Rt et - PR -: -
| i

| -

PG et e 2 e ol e g

S o o e M L e T e
<

e







BORED?

Now the excitement you've dreamed about can
be yours with Alfred Hitchcock's very special
offerings—tales of bizarre mystery and
psychotic cunning guaranteed to turn your
nightmares into reality.

Please note: These offerings are limited to

enlightened thrill seekers and brave souls only.

The nervous, or otherwise high-strung, are not
eligible—and are forewarned.






EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE

MORE
STORIES

NOT

FOR THE
NERVOUS

LLLLLLLLL



The author gratefully acknowledges the
invaluable assistance of Robert Arthur

in the preparation of this volume
Published by

DELL PUBLISHING CO., INC.

750 Third Avenue

New York, N.Y. 10017

Copyright © 1965 by Random House, Inc.

Dell ® TM 681510, Dell Publishing Co., Inc.

All rights reserved under International and
Pan-American Copyright Conventions.
Reprinted by arrangement with

Random House, Inc., New York, N.Y.

First Dell Printing—March, 1967
Second Dell Printing—October, 1967
Third Dell Printing—November, 1967
Fourth Dell Printing—May, 1968
Fifth Dell Printing—October, 1968
Sixth Dell Printing—June, 1969
Seventh Dell Printing—January, 1970
Eighth Dell Printing—August, 1970

Printed in U.S.A.



ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

“Room With a View” by Hal Dresner. Copyright © 1962
by H. S. D. Publications. Reprinted by permission of the
author and the author’s agents, Scott Meredith therary
Agency, Inc.

“Lemmings” by Richard Matheson. Copyright 1957, by
Richard Matheson. Originally appeared in Fantasy and
Science Fiction. Reprinted by permission of The Harold
Matson Company, Inc.

“White Goddess” by Idris Seabright. Copyright ® 1956 by
Margaret St. Clair. Reprinted by permission of McIntosh
and Otis, Inc. Originally appeared in The Magazine of
Fantasy and Science Fiction.

“Call for Help” by Robert Arthur. Copyright © 1964 by
Robert Arthur. Reprinted by permission of the author.
Originally appeared in Mike Shayne Mystery Magazine.

“View From the Terrace” by Mike Marmer. Reprinted by
permission of the author. Copyright © 1960, by Cosmo-
politan Magazine.

“Something Short of Murder” by Henry Slesar. Reprinted
by permission of the author’s agent, Theron Raines. ©
Copyright 1957 by Henry Slesar. Originally published in
Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine.

“The Golden Girl” by Ellis Peters. Reprinted by permis-
sion of Joyce Weiner Associates, London. Reprinted from
This Week magazine. Copyrighted 1964 by the United
Newspapers Magazine Corporation.

“The Boy Who Predicted Earthquakes” by Margaret St.
Clair. Copyright © 1950 by Margaret St. Clair. Reprinted
by permission of McIntosh and Otis, Inc. Originally ap-
peared in MacLean’s Magazine.



“Walking Alone” by Miriam Allen deFord. Reprinted by
permission of the author and Ellery Queen’s Mystery Mag-
azine. Copyright, 1957, by Davis Publications, Inc. (for-
merly Mercury Publications, Inc.)

“For All the Rude People” by Jack Ritchie. Reprinted by
permission of Larry Sternig Literary Agency. Originally
published in Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine. Copy-
right 1961 by H. S. D. Publications, Inc.

“Sorry, Wrong Number” by Allan Ullman and Lucille
Fletcher. Reprinted by permission of Random House, Inc.
Copyright 1948 by Lucille Fletcher.



CONTENTS

Room With A View
HAL DRESNER
Lemmings
RICHARD MATHESON
White Goddess
IDRIS SEABRIGHT
Call For Help
ROBERT ARTHUR
View From the Terrace
MIKE MARMER
Something Short of Murder
HENRY SLESAR
The Golden Girl
ELLIS PETERS
The Boy Who Predicted Earthquakes
MARGARET ST. CLAIR
Walking Alone
MIRIAM ALLEN DEFORD
For All the Rude People
JACK RITCHIE

Novel

Sorry, Wrong Number
LUCILLE FLETCHER and ALLAN ULLMAN

19
21
27
43
53
67
72
81
95

109



)

et e
‘"= g "I‘II‘?I ¥ M
1 — : N

s " x|
7 : - [a "‘n(f ;é.;-
i ey g IO
s 1 ;l_‘j\..lr'

=500 X C Y i*
) . e
& Al
1
p
{
| o rl
= £
i
S
- R
o
o e N .




ROOM WITH A VIEW

HAL DRESNER

His frail body covered by blankets and cushioned in six of
the thickest pillows money could buy, Jacob Bauman
watched with disgust as his butler set the bed tray before
him and opened the curtains, drenching the room in morn-
ing.

“Would you like the windows open, sir?” Charles asked.

“You want I should catch a cold?”

“No, sir. Will there be anything else, sir?”

Jacob shook his head, tucking the napkin into the space
between his pajama top and his thin chest. He reached to
uncover the breakfast plate, stopped and looked up at
Charles, who was standing like a sentinel by the window.

“You waiting for a tip?” Jacob inquired sourly.

“No, sir. I am waiting for Miss Nevins. Doctor Holmes
said you were not to be left alone at any time, sir.”

“Get out, get out,” Jacob said. “If I decide to die in the
next five minutes, I'll ring for you. You won’t miss a
thing.”

He watched the butler leave, waited until the door
closed and then lifted the silver plate cover, revealing a sin-
gle poached egg, looking like a membrane-encased eye,
resting on a slice of toast. A miserly pat of marmalade and
a cup of pale tea completed the menu.

Ach! Jacob regarded the food with distaste and turned
to the window. It was a glorious day outside. The great
lawn of the Bauman mansion lay green and even as a bil-
liard cloth, inlaid with the gleaming white gravel of the
horseshoe driveway and dotted here and there with small
bronze statuary, a flirtatious goddess cloistered in cherubs,
a wing-footed messenger, a grim lioness in congress with
her cubs; all very hideous but all very expensive. At the
left end of the horseshoe, outside the small brick caretak-
er’s cottage, Jacob saw his groundsman, Mr. Coveny,
kneeling in examination of an azalea bed; to the right of
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the driveway, before the prohibitive iron spear gates, the
doors of the two-story garage were open and Jacob could
see his chauffeur polishing the chromium grill of Mrs. Bau-
man’s blue convertible while talking to Miss Nevins, Ja-
cob’s young day nurse. Beyond the gate the outer lawn
stretched unbroken to the road, a distance so great that not
even Jacob’s keen eyes could distinguish the passing cars.

Poor Jacob Bauman, Jacob thought. All the good things
in life had come too late. Finally, he owned an impressive
estate but he was too sick to enjoy it; finally, he was mar-
ried to a young woman who was beautiful enough to turn
any man’s head but he was too old to take pleasure from
her; and finally, he had gained a shrewd insight into the
mysteries of human nature, but he was bedridden and lim-
ited to the company of his servants. Poor rich Jacob Bau-
man, he thought. With all his wealth, luck and wisdom, his
world was bounded by the width of his mattress, the length
of driveway he could see from his window and the depth
of Miss Nevins’ mind. .

And where was she? He turned to the clock surrounded
by bottles, pills, and vials on the night table. Six minutes
after nine. Peering out the window again, he saw the girl in
the white uniform look at her watch in dismay, blow a kiss
to the chauffeur and start walking, hurriedly, toward the
house. She was a robust blonde girl who walked with a gay
bounce, arms swinging, an exuberance of energy that tired
Jacob vicariously. Still, he watched until she disappeared
beneath the porch roof and then turned back to his break-
fast. She would stop to say good morning to the cook and
the maid, he calculated, and that meant he would just be
finishing his egg and toast when she knocked.

He was chewing the last dripping crust of toast when the
knock came; he called “Go away” and the nurse entered,
smiling.

“Good morning, Mr. Bee,” she said cheerily. She put her
paperbound novel on the dresser, glancing with no special
interest at the chart left by the night nurse. “How are you
feeling today?”

“Alive,” Jacob said.

“Isn’t it a terrific day?” the girl said, walking to the
window. “I was standing outside talking to Vic before and
it’s just like spring out. You want me to open the windows
for you?”
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“I don’t. Your doctor friend warned me about getting a
chill.”

“Oh, that’s right . . . I forgot. I guess I'm really not a
very good nurse, am I?” She smiled.

“You're a nurse,” Jacob said. “Better you than the kind
that never leaves me alone.”

“You're just saying that. I know I'm really not dedicated
enough.”

“Dedicated? You’re a pretty young girl, you've got other
interests. I understand. You say to yourself, ‘I'll be a nurse
for a while, the work is easy, the food is good. So I'll save
some money until I get married.’”

The girl looked surprised. “You know, that’s just what I
said to myself when Doctor Holmes offered me this job.
You’re very smart, you know that, Mr. Bee?”

“Thank you,” Jacob said dryly. “You get old, you get
smart.” He took a sip of his tea and made a bitter face.
“Ach. Terrible. Get this away.” He kicked feebly under the
covers.

“You really should finish it,” the girl said.

“Get it away from me,” Jacob said impatiently.

“Sometimes you’re just like a little boy.”

“So I'm a little boy and you’re a little girl. But better we
should talk about you.” He began to re-arrange his pillows
but stopped when the girl came to help him. “Tell me,
Frances,” he said, his face very close to her, “do you have
your husband picked out yet?”

“Mr. Bee, that’s a very personal question to ask a girl.”

“So I'm asking a personal question. If you can’t tell me,
who can you tell? Am I going to tell anyone? Is there any-
one I could tell? Your specialist-doctor won’t even let me
have a phone by my bed to call my broker once in a while.
Too much strain it would be to hear that I lost a few
thousand dollars. He doesn’t know I can tell what I make
and lose to the penny from the newspapers? . . . So tell
me,” he smiled confidentially, “what’s your lover like?”

“Mr. Bee! A prospective husband is one thing but a lov-
er . . . 7” She plumped the last pillow and crossed to the
window chair. “I can’t imagine what you must think of
me.”

Jacob shrugged. “I think you’re a nice young girl. But
nice girls today- are a little different from nice girls fifty
years ago. I’'m not saying worse or better. I'm just saying
different. I understand these things. After all, you're just a
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few years younger than my wife. I know men like to look
at her, so I know they like to look at you, too.”

“Oh, but your wife is beautiful. Really. I think she’s the
most stunning woman I've ever seen.”

“Good for her,” Jacob said. “So tell me about your lov-
er.”

“Well,” the girl started, obviously pleased, “it’s really not
definite yet. I mean, we haven’t set the date or anything.”

“Yes, you have,” Jacob said. “You don’t want to tell me
because you’re afraid I'll fire you before you’re ready to
leave.”

“No, really, Mr. Bauman . . .

“So you haven’t set the day of the week. But the month
you’ve decided on, right?” He waited a moment for con-
tradiction. “Right,” he said. “Believe me when I tell you I
understand these things. So what month? June?”

“July,” the girl said, smiling.

“So shoot me, I'm a month off . . . I won’t bother to ask
you if he’s handsome. I know, he is . . . And strong too.”

66Yes.,'

“But gentle.”

The girl nodded, beaming,.

“That’s good,” Jacob said. “It’s very important to marry
a gentle man . . . But not too gentle. The ones that are too
gentle let themselves get stepped on. Believe me, I know. I
used to be a very gentle man myself and you know where
it got me? No place, that’s where. So I learned to be
different. Not that I still don’t make the mistake now and
then . . . but every time I do, I pay for it . . . A bad
marriage can be a big mistake, maybe the biggest. You've
got to know what kind of package you’re getting. But you
know, don’t you?”

“Yes. He’s wonderful. Really, he is. You can’t tell, Mr.
Bauman, because you don’t really know him but if you
ever sat down and—" she stopped and bit her lip. “Oh, I
didn’t mean—"

“So he’s someone I know,” Jacob said. “Now that’s very
interesting. I would never have guessed. A friend of mine,
maybe?”

“No. No, really, I didn’t mean to say that. It just came
out wrong. It’s not anyone—"

“Doctor Holmes?”” Jacob guessed.

“Oh, no!”

”
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“Maybe someone who works for me?” Jacob asked slyly,
watching the girl’s face. “Charles? . . . No, no. It couldn’t
be Charles. You don’t like Charles very much, do you,
Frances? You think he looks down on you, right?”

“Yes,” said the girl, quite suddenly indignant. “He
makes me feel that I’'m some kind of a . . . oh, I don’t
know what. Just because he thinks he’s so elegant. Well, if
you ask me, he’s just a fish.”

Jacob chuckled. “You’re absolutely right. Charles is a
fish. A cold pike . . . But then who could it be? Mr. Co-
veny is much too old for you so that only leaves . . .” He
paused, his eyes bright and teasing, his mouth open. Then
he looked past her, out the window, and said, “No, I don’t
know. Give me a hint. Tell me what business he’s in . . .
Stocks and bonds, maybe? Qil? Textiles?” His voice rose.
“Transportation?”

“Oh, you’re just teasing me now, ” the girl said. “You
know it’s Vic. I bet you knew all the time. I hope you’re
~ not mad. Really, I would have told you before but—"
A knock on the door interrupted her.

“Go away,” Jacob called.

The door opened and Mrs. Bauman, a truly stunning
red-haired woman, looking more like twenty than thirty in
a daffodil-yellow sweater and provocatively tight tan slacks,
came in.

“Good mrorning, all. No, sit down, dear,” she said to
Frances. “How’s our patient this morning?”

“Terrible,” Jacob said.

His wife laughed falsely and patted his cheek. “Did you
sleep well?”

(LNO"7

“Isn’t he horrid?” Mrs. Bauman said to Frances. “I don’t
know why you put up with him.”

“For the money,” Jacob said. “Just like you.”

Mrs. Bauman forced a laugh. “He’s just like a baby, isn’t
he? Has he had his orange pill yet?”

“Yes,” Jacob said.

“No,” said Frances. “Is it nine-fifteen already? Oh, 'm—"’

“I'm afraid it’s almost nine-twenty,” Mrs. Bauman said
coolly. “Here, I'll do it.” She uncapped a vial from the
night table and poured a tumbler full of water from a sil-
ver pitcher. “Open wide now.”

Jacob turned his head from her. “I can still hold a pill
and a glass of water,” he said. “You don’t even look like a

1)
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nurse.” He popped the capsule in his mouth and swallowed
a sip of water. “Where are you going, dressed up like a
college girl?”

“Just into town to do a little shopping.”

“Vic has your car all ready,” Frances said. “He polished
it this morning and it looks just like new.”

“I’'m sure it does, dear.”

“If it’s not shiny enough, buy a new one,” Jacob said.

“I was thinking of doing just that,” his wife countered.
“But I thought I'd wait until you’re up and around again.
Then we’ll get one of those little sport cars that only have
room for two people and we’ll go on long drives together,
just the two of us.”

“I can’t wait,” Jacob said.

“My!” said Mrs. Bauman. “Isn’t it a marvelous day?
Why don’t you have Charles open the windows?”

“Because I don’t want to get a chill and die,” Jacob said.
“But thank you for suggesting it.”

Smiling tartly, Mrs. Bauman touched her fingers to her
lips, then pressed them to her husband’s forehead.

“You don’t even deserve that much of a kiss today,” she
said coyly. “If he stays this grouchy,” she said to Frances,
“don’t even talk to him. It'll serve him right.” Her smile in-
vited the girl into a woman’s conspiracy. “I’ll be back ear-
ly,” she said to Jacob.

“I’ll be here,” he said.

“’Bye,” Mrs. Bauman said cutely and left.

“Close the door,” Jacob said to Frances.

“Didn’t she look beautiful?” the girl said, crossing the
room and then coming back. “I wish I could wear slacks
like that.”

“Do your husband a favor and wear them before you
get married,” Jacob said.

“Oh, Vic wouldn’t mind. He hasn’t got a jealous bone in
his body. He’s told me a hundred times how much he likes
it when other men look at me.”

“And how do you feel about him looking at other women?”

“Oh, I don’t mind. I mean, after all, it’s only natural,
isn’t it? And Vic has had—"” she colored slightly. “I don’t
know how we ever got talking about this again. You’re real-
ly terrible, Mr. Bauman.”

“Let an old man have a little pleasure by talking,” Jacob
said. “So Vic has had a lot of experience with women, has
he?”
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“Sometimes it’s really embarrassing. I mean, some
women will just throw themselves at a man. We were at a
nightclub two weeks ago Wednesday. On Vic’s night off.”

Jacob nodded and again looked past the girl, who was
starting to talk more rapidly. His wife had just become
visible walking across the lawn toward the garage. She
moved in a way quite different from Frances, much more
slowly, almost lazily. Under the tan slacks her hips rocked,
undulating, but just slightly, like a scale seeking its balance.
Even the languid swing of her arms seemed to subtly
reserve energy, not expend it profligately as Frances did,
but rather save the strength, storing it, for the more impor-
tant motions.

“. . . she was really a frightening-looking girl,” Frances
was saying. “I mean, I was actually startled when I saw her
come over to our table. Her hair was this jet black and
looked like she hadn’t combed it for weeks and she had so
much lipstick on she must have used up a whole tube get-
ting dressed . . .”

Jacob listened absently, his eyes still on his wife. She
had reached the convertible now and stood leaning against
the door, talking with Vic. Jacob could see her smile widen
as she listened and then, tilting her head back, she laughed.
He could not hear the laugh but he recalled it, from years be-
fore, as being sharp and light, a stimulating, flattering
laugh. Vic, one foot contemptuously propped on the car
bumper, thick arms crossed, smiled with her.

“. .. really think she must have been drunk,” Frances
said, fully involved in her story. “I mean, I just can’t
imagine a woman having the nerve to just sit down in a
strange man’s lap and kiss him. I mean, right in front of
his date and all. For all she knew, I could have been his
wife.”

“So what did Vic do?” Jacob asked, turning from the
window.

“Well, nothing. I mean, what could he do? We were in a
public place and everything. He just tried to laugh and
pretend it was a joke or something. But I couldn’t. I mean,
I tried to, but the girl didn’t move and Vic couldn’t just
push her off. I mean, everyone was watching and I was get-
ting madder and madder and—well, to tell you the truth,
Mr. Bauman, sometimes I've got a terrible temper. I mean,
when it comes to personal things like Vic, I just can’t con-
trol myself.”
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“Like with Betty?” Jacob said.

Frances sucked in her lower lip. “I didn’t think you
knew about that,” she said. “I'm really awfully sorry about
it, Mr. Bauman, but I just walked into the kitchen to get
my lunch and she had her arms around Vic and, well, I
guess I saw red.”

“So I heard,” Jacob said smiling. “I didn’t see Betty be-
fore she left but Charles told me she wasn’t so pretty to
look at any more.”

“I guess I did scratch her up terribly,” Frances said, low-
ering her eyes. “I'm really sorry about it. I tried to
apologize to her but she wouldn’t even listen to me. As if it
were all my fault.”

“And what did you do to the girl in the nightclub?”

“I pulled her off Vic by her hair,” Frances admitted
sheepishly. “And if he hadn’t stopped me, I probably
would have tried to scratch her eyes out, too. I mean, I
really went crazy. It was worse than Betty, because she was
actually kissing Vic. I think, if there was a knife or
something around, I would have tried to kill her.”

“Really?” Jacob said. His look left the girl and returned
to the window. Neither his wife nor Vic was in sight then.
His eyes scanned the expanse of lawn, passed the statues
glinting dully in the sun, to Mr. Coveny, who was still
probing at the azaleas, and back again, resting on the blaz-
ing grill of the convertible. He saw an odd shadow on the
car’s hood and, squinting, defined it as the polishing cloth
Vic had been using.

“And how do these little fights affect your feelings about
Vic?” he asked casually.

“Oh, they don’t. I mean, how could they? It’s not his
fault that women throw themselves at him. I mean, he cer-
tainly doesn’t encourage them.”

“Of course not,” Jacob said. He narrowed his eyes, in-
tently focusing on the dark window above the garage. He
thought he had seen a flash of bright yellow there. Or was
it just the sun reflecting off the lower pane? No, the
window was open; it couldn’t have been the sun. There it
was again, among moving shadows, a very solid square of
bright color, narrowing now and rising slowly, as if it were
a piece of fabric, a bright cloth perhaps, being slowly re-
moved from something, someone. And then it was gone
and not even the shadows were visible within the frame of
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the window. Jacob smiled. “I’'m sure Vic is very faithful,”
he said. “If there’s anyone at fault, it’s definitely the
woman. Your jealousy is very understandable. It’s only right
to fight to hold on to what you have. Even if it means
destroying some other part of your life.”

