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INTRODUCTION

Good morning.

I say good morning instead of my customary good
evening by way of waming. These stories should be read at
night only if you are an incurable insomniac and cannot
fall asleep anyway. Of course, if you work during the day
then you have no choice, unless your employer is remark-
ably tolerant. In any event, you may read them whenever
you can spare the time and yearn for relaxation.

Correction. I do not wish to mislead you. The contents
of this volume are hardly relaxing. Startling, horrifying
perhaps, certainly entertaining. I know because I am con-
sidered an expert. With a characteristic lack of modesty 1
have allowed myself to be billed as a Master of Suspense.
The description is indeed accurate, and you must admit,
fully justified.

As with all so-called experts my counsel is often solicited
by interviewers seeking definitions. Just what is this
business of suspense, they inquire. Well, years ago I con-
sulted one of those massive unabridged dictionaries one
lifts only with the aid of a derrick. It defined suspense as
uncertainty accompanied by apprehension.

Fair enough. In my films I try to intensify this apprehen-
sion to a point where it becomes unbearable. That is the
name of the game. And I believe the authors in this collec-
tion have achieved a similar result with notable success. All
of them are practiced craftsmen in this sinister profession
and here is a heady sampling of their dark art.
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A word of caution. Before going to the next page, please
check with your cardiologist. I accept no responsibility.
The risk is yours. After all, you must like this sort of thing
or you would not be here in the first place.



DEATH OUT OF SEASON
Mary Barrett

Miss Witherspoon crouched low to the ground and with
her little trowel turned over some earth in her herb garden.
She silently reminded herself not to cultivate too closely
lest the tender roots of the herbs be damaged. Miss
Witherspoon was a very careful gardener, as results testi-
fied. Her flowers and herbs were the most luxuriant in
town; they were, if her neighbors had had the grace to
confess it, the envy of everyone.

Britomar rubbed herself against Miss Witherspoon’s
ankle, purring. Miss Witherspoon idly patted the black cat
with her gloved left hand.

“Hello, Miss Witherspoon,” a woman called from the
sidewalk beyond the white picket fence. It was Mrs.
Laurel, the stylishly dressed divorcée who had recently
moved into the neighborhood. “Are you fixing those little
May baskets I've heard so much about?” she asked, her
mock-friendly tone failing to hide her disdain.

Miss Witherspoon straightened from her task. “Yes, I
am,” she said with cool politeness. Mrs. Laurel smiled con-
descendingly and went on her way. Miss Witherspoon con-
tinued her work, hardly acknowledging the interruption.
She had more pressing matters to attend to than Mrs.
Laurel's impertinence.

In any case, Miss Witherspoon was accustomed to
mockery; for over the years she had become famed as the
town eccentric. It is true that other people in town deviated
from the usual in various ways—drunkards, feeble-minded
people, even one murderer if you counted Jake Holby's
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beating the life from his skinny wife when he discovered
her in the barn loft with his hired hand. Yet none of this
aberrant behavior was considered nearly as peculiar as old
Miss Witherspoon’s insistence on total privacy. Not one
person had ever been inside her little house; and only the
most reckless boys, egged on by absolutely irresistible
dares, ventured through the gate or over the white picket
fence onto her well-manicured lawn, and then only in the
dark of night after the old woman was asleep.

Years before, the town children had made up a taunting
chant which was still being sung with glee: “Miss Wither-
spoon/Is a goon.” Although the children thought this was
hilariously witty, few of them ever dared to intone it in the
old woman's hearing; for, though they hated to admit it to
t};emselves or to each other, the children were frightened
of her.

Never in the memory of anyone living had Miss Wither-
spoon spoken spontaneously to any person she passed on
the sidewalk; nor had she ever called neighborly greetings
across her fence. She had never brought soup to the ailing
or cakes to the bereaved. In short, she observed none of
the usual social rituals. If anyone had ever dared to ask her
why, and if she had chosen to respond, she would have
said that she preferred plants to people, primarily because
plants did not sin, were incapable of evil. Furthermore, by
preserving her solitude, she was better able to observe, ob-
jectively, the misdeeds of those around her.

However, Miss Witherspoon did have one more or less
social ritual of her own which she faithfully performed
once a year, on Walpurgis Night. It was that annual event
to which Mrs. Laurel had referred, but Mrs. Laurel did not
know, nor did anyone else for that matter, the ritual in its
entirety. This year, for the first time, Miss Witherspoon en-
tertained the thought of altering her pattern slightly. She
was, after all, growing old, and the arthritis in her fingers
was becoming increasingly a handicap. There might not be
enough years left for her to carry out her entire program.
Perhaps this year, just for once, she should take care of
two people rather than one. But no, she finally decided.
Once a pattern was successfully set it was best to stick to
it.

Walpurgis Night was the only date in the year which
had any significance for Miss Witherspoon, the only one
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which she marked on her calendar. It was the eve of May
Day, named for an English missionary and abbess who had
won renown by driving out witches. As everyone who has
read Sir James Frazer knows, that night above all others is
the one when witches are most likely to be abroad.

On Walpurgis Eve each year Miss Witherspoon pre-
pared exactly ten May baskets. And every year, on that
night, she stealthily hung them on the doorknobs of ten
houses: It was never the same ten houses, although over
the years she had been forced to repeat occasionally. And
every year one, and only one, May basket was especially
chosen to contain a particularly interesting lagniappe.

Of course, the townspeople knew the identity of their
May Day benefactor. Only Miss Witherspoon's garden
could provide such an abundant variety of flowers and
herbs.

It was a game among the townspeople to speculate who
would be favored by the little baskets of flowers and herbs,
which were inevitably accompanied by a verse or a saying
penned in Miss Witherspoon’s careful hand. Everyone tit-
tered over this annual proof of the old woman’s
eccentricity. What they failed to notice was that each year
the recipient of one basket met with a strange and unex-
pected fate.

Well, no matter. Miss Witherspoon sought no fame or
credit for her work.

The sun shone warm and comforting on her back as she
carefully chose and picked the flowers for each basket. She
savored in her mind their lovely Latin names—Larhyrus
odoratus (sweet pea), Lobularia maritima (sweet alys-
sum), Convallaria majalis (lily of the valley), and, of
course, the fabled hyacinth which sprang from the blood
of Apollo’s dying friend—*"that sanguine flower inscribed
with woe.”

At last the baskets were filled and she set them in the
cool shade of the maple tree. And now for the final, the
most important, decision. Which herb would be chosen for
the favored tenth basket? Miss Witherspoon could use the
rootstock from the May apple; but that was not, perhaps,
pretty enough to capture interest. Larkspur might serve;
but that would mean drying the seeds, and perhaps that en-
tailed more trouble than was necessary.

For the sake of symbolism she was tempted to use the
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“beautiful lady” flower, belladonna, or, for the same rea-
son, monkshood. But no. The best choice was Digitalis
purpurea, foxglove. It was true that her garden held only the
American variety, Phytolacca americana, and she hated
the ugly sound of its American name, pokeweed. But still,
the dark purple berries were pretty and they would serve
her purpose well. So into the tenth basket they went, along
with a verse from Rudyard Kipling which she had copied
in her neat handwriting:

Excellent herbs had our fathers of old—
Excellent herbs to ease their pain.

She had added, as if in afterthought, “The purple ber-
ries, served in any form, will make even a laggard in love
become ardent, and an ardent lover passionate beyond be-
lief.”

Miss Witherspoon regretted having to resort to such an
outright lie, for she was a true artist and would have pre-
ferred her annual ritual to be perfect in all its parts. How-
ever, she would have to forgive herself this one false detail
in the interest of her larger plan.

That night Miss Witherspoon set out, accompanied only
by Britomar. The moonlight was bright, and there was the
feel of spring in the warm moist air. Miss Witherspoon
happily quoted to herself from The Merchant of Venice:

“In such a night
Medea gather’d the enchanted herbs.”

Nine" baskets were hung, and then the tenth—on Mrs.
Laurel's door.

Two days later, BEdward Johnston, the tailor, died a
painful and inexplicable death, the victim of some violent
emetic accidentally ingested and apparently served to him
in some food prepared by the attractive divorcée. For,
strangest fact of all, he died not in his own home, with his
wife and four children, but in the house of Miss Wither-
spoon’s glamorous neighbor. Only Miss Witherspoon, in all
the town, was not surprised that he should die there; for
only she had observed the tailor’s frequent clandestine vis-
its, and only she had surmised which of the ten command-
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ments was being broken within the walls of Mrs. Laurel’s
house.

The morning after this shocking news had spread
throughout the town Miss Witherspoon was working
peacefully in her garden, as usual, when a highly unusual
visitor arrived. The sheriff picked his way toward her
across the stepping stones.

“Good momning, Miss Witherspoon,” he called across
the close-clipped lawn.

She looked up from her flowerbed. “Good morning, Sher-
iff,” she said calmly. “You wish to talk with me?”

“Yes, I do.” The sheriff’s uncertain tone of voice be-
trayed hig discomfort and his doubts. Now that he looked
at her she seemed innocent beyond question, incapable of
harming anyone. And yet, when his theory had finally
jelled that morning, it had seemed sound to him—in a
strange way.

“Let’s go indoors,” Miss Witherspoon suggested, “where
we can have a nice talk.”

The two went into her cool, dimly lit living room and sat
down in chairs facing each other across a tea table. Brito-
mar jumped into Miss Witherspoon’s lap and the old lady
caressed the cat as she spoke. “I have been expecting you
for years,” she said.

“You have?” the sheriff exclaimed, clearly taken aback.

“Oh, yes. I knew that you were not a stupid man, and
that some year you would realize the truth about my little
rituals.”

“You mean you have—uh—done this before?”

Miss Witherspoon nodded.

“You knew that you'd be found out and yet you kept
right on doing it?”

“Of course I kept right on. You would not easily give up
your work, your mission in life, would you, Sheriff?” The
old lady paused, although the question was obviously
rhetorical. “Of course you wouldn't,” she answered herself,
“and neither would I. We are in the same work, after all,
and neither of us could honorably give it up. The world
needs our efforts.”

The sheriff, beginning to understand, asked gently, “And
what do you think our work is?”

“Why, ridding the town of evildoers, of course,” she
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stated matter-of-factly. “There are far too many for you to
dispose of alone, and not all of them come to your atten-
tion. That is why, each year, 1 select a single candidate for
extinction.”

The sheriff had no ready response.

Miss Witherspoon brushed the cat from her lap and rose
to her feet. “Excuse me. I shall make us some tea.”

In a few minutes she returned from the kitchen with a
tray full of the items necessary for serving tea. In her ab-
sence the sheriff had decided what his next question would
be. “How did you choose your—er—your candidates for
extinction?” he asked.

“I simply took note of which people were breaking
which one of the ten commandments and disposed of
them, in order. This year I had reached the seventh com-
mandment.” She looked down at her hands, folded in her
lap, somewhat embarrassed to mention the word aloud, to
a man. “Thou shalt not commit adultery.”

“Do you mean to say,” the sheriff asked, “that you
have—uh—eliminated six other people?”

“Yes, I have.” Miss Witherspoon’s pride was apparent.
“Beginning with the person who most blatantly broke the
first commandment—John Leger, the money-worshiping
bank president—and going right down the list to Number
Seven.”

She paused a moment as if waiting for praise. None was
forthcoming and so she continued, “My greatest difficulty
came last year—finding a candidate for Number Six. You
yourself do a fairly efficient job at apprehending those few
who actually kill.” She was now taking the tone of one
professional speaking to another. “But finally I succeeded.
You see, it doesn’t specify what not to kill, and it was com-
mon knowledge that Edna Fairbanks put out poisoned
meat for the cats to eat.”

