigger
than a one−dollar  bill and probably cost fifty dollars.
     `So you do come to work,' she said. `I was beginning to  think you stayed in bed all day.'
     `Hello, Mrs Regan,' I said. `Come into my office.'
     She stood up and said, `I'm afraid I wasn't very nice to you  yesterday.'
     `I wasn't too polite to you,' I said.
     We went into my office. She looked at the old carpet, the  three chairs and the desk.
     `You don't make much money,' she said.
     `You can't make big money in this game if you're honest.'
     `Oh, are you honest?' she said, and lit a cigarette.
     `Terribly honest.'
     `What made you become a detective, then?'

The Big Sleep

 The Big Sleep 8



     `What made you marry a bootlegger?'
     `I don't want to argue with you. I've been trying to find you  all morning.'
     `Because of Owen?'
     She looked sad. `Poor Owen,' she said. `So you know about  that.'
     `I know Owen wanted to marry Carmen.'
     `Perhaps it wasn't such a bad idea. He was in love with her.  We don't see much of that among the
people we know.'
     `He'd been in prison.'
     `That's nothing,' she said. `He just didn't know the right  people. Anyway, I didn't come here to talk
about Owen. Can  you tell me why my father wanted to see you?'
     `No.'
     `Was it about Carmen?'
     `I can't say.'
     She watched me silently for a moment. Then she took  something out of her handbag and passed it
to me. It was a  photograph of Carmen. She was sitting in Geiger's chair, in  her ear−rings and nothing
else. Her eyes were even crazier  than I remembered.
     `How much do they want?' I asked.
     `Five thousand. They want it tonight. If I don't pay them,  they'll go to the newspapers. A woman
phoned me. There's  something else. She said Carmen was in some other trouble,  too, with the police.'
     `What kind of trouble?'
     `I don't know.'
     `Where is Carmen now?'
     `She's at home. She was sick last night. She's still in bed.'
     `Did she go out last night?'
     `No. I did, but she didn't. I went to Las Olindas to play  roulette at Eddie Mars's Cypress Club. I lost
an awful lot of  money.'
     `So you like roulette,' I said.
     She lit another cigarette. `Yes, I like roulette. I usually  lose.  The Sternwoods have lots of money.
All it brings us is  trouble.'
     `Why did Owen have your car last night?'
     `Nobody knows. We didn't tell him he could take a car. Do  you think . . .?
     `He knew about this photograph? I don't know. Can you  get five thousand dollars quickly?'
     `I can borrow it from Eddie Mars. He ought to help me.'
     `Get the money. You may need it in a hurry. Don't tell the  police. You must take care of your
father and sister.'
     `Can you help?'
     `I think I can, but I can't tell you why or how.'
     She said suddenly, `I like you. Do you have anything to  drink in this office?'
     I took out a bottle of whisky and two glasses. We drank.
     `I'll get the money from Eddie,' she said. `He ought to be  nice to me. Rusty Regan ran off with
Eddies wife.'
     I said nothing.
     `Aren't you interested?' she asked me.
     `I'm not looking for Rusty Regan,' I said. `Now you know  what you wanted to know.'
     She breathed out slowly. `Rusty wasn't a crook,' she said.  `He didn't need money. He always
carried fifteen thousand  dollars with him. He didn't need any cheap blackmail racket.'
     She picked up the photograph and went to the door.
     `She has a beautiful little body, hasn't she?' she said.
     `Yes.'
     `You should see mine.'
     `Can that be arranged?'
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     She laughed. `You're a cold−blooded animal, Marlowe. Or  can I call you Phil?'
     `OK.'
     `You can call me Vivian.'
     `Thanks, Mrs Regan.'
     `Oh, go to hell, Marlowe,' she said, and walked out.