Frances looked puzzled. “Do you think that Vic doesn’t
love me as much because of what happened? He said he
understood.”

“I’'m sure he does,” Jacob said. “In fact he probably
loves you even more for showing your devotion. Men like
things like that . . . No, I was just talking before. Just an
old man’s talk. After all, what else can I do besides talk?”

“Oh, you could probably do a lot of things,” Frances
said. “You’re very intelligent. I mean, at least I think so.
You should find a hobby. Crossword puzzles or something.
I bet you'd be great at those.”

“Maybe I'll try them sometime,” Jacob said. “But right
now, I think I'll try to sleep for a while.”

“That’s a good idea,” Frances said. “I brought a new
book to read today. I started it on the bus coming over. It’s
really terrific, all about this Frenchwoman who made a
fool of a lot of kings.”

“It sounds very good,” Jacob said. “But before you start,
I'd like you to do me a little favor.” He turned and opened
the single drawer of his night table. “Now don’t be
frightened,” he cautioned as he withdrew a small gray re-
volver. “I keep this around in case of burglars. But it’s
been so long since it’s been cleaned that I'm not sure it still
works. Would you take it down to Vic and ask him to look
it over?”

“Sure,” the girl said, rising, taking the gun gingerly.
“Hey, it’s light. I always thought guns weighed about twen-
ty pounds.”

“I think that’s a woman’s gun,” Jacob said. “For women
and old men. Now be careful, it’s loaded. I'd take out the
bullets for you but I'm afraid I don’t know very much
about those things.”

“T’ll be careful,” Frances said, holding the grip experi-
mentally. “And you try to get some sleep in the meantime.
Should I tell Charles to come up while I'm gone?”

“No, don’t bother. I’ll be fine. You take your time with
your fiancé. I think I saw him go upstairs to his room a
minute ago.”
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“He’s sleeping,” Frances said.

“Why don’t you sneak up and surprise him then,” Jacob
said. “He’d probably like that.”

“Well, if he doesn’t, I’ll tell him that it was your idea.”

“Yes,” Jacob said. “You tell him that it was all my
idea.”

He smiled, watching the girl leave, then nestled back in
the pillows and closed his eyes. It was very quiet and he
was so genuinely tired that he felt himself unwillingly start-
ing to doze when the first shot, immediately followed by
the second and then a third, sounded across the lawn. He
considered sitting up to watch the activity from the
window but it seemed like too great an effort. Also, he rea-
soned, there was nothing he could do, bedridden as he
was.



LEMMINGS

RICHARD MATHESON

“Where do they all come from?” Reordon asked.

“Everywhere,” said Carmack.

They were standing on the coast highway. As far as they
could see there was nothing but cars. Thousands of cars
were jammed bumper to bumper and pressed side to side.
The highway was solid with them.

“There come some more,” said Carmack.

The two policemen looked at the crowd of people walk-
ing toward the beach. Many of them talked and laughed.
Some of them were very quiet and serious. But they all
walked toward the beach.

Reordon shook his head. “I don’t get it,” he said for the
hundredth time that week. “I just don’t get it.”

Carmack shrugged.

“Don’t think about it,” he said. “It’s happening. What
else is there?”

“But it’s crazy.”

“Well, there they go,” said Carmack.

As the two policemen watched, the crowd of people
moved across the gray sands of the beach and walked into
the water. Some of them started swimming. Most of them
couldn’t because of their clothes. Carmack saw a young
woman flailing at the water and dragged down by the fur
coat she was wearing.

In several minutes they were all gone. The two police-
men stared at the place where the people had walked into
the water.

“How long does it go on?” Reordon asked.

“Until they’re gone, I guess,” said Carmack.

“But why?”

“You ever read about the lemmings?” Carmack asked.

ltNo.”

“They’re rodents who live in the Scandinavian countries.
They keep breeding until all their food supply is gone.
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Then they move across the country, ravaging everything in
their way. When they reach the sea they keep going. They
swim until their strength is gone. Millions of them.”

“You think that’s what this is?” asked Reordon.

“Maybe,” said Carmack.

“People aren’t rodents!” Reordon said angrily.

Carmack didn’t answer.

They stood on the edge of the highway waiting but no-
body appeared.

“Where are they?” asked Reordon.

“Maybe they’ve all gone in,” Carmack said.

“All of them?”

“It’s been going on for more than a week,” Carmack said.
“People could have gotten here from all over. Then there
are the lakes.”

Reordon shuddered. “All of them,” he said.

“I don’t know,” said Carmack, “but they’ve been coming
right along until now.”

“Oh, God,” said Reordon.-

Carmack took out a cigarette and lit it. “Well,” he said,
“what now?”

Reordon sighed. “Us?” he said.

“You go,” Carmack said. “I'll wait a while and see if
there’s anyone else.”

“All right.” Reordon put his hand out. “Good-by, Car-
mack,” he said.

They shook hands. “Good-by, Reordon,” Carmack
said.

He stood smoking his cigarette and watching his friend
walk across the gray sand of the beach and into the water
until it was over his head. He saw Reordon swim a few doz-
en yards before he disappeared.

After a while he put out his cigarette and looked
around. Then he walked into the water too.

A million cars stood empty along the beach.



WHITE GODDESS

IDRIS SEABRIGHT

“I don’t for an instant suppose you really want my
wretched teaspoons,” Miss Smith said sharply.

Sharply, yes, but her voice held the rich, throaty, fruity
tremulousness of a BBC actress playing an old woman, a
young BBC actress; and Carson perceived, alongside of his
indignation at being cheated out of his small booty—she
must have eyes in the back of her head—the hope that she
really was a young woman who for some personally cogent
reason had elected to dress and act like a woman advanced
in age. It was somehow less nerve-racking to think of her
as a young woman in disguise than as an old woman who
moved and spoke like somebody in her twenties.

Whoever she was, she was certainly not the gentle, wool-
ly-headed, lovable victim he had intended. Mauve shoulder-
ette and blue-veined hands to the contrary. He had met her
on the boardwalk, which had always been one of his best
hunting grounds for nice old ladies. He hadn’t had to fish
any more than usual for the invitation to tea. Now he saw
that she was neither old nor a lady. And the name she had
adopted was an insult. Miss Mary Smith—anonymity
could go no further.

“What are you smirking about?” she demanded. “I want
my spoons.”

Silently he reached in his overcoat pocket and pulled out
five teaspoons. She was right, he didn’t need the money. He
almost never could sell any of the things he took from peo-
ple her age, and when he did the money was paid into a
separate account and was never touched. It was a neurosis,
less creditable than moral masochism, better than a lot of
things he could think of. He enjoyed it a little too much to
want to be rid of it.

He put the spoons down on the tea table in front of her,
and sank back into his chair. She counted. Her foot—bun-
ionless, but in a wide black oxford—began to tap. “That’s
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only five. There were six. I mean to have the other one.”

Reluctantly he gave her the last spoon. It was the best of
the six, sterling and old, but so meager in all its propor-
tions that it would never be worth much more than it had
been at the time it was made. The bowl was full of fine,
small dents, as if some infant, contemporary with Washing-
ton and Jefferson, had teethed on it. Wretched infant—the
sharp, penurious edges must have finely lacerated his gums.

She snatched the spoon up and gave it a fierce rub on
the folds of the tea cloth. She handed it back to him.
“Look in the bowl.”

Carson did as he was bidden. Miss . . . Smith obviously
wasn’t going to call the police, and while he was uncomfort-
able, he wasn’t exactly afraid. “Well?” he said, putting the
spoon down on the table again.

“Didn’t you see anything?”

“Only myself, upside-down. The usual thing.”

“Is that all!” She sounded jarred. “Give me back my
watercolor, while I'm thinking. It’s worth even less than
the spoons.”

She couldn’t have seen him pick up the watercolor. She
had been making the tea, with her back to him, and there
were no mirrors or shiny surfaces. She couldn’t even have
noticed the gap the watercolor had left, for it had been sit-
ting behind three or four other tasteless pieces of bric-
a-brac. :

“We might as well have some tea,” she said, pulling the
restored watercolor over to her side of the table. Even
framed, the picture was no bigger than a European post-
card. It showed a palm tree, an island, water, all very
runny and imitation-Winslow-Homery. No wonder Carson
had thought it would be a good thing to steal. “Should you
like a little gin in your tea? I find it helps.”

“Yes, please.”

She poured from the square bottle into the teapot and
left the bottle sitting on the table. They drank. The tea was
scalding hot, and Carson could only make its burden of
spirits tolerable by loading his cup with sugar.

Miss Smith put her own cup down in the saucer. She
coughed and then blew her nose into a man’s cotton hand-
kerchief. “You’d better get in,” she said, tapping the sur-
face of the watercolor with her middle finger, “and see
how it fits.”
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Whooosh, whosh, thud. Carson was inside the watercolor,
sitting on the island with the Winslow-Homery palms.

The grass was infernally stickery and the place was as
noisy as pandemonium. The waves, blocks of granular
blue frozen custard, landed against the beach with the
rocky crash of pottery plates, the sea gulls skirled like bag-
pipes, the serrated palm fronds gave out the cry of sheets
of tin.

Yet Carson was not too distracted to perceive that in the
Smithian sense of the word the island did fit him rather
well. The noise was an insulation; he didn’t care whether
any old lady’s mantelpiece anywhere held bric-a-brac the
right size to go into his pocket. He was as muzzy and com-
fortable as if Miss Smith had cuddled him up nicely in
folds of her wooly shoulderette.

Heigh-ho. Must be the gin. He slept.

When he woke up everything was still going on. Gulls,
waves and palms contributed their respective noises. Out
beyond where the rigid blue freezer-product waves were
forming there was a dark blue turbulence in the water. Had
it been there before? Must have. He wasn’t sure.

Could be caused by lots of things—a surfaced shark, a
giant turtle, a Vernean octopus. Could be. Wasn’t. Wasn’t.
Carson gave a feeble, frightened yip.

Pop. He was sitting opposite Miss Smith at the tea table
again. She had put a cozy over the teapot, but it seemed to
be still the same pot of tea.

She buttered a crumpet and put the whole thing in her
mouth. “Did you like it on the island?” she asked, chewing.

“It was all right at first,” he replied unwillingly. “La-
ter there was something swimming around under the water
I didn’t like.”

“Interesting.” She grinned. “You didn’t mind the noise,
you didn’t mind the isolation. It was something swimming
around under the water you couldn’t see that you . . .
didn’t like.”

What was she up to? Was she trying to perform some
sort of divine lay analysis on him? Trying, in approved
psychiatric fashion, to find out what he was afraid of so
she could rid him of the fear? Nah. More likely, she was
mapping out the contours of his fear so she could embed
him, fixate him, in it.

“Why are you so interested?” he asked. He tried to but-
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ter himself a crumpet, but his hands shook so he had to lay
down the knife.

“It isn’t often people try to steal things from me.”

No. They wouldn’t. It took Carson, with all the old la-
dies in the world to choose from, to get tangled up with
somebody who was Isis, Rhea, Cybele—there were lots and
lots of divine identities to pick from—Anatha, Dindy-
mene, Astarte. Or Neith.

Carson licked his lips. “How about a little more tea?” he
suggested. “And a little more gin in it? It makes a refresh-
ing drink.”

“There’s plenty of gin in it already.”

Nonetheless, she did not protest when he took off the
cozy and picked up the square bottle. She didn’t seem to be
looking. He’d been fooled that way before, and she proba-
bly was watching. Yet it might be possible to get even a
goddess drunk.

He set the bottle down with the label toward her, so she
couldn’t see how much was gone. “You pour.”

Did the hand that held the teapot over his cup waver?
He couldn’t be sure. “Goodness, but you’ve made it
strong,” she said.

“Refreshing!” He managed a smile. “Do have a crum-
pet. Vitality is low, this time in the afternoon.”

“Yes.” She was shaken by a spell of coughing. A crumb
seemed to have caught in her windpipe. He hoped she
would choke to death.

She washed the crumpet down with the last of her cup
of tea. “And now I'll have my paperweight.”

It was the last of his booty. He had liked it the best of
anything. Sadly he took the globe from his pocket and gave
it to her. !

She tapped it. Flakes of mimic snow floated up to the
zenith of the sphere and then began to settle down on the
snow scene at the bottom again.

“Pretty,” she said admiringly. “Pretty snow.”

“Yes. I admired it.”

“. . . getting late to try you on anything more. B’sides, I
know pretty well what you're like. You're the kind can’t
stand waiting for anything unpleasant.” She upended the
teapot over her cup. )

Her voice was getting fuzzy. She had spilled a trail of
drops over the tea cloth before she set the teapot down.
Now was the moment, if there was to be a moment.
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“Thank you for a pleasant afternoon,” he said, pushing
~ back his chair and nsmg “Perhaps we can repeat the occa-
sion at a later date.”

Her mouth opened. A film of saliva glinted iridescently
between her parted lips and then broke. “What rot. In with
you, you stupid fool.”

The paperweight received him. It was a little like push-
ing against a stiff wind, a little like swimming, but he could
breathe well enough. He worked his way through the fluid
—glycerine?—to the glass wall and peered out.

Miss Smith was snapping her fingers. Her lips moved.
She started to get up. She collapsed on the floor. The tea-
cup fell from her limp fingers and settled down beside her
cozily.

Miss Smith had drunk herself out. As the moments
passed, he began to wonder. He would have expected her
to twitch. At last it was borne in on him that she wasn’t
out. She was dead.

About eight o’clock somebody came in and found her.
There was a lot of rushing to and fro before the men with
the stretcher came. The teacup stayed on the floor.

They hadn’t thought to draw the blinds, either. Moon-
light shone in on his glass prison and lit up the snow at the
bottom brilliantly. If only it were real snow! He thought
longingly of the exquisite little hole he could have scooped
for himself in a snowdrift, the warm Steffanson-style slum-
ber he could have enjoyed in his fluffy burrow. As it was,
he floated vertically all night, aching with insomnia, as
comfortless as an asparagus stalk in a sauce pan.

Day came at last. He didn’t know whether he regretted
Miss Smith’s death or not. Did an irrational belief in her
potential benevolence still linger in him? After the island
and this?

The morning was well advanced when a cleaning woman
came in. She was young, her mouth was red, she had flam-
boyant yellow hair.

She plugged in the vacuum and went over the floor. Tar-
dily she undressed the tea table and washed the tea things.
She picked up his paperweight.

She shook it roughly. Snow began to fall around him.
She pressed her nose up against the glass in a prodigy of
short-focus accommodations. Her eyes were enormous. It
seemed impossible that she should not see him.
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She grinned. He recognized her. Miss Smith.

He might have known that Neith wouldn’t stay dead.

She shook the glass once more. She set it down sharply
on the mantel.

For a moment he had thought she was going to throw it
against the tiles of the fireplace. But that would come later.

She might let him live on for days. She could set the
globe in the sun, freeze it in the fridge, buffet it back and
forth until he got as seasick as a resented fetus . . . the
possibilities were many. In the end there would be the
crash.

She drew her finger across her throat playfully. She un-
plugged the vacuum and went out.
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CALL FOR HELP

ROBERT ARTHUR

For the tenth time that day, in a voice that shook a little,
Martha Halsey read aloud the item in the Dellville Weekly
Call:

The real estate firm of Boggs and Boggs today an-
nounced that it is placing on the market the old Halsey
house, directly opposite the courthouse. The house,
owned by the Misses Martha and Louise Halsey,
daughters of the late Judge Hiram A. Halsey, has been
ordered sold by their niece, Mrs. Ellen Halsey Baldwin.
This time Louise, her blue-veined hands fluttering

among the scraps of quilt on which she was working in her
wheelchair, said nothing. Only the New England wind
answered, giving a shrill shriek of glee as it tore around the
ivy-hung eaves of the old house, so remote from the noise
and bustle of the city.

All that day, since Ellen had brought in the paper from
the mailbox, just before breakfast, they had been rereading
and discussing the item from every angle. At first Louise
had insisted it must be a mistake. But Martha had snorted
that to scorn. Then Louise had wanted to call Ellen and
ask her about it. But some dormant current of caution
deep in her mind had made Martha say no.

And now, after a day of talking, speculating, exhausting
themselves with surmises, the answer suddenly dawned on
her. It was the only possible answer, and with her unques-
tioning acceptance of that fact the reason for everything
that had happened in these last six months—including poor
Queenie’s death the previous week—suddenly fitted into
place.

Martha caught her breath hefore she spoke. Then quite
slowly and calmly she revealed the truth to Louise.

“Louise, 'm convinced Roger and Ellen want us dead.”

“Dead?” Louise stared at her from the wheelchair, a
look of shocked disbelief on her face. “Oh, no, Martha!”
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“There is no other answer,” Martha said. Her features,
like weathered New England granite, were stern. Despite
her eighty years her blue eyes snapped.

“Now I understand why Roger and Ellen were so insis-
tent we give up our house in town and come out here to live
with them,” she said. “Also why they persuaded us to give
them our power of attorney so Ellen could handle what
Roger called minor tiresome business details relating to our
estate.

“The truth is quite simple when you examine the facts in
the proper perspective. First Roger and Ellen isolated us
from all our old friends and neighbors. Now they are bold
enough to sell our house. Soon, very soon, they undoubtedly
expect to inherit our stocks and bonds.”

“But they can’t do that until we’re dead!” Louise gasped.

“That’s exactly the point I’'m making.”

Martha rose and hobbled to the window of the bed-sit-
ting room they shared, favoring her bad hip by refusing to
move with too much haste. The New England autumn
wind rattled the bare branches of the trees that surrounded
the old Colonial house. Martha raised the window, bracing
herself against the cold blast.

“Toby, Toby!” she called. “Here, Toby!”

There was no answering miaow, no tawny form leaping
in. She slammed the window shut, and hobbled back to the
circle of brightness cast by the big kerosene lamp on the
center table, near her sister’s wheelchair.

“First Queenie,” she said despairingly, “now Toby! I tell
you, Louise, tomorrow or the next day Roger will be bring-
ing Toby in all stiff and cold, and pretend to be grief-strick-
en—just as he did when he brought in Queenie last week.
Poisoned, of course.”

Martha stared fiercely at her sister, and Louise’s eyes
misted.

“Poor Queenie,” she whispered. “Roger said she must
have found some poisoned bait some farmer set out. It’s
true, Martha. Farmers do—"

Would Queenie eat something like that, after being fed
from your own hands for eight years?”” Martha demanded.
“Queenie was a very discriminating cat. I'll tell you who
poisoned Queenie. Roger, and no one else!”

Louise stared at her as the wind whistled around their
wing of the old house.
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“But why?”

“Think back—all this last month. These spells you’ve
been having. One day you feel weak and sick. The next
day you’re much better. Then, a couple of days later, you
feel wretched again. What explanation do you have for
that?”

“After one passes seventy-five—"

“Nonsense. You never had these spells when we were in
our own house.”

“No . . . That’s true. I never did.”

“Well then! I'm sure I don’t have to remind you that as
a pharmacist Roger has access to all kinds of drugs—
including poisons.”

“Oh, Martha, no!”

“Roger is very clever. He’d do it a little at a time, so that
we would just get slowly sicker and one day die—of
natural causes.” Martha almost hissed the last words. “All
your symptoms, Louise, are of chronic poisoning, most like-
ly arsenic. Queenie was fed from your plate. Being so
much smaller, she died, while you only got sick. And
Roger brought her in with a trumped-up story of eating
some farmer’s poisoned bait.”

Martha breathed deeply, filled with scorn, “Then Roger
realized the same thing could happen to Toby. Only Toby
might get ill right here with us, and we’d suspect the truth.
So he decided he’d have to get rid of Toby for good. And
now poor, dear Toby is gone.”

“Oh, how horrible,” Louise breathed. “But how can you
be sure?”

“On the basis of the evidence, including the new car
Roger bought yesterday.”

“But it isn’t really a new car,” Louise demurred. “It’s
secondhand. And Roger did need one, with winter right on
top of us.”

“That’s the whole point. Need. Roger and Ellen need
money badly. You know how little Roger makes in Mr.
Jebway’s drugstore. You just have to look at all the facts.
Two years ago Roger came here out of nowhere—a
stranger. He meets Ellen and nothing will do but she must
marry him.

“But let’s face it, Ellen is very plain. Why should Roger
be attracted to her? I wondered at the time. Now I know.
It’s because she is our only heir, our niece. And we had the
big house, and the stocks and bonds father left us. So
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Roger saw his chance. He married Ellen figuring someday
soon he would get his hands on all of our property—by
poisoning us both.”

“It’s true about Ellen,” Louise said, doubt on her small,
wrinkled features. “She is very plain. But she has a sweet
nature, and men don’t always marry a woman for her
looks.”

