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HARVEST TIME FOR THE GRIM REAPER

The first corpsé made a mess of the flower bed. But
when the second one soon appeared, Don Ivy stopped
worrying about his crocuses. For one thing, the police
were beginning to dig around. After all, his strange repu-
tation had never inspired confidence in that staid New
England community. And now that his lawn had begun
to resemble the morgue—well, he couldn’t blame the

cops for doing their job.

It was all a neat frame-up. If the cops didn’t get him
the killer would. Either way Don Ivy would bufn—un-
less he could find the feet that fit a killer’s footprints.
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CAST OF CHARACTERS

DON IVY
He was good at engraving money, but he couldn’t use
a counterfeit alibi. ‘

BILLIE. MATAZE
This luscious blonde bait caught a greedier fish than
she’'d ang.led for.

JOHN SULLIVAN
No heavyweight this Sullivan, but a good man to have

around in the clinches,

JUDY THAMES
At least she wasn’t a counterfeit niece.

SAM ROAMER
He was a G-man greedy for gold.

TERRY
Her smooth operation was learned at the switchboard.
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CHAPTER I

THE FIRsT CORPSE made a mess of the flower bed.

Along about ten o’clock that morning, after the sun had
warmed the front yard to a degree that an indoor man by
habit and preference could chance with safety, I stepped
outside my little white house, sat on the. front step, and
looked around.

There was a lot of work to be done. A lot of work that
I would have to do, that is.

The hardy New England honeysuckle, which begins its
battles early in the spring, was slowly winning a decision
over the lilacs and dogwood trees. Last autumn’s leaves,
which my mother would have raked and burned, still clotted
in the corners where the winds had dumped them. And the
moles, done with their hibernation, had already tunneled
my modest lawn into lumps.

Patches of paint were curling off the window frames on
the northeast side of the house.

“Oh to be in England,” I quoted, “now that April’s there.”
But England didn’t want me, they had made that politely
clear. “Don’t think it hasn’t been fun, Donald, old boy,”
Deputy Inspector Brisk had said as he saw me safely and
finally aboard a vessel bound out of Liverpool, “because,
except in spots, it hasn’t been fun at all for us, though I
imagine you liked most of it, especially the ending. So good
luck wherever you go, and just don’t come back, old boy,
just don’t ever come back at all.”

My one-way ticket had taken me to Lisbon, which held
only a few opportunities for a man of my considerable but
specialized talents. To be sure, I was able to undertake a
few assignments for an elderly Armenian gentleman, who
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6 COUNTERFEIT CORPSE

hired me. to locate and' purchase some items for his ex-
tensive art collection. But his main interest was oil wells
in the Middle East, about which I knew nothing and cared
less, so we parted on a friendly basis, and I went on to
Tangier to see what I could find.

Tangier held out all the opportunity in the world to
me, and I did very well. There were legitimate fortunes to
be made on the money exchanges in Tangier in those days
right after the war, and other kinds of fortunes to be made
in the import and export business, as we called it, especially
if you didn’t bother with customs inspections and duties.

And so our bank balances mounted every day, and we
bought gilt-edge securities in the United States and Canada,
oil companies in Texas, Liberian steamship lines, godowns
in Hong Kong, and apartment houses in San Paulo. We
lived in expensive white villas with French chefs, English but-
lers, bodyguards who had served in the Foreign Legion, and
the most beautiful girls in the world, and had a wonderful
time counting our money. I might still have been in Tangier,
except for two things.

First of all my mother, whom I had not seen for years, '
died and willed me the family house, land, and outbuildings.

And just about the same time one of my business competi-
tors in Tangier, von Hauser, invited me to.leave. Since the
invitation was delivered by five Moroccan thugs and ac-
companied by a dislocated shoulder and sundry other bruises
and lacerations, I left. It was high time to go home. Most
of my money was tucked away in Swiss and American banks,
and von Hauser left me my cash and the speedboat, which
I sold to a rich Greek on the Spanish Riviera before I took
the westward plane from Barcelona. )

The old homestead was snowed in when I drove up in the
little Triumph two-seater I had bought in New York right
after I landed. The drive north almost froze me blue. I had
forgotten how cold New England could be in the winter.

Now spring was definitely in the air, and the sun was
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coming up early and staying later, and if I was going to be
a respectable country squire I would have to do some work
around the place—at least, until I could hire somebody to
do-it.

There was an old rake in the barn, in one of the horse
stalls behind the open section I used as a garage. The sun
was still in the southeast, and since there were a lot of
leaves in the shrubbéry on that side, it seemed like a good
place to start raking.

The dining room and kitchen are on that side of the house,
with the dining room at the front. I had raked past the
dining room, accumulating a huge amount of leaves, and
was almost to the kitchen window when I saw the body be-
tween the dwarf yews and the wall of the house.

“Damn!” I said. “I wonder how long this has been lying
around.”

I gave it a tentative poke with the take handle. It was
stiff, so I carefully leaned the rake against the wall and
went right in the kitchen door to the telephone in the liv-
ing room and called the Tombury police. Ivy is no fool. -

“This is Donald Ivy, out at the old Ivy place on Eddy-
stone Road, and there’s a body lying dead, I believe, behind
the bushes under my kitchen window. . . . I don’t know
whether it’s a man or a woman, but it’s wearing trousers. . . .
I think it’'s dead because it’s fairly rigid., . . . That’s right,
the old Ivy place on Eddystone Road. . . . Yes, I'll stay
. right here. No, I won’t touch it.”

I hung up the phone and walked outside agam The body
was still there. Though I had promised the Tombury Police
Department that I wouldnt touch it, I saw no harm in
parting the evergreens to get a better look, especially of
the head end. It might be someone I knew.

The body was lying face down, the back of the head
was bashed in, and the red and gray brains were bashed
out. I let the evergreens go back into place. Even if it were _
somebody I knew, it was too late to do anything for him.
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My pipe had gone. out, and as I turned away from the
wall and put another match to it, a black sedan went racing
around the curve and away from the house. Then there
was a noise of slamming brakes, and the sedan stopped and
backed to the section of the old road that is closest to the
house. Eddystone Road, I might explain, used to make a
sharp curve right in front of the house, but a couple of
years ago the highway engineers eased the curve so that
now the new road is on the other side of a clump of trees.
The old part, with its curve, still runs close to the house
but I am the only person who uses it regularly.

The black sedan drove in the old road and stopped at
the driveway that leads back .to the barn. Two men got out.
One was in uniform and the other carried a black bag. I
walked out to meet them.

“You Don Ivy?” the uniformed policeman '1sked He was
a big man, young, with more fat than character around his
jaw, and he tried to fix me with his bright blue eyes. He
failed. I've been eye-fixed by better policemen than he.

“I'm Donald Ivy,” 1 said. “Are you the local gendarme,
the minion of the law?P”

It bounced right off. “I'm Patrolman Kilgore,” he an-
nounced. “Harry Kilgore. This here is Doctor Dann, who
I got to come along because you don’t know 1f a stiff body
is dead or not. Where is it?”

“Good morning, Doctor,” I said, extending my hand to
the elderly man who smiled calmly at me. “I don’t know
whether you remember me or not. It's ‘been a long time.”

He took the hand. “I was the first person in the world
to see you, Donald”—he smiled again—"“and I saw you through
the measles and the whooping cough and a broken collar-
bone you got playing basketball for Tombury High, if my
memory doesn’t fail me. How are you now?”

“Where’s the body?” Kilgore asked.

“T've weathered my first New England winter in almost
twenty years, Doctor,” I said, ignoring Kilgore. “I can’t
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say I liked it, but I lived and don’t seem to feel any worse
than I ever have.” :
“You should have come home sooner, Donald,” the doctor
admonished me gently. “Your mother missed you a lot.”
“Where’s the body?” Kilgore demanded.
“Under the kitchen window,” I told him, and started
. toward the house. To the doctor I said, “I wish I had
known.”

“Nobody ever knew where you were, Donald. But you're
home now and, as I understand from my young friend here,
you are blessed with a body, type and condition unknown.
Under the kitchen window, you said?P”

I nodded and he walked over and parted the yews. “Come
here, Kilgore, and take a look for yourself,” he said. “L

_believe Donald is absolutely right.” He leaned over and
felt the body. “And the poor devil is absolutely dead.”

“Who killed himP” Kilgore mumbled, turning around and
looking at me. “What do you know about this, Ivy?”

“Not as much as you. I dont even know if it’s a him,
her, or storekeeper’s window dummy. I found it, called the
police, and now I leave it all in your capable—if I may use
the term—hands.”

He turned away. “What do you think, DocP”

“I would say this man has been murdered,” Dr. Dann
said. “The back of the skull has been banged in with some-
thing or other, and just by looking at it I don’t see how it
could have been an accident.”

“Got any idea who might have done it?” the patrolman
asked. - :

“I am a medical man,” Dr. Dann reminded him gently,
“but if I were forced to guess, I would guess that it was
a person or persons unknown.”

“Nuts,” Kilgore muttered. “Where’s your phone, Ivy?”

“In the house.”

“Yeah, I know. Where in the house? Let’s go. You heard
the doc say it was a murder case, let’s get moving.” \
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With my native New England sense of hospitality well
hidden, I showed him to the telephone and he called his
own headquarters and then the local headquarters of the
state police, He wasn’t at all happy about calling the state
police, but I judged he had been ordered to do it.

“You owe me maybe twenty cents plux tax for that last
call,” I told him.

“I'll send a check to your bank,” he said. “Your Swiss
bank.” He walked back through the kitchen and outside,
while I wondered how—and why—a village patrolman would
know that I had an account in a Swiss bank.

“The state cops will be right over, Doe,” Kilgore an-
nounced as soon as he was outside. “They said not to move
anything, and theyll bring an ambulance and all the rest
of their junk with them.”

“You might show them this when they get here,” the doc-
tor said. He pushed aside a low yew and pointed to a length
of firewood lying beside the body’s feet. “There’s your mur-
der weapon. A piece of split firewood, just the right wedge
shape to split a skull. You'll even find blood stains and hair
on it.”

“Where'd it come from?” Kilgore wanted to know. He
looked at me.

“There’s still about a quarter of a cord of firewood stacked
just around the corner,” I said. “Right where I had it put
last winter. Even without looking, I'd imagine it came from
there.”

“You seem to know a good deal about this murder, Ivy,”
he said. It was obvious that he didn’t know much about it.

I ignored him and stepped over to. Dr. Dann, who was
stuffing a stethoscope into his black bag.

“Anything elsef” I asked him.

He stood up with the black bag in his hand. “I didn’t
move the body, but I think it’s a man. Either that or a
woman with a fairly heavy black beard that hasn’t been
shaved for about two days. I didnt try to take any body
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temperatures, but rigor is complete. From that and from the
color of the blood on the back of the head and thefire-
wood, I'd say this man was killed some time last night. And,
without moving the body, that’s all I can find out until the
state police get here. Now let’s go inside and see if you have
any coffee.”

I asked Kilgore did he want coffee, but he said he had to
wait with the body until the other forces arrived, so the
doctor and I went in, poured two cups of coffee from the
pot in the kitchen, and took them in the living room. He
looked around and then at me: “You haven’t made many
changes

“The furniture is all the same but the rug is mine and so
are most of the pictures.” y

“And that,” the doctor said, “is that a genuine Monet
or didéyou.. ...

I laughed. “That’s the real thing, Doctor. Collecting
French moderns is my one real weakness.” I changed the
subject. “Do you have any idea how my sister feels about
me and my coming home?”

“I haven’t seen her since your mother’s funeral,” he
told me. “She said she was sure you'd have been here if
it was possible. When you didn’t come home after the .war
she was greatly disappointed. You ought to go up and see
her, Denald. You can drive it in a few hours.”

“I will,” I promised. “I want to see Martha again, and
that daughter of hers. I understand the girl's a real knock-
out.”

The door opened and Kilgore st'uck his head in.

“Come out here a minute, Ivy,” he ordered. He led me
to the side yard. “A man came walking in here from the
drive.” He pointed to footprints in the soft ground. “The
prints go this far, and then they get lost in a lot of other
prints. Do you see what I mean?”

“Yes,” I told him. “I must have trampled them out my-
self while I was raking leaves this morning.”
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He put his black-gloved fists on his hips, blew up his
chest inside his black leather jacket. “Listen, Ivy,” he said.
“I know all about you. Youre a crook. You served a stretch
in an English jail. Now a man jis murdered on your place
last night. He and maybe the guy who murdered him prob-
ably left footprints all over the place—but you rake leaves
all over the lawn and tramp out all the valuable footprints.”
He paused for breath. “So please tell me this—why is it that,
of all the days in the year, you, who never did an honest
day’s work in all your life, decided to rake leaves today?” .

“I'just like to have things neat and tidy,” I told him..

CHAPTER II

WeLL, s pmoN'T like it but he took it, and while he was
trying to figure out what to do next another black sedan
drove up and two state cops got out. The one in front, who
was wearing sergeant’s chevrons, - walked across the lawn, said
hello to Kilgore and then turned to me.