5
Marlowe meets Eddie Mars

     Laverne Terrace was fresh and green after the rain.  Everything was quiet.
     I drove slowly along the street. I had an idea. I was going to  check Geiger's garage.
     I never had time to search the garage. As I reached the  house, I saw a woman in a green and white
coat. It was  Carmen Sternwood, of course.
     `Hello,' she said in a thin voice. `What . . . what . . .?' She  put her thumb in her mouth.
     `Remember me?' I said. `The tall man.'
     I opened the door and pushed her in. The house looked  awful in the light of day.
     She tried to smile. She wanted to be cute, but her empty  eyes were just stupid. She was a stupid,
pretty little girl who  was going very, very wrong. Nobody was helping her. I  thought, `These rich people
make me sick.'
     I sat down and lit a cigarette.
     `What do you remember of last night?' I asked her. 
     `I was sick. I stayed home.'
     `Like hell,' I said. `You were here. In that chair. Before I  took you home.'
     She turned slowly red.
     `You?' she whispered. `Are you from the police?' 
     `No. I'm a friend of your father's.'
     `What do you want?'
     `Who killed him? Did Joe Brody do it?'
     I was guessing, but she jumped when she heard the name. 
     `Yes! Joe did it!'
     `Why?' 
     `I don't know. I hate him!'
     `Will you tell the police Joe killed him?' I asked. She looked  suddenly afraid.
     `I won't tell them about the photos,' I said.
     She giggled. It was a sick, crazy sound. It got louder and  louder. She couldn't stop laughing. I hit
her hard. That  stopped her.
     `You're a detective,' she said. `Viv told me.'
     `You remember everything,' I said. `You came to look for  the photos, didn't you?'
     She tried to smile and look cute.
     `The photos have gone,' I said. `Perhaps Brody took them.  Did you tell me the truth about Brody?'
     `Yes.'
     `Go home now,' I said. `Don't tell anyone you came here.'
     She was at the door when we both heard a car engine. She  froze with fear as the door−bell rang.
Then someone put a key  in the lock. Carmen jumped away from the door as it opened,  and a man
stepped quietly in.
     He was all grey. A grey man in a beautiful grey suit with a  grey shirt and two red diamond shapes
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on his grey tie.  I recognized him. It was Eddie Mars. When he saw Carmen,  he took off his grey hat
politely and smiled smoothly at  her.
     `Excuse me,' he said. `Is Mr Geiger here?'
     `No,' I said. `We don't know where he is. We came to get a  book.'
     Carmen was staring at Mars. I could tell she liked him.
     `The girl can go,' he said. `I want to talk to you. Don't try  anything. I've got two good friends
outside.'
     Carmen made a strange, high sound and ran out of the  house.
     `There's something wrong around here,' Eddie Mars said.  `I wonder what it is. Don't stand in my
way if you want to  stay alive.'
     `A real tough guy,' I said.
     `Only when necessary.'
     He wasn't looking at me. He was walking around the  room. I looked out of the window. There was
a car outside  with two men in it.
     He found the camera and picked up a couple of books.  `The dirty crook,' he said.
     Then he looked down at the floor. His face froze. His hand  went under his coat and a gun appeared.
     `Blood,' he said. `A lot of blood. Here, under the carpet.'
     `Is there?' I said.
     `I'll get the law.'
     `OK,' I said. `Let's do that.'
     He didn't like that. `Who the hell are you?' he asked.
     `The name's Marlowe. I'm a private detective. The girl's  my client. Geiger was trying to blackmail
her.'
     `So you just walked into his house?'
     `Yeah,' I said. `Just like you.'
     `I own this house,' Mars said. `Do you have any idea what  happened here?'
     `Perhaps Geiger killed someone. Perhaps someone killed  Geiger. Call the police. They'll be glad to
hear from you.'
     `What do you mean?'
     `I know you, Mr Mars. The Cypress Club at Las Olindas.  Gambling for rich people. You've got the
law in your pocket.  You run protection rackets. Geiger needed protection.  Perhaps you did that for him.'
     `What racket was Geiger in?'
     `Pornography.'
     He stared at me. `Someone killed him,' he said. `You know  something about it. They don't know
anything at the store.'
     `You missed something,' I said. `Someone moved his books  out of the store today.'
     `You notice a lot,' he said. He went to the door and  shouted, `Come in, boys!'
     Two men jumped out of the car and ran into the house.  They both had guns.
     `Search this guy,' Eddie Mars said. `Get his gun.'
     One of the men felt all my pockets carefully.
     `He hasn't got a gun,' he said.
     `Who is he?'
     The man took my wallet out of my pocket and opened it.  `Philip Marlowe. Private detective. Lives
at the Hobart Arms  on Franklin.'
     `OK,' Mars said to the men. `Now get out.'
     `All right, Mr Marlowe,' he said to me. `Talk.'
     `I can't tell you much. I don't know if Geiger is alive or  dead. I know the blonde at his store is
afraid of something.  The guy who's got the books knows what happened. I can  guess who that is.'
     'Who?'
     `I can't tell you. I've got a client.'
     `Tell me. I'll pay.'
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     `I've got nothing to sell,' I said. `If I discover anything  about Geiger, I'll have to inform the police.
Now let me go.'  His face changed. He looked mean, fast and tough. He  began to lift the gun.
     I asked calmly, `How is Mrs Mars these days? And your  big red−haired friend, the Irishman?'
     The hand with the gun shook.
     `Get out,' he said quietly. `Just one word of advice. Leave  me alone or you'll wish you were dead.'
     He watched me as I left. His eyes were like grey ice.

6
Carmen wants her pictures

     It was just before five when I arrived at Joe Brody's  apartment on Randall Place. There were lights
in some  windows, and I could hear radios. I took the elevator up to  Apartment 405 and rang the bell.
     After a long time the door opened. The man behind it was  long and thin, with brown eyes in a
brown, expressionless  face. .
     I said, `Geiger?'
     He put a cigarette in his mouth. `What?'
     `Geiger. Arthur Gwynn Geiger. The guy who has the  books.'
     `I don't know anyone of that name,' he said.
     `Are you Joe Brody?'
     `Yeah.'
     I smiled. That made him angry.
     `You're Joe Brody,' I said, `and you don't know Arthur  Gwynn Geiger. That's very funny.'
     He started to close the door, so I put my foot in it.
     `You have Geiger's books, Joe. I have Geiger's list of  customers. We ought to talk.'
     Something moved in the room behind him.
     `Why not?' he said coolly, and I stepped in.
     It was a nice room, with good furniture and heavy curtains.  I sat down. Brody picked up a large
box. I waited.
     `I'm listening,' Brody said. `Cigarette?'
     He threw one towards me. As I caught it, he took a gun out  of the box.
     `Stand up,' he said. `Move forwards.'
     `Well, well,' I said. I didn't move. `You're the second guy  I've met today who thinks a gun in the
hand makes him the  big white chief. The other guy's name is Eddie Mars. Do you  know him, Joe?'
     `No.'
     `When he knows what you did last night, you'll be finished,  Joe.'
     He breathed out slowly, still trying to act tough.
     `I'll use this gun if I have to,' he said. `What's your story?'
     `Tell your friend to come out from behind the curtain,' I  said.
     `Come out, Agnes,' he called.
     It was the green−eyed blonde from Geiger's store. She  looked very unhappy.
     `I knew you were trouble!' she said to me, and threw  herself into an armchair.
     `Start talking,' Brody said.
     I lit my cigarette and tasted the smoke.
     `There are more than four hundred names on the list. You  can make a lot of money out of that
many people. Enough to  kill for.'
     `You're crazy!' the blonde screamed at me.
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     `Quiet!' Brody told her. She sat there, burning with anger.
     `A lovely racket,' Brody said. `And how did I get this lovely  racket?'
     `You shot Geiger,' I told him. `Last night. You took the  film out of the camera and ran off. But
someone saw you kill  him. She'll tell the police what she saw.'
     He exploded. `That goddamned little bitch!'
     `Give me the photos, Joe,' I said.
     `How much will you pay?'
     `Nothing.'
     `I need money. Agnes and I have to get away from here.'
     `No money,' I said. `You made your girlfriend phone Mrs  Regan and tell her Carmen was in
trouble with the police.  You were there, Joe. Carmen will say you killed Geiger. Give  me the photos and
perhaps I can persuade her she made a  mistake. Perhaps she drank too much and started imagining
things.'
     Brody said, `She hates me. I threw her out. She's too crazy  for a simple guy like me. You win. I'll
give you the photos.'
     He put his gun away. He was putting his hand in his pocket  when the door−bell began to ring. It
rang and rang. I didn't  like it. Who was on the other side of that door? The police?  Eddie Mars and his
boys?
     Brody gave Agnes another gun. `Watch him,' he said to  her. `Use it if you have to.'
     He opened the door and Carmen Sternwood walked in.  She was holding a little gun, which she
pushed into Brody's  face. He went backwards across the room. He was grey with  fear.
     Agnes turned her gun away from me and towards Carmen.  I knocked it out of her hand. For a
moment we fought,  silently. Then I had the gun. Neither Brody nor Carmen  looked at us.
     Joe was trying to smile. `Listen, kid,' he said in a thin, small  voice.
     Carmen spoke quietly. There was a strange expression on  her white face.
     `You killed Geiger. I saw you. I want my pictures. Give me  my pictures.'
     Suddenly, Agnes threw herself at me and bit my hand. I hit  her on the head with the gun, and she
tried to bite my leg. She  was strong.
     Brody reached for Carmen's gun, but missed it. There was  a bang, and a window broke. He hit
Carmen and she fell to  the floor. The gun fell, too.
     I hit Agnes on the head again, harder this time. Carmen  was on her hands and knees, trying to find
her gun.
     `Don't let her kill me!' Brody screamed.
     I began to laugh. I couldn't stop laughing. I picked up  Carmen's gun and put it in my pocket.
     `Get up, sugar,' I said.
     She began to giggle.
     I went up to Brody and took his gun. I had all three guns  now. I also took the photographs out of
his pocket.
     `Can I have my pictures?' Carmen said.
     `I'll take care of them for you. Go home and wait for me  there.'
     She put her thumb in her mouth.
     `You're cute,' she said. `Carmen likes you. She likes you a  lot.'
     She kissed me suddenly, on the mouth.
     `Can I have my gun?'
     `Later,' I said.
     She ran off, smiling like a happy child.
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7
Grieg's friend is killer