Martha pointed a bony finger at her sister. “You know
as well as I do that Ellen has changed. Surely you’ve no-
ticed how secretive she’s become? How she avoids talking
about the house when we mention it? How she and Roger
exchange secret glances when they think we aren’t looking?
And especially how, when we talk money, they change the
subject?”

Martha leaned forward, lowering her voice.

“I forgot. They could be listening outside the door. As I
was saying, consider all the facts. We were happy in our
home in town. Then last summer Ellen and Roger tried to
make us believe they were worried about us. Because of
my bad hip and your arthritis, they said we couldn’t look
after ourselves properly. Nonsense! We could have sold
some of the bonds and hired a maid and a cook.

“But no. Like foolish old women we agreed to give El-
len our power of attorney and move out here with them.
Now we’re completely isolated. We never see anyone, and
hardly ever leave the house. We never get any mail. Even
Judge Beck hasn’t been to see us, and I wrote him three
days ago asking him—no, imploring him—to visit us. I
said we wanted to talk over something important.”

“You wrote Judge Beck?”’ Louise exclaimed. “You
didn’t tell me.”

“Because I didn’t want to worry you with my suspicions.
But now I'm sure, and I'm going to tell everything to the
judge. If we ever see him. I'm pretty sure now Roger never
delivered my letter!”

Martha’s lips tightened. “We may as well face it. Roger
has become impatient. Quite obviously his plan is for you
to go first. Then me. And no one will suspect a thing.”

“Oh, Martha!” Louise’s pale blue eyes blinked with agi-
tation.

“I’m going to call them, and see what they say. Oh, I'm
not going to accuse them. But we’ll be able to tell by the
way they answer my questions just how much they have to
conceal.”
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Martha limped to the door, which led through a short
hall to the main part of the house. Opening it she called,
“Roger! Ellen!” .

“Yes, Auntie?” a young woman’s voice answered.

Martha returned to her seat and presently Ellen
appeared, a young woman with popping eyes and a reced-
ing chin and a worried expression. She came in, wiping her
hands on her apron, and smiled.

“Supper in a minute,” she said. “Pot roast. Sound good?”

“Very nice, Ellen,” Martha said. “But we wanted to
speak to Roger.”

“Did someone call me?” Heavy footsteps sounded in the
hall and Roger appeared behind Ellen. Roger was short,
with wiry hair and an appearance that would have been al-
most jolly if it had not been for the lines around his mouth
and the heavy glasses he wore.

“Here I am, Aunties one and all.” He laughed as if he
had made a joke. “What can I do for you?”

He put his arm around his wife’s waist and beamed at
them. Over his smiling lips his magnified eyes seemed to be
probing for their secret thoughts.

“My three favorite girls, all in the same house. My own
secret little harem.” He gave Ellen a squeeze.

“Roger, I was wondering why I hadn’t heard from Judge
Beck,” Martha said. “Did you give him my letter?”

“Well, no.” Roger seemed to hesitate. “I left it with his
secretary, I was going to tell you tonight. Judge Beck is out
of town.”

“Out of town?” Louise exclaimed, staring at him.

Roger cleared his throat, and even Louise could not miss
the look he and Ellen exchanged.

“He went to Boston on a case. His secretary said it was
rather important.”

“But the judge has no clients in Boston,” Martha said
firmly.

“He went for a local client,” Roger said, his look of un-
easiness becoming more pronounced.

“And when will he be back? The judge hates Boston.”

“In a day or two,” Roger said quickly. “As soon as he
gets ‘back he’ll get your letter.”

“Mmm.” Martha shot Louise a look, and her sister gave
a little nod, which said as plain as words that she too could
see through Roger’s evasions. “There’s a story in this
week’s Call, Roger, that says that Ellen has turned our
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house over to Boggs to sell. Using, of course, the power of
attorney we gave her. Surely that’s a mistake.”

Again they both saw the swift glance that passed between
Roger and Ellen. Roger’s air of drummed-up assurance fal-
tered a bit.

“Well, no, Aunt Martha,” he said. “The house needs so
many repairs. We thought you were happy with us and—
well, we felt it should be sold.”

“Roger!” Martha rose and leaned on her cane, facing
him. He was unable to meet her gaze. “You recall that we
agreed to live out here with you and Ellen only if we could
move back into our house any time we wished to do so.
Isn’t that so, Ellen?”

“Yes, of course, Martha,” Ellen said, twisting her apron.

“Which means we have no intentions of selling it while
we live.”

“We want to move back,” Louise said, her voice tremu-
lous.

“Oh, but Aunt Louise!” Ellen protested. “You can’t!”

“And why not, pray?” Martha demanded.

“Why, winter is here,” Roger said, regaining his compo-
sure. “The house needs a new heating system, and install-
ing one would be a long, expensive job. Maybe next sum-
mer it could be done. But there’s nothing worse than a cold
house in the winter when youre not too well.” His look
was almost appealing, though the lines around his mouth
seemed to deepen. “Besides, as Ellen says, we want you
with us. We thought you were happy not living alone.”

With a look Martha forestalled Louise from blurting out
another protest. “We’ll think about it and discuss it with
Judge Beck,” she said.

“That’s my girl. Well, Ellen, let’s have supper. I have to
go back to the drugstore tonight. Mr. Jebway has a touch
of the flu.”

Roger and Ellen retreated to their part of the house.

Martha turned to Louise. “Well? Do you agree with me
now?”

“Oh, yes,” Louise breathed. “Oh dear, he told such lies.
Why, the heating system in our house works perfgctly.
We’ve never had any trouble with it since Father put it in
thirty-seven years ago.”

“And what local client would Judge Beck go to Boston
for?” Martha asked with fine scorn. She fixed her sister
with her gaze. “You noticed how suddenly Roger decided
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he had to go back to the store this evening? As though his
only thought was to get away before we could ask more
questions. As likely as not he needs more poison from Mr.
Jebway’s stock.”

“Martha!” Louise put her fingers to her tremulous lips.

That night the two sisters slept badly. Martha rose sever-
al times to put on her robe and hobble to the window to
call for Toby. But still no answering miaow came.

“Toby is gone,” she told Louise next morning. “We’ll
never see him again.”

“Poor Toby.” Tears misted Louise’s faded blue eyes.
“Why, they’re monsters. And I used to think Ellen was so
sweet.”

“She was,” Martha said. “Roger has changed her whole
character. A woman naturally follows her husband’s lead.”

“But to be willing to help Roger murder us—"

“So far they have only murdered cats. We will find some
way to keep them from murdering us. I have a plan.” Mar-
tha’s tone was grim. “I dislike resorting to it, but I will if I
have to.”

There were steps in the hall, and Ellen came in with a
tray.

“Good morning,” she said as she put dishes on the table.
She looked as if she had not slept well. “Boiled eggs, hot
cakes and tea. Nice and filling. Do you know there was ice
on the chickens’ pan this morning?”

“We didn’t sleep at all well,” Martha told her. “We were
worrying about Toby.”

“Oh, dear, isn’t he back?” Ellen seemed genuinely dis-
tressed. “I do hope he hasn’t been—I mean I hope he
hasn’t wandered away. But if he has, I'm sure he’ll come
back.”

“I can’t eat, really I can’t,” Louise said miserably after
Ellen had gone. She poked listlessly at the hot cakes,
golden brown.

“We must keep up our strength,” Martha said. “Eat the
boiled eggs. They're in the shell, so they’re perfectly safe.
And drink some tea.”

“I’ll try.” Louise did manage a boiled egg and some tea,
though it seemed rather strong. Martha ate all of the hot
cakes and eggs on her plate. But she found the tea too
strong.

“Do you think you could slip out to the telephone and
call Judge Beck?” Louise asked when they had finished.
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“You’ve forgotten!” Martha gave her a look full of
meaning. “Last month Roger had the telephone taken out.”

“Oh, goodness, yes,” Louise exclaimed. “He said it cost
too much.”

“Even though we offered to pay for it. That was his first
step in cutting us off from the world.”

“Now we have absolutely no way to get help!” Louise’s
voice was panicky.

“Yes, we have. As I told you last night, I hate to resort
to it, but I will if I have to. Now go on with your quilt. I’ll
finish reading the paper to you. We must pretend to keep
busy. What shall I read first?”

“Oh, the obituaries,” Louise said. “See if anyone we
know has died.” Her face became fretful. “We just don’t
get any news any more. Mary Thompson used to tell us
everything, but she hasn’t a car—” Martha’s gasp stopped
her. “What is it?”

“It’s Mary Thompson!”

“She’s not dead?” Louise asked, alarmed.

“No,” Martha compressed her lips. “But she might as
well be. The paper says she has entered the Haven Home.”

“Oh, no!” Louise cried.

Martha nodded. “At her own request, the poor thing.
Just imagine a woman her age being forced to live at that
dreadful old place. It’s drafty, decayed and full of rats.
The Haven Home, indeed! Fancy names don’t make fancy
places. It's the county poorhouse, a disgrace to the
community! It’ll be the death of her.”

“Poor Mary,” Louise mourned. “Oh, I keep thinking
about our teas, with the fire going and the cats slesping in
front of it, and Mary visiting with us.”

Her expression became that of an eager child. “If we
can get back into our own house Mary can come live with
us! We'll hire some help and it’ll be just lovely.”

“We will,” Martha promised. “Mary Thompson is not
going to drag out her days at that horrible place as long as
we have the means to help her.”

The prospect of their own home again with their old
friend sharing it brightened Louise’s mood for several
minutes. Then in the midst of stitching.a piece of her wool-
en Sunday-best dress of twenty years before into the quilt,
she paused.

“I—I don’t feel well.” She waited a moment, then turned
stricken eyes to her sister. “I’'m sick. I’d better go to bed.”
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Martha helped her into bed, and massaged her wrists. “Is
it any better?” she asked presently.

“I feel so strange,” Louise whispered. “Just weak and
helpless and—and queer. As if—as if I had been
poisoned!” The last words came out in a frightened,
despairing whisper, and when they were uttered the two
sisters stared at each other with realization naked in their
eyes.

“The tea,” Martha said. “Oh, he’s clever, Roger is. But I
didn’t drink it and you only drank a little—" She gripped
Louise’s wrists tightly. “I’'m sure you’re not badly ill. You
didn’t take enough tea to seriously poison you. Anyway,
I'm certain Roger plans to do it slowly, to make it seem
like some wasting illness. But we’ll insist on having Dr.
Roberts. And he’ll take a message back to Judge Beck for
us!”

“You’re so clever, Martha,” Louise murmured admiring-
ly.

“Until we see the judge, we mustn’t let anyone know we
suspect Roger and Ellen,” Martha warned. “If Roger
guesses that we suspect, he won’t wait.”

“No, of course not.”

But Ellen, when she came in, did not wish to call the
doctor. She fussed around Louise and suggested aspirin
and bicarbonate and hot water bottles. Martha insisted,
however, and at last, reluctantly, Ellen put on her coat and

- set out for the nearest neighbor, a quarter mile away,

- where there was a telephone. She returned to say Dr. Rob-
erts was on a maternity case, but would come as soon as
he could.

The hours dragged by. Louise did not get any worse. But

- she remained in bed, moaning from time to time, while
Martha massaged her wrists and rubbed her temples with
cologne. They both refused to eat lunch, to Ellen’s obvious
distress.

""But you must eat,” she scolded. “To keep your strength

“lI had a big breakfast,” Martha said. “And I'm sure
Louise will feel worse if she eats anything when she is
suffering such distress. It’s better to go without eating when
your stomach is upset.”

Seeming upset and worried, Ellen took the lunch away.

Dr. Roberts came in the afternoon, puffing and wheez-

!: ing a little. He was a short, rotund man with fluffy white

i
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hair, only a little younger than the two sisters.

“What’s this, what’s this?” he asked, sitting down and
feeling Louise’s pulse. “Mmm. Nervous pulse. Let’s see
your tongue, young lady.”

Martha hovered anxiously over them as Dr. Roberts
progressed to his stethoscope and listened to Louise’s heart.

“Something upset you, Louise?” he asked, stroking his
chin. “Ellen tells me you lost your cat.”

“She was poisoned,” Martha said. “Now Toby is gone.
We're afraid he was poisoned t00.”

“Mmm hmm. That’s too bad. I'm afraid you’re upset
from worrying about your pets. I'm going to give you a
prescription which Roger can fill for you. You’re fortunate
to have a pharmacist in the family. You'll save half the
cost. Medicine is very expensive these days.”

“Upset!” Louise exclaimed, as he reached for his pre-
scription pad. “Doctor, I've been—"

Martha vigorously motioned her to silence. The doctor,
busy with the prescription, paid no attention.

“Doctor,” Martha asked as he packed away his stetho-
scope, “will you give Judge Beck a message for us?”

“Of course, of course, Martha. What message?” He
stood up and gently massaged the bald spot on the top of
his head.

“Ask him to come see us tonight! Tell him it’s vitally im-
portant!”

“Vitally important. Hmmm. Hate to ask him to come
out at night. He’s got quite a cold.”

“Then he isn’t in Boston?” Louise exclaimed.

“Boston? Whatever gave you that idea? He was quite ill
when I saw him last.”

“Please ask him to come tonight,” Martha begged. “Tell
him it’s a matter of life and death.”

“Life and death? Hmmm.” The doctor lifted bushy white
eyebrows. “Well, all right, all right, if he’s well enough. And
don’t fret about Toby and Queenie. Get a couple of lively
kittens to take care of and you’ll be new women.”

“When we get back into our house in town, we will,”
Martha said in a tone of decision. “It will be nice to watch
kittens play in front of the fire.”

“Your house in town?” The doctor shot her a look.
“Now why would you want to go back to that place? Too
big for you—much too big. You couldn’t take care of it.
I'd advise you to stay here where you’re well looked after.”
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After he had marched out, they heard Ellen intercept
him in the hall. Martha hobbled to the door to listen. A
minute later she limped back to Louise’s side.

“He said you were just upset,” she whispered. “He’s
prescribed tranquilizers.”

“A tranquilizer! We should have told him it was
poison!”

“He wouldn’t have listened. Don’t you see? Ellen and
Roger have everyone on their side. Everyone thinks they
are sweet, loving relatives taking good care of two helpless
old women.”

Martha wrung her hands in despair.

“Louise, even if Judge Beck comes tonight he’ll think
the same thing. I can see that now. We’ll both be in our
graves in a month and everyone will be sorry for Roger
and Ellen.”

“Couldn’t we just give our stocks and bonds to Roger
and Ellen?” Louise whispered. “Then they wouldn’t have
any reason to kill us.”

“Certainly not.” Martha eyes snapped. “Then they’d just
send us to the Haven Home. How would you like to end
your days in that horrible place?”

“I’d rather die. But if no one will listen to us—"

“There’s only one thing to do. We must escape.”

“But Martha!” Louise half sat up. “You know we can’t.
Why, you couldn’t possibly walk a quarter mile to the
Lamb place, much less push me. We’d freeze to death. Just
listen to that wind!”

The wind rattled the windows, as if for emphasis. But
Martha was nodding mysteriously now.

“You’ll see. I told you I had a plan all worked out. We'll
escape, never fear.”

“But suppose we do?” Louise asked. “They’ll say we’re
foolish old women and bring us right back here.”

“I've thought of that too. We'll escape and they’ll let us
go back to our old home. But we’ll have to wait for Roger
to come home first.”

Despite Louise’s curiosity, she refused to say anything
more on the subject. The temperature dropped as the after-
noon passed, and when the early darkness came they could
feel the cold pressing in through the tall windows. Martha
began assembling their personal knickknacks and jewelry
into a pile, which she tied into an old shawl.

“We can’t take much,” she said. “We’ll have to leave our
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clothes behind. But we can sell a bond, and buy more.”

Louise was feeling better and sitting up now. “I wish I
knew more about your plan. You certainly can’t push me a
quarter of a mile. We'll freeze.”

“Help will come in -time,” Martha promised. “Now re-
member, we mustn’t let Roger or Ellen suspect a thing, for
they are murderers. They killed Queenie and Toby and
they wish to kill us, Just let me do the talking.”

“All right,” Louise said in resignation. “But of course we
don’t dare eat any dinner.”

“Of course not. Now shhh—Roger’s here and I think I
hear Ellen bringing supper.”

There was a rattle of crockery and Ellen came in, bring-
ing a tray laden with dishes and silver. Behind her Roger
appeared, his thick glasses glinting in the light.

“Dr. Roberts had me bring some special medicine, Auntie
Louise,” Roger said. He managed a toothy smile as he
took a bottle from his pocket, tossed it up and caught it.
“Pure gold dust would be cheaper. But in a week you’ll be
feeling as skittish as a colt.”

“Thank you very much, Roger. I'll take it later.”

“Before meals, that’s the prescription. Here you are
now. Swallow it down.”

He held out a red capsule and a glass of water. Louise
gave an imploring glance at Martha, then swallowed the
pill.

“That’s my girl. You must take another one at bedtime.”

“Have you seen Toby anywhere?” Martha asked. “He’s
still gone.”

Roger wet his lips and Ellen spoke quickly. “Toby?
Why, no, but I'm sure he’ll come back. He’s just got wan-
derlust.”

“I thought I heard him in the cellar. He sounded so piti-
fully weak.” Martha looked anxious. “Please, Roger, would
you go down right now and look?”

“In the cellar?” Ellen and Roger exchanged uneasy
glances. “I can’t see how he could be down there. We'd
have heard him before this.” 7

“Please, Roger. Look anyway. You heard him, didn’t
you, Louise?”

“Oh, yes, I’'m sure he’s in the cellar,” Louise said.

“It will do no harm to look,” Ellen suggested. ‘“Perhaps
he slipped in when I got the preserves two days ago.”
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“All right, I'll go.” Roger squared his shoulders in an ex-
aggerated gesture. “Off to the cellar to find old Toby.”

He marched into the hall and they heard him clump
down the stairs. A moment later they heard his muffled
voice from beneath them.

“No sign of a cat down here.”

“Ellen, please go look too,” Martha urged. “Toby may
be hiding back in the coal bin where Roger can’t see him.”

“Well, all right,” Ellen said, and went down into the
cellar to join Roger. “Here, Toby,” they could hear her call-
ing. “Here, Toby, Toby.”

Martha hobbled into the hall and quietly closed the
cellar door. Then she slid the heavy bolt into place.

“There!” she said in triumph. “Now we can escape.”

“But we’ll freeze!” Louise wailed as Martha half pulled
her out of bed and bundled her into her warm coat. “And
they’ll just send us back.”

“No, they won’t.”

Martha got her own coat on, with a shawl over her
head, and got Louise into the wheelchair. By now Roger
and Ellen had discovered that the door had been bolted
and were hammering on it.

“Aunt Martha!” Ellen called. “Open the door! Why did
you lock it?”

“Hey, Auntie!” Roger cried out. “It’s a good joke, but
let us out now. Toby isn’t down here. We’ve looked every-
where.”

“He’s not down there because they killed him,” Martha
said sternly to Louise.

She pushed her sister out into the hall, and out the front
door onto the low stoop. The early evening was pitch dark,
and filled with restless murmurings as a chill wind rattled
the bare branches of the trees.

Louise cried out in dismay as Martha bumped her down
the single step and continued on down the walk for a
hundred feet. The she turned the chair about, and locked
the wheels.

“Now just wait,” she said. “I'll be back in a minute.”

Martha hobbled back into the house, ignoring the shouts
and pleas of Roger and Ellen from beyond the bolted
cellar door. Huddled in her shawl and coat, Louise waited
in the outside dark, the wind tugging at her, nipping like
little teeth, until Martha reappeared, bearing the shawl that
held their jewelry.
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“Martha!” Louise wailed. “I'm freezing already. What
are you going to do?”

“You’ll see.” Martha stopped beside her, panting, and
leaned on her cane. “You’ll see, Louise. Just watch the
house.”

Louise watched. Behind the windows of the wing that
had been their home a flicker of yellow light appeared. It
wavered for a moment, then leaped up. Feeding on itself, it
grew into a sheet of fire that thrust a finger through a part-
ly opened window and still continued to grow, becoming
brighter and stronger with every gust of wind that tore
around the heavily-cluttered ivy-hung eaves.

“Fire!” Louise gasped. “The house is on fire!”

“I spread the kerosene from the lamp around the room,”
Martha said. “Just remember, Ellen and Roger planned to
kill us. They did kill our cats. We have to protect our-
selves. There was simply no other way.”

Martha’s voice rose urgently. “But remember. We must
never tell anyone what they planned. They’re our kin. No
one would believe us. Let it be a tragic accident. Do you
understand?”

“Oh yes, yes,” Louise said, excited. “You’re so clever.
Now someone will see the flames and call the fire depart-
ment, won’t they?”