“Mr. Ivy?” he asked. I nodded. “I'm Sergeant Sullivan,
from the Springdale Barracks. Got over here as soon as I
could with my helper and his cameras and stuff. An am-
bulance is coming along in about ten minutes. Understand
Dr. Dann is here. We'd like to see him, too.”

Sergeant Sullivan I understood. He was a professional,
a cop who knew his job and could perform without pop-
ping his eyes, sniffing loudly, or making faces. He was in
his late twenties, I guessed, stood a little short of six feet
and probably weighed in at 180 pounds. He was smaller
than Kilgore, but I'd pick Sullivan in a foot-race or a fight.
Even if he shaved three times a day he could never be able
to hide his blue-black beard. There was no great friendliness
in his blue-black eyes, but there was no guile either.
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“Anything new develop since you called?” he asked Kil-
gore.

“Doc Dann found a hunk of firewood that he thinks is
the murder weapon,” the patrolman told him. “And I found
some footprints coming in from the drive and up toward the
house—until they run into where Ivy has been raking leaves.”

“We’ll check them,” Sullivan said. “Ralph,” he called
the other state cop, “get Kilgore to show you these foot-
prints, and stake them off so nobody else steps on them.
After we look at the shoes on the body, welll see if we
need to take any casts or not. And you might as well get

_your cameras set up. Where is the body, anyhow?” he
asked.

“Over there under the kitchen window,” I pointed.

“Well, if you’ll get Doc Dann away from the coffee I
know he’s drmkmg and bring him out here, well all take a
look at it together.”

. The doctor finished his cup as soon as I told him who
had arrived, and came out. “Hello, John,” he greeted the
sergeant. “They must think this is a pretty important case,
sending you over here.”

“I've  been wanting to drop by here for some time,”
Sullivan said, with a quick glance at me that I didn’t miss.
“But what do you know about it?”

“He’s been dead since sometime last night, I guess, and
was killed with a length of firewood which somebody bent
over his head. Here he is.” Dr. Dann parted the trees and
Sullivan went down on one knee for a better view.

The sergeant and his assistant worked quickly and effi-
ciently for the next ten minutes, with cameras and measur-
ing tapes. “Well, Doc,” Sullivan said finally, “I guess we
might as well drag him out in the open and roll him over.
Come on, Kilgore, give us a hand.”

The three policemen, under Dr. Dann’s observation, raised
the body, lifted it over the small evergreens, and placed it
face down again on the lawn. Then they rolled it over on
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its back. I couldn’t see the face, but I heard Sullivan say,
“It's a man, all right.” Then he said, “Does anyone know
him?” There was a unanimous shaking of heads.

Sullivan stepped away from the body. “Is this anyone you
know, Ivy?” he asked.

I took the pipe out of my mouth and stepped closer for
a better look. The face was that of a young man who was
very. old. “Yes,” I said, “that’s Henri.”

“What do you mean, onree?” Kilgore wanted to know.

“That’s the way the French pronounce Henry,” I told him.
“Henri was a Frenchman—a French boy, really, when I ﬁrst
met him.,”

“What was his l'xst name?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “We hardly ever knew their names,
you know. This one they called Henri, and he just turned
up in a party one time and I took him along. The little bum
went right back, too, as soon as he could. Finally he got
caught, and they gave him a bad time. The last time I saw
him was in Lisbon in 1946.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Sullivan asked.
“I dont get it. Who was taking what out of where, for in-
stance, and what kind of a party was this that Henri went
on?”

“Not what you’d call a sociable affair,” I said. “There were
some of us Americans who thought we could help our French
friends better by staying in France than by taking the first~
ship home. After France fell, at the beginning of the war,
we helped set up a kind of a system for getting people out
of France and into Spain or England.”

“For how much a head?” Kilgore wondered loudly.

“For putting up with guys like you we couldn’t get paid
enough,” I told him. “For important people the price was
less. For the real wonderful people—the people who would
come back later to build up the Resistance, for example,
there was no charge. And the kids, they were free, too. Hen-
ri was one of them. He was about fourteen, I guess. Where



COUNTERFEIT CORPSE 15

his family was I don’t know and I never asked. He just
joined a party one time and helped me a lot—although he
always seemed to think that I had helped him. But that
doesn’t matter much now, does it?”

I looked at the face of the man on the lawn, old and
tired and yet somehow peaceful, and remembered the bright-
eyed youngster he had been. “That’s Henri. If you can’t find
any family or relatives, I'll see that he gets a decent place to
lie, and prayers for his soul. Any more questions?” ,

“That’s all well and good, Mr.* Ivy,” Sergeant Sullivan
said. “Of course well have to see if we can get a more
positive identification. But right now, can you tell me what
Henri was doing here last night?”

“I have no idea. As I said, the last time I saw Henri was
in Lisbon in 1946.”

“What, was he doing then?”

“Well, that’s a little hard to say for sure. Have you ever
been to Lisbon?” I raised my eyebrows questioningly.

“No,” the sergeant said.

“That’s a city where almost any smart person can make
a living, so long as he doésn’t tramp on too many toes or
get too smart. You can learn a lot in Lisbon by just keeping
your ears open, and if you are smart enough to listen to -
the right people, and know other people who would like to
learn what the right people said or did, you can do pretty
well for yourself. Henri tended bar, waited on tables, and
sometimes carried luggage in the Hotel Grande. The Lisbon
police probably have a ‘file on him.”

“You mean he was a stool pigeon?” : :

“It’'s a little different in Lisbon,” I said, “and hard to
explain.”

“And what was he doing here?”

“That I can’t answer.”

“Do you think he came to see you?r”

“I can’t imagine that he’d be here for any other reason,”
I said. “But what he wanted is beyond me.”

-
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The second state cop, the one Sullivan had called Ralph,
came up just then. “He’s pretty clean, Sergeant,” he said.
“He had a billfold with a hundred and thirty-eight dollars
in it, and a dollar and sixty cents in change in his pocket.
There was a piece of paper with DI—Eddystone Road—Tom-
bury written on it in pencil in another pocket. He had a
mechanical pencil and a fountain pen, and some cigarettes
and matches, and a handkerchief, and that’s all I've found
so far. Maybe I'll get more when we get his clothes off.”

“No identification?” *

“None I can find.”

“All right.” Sullivan glanced at his wrist watch. “That am-
bulance ought to be here any time now. You can load him
and Dr. Dann can go with him and get started on the
autopsy if he wants to. Then you can get casts of the foot-
prints if you need them.”

“This one’s shoes will fit one set of prints,” Ralph said.
“But there’s another set that comes around the back of the
house, by the woodpile. They don’t match. I'm getting
them now.”

Sullivan’s eyes dropped to my feet.

Ralph shook his head. “Bigger,” he said, and walked off.

“You know, Ivy,” Sullivan began, as he stuck a cigarette
in his mouth, “I've been wanting to come by here for some
time.” Smoke rolled from his nose. “Wanted to talk to you
a little.” :

“Anything special?” I asked.

He walked over to the front door and put his foot on
the doorstep. “Well, Ivy,” he said, “we don’t generally have
much trouble in this part of the state. A little reckless driv-
ing, and now and then somebody gets drunk, or a kid
steals a car for a joy ride. But real trouble? Very seldom.”

“Go on, Sergeant, I'm listening.”

“And we don’t want any, either.” He took a long drag
on his cigarette. “Now for example, if any of those New
York crooks moved up here we'd soon get rid of them. Even
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if they didn’t do anything, we can always bother them by
just checking them all the time. Makes them nervous. They
soon sell out and go away.”

“I'm still listening.” .

“Well, I'm just doing a little checking now. I'll probably
have to do a good deal of checking around here, now that"
you've had a murder on the place.”

“Check and be damned!” I told him. “You and your
New York crooks! Youve got no reason to run me down.
There were Ivys in this part of the world before the Sulli-
vans were out of their Irish bogs, and never a man has been
able to say a word against us and make it stickl”

“Did you or did you not serve a term in Dartmoor Prison
in England for counterfeiting?”

I held his eyes with mine while I slowly and deliberately
refilled my pipe and touched a match to*it. “I'll make you
a deal, Sergeant,” 1 said. “You get off a cable to the Crimi-
nal Investigation Department of New Scotland Yard and
ask them if they have any record of Donald Ivy ever serving
a sentence for anything, or ever having been convicted of
any crimes, felonies, misdemeanors, or what not. If the an-
swer comes back yes, I'll leave this state and give you this
house and the land around it as a gift. If the answer comes
back no, you'll stop this business of checking and we’ll all get .
along fine. How about it?”

“I can’t take you up on a deal like that,” he said, “but
I will send a cable to the C.I.LD. No matter what happens,
however, don’t you leave here until we're finished with this
killing.” A siren shrilled in the distance. “Here comes the
ambulance.” g

The next thing I knew, the lawn was full of ambulance
attendants, curious bystanders, a reporter from the Tombury
Times, and flash bulbs were going off. The hubbub lasted
until Dr. Dann and the ambulance people loaded the body
and drove away, and almost everybody followed. Only the

<
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three policemen remained, and Ralph was busy loading his
gear into the state automobile.
“Did you hear anything last night?” Sullivan asked me.

“Anything out of the ordinary.”

“No,” I said. “Nothing.”

- “What time d1d you go to bed?”

“About ten.”

“Where do you sleep?”

“In the room at this end,” I pointed. “My bed is between
those two windows up there.”
“Sleep with the windows open?”

“I sleep with the one window open, the one directly above
where Henri was lying. I neither heard nor saw anything.”

“Can you prove that?” Kilgore demanded.

“You know I can’t. Why should I have to? I live here
alone and I sleep here alone and'I'll be happy when you go
away and leave me alonel” -

“Don’t get so hot-headed, old man,”  Kilgore laughed.
“You know too much about this case to start throwing your
weight around. See you in jail, ha ha.” He walked over to
his automobile, got in and slammed the door, and drove
away.

“How close to the house do you want me to stay?” I asked
. Sullivan. “I'm a little short of food and stuff and have to go
into Tombury pretty soon.”

“Just don’t go any farther without calling up headquarters
and checking with us first.” He started toward his car, then
stopped. “Don’t say anything about that second set of
footprints coming from behind the house,” he said. “That’s
about the only thing keeping you off the hook in this case,
so let’s not scare the guy who made them. Now I'm going
to send a few cables and see if I can find out why you killed
Henri. I'll be back. Good-bye.”

I watched them drive away with no great sense of per-
sonal loss. Kilgore was a blundering amateur, and no matter
what he did I could hardly care less. Sullivan was a pro-



COUNTERFEIT CORPSE 19

fessional, though, and I was almost looking forward to
matching wits with him, just pour le spori. I should have had
my head examined. >

A horn tooted urgently. It was the mailman, in his auto-
mobile. I walked across the lawn and he gave me two ad-
vertising circulars and a letter addressed in a hand that I
didn’t recognize. Ordinarily he would have put the mail in
the box, but this morning he wanted to talk about the mur-
der, so we killed time, if you will pardon the expression, for
about ten minutes. As he drove off on his appointed rounds,
I looked at the strange envelope again. The postmark was
smudged. The address was scrawled in pencil. Inside the
envelope was a single sheet of cheap notepaper, and on it
was this message:

Donald. I will be dropping around to see you soon and
expect a real old welcome because I hear you are doing
very well for yourself. Your old pal-Wusky.

“Good old Wusky,” I said to myself. “Once a rat, always
a rat.” I put the note in my pocket and walked toward the
house. Suddenly I was hungry.

CHAPTER III

THE 1EA STRUCK me all of a sudden, while I was heating
some soup on the stove, that maybe I should be taking a -
little more interest in things. I'm not usually so slow, but this
time it took me quite a while to realize I was mixed up
in a murder—and murder isnt a trivial thing. Especially
with God-only-knew-what rumors about me making the
rounds of the police departments of the land. I knew
enough about police all over the world to know that if they
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didn’t get a better suspect than me in a hurry, they would
certainly settle for what they had. And I was what they
had.

For 4 few minutes I resented Henri. But I could never
really stay displeased with him, dead or alive, for I would
always keep remembering the time he helped me carry a
prominent French woman, whose name you would recog-
nize if I mentioned it, across the Spanish border one dark
night. She had fallen flat on her face, worn out by carrying
her own fat around for so long, I suppose, and: refused to get
up and walk again. Henri kicked her in her big behind and
called her a pig (which she was), and then the two of us
had picked her up. Stumbling through.the night, we got
her over the line.

“Dump the cow in the stream,” he had suggested-when
we were safe, and we did.

“Good night, my young lieutenant,” I had thanked him
then, as I shook his hand, and I went back over the border
to France. But I would never forget him, with his pint-
sized body and his man-sized French oaths, doing a man-sized
job for me. Whether I was suspected or not, it was my duty
to find out who had killed Henri and see him settled away
for the crime. It was the least I could do for my young
lieutenant.

Someone knocked at the front door and I went to see who
it was. This time it was a pleasant surprise.

A blonde female surprise with blue eyes and a-red mouth
that broke into a smile when I opened the door. She was
wearing a pert little hat over short-cut hair and a red coat
that looked good on her. But then almost anything would
have looked good on this girl and in my imagination I quickly
fitted her out in mink, bathing suits, and a Christian Dior
original. I took the Dior original off and threw it away. The
flat look wasn’t becoming. There was a suitcase beside her.