“So that was it!” the sheriff exclaimed, relieved to have
that year-old puzzle solved. And then he asked, “But what
about you, Miss Witherspoon? Haven’t you been breaking
Number Six yourself?”

“No, not really,” the old lady answered, her eyes twin-
kling with the pleasure of finally being able to reveal her
cleverness to someone. “I've thought that through most
carefully. I don’t actually kill anyone. I simply put within
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their reach the instrument of death. There’s no command-
ment against doing that.”

The old woman is even nuttier than I realized, the sheriff
thought. Aloud he said, “But you made fairly certain they
would use that instrument, didn’t you? It was that note in
Mrs. Laurel’'s May basket that put me wise to you.”

“It’s true that my notes encouraged those people to use
my herbs; but I succeeded only because the messages
which I gave them appealed to the worst in the persons
who received them—to the very sinfulness for which they
were being punished.”

“Well, now,” the sheriff said, with grudging admiration,
“you've done a thorough job. But even so, of course, we
can’t let you go free.”

“Oh, I quite understand that,” Miss Witherspoon said
cheerfully. “You have your job to do.”

The sheriff sighed with relief. This was going to be easier
than he had feared. He said, “Take a little time to get your
things in order and I'll come back later with a warrant.”

“That will be quite satisfactory,” Miss Witherspoon said
as she showed him to the door.

After all, the ground-up poison parsley with which she
had laced his tea would be quick and effective. It was as
deadly as hemlock—Socrates’ drink.

She did regret that this one death was out of season.
But, after all, it was an emergency. Also, she had not told
the sheriff that she had been forced to skip one command-
ment in the list. So far as she knew, the sheriff had not
stolen anything. But he certainly was very close to break-
ing Number Nine, for what was he planning to do but to
bear false witness against her? She had perceived that im-
mediately.



WITNESS IN THE DARK

Fredric Brown

I

Bven reading about it in the papers gave me a mild case of
the willies. For some reason I had a hunch, right off, that I
was going to be put on the case and that 1 wasn’t going to
like it. Of course they might have it cleaned up by the time
I got back; it was the evening of the second to last day of
my vacation. But I didn’t think so.

I put down the paper and tried to forget what I'd read
by looking at Marge. Even after four years of being mar-
ried, I like to look at Marge.

But this time it didn’t drive what I'd been reading out of
my head. By a roundabout way, it brought me back to it. I
got to thinking how bad it would be to be blind and never
be able to see Marge again. The story in the paper had
been about a blind man—a blind man who was the only
witness to a murder.

Marge happened to look up; she asked me what I was
thinking about and I told her. She was interested, so I told
her the details, what there was of them in the paper:

“The blind man’s name is Max Easter. Until three days
ago he was the bookkeeper at the Springfield Chemical
Works. Until three days ago he wasn’t blind—and they’re
not sure now whether his blindness is permanent; it’s from
an industrial accident at the plant. Some acid splashed in
his face while he was collecting time slips out in the plant.
They think he’ll recover, but right now he’s completely
blind, and with his eyes bandaged.

“So yesterday evening he was in his bedroom—he’s still
in bed—talking to a friend of his named Armin Robinson,
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who’'d dropped in to see him. Their wives—Easter’s and
Robinson’s—had gone to a movie together downtown. The
two men were alone in the house—except for the killer.

“Armin Robinson was sitting in a chair near the bed, and
the bedroom door was ajar. Max Easter was sitting up in
bed and the two of them were talking. Then Easter heard
the door squeak and someone step into the room. He heard
Robinson move and thinks he may have stood up, but
nothing was said. Then all of a sudden there was a shot
and the sound of a fall, from Robinson’s direction. And
then the footsteps came farther into the room and Easter
sat there in bed, waiting to be shot too.”

Marge said, “How awful.”

I said, “Then comes the odd part. Instead of being shot,
Max Easter felt something land on the bed, on the
mattress. He groped for it, and he had a gun in his hand, a
revolver, Then he heard the killer move and pointed the
gun in that direction and pulled the trigger—"

“You mean the killer gave him the gun? Tossed it on his
bed, I mean? Wouldn’t he have known a blind man can
shoot at a sound?”

I said, “All I know is what’s in the papers, Marge. That’s
the way they tell Easter’s story. But it could be. Probably
the killer didn’t realize that the bounce of the mattress
would tell Easter where the gun landed and that he'd get it
in his hand that quickly, the first grab. Probably he
thought he could be out of the room before Easter would
find the gun.”

“But why give it to him at all?”

“I don’t know. But to go on with Easter’s story: as he
swung the gun around to aim at the sound, he heard a
noise like a man’s knee hitting the floor and he figured the
killer had dropped down to be under the shot if he fired.
So Easter lowered the gun to aim a couple of feet above
the floor and pulled the trigger. Just once.

“And then, suddenly, he says, he got scareder of what he
was doing than of what might happen to him, and he
dropped the gun. He was shooting in the dark—literally. If
he’d misjudged what had happened, he might be shooting
at Armin Robinson—at anybody. He didn’t even know for
sure that there’d been a murder, or what had happened.

“So, anyway, he dropped the gun and it hit the edge of
the bed and clunked onto the floor. So he couldn't get it
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back even if he changed his mind. And he just sat there
sweating while whoever it was moved around the room
awhile and then went out.”

Marge looked thoughtful. “Moved around the room do-
ing what, George?”

“How would Easter know? But Armin Robinson’s wallet
was gone, so taking it was probably one thing. And
Easter’s own wallet and watch were gone off the dresser,
where his wife said later they’d been lying. And a small
suitcase was gone.”

“A suitcase? Why would he take a suitcase?”

“To put the silverware in. That was gone from down-
stairs and a few other small articles a burglar might take
along. Easter says the man moved around his room for
what seemed a long time, but was probably only a minute
or two. Then he heard him walk down the stairs and move
around a while down there, and then the back door opened
and closed.

“He hadn’t dared get up until he heard the killer leave
the house and then he got up and groped his way to Robin-
son and found he was dead. So he felt his way down the
stairs to the telephone and called police. Period. End of
story.”

“But that’s horrible,” Marge said. “I mean, it leaves so
many loose ends, so many things you can wonder about.”

“Which is just what I've been doing. Particularly, I get
the picture of that blind man shooting in the dark and then
getting scared because he didn’t know what he was shoot-
ing at.”

“George, don’t blind people get special senses? I mean,
so they can tell who a person is by the way he walks—
things like that?”

Very patiently I said, “Max Easter had been blind all of
three days. He might have been able to tell a man’s walk
from a woman’s—if the woman wore high heels.”

“I guess you're right. Even if he’d known the man—"

I said, “Even if it had been a friend of his, he wouldn’t
have known. At night, all cats are gray.”

“ All cats be gray.”

“You're goofy,” I said.

“Look it up in Bartlett’s Quotations.”

Marge and I are always quibbling over things like that. 1
got Bartlett’s out of the bookcase and looked it up and this
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time she was right. I'd been wrong on the “at night” part,
too; it read “When all candles be out, all cats be gray.”

When I'd admitted to Marge that she was right—for a
change—and we'd batted that around for a while, her
mind went back to the murder again. She said, “What
about the gun he left, George? Can they trace him from it?
The serial number, or something?”

I said, “It was Max Easter’s own gun. It was in the
drawer of a desk downstairs. I forgot to mention that. The
killer must have rifled that desk before he came upstairs.”

“Do you think, George, that it was just a burglar?”

“No,” I told her.

“Neither do I. There’s something about it—a false note.”

“More than a false note. A whole damn discord. But 1
can’t guess what it is.” i

She said, “This Max Easter. Maybe he isn’t blind at
all.”

I snorted at that. “Woman’s intuition! A guess like that
is as silly—unless you’ve got a reason for saying it—as say-
ing that what he shot at was a gray cat, just because I hap-
pened to mention the proverb about one.”

“Maybe he did,” Marge said.

That wasn’t even worth answering. I picked up the paper
again and turned to the sports section.

The Sunday papers, the next day, had a lot on the case,
but none of it was new. No arrests had been made, and ap-
parently no one was even under suspicion. I hoped I
wouldn’t get put on it. I don't know why, exactly. I just
hoped so.

n

I was on it almost before I got inside the door. Before 1
got my raincoat off, I was told Captain Eberhart wanted
me in his office, and I went in.

“Have a good vacation, George?” he asked me, but he
didn’t wait for my answer; he went on, “I’'m putting you on
that Armin Robinson murder. Have you read about it in
the papers?”

“Sure,” I said.

“Then you know as much about it as anybody else, ex-
cept one thing. I'll tell you that, but outside of that, I want
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you to go on it cold, without any preconceived ideas. We
haven’t got anywhere and you just might hit something we
missed. It’s worth a try.”

I nodded. “But how about lab reports, ballistics? I can
tackle the people cold, but I'd like to have the physical
facts.”

“Okay. The coroner’s report is that Robinson died in-
stantaneously from a bullet through his head. The bulilet
was in the wall about three feet behind where he'd been sit-
ting and about five and a half feet up from the floor. Went
into the wall almost straight. It all checks if he stood up
when the killer came through the door and if the killer
stood in the doorway or just inside to fire the shot and held
the gun at eye level.”

“Bullet matches the gun?”’

“Yes, and so does the other bullet, the one Max Easter
fired. And there were two empty shells in the gun. No
prints on the gun besides Easter’s; the killer must have
worn gloves. And Mrs. Easter says a pair of white cotton
work gloves is missing from the kitchen.”

“Any way Max Easter could have fired both shots in-
stead of just one?”

“Absolutely not, George. He is blind—at least temporar-
ily. The doctor treating him guarantees that; there are
tests—reaction of pupils to sudden light, things like that.
The only way a blind man could hit someone dead center
in the forehead would be to hold the gun against him—and
there weren’'t any powder burns. No, Max Easter's story
sounds screwy, but all the facts fit it. Even the timing.
Some neighbors heard the shots. Thought it was backfires
and didn't investigate, but they noticed the time; they were
listening to the radio and it was at the eight o’clock change
of programs—two shots about five seconds apart. And
Easter’s phone call to us was at twelve minutes after eight
by our own records. Twelve minutes just about fits what he
says went on between the shooting and his getting to the
phone.”

“How about the alibis of the two wives?”

“Good as gold. They were together in a movie at the
time of the murder. Eight o’clock was just about the time
they were going in, in fact, and they saw friends in the
lobby, so it’s not only their own word. You can take the
alibi as okay.”
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“All right,” T said, “and what’s the one thing that didn’t
get in the papers?”

“Lab report on the other bullet, the one Easter fired at
the murderer, shows traces of organic matter.”

I whistled. “Then the killer was wounded?” That ought
to make it a lot easier.

Cap Eberhart said, “Maybe.” He sighed. “I almost hate
to tell you this, George, but if he was, he was a rooster
wearing silk pajamas.”

“That’s fine,” I told him. “My wife says Easter was
shooting at a gray cat, and my wife is mostly right. About
everything. But now would you mind talking sense?”

“If you can make sense out of it, swell. We dug the sec-
ond bullet out of the wall near the door, about a foot and a
half up. The microscopist who examined it says there are
minute traces of three kinds of organic matter on it. Infin-
itesimal quantities; he can identify them o¢nly up to a
point and he’s not sure that far. But he thinks they’re
blood, silk and feathers. A chicken wearing silk pajamas
would be one answer.”

“What kind of blood?” I asked. “What kind of
feathers?”

“No dice. They’re minute traces, and he won’t stick his
neck out any farther than that, even on a guess. What's
this business about a gray cat?”