“Yes, a fire in the country always brings someone. It was
the one way we could call for help, crippled as we are. Af-
ter this, they’ll have to let us go to our old home.”

Then in silence they watched. The finger of flame
shooting from the window became a tremendous torch.
After a moment they heard in the distance the faint wail of
the siren on the roof of the volunteer fire company in
town.

“It’s such a warm fire,” Louise murmured, holding out
her hands toward the blaze. “It does feel good.”

The roof of their wing fell in with a great shower of
sparks just as the fire engine with its helmeted volunteers
came screaming up. But the rest of the house was engulfed
in flame then, and there was nothing the fire company could
do.

The fireplace in Judge Beck’s living room crackled
cheerily. Martha and Louise sat watching it, seeing happy
pictures in the flames.

“Soon we’ll be in our home again,” Louise murmured.
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“With kittens playing on the rug and Mary Thompson
keeping us company. Mrs. Rogers has a daughter who can
sleep in for twenty-five dollars a week. We can easily
afford that.”
“Our money will certainly last as long as we do,” Mar-
tha agreed. “I think I hear the judge coming now.”
The door opened, but instead of a man, a big Siamese
. cat slipped through. It leaped into Martha’s lap with a sat-

l

isfied miaow.

“Toby!” Louise exclaimed.

“Toby!” Martha echoed. “Where on earth did you come
from?”

“I thought he would be a welcome surprise,” said Judge
Beck’s dry voice. The judge himself, a spare, tall, slightly
stooped man of sixty had come into the room. “Something

. to make brighter a very sad occasion. One of the firemen

spotted him last night not far from the ruins.”

He gave each of them a firm handclasp, then blew his
nose with a vigorous honk.

“Sorry,” he said. “I caught a whopper of a cold down in
Boston. Terrible city. Drafty, noisy.”

“You—were in Boston?” Martha asked. Her mouth
seemed suddenly to have become parched.

“Three days. They were wasted, too, I’m sorry to say.”

He sat down, shaking his head.

“This is a very sad occasion. Those old houses are terri-
ble firetraps. But we won’t talk about that. It’s better not to
dwell on it. I want to talk about you, now that Roger and
Ellen are—well, gone.”

“Oh, we’ll be all right,” Louise said eagerly. “We’ll move
back into our old house. And we want Mary Thompson to

‘stay with us. She mustn’t stay another day in that terrible
place.”

Judge Beck blew his nose again. He looked unhappy as
he fingered the Masonic emblem on his gold watch chain.

“Martha,” he said. “Louise—" He paused. They stared
at him, two pairs of bright eyes in ancient faces. “It’s hard
for me to tell you this, but my visit to Boston was about
you'”

“About us?” They echoed each other.

“About your father’s estate, that is. As you know, it
consisted of some money—which has been spent—and a
number of New England and Toronto Railway bonds.”

“Yes?” Martha asked, and they continued to stare at him.
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“Well—railroads are having tough sledding these days,
and the New England and Toronto went into bankruptcy
last summer. That was why Ellen and Roger wanted you to
move in with them, so they could look after you. Ellen
wanted your power of attorney, to enable her and Roger to
handle the remains of the estate without you learning what
had happened. I wanted to tell you the truth, but they were
afraid it would upset you. That’s why we all played along
and kept it a secret.

“Unfortunately, now you must know, dear Martha and
Louise. I'm sorry, but the old house is uninhabitable. In
fact, we can’t even find a buyer for it. There’s no money to
fix it up. There’s no money at all left in your father’s es-
tate.” Judge Beck paused, delicately. “You may have
wondered why Roger and Ellen sometimes seemed so hard-
pressed and harassed. Now you know. Believe me, they
didn’t mind. They loved you.”

The two sisters looked at each other, in silent, stricken
horror.

“The Haven Home.” Louise’s voice was a tremulous
whisper. Martha’s voice would not come at all.
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The red-orange sun eased its way out of the Jamaican sky,
then suspended itself halfway into the Caribbean horizon
as though holding still for some divine time exposure. The
late-afternoon shadows lengthened, gently splaying a
dusky tint over the brilliantly colored bougainvillaea and
hibiscus, and finally came to rest against the bright-white
facade of Montego Bay’s luxurious Hotel Dorando. It
somehow seemed an effrontery to this picture-postcard set-
ting when the body of George Farnham, arms flailing wild-
ly, descending scream trailing behind, tore through the co-
conut palms and plummeted to the patio below.

Twenty minutes later, in the twelfth-floor suite from
which the late Mr. Farnham had started his downward
flight, his widow sat quietly on the sofa, a portrait of
stunned bereavement.

Opposite her, Mr. Tibble, the slight, balding Assistant
Manager of the Dorando, perched birdlike on the edge of a
chair. He was suitably compassionate, despite feeling un-
comfortable for the past quarter hour, since Mr. Farnham’s
widow had been placed in his charge.

Tibble shook his head. “Terrible,” he said in the direc-
tion of the widow. “A terrible accident,” he said again.

The widow looked up, acknowledged Tibble’s commiser-
ation with an almost imperceptible nod, and bowed her
head once more.

An accident. It had not occurred to her that George’s
death would be considered an accident. In that brief mo-

. ment on the terrace, she’d thought only of police, courts,

e Rl

~ a trial. But here, for the umpteenth time in the past fifteen
~ minutes, Mr. Tibble referred to the accident.

And earlier, when she’d hastened down to the patio as
quickly as the elevator could carry her, everyone had been
murmuring about the accident. “Tragedy,” they’d whis-
pered. “Dreadful accident . . . lovely woman . . . two of
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the most beautiful children . . . a terrible accident.”

Had no one seen what happened on the terrace?

Priscilla Farnham was a soft, almost-plump woman, still
retaining a trace of girlish prettiness. Never having consid-
ered herself a particularly strong or resourceful person, she’d
been surprised when she’d reached inside herself during these
past minutes and discovered hidden iron. She was amazed at
her ability to remain calm underneath, while wearing a mask
of grief-stricken widowhood.

Her feeling for George had long since gone. She had felt
only a touch of remorse, she recalled, when she looked
down from the terrace and thought that George appeared
strangely like an isolated piece of a jigsaw puzzle, framed on
the flagstone.

The jangling of the telephone pierced her retrospection.

Tibble, his eyes apologizing for the desecrating peal of
the phone, darted over to answer it. He announced himself,
listened, then cupped a thin hand over the mouthpiece.

“It’s Constable Edmonds. He says that the man from
C.ID. is in the lobby and, if you’re up to it, he’d like to
stop up here to make a few inquiries.”

Tibble smiled assuringly. “Just routine, I'm sure. You’re
a visitor to the island, you know. And the Constable had
already informed me that someone would be along to in-
vestigate.”

There must have been a noticeable change in her expres-
sion, because leble was quick to add: “Of course, if you're
not up to it .

“No, it w1ll be all right,” she said.

Tibble relayed the answer, then turned back to her.
“Five minutes?”

Priscilla nodded.

“Five minutes will do fine,” Tibble informed Constable
Edmonds, then hung up. Turning to Priscilla: “Is there
anything further I can do?”

“I'd appreciate it if you'd look in on the children.”

Grateful for the opportunity to leave, Tibble scurried
into the bedroom.

The children: they were all that mattered now. What
would they do without her? She pictured Mark, with his
black, curly hair and long lashes. Only nine, but already
showing signs of the lean good looks he would possess as a
man. And Amy, two years his junior, with Priscilla’s own
blonde prettiness and saucerlike violet eyes. She couldn’t
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bear the thought of being apart from them, and her new-
found resourcefulness was suddenly edged with fear.

Five minutes. Five minutes to organize a defense. For
what? If the inquiry was to be a mere formality, an investi-
gation of an unfortunate accident, as Mr. Tibble had tried
to assure her, there would be no need for preparation. But
if the C.I.D. man intended to probe deeper, if he had un-
covered any intimation of the truth, the investigation would
proceed along quite different lines.

Murder!

She shivered at the word, but what else could it be
called? Admittedly, George’s death was not what might be
considered “premeditated”; there had been no long-nur-
tured, cold-blooded plan. Still, there had been some five or
ten minutes of thought behind it. Manslaughter? Perhaps.
There could be many interpretations of degree, but each of
them carried its own special punishment. No, she must
take another tack. Justifiable? Had George’s death been
justifiable? Not legally; although in a simple, almost primi-
tive way, she supposed it really had been justifiable. In a
sense, it had been George’s own fault. He had brought it
on himself.

Tibble’s return from the bedroom interrupted her ration-
alization. He reported that the children were doing fine.
The staff housekeeper, whom he’d sent up earlier to stay
with them, said that Mark and Amy were extremely well-
behaved.

“They seem concerned only about you,” Tibble added
with a comforting smile. “I told them you’d be with them
soon.”

Priscilla nodded gratefully. “We’re very close,” she told
the Assistant Manager as he took his perch on the chair
again.

Now to the business at hand, she told herself firmly. The
business of getting away with murder.

What would the C.I.D. man ask? Surely he’d look for a
motive. Money? No, that would hardly apply here. Jeal-
ousy? She dismissed that quickly. Hate? Well, there had
been arguments, of course, but didn’t they take place in the
best of families?

After all, the Farnhams were in a strange country;
wouldn’t the investigation have to be based on their behav-
ior in Jamaica?

Her hopes sank abruptly. There had been an argument.
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A bitter argument. And she remembered that, at its climax,
she had turned away from George and suddenly seen the
children standing there, in the living-room doorway, their
faces frozen in expressions of fear and concern. She had
tried to caution George, but he’d ranted on, shouting all
those perfectly horrible things at her. Then he had stalked
off to the terrace, and the children had run to her, pressing
close.

She’d needed five or ten minutes alone to collect her
thoughts, to figure out some way to dissuade George from
what he planned to do. So she suggested the Game. The
fear and anxiety immediately disappeared from their faces
and they ran into the bedroom to begin playing.

Strange, she thought abstractedly. If George had under-
stood and participated in the Game, everything might have
been different. If, in fact, George had participated in any-
thing that involved love and sharing, he might not be lying
down there, covered by that ridiculously colorful patio
tablecloth.

The circumstances leading up to the scene on the terrace
had begun, she reasoned, a long time ago, when George
changed. He had been gay and considerate when he’d been
courting her. But when her father had died, shortly after
their marriage, and George took over the management of
the many interests and investments Father left behind, the
metamorphosis had taken place. George had become all
business. No time for fun. No more unexpected gifts. No
more unexpected flowers or candy. Not a surprise in a car-
load; that was George.

She had tried to get him interested in the Game and
have him discover in it the joy and romance that her own
family had found. George reluctantly agreed to try it once,
she remembered. She snuggled up to him and said, “Guess
what?” George replied according to the rules of the Game:
“What?” And she said: “Guess what I did for you today?”
George was then supposed to venture some silly guesses,
like: “You found a million dollars in gold, and you’re
going to put it under my napkin.” Or, “You just made the
Taj Mahal out of toothpicks, and we’re going downtown
tomorrow to pick out furniture.” Then, the guessing was
supposed to get more serious until George eventually
discovered what she had done to surprise him; or he’d give
up and Priscilla would reveal the surprise.

But, naturally, George had quit right after asking,
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“What?” He found the Game “silly” and thought Priscilla
even sillier for playing it.

Of course it was silly, Priscilla admitted, but it was fun.
It was full of Surprises and Giving and Doing and Loving.
And Romance, too, because her surprise that night had
been the most diaphanous of negligees.

She and George had continued to drift, and only the
arrival of the children had saved their marriage. Mark and
Amy had inherited her looks and zest for life. They took to
picnics and surprises and the Game and displays of love
just as she always had. So, they’d become their mother’s
children.

Perhaps—she allowed herself a tiny pang of guilt—she’d
concentrated too fiercely on Mark and Amy and not enough
on George. But still, she felt defensively, if George had
wanted to be part of it . . . if he’d wanted to share the won-
derful understanding . . . if only—

Priscilla got no farther. A discreet knock broke her train
of thought and brought Tibble off the edge of his chair. He
went to the door, opened it, and admitted Constable Ed-
monds and a tall man in tropical civvies.

Edmonds, resplendent in his summer uniform with red
cummerbund and white “Bobby” helmet, introduced his
companion. He then about-faced smartly and stepped back
into the corridor, closing the suite door behind him.

An efficient-looking man with piercing blue eyes and
graying sandy hair, Detective-Sergeant Waring was ranking
C.1.D. investigator for the Montego Bay area.

“Sorry to disturb you at this time, Mrs. Farnham,” he
said in a clipped British accent. “But if you feel disposed to
answering a few questions, I'll try to take up very little of
your time.”

“I’ll give you whatever information I can,” she said.

The Sergeant eased into the chair beside Tibble’s and re-
moved a small notebook from a jacket pocket. Absently
searching for a pencil and finding it, he flipped a few pages
in the book, scanned his notes, then addressed her again.

“Perhaps we can start with your telling me, as best you
can, what you recall just before . . . it happened.”

“I can’t remember too much, I’'m afraid. I was lying
here on the sofa—in a kind of fog. I don’t know whether it
was the scream that brought me out of it or the children. I
just remember their shaking me, and I got up. We went to

s
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the terrace—I looked down”—she managed a little break
in her voice—“and saw my husband.”

Sergeant Waring rose, walked quickly to the terrace,
gazed about for a moment, then returned to his chair.

“Had your husband been unnaturally depressed lately?
Had he given you the feeling he might be thinking of tak-
ing his own life?”

“Oh, no!” Priscilla blurted, and regretted the denial the
second it was uttered. She had not considered the possible
deduction of suicide. Now the opportunity was gone.

Waring asked, “Was he all right?”

Priscilla looked puzzled.

“I mean,” he explained, “was he in good health? Did he
suffer from fainting or dizzy spells or anything of that
sort?”

“Yes,” she replied. “In fact, that was one of the reasons
we took this vactation. My husband worked very hard.
Much too hard, we all told him. And he’d mentioned head-
aches and dizzy spells every opce in a while. I felt that he
needed to get away for a while . . . to relax. And so we
came to Jamaica.”

It’s amazing, she marveled, how easily one can lie when
the stakes are so high.

The C.1.D. man made a note in his black book.

“I realize this is quite a strain for you,” he said solici-
tously. “If yow’ll bear with me for a few minutes more. I'm
certain everything will be cleared up. We must make in-
quiries in all cases of violent death.” He paused for a mo-
ment, then continued. “There is, as you know, a three-foot
railing that surrounds your terrace. It would seem difficult
to conceive of a man just falling over a railing of that
height . . .”

Priscilla felt the beginning of a nervous gnawing.

“, . . unless he had suffered a dizzy spell and toppled
over. You see, Mrs. Farnham, one of the waiters . . .” he
consulted his notebook again “. . . a chap named Parsens,
was setting up the patio tables for dinner. He happened to
glance up, or perhaps it was your husband’s scream—the
one you said you heard—that attracted his attention. And
he saw your husband pitch over the railing. But Parsons
claims he had a distinct impression that your husband did
not fall.”

Sudden shock swept through her. Someone had seen
what happened.
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“Naturally,” Waring said, “we asked Parsons if he had
seen anyone on the terrace besides your husband. He ad-
mitted that he had not.”

“Certainly you didn’t think that—"

“Of course not,” Waring cut in with a disarming smile.
“But we have to follow up any information of that sort.
We soon discovered that there was no substance to
- Parsons’ statement, after all. In the first place, Parsons was
‘ almost directly beneath the line of terraces, and, as he was
~ looking virtually straight up, he could not possibly have

had a clear view of your terrace. And secondly, Parsons’

statement was predicated on his impression that your hus-
' band seemed to be trying to catch his balance. His arms
- were rather clutching for air, as it were . . . as though he
- were trying to protect himself. It goes without saying
that . . .”
Priscilla felt a sudden warm glow of confidence. Perhaps
it was possible to get away with murder!
“. . . probably mistook your husband’s desperate at-
tempt to save himself as something more,” the Sergeant
- was saying. “And now that you’ve verified your husband’s
dizzy spells, we can see how he might have just toppled
over the railing.”

T

A rapping at the door interrupted him. He stepped to
 the door, opened it, and Priscilla saw Constable Edmond’s
- white helmet bobbing as he spoke rapidly in a low voice.

Waring poked his head back into the living room. He

looked carefully at Priscilla before saying, “Would you ex-
cuse me, please? I'll only be a moment. There are, it seems,
some other witnesses.”

. Her confidence ebbing away, she sat tight-lipped, ques-
tions tumbling over each other in her mind.

The answer came as Waring re-entered and moved swiftly

toward her. He suddenly looked formidable.

“Mrs. Farnham,” he said. “Did you and your husband

have a row shortly before he died?”

“Yes,” she answered in a tiny voice.

Waring pressed on. “The couple in the suite next door
- —the Rineharts—claim they heard you and your husband

involved in a rather violent dispute. Your voices were quite
“loud, and they are certain they heard your husband say
_ something about . . . dying.”
“It seems like a silly argument now—"
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The Sergeant looked at her inquiringly.

“I don’t mean silly, exactly,” she continued. “It just
seems . . . well . . . unimportant now. My husband want-
ed to cut our vacation short and go home. The children
and I wanted to stay. Our original vacation plans called for
us to remain here for another week at least. The argument
got out of hand, I'm afraid, and there were some harsh
words. Then he said that when he was dead, I could do as I
pleased, but right now, while he was head of the family, we
were going home.” She forced a brief facsimile of a smile.
“That was one of his pet expressions.”

She looked up at Waring. The silence was the longest
she had ever known.

The Sergeant’s face softened. “That seems to check in
essence with the fragments of the argument which the Rine-
harts overheard.” He consulted his notebook once again.

“There’s just one more thing, Mrs. Farnham. You said
that you were lying down on the sofa at the time your hus-
band fell.” :

Priscilla nodded.

“And you also said,” he went on, “that your children
shook you right after you thought you heard your hus-
band’s scream.”

She nodded again.

Waring wore the disarming look once more. “Would you
mind, then, if we brought your children in here and asked
them where you were when they called you? It’s merely a
routine check. Naturally, I can’t question them officially;
and I must have your permission, of course. But it would
clarify my report and end it all right here.”

Priscilla drew up her shoulders. “All right,” she said.
“But, please—"

Waring nodded appreciatively. He gestured to Tibble
who went into the bedroom and returned with Mark and
Amy.

Priscilla didn’t look up as the children entered. Then, as
they were led toward the Sergeant, she lifted her head
slowly and caressed them with a smile.

Waring resumed his seat, hunching a bit in order to be
at eye-level with them. He spoke softly, but directly. “Do
you understand what happened today?”

Mark and Amy nodded gravely.

“I'm going to ask you something. Will you answer me?”
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Their faces remained grave as they glanced questioning-
y at their mother.
“You may answer the gentlemen,” she instructed gent-
. As she directed the children to face Waring, she saw
hat his eyes had been focused intently on her.
He turned his attention to Mark and Amy now, and be-
ihgan gingerly. “A little while ago, when you heard your
father—yell . . . Do you remember?”
They returned the Sergeant’s gaze.
| Waring continued. “You shouted when you heard him.
You shouted to your mother . . . and shook her, is that
ight?”
They nodded solemnly.
“Where was your mother when you shook her, do you
' remember?”
Mark answered. “She was right there where she is now.”
“Are you sure?” said Waring,.
“Uh, huh,” said Amy. “We were playing the Game.”
. “The game?”

Priscilla started to explain. “It’s just a little game we
lay—”
She was stopped by the Sergeant’s upraised, cautioning
and. This was the moment Priscilla had dreaded. She had
mehow known that the final judgment would be found in
e Game.
. “What about the game?” Waring inquired easily. “What
ind of a game?”
- Mark took over. “It’s a game we play with Mommy. It’s
a lot of fun. We make up surprises. We buy things . . . or
ake things . . . or do things. . . . Then we say, ‘Guess

i
‘.‘l

“‘Guess what?’ ” Sergeant Waring echoed.

“Sure,” chimed in Amy. “Mommy says, ‘Guess what I
i id for you,” and we try to guess the surprise.”

. “Or we say, ‘Guess what we did for you,” and Mommy
tries to guess,” Mark added.
. “Go on,” urged Waring.

“Well, after Mommy and Daddy”—his voice dropped—
IEhad a fight, Mommy said let’s play the Game.” His voice
‘brightened again, and he looked toward his sister. “So
'Amy and me went into the bedroom to figure out a sur-
prise for Mommy. And Mommy stayed here figuring one
out for us.”

i
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“Then, when you heard your father yell,” Waring said

carefully “you came right to your mother. And she was

right here on the sofa?”
“Oh, yes,” trilled Amy. “She was lying down. We came
to tell her our surprise. Do you want to know what it was?”