“Hello,” I said. “Can I help you?”
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“I'm Judy Thames,” this shapely girl said. “Are you my
Uncle Donald Ivy?”

“Don’t tell-me that youre Martha’s little girl?” I pro-
tested. “I can’t believe it. You aren’t old enough to be this
old! What in the world are you doing away down here, and
where’s your mother, anyhow? Come in, come in and sit
down. Let me take your bag.” I followed her into the living
room. “This is. a wonderful surprise. Little Judy Thames,
all grown up. What are you doing here, anyhow?”

She gave a short little laugh as she glanced around the
living room. “You've never seen me before, have you?”

“No,” I said. “You’ve been born and grown up while I
was away. Martha sent me a picture of you when you were
about six, I guess, but that’s the last one I had.”

Judy Thames took off her hat and shook her head and
ran her fingers through her hair. “I bet I look a mess,” she
said. “That guy insisted on keeping the car window open
and I'm blown to pieces.” She looked good to me. “This is
a nice place here, Uncle Donald. I've always liked it here.”

I almost swelled with pride. “Give ‘me your hat and coat,
Judy, and I'll hang them up. Have you had lunch? Would
you like someP” The whole room seemed more cheerful to
me, now that this good-looking girl who said she was my
niece was in it. &

“Goodness,” she said, “were you expecting meP Did
Mother call you? The telephone’s been out of order for three
days; we had a bad storm. We decided not to wait, and I
just came down because a friend of mine was driving this
way. But we stopped and had lunch. Haven’t you had your
own lunch yet, Uncle Donald?” She glanced at her wrist
watch. “It’s almost two o’clock.”

“I haven’t heard from ‘your mother,” I said, “and I haven’t
had lunch, either. Come out to the kitchen with me, and
T'll have some soup and you can have a cup of coffee or
a bottle of beer while I'm eating. Then you can tell me all
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about everything.” I led the way into the kitchen. “I see
you have a suitcase with you; where are you goingP”

-She sat on a kitchen stool, crossed her long legs, (and my
heart went thump!) and fished a cigarette out of her hand-
bag. “I'm not going anywhere,” she said, as I struck a match
~and held it out. “I've come to visit you for a while, Uncle
Don. That is, I'll stay if you'll have me.” She smiled a little
smile that made me feel kind of giddy all over.

“Donald Ivy,” I said to myself, “the trouble with you is
that you haven’t been used to beautiful young females mov-
ing in and announcing that they are going to live with you.
It hasn’t happened for quite a while, old boy, so just calm
down. This is your niece and youTre her uncle, she says,
and there is a close blood relationship between you. Drink
some hot soup and you’ll feel better.”

“You are welcome in this house, my dear,” I said in my
best avuncular voice, “if you don’t mind putting up with
an old man’s ways.”

She told me just what I wanted to hear. “I don’t think -
youre very old, Uncle Don. Youre just about forty-two,
Mother said; that’s just about right, I think. Anyhow, when
Mother and I found out you were home again, we wanted
to come right down and see you. Then Mother couldn’t get
away and what with one thing after another we kept put-
ting it off, until I finally told her I was coming, and here
I am. There must be a zillion things I can do around here
to help you get settled.”

The house suited me fine the way it was, but I wasn't
going to mention it and scare her away. “How is Martha?”
I asked. “Still as pretty as ever?”

“Mother’s just the same—just the same to me, I° guess,
though you may think she’s: changed.”

“And what does she do?”

“She putters around the garden a lot except during the
winter, and then she putters around inside. That big house
keeps her busy.™



COUNTERFEIT CORPSE 23

“I hope she can come down here soon. I wish she had
been able to come with you.” .

“I do too,” Judy said, “but it’s no use for me to ask her,
I've decided. She always has some reason for staying home.
My goodness, I can’t remember the last time she left that
house, it was so long ago. That’s why I finally decided to
come by myself. Do you mind?”

*Mind?” I echoed. “You never saw an old man as pleased
as I am. Let’s pour a couple cups of coffee and take them
into the living room. It’s more comfortable and I have millions
of things to ask you. It will take me weeks.”

We went into the living room and sat on the old Duncan
Phyfe sofa that was one of the few family pieces Mother
had kept. Martha had the rest, including the matching
chairs.

“I'll have to call Mother this evening,” Judy said. “The
telephone should be fixed by then. Shell want to talk to you,
too. I bet you wont even recdgnize her voice, will you?r”

I confessed that probably I wouldnt and filled my pipe -
as she talked on. She told me about what she had done al-
most from the time she was born, and where she had gone to
school, and what she intended to do later.

“But we don’t really know anything about you, Uncle
Don,” she said finally, curling her legs under her. “You
never wrote., Of course now and then we heard things about
you and about how smart you were and how you even got
decorated by the king and all that.” She lit a cigarette and
gave me a quick look. “Are you really the greatest counter-
feiter in all the world, Uncle Don, like they said, and did .
they have to pardon you?r”

I laughed. I felt good for the first time since I had been
back in America. I was having fun, just sitting in my living
room drinking coffee and talking to a pretty girl.

“It wasn’t exactly the king who gave me the medal,” I
confessed. Her face dropped. “But,” I hurriedly impro-
vised, “of course the king had to approve it. He just couldn’t
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be there for the ceremony, but the duké was there.” She
smiled again. “And of courge the king had to approve the
pardon too. That has to be done in every case, you know.”

“But are you really the greatest counterfeiter in the
world?” she askea agam

“Not any more,” I confessed modestly. “There didn’t seem
to be much future in it, when every time someone got caught
with as much as a queer shilling in his pocket they’d come
around- and see me, the police would. Never gave me a
moment’s rest, so I gave it up and left England.”

“What did you ever do with the perfect plates for the
~ ten-pound notes you made?”

“Oh, those,” I smiled. “They were pretty good, at that.
Fooled them all, they did. Probably still would. Whoops!”
I exclaimed, and reached over quickly and brushed away the
hot ash that had fallen from her cigarette onto the horse-
hair sofa cover. “I hope it didn’t burn a hole.”

“Oh, I'm sorry,” she said, and felt the still warm spot with
the end of her finger. “Lucky me, it didn’t.” She snuggled
back in the corner of the sofa. “But I'd have darned it to-
morrow if it had. I'm handy around the house, youll see
that I am, and I'm going to do all sorts of things for you,
Uncle Donald.”

The shadows were getting longer outside, and the fingers
of sunshine in the room had climbed about as high as they
would that day. “Then we’d better get you tucked away,”
I said, “because it will soon be cocktail and dinner time.”

I stood up and got the suitcase, and we went up the stairs.
“The bathroom’s in there,” I pointed as we passed, “and
here’s where you can stay as long as you like and be as com-
fortable as if you were home.” It wasn’t a very big bedroom
but, after all, it isn’t a very big house, either. It was a nice
room, with a back view on the pond, and lots of closet space
under the eaves. I showed her where the towels and bed-
ding was. “Make yourself at home and Ill be downstairs
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when you come down. No hurry—but don’t take too long,
Judy. It’s good to have you here.”

Then I went downstairs and outside, while there was still
some light, and got the rake and put it away. When I came
back I could hear water running in the bathroom, so I
went into the living room for a relaxed pipe until Judy came
down. She certainly seemed,able to take care of herself,
although some of the things she did and said surprised me
—like offering to darn a horsehair cover. I guessed I just
wasn't used to American girls, and it was time I learned
instead of acting like the old fud I was certainly going
to become if I wasn’t careful. I got up and walked over
to the mirror and inspected myself for the first time in quite
a while.

One thing I could say was that I had a good skin. Practi-
cally a young man’s skin, and a nice straight nose, and my
eyes were set correctly in my head, I was glad to see. The
jaw was pretty square too, and my teeth were all my own.
The only thing that worried me. was my mustache, which
was a little bushy and needed trimming badly.

“Ivy,” I said to myself, “you’re in pretty good shape, con-
sidering the life you've led. You just get that hedge off your
lip and you’ll look no more than thirty-two and life can be
beautiful again. Yes sir, Donald, you old dog you, a shave
and a beautiful blonde and a warm April day will make all
the difference in the world. Talk to me not of hormones, lad,
youre on your own again.”

I heard Judy walking in her bedroom over my head, and
I went around to the stairs and called. “You want an olive
or an onion in your martini, Judy?”

“Just a litle twist of lemon peel on top, Uncle Don,” she
called back. “Tll be down in a minute to help. Wait for
baby.”

They've changed a little more than I realized, but I think
it’s a great thing for us older fellows. I walked out to the
kitchen and put the gin and vermouth and the glasses and
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the pitcher on the table at the end of the sink. When I
locked in the refrigerator for the lemon, I also found a jar
of black caviar, so I made some spreads with that.

I was pouring the martinis into crystal glasses in the liv-
ing room when Judy came down. My back was toward her °
when she came in, and I tirned around with the two glasses
in my hands and almost dropped them when I saw her.

You know, I'd always figured that men of my age had
children, and nieces and nephews, who were in their early
teens. And I had a pretty good idea as to how children in
their teens were put together, you might say. And also,
while I didn’t know exactly how old Judy was, I knew she
couldn’t be more than twenty.

Twenty is plenty.

“Tudy,” 1 said,- when I recovered enough to hand her a
glass, “you are the prettiest girl these old eyes have ever
beheld, standing there in that tight red dress which you
fill out so well, with those shiny gold things swinging from
your ears and those red toenails sticking out of your shoes.
You may be a little bit overdressed for a simple evening in
a country house with your old Uncle Donald, who looks like
a bum, so I suggest we turn it into a small party to cele-
brate this family reunion. First of all, we will drink this
first drink before it loses its chill, and then I will go upstairs
and put on a clean shirt and fix myself up a little. Then we
will whip up a fancy dinner while we are having another
drink or two.” I touched the rim of my glass to hers. “Here’s
to a long life and a merry one.”

“For both of us,” she added.

: CHAPTER 1V
Jupy map Founp the record player.and ¢vas listening to' a
re-issue of Glenn Miller masterpieces when I walked into the
living room. She glanced up and then—and I blush with
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pride whenever I remember it—her mouth popped open
and then popped shut, and she stood up with a great big
smile spreading over her face.

“Uncle Donald,” she squeaked. “You've shaved off that
mustache. Oh, Uncle Donald, youre a real dolll” v

I put my hand behind her shoulder. “Lady,” I said, “shall
we dance?” and we glided across the living room floor to-
gether and out into the front hall and even up and down
a couple of steps, just to be fancy and devilish.

“Donald Ivy,” she said, when the music was finished and
I was making another pair of martinis, “where did you ever
learn to dance like that and why did you wear that horrible
big mustache and why are you still a bachelor when youre
so young and good-looking and this drink will be my last I
think two are enough.”

“I never did like that mustache,” I said. “It was just
a bad habit so I said the hell with it and shaved it off, Didn’t
seem to be the right thing to have in the same house with
a beautiful young girl, somehow or other.”

“This beautiful young girl thinks we better get some-
thing to eat,” she said. “Show me where it is and Ill fix
it

“Come to the kitchen,” I said, “and I will let you sit on
the stool and watch me whip up a tasty snack.” I was be-
ginning to feel a little bit giddy with my new-found urges.

I had forgotten all about Henri and the troubles of the
morning.

I finally got a modest little meal fit for a king and queen
(if I do say so myself) on the table, and I don’t know when
I enjoyed a dinner so much. There was a lot of idle chatter;
and I told a lot of stories about my life and hard times in
Europe and elsewhere, which seemed to interest Judy.

“Gee,” she said, as we were finishing coffee in the living
room, “I wish I could go to some of those places like London
and Paris and Vienna someday. If I could just see some
of the things you've seen, I'd be happy. I even wish I could
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see some of the things you've made, like those plates for the
‘ten-pound notes.”

“What in the world would you do with them?” I asked.

“You could still make money with em, couldn’t you?”

“Yes,” 1 said, “I guess you could make all the ten-pound
notes you wanted to, if you had the proper paper, and that
shouldn’t be too hard to get if you didn’t have to be too
exact. But what in the world would anyone want with
{23 Ve

A guarded knocking at the front door interrupted me.
“Now who could that be at this time of night?” I wondered.
I stood up.

“I'll start clearing the dishes off the table,” Judy said.
She went into the kitchen as I opened the front door.

The man who stood there was about five and a half feet
tall, and in the light that shone out from the hall he was
sallow and dull-eyed.

“’Ello there, guv'nor,” he said in the fake Cockney accent
that he knew I despised. “Don’t you recognize yer old prison
myte, yer old pal Wusky?”

“What the hell do you want, you bum?”

“Now that’s no-wye to talk, Donald, and ’ere on this
shiverin’ doorstep’s no plyce to talk, nyther. So why don’t
you mind yer manners, Donald, and arsk me in?” He wedged
his way into the hall. “Did you get my little billy doo?”
He took off his hat and coat and handed them to me, and
I dropped them on the floor. “Mind your manners, Donald.
This is no time to be unfriendly. You might remember that
and offer me one of your seegars and a bit of your delicious
wusky.” He seated himself in a living room chair and tilted
his big feet against the coffee table.