I told him about our argument over the quotation and
Marge’s kidding remark. I said, “Seriously, Cap, it does
sound as though the killer was wounded. Just a scrape,
probably, since he went about his business afterwards.
That takes care of the blood on the bullet, and the silk isn’t
too hard. Silk shirt, silk shorts, silk tie—anything. But the
feathers are harder to figure. Only place a man’s likely to
wear a feather is in the band of a new hat” -

Eberhart nodded. “Pajama-wearing roosters aside, that’s
the best suggestion we've had to date. Could be like this—
the killer sees the gun swinging toward him and drops
down low, throwing up his hand toward the gun. Hands
don’t stop bullets, but people often do that when they’re
going to be shot at. The bullet grazes his hatband, which is
silk and has a feather in it—but not hard enough to crease
him or stun him—and goes in the wall. Then the killer
wraps a handkerchief around his hand and goes about his
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business, after Baster drops the gun off the bed and he sees
he’s safe.”

“It could be,” I said. “Anybody connected with the case
wounded?”

“Not where it shows. And we haven’t got enough on
anybody to drag them in and strip them. In fact, dammit,
we haven’t even found anybody with a motive. Screwy as it
seems, George, we've almost decided that it really was a
plain and simple robbery. Well, that’s all I'm going to tell
you. Go at it cold and maybe you’ll get something we
missed.”

I put my raincoat back on and went out.

I

The first thing to do was the thing I hated worst—talk to
the widow of the murdered man. I hoped, for both our
sakes, that she’d be over the worst part of the shock and
grief. :

I didn’t enjoy it, but it wasn’t as bad as it could have
been. Mrs. Armin Robinson was quiet and reserved, but
she was willing to talk, and able to talk unemotionally. The
emotion was there, but it was two layers down; it wasn't
going to come to the surface in hysteria.

I got the matter of her alibi over first. Yes, she and Mrs.
Max Easter, the blinded man’s wife, had met at eight
o'clock in the theater lobby. She was sure it was eight ex-
actly, because both she and Louise Easter had commented
on the fact that they were both exactly on time; Louise had
been there first, but had said she'd been waiting less than a
minute. Louise had been talking to two friends of theirs
whom she’d met—accidentally, not by appointment—in
the lobby. The four women had gone in together and had
stayed together in the movie. She gave me the names of the
two other women, and their addresses. It sounded, as Eber-
bart had said, as good as gold. The theater they'd gone to
was at least twenty minutes’ driving time from the Easter
residence, where the murder had occurred.

I asked, “Did your husband have any enemies?”

“No, definitely not. Possibly a few people may have dis-
liked him, but no more than that.”
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I asked gently, “Why would some people have disliked
him, Mrs. Robinson? What traits in his nature—?"

“He was pretty much of an extrovert. You know, the
life of the party, that sort of thing. When he had a few
drinks, he may have grated on some people’s nerves. But
that didn’t happen often. And, too, some people thought
him a little too frank. But those were little things."

They certainly didn’t sound like something that would
lead to premeditated murder. I said, “He was a C.P.A., an
-auditor. Is that right?”

b “Yes, and he operated independently. He was his own
0ss.”

“Any employees?”

“Only a secretary, full time. He had a list of people he
sometimes called on for help in an audit that was too big a
job for one man.”

“How close friends were you and your husband with the
Easters?”

“Fairly close. Probably Armin and Max were closer
friends than Louise and I are. Frankly, I don’t like Louise
too well, but I get along with her because of the friendship
between my husband and hers. Not that I have anything
against Louise—don’t misunderstand me—it’s just that
we're such different types. For that matter, I don’t think
Armin liked Louise especially either.”

“How often did you see them?”

“Sometimes oftener, but at least once a week regularly.
We're—we were—members of a bridge club of four cou-
ples who took turns meeting at one another’s homes.”

“Who were the others?”

“The Anthonys and the Eldreds. Bill Anthony is editor
of the Springfield Blade. He and his wife are away on va-
cation right now, in Florida. Lloyd Eldred is with the
Springfield Chemical Works—the same company Max
Easter works for. He’s Max's immediate superior there.”

“And Max Easter is bookkeeper there?”

“That’s right, bookkeeper and paymaster. Lloyd Eldred
is the treasurer of the company. That’s probably not as
much of a difference as it sounds. 1 think Max probably
makes about ten thousand a year and Lloyd about twelve
thousand. Springfield Chemical doesn’t pay very high sal-
aries to its officers.”
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“Your husband ever do any auditing for Springfield
Chemical?”

“No. Kramer and Wright have done their auditing for
years. I think Armin could have had the account if he'd
gone after it, but he had all the business he could handle
by himself.”

“He was doing well, then?” -

“Well enough.”

“This is an unpleasant question, Mrs. Robinson. But does
anyone gain by his death?”

“Not unless you’d consider that I did. There's ten thou-
sand in insurance, and title to this house is clear, But al-
most no savings; we bought this house a year ago and used
our savings to buy it outright. And Armin’s business can’t
be sold—there’s nothing to sell. I mean, he just sold his
own services as an auditor.”

“Then I wouldn't say you gained,” I told her. “Ten thou-
sand in insurance doesn’t compensate for the loss of ten
thousand a year in income.”

“Nor for the loss of a husband, Mr. Hearn.”

That could have been corny except that it sounded sin-
cere. It made me remember I wanted to get out of there, so
I got down to brass tacks by asking her about Friday
evening. “Had your husband planned in advance to go to
the Easters’?” I asked. “Would anyone know he was going
to be there?”

“No, except Louise and myself. And then, only just be-
fore he left. Here’s what happened: Louise and I had made
the movie date before Max’s accident at the plant. About
half past six that evening, when Armin and I were just
starting dinner, Louise phoped. She said she'd better not
leave Max home alone, that he was feeling pretty low.

“Armin heard my end of the phone conversation and
guessed what it was about. So he came to the phone and
talked to Louise and said she should keep her date for the
movie, that he'd just as soon go over and sit with Max for
the evening.” -

“When did he leave to go there?”

“About seven, because he was going by bus and wanted
to get there by half past seven so Louise would have time
to make the date. He told me to take our car and pick him
up after the show to bring him back home.”
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“And he got to the Easters’ by half past seven?”

“Yes. That is, Louise said so. She says he went upstairs
right away to Max’s room, and that she left about ten
minutes after that. She drove their car. We had two cars
between the two of us, which wasn’t very good planning, I
guess.”

I asked, “Was there anything unusual about the way
your husband acted Friday evening, before he left? Or, for
that matter, any time lately?”

“He'd been a bit moody and preoccupied for two or
‘three days. I asked him several times if he was worried
about something, but he insisted that he wasn’t.”

I tried prying a little deeper on that, but couldn’t find
out whether she had any guess as to what he may have
been worrying about. She was sure it wasn’t financial trou-
bles.

I let it go at that and left her, telling her I might have to
come back later to talk to her again. She was pleasant
about that and said she understood.

I thought it over after I got in my car. The alibis of both
wives sounded solid. Neither of them could have been at
the theater at eight and still have killed Armin Robinson.
But I didn't want to take anything for granted, so I drove
to the addresses of the two other women who'd seen
Louise Easter and Mrs. Robinson in the movie lobby. I
talked to both of them and when I left the second, 1 was
sure.

I got back in my car and drove out to the Springfield
Chemical Works. I didn’t see how Max’s accident there—
his blinding—could have anything to do with the murder
of Robinson, but I wanted to get that angle out of the way
before I went to the Easters’.

Springfield Chemical must have had an efficient ofﬁce
system; their office quarters were small for a plant that
hired over a hundred men.

1 asked the receptionist, who was doubling in brass on a
typewriter and had a telephone switchboard in front of
her, for Mr. Lloyd Eldred. She made a call and then direct-
ed me to his office.

I went in. There were two desks, but only one of them
was occupied. A tall, slender, almost effeminate-looking
man with rumpled curly black hair looked up from the oc-
cupied desk and said “Yes?” in a tone that meant, “I hope
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this won't take long; I'm awfully busy.” And from all the
stuff stacked on his desk, he was.

I said, “I'm George Hearn, Mr. Eldred. From Homi-
cide.” I took the chair in front of his desk.

He ran his fingers through his hair, thereby explaining
why it was so rumpled. He said, “About Armin Robinson
again, I suppose,” and I admitted the fact.

“Well—I don’t know what more I can tell you. But Ar-
min was a friend of mine and if there is anything—"

“He was a close friend of yours?”

“Well, not exactly. We saw each other at least once a
week, at a bridge club that met around at our houses. The
Easters, the Anthonys, the Robinsons, and my wife and 1.”

I nodded. “Mrs. Robinson told me about that. Are you
going to continue the club?”

“I don’t know. Maybe we'll find another couple—but
not until after Max Easter’s eyes are all right again. Right
now we’d be missing two couples—three, until the Antho-
nys get back from Florida.”

“You think Easter’s eyes will get all right again?”

“I don’t see why not. The doctor says they will—he’s a
little puzzled that they’ve been bad for this long. We gave
him a sample of the acid, and he says it definitely should
not cause permanent injury to the eyes.”

He ran his fingers through his hair again. “I hope—for
selfish reasons if no others—that he’s back soon. I'm
swamped here trying to handle both our jobs.”

“Can’t your company get another man?”

“They could, I suppose, and would if I wanted them to.
We discussed it, in fact. The catch is it would take weeks
to break someone in to the point where they'd be a help in-
stead of a hindrance. And the doctor says he thinks Max
should be back in another week at the outside. Anyway, it
won’t be so bad after Wednesday, day after tomorrow.”

“Why Wednesday?” I asked him.

“Semimonthly payroll. That's Max’s main job, keeping
payroll and time records. This time I'm having to do them
besides my own work, so it’ll be tough until the payroil’s
done. But if Max isn’t able to be back by next payroll, we
will make other arrangements. I can't work twelve hours a
day indefinitely.”

I nodded. Apparently the guy really was plugging, and I
liked the fact that he gave it to me diplomatically instead
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of telling me to hurry up and get it over with,

So I asked the one routine question I had to ask about
Armin Robinson—whether Lloyd Eldred knew any reason
anyone would have for wanting Robinson dead—and got a
flat, unequivocal no. Also a no as to whether Eldred knew
what Robinson might have been worrying about for a few
days before his death; Eldred hadn’t noticed that he was as
of the last time they'd played bridge together and that was
the last time he'd seen him.

So I switched to the other matter. “Will you tell me
about Max Easter’s accident?”

“Max can tell you about it better than anyone else, be-
cause he was alone when it happened. All I know is that he
was out in the plant—in the plating room—collecting time
slips during the men’s lunch hour. He takes a later lunch
period himself so he can collect slips while they’re off. He
can go through the whole plant in an hour that way; it'd
take twice as long when there’s work going on.”

I asked, “But didn’t he tell you how it happened?”

“Oh, sure. He went in one of the little vat rooms off the
plating room to get a slip off a shelf there, where the man
who works that vat always leaves it. When he took down
the slip pad he knocked down a jug from the shelf into the
vat below it. It’s a bad arrangement, having to reach across
the vat to get something on the shelf, especially as that
shelf is slightly above eye level. We changed the arrange-
ment there since then.”

I asked, “Was the acid that blinded him in the jug that
fell, or in the vat?”

“In the vat. But landing smack in the middle of the vat,
the jug splashed acid all over him.”

“Any damage except to his eyes?”

“No, unless you count damage to clothes. Probably ru-
ined the suit he was wearing. But the acid wasn’t strong
enough to hurt the skin.”

“Does the company assume responsibility?”

“Of course. At any rate, he’s on full salary and we'’re
taking care of medical expenses.”