“No,” said the Sergeant, laughing. “A secret is a secret. I

just wanted to see if you knew where your mother was.”

He turned to Priscilla. “I think that takes care of
everything, Mrs. Farnham. Of course, there will be an in-
quest after the postmortem, but it will be routine.”

“Must the children be brought into it again?” she asked. |
“I hardly think so. It has been a trying enough

experience for them as it is.”

Waring shook hands with Mark and Amy and thanked |

them.
“I'm sorry, Mrs. Farnham,” he said. “I hope this wasn’t

too much of an inconvenience. I realize that your hus-
band’s tragic accident was upsetting enough without my

disturbing you with these questions. But, it’s my duty.”

“I understand, Sergeant Waring,” she said, “And thank |

you for being so considerate with the children.”

“Not at all,” said Waring. “'m a father myself.” He
motioned for Tibble to follow him and they left the suite,
softly closing the door behind them.

Priscilla sat still for a long moment, not daring to
believe it was all over. Then she smiled at the children,
who were standing quietly once again.

Amy, a petulant look on her face, broke the silence.
“Mommy,” she said. “You didn’t tell us your surprise.”

Mark added his disappointment. “You never told us
what you did. You forgot.”

“No, I didn’t forget,” said Priscilla in a voice touched

with sadness.

She would tell them soon what she had done. When it
was time to sit down with them and explain how the Game
had been played wrong that day.

No, she had not forgotten. Nor would she ever forget
that moment when Mark and Amy had shaken her and
shouted, “Guess what?” In a haze, she’d asked “What?”
The children, their beautiful faces beaming with their sur-
prise, had pulled her out to the terrace, pointed over the
railing and chanted, “Guess what we did for you today!”
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SOMETHING SHORT OF MURDER

HENRY SLESAR

Fran came out of Lila’s apartment, shoving the green-
printed racing sheets into her apron pocket. Lila, that
lucky so-and-so! Three winners in a week! Fran shook her
head as she went up the sagging stairs to her apartment on
the next floor, displeased with her own luck and envying
Lila’s.

When the door slammed behind her, she hurried over to
the kitchen table and shoved the remains of her husband’s
breakfast to one side. She took out the racing form, her
eyes moving up and down the small print to find the listing
of tomorrow’s fourth race.

“Sonny Boy, County Judge, Chicago Flyer, Marzipan,
Goldenrod . . .”

She read the names aloud, running her fingers through
the dry brown hair on her forehead. Then she shut her
eyes and looked upwards in a gesture. They had to mean
something, or it was no good. That was her system. It
wasn’t much, but that was it.

“Sonny Boy,” she whispered. Her husband, Ed, was an
admirer of Jolson. “Sonny Boy,” she said aloud.

She headed for the telephone and dialed quickly.

“Vito’s,” the man said.

“Hello, is Mr. Cooney there?”

“Hey, Phil,” the man said. “For you.”

“Hello?” Cooney said.

“Mr. Cooney? This is Fran Holland. Would you put five
dollars for me on the fourth race tomorrow? I like—"

“Hold it, Mrs. Holland. I'm glad you called. You see, I
was comin’ to see you anyway, Mrs. Holland. After I got
my hair cut.”

“Coming to see me?” She looked at the instrument
strangely.

“Yeah, Mrs. Holland. It’s like this, Mrs. Holland. First
of all, I ain’t allowed to take no more bets from you, not

D ———
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until you settle up. Second of all, I'm supposed to come
over and see maybe if I can collect the money you owe us.
That’s twenty-five dollars now.”

“Twenty-five dollars? But that’s not so much. I mean, is
it?”

“Yeah, sure, Mrs. Holland. Only you don’t understand,
Mrs. Holland. This is front office. It wasn’t my idea. Too
much of this nickel-and-dime stuff around, you know what
I mean.”

“No! I don’t know!” She was honestly indignant, as if
the butcher had overcharged her.

“Well, I'll be over to explain it, Mrs. Holland. See you
soon.”

“No! Wait a minute—"

But the man named Cooney wasn’t waiting. The click at
his end of the wire was final.

She stared stupidly at the buzzing receiver before putting
it back where it belonged. Then the thought of company—
any company—sent her into a series of automatic actions.
She cleared the breakfast dishes and piled them in the sink.
She swept the crumbs from the table into the hollow of her
palm and dropped them into the paper bag that was lean-
ing against the stove. Then she untied her apron, and flung
it into a closet.

In the bedroom, she stopped to see her face in the vanity
mirror. It was a young face still, with all the marks of the
years concentrated around her eyes. Her hair was jutting in
too many directions, so she ran a comb through it with
painful yanks.

She thought of calling Lila, but the idea of seeing that
cheery gloating face again was too much. No, she’d talk
this over some other time, when they were both commiser-
ating over a tardy horse.

She sat at the kitchen table and smoked a cigarette. In
another ten minutes, the doorbell sounded. She walked
calmly to the door.

Cooney took his hat off. The band was tight, and left a
circulgr dent in the shiny surface of his fresh-trimmed hair.
He looked like an ageing insurance salesman, eager to
make good.

“Morning, Mrs. Holland. All right to come in?”

“You know it’s all right,” Fran said.

He stepped inside, his small eyes probing the three
rooms of the apartment. He sat down at the table, and be-
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gan jiggling the small pile of ashes in the tray.

“Now what’s this all about?” Fran said, like a scolding
parent.

“It’s nothing personal, Mrs. Holland. You know that. I
like doin’ business with you people. Only the management
is gettin’ a little edgy about the accounts receivable.”

She almost smiled. “That’s a laugh.”

“No, seriously.” He looked hurt. “How much dough you
think we make with this kind of trade? Look, the two-dol-
lar guy is the heart of the business. But when you start
raidin’ the cookie jar, Mrs. Holland—"

“I use my own money! You can’t accuse me of—"

“Who’s accusin’? Look, Mrs. Holland, you’ve owed us
this twenty-five bucks since—" He dipped into his jacket
and produced a little black ledger. “May 20th,” he said.
“This is almost two months. Now how do you suppose a
big store or somebody would feel about that?”

“Listen, Mr. Cooney. You know I always pay you,
sooner or later. Ever since I started—"

“You'’re a friend of Mrs. Shank, aren’t you?” The ques-
tion was sudden.

“You know I am. It was Lila who told me about—"

“Yeah. Well, she’s not much better, Mrs. Holland. If it
makes you feel any better.”

“But she just won—"

“Very good for her. And when Mrs. Shank wins, we
gotta ante up fast, or she’s screamin’ bloody murder. But
when she’s on the short end—" He scowled, and Fran no
longer felt sure of herself.

“All right,” she said bitingly. “If you're going to act that
way, I'll just find somebody else.”

“Sure. You do that, Mrs. Holland.” He slipped the
ledger back into his pocket. “Only there’s still a matter of
twenty-five bucks.”

“I'll pay you next week.”

“No, Mrs. Holland.”

“What do you mean, no? I'll give you the money next
week. My husband doesn’t get paid until next week.”

“Uh-uh, Mrs. Holland.”

She stared at him, “What’s the matter with you? I can’t
give you something I haven’t got. What do you expect?”

“Twenty-five bucks, Mrs. Holland. That’s my orders.
You can borrow the money, can’t you? From Mrs. Shank,
maybe?”
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“Not her,” Fran said bitterly.

“You must have the dough in the house. Food money.”

“No! I have a dollar and fifty cents. That’s all! I’'ve been
charging everything—"

The man stood up, and either the light in the room had
changed, or he had. The meekness was out of his face, and
he looked anything but harmless.

“I gotta have that money today, Mrs. Holland. If I don’t
get it today—

“You’ll what?” She couldn’t believe his attitude; he’d al-
ways been a gentleman.

“I’ll come back at six o’clock, Mrs. Holland.”

“Come back?”

“To see your husband.”

It was a word Cooney had never mentioned, not once.
He’d been dropping by two mornings a week for the past
three months. There were always evidences of Eddie’s
presence around. There were his breakfast dishes, scraped
clean by his sizeable appetite..His crusty old pipe might be
lying on the drainboard. There might be a shirt in need of
mending, draped over a kitchen chair. But Cooney had
never used the word before.

“Why?” Fran said. “Why do you have to do that? I told
you I’d get the money. He doesn’t have to know about this
thing, does he?”

“Sure he don’t, Mrs. Holland All you gotta do is pay
me what you owe—nothin’ more. And he don’t have to
know a thing.”

“It’s not that I’m so ashamed of it!” she said loudly. “I
haven’t lost a fortune or anything!”

“Sure, Mrs. Holland.”

“You can’t do that to me, Mr. Cooney—"

The hat was being squeezed down over the oil-shiny
hair. “I really gotta go, Mrs. Holland. You know where
you can find me. At Vito’s. If you come down any time be-
fore six, we can forget the whole thing.”

“But I told you!” Fran’s fingers were undoing the work
of her comb. “I haven’t got it! I can’t get it! There isn’t any
way—)’

“You know about hock shops?”

“I've already—" She stopped, and her fingers found
their way to her mouth. If Eddie knew!

“So long, Mrs. Holland.”

He went out, shutting the door quietly.
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She listened to the man’s retreating footsteps until the
hallway was silent again, and then she thought about Ed-
die. She looked across the kitchen table as if she could al-
most see her husband sitting at the opposite end, looking
hurt and baffled as he had so many times before, shaking
his head and saying: “Why do you do it, Fran? What for?”

How could she face that scene again? After all the
promises, the tearful scenes of recrimination and forgive-
ness? The first time hadn’t been so bad; they had been
honeymooners still, and anything Eddie’s bride did was
cute and cockeyed and wonderful—even betting house
money on the horses. They had laughed over it, then, and
made up, before the argument had gone very far, in that
special tender way reserved for newlyweds. But there had
been a second time, and a third, and at each discovery, Ed-
die had looked more hurt and bewildered, until the bewil-
derment became anger. And then there had been the terrible
scene last October, the day when he’d detected the white
circle around her finger where Fran’s engagement ring
should have been . . .

She shivered at the memory. There had been no forgive-
ness in Eddie that time. She had sworn to him that the
habit was broken; she had tried every way possible to con-
vince him that she had learned her lesson. But still Eddie
hadn’t forgiven; he had merely warned.

“One more time, Fran, so help me. One more time and I
walk outa here . . . ” d

She got up from the kitchen table and ran into the bed-
room. She attacked the bureau drawers, scattering clothes
and department store boxes filled with buttons and hatpins
and scraps of fabric. She foraged through all her purses,
her fingers digging into their linings in search of stray
coins. She slapped at the pockets of her husband’s two suits
which hung in the closet, listening for the sound of jing-
ling metal. She flipped open the plastic jewelry box Ed
had given her the Christmas before, and was shocked at
the scarcity of everything with more than dime-store value.

Even as Fran hurried into the living room, she had the
feeling of having done all that she had just done before.

Beneath the pillows of the love seat she found a dime
and a black penny. In a small porcelain vase on a book-
shelf she found a folded dollar bill.

She brought all the money she had found to the kitchen
table, and counted it.
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“Two dollars and seventy-eight cents,” she whispered.

She put her head between her elbows.

“Oh, God, God,” she said.

Twenty-five dollars wasn’t so much, she thought. But
where would she get it? She had no friends, except Lila.
Her family lived miles away. Where would she get it? And
before six o’clock. She glanced at her wrist, but the watch
she expected to see there she remembered was ticking in a

pawnshop on Broadway. She glanced up at the electric

clock on the kitchen wall, and gasped when she realized
that it was almost eleven-thirty.

Less than seven hours! she thought. Twenty-five dollars!
Nickels and dimes, Cooney had called it . . .

Then she had her idea. It was born of a painful memory,
of an unpleasant scene on a windy street corner only two
weeks before. She had just concluded a day of shopping,
and there was an overpriced dress in a fancy striped box
beneath her arm. She had been standing on the corner, her
feet aching, praying that the Number Five bus would be
empty. Then she had clicked open her purse, this purse,
the one on the table, looking for nickels and dimes . . .

She stood up so fast that the chair scraped the linoleum.
She went into the bedroom and did further repairs on her
makeup. She put on her best pair of black suedes, and then
took the silken thing she called her “evening stole” out of a
drawer. The effect in the mirror didn’t please her, so she
changed her dress too.

When she was through, she looked a lot like the girl Ed
used to show off at parties.

Then she went out.

The bus stop was four blocks from her apartment |

building. The good bus stop, that is, the one where Num-
ber Five, and Number Fifteen, and Number Twenty-Three
nuzzled one another against the curb during the rush
hours. Number Five was just lumbering off now, only half-
filled at midday. But there were still people around, wait-
ing for transportation to God-knows-what errand.

They were old people mostly. Old people weren’t so
good for what she had in mind. But Fran stepped
determinedly up to the arrow-shaped stanchion and looked
like a woman with a purpose.

Out of the corner of her eyes, she selected her first sub-
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ject. She knew the first would be the hardest, so this one
had to be good. He wasn’t too old, really, maybe a little
over fifty. His eyes were puffy, and his shoulders were
hunched up as if the July sun, strangely enough, had made
him cold. Both hands were in his pockets, and coins within
them were making noises.

She sidled up to him, peering down the street for signs
of the approaching bus. He looked at her with only mild

~ interest.

Then she saw Number Fifteen heading in. She opened

* her purse and began to rummage inside it.

“Oh my God!” she said loudly.
The man’s eyes widened at her exclamation.
She looked at him helplessly, and the half-humorous,

~ half-worried expression on her face was a skilful blend.

“How do you like that!” she said. “I haven’t got a red
cent.”

He smiled uncertainly, not knowing what to do. And his
hands stopped jiggling the coins.

“What in the world should I do? I must get downtown—"

“I—uh—" The man cleared his throat. “Look, why

-~ don’t I—uh—"

“Oh, would you? Could you lend me fifteen cents? I feel
like such a fool—”
He was smiling now; this was anecdotal material for

. him. Fran didn’t feel badly; she was the one doing the fa-

VOr.
His hand came out of his pocket filled with silver. He

. plucked out a nickel and dime and handed them to her.

“Think nothing of it,” he said. The bus braked to a halt

~ in front of them. “You can mail it to me,” he said. “Hah-

hah. Well—here’s the bus—"
“Not mine,” she smiled. “I take the Number Five. Thank
you very much.”

“You're very welcome!” he said cheerfully, and clam- ’

bered aboard his bus.
That makes your day, Pops, she thought.
A young man who had just stepped off the departing bus

- was folding a newspaper in front of her.

“Pardon me—"

“Huh?” He looked up, his pale eyes bewildered.

“I feel like such a fool, but—" She batted her lashes
prettily. He was a very young man; he blushed. “But I left
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the house without a cent. And I simply must take the next
bus downtown—"

“Gosh,” he said, grinning with embarrassment. “I know
just how you feel. Here—” He dug into his coat pocket.
“Only got a quarter—"

“QOh, really—"

“No no. Keep the whole thing. Happens to me all the
time.” He looked at her face more closely, and seemed to
realize she was older than her smile. He nodded and smiled
and moved on.

“Pardon me,” she said to the elderly lady who was
peering myopically down the street. “I feel simply terrible
about this, but an awful thing has happened to me—"

“Eyah?” the old lady said.

Fran smiled tightly. “Nothing,” she said wryly.

PR ———

A slim gentleman with glasses, carrying a book under .

his arm, was walking slowly toward the bus stop. He
blinked at her as she approached.
“Pardon me,” she said.

An hour later, she could have sworn that there was a
blister on her right heel. Funny how simply standing at a
bus stop could have done that to her foot. Why, she could
walk for miles through a department store, and never . . .

Then she thought of the coins in her purse, and walked
rapidly across the street. There was a drug store on the
corner, and she entered one of the telephone booths and
folded the doors closed.

She counted carefully.

The total was three dollars and fifteen cents. Added to
the amount she had started out with, it made five-ninety-
three. She sighed. She had a long way togo. . .

A man was standing outside the booth as she opened the
doors.

“Pardon me,” she said automatically. “I feel like such a
fool, but I came out without a penny, and I have to get
downto—I have to make a call.”

The man grinned feebly. “Yeah?” he said. Then he real-
ized what was expected of him, and his hand dove into his
change pocket. “Oh, yeah, sure,” he said “I gotta dime.”

“Thank you,” she said. “Thank you very much.”

She folded the doors again, and dialed a number without
depositing the coin. She talked cheerfully into the dead
instrument for a moment, hung up after a musical good-
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bye, and smiled winningly at the man who succeeded her
in the booth.

Then she went back to the bus stop.

By three o’clock, she had collected almost ten dollars
more. At a quarter of four, she returned to the telephone
booth for another accounting.

“Fourteen dollars and nine cents,” she said aloud.

Her finger poked into the coin-return aperture at the
bottom of the telephone, and came out with a dime.

“This is my lucky day!” she laughed

But four o’clock found her more discouraged. The
crowd was growing thicker around the bus stanchion, but
the increase in traffic didn’t help her collect her nickels and
dimes.

At four-thirty, she was still far short of her twenty-five
dollar goal.

“Pardon me,” she said to a fat man with a vacant face.
“I feel like such a fool, but I seem to have left my house
without any money at all. I wonder if I could impose on
you to—"

“Go away,” the fat man said, regarding her balefully.

“But you don’t understand,” she said. “I was simply
going to ask if you had—"

“Madam, please go away,” the fat man said.

It was her first refusal. She knew better than to argue; it
wasn’t worth it. But she suddenly felt stubborn.

“Look,” Fran said hotly. “It’s only fifteen cents. I
mean, it’s only busfare—"

She felt a hand on her arm and whirled angrily.

“Pardon me, lady—"

She looked indignantly at the man whose fingers were
lying so firmly on the sleeve of her dress. He was in his
early thirties, and his clothes were cut with angular ac-
cents. The fat man moved away from them, and that made
her even angrier.

“What do you want?”

The man smiled. His teeth were long, and his narrow
eyes had no part in the smile.

“I think you better come with me, lady.”

“What?”

“Please. Do us both a favor and don’t make a scene.
What do you say?”
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“I don’t know what you’re talking about!”

“Look, lady. I've been watching you for the past half
hour. Does that make it any plainer? Now come quietly be-
fore I have to get nasty.”

A whirlpool began to churn in her empty stomach.

“Why should I come with you? Who do you think you
are?”

“If you want to see the badge, I'll flash it. Only we got
enough people starin’ at us already. So what do you say?”

She swallowed hard. “Yes. Of course.”

They walked away from the bus stop, his hand still on
her arm, smiling like an old friend who had made a chance
meeting. He didn’t speak until they reached a gray sedan,
parked some thirty yards from the stanchion.

He opened the door for her.

“Inside, please.”

“Look, mister, if you’ll only let me explain—"

“You’ll get your chance. Inside, lady.”

She climbed in. He went around to the other door and
slid in beside her. They drove off, making a left at the
corner.

“You don’t understand,” she said pleadingly. “I wasn’t
doing anything wrong. I wasn’t stealing or anything. I was
just asking, you know what I mean? You see, I'm in trou-
ble—"

“You'’re in trouble, all right.” He sneaked through a
changing traffic light, and made another left.

She put her face in her hands and started to cry. But the
well was dry; the tears wouldn’t come.

“No use pullin’ that one,” the man said. “I’ve seen your
type lots of times, lady. But I'll have to admit—I never
seen that particular dodge before. How much money did
you think you could make?”

“But I don’t need much. Only a few dollars! I have to
have twenty-five dollars before six o’clock. I have to!”

“How much did you get?”

“Not much. Honest. Only a few dollars! You wouldn’t
arrest me for a few dollars?”

“How much, lady?”

She opened her purse, and stared at the mound of coins
at the bottom.