“Take your feet off ‘the furniture!” I said \and kicked him
in the ankle. “And stop talking like a phony Britisher. You're
in America now, where I happen to know you were born
under dubious circumstances and completely out of what we
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refer to as wedlock. I got your note. What do you want, you
crummy bastard?” :

“Now; Donald, that’s not a nice way to talk.” He rubbed
his ankle. “And kicking an old pal isn’t very nice either.
In fact,” and a beady look crept into his eyes, “I don’t
like it one little bit, and I think youll be eating it before
we say good night.”

I kicked him in the ankle again. “You're a lousy spiv,
Wausky, run out of England because not even the other SprS
would have you, and that’s about as low as you can get.”

“Listen to one jailbird talkin’ to another,” he jeered. “Oh
youre so goddam fine and dandy, in your shiny white
shirt and your coat with the satin finish to it. But you
know damned well why I'm here tonight, Donald.”

“No, I don’t know,” I said. “Why the hell are you here,’
anyhow? And how did you get hereP” g

“Aha, now youre asking questions, Donald. You don’t
know all the answers after all, do you, Mister High-and-
mighty? And I'm.not going to tell you, either. But they do
speak well of you in Tombury, Donald. Oh yes, you're quite
the country squire around here. I guess you'd like to keep
it that way, heyP”

“It makes little difference to me,” I said. I heard the
noise of water running in the kitchen sink.

“What's that?” Wusky demanded, jumping up. “Who’s
in the kitchen?”

“Sit down,” I said, and pushed him heavily into the chair.
“That’s a relative of mine who is visiting here.”

“So you've got a woman now? Well, well.” He made an
obscene gesture with his hand. “Well, so long as you have
company in the house, Donald, I'll come right to the point.
I want them plates and I'm either going to have them or
I'm going to ruin youl”

“You want what?”

“I want them plates you made for the perfect ten-pound

.
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notes, which you still have, according to what I hear. So
g0 fetch them, or else.”

I Jaughed in his face. “Or else what?”

“Or else I'll expose you, that’s what I'll' do! Oh, dont
think I can’t do it, Donald. I know people in the news-
paper racket what would love to know about the Squire of
Tombury, and that he served his stretch in Dartmoor, same
as me. Only I don’t go 'lround putting on airs or wearing
bow ties and fancy coats.”

“Wausky,” and I laughed until I almost choked, “when did
you get out of Dartmoor?”

“In forty-three. And what’s so bloody funny?”

“And then where did you go?”

“I got in the American Army.”

“They were sure scraping the bottom of the barrel. Then
Wh'lt did you do?”

“I went to France shortly after the invasion.’

“Then what did you doP”

“None of your damned business, Donald.”

“Then Tl tell you. You got court-martialed for black-
marketing in France, and you served three years for that. . .”

“Less time for good behavior,” he threw in.

“. . . and then you got back to England but in less than
two weeks they had thrown you out. Is that right?”

“That’s neither here nor there, bully boy,” he growled.
“Happens I know you've got them plates. And I want ’em.
And just for your information, there’s others after ’em too,
but I just happen to have got here first.”

“Wusky,” I said, “you’re away behind the times. If you
came and asked me nicely for those plates I might give them
to you. I don’'t need them. But you come around here and
try to blackmail me and youre not going to get anything
except a bloody nose.”

“Pardon me, Uncle Donald,” Judy said, opening the door
and sticking her head into the room. “Where do I throw the
garbage?”
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“There’s a can near the corner of the drive and the old
road,” I said. “But you don’t know where it is, so don’t you
go out tonight. I'll do it.”

She closed the door and Wusky gave me a big, ugly wink.

“Quite a tasty piece you've got for yourself, Donald. Now
I'll tell' you what Il do. You give me them plates and I'll
leave nice and peaceful-like, and everything ‘will be fine.”

“And suppose I don’t?” -

“Well then, goddam your eyes, Donald, not only will
‘you get your name in the newspapers as the prison rat you
are, but I wouldn’t be surprised if something nasty, like
a bit of acid throwing, didn’t happen to the pretty  little .
bitch you've got in—"

That was as far as he got. I grabbed him by the front of
his coat, yanked him' to his feet, knocked two of his front
teeth into his mouth, dragged him to the door and threw
him out. Then I picked up his hat and coat and threw them
after him. Then I went back to the kitchen to get a drink
of water.

“Well,” I said, looking around. “This is the cleanest this
kitchen has been for a long time. YouTre a regular house-
keeper aren’t you?”

“Who was that man?” she asked. “I didn’t like His looks.”

“Nor I his big mouth,” I said. “His name is Andrews—
Wausky Andrews they call him—and I just threw him out on
his face.”

“What did.he want?” .

“Well, to tell you the truth, he wanted those ten-pound
plates that you were asking about. At first I thought he
was fooling. Anyhow, he finally got a little nasty and, as I
said, I threw him out.” I raised the glass of water to my
h'ps. @

“Uncle Don,” she exclaimed, “you’ve cut yourselfl There’s
blood running down the back of your hand!” ;

She was right. There was a little cut across my knuckles,
where they had connected with Wusky’s teeth, I dabbed at
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the cut with a handkérchief, but blood kept oozing out.

“You better put something on it,” she said “A cut like that
can give you a nasty infection.”

I went upstairs to the bathroom to give myself some first
aid. It had been a wonderful evening until that silly and
stupid Wusky had come rapping at the door, ‘but he cer-
tainly ruined it. I was just pressing the corner of the Band-
aid down firmly, and wishing Wusky Andrews no good, when
I heard the frightful sound of tires skidding on the road,
and a woman screaming somewhere outside. :

I ran down the stairs, “Judy,” I called, “Judy! Did you
_hear that? Judy, where are you?” She wasn’t in the kitchen,
and the old coat that I keep hanging on the wall near the
back door was gone. My God, I thought, she fook that
garbage out and got hit by a car! I opened the door. “Judy!
Judy! Where are you?”

She came runing across the lawn, wearing my old coat
over her dress. “There’s been an accident!” she yelled. “A
man’s been hit by an automobile and killed! He was walk-
ing along the road and a car hit him and killed him!” She
threw her hands over her eyes. “Oh, it was terriblel”

“Take it easy, kid,” I said. “We'll go and see.”

“I don’t want to see,” she sobbed. “It was too awful. I
just want to go in the house. I was walking out to the
garbage can and the car came along the road and hit this
man and killed him.” _

The automobile had stopped by the roadside, and I could
see people walking around, and a woman was still scream-
ing. A man’s voice yelled for her to shut up, for Christ’s
sake, and go telephoné for a doctor. I saw Judy safely in the
house, got my flashlight, and ran out the front door and
across the lawn to Eddystone Road, right where #ae curve
begins. Something was lying limp in the glare of the head-
lights and a man was bending over it. The woman was still
yelling.

“What happened?P” I asked.
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“We hit him we hit him we hit him!” the woman yelled.

“Shut up before 1 hit youl” the man shouted in her face.
She shut up. “And get the hell in to that house and see if
they will call a doctor!” Suddenly he noticed me. “Where
did you come from?p”

"“I live in the house,” I said. “What happened?”

“I swear to God, mister,” he said, “I was driving along
at about forty-fifty miles an hour and a man steps out of the
trees and falls in front of the car and I hit him and there
wasn’t a thing I could do in all of God’s world to keep from
hitting him and I jammed on my brakes and I hit him and
Jesus Christ mister what am I going to do now I think I've
killed him.” He swayed drunkenly.

I put the flashlight in his face and it was white. I slapped
him across the face. “Sit down and stick your head between
your legs and get some blood back in #.”

“I ain’t had a drink,” he said.

“No, but you’ve had a shock. Now sit down. “I'll see how
badly this fellow is hurt. Maybe you just knocked him out.”

But when I stepped over to the inert figure sprawled on
the highway, I knew, if only from the grotesque position,
that the man was dead. His head was smashed, and there
was no use even to feel for a pulse or any ‘other sign of
life.

And it was Wusky Andrews, of course.

CHAPTER V

Wusky map BAD 1T. His head was bashed in and the car
had hit him so hard it had knocked him out of his shoes. He
would never talk about blackmail or acid-throwing again.
I looked at the man who had been driving the car. He was
sitting by the side of the road, holding his head in his
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hands. The woman I took to be his wife was standmg dully
beside him.

“He’s dead, ain’t he?” she asked.

“I'm afraid he is,” I said, “but we can’t tell for sure. You
stay here and I'll go in the house and send for a doctor.
And don’t touch anything or move anything until I get back.”
I ran back to the house and got the police on the telephone.

“This is Donald Ivy,” I said to the voice that answered.
“There’s been an accident in front of my house. Car hit a
man, and I'm sure it killed him. Just about five minutes
ago. . . . No, he’s lying alongside the road .. . That’s
right, the old Ivy place on Eddystone Road. . .. Yes, I
called you this morning but that has nothing to do with
this.”

I ran upstairs and got some smelling salts from the bath-
room and started down the stairs again. Then I remembered
I hadn’t seen Judy anywhere.

I called to her. “Judy! Judy! You better make some coffee
and stand by. There’s going to be a crowd of people around
here and half of them will want to use the phone.”

She answered from upstairs. “He was killed, wasn’t her”

“Yes,” I said, “but there’s nothing we can do about it
now. I'm goifg out, but you better stay here.”

I ran out to the road. The driver of the car that had hit
Wusky was still sitting where I had left him. I gave him
a couple of sniffs of the ammonia, enough to snap his head
back, and then gave his wife a drag.

“I've called the police,” I told the man. “Just take it easy
and think before you speak and youll be fine.”

“I wasn’t going fast,” he said. “He just seemed to jump
out of the shadows at me, like he was diving or something,
and I— g

“Relax,” I said. “It was an accident.”

Another car had stopped by this time. I walked over to the -
driver as he got out and asked hlm if he had a ﬂashhght
He said he did. G
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“Park out of the way,” I said, “and keep any cars from
banging into us or there’ll be more dead bodies lying around.”

“Okay,” he said. “What happened?”

“Accident,” I said. “Car hit a guy walking along the road.

“Tough,” he said, and started walking back down the
road with his flashlight. I went back to where Wusky’s
body was lying keeping one eye on the road in the other
direction. A man who was standing there asked me what

had happened and I told him the same thing.

“Jesus!” he said, in a strained and high-pitched voice.
“Really clobbered him, didn’t itP Look at that head. Even
knocked his shoes off.” :

A siren, followed by a flashing red light above two head-
lights, announced the arrival of the police. Kilgore and
another cop got out.

“Hello, Ivy,” Kilgore said. “You kill this guy, too?”

“You can go to hell,” I growled. “There’s the car that
hit him and the driver is standing beside it. If you want any-
thing from me, I'll probably be in the house.”

“Hold it a minute, Ivy,” he ordered. He bent over and
took a quick look at Wusky. “He sure is dead. Did you
see it happen, Ivy?”

“I was in the house and heard brakes squealing and then
a women yelled, so I came out. When I got here the car was
right where it is now and Wusky was nght where he is now.”

“Who did you say?”

“Wusky.”

“And who the hell is Wusky?”

“Wausky is the guy who is lying there dead.”

"By God, Donald,” he said sarcastically, “I don’t know
what the hell we would do if we didn’t have you to identify
all the dead bodies we find lying around And how did you
say he got killed?”

“I said I was in the house.”

“That’s right, so you did. Well, Donald, you just hang
around while I get things squared away, because then I
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want to ask you how you manage to know so many dead
bodies. Stand back!” he yelled at the crowd that was form-
ing. “And get them cars off the road! You wanna have
another accident!”

I walked back to the house and went out to the kitchen.
Judy was there. She had changed her clothes. The party was
over. She was drinking coffee and I poured myself a cup.

“You want some brandy in itP” I asked, reaching for the
bottle.

“Please,” she said. Her hand was shaking. I poured some
brandy into her coffee and took a little more for myself.

“Come on into the living room,” I said. “You'll feel better
soon.” >

“It was awful,” she said. “I was looking for the garbage
can and that car came-around the corner and I thought maybe
I could find the can in the lights. And then I saw that man
step out on the road and the car hit him.”

“Did he just step in front of it?” I asked.

“He seemed to,” she said. “What will they do to you
when they find out he was here and that you hit him, Uncle
Donald?”

“Give me a bad time, if I know anything about Kilgore,”
I said.

“Who’s KilgoreP”

“He’s the cop who’s out there now.” I filled my pipe and
lit it, thinking. “How much chance did you have to see
what happened?”

“Oh, only a second, just out of the corner of my eye.

“Then how did you know who it was?”

“Well, it was a little short guy, I could see that,” she
said. “I thought it was the man who was here. It was, wasn’t
i :

“Yes,” I said. “It was.” We had some more coffee and
sat and talked and smoked, but the sparkle was gone.

There was a knock at the door and I got up and opened

>

»
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it. Kilgore was there, and so was Sullivan. “Mind if we have
a word or two with you, Ivy?” the sergeant asked.

“Can’t it wait till tomorrow?P” I asked. “It’s almost mid-
night.

‘Rather make it tonight,” he said, so I stepped back and
they came in.