     I looked at Carmen's gun. `To Carmen, love from Owen' was  written on it in silver.
     `We must agree on a story,' I said to Brody. `For example,  Carmen hasn't been here. That's very
important.'
     Brody laughed. `That will cost you something.'
     `Perhaps,' I said. `Don't expect big money, Joe.'
     `Why should I help her?'
     `OK, Joe,' I said. `You don't have to be clever. Go to prison  if you like. But it could be worse. Two
men were murdered  last night.'
     Agnes began to cry.
     Brody said slowly, `Sit down. Perhaps we ought to talk.  What's this about two murders?'
     `Tell me the truth,' I said. `Where were you last night?'
     `I was watching Geiger,' he said. `I knew something about  his book racket. I wanted some of the
money he was making.  I saw two cars at his house. One of them was Vivian Regan's  Buick.'
     `Do you know what happened to that car?'
     `No. Why should I?'
     `It fell into the sea with a guy in it.'
     That frightened him. He looked sick.
     `Listen,' I said. `Owen Taylor was the Sternwoods'  chauffeur. He took the Buick. He was in love
with Carmen,  and didn't like the games she was playing with Geiger. He  shot Geiger and took the film
out of the camera. You took the  film from him.'
     `Yeah,' Brody said, `but I didn't kill him. I heard the shots  and saw him running out of the house. I
hit him on the head  and took the film, but he got away from me. That's all I  know.'
     `How did you know Geiger was dead?'
     `I was pretty sure,' Brody said. `He wasn't at the store next  day. He didn't answer his phone.'
     `Where did you hide Geiger's body?'
     `You're mad. I never saw the guy.'
     The door−bell rang.
     `That goddamned bitch Carmen,' Brody said. `She's back.'
     `I've got her gun,' I said. `It's OK, Joe.'
     He went to the door and opened it. A voice said, `Brody?'  and then there were two shots. Brody
crashed to the floor. He  didn't move again.
     I jumped across the room and ran down the stairs. I saw a  man running down the street. As I
followed him, bullets hit  the wall at my side. He hid behind a row of cars. I took  Carmen's gun from my
pocket.
     As I came up behind him, a police−car drove by. I pushed  the gun into his back.
     `Me or the cops?' I said.
     He turned. He was a tall, very handsome boy, with dark  eyes and thick black hair. The boy from
Geiger's store.
     `Go to hell,' he said.
     `Get into my car,' I told him. `We're going home. Home to  Laverne Terrace. You drive.'
     He started the car.
     `You're a simple guy,' I told him. `What's your name, boy?'
     `Carol Lundgren.'
     `You shot the wrong man, Carol. Joe Brody didn't kill your  friend Geiger.'
     `Go to hell.'
     When we got to Geiger's house, I said, `All right, Carol.  Open the door.'
     `I don't have a key.'
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     `You do,' I said. `You live here. I understand what was  going on, Carol.'
     I had the gun, but he still tried to hit me. He fought hard,  but I was heavier than him, and there was
never any question  of him winning. When he was unconscious, I put handcuffs  on him, and dragged him
into the house.
     When he opened his eyes, I said, `Listen to me, brother.  You listen hard. You're going to say what
we want you to  say. Not a word more or less. If you refuse, you'll die in  prison.'
     `Go to hell.'
     I left him to think about things and searched the house.  And this time I found Geiger's body − in
Carol's room. He lay  on the bed in his bloody Chinese coat, cold as ice. Black silk  covered the bed, and
there was a strange, sweet smell in the  room.
     I telephoned Ohls at his home.
     `This is Marlowe,' I said. `Did your boys find a gun on  Owen Taylor's body this morning? Because
if they did,  Taylor had fired it three times.'
     `How the hell do you know that?' Ohls said quietly.
     `Come to 7244 Laverne Terrace, off Laurel Canyon  Boulevard. I'll show you where the bullets
went.'