“But if the injury is permanent?”

“It can’t be; we have assurance from the doctor who's
treating him. In fact, he tends to believe that the blindness
may be hysterical. You’ve heard of hysterical blindness,
haven't you?”
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I said, “I've heard of it. But for something like that there
is supposed to be a deep-rooted psychic cause. Would there
be in Max’s case?”

I thought he hesitated slightly before he said, “Not that
I know of.”

I paused, trying to think of further questions, and I
couldn’t. From the way Lloyd Eldred looked at me, he was
wondering why I'd been asking so many questions about
Max’s accident and about Max. I was wondering that, too.
And I looked again at the piles of work on his desk and 1
thanked him and excused myself.

It was nearly noon. I was only a ten minutes’ drive from
home, so I decided to have lunch with Marge. Sometimes I
go home for lunch and sometimes not, depending on what
part of town I happen to be in when lunchtime comes
around. Marge always keeps stuff on hand that she can
rustle up quickly if I do get home.

v

“I'm on it,” I told her, as soon as I got in. She knew
what I meant; I didn’t have to tell her.

While we ate I told her the little I'd learned that hadn't
been in the papers. I said, “So you see it wasn’t a gray cat
Max Easter was shooting at in the dark. It was a rooster in
silk pajamas. For once you're wrong on a hunch. And on
your other wild idea, too; Easter is really blind.”

She turned her nose up at me. “Bet you a dime he isn’t.”

I said, “That’s one dime I'll collect.”

“Maybe. I won't bet you on the gray cat, but it’s no sil-
lier than Captain Eberhart’s rooster in pajamas. Or than
your silk hatband with a feather in it.”

“But if it was that, he’d have worn it out with him. If it
was a gray cat, what happened to it?”

“The killer carried it out in the suitcase he took from
the closet, naturally.”

I threw up my hands on that one.

Just the same, Marge had been serious in regard to her
hunch that Max Easter wasn’t really blind, and when
Marge takes one of her hunches seriously, I do too. At
least to the extent of checking as thoroughly as I can. So
before I left home I phoned Cap Eberhart and got the
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name and address of the doctor who was treating Max
Easter’s eyes.

I went to see him and was lucky enough to get into his
office right away. After I'd identified myself and explained
what I wanted, I asked him, “How soon after the accident
did you see Mr. Easter?”

“I believe I reached the plant not over twenty minutes
after I was phoned. And the phone call, I was told, had
been made immediately.”

"“Did you notice anything unusual about the condition of
his eyes?”

“Nothing unusual considering the dilute acid that had
been splashed into them. I'm not sure I understand your
question.”

I wasn’t sure I understood it myself; I didn’t know ex-
actly what I was fishing for. I asked, “Was he in consider-
able pain?”’

“Pain? Oh, no. Tetrianic acid causes temporary
blindness, but without pain. It's no more painful than boric
acid.”

“Can you describe the effect for me, Doctor?”

“It dilates the pupils, as does belladonna. Ultimately it’s
as harmless. But in addition to dilation of the pupils, which
is an immediate reaction, it causes temporary paralysis of
the optic nerves and consequent temporary blindness. Nor-
mally the duration of blindness is from two to eight hours,
depending on the strength of the solution.”

“And the strength of the solution in this case?”

“Medium. Mr. Easter should have recovered his sight in
not over six hours.”

“But he didn’t,” I pointed out.

“He hasn’t as yet. And that leads to one of two possible
conclusions. One, that he is abnormal in his tolerance for
the substance in question. In that case, it is merely a matter
of time; his eyesight will return before much longer. The
other possibility is, of course, hysterical blindness—
blindness caused by self-delusion. I am almost certain this
is not true in Mr. Easter’s case. However, if his blindness
persists more than a week, I shall recommend a psychia-
trist.”

I asked, “Isn’t there a third possibility? Malingering?”’

He smiled. “Don’t forget, Mr. Hearn, that I am em-
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ployed by the company and in the company’s interests. He
couldn’t possibly pretend dilation of the pupils, which still
persists. And he is not faking blindness. There are certain
tests.

“And I am, as I said, reasonably sure it is not hysterical.
I base that on the continued dilation of the pupils. Hysteria
would be much more likely to continue the nerve paralysis
alone.”

“When did you examine him last?"”

“Yesterday afternoon at four. I've been calling every day
at that time.”

I thanked him and left. For once, one of Marge's
hunches had been wrong.

And I'd been stalling long enough on going to the
Easters’ house. I went there. I rang the doorbell.

A woman who turned out to be Mrs. Max Easter,
Louise Easter, opened the door. I identified myself and she
identified herself and she asked me in. She was a good-
looking woman, even in a housedress. It would have been
interesting to examine her to see if she had any bullet
scrapes; but then her alibi was as good as any I've ever
seen and besides there’s Marge.

Her husband, Louise Easter told me, was still in bed in
his room upstairs and did I want to go up? I said I did, but
that first she might as well show me around downstairs be-
cause I wanted to learn the layout of the place.

She showed me around. The drawer from which Max’s
gun had been taken, the cabinet where the silverware had
been, the shelf in the kitchen where the cotton gloves had
lain.

“Those were the only things missing?”’ I asked.

“Yes. From downstairs, that is. He took Max's wallet
and watch from the dresser upstairs. There was about
twenty dollars in the wallet, and that’s all the money there
happened to be in the house. And the suitcase.”

“How big a suitcase was it?”

She held her hands to show me; it had been about two
feet by one foot by seven inches. Bigger than he’d have
needed to carry what he took—but maybe he’d thought
he’d find more.

I asked her to tell me just what had happened that
evening, starting at the time she phoned Mrs. Armin
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Robinson to call off the movie date.

She said, “That would have been somewhere around half
past six; I'd just given Max his dinner but hadn’t washed
the dishes yet. I decided I'd better not go and leave Max
alone. But then Armin said he’d come around and talk to
Max and that I should go. And by the time I finished the
dishes and got dressed, Armin was here. That would have
been about half past seven, I guess.

. “I didn’t have to leave right away to get to the movie by
eight—that’s when our appointment was—so I stayed and
talked with both of them, up in Max’s room, for five or ten
minutes, and then I left, and that must have been—oh, at
least twenty minutes before eight, because I got to the
show a minute or two ahead of time and Ianthe-—MTrs.
Robinson, that is—got there just at eight.”

“Did you lock the front door when you left?”

“No. I wondered whether I should and decided not to
because it isn’t a spring lock. I'd have had to lock it from
the outside and take the key and that would have seemed
funny, to lock Armin and Max in. The back door was
locked though.”

“You think the killer got in after you left, between then
and eight o’clock?”

“He must have, unless he was hiding in the basement.
He couldn’t have been upstairs; there are only the two bed-
rooms, the hall and the bath, and I was in all of them. And
he couldn’t have been downstairs, because when I came
down, ready to leave, I couldn’t find my purse right away
and had to look for it. I found it in the kitchen, but I'd
looked everywhere else first.”

I asked, “How are your husband’s eyes? Any improve-
ment?”’

She shook her head. “I'm afraid not—yet. And I'm get-
ting really worried, in spite of what the doctor says. Up to
this morning, anyway, there’d been no improvement at
all.|l

“This morning?”

“When I changed the bandage and bathed them. I'll
have to do it again in about an hour. You won't have to
talk to him longer than that, will you?”

“Probably not that long,” I told her. “But maybe I'd bet-
ter start now, in that case.”

We went up the stairs. The door of one of the bedrooms
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was ajar, just as it must have been Friday evening. And
through it I could see Max Easter, his eyes bandaged, sit-
ting up in bed. Just as the killer must have seen him when
he’d walked up these stairs after Louise Easter had left.

I stood in the doorway where the killer must have stood
first to fire the shot that killed Armin Robinson, before he'd
stepped closer to the bed and tossed down the revolver on
the mattress.

Louise Easter had preceded me into the room and said,
“Max, this is Mr. Hearn from the Homicide Department,”
and I was acknowledging the introduction but without
thinking about it because I was looking around the room,
seeing the chair Armin Robinson must have been sitting on,
the one next to the bed, and the hole in the plaster above
and behind that chair where the bullet had been dug out of
the wall. And I turned and saw the place where the other
bullet had been dug out. It was about a foot and a half up
from the floor and about five feet from the doorway.

The bullet that Max Easter had fired. The one that had
showed minute traces of blood, silk and feathers. Not
blood, sweat and tears—but blood, silk and feathers.

I visualized the line of fire—Max sitting up in bed aim-
ing the gun at a sound, then lowering the muzzle as he
heard the killer’s knee hit the floor. I tried to visualize the
killer standing somewhere in that line of fire, then
crouching or kneeling to get under the muzzle of the gun.

Bui Max Easter had said something to me and I had to
think back to the sound of the words to get that he had
asked me to sit down.

I said “Thanks” and crossed over to sit in the chair that
Robinson had sat in. I looked toward the door. No, from
that angle, Robinson would not have been able to see the
head of the stairs. No matter how far ajar the door had
been, he couldn’t have seen the killer until the man had ac-
tually stepped into the room.

I looked from Max Easter to Louise Easter and then
around the room, and I realized that I hadn’t said anything
for some time and that Easter couldn't tell what I was do-
ing.

I said, “I'm just looking around, Mr. Easter, trying to
visualize how things must have happened.”

He smiled a bit wanly. He said, “Take your time. I've
got lots of it. Louise, I'm going to get up a little while; I'm
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tired of the bed. Will you get my bathrobe?”

“Of course, Max, but—"" She didn’t go on with the pro-
test, whatever it had been going to be. She got his bathrobe
from the closet and held it while he slipped it on over his
pajamas. He sat back down on the edge of the bed.

He asked, “Would you like a bottle of beer, Mr.
Hearn?”

I opened my mouth to say that I would like one but that
I never drank on duty. Then I realized that he wouldn’t be
able to get the beer, that Louise would have to go down-
stairs for it, and that just possibly he had that in mind, that
he might want to say something to me privately.

So I said, “Sure, thanks.”

But when Louise had gone downstairs to the refrigera-
tor, I found I'd been wrong. Apparently Max Easter had
nothing to say.

He stood up and said, “I think I'm going to try my
wings, Mr. Hearn. Please don’t help me. Louise would
have insisted if she’'d stayed, but I want to learn to find my
way alone. I’'m just going to cross the room to that other
chair.”

He was feeling his way across the carpet toward the
other side of the room—almost exactly toward the place
where the plaster had been chipped out of the wall to ex-
tract the bullet he had fired. He said, “Might as well learn
to do this. For all I know—" He didn't finish the sentence,
but we both knew what he’d started to say.

His hand touched the wall, then groped for the chair.
He wasn’t going to touch it from where he stood so I said,
“To your right, about two steps.”

“Thanks.” He moved that way and his hand found the
back of the straight chair against the wall. He turned and
sat down in it, and I noticed that he sat hard, as one does
when the surface one sits on is lower than one had
thought. As though a pillow might have been on the chair,
but wasn’t.

I'm not too bright, but I'm not too dumb. Pillow made
me think of feathers. Blood, silk and feathers. A silk-cov-
ered chair pillow.

I had something, even if I dido’t know what I had.

And just maybe, too, Max Easter’s sense of direction, in
walking for the chair, hadn’t been as bad as it had seemed.
He'd walked toward the place where the bullet had hit the
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wall. And if the chair was standing where he’d looked for
it and if it had had a pillow on the seat the bullet would
have gone through that pillow.

I didn’t ask him if there’d been a silk pillow in that
chair. I knew there had been.

I got a little scared.