“Judy,” I said, when we were in the living room, “this
is Sergeant Sullivan of the state police, and this is Patrol-
man Kilgore, from Tombury. . . . My niece, Miss Thames.”

“I didn’t know you had company,” Sullivan said.

“Miss Thames is my sister’s daughter I said. “She’s visit-
1ng with me for a while.”

“Where are you from, Miss ThamesP” Sullivan asked.

“My mother and I live in Springfield,” she said. “Why?”

“I just wondered,” he said. “Donald, did you see that
accident out there happen?”

“No,” I told him. “I was upstairs when I heard it, and
I came down and got my flashlight and ran out. It was all
over then, so I came back in and called the Tombury police.”

“Kilgore tells me you were able to ‘identify the body.”

“Kilgore is right, for once,” I said. “It was a man named
Andrews. Wusky Andrews is what we always called him.”

“Who is weP”

“Everybody who knew him,” I said.

“And where did you know him?”

“In England.”

“Where in England?”

“Here and there.”

“Yes, but just exactly where? Where did you see him
last, for instance?” Sullivan asked.

"nght here.”

“What do you mean, right here? Do you mean right
here in this house?”

“That’s exactly what I mean, Sergeant,” I said. “He
was here this evening. Sitting right in that same chair where
you are. When he left he walked out on that road, I guess,
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and got hit and killed. I can’t say that I care much, either.”

“What the hell did he want?” Kilgore exploded.

“Let me ask the questions first, please,” Sullivan said,
making notes in a notebook. “Just what the hell did he
want, Ivy? That’s a fair question, I think.”

“I can’t see that it has a damned thing to do with, it,”
I said. “What Wusky was doing here has absolutely nothing
- to.do with what happened to him out there.”

“Well, we'll let that go for a while,” Sullivan said. “Miss
Thames, where were you when the accident happened?”

“I was in the kitchen,” she said. “I didn’t know any-
thing until Uncle Donald came running downstairs and told
me there’d been an accident and I should stay in the house
while he went out.”

She sounded so sincere that I almost believed her myself,
although I knew she was lying and wondered why. Had she
pushed Wusky to his death? It was obvious that Sullivan
and Kilgore believed her story.

“And then Uncle Donald came back in and called some-
body on the telephone,” she continued, “and told me to
make some coffee and he went out again. So I made the
coffee and then Uncle Donald came in and we had some
and then you came in. Would you like me to get you some
coffee?” The way she smiled when she asked them, they
would have accepted cyanide if it had been offered. They
nodded their heads and she went out to the kitchen.

“Now about this Andrews,” Sullivan asked me. “You said
that you didn’t care much if he got killed. Why not?”

“I didn’t like the bastard,” I said. “You might say I des-
pised him.”

“How'd you cut your hand?” he asked: Kilgore, who had
been fidgeting ever since Judy went for coffee, got up and
went out to the kitchen. “You didn’t have that bandage this
morning.”

“I banged it against something,” I said. “When I was
throwing some stuff out this evening.”
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“Don’t let it get infected,” he said. “What did Andrews
wantP”

“Nothing that had anything to do with his getting hit
by that car,” I said. Judy came back, followed by Kilgore
with the coffee and two more cups and saucers. She was
pouring coffee when Sullivan turned to her.

“Did your uncle and the man who got killed have any
kind of an argument this evening, Miss Thames?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said eagerly, “and Uncle Donald hit him in
the face and knocked him right out the front doorl”

“The door was open,” I added modestly.

“Thank you,” Sulivan said, and closed his notebook. He
lit a cigarette and smoked it while drinking his coffee. “Coffee
tastes mighty good—thank you for offering it to us, Miss
Thafnhes. Don’t suppose you know my old friend, Chief Zim-
mer, up there in Springfield, do you?” He didn’t even look
to see whether she nodded yes or no. (She nodded no.)
“This is a nice place you have here, Ivy. How much room
. do you have upstairsP”

“Two bedrooms and a bath,” I said. “What’s that got to
do with anything?”

“I'm just making conversation,” he smiled. “Us cops don’t
always have to have a reason for the questions we ask.”

“Then you’re the first one of that type I've ever known,”
I said. “And I've met more than my share.”

“Ah yes,” he said, “but then they probably thought you'd
done something. This time I can’t figure that you've done
anything—nothing wrong, that is. Well”—he stood up—“come
on, Kilgore, we better let these good folks get to bed. By
the way, Ivy, you don’t happen to know where we might
get- another identification on that guy who got killed here
tonight, do youP Fingerprint check or anything like that?”

“I presume youll check all the likely places, like the
F.B.I,” I said. “But you might also try Scotland Yard.”

- “Oh, he was in trouble there too, huh? I'm not surprised at
all. What did he have on you, Ivy?”
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“No more than you have,” I said, trying to keep my
temper. “Good-bye now, I'm sorry you can’t stay longer.”
I opened the door. =

“Oh, you'll be seeing a lot of us, Donald,” Kilgore said.
“Well be back here in the morning to look over the scene

* of the accident again. And try not to have any more, will
you? We're getting tired.” He yawned at me as he stepped
out.

“No tireder than I am—of you,” I said. “Good night.”

“By the way,” Sullivan said, pausing. “Henri’s last name
was Grennet, just in case you wanted to know. We had an
answer from Lisbon this afternoon. Those Spanish cops work
pretty fast.”

He was just trying to get me to ask him if he had had
a reply from Scotland Yard, but I wasn’t going to give him
that much satisfaction.

“Lisbon’s in Portugal,” I said, and closed the door. Judy
came out from the living room. “Well,” I said, “I guess we
can close the place up and go to bed. Sorry this all had to
happen, honey, but it couldn’t be helped. Why did you tell
them you hadn’t been outside the house anyhow?”

“Because you looked so tired, Uncle Donald,” she said.
“If T told them I'd been out and seen it happen they’d have
stayed and stayed.” She yawned. “And I'm tired, too. Was
it such an awful thing to do, Uncle Donald?”

When she smiled the way she did then I'd have forgiven
her anything in the world, whether I believed her or not.
“And that Kilgore told me all about Henri,” she added. “He
thinks you did it, but I don’t.”

“I'm glad there’s two of us who think that way,” I said.
“But I'm getting a little worried. Two bodies in one day is
too much of a bad thing.” I was thinking out loud. “Wusky
said there were others after them, but he had got here first.”

“After what?” she asked.

“Run along to bed, Judy,” I said, “and don’t worry your
pretty little head about anything. And when you get ready
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to get in bed, walk back and forth at the front window a
couple of times with the light on, just so those cops out front
can see that you're safe in your own room. I don’t think they
believe youre my niece, honey. By the way,” I added, “if
you aren’t, let me know first, will you please?”

“Good night,” she said.

CHAPTER VI

IT was AFTER midnight when I got to bed. It had been a
day for thinking about. First of all, of course, there was
Henri, and I wondered where he had come from and what
he had wanted from me. I'd never know. But I couldn’t be-
lieve he had come to do me any harm, so I could only be-
lieve he had gome to do me good. He was coming to help
me—that would have been more like him.

Help me in what way, I wondered. Wusky had said there
were others after my ten-pound-note plates, but I couldn’t
take him seriously. It didn’t seem possible. Maybe -Henri
had learned that Wusky was coming to see me, and maybe
Wusky had been prowling around my house the night be-
fore and killed Henri, but I doubted it. Wusky didn’t have
the guts.

And then there was Judy, who had acted so strangely
after the accident. She had come into the living room once
when Wusky and I were talking, but she knew he was a
short guy even though he had been sitting down the only
time she saw him. She was interested in those damned ten-
pound plates too. Well, if she wanted them I'd give them
to her. :

Then I thought again that maybe she wasn’t actually
my niece Judy Thames at all. She’d done an awful lot of
talking, but she hadn’t said much when you came right down
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to facts. And she hadn’t/phoned Martha, her mother, which
she would naturally have done, it seemed to me. Maybe
I should get up and call Martha, but it was a little late for
that. Of course, if she wasnt Judy, but some little gold-
digger or something, I didn’t know exactly what I was going
toido. <. .

The morning came bursting in my window with a blaze
of sunshine, and I could smell coffee-cooking, so I got up
and dressed and went downstairs. Judy was there. “Hi,” she
said. “Sleep well?” .

“Sure did,” I said, pouring myself a cup of the hot
coffee. “What’s cooking for breakfast?”

“Bacon and eggs,” she said. “That’s all I could find for
breakfast, but if there’s anything else you want that we can
make, let me know. I'm a pretty good cook.”

“Fry me two eggs, with the hot fat spooned over them,
and I'll be happy,” I said.

When we had finished breakfast, and I wag enjoying my
first pipe over my last cup of coffee, I remembered the
thoughts I had had the night before. “Where did you ever
learn to cookP” I asked.

“Oh,” she said, “I've been cooking ever since I was a
little girl. Mother and I take turns cooking for each other.
We practlcally live in that great big kitchen of ours, you
know.”

I didn’t know, never having been in Martha’s house, and
I said so.

“That’s right, you havent,” she said. “Well, it’s a two-
story brick house, with a living room and a dining room
and the kitchen downstairs, and three bedrooms and a
bath upstairs. Qutside we have a garage, where we keep the
Chevvy, and in the back there’s a'. . .” She went on and
described the house and its surroundings in great detail,
so that I began to think any fears I might have had were
away off the beam.
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“Are you still going to school?” I asked when I could get
a word in edgewise.

“Oh no,” she said. “I graduated from Springfield High a
year and a half ago, and then I went to Business School
for half a year, and then I had a job as a stenographer in the
mill. The Aspituck Woolen Mill. But the mill closed down
right after Christmas, so I didn’t have a job. And then I

- went to Boston and had a job there for a couple of months,
but my boss got fresh and I quit and went home. And then
I thought I'd come down here and work for you, Uncle

- Donald,” she laughed, “and here I am. You aren’t going to
fire me, are you?”

“You can stay here as long as you like, Judy,” I said. “But
we forgot to call Martha yesterday, so we better do it today.
Right now.” This is the real test, I said to myself.

“Let me put these dishes in the sink and we’ll do it right
now,” she said, jumping up. “Mother will be worried to death,
wondering where I am. I'll be'in the living room right away.
I know the number.” y

She stacked the dishes together and hurried out. I got up
and walked to the living room and knocked my pipe out
against the mantle. At the same time somebody knocked
on the door. At first I didn’t hear it, but the knock was re-
peated, urgently.

There was a man standing on the front steps, a man about
my size, wearing a tan gabardine topcoat and a soft felt
hat. The expression on his face was polite, but nothing
more.

“Donald Ivy?” he asked, and when I nodded he pulled a
thin black leather folder out of his inside pocket, opened it,
and introduced himself. “I'm Special Agent Roamer of the
Federal Bureau of Investigation. May I come in for a few
minutes?” :

I glanced at the identification card in the folder, saw
that his name was Samuel T. Roamer and that he was a
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Special Agent of the F.B.IL, just like he said. “What for?”
I asked. “What have I done now?”

“This is a friendly visit,” he said. “That is, I hope it will
be.” He had drifted through the front door and into the
hall while he talked; and kind of had me surrounded be-
fore I knew what was happening.

“I guess you are in,” I said. “What’s on your mind?”

“Well,” he began, when we were both seated in the
living room and I had my pipe fired up, “my headquarters
office asked me to check up on you.”

“Go head and check,” I said. “I've got nothing to hide.”

He pulled a little notebook from his pocket. “Are you sure
youre Donald Ivy? According to my notes, you have a bushy
mustache, kind of a—" .

“Retired British brigadier type,” I said. “I shaved it off.
Who told you I had oneP”

“Police station in Tombury, this morning when I asked -
where you lived. Why did you get rid of itP Trying to
change your appe'nr"mce?

“Certainly,” I said. “I think I look much better without

_it, don’t you?”

Just then Judy came into the room and I introduced them.
Judy murmured something abeut cleaning up the bedrooms,
and disappeared around the corner. We heard her go up the
steps

“Well, it’s this way, Mr. Ivy,” Roamer began at last. ©
our outfit we like to keep track of things and get rid of
trouble before it happens. Now it just so happens that you
have a reputation for being a pretty good counterfeiter, and

~that's—"

“That’s true,” I said. “I used to be the best. But that was
ten years ago. Since then—"

“All right,” he said. “You used to be the best. But I haven’t
heard of anybody since then who is any better than you were.
You were so good you even counterfeited your way right
out of Dartmoor Prison and got decorated to boot. Now
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we don’t care about what you did in England. Over here
we don’t allow anyone to make queer money, and if they
do we usually catch them pretty fast.”

“You've got me wrong, Mr. Roamer,” I said. “I have all
the money I need and every bit of it in legitimate invest-
-ments. You've got nothing on me and you aren’t going to
get anything, either. Honest Donald Ivy, that's me.”

I still didn’t get a smile out of him.

“Over here we don’t even allow anyone to have any tools
for making counterfeit money,” he went on as though I
hadn’t said a word. “We especially don’t allow them to have
any plates or dies, for example.”

“SoP” I said, knowing what was coming.

“I understand you have a set of plates for making ten-pound
English banknotes,” he said. “If that’s true, I'd like to have
them. We think you might be able to cause us trouble with
them if you keep them.”