8
Marlowe helps the police

     Bernie Ohls put Carol Lundgren in his car. I followed in  mine. I was glad to see the last of Laverne
Terrace.
     We drove to the Central Police Station. There was a  policeman outside, waiting to guard Carol.
     I liked being at the Police Station that night. The police  were my friends. They really needed me. I
had plenty to give  them.
     First, I had Carol Lundgren waiting for them in Ohls's car.  He had killed Joe Brody. I gave them
Carol's gun.
     Second, I told them about Owen Taylor, dead in the Buick  off Lido Pier. I said he had killed
Geiger. This was all news to  them.
     I told my story well, but I didn't tell them everything. I kept  some secrets. Like Carmen's visit to
Brody's apartment and  Eddie Mars walking into Geiger's house.
     They threw me some questions. Why was I so sure Taylor  had killed Geiger? Perhaps Brody was
the killer?
     `No,' I told them. `Brody was a crook, but not a killer. He  wanted Geiger's book racket, but he
wasn't clever enough to  do two murders − that is, kill Geiger, then put the murder  weapon in Taylor's
pocket, and then push Taylor into the  sea. No, Taylor killed Geiger because he loved Carmen
Sternwood, and didn't like what Geiger was doing with her. I  think Carol Lundgren hid Geiger's body
because he was  afraid of the police. Then he changed his mind and put him  on the bed. He was very
fond of Geiger. Then he went to the  store and found someone taking the books to Brody's. He  thought
Brody had killed Geiger, so he shot him.'
     There was silence for a moment. Then Ohls asked, `Have  you told us everything you know?'
     `No,' I said. 
     `Why not?'
     `I've given you two killers. I'm a private detective, and I  mean private. I take good care of my
clients. I don't want  anything about the Sternwoods or blackmail to appear in the  newspapers.
     `Why should we agree to that?'
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     `Give me a moment,' I said. I went out to my car and  brought in Geiger's book to show them. The
policemen  looked at the pictures with expressionless faces and shut the  book quickly.
     `It was obvious what kind of bookstore that really was,' I  said. `But the police allowed it to stay
open − for some  reason.'
     They looked at me with stony eyes and agreed that the  Sternwood name could be kept out of the
papers.
     It was late when I got back to the Hobart Arms. The phone  was ringing as I went into my
apartment.
     `You've been with the cops,' Eddie Mars's voice said. `Did  you keep my name out of it?'
     `Why should I?'
     `Because you're a sensible guy, who enjoys living.' 
     `You frighten me,' I said.
     He laughed. `Did you − or did you?' 
     `I did.'
     `Thanks. Who killed Geiger?' 
     `Read tomorrow's newspapers.'
     `Perhaps I can help you,' he said. `You're looking for Rusty  Regan, aren't you?'
     `Some people think I am.'
     `If you are, come and see me. Any time.'
     Before I went to bed, I phoned the Sternwood house. I  spoke to Norris.
     `Tell Mrs Regan I have the photos,' I said, `and that  everything is all right.'
     I read all the newspapers next morning. The story was that  Brody had killed Geiger, and then
Brody had been killed by  Lundgren, who had now been arrested. There was another  story, too. A
chauffeur called Owen Taylor had killed  himself. He had been ill and unhappy. The names Sternwood
and Marlowe did not appear. It was all very nice and tidy.

9
Marlowe's job is finished − or is it?

     I went to the Missing Persons Bureau to talk to Captain  Gregory. I told him I was working for
General Sternwood.
     The Bureau was working for him, too. They were looking  for Regan. General Sternwood wanted to
find him. The poor  old man was very fond of him and had so little to make him  happy now. He was
afraid that Regan was involved in  blackmailing him. I badly wanted to know the truth about  that.
     Gregory gave me a little information. Regan had  disappeared on September 16th. His car was
found a few  days later, near Mrs Mona Mars's apartment. She had  disappeared, too.
     Regan had plenty of money. He had been a soldier, and he  knew how to use a gun. Had Eddie
Mars killed him because  he was jealous? I didn't think so. Eddie was a clever  businessman, not some
jealous boy. He and Mona had  separated before she disappeared, and he wasn't trying very  hard to find
her.
     I thought, `Regan got tired of Vivian and found someone  he liked better. It's as simple as that. I
wish I had better  news for the General.'
     One thing interested me. I saw a photograph of Regan. He  had a sad intelligent face. I thought he
looked strong, not  tough. If I ever saw him, I would recognize him. I wanted to  find him before the
General died.
     As I left the Missing Persons Bureau, I noticed that a grey  car was following me.
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     I went back to my office and wondered what to do next. I  wanted a drink, but I didn't want to drink
alone. As I was  thinking about it, the phone rang.
     It was Norris. He told me that General Sternwood was not  very well. The newspaper reports had
been read to him. My  job was finished.
     `I didn't kill Geiger, you know,' I told him. 
     `No, sir.'
     `Does the General know about the photographs?' 
     `Absolutely not, sir.'
     `I'll destroy them,' I said.
     `The General has asked me to send you a cheque for five  hundred dollars.'
     `That's generous of him.'
     `He wishes to thank you in person when he is feeling a little  better, possibly tomorrow.'
     `Fine,' I said. `I'll come and see him.'
     That was that. I still didn't want to drink alone, but I  opened a bottle anyway.
     I thought about what had happened.  `Rusty Regan has left his rich wife for Mona Mars. I don't
think Eddie Mars has killed them. He's too clever, and he  doesn't need Regan's money. Geiger is dead.
Carmen will  soon find a new friend. Mrs Regan plays roulette at Eddie  Mars's club. She knows him
pretty well. Her husband has run  off with Eddies wife. Carol Lundgren will be in prison for a  long time.
What about me? I failed to report a murder, but  I'm OK with the law, and the General is paying me five
hundred dollars. If I'm sensible, I'll forget the Sternwoods  and have another drink.'
     I wasn't sensible. I went to see Eddie Mars.
     The Cypress Club had once been a rich man's house by the  sea. It still looked like that. I met Eddie
Mars in a big room  with rose−coloured silk on the walls.
     `Have you been here before?' he asked me.
     `No. I don't gamble.'
     `Your friend Vivian Regan is here tonight. She's playing  roulette. She's winning, too.'
     He gave me a drink.
     `I like the way you work,' he said. `How much do I owe you?'
     `For what? I don't want money, Eddie. I've been paid. I  don't earn a lot, but I'm happy with it. I
want information  from you. You didn't kill Regan, did you?'
     He laughed. `You can't believe I did.'
     `No. I don't believe you did.'
     `Why are you interested? Vivian doesn't care about him.'
     `Her father does. I think he's afraid Regan was involved in  a blackmail racket with Geiger.'
     `No,' Mars said. `Geiger was on his own. You know as  much as I do about that business.'
     I finished my drink. `OK, Eddie,' I said. `I'm going to visit  your club now.'
     `I couldn't tell you much,' he said. `My friend Gregory at  the Missing Persons Bureau could tell
you as much. Perhaps  one day I'll be able to help you more.'
     `One thing,' I said. `I've been followed by someone in a  grey Plymouth. Do you know anything
about that?'
     `Hell, no,' he said. He looked really surprised, and a little  worried. I wondered why.