Louise Easter was coming back up the stairs. Her heels
clicked across the wood to the doorway and she came in
with a tray that held three bottles and three glasses. She
held the tray in front of me first and I took a glass and a
bottle, but I wasn’t thinking about beer.

1 was thinking about blood. I knew now where the silk
and feathers had come from.

I stood up and looked around me. I didn’t see any
blood, or anything that gave me an idea about blood, but I
noticed something else unusual—the shade over the one
window in the room. It was a double shade, very heavy,
peculiarly constructed.

I got scareder. It must have shown in my voice when I
asked about the shade.

Max answered it. He said, “Yes, I had that shade
specially made, Mr. Hearn. I'm an amateur photographer;
I use this room as my darkroom. Had the door fixed so it
closes light-tight, too.”

I counted back hours since—

I said, “Max”—without realizing that I was calling him
by his first name—*‘will you take off that bandage?”

I'd put down the bottle and glass without having poured
myself a drink. When something’s about to break I want
my hands free.

Max Easter reached up uncertainly for the bandage
around his head. Louise Easter said, “Max, don’t! The doc-
tor—" and then her eyes met mine and she knew there
wasn’t any use saying any more.

Max stood up and took the bandage off. He blinked and
rubbed his eyes with uncertain hands. He said, “I can see!
It blurs, but I'm beginning to—"

Then his eyes must have blurred a little less, because his
look fixed on his wife’s face.

And he did begin to see.

And T made it as fast and as merciful—for Max
Easter—as possible. I got her out of there, down to head-
quarters. And I took along the bottle that was labeled Bo-
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ric Acid, but that contained the tetrianic acid that had been
keeping him blind.

We brought Lloyd Eldred in. He wouldn’t talk until two
of the boys went out to his house with a search warrant.
They found the suitcase buried in his backyard and
brought it in with them. Then he talked.

v

Winding up something like that takes time; I didn’t get
home until almost eight. But I'd remembered to phone
Marge to hold dinner.

I was still feeling shaky when I got there. But Marge
thought talking it out would be good for me, so I talked; I
told her about it:

“Lloyd Eldred and Louise Easter were planning to run
away together. That was part of it. Another part of it is
that Lloyd had embezzled some money from Springfield
Chemical. He says about four thousand. He couldn’t make
it up; he’d lost it gambling. And they were due for an audit
in two weeks—a routine annual audit—so he’d have had to
lam anyway, even if it hadn’t been for the Louise Easter
part.

“But he wanted money to lam with, a stake to give them
a start somewhere. He'd been putting through fake vouch-
ers like mad and mailing checks to himself under other
names. He bad to have Max out of the way to do it; Max
helped on the regular bookkeeping, besides his payroll
work, and would have spotted it. And Wednesday of this
week—day after tomorrow—is the semimonthly payroll.
And they pay the workmen, but not the white-collar work-
ers, in cash. With Max out of the way he could have got
his hands on that money. It would have been plenty—if he
could get away with it.

“So he rigged a little booby trap over the acid vat so that
when Max pulled the pad of time slips, the jug would fall
into the acid. That got rid of Max—but it wouldn’t have
kept him away long enough if Louise hadn’t cooperated.
And that was simple. He gave her some dilute tetrianic
from the plant to substitute for the boric she cleaned his
eyes with several times a day. She did it in a darkened
room; I don’t mean she pulled the shades down secretly,



WITNESS IN THE DARK 33

just that she told her husband it was supposed to be done
that way. And she’d always do it an hour or two before the
doctor came each day so when he’d take the bandage off to
check Max’s eyes, they’d be about the same as they were
the first time he’d examined them.”

Marge looked at me wide-eyed. “Then he wasn’t really
blind, George! But I just said that because—"

“Whyever you said it,” I told her, “you were right. But
wait; I haven’t got near the payoff yet. The murder wasn’t
something that was planned; it just came up. You see, Ar-
min Robinson had learned that Lloyd Eldred and Louise
Easter were having a clandestine affair. He probably saw
them somewhere—anyway, he learned it somehow. Of
course he didn’t know about the embezzlement or that they
were planning to run away together. But he knew Max’s
wife was cheating on him—and Max was his best friend.
That was what he’d been worrying about, whether to tell
Max or not.

“And he’d made up his mind to tell Max that evening,
when he was alone with him. Louise must have guessed
it—from his attitude or the way he talked to her when he
came she guessed that he knew something and was going to
tell Max after she’d gone. She says she almost decided to
stay home and break the date with Mrs. Robinson—and
then realized that wouldn’t stop things anyway, and that
she might as well go and just hope Max wouldn’t believe
what Armin was going to tell him.

“Then, just as she was leaving, Lloyd Eldred came. He’d
dropped around to pay a duty call on Max, and had
brought him a present, something he knew Max would like
and that would help him keep amused while he was blind.
Something that he could play with in bed.”

Marge saw it coming. The back of her hand went to her
mouth, *“You mean—"

“Yes,” I said. “A kitten. Max is crazy about cats. They’d
had one and it had been killed by a car only a week be-
fore. And Lloyd had to bring Max something he could en-
joy without seeing—books and things like that were out,
and you don’t take flowers to a man. A kitten was the per-
fect answer.”

“George, what color was it?”

I said, “Louise met him at the front door and told him
Max was talking to Armin and what she thought Armin
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was going to say. And Lloyd told her to run along, that
he’d take care of things. He didn’t tell her how.

“So she left and Lloyd went on into the house. He was
much more worried about it than Louise had been. He re-
alized that if that much of the truth came out, there'd be a
showdown and probably his embezzlements at the plant
would come out too, and that his whole plans would be
shot and that he’d have to lam without the payroll money
he was waiting for and counting on.

“He put the kitten in his pocket and went to where he
knew Max kept a gun and got it. And he saw the cotton
gloves and put them on. He went up the stairs on tiptoe
and stood outside the door listening. And when he heard
Armin Robinson say ‘Max, there’s something that I hate
to—" he stepped into the room. And shot Armin as Armin
saw him and stood up. It’s a good thing Armin didn’t
speak his name, or he’d have shot Max too.”

“But why did he toss the gun on the bed?”

“He didn’t want to take it away with him. And his first
thought was simply to confuse things by leaving the gun.
And leaving the kitten—it just happened that he’d got it in
a way that it couldn’t be traced to him—and walking out.
You see, it wasn’t a planned murder; he was ad libbing as
he went along.

“He walked nearer to the bed and tossed the gun onto it
and then took the kitten out of his pocket and was holding
it by the scruff of the neck to toss it after the gun. And
then he saw that Max had got the gun first grab, and was
aiming it toward him, from only a couple of yards away.
He dropped down on his knee to get under the shot as
Max pulled the trigger. The muzzle of the gun went down
as he dropped and Max shot. The bullet killed the cat—
and buried itself in the wall after it’d gone through a silk
pillow on the chair next to the wall.

“Then Max dropped the gun and it went onto the floor
out of his reach—and the danger was over. Lloyd decided
that his best bet was to make it look as nearly as possible
like a burglary. He took the wallets and the watch, and a
suitcase from the closet. To make it look like a burglary,
he couldn’t leave the kitten—burglars don’t leave kittens.
On his way to the closet he dropped the dead kitten on the
chair, on the pillow that the bullet went through, to have
his hands free. When he got the suitcase, he put kitten and
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pillow into it together because there was blood on the pil-
low.

“Meanwhile, Max hadn't moved—and he knew Max
wouldn’t dare to move until he heard the front door close.
So he could take his time. He went through the downstairs
and took the silverware and a few other little things. And
left. Period.”

Marge said, “George, what color was that cat?”

“Marge,” I said, “I don’t believe in intuition or clairvoy-
ance. Or in coincidence—not that much coincidence. So
I’'m damned if I'm going to tell you, ever.”

But I guess that was enough of an answer for her; she
didn’t ask again.



SHADOWS ON THE ROAD
Robert Colby

Scott Bender hustled the small gray sedan through the
Mojave Desert, pushing seventy-five, with one hand on the
wheel. He yawned and squinted into the declining sun,
which finally relented with a last molten wink as it
departed behind a distant mountain.

Scott was bored with the flat terrain, the furnace heat,
the narrow, unbending highway; the rip of wind, the drone
of motor. Drained by the hours of driving across the
desert, he found it an effort even to speak to his compan-
ion, Doyle Lindsey, slouched beside him, smoking sullenly,
with his stockinged feet propped up over the dashboard.

Both men were in their middle thirties. Scott Bender was
the shorter—chunky solid, deceptively mild of manner,
with round, pleasant features and a wavy crest of rich
blond hair. Doyle Lindsey was tall and black-haired and
perpetually thin. He had a long, hollow-cheeked face and
sulking dark eyes. From the time they had left the outskirts
of Phoenix, Doyle had been in high spirits and was now,
like Scott, only a victim of the day’s crushing heat and mo-
notony.

“We shoulda traded this jalopy in for new wheels,” Scott
said after a while. “Something long and sleek with air con-
ditioning,” he added, lifting his voice against the wind and
motor sounds.

Doyle puffed a cigarette and stared down the road. Ap-
parently he didn’t hear or was in no mood to answer; but
in a moment he said deliberately, “No, you're wrong, Scott.
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Vﬂ_le should not have traded this heap for a new one with
air.”

“Why not? We got enough loot to buy the best. Right?”

“That’s not the point.” Doyle tilted his head to glance at
Scott. “A couple of guys who were barely making ten
grand a year don’t leave town in a rich man’s automobile
without raising eyebrows.”

Scott nodded. “Yeah, that’s true. But listen, we’re going
to pay through the nose for a new American car in Mex-
ico—double, maybe.”

“When the time comes,” Doyle said, “we’ll fly into San
Diego and buy one there.”

Scott and Doyle had casually informed friends and co-
workers that they would enter Mexico for a leisurely tour
of the country via Juarez, but in deference to sudden dis-
covery and the resulting chase, they had secretly altered
the plan and headed west through California in order to
cross the border at Tijuana.

“We’re in no hurry to spend the loot,” Doyle continued.
“We have it made any way you slice it.”

“Slice it right down the middle, fifty-fifty,” Scott an-
swered, and grinned.

In the twilight the road unfurled to the horizon without
a curve; the drab, arid landscape stretched in a fallow pan-
cake of desert to the hulking, far-lung mountains; the
bleak vista between was relieved by little more than such
hardy survivors as yucca and cactus and weed.

“Got plenty of gas?” Doyle asked.

“QOver half a tank,” Scott reported.

“Good thing. I'll bet it’s thirty miles of nothing to the
nearest station.”

“Maybe in the old days, but not now. Take a look at
that.” Scott pointed to a huge billboard dominating the
right side of the highway beyond and read it aloud:
“Stop! Three miles ahead! DESERT MIRAGE MOTEL
(too good to be true). Cool, luxurious rooms; fine food;
your favorite mixed drink served in the cool, dusky Dream
Lounge. Gas and repair service.’”

Doyle grunted. “How about that? In the middle of the
damn desert.”

Scott chuckled. “Anything, anywhere, for a buck.”

“If it looks good, let’s stop,” Doyle said. “I'm beat and I
like the sound of that favorite mixed-drink bit.”
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“I'm for jamming right on through across the border,
even if we have to drive all night.”

“We sweat it out in Phoenix for two weeks, business as
usual while the cops comb the town for one decent clue,
and now you’re on edge, huh?”’

“Okay, we’ll take a look. But it couldn’t be much, stuck
out here in this sand-trap wilderness.”

“You been to Vegas lately? That whole jazzy playground
was built in this kind of sand-trap wilderness, Scotty-boy.”