“I don’t know exactly,” she said dully, “Fifteen or six-
teen dollars maybe. But it’s not enough . . .”
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": The car was wheeling down a side street now, away
~ from the busy thoroughfare, toward the warehouse section
- near the river.
~  “Please!” Fran cried. “Don’t turn me in! I’ll never do it
~ again! I was just desperate for that money—"
i “How much more do you need, doll-face?”
. “What?”
“To make the twenty-five?”
She looked down at her purse again. “I don’t know for
sure. Another ten would do it. Maybe not even that.”
“Is that all?” he grinned.
His foot was pressing harder on the accelerator, as if he
" were suddenly more anxious to reach his destination. He
.?;whipped the car around corners, the wheels squealing in
* protest, and Fran became alarmed.
- “Hey!” She looked out of the window at the strange
- deserted neighborhood. “What is this? Are you a cop or
. aren’t you?”
~ “What do you think?”
She stared at him. “Why, you’re no cop! You’re not ar-
' resting me at all—” She edged over to the door, one hand
- on the handle.
- “Uh-uh,” he said. “Don’t do anything foolish; you’ll just
" hurt yourself. Besides, doll-face, I could still call a cop. I
* could still tell ’em about your racket—"
. “They wouldn’t believe you!”
 “Maybe. But why take the chance]” He took his right
~ hand off the wheel and reached to put it around her
~ shoulders.
- “Be careful!” Fran said shrilly.
“You’re not being smart, honey. You gotta have the
. twenty-five before six. It’s almost five now. Where do you
_ think it’ll come from?”
“Let me out of here!”
~ “Maybe I can help, doll-face.” He pulled her to him, his
- eyes still on the road, his grin widening. “If you let me—"
“No,” Fran said. “No!”
He slowed to turn another corner, and she saw her
. opportunity. Her hand hit the door handle upwards, and it
swung open. The man cursed and grabbed for her arm.
“Leave me alone!” she screamed, swinging the heavy,
coin-laden purse at his head. It thudded against his temple.
He cried out in rage, and in grabbing for her, his hand

i
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caught the sleeve of her dress, ripping it. Then his other
hand, heedlessly, left the steering wheel, and the car
bucked like a wild horse suddenly untethered, throwing
Fran against the open door and into the street.

She fell on all fours, sobbing but unhurt, and watched
without horror or regret as the car hurtled over the side-
walk and plowed its nose into the stubborn red bricks of a
warehouse building.

Her first thought was to run, for there was nobody on
the street to see her flight. Then she remembered that her
purse was still in the car, and she staggered to the wreck-
age to recover it.

The door was still open, and the purse was propped up
against the side of the unconscious man. She didn’t know if
he was alive or dead, nor was the difference important to
her at the moment. He was folded over the steering wheel,
his arms dangling limply. Gasping, she reached for her
purse.

Then, the idea occurred so naturally that she went about
the business of locating the man’s wallet without her
fingers showing any sign of nervousness. She found the
billfold in the inner breast pocket of his suit. There were
many bills inside, but—with an odd sense of justice—she
took only ten dollars.

Fran reached Vito’s barber shop at ten minutes to six.
Vito started a grin, but his face changed when he saw her
drawn features and soiled clothing.

“Cooney, huh? Yeah, he’s in the back. Hey, Phil! A
lady!”

Cooney looked at her curiously when he came out of the
back room. He was in shirtsleeves, and holding a poor pok-
er hand. He brightened when he saw her reach for the
purse, and laughed at the sight of it full of coins.

“What’d you do, Mrs. Holland, rob a piggy bank?”

“Count it,” she said distantly. “Count it for me, Mr.
Cooney.”

They overturned the bag on the manicure table. Vito
helped. When the addition was done, Cooney looked up.

“Thirty dollars and forty-six cents, Mrs. Holland,” he
said, smiling with satisfaction. “You got change comin’.
I'm sorry I had to go lay down the law to you the way I
did. But you see, you done okay.”
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~ She went up the apartment house stairs slowly. On the
third floor, a door opened and a blonde woman, her hair
“heavy with curlers, looked out.

. “Fran! For God’s sake, where you been?”
- “Shopping,” she said wearily.
" “You look beat. Buy somethin’ nice?”

“No. Nothing much, Lila.”

“Well, I got a hot scoop for you, kid. You won’t have to
make dinner tonight. You can come down and have pot luck
with me if you don’t feel like cookin’ for yourself—"

“What do you mean?”

“You’re on the town tonight, kiddo.” The blonde woman
laughed. “Ed musta called nine times this afternoon. Finally,
he calls me up, thinkin’ we were in here boozin’ or some-
thing.”

“Ed?” She blinked at the woman.

“Yeah. He called from the office. Wanted to tell you
that he wouldn’t be coming home, not ’til tomorrow. He
had some kind of emergency with a client, or something.
Said he had to fly out to Chicago on the five o’clock
plane.”

“Not coming home?” Fran said stupidly.

“Hey, snap out of it. You heard what I said. He went to
Chicago. You can relax tonight, honey.”

Fran sighed, and started up the next flight. “Thanks,
Lila.”

“That’s okay,” the blonde shrugged. “Hey, you sure
you’re okay?”

“Yeah, I'm all right. I'm just fine.”

Upstairs, Fran unlocked her front door and went inside.
The breakfast dishes in the sink looked gray in the fading
light. She flung her purse on the table, and kicked off her
shoes.

In the living room, she flopped heavily into a chair and
lit a cigarette. She sat in an attitude of exhaustion, staring
at the hazy light outside, smoking silently.

She pulled the evening stole around her shoulders, as if
the room had grown cold.

“Chicago,” she said bitterly.

Then the name meant something. It meant something.
She stood up quickly. That was the whole secret of it, she
thought. The name had to mean something.

She went over to the telephone and dialed the familiar
number.
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“Hello, is Mr. Cooney there?”

Her stockinged foot tapped impatiently on the linoleum.

“Hello, Mr. Cooney? Listen, this is Fran Holland. On
that fourth race tomorrow. I’d like five dollars on Chicago
Flyer. That’s right. In the fourth race . . .”



THE GOLDEN GIRL

" ELLIS PETERS

“Shakespeare,” said the purser moodily, over his second
beer after the theater, “everything’s Shakespeare this year,
of course. He did his share of pinching, though. That ‘my
ducats and my daughter’ stuff—there was another fellow
did that better, I remember seeing the play once. The Jew
. of Malta, it was called, and Marlowe was the author’s
" name. ‘O gold, O girl! Oh, beauty! Oh, my bliss!’ Seeing
The Merchant tonight made me think of it again. And of a
- real-life case I once knew—only she wasn’t his daughter.

" Not that one.

“I was a raw junior then, under old McLean on the Au-
rea, oh, ten years ago, it would be. I dream about it some-
times, but not so often, now. We were sailing from Liver-
pool for Bombay, my third trip, and this couple came
aboard right in the rush before we sailed, and still you
couldn’t miss seeing them. It was this girl. She was so blind-
ingly pretty, for one thing, corn-gold hair, smoky eyes. And
then, so touchingly pregnant. You know, these loose smocks,
and then the very slender arms on the ponderous body.
And the careful, faintly clumsy gait, balancing the weight.
She went slowly on the companionways, and held on fast
to the rail. You could feel every male in sight holding him-
self back from rushing to help her.

. “They were booked through to Bombay, probably going

out to some expert advisory job. The husband, he was old-
_er, probably forty to the girl’s twenty-two or so, but he had
something, too. The women got their heads together over
him before we were an hour out. Big, good-looking fellow,
dark and quiet and experienced-looking, hovering round
his missus with such solicitude all the other wives on board
turned green with envy. A reformed rake, they had him
down for. Don Juan after he met the one girl. Try and get
him away from her! Plenty of them did try before we
neared Bombay. But no, as far as he was concerned there
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was no woman aboard but his wife. He hung over her with
that broody look, every day of the seventeen.

“Two days out we had a boat drill. We always did,
though we never expected more than half of ’em to show
up, not at that time of year, with the sea acting the way it
so often does act. I was the officer on their boat, and I took
care to show up near their cabin when the first siren
sounded. He wasn’t there, he’d gone to get her some
library books. I had the pleasure of helping her on with her
life-jacket. Like most women, she hadn’t a clue how to put
the thing on, instructions or no instructions.

“She didn’t seem so big, under that loose tunic of hers.
Just a bit of a thing she must have been, normal times, I
thought. And the way she thanked me, I'd have jumped
overboard for her. Yes, she felt fine, yes, she’d go up on
deck and report properly, like the others. And she did, too.
Like a kid playing a game, the gayest person around. Her
husband soon came on the run, wild to snatch her away
from the rest of us and look after her himself. There
wasn’t a man who didn’t grudge him his rights.

“Like that, all the way. At our film-shows they held
hands in a quiet corner. The women reckoned they hadn’t
been married all that long, and he hadn’t got over the hap-
py shock of getting her, and couldn’t quite believe in his
luck.

“We dropped about half our passengers off at Karachi,
and made across for Bombay a bit subdued and quiet, as
usual. And that night, round about midnight, the fire broke
out.

“There was a ball going on at the time, we usually
staged something gay to cushion the partings. So we never
did find out how it started. All I know is, suddenly there
were alarm sirens below decks, and unaccountably none up
in the saloons and bars, and the music went on, and up on
the boat-deck there were still people in the pool long after
there was near-panic below. Communications went west
because the whole loudspeaker system collapsed. And be-
fore you could say ‘knife’ there was smoke everywhere,
and in ten minutes more, chaos. Nobody could give orders
beyond the reach of his own voice. And once people got
frightened, the range of a voice wasn’t much.

“It wasn’t a panic. They were a pretty decent lot, they’d
have been all right if there’d been any way of telling ’em
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- all just what to do. But there wasn’t, except in small
groups, and there weren’t enough of us to go round the
groups. And sometimes confusion and bewilderment can
* produce just the same results as panic. The best of ’em, the
?f ones who’re game and try to do something, do the wrong
- things for want of instructions. And the others get in their
! way and ours. What can you do? Thank God it was dead
' calm, and two or three ships had got our calls, and were
* moving in to pick up the pieces.
. “It had to come to that. The fire spread like mad, and
she began to list. We shoved everybody up on deck, got
’em into their life-jackets, and started getting the boats low-
- ered. The din was something I’ll never forget. Nobody was
. screaming, but everybody was shouting.
- “I was clawing my way along B Deck in the smoke,
- opening cabin doors and fielding the stragglers, with one of
the women on one arm, and a Goanese steward towing two
more behind me. I shoved open the door of 56, and there
was our golden girl, clinging to her husband, her eyes like
big gray lakes of stupefied terror. They were fumbling her
life-jacket awkwardly between them. His lay on the lower
berth. I bellowed at him furiously to get the thing on her,
quick, and got hold of her with my free hand as soon as
he’d bundled her into it. She toiled up the companionways
after me, panting, her gait as labored and painful as an old
woman’s. I even had time to bleed a little, inwardly, at the
- thought of hustling her, but, man, we were in a hurry. The
Aurea was lurching under us, shuddering on the dead-calm
sea. She wasn’t going to last all that much longer. .

“Well, I got them up to their boat, into that pandemoni-
um on deck. There was a westbound tanker standing off by
then, with boats out for us, searchlights quivering along the
black water. And then the deck heeled under us and start-
ed to stand erect, sliding us down toward the rail. The
women screamed and clung to whatever was nearest. I
thought we were going, so did we all, but she partly righted
herself again. But the boat slid down by the stern, and
jammed, and I knew we were never going to launch that
one. Some of the others were safely away already, standing
well off and waiting to salvage what they could when we
foundered. Other boats were moving in from the tanker off
in the dark there. One had come close, and was hailing us.
I bellowed back at them, and they nosed in nearer. I
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grabbed hold of the golden girl. Two lives—you know how
it is!

“Her husband yelled at me like a fury, and held on to
her like grim death, screaming hoarsely something I
couldn’t even distinguish in the general hell. There wasn’t
time for convincing anybody of anything. I hooked my
palm under his chin and shoved him off hard, and his grip
of her broke. I picked her up in my arms and swung her
over the rail, and dropped her gently and carefully into
what I knew was the safest place for her, into the sea a few
yards from the bows of the hovering boat. The officer I'd
hailed was already leaning over to reach for her.

“And two things happened that I still dream about now
and then, when I’'m out of sorts. Her husband let out a
shriek like a damned soul, a sound I'll never forget, and
tore his way screaming to the rail, and hurled himself over
it. And the girl, the golden girl—my God, she hit the water
and she sank like a stone!

“Her face was turned up, mute, staring at me with those
lost, terrified eyes, right to the second when the water
closed over it. She vanished, and she didn’t reappear.

“I was a whole minute grasping it. Can you imagine
that? Then I dived after her, down and down, hunting for
her, time after time after time, until they hauled me aboard
the boat by force. I didn’t find her. But once, I think, I
glimpsed him, deep down there plunging as I was plunging.
I seem to remember a face with hair torn erect, frantic
eyes, mouth howling soundlessly. Her name? It would be
nice to think I only imagined it. Better still to forget it. I
can’t do either.

“There was nothing left of him, either, by that time,
except his life-jacket washing about aimlessly, where he’d
torn if off and discarded it to dive for her. We never
should have found either of them, if the vortex as the Au-
rea finally went under hadn’t churned up everything from
the depths and flung it to the rim of the area. The tanker
still had boats out, and one of them fielded the girl’s body,
by a sheer fluke, as it showed for an instant before plung-
ing again. We never did find him.

“It was finding her, and what we found on her, that
brought Interpol into the story.

“She wasn’t his wife, of course. She was a photogra-
pher’s model and small-part actress he’d picked up at some
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club. She wasn’t pregnant, either. Only the way he felt
about her, I'll swear, was no fake. He’d never used her be-
fore. All his previous cargoes had been smuggled in by air,
with other carriers, and this last one was to have been an
easy stake, a pleasure cruise with a nice pay-off at the end
of it. It was very profitable business. I think they weren’t
coming back.

“All the stuff she’d brought aboard in the padded bodice
under her maternity smock they’d hidden, once the initial

. boat-drill was safely over, in that life-jacket of hers. A daft

place? Well, look, I'll tell you something. Nobody ever
believes they’re going to need those damned life-jackets in
earnest—nobody. It wasn’t so daft a place. And she could
make herself comfortable until she had to resume the bur-
den at Bombay, and carry it tenderly ashore and through
the Customs. Only they left the job of transferring it again
until the last night, and the fire caught them unprepared.

“Of course, he could have worn the thing himself and
given her the other. Maybe he would have, if I hadn’t
barged in on them and forced his hand. Or maybe he

- wouldn’t. She was, after all, a professional doing a job for
~ him. Once in the boat she’d have been safe enough. And

whatever followed, it was she, with her disarming beauty
and her interesting condition, who would have had the spe-
cial V.LLP. treatment, and the best chance of retrieving
their stake, and getting it safely into India.

“I still wonder which he was really diving for, the girl,

or the thirty pounds’ weight of thin bar gold that drowned

her.”



THE BOY WHO PREDICTED EARTHQUAKES

MARGARET ST. CLAIR

“Naturally, you’re skeptical,” Wellman said. He poured
water from a carafe, put a pill on his tongue, washed the
pill down. “Naturally, understandably. I don’t blame you,
wouldn’t dream of blaming you. A good many of us here
at the studio had your attitude, I’'m afraid, when we started
programing this boy Herbert. I don’t mind telling you, just
between ourselves, that I myself was pretty doubtful that a
show of that sort would be good television.”

Wellman scratched behind an ear while Read looked on
with scientific interest. “Well; I was wrong,” Wellman said,
putting the hand down again. “I’'m pleased to say that I
was 1,000 percent wrong. The kid’s first, unannounced,
unadvertised show brought nearly 1,400 pieces of mail.
And his rating nowadays . . .” He leaned toward Read
and whispered a figure.

“Oh,” Read said.

“We haven’t given it out yet, because those buzzards at
Purple simply wouldn’t believe us. But it’s the plain simple
truth. There isn’t another TV personality today who has
the following the kid has. He’s on short wave, too, and
people tune him in all over the globe. Every time he has a
show the post office has to send two special trucks with his
mail. I can’t tell you how happy I am, Read, that you
scientists are thinking about making a study of him at last.
I'm terrifically sincere about this.”

“What’s he like personally?” Read asked.

“The kid? Oh, very simple, very quiet, very very sincere.
I like him tremendously. His father—well, he’s a real char-
acter.”

“How does the program work?”

“You mean, how does Herbert do it? Frankly, Read,
that’s something for you researchers to find out. We
haven’t the faintest idea what happens, really.
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“I can tell you the program details, of course. The kid
has a show twice a week, Mondays and Fridays. He won’t
use a script”—Wellman grimaced—*“which is pretty much
a headache for us. He says a script dries him up. He’s on
the air for twelve minutes. Most of that time he just talks,
telling the viewers about what he’s been doing in school,
the books he’s been reading, and so on. The kind of stuff
you’d hear from any nice, quiet boy. But he always makes
one or two predictions, always at least one, and never more
than three. They are always things that will happen within
forty-eight hours. Herbert says he can’t see any farther
ahead than that.”

“And they do happen?” Read said. It was less a question
than statement. ]

“They do,” Wellman replied, somewhat heavily. He
puffed out his lips. “Herbert predicted the stratosphere lin-
er wreck off Guam last April, the Gulf States hurricane,
the election results. He predicted the submarine disaster in
the Tortugas. Do you realize that the FBI has an agent sit-
ting in the studio with him during every show out of range
of the scanners? That’s so he can be taken off the air im-
mediately if he says anything that might be contrary to
public policy. They take him that seriously.

“I went over the kid’s record yesterday when I heard the
University was thinking of studying him. His show has
been going out now for a year and a half, twice a week.
He’s made 106 predictions during that time. And every one
of them, every single one of them, has come true. By now
the general public has such confidence in him that”—Well-
man licked his lips and hunted for a comparison—*“that
they’d believe him if he predicted the end of the world or
the winner of the Irish Sweepstakes.

“I'm sincere about this, Read, terrifically sincere. Her-
bert is the biggest thing in TV since the invention of the
selenium cell. You can’t overestimate him or his impor-
tance. And now, shall we go take in his show? It’s just
about time for him to go on.”

Wellman got up from his desk chair, smoothing the de-
sign of pink and purple penguins on his necktie into place.
He led Read through the corridors of the station to the ob-
servation room of sudio 8G, where Herbert Pinner was.

Herbert looked, Read thought, like a nice, quiet boy. He
was about 15, tall for his age, with a pleasant, intelligent,
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somewhat careworn face. He went about the preparation
for his show with perfect composure which might hide a
touch of distaste.

“. . . I have been reading a very interesting book,” Her-
bert said to the TV audience. “Its name is The Count of
Monte Cristo. 1 think almost anybody might enjoy it.” He
held up the book for the viewers to see. “I have also begun
a book on astronomy by a man named Duncan. Reading
that book has made me want a telescope. My father says
that if I work hard and get good grades in school, I can
have a small telescope at the end of the term. I will tell you
what I can see with the telescope after we buy it.

“There will be an earthquake, not a bad one, in the
north Atlantic States tonight. There will be considerable
property damage, but no one will be killed. Tomorrow
morning about ten o’clock they will find Gwendolyn Box,
who has been lost in the Sierras since Thursday. Her leg is
broken but she will still be alive.

“After I get the telescope I hope to become a member of
the society of variable star Observers. Variable stars are
stars whose brightness varies either because of internal
changes or because of external causes. . .”

At the end of the program Read was introduced to
young Pinner. He found the boy polite and co-operative,
but a little remote.

“I don’t know just how I do do it, Mr. Read,” Herbert
said when a number of preliminary questions had been put.
“It isn’t pictures, the way you suggested, and it isn’t words.
It’s just—it just comes into my mind.

“One thing I've noticed is that I can’t predict anything
unless I more or less know what it is. I could predict about
the earthquake because everybody knows what a quake is,
pretty much. But I couldn’t have predicted about Gwendo-
lyn Box if I hadn’t known she was missing. I’d just have
had a feeling that somebody or something was going to be
found.”

“You mean you can’t make predictions about anything
unless it’s in your consciousness previously?” Read asked
intently. '

Herbert hesitated. “I guess so,” he said. “It makes a . . .
a spot in my mind, but I can’t identify it. It’s like looking
at a light with your eyes shut. You know a light is there,
but that’s all you know about it. That’s the reason why I



l

)

The Boy Who Predicted Earthquakes 15
read so many books. The more things I know about, the
more things I can predict.

“Sometimes I miss important things, too. I don’t know
why that is. There was the time the atomic pile exploded
and so many people were killed. All I had for that day was
an increase in employment.

“I don’t know how it works, really, Mr. Read. I just
know it does.”

Herbert’s father came up. He was a small, bouncing
man with the extrovert’s persuasive personality. “So you’re
going to investigate Herbie, hum?” he said when the intro-
ductions had been performed. “Well, that’s fine. It’s time
he was investigated.”

“I believe we are,” Read answered with a touch of cau-
tion. “I'll have to have the appropriation for the project ap-
proved first.”

Mr. Pinner looked at him shrewdly. “You want to see
whether there’s an earthquake first, isn’t that it? It’s
different when you hear him saying it himself. Well, there
will be. It’s a terrible thing, an earthquake.” He clicked his
tongue deprecatingly. “But nobody will be killed, that’s one
good thing. And they’ll find that Miss Box the way Herbie
says they will.”

The earthquake arrived about 9:15, when Read was sit-
ting under the bridge lamp reading a report from the
Society for Psychical Research. There was an ominous
muttering rumble and then a long, swaying, seasick roll.