10
Marlowe has woman trouble

     Eddie Mars's club was a beautiful place. It was full of  beautiful people, and Vivian Regan, with her
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black hair and  her low−cut green dress, was at the centre of them. There was  music and dancing, but
those things didn't interest the  beautiful people. They were there to play roulette.
     I got a drink from the bar and went to watch Vivian Regan  gambling. Everyone was watching her.
Her face was white as  she cried, `One more play! Everything on the red!' She had  sixteen thousand
dollars in front of her. A lot of money to  lose.
     The wheel turned. The money lay on the red diamond. The  little white ball flew around the wheel.
Silently, the beautiful  people watched. Vivian opened her mouth slowly, and her  teeth caught the light
like little sharp knives. The wheel  turned more and more slowly. The ball stopped moving.
     `The red wins.'
     Vivian put her head back and laughed. She started to pick  up the thousand−dollar bills.
     I picked up my hat and walked out of the club. It was dark  and foggy outside. Waves crashed onto
rocks not far from  where I stood. I heard a woman's quick footsteps coming  towards me, but I couldn't
see her.
     Suddenly the footsteps stopped. A man's voice said, `Give  me the money. Quick, or I'll use this
gun.'
     I heard her answer, `Here, take it,' in a low, tired voice, and  the sound of the man running off.
     `Mrs Regan,' I called softly. 
     `Marlowe. What are you doing here?' 
     `Eddie Mars wanted to see me.' 
     `Why?'
     `He thought I was looking for the man who ran off with his  wife,' I said.
     `Were you?'
     `No. Would you like me to find him?'
     `No. Although he was my husband.' Suddenly she looked  older, harder.
     `Where's your car?' I asked her. `You shouldn't walk  around alone at night.'
     She laughed. `I came with a friend. He's drunk. Let's take  your car, Marlowe. I want a drink. Will
you drink with me?' 
     We drank black coffee and whisky in a little bar in Las  Olindas. I watched Vivian's face. She
looked beautiful and  wild. 
     `What do you know about Eddie Mars?' I asked her. `What  does he know about you? Why does he
let you play roulette  at his club and then take the money back if you win?'
     She laughed. `Let's talk about something else.' 
     `OK. How's the General today?'
     `Not well. Why are you questioning me?' 
     `How much does he know?'
     `Everything, I expect. The District Attorney came to see  him. Did you burn the pictures?' she asked.
     `Of course.'
     `I care a lot about Carmen,' she said. `And about Dad, too.  I don't want him to hate his own
children.'
     She drank some coffee and lit a cigarette.
     `You shoot people,' she said quietly. `You kill.'
     `Me? How?'
     `I knew it as soon as I saw you. The police and the  newspapers kept it quiet. I know what you've
done. Let's go.'
     We drove along the coast road. Fog rose from the sea. The  world was wet and empty.
     `Drive down to the water,' she said. `I want to look at the  sea.'
     I parked the car and turned the lights off. Waves crashed  onto the beach.
     `Kiss me,' she said quietly.
     I put my arms around her. Her soft hair touched my face. I  lifted her face to mine and kissed her
mouth. Her lips opened  and she began to tremble.
     `Killer,' she said softly.
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     I kissed her again, harder this time. After a long time she  said, `Where do you live?'
     `Hobart Arms, near Kenmore. Want to go there?'
     `Yes.'
     `What's between you and Eddie Mars?'
     She pulled away from me violently.
     `So that's the way it is,' she said.
     `That's the way it is. Your father didn't hire me to kiss  you.'
     `You son of a bitch,' she said calmly.
     `What's between you and Eddie Mars?'
     `If you say that again, I'll scream.'
     `Then scream. I told you I was a detective. I work at it, I  don't play.'
     `I hate you,' she said. `Drive me home.'
     `I enjoyed kissing you,' I said.
     She didn't speak to me again. I drove her to Alta Brea  Crescent. Then I went home.
     There was something wrong with my apartment. I didn't  know what it was, but there was
something. I went slowly  into the bedroom and turned on the light.
     Someone giggled. Carmen Sternwood was lying in my bed.  `Cute, aren't I?' she said. `I've got no
clothes on.'
     `Nice,' I said. `The trouble is, I've seen it all before. I saw  you at Mr Geiger's house. Remember?'
     She giggled.
     `Listen,' I said. `I'm tired. Thanks for what you're offering.  It's generous of you, but I'm trying to
help your father, not  kill him. Please go home, Carmen.'
     She stopped giggling. Her mouth opened like a black hole  in her white face, and inhuman sounds
began to come from  it.
     Suddenly I had to get her out. I had no family, but that  room held books and pictures I loved,
letters and good times I  remembered. That girl destroyed everything just by being  there.
     I said carefully, `You have three minutes to get out.'
     When she had gone, I opened the window and the cold  night air blew in. I drank some whisky.
Then I looked at my  bed. The shape and smell of her body were still there.  Roughly, violently, I pulled
the bed to pieces.

11
`I know where Mona Mars is'

     It was raining in the morning. I woke up with an empty  feeling. I had two cups of black coffee for
breakfast.
     The grey Plymouth followed me as I drove to my office,  and a small, bright−eyed man followed
me up the stairs.
     `I'm Harry Jones,' he said. `Agnes sent me. I've got  something to sell. It'll cost you two hundred
dollars.'
     `Agnes! She's a big girl for a little man like you,' I said.
     `Don't talk like that about Agnes. She's my girl now, and I  don't allow any guy to talk about her
like that.'
     I stared at him. `OK,' I said. `What are you selling?'
     `Information about Rusty Regan.'
     `I'm not looking for him.'
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     `Do you want it or not?'
     `Go on. I'm listening.'
     `Eddie Mars had Regan killed,' he said calmly.
     `I don't believe you. You can go now.'
     `You listen to me,' he said sharply. `I came here to tell you  something, and I'm going to tell you.
Rusty Regan was in  love with a singer called Mona Grant. She married Eddie  Mars. You know who
Rusty married. She had a rich dad, but  Rusty didn't want the money. He still wanted Mona. He  left his
wife. In the middle of September he disappeared. So  did Mona Mars. Eddie didn't look too unhappy
about  that.'
     `I know all this,' I said. `Everyone knows this.'
     `Listen to me. There's plenty you don't know.' He went on,  `My old friend Joe Brody thought he
could get some money  from the Sternwoods and from Eddie Mars. Do you know  Lash Canino?'
     `No.'
     `He's tough,' Harry said. `He does jobs for Eddie Mars.  He's a killer. Joe followed him one day and
saw him talking  to Regan's wife.'
     `What does Canino look like?' I asked.
     `Short, heavy, has brown hair, brown eyes. He wears  brown clothes, drives a brown car.
Everything brown for Mr  Canino.'
     `Go on with the story.'
     `I know where Eddies wife is,' he said. `She never ran off  with Regan. She's hiding near L.A. Will
you pay me two  hundred dollars to tell you where?'
     `Where is she?' I was interested.
     `Agnes knows. Agnes found her. She'll tell you when you  give her the money.'
     He took one of my cigarettes and lit it. He looked a very  small man in a world of big tough guys.
     `I'll pay,' I said. `But can't you tell me? Why do I have to  talk to Agnes?'
     `I promised her,' he said quietly. `Come to Walgreen's  office in the Fulwider Building on Santa
Monica at seven  tonight.'
     After he had gone, I got the two hundred dollars from the  bank. I thought about Harry Jones and
his story. Why hadn't  Captain Gregory found Mona Mars? Had he tried to find  her?
     Nobody came to see me that day. Nobody phoned. It just  went on raining.