“Mr. Roamer,” I said, getting to my feet, “unless you have
a warrant to search my house, or some reason for arresting
me—which you don’t—I'm afraid I have to ask you to leave.
I have a great deal of work to do this morning, and we
have wasted too much time already.”

Much to my surprise, he left. He was as polite as an Eng-
lish detective, and as cold as blue ice, and probably a lot
tougher than he acted. His almost-mechanical manner had
gotten under my skin and made me a little nervous.

I decided to work it off with the rake.

There weren’t any bodies in the leaves this time and
by lunch I had the yard raked all around the house, and
even out to the road. Actually, I went out there to see
where the accident had been. The skid marks were still
there, and the chalk marks the police had drawn around the
big brown stain showed where the body had been. Wusky’s
shoes were lying about ten feet away, evidently the police
had overlooked them in the dark. I picked them up and
took them back and put them in the kitchen.
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I also looked for Judy’s footprints, and sure enough there
were some around the garbage can; and the garbage was in
the can, too, proving she had been there. But I couldn’t find
her prints in the drive, because the surface was covered
with gravel, nor could I find them anywhere near where
Wusky had been hit. And she had come running up the
front walk and into the front door. So it appeared that she
must be telling the truth.

When I got the leaves gathered up it was time to eat,
but there wasn’t any food in the house. Judy and I got
into the Triumph and drove into Tombury to the super-
market. That girl knew good food, but it didn’t surprise me.
All the Ivys have been good eaters. Anyhow, the super-
market just about convinced me she was the real Mclvy. At
least it was the last test I could think of.

We got home with a pair of lobsters for lunch, which
I steamed in the Chinese fashion. As we finished, I said that
we'd better call Martha right now, before some other in-
terruption came along.

“Come on,” she said, and ran into the living room ahead
of me and picked up the phone. She gave the operator a
. Springfield number, and after a while a bright smile came
over her face and she said, “Hello, Mother, this is Judy. How
are you? . . . Oh, yes, I'm fine. I got here yesterday after-
noon, but so much has happened since I got here that we
just havent had time to call you. . . . Yes, he’s fine. He's
standing right here and he wants to talk to you.” She handed
the phone to me.

“Hello, Martha,” I said. “Long time no see or hear. How
are you?” Her voice came back to me, young and clear, ask-
ing me how I was and what I thought of Judy and all that.
I told her I thought Judy was the most wonderful girl in
the world and promised to take good care of her, and Mar-
tha promised to come down as soon as she could, and I
promised to come to see her as soon as I could. It was a
typical long distance call.
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“Judy, darling,” I said, “I feel better, knowing you really
are Judy Thames and not somebody who just moved in
to take advantage of an old and infirm man, living alone with
his dreams and stuff. Now let’s go outside and soak up some
of this fresh sunshine and warm spring air.”

“Didn’t you really believe I was mé until you talked to
mother?” she asked. “What would you do if I wasn’t? You
don’t need to answer that question.’

She ran upstairs to get a scarf totie around her head and
we went for a long walk over the Ivy acres, all seventeen
of them. By the time we got back to the house the sun was
low in the west. 2

We were sitting around after dinner, talking about things,
and Judy wondered what was happening in the Iverson
murder trial, in Chicago, and I remembered I hadn’t seen
a newspaper for two days. I had completely forgotten it at
noon when we had been shopping. I volunteered to dash in
and get a paper and Judy said she would stay and do the
dishes.

“A girl in a million,” I thought as I drove along. “I
wonder how long I can get her to stay here, and what
nice things would be proper for me to do for her. She only
has one suitcase, maybe it would be all right for me to
take her to New York and buy her some clothes. I'll just
call Martha again and find out.”

I drove down to the railroad station and got 'my paper
and then found a phone booth and told the operator that
I wanted to talk to Mrs. Martha Thames in Springfield, and
gave her the street address. Pretty soon, after a lot of palaver
and depositing of small coins, I heard a strange voice on
the other end of the line.

“Hello, Martha,” I said, “hello, hello. This is' Donald
again. Martha, is that you?”

“This is Martha,” the voice said. “Is that you, Donald?
Donald, it’s good to hear your voice again after all these
years. Where are you?” .
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When we finally finished talking I stood up slowly, opened
the door and walked slowly out to the Triumph, and drove
slowly home. I*wanted to get there in a hurry, and at the
same time I didn’t want to get home ever at all. I was all
mixed up inside.

Judy, of course, was in Sprmgﬁeld with her mother.

CHAPTER VII

THERE WAS NOBODY in the kitchen when I walked in at the
back door, which was standing open. I closed it. Some of the
dinner dishes were still in the sink. Every drawer was open
and the contents of some of them had been scattered on
the floor. The living room was in worse condition; not only
were the drawers pulled out, but books had been thrown from’
shelves, upholstery ripped, and pictures taken off the walls.

Somebody had been through the place with the well-known
fine tooth comb. And I knew who it was.

Upstairs was as bad as downstairs but, strangely enough,
as far as I could judge, she had left all of her clothes and
things behind. She—and 1 still thought of her as Judy—was
nowhere around, of course.

She seemed to be the only thing that was gone, though.
Even though everything I owned had been disturbed and
dislocated, there didn’t seem to be anything missing. I don’t
have so much that I can’t tell, almost at a glance, whether
or not the inventory is complete.

Maybe something of Judy’s was gone. I couldn’t be sure
of that. The suitcase was still there, and the red dress, and
the hat and coat she had been wearing when she arrived,
and the scarf she had worn when we went walking the day
before. I carefully inspected all her things, just to see if I
could find a clue as to who she might have been.
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Her handbag was on the bureau, but there were no iden-
tification cards’ or even driver’s license anywhere in it. She
had about fifty dollars in bills and some small change, and
a compact and lipstick, and a cigarette lighter, and that
was about all, except for a newspaper clipping. I unfolded
that, saw that it was torn from the Sunday Magazine Sec-
tion of a Boston newspaper, and then the headline caught
my eye: ;

MASTER FORGER BACK HOME
Donald Ivy Living Life Of
Country Squire In New England

I glanced at the date. It had been published the Sunday
before Wusky turned up at my house, and that had been on
Wednesday. The article was not a syndicated feature, as
far as I could see, which meant that it had only appeared in
this one paper. Wusky, then, must have written his note to
me as soon as he had read the story, then spent some time
locating the house before coming to my door.

I hurried back to my own bedroom and looked for his note
in the pocket of my jacket, where I had left it. It was still
there, with the envelope with the smudged postmark, but
as far as I could make out it had been mailed from Boston
on Monday. If anyone was trying to trace Wusky’s move-
ments they would do well to start in Boston, I thought.

Then I read the rest of the story, and a lot of things be-
came clearer to me. ;

MASTER FORGER BACK HOME
Donald Ivy Living Life Of
Country Squire In New England N
By Perry Patterson

Donald Ivy, a name that once struck terror to Scot-
land Yard’s ace operators, but which was eventually
written on the list of Britain’s war-time heroes, has re-
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turned to the United States and is living on the old
Ivy estate in Tombury, according to information which
this reporter has received.

Few people in this country, except middle-age resi-
dents of Tombury, will remember Donald Ivy. As far as
is known, he has never committed any crimes in Ameri-
ca and he has no police record here.

Abroad, however, the story is a different one. Donald
Ivy went to Europe in the middle 1930’s to study art in
Paris. He was then a young man with very little money
and, as it turned out, very little talent as an artist.
He was a copyist and a mechanic, and could turn out
reproductions of the works of others while he lacked the
ability to originate anything worth while. The paintings
he did were worthless and, as Donald himself is re-
ported to have said, “People didn’t want Ivy on their
walls.” ;

In order to live, Ivy was forced to rely on his skill
in copying. He also became a master engraver and in a
short time he is said to have begun combining these
two abilities and engraving plates that produced near-
perfect copies of money. Although he lived and worked
in Paris during most of this time, there is no evidence
that he ever couterfeited any French money, but it is
almost certain that he made monies of other nations. It
is said that he took particular delight in supplying coun-
terfeit marks free of charge to German refugees who
had to bribe their way out of Hitler’s Reich.

Although Ivy was never apprehended in France, his
reputation increased to such an extent that he was forced
to leave. . . . After a year or two of travel . . . he
settled in London. When the war broke out in Europe
he was in England, but when France fell he left Eng-
land and returned to the continent. Somehow or other he
got back to Paris and was soon masterminding a gang
of Parisian counterfeiters, who turned out more prac-
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tically undetectable counterfeit German marks. Ivy made
the plates and supervised the printing.

Shortly thereafter Ivy prepared a set of plates for
franc notes. The money was supposed to be used for
bribes in connection with smuggling French refugees
out of France. Eventually the Germans closed in on
the money-making ring. Ivy was captured but escaped,
bribing his way past German guards with money he
had made himself. . . . Back in England he was ar-
rested for counterfeiting five-pound notes, and sentenced
to a term in England’s famous Dartmoor prison.

So great were his talents, however, that the British
Intelligence Service soon called on him for assistance
in forging identification for British agents who were
being parachuted into enemy-held territory. He was
even commissioned to prepare a set of ten-pound-note
plates, which would print the money used for paying
off spies and foreign informers who demanded British
pounds. These were so carefully made that, except for
one tiny and deliberate flaw known only to Ivy and
a few people in British Intelligence, it is still impossi-
ble to distinguish them from the genuine notes.

For his services, at the end of the war Ivy was given
a full pardon and decorated by the British government.
He was also allowed to keep his perfect plates in ac-
cordance with a private and undisclosed arrangement
with the British authorities . . . :

T've left a lot out of the article, which went on to follow
me down through Lisbon and Tangier and back to Tom-
bury. The author put a pretty factual story together, and I
could see why everybody and his brother was trooping
through my house trying to find my ten-pound plates. Well,
I was bound that I was going to keep those plates because
I was proud of them. And even though the house had been
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thoroughly searched, I noticed that the plates were still where
I had put them.

I went downstairs and picked up the telephone to call
the police and tell them what had happened, but the phone
was dead. It had been ripped from the wall.

I ‘went out, locking the doors and windows behind me,
and drove up Eddystone Road until I came to an Esso station
that was still open. While the operator was filling the
Triumph, I used his phone and called state police head-
quarters and talked to Sullivan. He said he’d be right over.
I didn’t tell him about Judy being a fake. I just told him
she had disappeared and the house had been turned upside
down and the phone pulled out.

He got to the house about ten minutes after I did, looked
it over from top to bottom, and finally sat down in the liv-
ing room with a cigarette in his hand.

“Ivy,” he said, letting smoke trickle out of his nose, “let’s
stop trying to kid each other, huh? I'll admit the place is
a mess and that dame is gone. I don’t know what the hell
your game is, but I'm going to find out right now. To begin
with, you know damned well that blonde you had here
the other day is no more your dear little niece than I am.”

“Sullivan,” T said, “I swear that when she first came here
I thought she was what she said she was. It wasn’t until
later that I began to suspect. Today after lunch we called
her mother, I thought, and I talked to her myself. I called
Martha again tonight, from Tombury, and got the straight
story. And I don’t know who the hell she was. thle she

was here I treated her as though she was my niece.”

“Okay,” he said. “We'll proceed on that assumption, though
I'm not giving you an inch, Ivy. You got a reputation for
being smart and I guess you earned it.” He reached in his
pocket and pulled out a sheet of yellow paper, which he
handed to me. “I'm going to keep checl\ing until I find out
who killed Henri Grennet,” he said, “but you get to keep
the house .and Iot. Read it.”
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I took the copy of a radiogram from him. NO RECORD
DONALD IVY CONVICTIONS OR SENTENCES HERE
HOPE YOU HAVE BETTER LUCK. It was signed INSP
BRISK CID. I gave it back to Sullivan with a smile.
© “Sergeant,” I said, “did you by any chance see that story
about me in last Sunday’s Boston paper?”

“Sure,” he said, “I saw it. I guess every“cop in this part
of the world saw it, even Kilgore. How did you think I knew
to ask you the questions I did when I was here yesterday
morning?”

“That’s what I was wondering,” I said. “Now I know.
And I know why all hands and the ship’s cook have been
coming to see me, from blondes to the F.B.I. But how did
you know that girl wasn’t my niece?r”

“I'd seen her somewhere before, but I couldn’t remember
where. But when she came into this room last night I had
the idea I knew her. Funny thing, though, I thought I knew
ber from Springfield. I was stationed up there about seven
years ago and knew a lot of people and their kids. So it
might have been your niece, for all I knew. But then this °
morning I called up Chief Zimmer and asked him to get the
straight dope for me, without disturbing anyone. He called
me back and said Judy ‘Thames was at home.”

“Why didn’t you call me up and tell me?” I asked.

“I figured to give you all the rope you wanted, and then I
was going to help you hang yourself with it.”

“You don't like me, do you?”

“I don’t like any crooks,” he said, “no matter what the.
hell kind of arrangements they manage to make with the
British government. They don’t make arrangements with
me, that’s a cinch!”

“So what are you going to do about ]udy—the one who'’s
missing from here?” I asked.