The Desert Mirage was a low, wandering structure of
modernized oriental design with jade-green roof and
splashes of vermilion. It sprang up mcongruously from the
barren face of the desert, as surprising and unreal as a
great mansion adrift in mid-ocean.

“I don’t believe it,” Doyle said, “but I go for it. Sneak
up on it before it gets away.”

Scott slowed and swerved into the long curve of drive-
way which, flanked by royal palms, swept grandly to the
entrance.

The lobby was vast, cool and artfully embellished by
tiled mosaics of the Far East. Off it there was a restaurant
and the Dream JLounge. They approached the bar and
stood peering in from the entrance.

It seemed an exotic room, subdued, intimate, with a
horseshoe bar and semicircular booths in red velvet. It was
filled to near capacity with drink-happy travelers in
assorted dress. Facing the entrance from a wing of the bar
were two attractive brunettes with quick, darting glances.
One of these offered a fragment of a smile when her prob-
ing gaze came to rest upon the two men in the doorway.
Then she nudged her companion. Both women boldly
stared.

“They're hooked,” Scott said from a corner of his
mouth. “Want to go ahead and reel them in?”

“You crazy?” Doyle murmured. “With half of Fort
Knox in the car, we check in first, then we play games.”
He turned and steered Scott from the bar.

At the desk, a couple were being signed in by a clerk.
Standing just behind him, consulting what appeared to be
an index of rooms, was an elegant, fortyish man, fastidi-
ously encased in a beige sharkskin suit, white shirt and
charcoal tie. Spying Lindsey and Bender, he beckoned
them to approach the counter.
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“A room, gentlemen?” he said with an amiable smile
which gleamed from a lean, strong-jawed face, topped by a
disciplined overabundance of deep-red hair.

“Yes, we’d like a room,” Doyle told him.

“Well, you're in luck, sir. I've got just two left. Would
you like them both? Or would you prefer to share one?”

“One room, two beds,” Doyle answered.

“Fine,” said the red-haired man as he produced a pen
and a registration card. Doyle filled in the card, writing
both names and a single, previous address in Phoenix.

“Quite a spread you have here,” Scott remarked. “Must
be new, huh?”’

“Yes, sir. I opened for business exactly eight months and
six days ago.”

“Are you the owner, then?”

“Yes indeed, I'm happy to say. Designed this place my-
self, helped to construct it.”

Scott beamed. “Way out here in no-man’s-land, too. I
don’t see how you operate so far from civilization.”

“There were problems at first. But we're completely
self-sustaining. We supply our own water, generate our
own power.”

“That so? Got to hand it to you, it’s a real gem in the
rough, Mr. . . .”

“Kittredge. Vern Kittredge. And now, you let me know
if there’s anything I can do for you gentlemen.” He swung
about, searched in the slots, rested a key on the counter.

Doyle, who had been listening in disapproving silence,
consigned the key to his pocket. “How much we owe you,
Mr. Kittredge?”

“Twenty-seven-fifty with the tax,” Kittredge announced
smoothly. Doyle counted the money from his wallet.

“You’ll be in 248,” said the owner. “That’s the second
level, midpoint on the right side of the building.”

“See you around, Mr, Kittredge,” said Scott, and they
went off to the parking area.

Watching them retreat, Vern Kittredge shook his head
and said to his clerk, “They- all ask the same question:
How did you get it together way out here? Think I'll write
that up in a brochure, save myself about a million extra
words a month.” He paused. “Frank, I'm going up to the
penthouse. Denise will be holding dinner. I won’t be down
again tonight unless you need me.”
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“With only one room to go, I certainly won’t need much
help,” said Frank, and Kittredge departed for his “pent-
house’” apartment.

In 248, Doyle Linsey was racking a couple of suits on
the long pole of a spacious closet in a room of thick car-
pets, massively handsome furniture and tasteful décor.
Chilled air drifted from the softly pulsing, reverse~cycle air
conditioner.

“I think you'd better cool that sort of chitchat with
people like Kittredge,” Doyle said over his shoulder, mak-
ing it sound like an order.

“Why?” Scott made an injured face.

Doyle crossed to a bulky suitcase and began to carry
items from it to a dresser. “Because,” he said, “we don’t
want to attract any special attention and we don’t want to
make any phony commercial friends, the shrewd ones who
are used to reading people at a glance. For that kind, we’re
a couple of shadows—faceless, anonymous. Now you see
us, now you don’t, and you never remember anything
about us.”

“Yeah,” said Scott, “guess you're right. I'm just too so-
ciable by nature.”

“Exactly.” Doyle lit a cigarette. “You’re too sociable and
you're not very bright sometimes. But at least you listen.”

“Well, thanks a lot!”

“For nothing.”

“Don’t push it, Doyle. I won’t be needled.”

Doyle ignored him and began to close the big suitcase,
though it still contained some of his clothing and a sizable
hardcover book.

“Empty the rest of it and we'll bave a look at the
goodies,” said Scott.

“Don't be childish. Once you’ve seen it, you've seen it.”

“The loot is half mine—okay?”

Doyle shrugged and brought a tiny screwdriver from his
pocket. He dumped the remaining contents on his bed,
found the hidden screws of the custom-made suitcase and
removed the bottom lining. The turning of a final screw re-
leased one end of a leather strip which, when peeled back,
exposed a zipper.

Zip—and they were staring at a tidy garden of U.S.
green, neatly arranged and packaged, most of the bills in
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large, eye-opening denominations.

Scott plucked a banded wad of hundreds from the case
and riffled them, lips drawn back in a toothy smile of joy.
“That’s a lot of cabbage,” he mused. “One hundred and
sixty thousand free rides on the old merry-go-round.”

Doyle also smiled, though sparingly. “Not bad for a cou-
ple of amateur hoods,” he said.

“Yeah.” Scott nodded happily. “The one and only score
and we clean that plant for the whole damn payroll. Got to
hand it to you, Doyle, you’re a brain and a half when it
comes to planning a stickup.”

“The holdup was pure mechanics,” Doyle said. “The
real genius was in the preparation and the timing. We
didn’t just quit good jobs and vanish. We had them brain-
washed: a couple of devil-may-care types who saved for
years to take a long look at the world, beginning with an
economy tour of Mexico. They were ready for it, you see.
Even then, after we pull the heist, we serve out our no-
tice—business as usual to the last day. And now we fade.
We get lost somewhere—and we're forgotten.”

“Unless the cops come up with a clue,” said Scott.

“They won’t. We gave them two weeks, sitting ducks the
whole time. And they didn’t get close, not even a smell.”

“Sure, we're in the clear,” said Scott. He replaced the
packet of bills, Doyle sealed the loot, restored his belong-
ings and stowed the case in the closet.

“Now,” said Doyle with a rubbing of palms together,
“snap it up and get ready. Then we’ll go down and warm
up those two bright-eyed chicks languishing away in the
bat.”

In 254, the last available room at the Desert Mirage, a
rollaway bed had been installed to accommodate the three
middle-aged men who had just checked in. Ice and mix
had also been delivered and now the threesome, seated in
facing chairs about the room, were sipping highballs,
darkly laced with bourbon.

The trio was composed of Charlie Sachs, the working
owner of a small stable of racehorses; his trainer, Max
Hardman; and a fast-buck lawyer, Sid Lerner, a personal
friend of Charlie Sachs.

A paunchy, jolly-faced man, Charlie put down his drink
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and chuckled through his cigar. “So who’s gonna sleep in
the rollaway?” he said.

“You’re built just right for it,” Sid Lerner answered with
a grin, while Max Hardman kept his usual poker face.

“Tell you what,” Charlie said. “We'll toss for it.”

Coins were produced and flipped, Sid lost good-
naturedly; he was, after all, the slimmest of the three.

In a moment, the lawyer said, “I want to hear more
about the fix, Charlie. What I know of horses you could
put in your eye and never feel it. But what it boils down
to, the race is fixed with Bold Blackie juiced up to win if
he doesn’t break a leg. Right?”

Charlie snorted, chewed his cigar, and sent his trainer an
imploring glance.

“Sid, the days of fixed races, in the classic sense, are
over,” Max Hardman said. “Your typical boat race went
out with spats. You can’t dope a horse to win, because he’s
going to go through a chemical test for peppy juice after
the race. No, it don't work that way at all. It’s much more
subtle, damn hard to prove, and practically legal.”

“I’'m listening,” Sid declared.

“All right. There are three other horses in that race Fri-
day that should beat Bold Blackie, no problem at all. The
public will bet down on those three at odds from two-to-
one or less, up to about four-to-one. Blackie will be eight-
to-one on the morning line and he could rise as high as
twelve-to-one before post time, especially since the favor-
ite, Royal Front, will get a big play.

“But the owner of Royal Front knows his horse isn’t that
good; he could lose to one of the other top horses if he
gets just one bad break. And he don’t want to risk a bet at
not much over even money. The other two owners will get
better odds for their ponies, but not good enough to take
the gamble.

“So Charlie gets together with those boys over a few
drinks, and they decide to make Bold Blackie the winner at
eight-to-one and up, all the owners but Charlie betting
against his own horse.”

“Crazy,” said Lerner. “How does the horse know he’s
not supposed to win? You tell the jockeys to hold the top
horses back so Blackie can win?”

“Not exactly,” said Charlie, and smiled indulgently.
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“The stewards would frown on that and the jockeys can’t
afford to be set down or barred from the track. No, like
Max says, it's more subtle. The other three owners tell
their jockeys they’re not trying, mot betting Friday. They
are waiting for a sharper spot in the meet to bring home
the bacon.

“The jockeys don’t need a blueprint, they know precisely
what that means. They're paid to give the owner what he
wants, long as it’s legal and doesn’t break any rules. So
they let the horse run his own race. They don’t maneuver
for position. They let a horse run himself out before the
homestretch; they don’t try, they don’t compete. And
brother, that's another way of saying they’re gonna lose for
damn sure, because you gotta take aim if you're going to
hit the target.

“On the other hand, I tell my boy I’'m betting a bundle
Friday, and I want the full treatment, I've picked my spot,
I want a clever ride, and I expect him to cross that wire
with Bold Blackie in front. Bold Blackie can do that with a
good ride, because he's the best of the rest of the field.

“Then, with that sort of rig, all things being unequal for
the top ponies, we should make a nice killing Friday,
gentlemen.”

Sid Lerner raised his glass. “I’ll drink to that,” he said.

They drank.

Doyle Lindsey and Scott Bender slept late and,
wretchedly hung over from the night’s partying, pushed on
toward the Mexican border at a few minutes before noon.

Near 3 p.M., Mrs. Trisha Howland drove in from Los
Angeles, arriving in her own splendid new automobile, a
recent gift from her husband on their second anniversary.
Trisha was twenty-eight, nineteen years younger than Gary
Howland. Auburn-haired, trim and petite, her soft little fea-
tures were haggard and taut as she inquired at the registra-
tion desk, then hurried off to join her husband, who had
been sealed in room 116 for almost two days.

When he came to the door, opening it cautiously, she
slipped inside and they embraced, clinging to each other in
silence,

“You need a drink,” Gary Howland said then. He iced a
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couple of glasses and poured Scotch liberally. She sagged
into a chair and sipped as he leaned against a dresser and
stared grimly down at his shoes, a graying, craggy-faced
man, overweight but almost handsome.

“I didn’t even pack a suitcase,” Trisha said. “I left
minutes after I got your call.”

“Thanks, baby,” he mumbled, but did not look up at
her.

“Why didn’t you wait at home for me, Gary? We could
have talked it out, figured something better for you than
just to run blindly.”