12
The small man sleeps the big sleep

     At seven o'clock I was in the elevator of the Fulwider  Building. I stepped out and started looking
for Walgreen's  office. Then I heard Harry Jones's voice.
     `Canino?' he said. `Yeah, I know who you are.'
     I froze. Another voice spoke. It was a slow, heavy sound. `I  thought you'd know my name,' it said
smoothly.
     There was an open door beside me. I slid behind it and  listened.
     The smooth voice went on, `You went to a detective. That  was a mistake. Eddie doesn't like it.
Why did you do it?'
     `Because of Agnes. She was Joe Brody's girl. She needs  money. She's got some information about
the Sternwoods  that Marlowe wants. He'll pay her for it.'
     `Where is Agnes?'
     `I won't tell you,' Harry Jones said. `She's my girl now.  You can't speak to her.'
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     `Oh, can't I?' Canino said. `Do you see this, little man?' I  knew he had taken out a gun. `Where is
she?'
     `You win,' Harry Jones said. `Apartment 301, 28 Court  Street. She'll tell you what she knows.'
     `That's sensible of you,' Canino said. `Let's have a drink  and then we'll go together to see her.' I
heard him take out  glasses and open a bottle.
     `Good health,' Canino said.
     Harry Jones said softly, `Success.'
     I heard a short sharp cry. Then a crash.
     Canino said, `You sick after just one drink, friend?'
     Harry didn't reply.
     `Goodbye, little man,' Canino said. A door opened and he  walked slowly away.
     I found Harry Jones sitting in a chair. His eyes were open,  his face bluish, frozen in a kind of smile.
I smelled whisky,  but there was another smell, too. I recognized it. Cyanide.  The first thing I did was
phone 28 Court Street. There was  no girl called Agnes at Apartment 301.
     `You were a good friend to that girl, Harry,' I said. `You  died like a dog, but you're no dog to me,
Harry Jones.'
     I was leaving when the phone rang. I listened to it for a  moment. Then I picked it up and said,
`Yeah?'
     `Is Harry there?'
     `Not just now, Agnes.'
     `Who's that?'
     `Marlowe,' I said. `The guy that's trouble for you.'
     `Where's Harry?'
     `He ran away,' I told her. `Canino was after him. Harry  wanted to sell me some information. I've
got two hundred  dollars for him, but now he's gone. You can tell me what I  need to know. Do you want
the money?'
     `I want it,' she said. `I want it badly.'
     `Meet me by the Bullocks Building on Wilshire in half an  hour.'
     I left the dead man sitting there, and walked out into the  rain.
     Half an hour later I sat with Agnes in the grey Plymouth as  she told me her story.
     `Joe and I were out driving the Sunday before last. We  passed a brown car and I saw the girl who
was driving it. She  was a blonde. Eddie Mars's wife. Canino was with her. Joe  followed the car. They're
out east of Realito, in the hills.  There's a small garage, which is owned by a man called Art  Huck, and a
house. She's in that house.'
     `Are you sure it's her?'
     `Sure. If you ever see her, you won't forget her.'
     I gave her the money. Three men were dead, Geiger, Brody  and Harry Jones, and blonde Agnes
drove off with two  hundred dollars, away from all the trouble. Some girls are  like that.
     I drove out of town, through Pasadena and then through  miles of orange trees. The road was wet
and dark. It went up  into the hills. A sign said Realito.
     Suddenly, there was something wrong with my car. I  couldn't control it any more. It was built for
the city, not  these rough country roads. I had to stop. I could see the lights  of a building. Was it Art
Huck's garage? Was I really this  close to Mona Mars?
     I put a gun in my pocket and walked along the road. Art  Huck's name was on the garage wall. I
started to laugh. Then  I thought of Harry Jones and I stopped laughing.
     I banged on the door.
     `We're closed,' a rough voice said. `Go back to Realito.'
     `I can't,' I shouted back. `My car's broken down. I can't  move it.'
     Another voice, a smooth voice, said, `Open the door, Art.'
     I went into the garage. It smelled of hot paint. Art Huck  was a tall thin man. The other man had a
short, thick, strong  body. He had a cool face and dark eyes. His brown coat and  brown hat were wet
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with rain.
     `Where are you from?' he asked me.
     `Santa Rosa. I'm going to L.A., or trying to.'
     `It's a rough night,' he said. `Go and fix the car, Art.'
     I was alone with Canino.
     `Have a drink,' he said. `Going to L.A. on business?'
     I remembered Harry Jones as I drank. I didn't want to talk  to Canino. I wanted to go.
     Art Huck came in from the rain.
     `It'll take some time for me to fix that car,' he said. `I can't  do it tonight.'
     I never knew which of them hit me first. I saw nothing  strange, no sign from one man to the other,
but one of them  hit me. White light exploded inside my head, and then I fell,  down and down, into the
middle of the black night. 