“Why should I do anything? Did she steal something be-
fore she left? Did she take your beautiful ten-pound plates,
IvyP Actually, I see no reason why I should stay up half *
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the night looking for her. Do you?” He looked at me, just
daring me to think up a reason.

“No,” I said, “I guess not. But do you know who she
was? What’s her name?”

“I don’t know that, either,” he said; “but it'll come to
me one of these days. If you don’t mind, Ivy, I think Ill
go now. I've wisted enough time here. There’s nothing for
me to do.” He started to get up.

“Wait a minute, Sullivan,” I said. “You remember last
night when Judy told you she was in the kitchen when
Wausky Andrews got hitP Well, she was lying to you. She
was outside -the house, near the road, and she saw the
whole damn thing.”

He was interested now. I saw his eyes ll&,ht up. “How
do you know?” he asked.

“She told me so. She was going out to dump the garbage
when it happened. I heard the brakes, like I told you, and
at first I thought a car had hit her. I yelled and she wasn’t
in the house. I opened the front door and yelled for her
again, and she came running in, saying there had been an
accident. Later on she told me that a short man had been
hit, even though the only time she ever saw him, as far as
I know, is when he was sitting down.”

“Why did she tell me she didn’t know anything about it?”
he said.

“Maybe she didn’t like you,” I said. “Maybe she couldn’t
stand much investigation. She told me that she figured you
and Kilgore would stay all night if she told you, and she
was sleepy and wanted to get to bed.”

“Well, T'll be damned,” he said. “This beats me. I thought
we had a simple little accident, nobody at fault, really, and
now we got a complication. What do you think, Ivy?”

“I'm no cop,” I said. “Youre the cop.”

“Well,” he said slowly, “to me it kind of figures this way.
First of all,” and he unfolded one finger from his fist, “a
story about you comes out in Boston on Sunday. On Tuesday .



COUNTERFEIT CORPSE 55

a guy by the name of Henri Grennet comes by your house,
looking for those ten-pound plates that the British government
let 'you keep. That’s number two.” He unfolded ‘another
ﬁnger “Did you kill him, Ivy?”

“Nuts to you,” I said.

“Then,” and he unfolded a third finger, paying no atten-
tion to me, “on Wednesday a dame, name unknown, moves
in and that evening a guy named Wusky Andrews gets hit
by a car and killed after trying to get the ten-pound plates
away from you. He’s the fourth thing.” Sullivan unfolded
another finger. “You don’t think maybe somebody pushed
him in front of that car, do you, Ivy?”

“Nuts to you again,” I said. “Nuts with worms in ’em.’

“And then tonight the dame, who was also interested in
those beautiful ten-pound plates with only one teeny-weeny
little flaw in them, starts taking the place apart while you
are in town. I don’t know exactly when you got home, but
now she’s gone.” He extended his thumb, and then closed
his hand into a fist again. “That’s quite a handful, Ivy. If
she turns up dead, too, itll be quite a handful of .murder,
won't it?” He never raised his voice at all. “What did you
do with the body, Donald?”

. CHAPTER VIII

/

“SurLivan,” I sam, “if I told you what you can do with
your silly theories you'd be astounded. If you followed my
suggestion you'd be embarrassed. Why don’t you give up?”

“I just like to see how beautifully you keep your emotions
under control,” he laughed. “But all kidding aside, what did
you do with the dame?”

“Dammitl” I exploded. “I didn’t do anythmg with her

== ~
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except leave her alone in this house for half an hour. You
can check—"

“Take it easy, Donald,” Sullivan said, rising and starting
for the door, “or you'll lose your self-control and hate your-
self in the morning for it. Good night now.” He held out
his hand and for some reason or other I took it. His grip
was firm and friendly. “You -know, Donald,” he said, “some-
times I .almost hope that somebody else killed all these
people.”

“Thanks,” T said.

“But I don’t think there’s a chance of my dreams coming
true,” he said, and left.

I watched him walk down the path to the driveway, and
then I closed the door and started picking things up and
putting them away, in a half-hearted fashion. I wasn’t happy.
Not happy at all.

And I was sore at myself, too. I knew darned well I should
have spotted Judy the first hour she was in the house. She
had said she couldn’t remember the last time her mother had
left home, but I knew her mother had been down for my
mother’s funeral, Dr. Dann had told me so.

I knew that I'd better step back quick into the keen-
witted character whose steel-trap mind had outwitted the
police forces of seventeen nations—until the British caught
me. If I didn’t, I was going to find myself sitting in a pokey
somewhere, Jooking for a lawyer to get me out of a homi-
cide rap. I was the best the cops had for Henri’s murder, and
I had the feeling that they sometimes made out pretty well
with just a little.

Now that I knew about Judy, I figured she’d come down
from Boston looking for my ten-pound plates—and I began
to wish I had never made the damn things. She had naturally
heard Wusky trying to get them from me, and then, the way
it looked, she had followed him out to the road and pushed
him in front of the car that killed him.

But who had killed Henri? Me? No.
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I got to thinking about the footprints that came from
the back of the house around to where Henri had been
killed. They were huge footprints and they kept growing
bigger and changing color as I watched them, and then
a voice said, ““Youre next, Ivy,” and I looked over my
shoulder and a huge club was coming down on my head.

I woke up in the living room chair with a jump, my heart
beating a mile a minute. I had been dreaming, and the
sun was already slanting in the front windows, and I was
stiff and sore and my problems were still unsolved. I felt
like hell.

I changed into my outdoor clothes and got Wusky’s
shoes from the kitchen and went to the back yard, behind
the woodpile, to take a look at the special footprints there.
Wausky’s shoes seemed to fit the prints perfectly.

“You should be on the cops, Donald,” I said to myself.
“Here in about five minutes you've solved a murder.” I-felt
pretty good, and safer too, and went in the house to tele-
phone the police and tell them about it.

The phone, of course, had been ripped out the night be-
fore, and was still useless. But I got the Triumph and drove
to the Esso station and called Sullivan and told him. He
said he’d be over in a half hour or so. “And I've got some
news for you,” he added.

“What now?” I asked.

“I remembered the real h'mdle that goes w1th that so-
called niece of yours,” he said. “Her name is Billie Mataze
and she comes from Springfield, all right. Got no real police
record, but Chief Zimmer says they think she’s been working
a badger game. No visible means of support. She’s a sharp
operator, all right. You better count your buttons again to
make sure she didnt take some when she left.”

“Billie Mataze,” T said. “I'll remember that the next
time I see her.”

I drove back home and noticed a black sedan parked on
the old road, beside the drive. It had a police tag on it, and
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looked like the car Kilgore had been driving, but 1 didn’t
see him anywhere. He was, I figured, probably checking
something about the accident on Wednesday. But I thought
maybe I ought to tell him about the shoes. I put the car
in the garage and was walking back to the house when he
came out the back door.

“What the hell are you doing in my house, Kilgore?” I
asked.

“Using the phone—only somebody has ripped the damn
thing off the connection.”

“Don’t you have a radio in that car of yours?” I said.
“You got a hell of a crust, using my phone when I'm away.
Go on up to the gas station, like I do.” I suddenly remem-
bered I'd forgotten to call the telephone company to come
and fix my phone. It made me feel a little silly. “Anything I
can do for you?”

“Yeah,” he said. “When d1d you last see your niece, Judy?”

“Last night,” I said. “Along about eight o’clock.”

“Have you seen her sinceP”

“The last time I saw her was along about eight o’clock
last night,” I repeated slowly. “What’s on your mind?”

“I want to show you something,” he said, and he loosened
his revolver in its holster and let his hand rest on the butt.
“Let’s you and me walk down to the pond, Ivy. You walk
ahead of me, hands where I can see ’em. And I'm not fool-
ingl”

I could see he wasn’t, so I did exactly what he told me
and walked down to the edge of the pond. She was lying
there, in the old brown marsh grass, her clothes disheveled
and water-soaked, her face down in the water.

“What happened to her, Ivy?” Kilgore wanted to know.

“I don’t know,” I said. “How did you manage to find her
here? How did you know she was gone?”

“State police asked us to keep an eye out for her, last
night. I figured maybe she hadn’t gone very far. What did

" she have on you, Ivy? Same thing as Henri, maybe?”
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“What are you trying to say, Kilgore?”

“I'm not tryin’, I'm saying it straight. You killed her, Ivy,
same as you killed that Frenchman! I hope I'm in the room
when you burn for it, too. I don’t care about the Frenchie,
but this girl-your own niece, and a cute kid at that. Make
a move, Ivy, so I can shoot you, please.”

“Look, Kilgore,” I said, “if this is the same girl who was
in my house yesterday, she.isn’t my niece.”

“You won't get off any lighter for killing some dame you
select for a roommate,” he said. “It’'s murder just the same,
Tvy.”

“Her name,” I continued slowly, “is Billie Mataze. She
came from Springfield. She’s got no police record but they
have an eye on her. She came down here to swindle me.”

“A goddamn shame she didn’t swindle you out of your
life,” he growled. “What the hell did you drag her down
here and throw her in the lake for, anyway?”

“This is the first time I've seen her since last night,” I said.
“I didn’t kill her. I don’t know who did.”

“Turn around,” he said in a weary voice. “Start walking
back to the house. I don’t believe a word you say, Ivy, and
I don’t think the judge will either. What a son of a bitch-
you are, shooting a pretty little girl like that!”

We walked up the hill and out the driveway to his car.

“All right,” he said. “Turn around and stick your hands
out in front of you, close together.” I turned slowly, hands
out, and found myself looking down the long black tunnel
of a revolver. Kilgore clapped a pair of handcuffs over my
wrists and squeezed them tight. He put the gun back
in its holster. “Git in the car,” he said. “And be careful.
Damn careful.”

The bum would have had me out of there and in the
Tombury jail if Sergeant Sullivan hadn’t driven in just then.
He parked his car behind Kilgore’s, got out and gave the
two of us a quick look. “What the hell's going on here,
anyhow?” he asked. -
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“‘I'm taking him in, sarge,” Kilgore said. “I'm booking
the bastard on suspicion of killing that cute little girl who
was here yesterday, and who I just found dead down in the
pond?”

“Is this true, Ivy?” Sullivan asked.

“Sure it’s true,” Kilgore said.

“The hell it is,” I said. “Billie Mataze’s down in the pond,
all right, and she’s certainly dead. But I had nothing to do
with it. Ask him how he managed to find her so quick, he’s
as good a suspect as I am.”

“T'll—" Kilgore threatened, raising his hand.

“Go ahead and say it,” I sneered. “Go ahead and hit me,
you country clown. I'll have the hide off your back.”

“Shut up!” Sullivan ordered, stepping between XKilgore
and me. “Take it easy, both of you. You, Kilgore, if you want
my advice, beter be pretty darn sure you know what you're
doing before you arrest this-guy. Every one of these guys
like Ivy can get a smart mouthpiece and, if youre wrong,
can take the hide off your back. And as for you, Ivy, if I
were in your position I'd keep my big mouth shut!”

I kept my big mouth shut, with an effort.

“Have you reported this, Kilgore?” he asked.

“No,” Kilgore said. “My radio’s out and so’s Ivy’s tele-
phone It’s pulled loose from the wall.”

“I know,” Sullivan said, “I saw it last night. Dxd you frisk
Ivy before you put the cuffs on him?”

“No,” Kilgore said, “I didnt . . .”

“You didn’t think about it,” Sullivan finished for him.
“One of these days you're going to forget to think and wind
up with a pistol bullet in your head. Turn around, Ivy, and
put your hands up against the side of the car.” He ran his
hands quickly over my body. “All right, you can relax now.
If I were you, Kilgore, I'd unlock Donald. You want me to
report'l’ My radio’s workmg okay. Shall I get Doc Dann?”

“Might as well,” Kilgore growled. Sullivan got in his car
and started talking into a mike. Kilgore took a key out
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of ]1is pocket and unlocked the handcuffs. “Damned state
cops,” he muttered. “Think theyre big shots. I'll get you
yet, Ivy.”

Sullivan finished his call and )omed us. “They’ll be right
out,” he said. “Let’s go back and take a look at what you
found, Kilgore.” Together we walked down to the pond.
“Looks like a hole in her back, where that bloodstain is,”
Sullivan said. “Either stabbed or shot. In the heart, no
matter which.”

“Shot, I'd say,” Kilgore said.

“Probably,” Sulhv.m said. “What kind of a gun you got,
Donald?”

“Smith and Wesson .38 Terrier,” I said.

“Why a hideout gun?” Kilgore asked.

“Fire it recently?” Sullivan asked. .

“Never fired it at all since I bought it last winter. Got
a short-barreled one because it’s easier to carry in my pocket
when I'm looking for foxes in the woods.”

“You couldn’t hit a fox with one of those Terriers,” Kil-
gore snorted. “The barrel’s too damned short.”

“I couldn’t hit one with a longer barrel either,” I said.

“That’s Billie Mataze all right,” Sullivan said. “Hate to
see a pretty girl like that get it like this. You find any
tracks coming down here, Kilgore? She certainly didn’t
walk.”

“I didn’t look for any,” he said. “Soon as I found her I
went up looking for Ivy so I could use his phone. Then he
came along and I forgot to look for prints.”