He glanced up fleetingly, was caught by the wide-eyed
innocence and compassion on her pretty face. “I pan-
icked,” he said into his glass. “Just bolted away, no real
destination in mind, just some remote hideout in which to
think. I passed this incredible place, but I was exhausted so
I turned back; didn’t even think to register under a false
name and address. Anyway, I thought you might very well
be on the other side of the fence, so to speak.”

“How very wrong, darling. The whole business is a sim-
ply inconceivable tragedy. I just can’t imagine why, know-
ing me, you would jump to such a conclusion and then—"

“That’s just it, Trisha. I didn’t feel I knew you that well
in a couple of years. Do we know anyone, really?”

“Obviously, I didn’t know you, either, Gary.” She
paused, lighting a cigarette. “*And you were so guarded on
the phone, I never got a true picture of what happened. So
why don’t you start right from the beginning?”

“I could tell what happened in a minute. How I felt is
much more complicated.”

She nodded. “Why did you come looking for me in the
middle of the day?”

“l had an appointment with Hamilton Burris. He was
flying from Dallas to haggle over the terms for buying up
his West Coast refinery. He came down with something or
other and postponed the meeting. That left a big hole in
the day, so I thought we’d make an afternoon of it, spend
some time together for a change.

“I called you—no answer. I figured you'd be down on
the beach, so I went home and changed. Then I drove to
that spot near the burger stand where you hang out and I
finally spied you a ways off to the right, down near the
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water. You were lying on the robe next to this young
guy—muscle boy with the clean-cut all-American face and
the woman-hungry eyes. '

“You were just about three inches apart and he seemed
to be mouthing off almost against your lips. It gave me a
shock—a big jolt. I had never thought of you in that—that
context, and my imagination began to spin. How many
other times? How many other guys?”

“Yes, but didn’t it once occur to you that—"

“Let me finish. Nothing occurred to me but the fact that
I'm about twenty years older and maybe I had once
seemed glamorous, running a big company, having wealth
and power and so on. But then you got bored, had a
craving for men your own age—the lean, athletic lover-
boys—and decided to play both ends.

“Instant jealousy, born of hidden doubts about myself
already planted. So I watched you from a distance, and
when you got up and began to walk with him toward that
shacky beach house, I followed. You disappeared inside
with him, and then I was certain. I stood around about fif-
teen minutes, trying to get up nerve enough to go in and
clobber him.

“But I knew that would be a farce—he’d beat me to my
knees while you looked on in disgust or just giggled at my
puny attempt. So I drove home wildly and raced back with
the gun. I had no intention of killing him; I was just going
to give him a scare.

“I knocked and he opened the door, and I shoved in be-
hind the gun. I dashed through the rooms while he gaped
and fumed, but you were gone. We had a few words and
he got the drift, but he didn’t seem in the least frightened
of me. He was merely amused, in a mocking sort of way.

“‘Where’s Trisha!l’ I shouted. ‘Is she coming back with
a bottle for your little party? Wouldn't she be surprised if
she found you dead, sonny-boy?

“That produced only a sneer and a laugh. ‘Why, you
stupid old creep! he said. ‘She got dressed and went home.
You just missed her.’

“I shot him then. He fell in a heap and I saw he was
dead and I panicked.”

“Oh, Gary,” Trisha said, “it was my fault. And yet it
wasn’t. He was just a boy who spoke to me on the beach
one day and I answered him to be polite. We talked a few
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minutes, I told him I was married, and he went off. But he
lived so near and he came by where I was sunning myself
several times again. I talked with him to pass time—just
talk. I thought of him as just a harmless, lonely guy who
needed to confide in someone.

“That awful day, he asked me if I would like a cold
beer, and I didn’t see any harm in it. The sun was boiling
and I was parched. So I went with him and he poured me
a glass of beer and I drank it while we chatted for about
twenty minutes. He appeared innocent enough and I felt
almost maternal toward him. But then he began to get
cute. Nothing crudely aggressive, just testing me, trying for
a kiss, busy with the hands.

“I kidded him out of it and made a reasonably graceful
exit. I stopped at Grace Fielding’s on the way home, stayed
an hour or so and went on. You didn’t come at dinner time
and I was frantic. Next morning it was in the papers:
Bruce Kaufman shot dead in his beach shack, killer un-
known; the single clue a spent bullet still intact, caliber
thirty-eight. Even then I didn’t guess, Gary. I just couldn’t
put it together with you as the outraged husband. Not until
you phoned.

“But the why and how of it isn’t important now. Simply
tell me what you did with the gun, because apparently the
only thing they’ve got is a bullet to match with it.”

“I brought the gun with me,” he said. “It’s hidden in the
case with my portable typewriter. I had considered typing
a confession and one of those corny, dramatic, farewell
notes before I used the gun on myself.”

“Nonsense!” she said. “When we get home we’ll take the
boat out a mile or two, and then I personally am going to
drop that gun over the side.”

“I love you, baby,” he said. “And I-—I'm so very sorry.”

She looked away. “We can't leave tonight,” she mur-
mured. “I'm too tired. I want a long, hot bath, then let’s go
down for cocktails and dinner. We'll take off at dawn and
we’ll go back with a nice little story about an impulsive
second honeymoon. Is that okay, darling?”

Doyle Lindsey and Scott Bender paused for the night in
the coastal town of Ensenada, having crossed the border at
Tijuana without incident. They had gone out to dinner and
had returned to their motel, a far less pretentious resting
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place than the cushy Desert Mirage. They had debated a
good night’s sleep against a tour of the night spots, but all
that stolen loot argued for fun and games.

There was a small problem. They had nearly run out of
ready cash in pocket, and it was necessary to raid the false
bottom of the suitcase for a fresh supply. Consequently,
Doyle set the case on a luggage rack, once again removed
the lining and, yanking the zipper, opened the secret com-
partment.

Immediately, there was another problem, this one a
disaster. The cash was missing—every last dollar.

“Gone!” said Scott with terrible astonishment. “I don’t
believe it!”

“No!” said Doyle, shaking his head vehemently. “No,
no! Impossible! Not one person in this world knew the
money was there but you and me. And since I didn’t take
it . . .” He groped in his pocket for the .32 automatic,
whlch he then aimed carefully at Scott Bender. “So help
me,” he said with deadly sincerity, “you’re going to tell me
what you did with that dough or I'll kill you.”

Late in the following afternoon, Gary Howland arrived
with Trisha at their impressive home in the Palisades, un-
packed and then opened the typewriter case to recover his
.38 revolver. The weapon was not in evidence; instead,
there was a note typed on his own machine and left in the
roller:

We have your .38 caliber, Smith & Wesson, snub-
nosed revolver, serial #C247634, the gun with which
you murdered Bruce Kaufman in a jealous rage.
Please be advised that we are sending this weapon to
the L.A. police with the appropriate details of your
involvement in the crime, unless we have from you
within three days the sum of twenty-five thousand dol-
lars cash.

The currency should be- substantially wrapped and
protected, and mailed to Box Holder, at the address
below. Upon receipt of the money, the gun will be
forwarded to you promptly.

Yours in all good faith, and with high hopes for your
continued freedom from the dreary confines of San
Quentin.
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Below this there was given a postal box number in Las
Vegas, Nevada.

On the next Saturday evening, Vern Kittredge, owner of
the Desert Mirage Motel, was seated in the living room of
his extravagant penthouse apartment, a separate structure
reached by a private elevator and perched atop the roof of
the main building. A commer of his mouth tugged by
amusement, Kittredge was squinting at the sports page of a
newspaper. His wife, Denise, a lovely young blonde of re-
markable dimensions, entered just then from the kitchen,
bearing a tray of appetizers and a couple of frigid, desert-
dry martinis.

Vern scooped one of the martinis from the tray and
tested it. “Ahhh,” he sighed. “Made with loving care, a
work of art. Shall I frame it, or drink it?”

“Well, I don’t have a suitable frame,” said Denise as she
sank beside him with a merry expression, “so I think you’d
better swallow this one before it dries up and biows away.”

“Yes,” he said, “it is delightfully dry. Would you like to
glance at the sports page?”

“Darling, you know I detest sports.”

“Including horse racing?”

“Well, just tell me about it. There was such a horse?
Bold Blackie?”

“Yes, of course. I had to search diligently, but I found
Blackie in the Friday Racing Form. Then 1 called DiVito
in Vegas and had him place three thousand with a bookie,
so the size of the bet wouldn't plunge the mutuel odds at
the track.”

“But of course it was all hot air,” she teased, “and that
miserable nag finished last.”

“Oh, on the contrary, my dear. Bold Blackie skipped
home two lengths in front and paid nineteen-eighty—just
under nine to one.”

“Mmm. Very nice. Close to twenty-seven thousand net,
that figures.”

“Right.” He leaned back and lit a small, slender cigar.
“This has been a week to end all others,” he said proudly.
“Far and away the biggest take since we opened. Twenty-
seven grand from the racing coup; one hundred and sixty
thousand from the bad boys in 248 with the trick suitcase;
and twenty-five grand from the trigger-happy husband in
116.”
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“Howland, you mean, darling?”

“Yeah, Gary Howland.”

“You got that money too?”

“DiVito had one of his boys pick it up at the box this
morning, and he'll bring it along next trip.”

“Are you going to send back the gun or milk him some
more?”’

He gave her a look. “Now, you know I always keep my
word. The gun is on its way. Howland got off easy, but I
was in a generous mood.”

Denise was thoughtful. “Do you ever feel guilty about it,
Vern?”

“Not a bit. I only take from the rich bad boys and the
crooks, never the good guys.”

“That’s true, darling.”

He put down his glass, sank a potato chip into the
cheese dip, and munched. “Well,” he said, “we've got close
to a full house. Have you been checking for any live
ones?”

“Yes, but so far, there’s only a tax dodge down in 64.
Some guy talking to his partner about a double set of
books. I took notes.”

“How much they holding out from Uncle?”

“Around half a million per. We'd get a nice cut out of
that for informing—no risk.”

“They still in?”

“Went to dinner, but they might be back now.”

“Let’s go see.”

Kittredge left the room with his wife and they entered a
study. He pressed a button beneath his desk and a section
of wall slid back to expose a lighted cubicle. Inside, Kit-
tredge poked another button and the wall closed. He sat
then before a large console containing toggle switches la-
beled with room numbers. Above these switches were tiny
globes which remained dark when a room had not yet been
rented, red when occupied. Atop the console there was a
speaker, and a monitor screen for the closed-circuit TV
system with its hidden cameras.

Kittredge pushed the switch labeled 64 and there was
only a faint hum from the speaker.

“Guess they’re still out,” said Denise.

“Let’s make sure.” Kittredge thumbed a button. On the
TV screen an empty room was revealed, a bathrobe on one
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of the twin beds, a briefcase on the other.

“Nobody home,” Kittredge said, cutting picture and
sound.

“You want to try some of the other numbers?” Denise
asked from her standing position behind him.

He podded and for several minutes he fingered the
banks of switches, listening to snatches of conversation
without adding picture to sound.

He shook his head. “Bad night for larceny, it would
seem. We'll try again later.”

“You listen,” she said, “but don’t you ever watch the
monitor screen, even when you're alone, darling? C’'mon,
*fess up.”

“No,” he said firmly, “I don’t. Only when I must, to
gather what can't be understood from listening. Like
watching the two gunmen to see where they had the money
hidden so I could snatch it when they were out. Or to be
sure a room is empty when I'm on the way to it. I think
every honest citizen who comes to the Desert Mirage has a
right to expect absolute privacy.”

Tickled, Denise stared at him in wonder and grinned.
“Absolute privacy, huh? Well, you are a man of honor,
Vern dear.”

He stood and put his arm around her and pressed the
button to open the way. “What’s for dinner, hon?” he said
as they left the room.