13
Mona Mars helps Marlowe to escape

     There was a woman, and she was sitting near a light. The  light made her blonde hair shine like
silver. She wore a green  dress. She was smoking a cigarette, and she had a glass in her  hand.
     I moved my head carefully. It hurt. I was tied up with rope,  and there were handcuffs on my wrists.
     `Hello,' I said.
     The woman looked at me. Her eyes were the cool blue of  mountain lakes.
     `How do you feel, Mr Marlowe?' Her voice was silvery,  like her hair.
     `I feel wonderful,' I said. `Would you mind moving the  light? It's a little too bright for me.'
     She moved it.
     `I don't think you're very dangerous,' she said. She was tall,  but not too tall, thin, but not bony.
     `Where are the boys?' I asked her.
     `They had to go out.'
     `You mean they left you alone? I thought you were a  prisoner here.'
     She looked amused. `Why did you think that?'
     `I know who you are,' I said.
     `Then you're in big trouble,' Mona Mars said. `I hate  killing.'
     `You hate killing? You − Eddie Mars's wife!'
     She looked angry.
     `Why did you come here? Eddie hasn't done anything to  you. I told you, I'm not a prisoner here. I
want to be here, to  help my husband. I want the police to think I ran off with  Rusty Regan. They mustn't
think Eddie killed him.'
     `Your Eddie,' I told her, `is into every kind of racket.  Gambling, pornography, blackmail,
protection−'
     `He isn't a killer.'
     `He has Canino to kill for him,' I said. `Canino killed a man  tonight. I almost saw it. He was a nice,
harmless little guy.'
     `I love Eddie,' she said. `He's good to me.'
     `If he's so good,' I said, `I'd like to talk to him without  Canino. Canino will knock out my teeth and
then shoot me  because I can't say "Thanks".'
     She stared at me. Then she went out of the room and came  back with a knife in her hand. She cut
my ropes.
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     `I can't do anything about the handcuffs,' she said. `Canino  has the key. Go quickly.'
     `Come with me,' I said. `You can't stay here.'
     `I'm not afraid. And I still love Eddie. I don't care what he's  done.'
     `You're coming with me. How long do you think you'll  live, when Canino comes back and finds
me gone?'
     `No! Get out! I know you think Eddie killed Rusty Regan. I  don't believe it! You'll find Rusty
some day, alive and well!'
     `OK,' I said. `I'm going. But first kiss me, Mrs Mars.'
     She put her hands up to my face and kissed me, but her lips  were as cold as ice.
     It was dark and wet outside. I had reached my car and  picked up a gun before I heard the sounds of
Canino's car  coming back. He left it unlocked and went into the house. I  was tired and cold and I was
wearing handcuffs. I had to be  clever.
     I got into Canino's car and started the engine. Then I hid  behind the car.
     A window opened and three bullets tore into the car.  Broken glass fell all around me. I screamed. It
was a terrible  scream, full of pain. Canino liked it. He liked it a lot. He  laughed loudly.
     The door opened and Mona Mars was pushed into the rain.  `I can't see him,' she said. Then she
stopped and screamed,  `He's there! In your car!'
     Canino knocked her out of his way as he ran forwards.  Three more shots banged into the car.
     I said, `Have you finished?'
     As he turned towards my voice, I shot him. I shot him four  times, in the chest. The gun jumped out
of his hand, and he  fell on his face without a sound.
     I kicked the gun away from his body and picked it up.  Without a word, Mona Mars took the key
from the dead  man and unlocked my handcuffs.

14
`Find him for me, Marlowe'

     It was another day, and the sun was shining again.
     Captain Gregory of the Missing Persons Bureau stared  heavily at me.
     `I guess you think it was my job to find Mona Mars,' he  said.
     `That's a fair guess.'
     `Perhaps I knew where she was,' he said. `Perhaps Eddie  pays me to keep quiet.'
     `I don't really believe that,' I said.
     `I'm honest,' he told me. `I want you to believe that. I'd like  to see rich crooks like Eddie Mars in
prison, but it isn't easy  to catch the big fish.'
     He waited for a moment before he said, `I don't think he  killed Rusty Regan. I talked to Mars last
night. He told me he  employed Canino as a bodyguard. He didn't know Jones or  Brody. He knew
Geiger, of course, but he says he didn't  know anything about his racket. I guess you know all  this.'
     `Yes,' I said.
     `What happened to Mrs Mars?'
     `I don't know. The police let her go.' 
     `They say she's a nice girl.'
     `She is a nice girl,' I said.
     `One more thing, Marlowe,' Gregory said. `If you want to  help the Sternwoods, leave them alone.
Don't try to find  Regan.'
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     `Perhaps you're right, Captain,' I said. I wondered what he  knew.
     I drove home. I needed to sleep, but I couldn't sleep. I had a  drink and remembered how I had
driven through the rain  with Mona Mars beside me in the car, to tell the police that I  had killed Canino. I
had taken them to the Fulwider Building,  where Harry Jones still sat dead in a chair.
     I watched the sun moving down my bedroom wall. Then  the phone rang. It was Norris. The
General wanted to see me.  It was five days since I had first visited the Sternwood  house. It felt like a
year.
     General Sternwood was in bed. He looked grey and  bloodless, but his black eyes were still full of
fight.
     He looked at me silently for a long time before he said, `I  didn't ask you to look for Rusty Regan.'
     `You wanted me to find him,' I said.
     `I didn't ask you to. I paid you to do something else.' 
     `General Sternwood,' I said. `If you want me to, I'll give  you back your money. I know you were
afraid Regan was  involved in the blackmail business.'
     He started to speak, but I went on, `You don't care about  money. You don't even care about your
daughters. But you  want to know the truth about Regan. You want to know  because you really liked
him.'
     He was silent. Then he said, `You talk too much, Mr  Marlowe. Are you still trying to find him?'
     `No,' I said. `Not now.'
     He smiled. `Don't stop searching for him,' he said. `I'll pay  you another thousand dollars to find
him. I want to know if  he's all right. If he needs money, I'll give him some. Is that  clear?'
     `Yes, General.'
     He was too tired to speak for a while.
     Then he said, `I'm so fond of that boy. Find him for me,  Marlowe. Just find him.'
     As I left the house, I saw Carmen in the garden. She was  sitting on a step, looking small and lonely.
     `Bored?' I asked her.
     She smiled and whispered, `Are you still angry with me?'  `I thought you were angry with me.'
     She put her thumb in her mouth and giggled, `No, I'm not.' 
     `I've got your gun,' I said. `I've cleaned it for you. Use it  carefully, Carmen.'
     `Yes,' she said, and took it from me.
     Then she said, `Teach me how to shoot. I'd like that.' 
     `Where? You can't start shooting here.'
     `I know where,' she said in a secret voice. `Down by the old  oil−wells.'
     `All right.'  She smiled like a child as we drove through the empty,  sunny morning. It took only a
few minutes to reach the wells.  This was where the Sternwood fortune had been made. Now  it was
disused, full of rubbish. There was a bad smell from  the oily sump.
     I gave Carmen her gun. Then I picked up an old bottle.
     `Take it easy,' I said. `There are five bullets in the gun. I'll  put this bottle on the wheel over there.
See? Don't shoot until  I get back to you.'
     `OK,' she giggled.
     I walked around the sump and put the bottle in the middle  of the wheel. Then I walked back
towards her. When I was a  few metres from her, at the edge of the sump, she showed me  her sharp little
teeth and pointed the gun at me.
     I stopped. The smelly, oily sump water was just at my  back.
     `Stand there, you son of a bitch,' she said. Her face was  white. She looked old, sick, not quite
human.
     I laughed at her. I walked towards her and she fired the gun  at me. I stopped and laughed again.
She fired four more shots.
     `You're really cute, Carmen,' I said.
     Her hand began to shake violently. The gun fell to the  ground. Then her mouth shook and her eyes
turned upwards  in her head. I caught her as she fell.
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15
Sleeping the big sleep