“Youre a great cop,” Sullivan said. “Now from where I
stand I can see a pretty deep set of tracks coming down from
the house to the pond, and a lighter set, same size, going
back.”

“Somebody carried her down, threw her in the pond, and
walked back,” I suggested.

“Elementary, my dear Watson.” Sullivan allowed himself
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a small smile as he turned to Kilgore. “Do you agree, Les-
trade?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Kilgore said.
“You state cops give me a pain. Sure I can see that some-
body carried her down and then walked back What’s to
keep Ivy from doing itP”
~ “These feet are too big!” Sullivan said.

“Thanks,” I said. “I hope that clears me for a while.”

We started walking toward the house again, and when
we got to the back door Sullivan opened it and stepped in.

“Come on along, Donald,” he said. “I want to take a
look at that gun of yours. Did anything happen to it last
mg,ht?"

> 1 said. “I keep it in a drawer of -the table in the
front hall. The drawer was open but the gun was still there
last night. I didn’t touch it.”

We walked through the dining room into the hall, and I
opened the drawer. The snub-nosed revolver was there. Sulli-
van dropped a handkerchief over it, picked it up, smelled it
carefully. ;

“Did you say it was never fired?” he asked. I nodded. “The
hell you say,” he muttered, and unlocked the chamber and
swung it out. “There’s an empty in here, Ivy, and I'd say
this gun had been fired in the last twenty-fours. Just like
I said last night, Donald, it’s quite a handful of murder.
Isn’t it?”

CHAPTER IX

“ITs A MEss,” I said. “Who do you think did it?”

“Who do I think did it?” Sergeant Sullivan repeated. “That’s
what I was just going to ask you. After all, this is your pistol,
isn’t itP”
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“It looks like mine,” I admitted. “I'd have to check the
serial number to make sure. I've got it jotted down in a note-
book upstairs. I'll go get it.” I started up the stairs.

“Hold it, Ivy!” Kilgore ordered, sticking his own pistol
in my side. “You don’t go nowhere unless the sarge or me
tells you it’s okay, you understand? That right, sarge?”

Sullivan nodded. “T'll check the serial, don’t worry. Look
around, Kilgore, and see if you can ﬁnd any holes in the
wall where a bullet might have gone in.”

“Look,” I said, you won't find my ﬂngerprmts on that
trigger, you knpw that.”

“Sure,” Sullivan said. “I know it. ]ust like I know that
you know that any fingerprints found on a ribbed trigger
like this Terrier’s got, or on the butt, are strictly accidental.
Prints just don’t stick.”

“Here’s a hole in the stairs,” Kilgore said, pointing his
finger at one of the risers. “Goes straight through.”

“Go around to the cellar stairs and see where the bullet
went,” Sullivan said. “And when you find it, don’t touch it.
We'll let the experts do the handling.” Kilgore clattered
into the kitchen and down the cellar steps.

“Somebody was standing here by the table,” I said. “He’d
seen the gun. Judy—or Billie Mataze—came down the stairs,
got here at the bottom, and the guy shot her and dropped
the gun back in the drawer. Then he picked her up and
hustled her out of the house.”

“It figures that way,” Sullivan said, “if you take it for
granted that some guy was here in the house. But there’s
other ways to figure it, too. For instance—"

Kilgore came rushing into the hall. “I found it!” he an-
nounced. “Stuck right in the inside of the cellar door. Some-
body must have shot right through Billie when she was
standing here at the bottom of the stairs!”

“We’ll make a cop of you yet,” Sullivan said. “Now, Ivy,
as I was saying, try figuring it this way. You are all alone,
out here in the country away from everyone, with a beauti-
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ful blonde that you know is not your niece any longer. What
do you do? You figure she’s fair game and start fooling
around a little. One thing leads to another but she says no.
You say yes. She says no. You get mad and start slapping
her around, maybe. Somewhere in the fracas she gets shot.
What’s wrong with that solution?”

“Nothing,” I said, “except that it’s full of holes and also,
of course; I didnt do it.”

“The hell you didnt,” Kilgore said. “You killed Billie
Mataze when she wouldn’t come across.”

There was the sound of an automobile on the drive out-
side. Sullivan opened the front door.

“Who the hell’s thisP” he asked, as a man in a gabardine
topcoat got out of the car.

“Federal man,” Kilgore said. “Name’s Sam Roamer. He’s
‘interested in Ivy, too. We've been working together. Hi,
Sam, what do you know?”

+Hello, Kilgore,” Roamer $aid. “What are you doing out
here?”

“Checking up,” Kilgore said. “Sam, I'd like you to meet
~ Sergeant Sulivan, of our state cops. And this is Donald Ivy.
Sam’s an F.B.I. agent.”

“Glad to meet you, Sergeant,” Roamer shook the offered
hand. “What’s going on? If you're here on business I'll leave.
I don’t want to interfere .in local affairs. I can always see
Ivy later.”

“You better see him now,’ Kllgore said. “Because later may
be too late. I got a happy hunch we’re taking Mr. Ivy away
on a murder rap.”

“Murder?” Roamer said. “You mean he killed that French-
man last Tuesday mght?’

“Wouldn’t surprise me,” Sullivan said. “No, we think he
killed a girl by the name of Billie Mataze, who was living
here with him. We just found her body down in the pond
behind the house, lying in the water with a hole in it. This
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Billie Mataze was here pretending to be Ivy’s niece, only
Ivy got wise, so we think he let her have it.’

“That surprises me, Sergeant,” Roamer said. He pulled
out his little notebook, flipped through the pages. “We never
heard that Ivy went in for murder. I guess you know he’s
got a record -for counterfeiting, forging, altering checks and
things like that. But I mever heard of him shooting anyone
before. Neyer even heard of him carrying a gun. You sure
Ivy did it?”

” Sullivan admitted. “But we dont have anybody we
hke better e

“You're wrong on one thing)” Kllgore said. “About Ivy
never carrying a gun. He had one here in the house. A Smith
and Wesson .38 Terrier. And I found a bullet hole and the
bullet sticking in the cellar door.”

“I'll be darned,” Roamer said. He scribbled in his note-
book. “You never can tell what quiet guys like Ivy are
going to do next.”

“Would you like to take a look inside?” Sullivan asked.~“See
where it happened. My gang ought to be here any minute,
but. if you'd like to take a quick look you might be able
to help us.”

Roamer was all business, once he was inside. First he
looked at my pistol, without touching it, and said just about _
the same thing Sulivan ‘had said about fingerprints on it.

“You find any blood anywhere?” he asked, looking care-
fully at the( floor and walls. “You better have your lab
crew go over the place with a microscope first, then scrape
the wax off the floor and test that for blood too.”

A couple of cars and an ambulance arrived then and for
the next three or four hours the place was a madhouse. I
guess they knew what they were doing but it was a tough
time for me, and there was always a cop at my side.

Dr. Dann was there and he was the one thing that kept me
from blowing my top. He supervised the removal of Billie
Mataze’s body from the pond, after it had been photo-
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graphed from every angle except under water, and pro-
nounced her officially dead. He was also able to see that
she had been shot at close range. There were burn marks
on her dress, around the hole that went in the front and
out the back. But of all the people who were there—cops
and photographers and reporters and curious people who
just dropped in—he was the only one who had a good word
for me. He listened patiently to Sullivan’s ideas, and even
to Kilgore’s, and shook his head.

“Donald didn’t do it,” he said. “Donald’s too smooth
a talker to ever have to take a gun to a girl. Aren’t you,
Donald?”

“Thanks, Doc,” I said.

“I don’t doubt it at all,” Sullivan said. “But there comes
a time when even the smoothest operators make a wrong
move. Listen, Ivy, why dont you tell the truth? You can
get off easy, and save all of us here hell of a lot of work.”

“Watch what you say, Donald,” Dr. Dann cautioned.

“Look, Ivy,” Sullivan said, “it must have happened this
way, didn’t it? You went to town and called up your sister.
We've checked on that. She said her daughter was at home,
so you knew the girl in your house was a phony. You went .
home and found the dame searching everywhere, because
you always have a lot of cash on hand in the house. She
was stealing you blind, and when you caught her she came
at you with a heavy object, like a poker, and you shot her
“in self-defense. That’s it, isn’t itP”

“No,” I said evenly, “that isn’t it. I came home and she
was gone. I called you. You came. Nothing else was missing.
You left. This morning Kilgore finds the body—but how
he happened to be down by the pond is something I'd like
to hear him explain.” -

“I had a hunch,” Kilgore said. “We cops use hunches a
lot.”

“I wondered what you used,” I said. “Sergeant, I didn’t
do it and I think you knov'v it. You've had two stories so far,
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one that I was trying to rape the girl and the other that
I killed her in self-defense. If you think you've got some-
thing on me, go ahead and arrest me. But I believe you
have to have a reasonable amount of evidence, don’t you?”
- “Just let him arrest you,” Dr. Dann said. “I'll have you
sprung fifteen minutes after he gets into Tombury.”

“You know dammned well I don’t have enough evidence
to arrest anyone—yet,” Sullivan said. “Now let’s get this
girl’s body out of here, you guys.”

He walked from the side of the pond up to the front of
the house and sat on the front doorstep, lighting a cigarette.
The ambulance roared away with all that was left of Billie
Mataze and soon the crowd had disappeared. Only Sulli-

van, Kilgore, Dr. Dann, and I were left. I was with the
doctor but I could overhear the two cops.

“What became of that F.B.I. man, Roamer?” Sullivan
asked.

“He shoved off,” Kilgore said. “Right when the crowd
started arriving. Said it wasn’t a Federal case and he better
keep out of it.”

“I bet he could help me with this .one, Sullivan said. “And
I sure need help. You know where he’s staying, Harry?”

“Yeah,” Kilgore said. “At the Banks Hotel. He’s trying
to get Donald here for possessing counterfeiting tools and
stuff, or catch him up on his income tax.”

“How do you know so much about his business?” Sullivan
asked.

“I was talking ‘to him,” Kilgore said. “We were kind of
trading information about Donald. You know, Sergeant, you
state cops aren’t the only ones who can make big arrests.
Some of the rest of us get in on the gravy now and then.”

“You get an arrest in this case, Kilgore, and Ill carry
you on my back to the top of the town hall and nail an
American flag to you, or something else big and important.
Might even buy you a drink. You get the bullet, DocP”

“Gave it to Ralph. It’s probably the right one. Donald,
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you must have some ideas about this case. What do” you
think?” :

“Doctor,” I said, “I'm confused. Sometimes I think I have
an idea but before I can grab it, it goes away. But the way
I see it, it all started with that story about me in the Boston
paper. Some guys saw it and decided to come and put the
bite on me. Henri maybe learns about it and comes to
warn me. Judy—or Billie—moves in, to do her stuff the easy
way. Wusky tries a crude approach. Wusky’s footprints lead
to where Henri was found. Billie Mataze probably pushed
Wausky in front of the car that killed him. Somebody killed
Billie. I don’t know who, but it all seems to come back to
my doorstep. Could it be for the cash I usually have on
meP Anyhow, it seems it's’ my fault that these three were
killed.”

“Don’t feel that -way, Don,” Dr. Dann said.

“It won’t keep me from sleeping, except for Henri,” I
said. “But I'd like to get to the bottom of it. And I think
it begins somewhere in Boston. Sergeant,” I turned and
asked, “would.it be all right for me to run up to Boston and
scout around on my own and see what I could find?”

“It would like hell,” Sullivan said., “The Boston cops are
already working on it. You do like I told you and dont
go any further than Tombury.”

“All right,” T said, “but I could get up there and back
the same evening. Only take me about six hours.”

“T've got cops driving past here every hour,” Sullivan told

e. “When your car is away, they let me know. If we can’t
find it in Tombury the word goes out to pick you up on
sight. You couldn’t get within fifty miles of Boston.”

“Look, Ivy,” Kilgore butted in. “How do you keep people
from robbing you if you always carry a wad of dough and
never carry a gun. Bash them over the head with sticks
of firewood, like Henri?”

“Sonny boy,” I said, “my money is in my left front pants
pocket. I'm_a little short of six feet tall and weigh 170
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pounds, probably forty pounds less than you do. You have a
gun, I don’t. If you can get my wallet out of my pocket with-
out shooting me, I'll give you one hundred dollars.”

“Oh, what a big mouth!” he said, stepping over to where
I stood. Dr. Dann and Sergeant Sullivan watched him in-
tently, Sullivan with his hand on the butt of his revolver.
“So anything goes, does it?” He threw a hard left at my
jaw, a right at my head, and all he hit was air. “Stand still,
goddammit!” he roared.

I kicked him lightly in the shin, just enough to hurt a
little, and laughed at him. He crowded me toward the
house and, as I expected, threw his big arms against me,
wrapping me up in a bear hug.

“Now, you wise bastard,” he shouted, “I'm just gonna
slap your head until you either give me that money or go

silly. Onel”

- He backed one hand off but it never landed. I stepped
down hard on his instep, ducked under his arm, grabbed it
as I went under, and had him flying over my shoulder be-
fore he knew what hit him. He stretched out flat on the
lawn, blinking his eyes and trying to 