Next morning Read had his secretary put through a call
to Haffner, a seismologist with whom he had a casual ac-
quaintanceship. Haffner, over the phone, was definite and
brusque.

“Certainly there’s no way of foretelling a quake,” he
snapped. “Not even an hour in advance. If there were,
we’d issie warnings and get people out in time. There’d
never be any loss of life. We can tell in a general way
where a quake is likely, yes. We’ve known for.years that
this area was in for one. But as for setting the exact time—
you might as well ask an astronomer to predict a nova for
you. He doesn’t know, and neither do we. What brought
this up, anyway? The prediction made by that Pinner kid?”

“Yes. We're thinking of observing him.”

“Thinking of it? You méan you're only just now getting
around to him? Lord, what ivory towers you research psy-
chologists must live in!”
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“You think he’s genuine?”

“The answer is an unqualified yes.”

Read hung up. When he went out to lunch he saw by the
headlines that Miss Box had been found as Herbert had
predicted on his radio program.

Still he hesitated. It was not until Thursday that he real-
ized that he was hesitating not because he was afraid of
wasting the university’s money on a fake, but because he
was all too sure that Herbert Pinner was genuine. He
didn’t at bottom want to start this study. He was afraid.

The realization shocked him. He got the dean on the
phone at once, asked for his appropriation, and was told
there would be no .difficulty about it. Friday morning he
selected his two assistants for the project, and by the time
Herbert’s program was nearly due to go out, they were at
the station.

They found Herbert sitting tensely on a chair in studio
8G with Wellman and five or six other station executives
clustered around him. His father was dancing about
excitedly, wringing his hands. Even the FBI man had
abandoned his usual detachment and impassivity, and was
joining warmly in the argument. And Herbert, in the middle,
was shaking his head and saying, “No, no, I can’t,” over
and over again doggedly.

“But why not, Herbie?” his father wailed. “Please tell
me why not. Why won’t you give your show?”

“I can’t,” Herbert said. “Please don’t ask me. I just
can’t.” Read noticed how white the boy was around the
mouth.

“But, Herbie, you can have anything you want, any-
thing, if you only will! That telescope—I’ll buy it for you
tomorrow. I’ll buy it tonight!”

“I don’t want a telescope,” young Pinner said wanly. “I
don’t want to look through it.”

“I'll get you a pony, a motorboat, a swimming pool!
Herbie, I’ll get you anything!”

“No,” Herbert said.

Mr. Pinner looked around him desperately. His eyes fell
on Read, standing in the corner, and he hurried over to
him. “See what you can do with him, Mr. Read,” he panted.

Read chewed his lower lip. In a sense it was his business.
He pushed his way through the crowd to Herbert, and put
his hand on his shoulder. “What’s this I hear about you not
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wanting to give your show today, Herbert?” he asked.

Herbert looked up at him. The harassed expression in
his eyes made Read feel guilty and contrite. “I just can’t,”
he said. “Don’t you start asking me too, Mr. Read.”

Once more Read chewed his lip. Part of the technique of
parapsychology lies in getting subjects to co-operate. “If
you don’t go on the air, Herbert,” he said, “a lot of peo-
ple are going to be disappointed.”

Herbert’s face took on a tinge of sullenness. “I can’t help
it,” he said.

“More than that, a lot of people are going to be
frightened. They won’t know why you aren’t going on the
air, and they’ll imagine things. All sorts of things. If they
don’t view you an awful lot of people are going to be
scared.”

“I— Herbert said. He rubbed his cheek. “Maybe that’s
right,” he answered slowly. “Only . . .”

“You’ve got to go on with your show.”

Herbert capitulated suddenly. “All right,” he said, “I’ll
try.’,

Everyone in the studio sighed deeply. There was a gen-
eral motion toward the door of the observation room.
Voices were raised in high-pitched, rather nervous chatter.
The crisis was over, the worst would not occur.

The first part of Herbert’s show was much like the oth-
ers had been. The boy’s voice was a trifle unsteady and his
hands had a tendency to shake, but these abnormalities
would have passed the average viewer unnoticed. When
perhaps five minutes of the show had gone, Herbert put
aside the books and drawings (he had been discussing
mechanical drawing) he had been showing his audience,
and began to speak with great seriousness.

“I want to tell you about tomorrow,” he said. “Tomor-
row”—he stopped and swallowed—*“tomorrow is going to
be different from what anything in the past has been. To-
morrow is going to be the start of a new and better world
for all of us.”

Read, listening in the glass-enclosed room, felt an incred-
ulous thrill race over him at the words. He glanced
around at the faces of the others and saw that they were lis-
tening intently, their faces strained and rapt. Wellman’s
lower jaw dropped a little, and he absently fingered the uni-
corns on his tie.

“In the past,” young Pinner said, “we’ve had a pretty
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bad time. We’ve had wars—so many wars—and famines
and pestilences. We’ve had depressions and haven’t known
what caused them, we’ve had people starving when there
was food and dying of diseases for which we knew the
cure. We’ve seen the wealth of the world wasted shameless-
ly, the rivers running black with the washed-off soil, while
hunger for all of us got surer and nearer every day. We’ve
suffered, we’ve had a hard time.

“Beginning tomorrow”—his voice grew louder and more
deep—*all that is going to be changed. There won’t be any
more wars. We’re going to live side by side like brothers.
We’re going to forget about killing and breaking and
bombs. From pole to pole the world will be one great gar-
den, full of richness and fruit, and it will be for all of us to
have and use and enjoy. People will live a long time and
live happily, and when they die it will be from old age. No-
body will be afraid any more. For the first time since hu-
man beings lived on earth, we’re going to live the way hu-
man beings should.

“The cities will be full of the richness of culture, full of
art and music and books. And every race on earth will
contribute to that culture, each in its degree. We’re going
to be wiser and happier and richer than any people have
ever been. And pretty soon”—he hesitated for a moment,
as if his thought had stumbled—*“pretty soon we’re going
to send out rocket ships.

“We’ll go to Mars and Venus and Jupiter. We’ll go to
the limits of our solar system to see what Uranus and Pluto
are like. And maybe from there—it’s possible—we’ll go on
and visit the stars.

“Tomorrow is going to be the beginning of all that.
That’s all for now. Good-by. Good night.”

For a moment after he had ceased no one moved or
spoke. Then voices began to babble deliriously. Read,
glancing around, noticed how white their faces were and
how dilated their eyes.

“Wonder what effect the new setup will have on TV?”
Wellman said, as if to himself. His tie was flopping wildly
about. “There’ll be TV, that’s certain—it’s part of the good
life.” And then, to Pinner, who was blowing his nose and
wiping his eyes, “Get him out of here, Pinner, right away.
He’ll be mobbed if he stays here.”

Herbert’s father nodded. He dashed into the studio after
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Herbert, who was already surrounded, and came back with
him.-With Read running interference, they fought their way
through the corridor and down to the street level at the sta-
tion’s back.

Read got into the car uninvited and sat down opposite
Herbert on one of the folding seats. The boy looked quite
exhausted, but his lips wore a faint smile. “You’d better
have the chauffeur take you to some quiet hotel,” Read
said to the senior Pinner. “You’d be besieged if you went
to your usual place.”

Pinner nodded. “Hotel Triller,” he said to the driver of
the car. “Go slow, cabby. We want to think.”

He slipped his arm around his son and hugged him. His
eyes were shining. “I’'m proud of you, Herbie,” he declared
solemnly, “as proud as can be. What you said—those were
wonderful, wonderful things.”

The driver had made no move to start the car. Now he
turned round and spoke. “It’s young Mr. Pinner, isn’t it? I
was watching you just now. Could I shake your hand?”

After a moment Herbert leaned forward and extended
it. The chauffeur accepted it almost reverently. “I just want
to thank you—just want to thank you—Oh, hell! Excuse
me, Mr. Herbert. But what you said meant a lot to me. I
was in the last war.”

The car slid away from the curb. As it moved down-
town, Read saw that Pinner’s injunction to the driver to go
slow had been unnecessary. People were thronging the
streets already. The sidewalks were choked. People began
to spill over onto the pavements. The car slowed to a walk,
to a crawl, and still they poured out. Read snapped the
blinds down for fear Herbert should be recognized. Al

Newsboys were screaming on the corners in raucous
hysteria. As the car came to a halt Pinner opened the door
and slipped out. He came scrambling back with an arm-
load of papers he had bought.

“NEW WORLD COMING!” one read, another “MIL-
LENNIUM TOMORROW!” and another quite simply,
“JOY TO THE WORLD!” Read spread the papers out
and began to read the story in one of them.

“A 15-year-old boy told the world that its troubles were
over beginning tomorrow, and the world went wild with
joy. The boy, Herbert Pinner, whose uncannily accurate
predictions have won him a world-wide following, predict-
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ed an era of peace, abundance and prosperity such as the
world has never known before . . .”

“Isn’t it wonderful, Herbert?” Pinner panted. His eyes
were blazing. He shook Herbert’s arm. “Isn’t it wonderful?
Aren’t you glad?”

“Yes,” Herbert said. ~

They got to the hotel at last and registered. They were
given a suite on the sixteenth floor. Even at this height they
could faintly hear the excitement of the crowd below.

“Lie down and rest, Herbert,” Mr. Pinner said. “You
look worn out. Telling all that—it was hard on you.” He
bounced around the room for a moment and then turned
to Herbert apologetically. “You’ll excuse me if I go out,
son, won’t you? I’'m too excited to be quiet. I want to see
what’s going on outside.” His hand was on the knob of the
door.

“Yes, go ahead,” Herbert answered. He had sunk down
in a chair.

Read and Herbert were alone in the room. There was
silence for a moment. Herbert laced his fingers over his
forehead and sighed.

“Herbert,” Read said softly, “I thought you couldn’t see
into the future for more than forty-eight hours ahead.”

“That’s right,” Herbert replied without leoking up.
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John Larsen stood waiting for the bus to take him to work.
It was only the middle of March, but spring had sent out a
feeler; the air had a hint of warmth in it and the sky was a
“deeper blue than winter had known. Across the street little
[ ‘green spikes of leafbuds dotted the poplar trees flanking a
billboard.

- All at once he remembered sharply springlike mornings
i in his boyhood, forty years ago. He would wake and see a
| sky like this through the open window, and his heart would
| be filled with a strange, nameless emotion, made up of a
yearning for something unknown, a longing for something
not yet experienced.

The bus was not in sight. If it was late, he would be late
i'too, and Sims would put on his sour face and say, “Busy
‘day, Larsen. Can’t you ever get here on time?” But it
“wouldn’t be a busy day—it seldom was. People don’t buy
[ rugs and carpets the way they buy vegetables and paper
| napkins.

' “Fed up,” Larsen muttered to himself, waiting alone on
[ the dreary corner. “Just fed up.” His mind went back to
| the hour before, and Kate’s peevish voice. “For heaven’s
| sake, John, wake up! You want to be late for work? Next
 thing you know, they’ll fire you, and then wherell we be?
| Hurry up! Think I like having to get up at all hours to
i cook your breakfast? Least you can do is eat it when I
 make it.” :

| It was the same old monologue. When he’d left she
| would crawl back into bed, in her unappetizing curlers, and
| goodness knew when she’d crawl out again to dawdle
| through the day. He could fix breakfast himself in half the
time she took, but then she wouldn’t be a martyr to an
| inefficient, dreamy failure of a husband.

| He shivered in his worn topcoat; it wasn’t as springlike
ias he first thought, although the sun would warm things

B
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soon. His mind flitted to the woods and fields of his child-

hood, to the freedom and irresponsibility of those far-off

years. He peered down the street; there was no sign of the
bus.

Abruptly he crossed to the corner drug store, before
common sense could change his mind. He fished for a
dime in his pocket and went into the phone booth.

“Mr. Sims? This is Larsen. Look, I’'m awfully sorry, but
I just can’t make it today. It’s my back; I'm going to the
doctor about it. I'll be there tomorrow, no matter how I
feel. No, I couldn’t hold out till lunchtime—my back’s
like a toothache. Yes, I know, but— Well, thanks, Mr.
Sims. I'll do that, yes, sir. I'm sorry too.”

Sims would wonder why he "hadn’t had Kate phone for
him, if he felt so bad. Maybe he’d say it took a younger
man to handle the job. Oh, to hell with it; it was too late
now to reconsider.

He stayed on that side of the street, and the bus he took
was one going in the other direction, away from the city.
He rode to the end of the line.

Just to be alone—it was wonderful. Nobody nagging at
him, no need to watch the time. He’d never been in the sub-
urb where the bus landed him. For a while he just walked
around, admiring houses and gardens—the sort of places
he’d once dreamed of living in himself, when he and Kate
were first married. Perhaps if they’d had any kids to be
ambitious for, or if Kate hadn’t turned into the slatternly
shrew she’d become—

By noon he was tired of walking. He went back to the
little business district and had a hamburger and coffee at a
half-deserted lunch room. While he was there he asked
about the bus schedule. Just so he got back home at the
regular time, Kate would never know and have something
new to yell at him about. No danger she’d phone him at
the store; she knew they wouldn’t call him off the floor
except for an emergency. He bought a pack of cigarettes
and a magazine and struck off along a promising road
leading beyond the town.

It was more than an hour before he found what he
wanted—a friendly little wood with a brook running
through it and a sunny clearing by the side of an unfre-
quented road where he coud sit on a fallen tree-stump and
read and smoke and let the peace and silence seep into his
nerves. Dotted around in the near distance were the tops of
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ree-hidden houses on the hill, but none of them was near
nough to matter. Only an occasional car passed in either
direction, and nobody noticed him in his snug sanctuary.
It was very quiet; presently he dozed off.
~ He awoke with a start, and looked first at the sun and
‘then at his watch. It was 4:40; he had plenty of time to
patch the bus. He stood up and stretched debating whether
| to walk on a bit farther or turn around and saunter slowly
1back to the bus stop.
,- Up the road, in the silence, he heard a shuffling in dry
| leaves. He peered out, and saw a girl in her early teens
'coming toward him on the opposite side of the road. He
lrstood back, waiting till she had passed; it might scare the
id to see a strange man suddenly emerge from the woods.
{eamng against a tree, he stood watching her.
".’ She was a pretty girl, with long golden hair falling over
|the collar of her red sweater. She wore a dark blue skirt,
' red socks, and brown leather scuffs, and under her arm
| were a few schoolbooks. She was smgmg to herself as she
lwalked in a clear, thin, childish voice. Pretty late for her
to be coming home from school, but she might have stayed
for some student get-together. Probably she lived in one of
\the houses whose roofs showed above the trees; there must
|be short cuts up to the hill to them.
| She passed him now and he waited for her to go out of
|'sight around a curve in the road. Then he heard a car com-
Hing, slowly, from behind them, in the same direction she
1 was walking.
I~ It was a rattletrap old black coupe, with only the driver
'in it. Larsen caught a glimpse of him—a heavy-set man of
about his own age, with a shock of dark hair, and no hat.

"I'he car passed him too, and Larsen stepped out onto the

‘road and turned toward the town. Belatedly he thought he

' could have hailed the car and perhaps got a lift to the bus
stop.

The girl was now about a hundred feet away, just

| nearing the curve. The car had caught up with her. It

| stopped.

Everything happened so suddenly Larsen could not col-
‘lect his wits, which were dulled from his unaccustomed
nap.

~ The driver jumped out, said something to the girl, and
' she shook her head. He grabbed her by the shoulder, hus-
tled her toward the car. She struggled and started to
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scream; he clamped one hand over her mouth. He
dragged her in, got in after, slammed the door. She jumped
up—perhaps she saw Larsen now, where he stood para-
lyzed with bewilderment—reached for the door handle,
tried again to scream. The man struck her twice, knocking
her to the floor. Then he took the wheel and drove rapidly
away. By the time Larsen, shaking himself from his stupor,
had run to the curve, the car and its occupants were out of
sight. He had not noticed the license number.

All the way back to the suburban town he pondered
what he should do. It was his duty, he knew, to hunt out

whatever police the town possessed and report what he had |

seen. But that would involve explaining why he himself
was there, giving his name and address, appearing later as
a witness if he had seen a crime committed and the man
were caught. Then Sims would know he had lied about his
absence from work. Kate would know too. Sims would
probably fire him. Kate would make his life an even worse
hell on earth. He might never get another job, even one as
poor as this one, at his age. He had no money saved, and
they were in debt for half the things in the house.

John Larsen had a clear, horrifying view of what he |

would be letting himself in for if he reported the incident.
He didn’t really know the circumstances. The man might

even be the girl’s father. She might have been playing

hooky, just as he had done, or have been disobeying some

parental command. What he had witnessed might have |

been only severe but lawful punishment for some youthful
misdemeanor.

Besides, what good could he do? He couldn’t actually
identify the man—he’d caught just a passing glimpse of
him, could never pick him out in any assortment of heavy
middle-aged men with thick dark hair. He would only be
getting himself into a mess he’d never get out of, and for
nothing at all.

He reached the town with time to spare, without
catching sight or sound again of the black car; there were
byroads all the way, any of which it could have taken. To
pacify his conscience, he looked around for a policeman in
the business district, but there was no sign of one. Stifling

his uneasiness, he took the next bus, found it would land

him in the city too early, got off about halfway, and waited
for the following one. He reached home at the usual time,
and, as usual, found that Kate didn’t have dinner ready.
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' He sat grumpily reading the evening paper, while she
complained and scolded at him from the kitchen. They
never asked each other for news of their day; there was
never anything to tell that would interest either of them.

He had sense enough the next morning to tell Sims that
the doctor had said it was merely a touch of lumbago, and
that the rest had about fixed it. When he saw Sims’ eyes
- on him he remembered occasionally to grimace and rub his

back. By luck he sold a woman a big length of old-
fashioned stair-carpeting they’d been trying to get rid of
for months. Sims showed his gratification by saying good
night and hoping Larsen’s back would be better soon. He
didn’t, however, forget to dock him for the day off. That
- meant Larsen would have to skip lunches all next week; he
|\ couldn’t let Kate know his pay was short.

When he stopped to get the paper, two evenings later,
there was a picture on the first page. Have You Seen This
Girl? the caption said. He recognized her instantly. The
clothing they described was the same she had worn.

Her name was Diane Morrison, and she was the
daughter of the principal of Belleville Consolidated Junior
High School, where she was a first-year student. Usually
her father drove her to and from school. On Tuesday she
had waited for him till half-past four, then he found he
would be tied up for another hour at least; so, as' had
sometimes happened in the past, the father told her she’d
better walk the mile or so home and tell her mother he’d
be late. When he got there about six she hadn’t appeared.
She was a reliable child who would have phoned if she had
stopped off anywhere. Her parents had searched all the
way back to the school and had called all her friends. But
nobody had seen Diane. And nobody had seen her since.

Because there was a possibility of kidnaping, the F.B.I.
had come into the case. They and the state and county
~ police were combing the woods and hills around Belleville.
| So far they had found no trace or clue.

“For mercy’s sake,” Kate snapped, “can’t you open your
mouth except to eat? Never a word out of you, just wool-
gathering. Here I am, cooped up all day long, and you
come home and act like I was a piece of furniture or
something. How do you think I—"

He let her rave. He was trying to decide. Should he or
shouldn’t he? Would it help at all if he did? They might
spot the man if he described him. But then where would
John Larsen be? In the worst trouble of his life.
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He glanced at Kate and almost considered telling her the
truth and asking her advice. Then he reconsidered, quail-
ing at how she would take it. And he knew what her advice
would be—keep out of it and don’t get us into an even
deeper jam than you’ve risked getting us into already. Let
the police do their work—that’s what they’re paid for.

He began buying a morning paper as well as an evening
one, forcing himself, with a cold fear at the pit of his stom-
ach, to search them for news.

A week later, under a covering of gravel in an aban-
doned quarry, they found her body. Her skull had been
fractured in three places by some heavy instrument like a
tire iron. She was covered with cuts and bruises, and she
had been violated. Clutched in her right hand was a man’s
handkerchief, red-and-white checked.

John Larsen lay awake all night, with Kate breathing
heavily beside him. By the time the window was turning
gray, he had decided to let it go a while longer. He recalled
crime stories he had read; there would be fragments of flesh
under the girl’s fingernails,. the scientific cops would find
minute threads and hairs on her clothing, they would go
over the cars of all possible suspects for fingerprints. In a
little place like Belleville they would soon get on to the dark-
haired man, unless he was a stranger from some other
place.