     Once again I was in Vivian Regan's white room. I waited for  a long time before she came in.
     She was wearing white silk, and her fingernails were blood  red.
     `How could you do it?' she said quietly. `You killed a man  last night. Never mind how I know that.
Then you came here  and frightened my sister out of her mind.'
     I said nothing. She lit a cigarette and blew grey smoke at  me.
     `What did you do to Carmen?' she asked.
     `Nothing. I went to speak to her because I had her gun. She  took it to Brody's place the night he
was killed. I had to take  it away from her. Perhaps you didn't know that.'
     She was silent.
     `She wanted me to teach her how to shoot,' I said. `We  went down to the old oil−wells. You know
the place. I put a  bottle on a wheel for her to shoot at. She had a fit and became  unconscious. She's a
very sick girl, Mrs Regan.'
     `Yes,' she said in a small voice. `I know. Was that all you  wanted to tell me?'
     `I guess you won't tell me what hold Eddie Mars has over  you?'
     `He hasn't got a hold over me.'
     `Never mind. I think I understand everything that's been  happening here. Geiger, Brody, Mars,
Canino. It all ties  together.'
     `I'm afraid I don't understand what you mean.'
     `I'll tell you. Geiger was using Carmen to blackmail your  father, but Eddie Mars was behind
Geiger, just using him.  Your father didn't pay Geiger, which showed that he wasn't  frightened of him.
Eddie wanted to know that. He had a hold  over you, and wanted to know if he had it over the General,
too. If he had, it would bring him a lot of money very quickly.  If not, he would have to wait until you
got your half of the  family fortune. Owen Taylor killed Geiger, because Owen  loved your sister. Eddie
didn't care. Only you, Eddie and Mr  tough guy Canino knew what game Eddie was playing. Rusty
Regan disappeared, and Eddie hid his wife out at Realito so  that people would think Rusty had run off
with Mona. Eddie  knew what had really happened to Rusty, but he didn't want  the police to know. Is
this very boring for you to listen to?' 
     `I'm tired of it,' she said. `So tired.'
     `I'm sorry. Your father offered me a thousand dollars this  morning to find Regan. That's a lot of
money to me, but I  can't do it.'
     `Why not?' Suddenly she looked frightened. 
     `I'll tell you,' I said.
     For a moment I thought she was going to scream. Then she  remembered she was a Sternwood, and
she gave me a cool  smile.
     I took out Carmen's gun and put it very carefully on her  knee. She didn't move.
     `It's empty,' I said. `But it had five bullets in it. She fired  them all at me. I expected her to, so I put
blanks in it. Cute,  isn't she?'
     `You're crazy,' she said thickly. `A terrible, crazy man. And  you can't prove a thing.'
     `Oh, I don't want to prove she shot at me,' I said. `I'm  thinking of the time she used real bullets.
The time she killed  Regan. He took her down to the old oil−wells, too. She shot  him for the same reason
she tried to shoot me.'
     The gun fell off her knee onto the floor, and she hid her  face in her hands.
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     `Do you want to know why she shot at me? Because she got  into my bed and I threw her out of it. I
guess Regan did the  same to her. But nobody can do that to Carmen.'
     `I suppose you want money,' she whispered. `You son of a  bitch.'
     `Oh yes,' I said. `Money talks, doesn't it, Mrs Regan? The  only money I'll take is what your father
pays me. That poor,  sick old man who wants to believe that, although they're a bit  wild, his two little
girls are not crooks or killers. The old  man who wants to find his friend Rusty before he dies. You can
call me a son of a bitch. Your sister has called me worse  things. I don't care.'
     She was silent, a woman made of stone.
     `Take her away,' I said. `Put her somewhere where they'll  watch her and keep her away from guns
and knives and  drinks. Do it fast.'
     She turned away from me and looked out of the window.
     `He's in the sump,' she said. `It's true. Everything you said.  She told me what she'd done. Just like a
child. She's sick, I  know. I went to Eddie for help. If Dad knew, he would tell  the police. And then he
would die. And that's what he would  think about before he died. I had to keep it from him.'
     `So you let her go free,' I said.
     `I'll take her away now, I promise. Eddie . . .'
     `Forget Eddie. I'll take care of him.'
     `He'll try to kill you.'
     `Yeah,' I said. `His tough guy Canino couldn't. Does  Norris know?'
     `He'll never tell anyone,' she said.
     `I thought he knew.'
     I went out quickly. I saw nobody. In the garden I felt there  were ghosts watching me. I drove away.
     `When you are dead, you have peace,' I thought, `not  before. When you are sleeping the big sleep,
you don't care if  you are in the oily sump or a great church. Life's horrors  don't worry you any more.
And the General doesn't have to  know. He can lie quietly in his bed, waiting. And in a little  while he
too, like Rusty Regan, will sleep the big sleep.'
     I went into a bar and had a couple of drinks. They didn't  make me feel good. They made me think
about silver−haired  Mona Mars, and I never saw her again.
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