It was the purest chance that Larsen had witnessed the
abduction. Suppose he hadn’t been there—then they would
have had to investigate just as they were doing now. He saw
himself trying to explain to some incredulous F.B.I. man
just what he was doing on a road near Belleville when he
ought to have been at work in the city. Looking back now,
his whole day of playing hooky seemed unbelievable chil-
dishness. Nobody would understand; they’d be sure he was
lying. Why, they might think he’d made up the story just to
protect himself. They might put him through a third
degree. Lying there in bed, his flesh crawled. And he’d be
ruined. The only thing to do was to pretend to himself that
that day had never happened. They’d find the man soon,
anyway—they always did. And then he’d be glad he’d had
the sense to let bad enough alone.

When, three days later, he saw the headline, Morrison
Suspect Captured, his relief was so great that tears came to
his eyes. Standing in the bus, he read the story avidly.

The man arrested was an assistant janitor at the high
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hool. His name was Joseph Kennelly. He had been under

‘been found. And he had a police record—not involving sex
imes, but a long series of arrests for disorderly conduct
d for driving while drunk. He had spent part of his boy-

© The police theory was that he had seen the girl leave
“school late, when his own hours of duty were over. There
was no question that he had shown an unwholesome inter-
t in her; now, when it was too late, boy students related
how Joe had made vulgar cracks about Diane’s golden hair
‘and budding figure. He was a slipshod worker, on bad
erms with the school principal, and had been in trouble
more than once for drinking on the job; Mr. Morrison had
| threatened to have him fired. So the motives for the crime
‘were clear—revenge and lust.
- And the handkerchief was his—a laundry mark proved
| it. Moreover, he had a deep scratch, a week or two old, on
 the left side of his jaw.
i He denied everything heatedly, of course. He had driven
thome that day as always, he said, and hadn’t left his shack
ill he went to work the next morning. He hadn’t even seen
Diane—or anyone else. A nearly empty bottle of whiskey
was found in the broom closet at the school, and Kennelly
acknowledged he’d been feeling pretty high by the time he
‘left. At home he’d gone on drinking, had passed out about
\ten o’clock, and hadn’t wakened till dawn. Nobody could
"be found who had noticed him, at the school or elsewhere,
| between four o’clock Tuesday afternoon and nine Wednes-
' day morning.
h‘ As for the handkerchief, he admitted it was his, but he
claimed he had lost it somewhere, weeks before. The mur-
T:derer must have been the one who found it. The scratch?
‘Why, the morning after that big drunk he had been so
shaky that he had done it himself while he was trying to
shave. !
§l So far, so good: John Larsen read the account with
| thankfulness that he had let things take their course. Then
| his heart plummeted like a cannon ball.
 Joseph Kennelly was twenty-six years old. His picture
showed a tall, skinny young man with lightish hair reced-
ng at the temples. And his car was a dark blue sedan.

#
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Larsen reached his home, walking from the bus like an

automaton. He threw the paper and his hat on the nearest

chair, went into the bathroom, and locked the door: it was

the only room in the house where he could be alone to

think. “That you, John?” Kate called; then she saw where

he had gone and returned to the kitchen. Dinner was just
begun, as usual; he often wondered what on earth she did

with herself all day. Sat glued to the TV set, probably, just |

as she used to sit glued to the radio.
Perched on the toilet seat, Larsen wrestled with his

conscience. There was no use telling himself any more that

his evidence didn’t matter. He had seen Diane Morrison
kidnaped, he had seen her kidnaper, and it was not Joseph
Kennelly. He couldn’t phone from home—Kate would
be on his neck at once. He must make some kind of excuse
to call from outside. He played again with the idea of tell-
ing her. No, that was hopeless; he knew Kate.

She tried the doorknob.

“For gosh sake,” she called, “what you got the door
locked for? You sick or something?”

“I’m all right,” he mumbled, and turned the key.

“I never saw such a man! Never a word out of you when

you come home—you might think you didn’t have a wife. |

I'm just a servant around here, to make your meals and
look after you. Locking yourself in, like I was a stranger!
Here I am, all day alone, working my fingers off—"

“What do you want me to talk about? I'm tired.”

“And maybe I’m not, huh?”

“Let’s not fight, Kate,” he said wearily. An inspiration |

came to him. “I’'ve got a fierce headache. If dinner isn’t
ready, I think I'll walk down to the drug store and get
something for it.”

“Wait till you’ve eaten,” she said, placated. “That’ll make
you feel better.” She made a conscious effort to achieve a
friendly tone. “I was just looking at the paper. Gee, that’s
awful about that kid, isn’t it? I'm glad they got the man.
People like that ought to be fried in oil.”

“How do you know he’s the right one?” he couldn’t keep
himself from asking.

Kate flared up instantly.

“Well, so I guess you know more than the police, Mr.
Smarty! If he wasn’t the one did it, why’d they arrest him?
They don’t arrest anybody till they’ve got the goods on ’em
—anybody can tell you that.”
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“I guess so0,” he said feebly, and started to set the table
before she told him to.

He did have a headache, and no wonder. Kate’s words
started him thinking again. She was wrong; they had ar-
rested an innocent man. But by that very token, they could
never convict him. His mind flitted to the police laborato-
ries he had read about. The hairs and fibers from the girl’s
clothing would belong to another man, a burly middle-aged
man with thick dark hair, whoever he was. There were
doubtless lots of other scientific findings he knew nothing
about, and they’d all point away from Kennelly. The jani-

- tor might be indicted by the grand jury on what they got,

but he’d never come to trial—they were sure to find the
man who really did it.
And without John Larsen’s sticking his fool neck out, to

- no end but his own ruin.

He didn’t go out to phone.
The grand jury did indict Kennelly, and he was held

. without bail in the county jail. Larsen thought about him a

good deal, though the sharp impact of that terrible day was
growing dimmer. Tough luck for the guy, to be in prison
all this time for something he didn’t do. But from all ac-
counts he was no good anyway, and a good scare might

. straighten him out. Any time now they would find they

didn’t have enough to try him on, or something would turn
up that would lead them to the real criminal—though Lar-

~ sen realized they wouldn’t be looking very hard for any

other suspect while they thought they had the guilty man.

Kennelly had a good lawyer—a prosperous uncle had
turned up from somewhere and was paying the bill.
Lawrence Prather, the lawyer’s name was; he’d been de-
fense attorney in a number of local murder cases and nearly
always got his client off. Kennelly would be sure to be ac-
quitted, if he was ever tried.

The date was set for the trial.

Larsen persuaded himself that if there had been the
slightest doubt in his mind of the man’s acquittal he would
have sacrificed himself and gone to Prather with his story.
But there wasn’t any doubt. He heard the fellows talking
about the case in the store, heard people sometimes in the
bus; it was exciting a lot of interest. Everybody predicted
Kennelly would go free, though everybody took it for
granted he was guilty. Some of them were just cynical



90 More Stories Not For The Nervous
about justice; some of them thought you couldn’t get a con-
viction on circumstantial evidence alone.

Sometimes, shivering, John Larsen imagined his
interview with the defense lawyer. There would be no
point in his going to him if he weren’t willing to be a wit-
ness. And he could hear the prosecutor cross-examining
him at the trial.

“And just how did you happen to be at that particular
spot at that particular moment, Mr. Larsen?”

There’d be nobody to back him up; it would be just his
word against everybody’s. The prosecution might make it
out that he was a friend of Kennelly’s, or had been bribed
to toss in this red herring; that he’d made the whole thing
up. They might even suspect, or pretend to suspect, that he
was covering up not for Kennelly but for himself. The peo-
ple in that lunch room could identify him; he’d been in
Belleville that afternoon. He’d be cleared, of course; but by
that time, with all the notoriety, his goose would be
cooked.

He stayed away from Prather’s office. Kennelly’s trial
began in October.

Larsen couldn’t go, naturally; he had to work. But he
followed every word in print. He couldn’t keep his mind
on anything else. Sims caught him talking about it to a
customer, and got angry. “We want people to think about
rugs in here, not murders,” he said. “If you can’t attend
your work, Larsen—” Larsen apologized humbly and
watched his step.

He was amazed and frightened by the public excitement.
It took almost a week to get a jury. Kennelly was booed
and yelled at as he was taken to and from court. The sex
murder of a young girl was the worst crime imaginable,
and people wanted somebody punished for it. Larsen
shuddered at the thought of daring to deprive them of their
prey. It wasn’t safe even to say aloud that he believed Jo-
seph Kennelly might be innocent.

As the trial progressed, Larsen began having nightmares.
He couldn’t eat and was losing weight. Even Kate noticed
and nagged him about it. Like everyone else, she was
following the trial closely, and every night she wanted to
talk it over. She knew Kennelly was guilty, and the electric
chair was too good for him. If he went free, he ought to be
Iynched.

“Oh, shut up!” her husband finally shouted at her.
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“I suppose you’re sorry for him!” she retorted. “Maybe
you wish you could do something like that and get away

' with it!”

Larsen went into the bathroom to keep from answering
her.

He waited in vain, during the prosecution, for any men-
tion of hairs or textile fibers; apparently either none had
. been found or they were being ignored because they did

- not implicate Kennelly. Nobody said anything about

| fingerprints or bloodstains in the car, either—doubtless for
the same reason. An expert witness did prove that frag-
ments of gravel taken from the seams of the defendant’s
shoes had come from the quarry, but then Kennelly had
often visited the place, which was near his own home. If
there were no witnesses to prove Kennelly’s alibi, neither
were there any to disprove it. The boys from the school
who testified to his remarks about Diane had only vague
generalities to offer. Larsen began to feel the load lifting
from him.

But the defense was little more than a formality. Ken-
nelly himself was his only witness, and he made a poor one
—confessedly drunk all through the crucial period. No
attempt was made to claim Kennelly was insane, as

. Larsen had hoped for. Prather gave a strong closing speech,

pointing out the lack of direct evidence, pleading that no
testimony had actually proved his client’s guilt.

But then District Attorney Holcombe pulled out all the
stops—denouncing the janitor, exposing his sorry record,
calling him “a creature in human form, a vile, vicious rat.”
The most damning thing of all was that handkerchief. “I
just don’t believe in coincidences like that,” said Holcombe
sarcastically. “I’ll tell you what I do believe—I believe that
poor girl pulled the handkerchief out of Kennelly’s pocket
while she struggled with him for her honor and her life.
And I believe she scratched his face in her feeble attempt
to fight back, to escape from the monster who was attack-
ing her.”

The audience in the courtroom applauded, and had to be
threatened with eviction.

In his charge to the jury Judge Stith tried to be neutral,
but the jury could see which way he leaned. They leaned
the same way; they remembered vividly the photographs of
Diane’s pitiful little corpse. Many of them had daughters
- of their own. Somebody had to be punished for the fiend-
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ish crime. They brought in a verdict of guilty on both
counts, kidnaping and murder. It took only three ballots,
the foreman told reporters afterward, to bring to their
senses a couple of sentimental old fools holding out for a
reasonable doubt.

But the judge can’t condemn him to death, Larsen
thought wildly. He can’t, just on circumstantial evidence.
The man will be given a life sentence at the most, and that
means he’ll be out on parole eventually. That much won’t
hurt him, a ne’er-do-well like him.

The judge sentenced Kennelly to the electric chair. He
had daughters too.

But there’s always an appeal, thought Larsen desperate-
ly. The appeal would be granted. Kennelly would have an-
other trial, and by that time the truth would surely have
come out.

“For heaven’s sake, stop fussing!” Kate said a dozen
times an evening. “What on earth’s the matter with you
lately? And you’re smoking too much, John. I won’t have
it—you’re spending a fortune'on cigarettes!”

The appeal was denied.

The district attorney told the papers he was pleased.
“Death is too good for a human snake like Kennelly,” he
said.

Prather did not carry the appeal to the state Supreme
Court. “No grounds,” he explained.

There were grounds. Larsen could furnish them.

Twice he got as far as starting to dial Prather’s office.
Then he realized all that it would mean, and hung up. Wait
and see, he told himself. These things drag on for years,
one reprieve after another.

“And why have you delayed so long in bringing me this
information, Mr. Larsen?” he could hear the defense law-
yer saying.

It would be useless to throw himself on the man’s mercy,
to beg him to follow up the clue and leave John Larsen out
of it. Without his testimony the new evidence would mean
nothing. It might mean nothing now, anyway. At the very
beginning, when Kennelly was first arrested—or before
that—it would have been of use. Now he would only in-
volve himself, he kept telling himself, with small chance of
helping Kennelly.

If only there were somebody—anybody in the world—to
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whom he could tell everything, who would advise him and
protect him and make things come out right!

Kennelly was in the death row at the state penitentiary.
The date for his execution was set for three months away.

Then it was two months.

Then one.

Prather took Kennelly’s uncle, his only relative, to the
governor. The governor was running for re-election the
next November. He wasn’t reprieving a man convicted of
the sex murder of a teen-age girl.

Then it was one week.

Then it was two days.

John Larsen had lost twenty pounds. He was afraid to
sleep; once he screamed in a nightmare and woke Kate. He
hardly noticed her nagging any more.

“If you’re sick, go to a doctor.”

“I’'m not sick.”

“You think I'm a fool? There’s something wrong with
you. What have you been doing, John?” She cast about for
possibilities. “John, you tell me!” Suddenly she burst into
tears. “I know what it is, and I ain’t going to stand for it.
You've got some other woman on your mind! If you think,
after twenty-seven years, I'll let you—"

Larsen laughed. It wasn’t a pretty sound.

Crazy plans flitted through his brain. He would go to
Belleville, he would hunt until he found the dark-haired
man, he would force the murderer to confess.

All nonsense.

There was no last-minute reprieve. In his heart Larsen
knew he hadn’t really expected one. Kennelly went to the
chair on schedule, shouting his innocence with his last
breath.

Reading every painful word of the newspaper story,
John Larsen stood at last face to face with the bare truth.

Perhaps he could not have prevented the murder of the
girl—though he might have if he had acted at once. But he
had done enough.

He had let a man die, in order to hold on to a job he
loathed and a wife he hated. He, John Larsen, had mur-
dered Joseph Kennelly, whom he had never seen, as surely
as that unknown man had murdered Diane Morrison.

He was a murderer, and murderers ought to die. But he
hadn’t had the courage to save Kennelly, and he didn’t be-
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gin to have the courage to die himself. All he could do was
to endure, to the last limit of endurance.

At the sight of his face that evening, Kate’s words froze
on her lips. He picked at his dinner in silence. Immediately
after he went to bed. He slept the clock around in the
heavy, dreamless sleep of an exhausted animal.

In the middle of the next morning he was displaying a
rug to a customer. Suddenly he dropped it and stiffened.

He began to scream: “I did it! I did it! I did it!”

It took two men to subdue him until the ambulance
camel . o

And near Belleville a heavy man with a shock of dark
hair, a harmless “character” whom everybody knew and
nobody ever noticed, prowled the lonely country roads in
his old black car, his eyes alert for a good-looking girl
walking alone . . .




FOR ALL THE RUDE PEOPLE

JACK RITCHIE

“How old are you?” I asked!

His eyes were on the revolver I was holding. “Look,
mister, there’s not much in the cash register, but take it all.
I won’t make no trouble.”

“I am not interested in your filthy money. How old are
you?”

He was puzzled. “Forty-two.”

I clicked my tongue. “What a pity. From your point of
view, at least. You might have lived another twenty or
thirty years if you had just taken the very slight pains to
be polite.”

He didn’t understand.

“I am going to kill you,” I said, “because of the four-
cent stamp and because of the cherry candy.”

He did not know what I meant by the cherry candy, but
he did know about the stamp.

Panic raced into his face. “You must be crazy. You
can’t kill me just because of that.”

“But I can.”

And I did.

When Dr. Briller told me that I had but four months to
live, I was, of course, perturbed. “Are you positive you
haven’t mixed up the X-rays? I've heard of such things.”

“I'm afraid not, Mr. Turner.”

I gave it more earnest thought. “The laboratory reports.
Perhaps my name was accidentally attached to the
wrong...”

He shook his head slowly. “I double-checked. I always
do that in cases like these. Sound medical practice, you
know.”

It was late afternoon and the time when the sun is tired.
I rather hoped that when my time came to actually die, it
might be in the morning. Certainly more cheerful.
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“In cases like this,” Dr. Briller said, “a doctor is faced
with a dilemma. Shall he or shall he not tell his patient? I
always tell mine. That enables them to settle their affairs
and to have a fling, so to speak.” He pulled a pad of paper
toward him. “Also I’'m writing a book. What do you intend
doing with your remaining time?”

“I really don’t know. I've just been thinking about it for
a minute or two, you know.”

“Of course,” Briller said. “No immediate rush. But when
you do decide, you will let me know, won’t you? My book
concerns the things that people do with their remaining
time when they know just when they’re going to die.”

He pushed aside the pad. “See me every two or three
weeks. That way we’ll be able to measure the progress of
your decline.”

Briller saw me to the door. “I already have written up
twenty-two cases like yours.” He seemed to gaze into the
future. “Could be a best seller, you know.”

I have always lived a blahd life. Not an unintelligent
one, but bland.

I have contributed nothing to the world—and in that I
have much in common with almost every soul on earth—
but on the other hand I have not taken' away anything
either. I have, in short, asked merely to be left alone. Life
is difficult enough without undue association with people.

What can one do with the remaining four months of a
bland life?

I have no idea how long I walked and thought on that
subject, but eventually I found myself on the long curving
bridge that sweeps down to join the lake drive. The sounds
of mechanical music intruded themselves upon my mind
and I looked down.

A circus, or very large carnival, lay below.

It was the world of shabby magic, where the gold is gilt,
where the top-hatted ringmaster is as much a gentleman as
the medals on his chest are authentic, and where the pink
ladies on horseback are hard-faced and narrow-eyed. It
was the domain of the harsh-voiced vendors and the short-
change.

I have always felt that the demise of the big circus may
be counted as one of the cultural advances of the twentieth
century, yet I found myself descending the footbridge and
in a few moments I was on the midway between the rows
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of stands where human mutations are exploited and
exhibited for the entertainment of all children.

Eventually, I reached the big top and idly watched the
bored ticket-taker in his elevated box at one side of the
main entrance.

A pleasant-faced man leading two little girls approached
him and presented several cardboard rectangles which
appeared to be passes.

The ticket-taker ran his finger down a printed list at his
side. His eyes hardened and he scowled down at the man
and the children for a moment. Then slowly and deliber-
ately he tore the passes to bits and let the fragments drift
to the ground. “These are no damn good,” he said.

The man below him flushed. “I don’t understand.”

“You didn’t leave the posters up,” the ticket-taker
snapped. “Beat it, crumb!”

The children looked up at their father, their faces puz-
zled. Would he do something about this?

He stood there and the white of anger appeared on his
face. He seemed about to say something, but then he
looked down at the children. He closed his eyes for a mo-
ment as though to control his anger, and then he said,
“Come on, kids. Let’s go home.”

He led them away, down the midway, and the children
looked back, bewildered, but saying nothing.

I approached the ticket-taker. “Why did you do that?”

He glanced down. “What’s it to you?”

“Perhaps a great deal.”

He studied me irritably. “Because he didn’t leave up the
posters.”

“I heard that before. Now explain it.”

He exhaled as though it cost him money. “Our advance
man goes through a town two weeks before we get there.
He leaves posters advertising the show any place he can—
grocery stores, shoe shops, meat markets—any place that
will paste them in the window and keep them there until
the show comes to town. He hands out two or three passes
for that. But what some of these jokers don’t know is that
we check up. If the posters aren’t still up when we hit
town, the passes are no good.”

“T see,” I said dryly. “And so you tear up the passes in
their faces and in front of their children. Evidently that
man removed the posters from the window of his little
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shop too soon. Or perhaps he had those passes given to
him by a man who removed the posters from his window.”

“What’s the difference? The passes are no good.”

“Perhaps there is no difference in that respect. But do
you realize what you have done?”

His eyes were narrow, trying to estimate me and any
power I might have.

“You have committed one of the most cruel of human
acts,” I said stiffly. “You have humiliated a man before his
children. You have inflicted a scar that will remain with
him and them as long as they live. He will take those chil-
dren home and it will be a long, long way. And what can
he say to them?”

“Are you a cop?”

“I am not a cop. Children of that age regard their father
as the finest man in the world. The kindest, the bravest.
And now they will remember that a man had been bad to
their father—and he had been unable to do anything about
it.” .

“So I tore up his passes. Why didn’t he buy tickets? Are
you a city inspector?”

“I am not a city inspector. Did you expect him to buy
tickets after that humiliation? You left the man with no re-
course whatsoever. He could not buy tickets and he could
not create a well-justified scene because the children were
with him. He could do nothing. Nothing at all, but retreat
with two children who wanted to see your miserable circus
and now they cannot.”

I looked down at the foot of his stand. There were the
fragments of many more dreams—the debris of other men
who had committed the capital crime of not leaving their
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