MR. MAPPIN FORECLOSES

Zena Collier

It had not been Mr. Mappin’s experience that life was what
you made it. He had found, on the contrary, that life made
you; that the circumstances of life tightened around you,
hemming you in and pinning you down relentlessly, so that
Mr. Mappin, for instance, who had once seen himself as a
diplomat of note, or a foreign correspondent, or even—
and he was particularly fond of this idea—captain of one
of those majestic floating palaces in which seem to be
concentrated all the glamour, magic and romance in the
world, was in fact just rounding out his twentieth year in
the Mortgage Department of Trimble, Goshen & Webb,
solicitors.

Twenty years earlier, he had come to Trimble, Goshen &
Webb with high hopes, clear eyes and a blueprint for the
future held always closely before him. It had been no small
achievemnent to be accepted by a firm of such repute as
Trimble & Co., and so he had had only faint regrets in lay-
ing aside those other dreams—*“Mr. Mappin expressed
tempered optimism today about his meeting with the Am-
bassador from Transylvania . . .” “George Mappin, in his
latest communiqué from Hong Kong, says . . .” “Com-
modore Mappin requests the honour of the Countess’
presence at his table tonight . . .”—in laying aside those
dreams which perhaps more properly belonged to the
realm of one’s boyhood imaginings. For when all was said
and done, “Mr. George Mappin, well-known city solicitor,
quelled the angry shareholders’ meeting with his customary
eloquence” would not be such a bad second best.
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And what had come of it? What had happened to those
twenty years? He had grown older, that was what had
come of it. And he was in Mortgages. And while the first
was a necessary evil, the second had not leavened the
bread of bitterness that lately poisoned all his waking mo-
ments.

For the first two years he had been content to bide his
time. He had had the chance to learn a little of every-
thing—probate, litigation, insurance cases, estate convey-
ancing, even some tax and industrial property—before he
had finally been assigned to the Mortgage Department un-
der Mr. Carewe. And there he had done his best, dealing
with local searches, abstracts, requisitions on title, inden-
tures, leases, until he knew the work backward and for-
ward and inside out. And in spite of the fact that this was
not the practice of the law as he had imagined it—these
abstract inquiries and recondite replies, the dry terms of an
old art—he was fairly content, at first. Because, of course,
it was only for the time being, until the Powers that Be
remembered where they'd left George Mappin, and picked
him up out of Mortgages and sent him on to bigger, more
exciting fare.

But he had stayed there longer than he expected. It had
been ten years, in fact, before finally the moment had
come when he was summoned to Mr. Trimble’s office. And
his heart had beaten a quick tattoo of joy within his breast
at the prospect of a change for him at last, at long last.

Mr. Trimble had waved largely at the client’s chair
beside the desk, and offered him a cigarette. “Now, let me
see, you've been with us now for—how many years is it?
Seven? Eight?”

“Ten, sir,” Mr. Mappin said.

“Well, well, how the time does fly,” said Mr. Trimble,
shaking his white head regretfully. “You’ve been working
under Mr. Carewe in Mortgages most of the time, haven’t
you?”

“That’s right, sir.”

This was it, this was finally i, Mr. Mappin exulted.
What would it be? The company department, working in
the field of high finance which was, thought Mr. Mappin,
as exciting in its way as tiger shooting in Kenya, though a
little less heady, perhaps. Or was it to be defamation—he’d
heard that young Straus, who'd been doing all the
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defamation, was leaving Trimble’s to start his own prac-
tice, so perhaps that was coming to him, to Mr. Mappin,
now. Or insurance litigation—insurance was not quite so
colorful but it was far preferable to Mortgages. Anything
in the world was better than Mortgages, and he waited
anxiously for Mr. Trimble’s edict.

“Ill come straight to the point,” Mr. Trimble said.
“How would you like to have Mortgages, Mr. Mappin?”
Mr. Trimble beamed at him expectantly.

“Have Mortgages?” he had echoed, stupefied. “But—but
Mr. Trimble, I am in Mortgages. Why, I've been in Mort-
gages practically ever since I came here—"

“I don’t think you quite understand,” Mr. Trimble said.
“You see, at the firm meeting last week, when Mr. Carewe
announced retirement plans, it was decided to offer you the
Mortgage Department—to put you at the head of it, I
mean. As you doubtless know and are aware”—Mr.
Trimble sometimes found it difficult to speak without the
redundancy of legal parlance—*this is a highly responsible
position. It needs someone steady, like yourself. Someone
with an eye for detail, for method, for caution.”

“Me?” Mr. Mappin uttered the word incredulously.

“You,” Mr. Trimble said firmly. “We feel you're just the
man for the job, highly qualified on all those counts,
and—"

“No,” Mr. Mappin interrupted, a little wildly. “No, no,
I'm not—those things you said. It isn’t—I had thought—
something with a little more challenge, more—" He groped
for words.

Mr. Trimble leaned forward,. resting his elbows on the
desk, the palms of his hands touching. Not unkindly he
said, “I understand, Mr. Mappin, I understand perfectly.
But on the other hand, I do feel—that is, the firm feels—
that both you and the firm will receive the greatest benefit
if you do the type of job for which you’re most suited.”

But Mr. Mappin was desperate now, and he could not
help bursting out, “Suited! Mortgages! Me?”

“A square peg, you know,” Mr. Trimble said.
“George”—and Mr. Mappin remembered later that for the
first and only time, Mr. Trimble had called him George—
“It's a wise man who knows his capabilities, and recognizes
his limitations. Now we’ve been watching you lately, and it
seems to me—to the firm, that is—that you do an excellent
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j%b where you are, and you can be of greatest service
there.”

With those words, Mr. Mappin knew that his battle was
lost. Trimble, Goshen & Webb had not achieved their
present standing through lack of good judgment. And as he
sat there, slumping a little now in the client’s chair, it was
clear to him at last that his was not, after all, a brilliant
mind, well stored and capable of daring strategy. Not his
the gift of devilishly shrewd argument, the challenging cut
and thrust of commercial negotiation. “George Mappin,
well-known city solicitor, took center stage with some
straight answers for angry shareholders” was after all only
another dream.

Through the wreckage of his hopes, Mr. Trimble’s voice
came faintly to him. “You’ll accept, then?” It was hardly a
question.

His mind whirling, Mr. Mappin nodded slowly.

“Good,” Mr. Trimble said briskly, and held out his
hand. “Congratulations!”

Mr. Mappin’s band crept out. “Congratulations?” he
echoed numbly.

“After all, it is a promotion,” Mr. Trimble reminded
him.

“Oh, yes. Yes, of course,” Mr. Mappin said. “Thank
you.” And he turned and left.

He had returned to the Mortgage Department then, to a
change of position, an increase in salary, a different
desk—but still Mortgages. The dry rot of Mortgages. And
for day after limitless day, Mr. Mappin handled with effi-
ciency whatever came his way, giving satisfaction as al-
ways, getting precious little himself. And life went on. And
Mr. Mappin knew that the only thing that would change
would be himself, growing a little older every year, older
and older, in Mortgages.

Bitterness began in him then. He sat at his desk and saw
other men come into the firm, men younger than he, and
his resentment grew with every year, with the advent of
each new young man still wet behind the ears with the ink
of examination papers, with each new man who was given
a chance to show what he could do with defamation,
patents and insurance litigation, and who progressed to
more imposing offices upstairs (the greater your seniority
at Trimble's, the higher the story), and some of whom
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even achieved partnerships in due course.

And that was another thing. The least they could do, af-
ter fifteen years, was offer him a partnership. Because, al-
though he despised Mortgages, he did do the work well.
But no, Mr. Mappin thought, nobody notices, nobody
cares. Mr. Trimble, since that day in his office years before
when he had offered, given, forced Mortgages on Mr.
Mappin, had never so much as uttered a word of praise.
But a partnership would have been the way to show appre-
ciation, Mr. Mappin reflected, it would have made up for a
great deal.

Once Mr. Mappin had made an attempt to get out of
Mortgages. He had gone to see Mr. Trimble and asked
point-blank to be transferred.

“But—after all these years—aren’t you happy in Mort-
gages?” Mr. Trimble had sounded amazed.

“I'd like a change,” Mr. Mappin had said stiffly. “One
gets tired of the same thing year in, year out.”

“Tired? Tired of Mortgages?” Mr. Trimble looked at
Mr. Mappin as though he had blasphemed. And finally he
said, “Carry on for a while and we’ll see. Because really,
Mr. Mappin, you're so well suited to it—there isn’t anyone
we feel we can trust to do as well with Mortgages as you.”

And Mr. Mappin had left Mr. Trimble’s office knowing
very well that nothing would come of it, that he would be
left where he was.

Trapped, Mr. Mappin had thought.

And finally, out of the bitterness, the resentment, the
disillusionment, had been born hatred. Hatred for the firm
that had done this dreadful thing to him, that had shunted
him off in a corner with Mortgages—he, George Mappin,
who had dreamed of such a different kind of life. And the
hatred built up, built up, built up until every breath he
drew was tinged with the ugly taste of it.

It was some time before the end of his twentieth year
with Mortgages that Mr. Mappin began to think with
pleasure of murdering Mr. Trimble, who represented to
him the firm that had treated him so badly. As soon as the
idea occurred to him, Mr. Mappin felt better. It was some-
thing to think about at night as he lay awake, so that in-
stead of working himself into a frenzy thinking of his
wasted years, he could instead concentrate calmly and ob-
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jectively on a subject that afforded him infinite enjoyment.
Since there was, of course, no intention of actually putting
his idea into effect, it was a pastime that did no one any
harm, and it somehow gave him a sense of release.

So it became a regular habit, and every night as he
prepared for bed, he looked forward to it with keen
anticipation. He would undress quickly, turn off the light,
remove his spectacles, and get into bed. Then he would
turn on his back, stare into the darkness, and think. He
would dwell with gusto on the pros and cons of various
methods. He would pleasurably consider timing and alibis.
Although Mr. Mappin was hardly a specialist in murder,
he had read enough detective stories to be familiar with the
axiom about the simplest plan being the best, and finally
Mr. Mappin chose, hypothetically of course, a very simple
plan. There was a period every afternoon when MTr.
Trimble saw no clients, dictated no letters, accepted no
telephone calls. From four until four-thirty every day he
would simply relax—“My one resistance to the pressures
of this workaday world,” he called it—and woe betide any-
one disturbing this rest period. His secretary, the switch-
board operator and all the men had strict instructions to
stay away from his office at that time. Voild, thought Mr.
Mappin, there it is, made to order. Just walk in there
and—kill him.

There was the matter of a weapon. Guns were noisy, a
knife too messy, and poison—poison was a science in itself
and far too complicated. But on Mr. Trimble’s desk, Mr.
Mappin recalled, there stood a heavy brass paperweight in
the shape of a Buddha. Ideal, thought Mr. Mappin.

And then what? Well, you simply killed him—Mr. Map-
pin always skipped quickly cover the actual deed—and
then, to give yourself a little time, you put the body in the
cupboard that was in one corner of Mr. Trimble’s office,
closed the cupboard door, went back to your own office
downstairs, and that was that.

The only flaw was that you might be seen leaving his of-
fice. But that would be the chance you would have to take,
and actually it was only a slim chance because Mr.
Trimble's office was all by itself on the sixth floor and at
that time of day no one else would be going there.

And so, as other men count sheep, Mr. Mappin calcu-
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lated the finer points of this detail or that, until at last he
had it all worked out perfectly. It really seemed a pity that
he would never have the chance to show what he could do
in this new field. He could not help feeling that they would
show him a great deal more respect at the office if they
knew the sort of thing he was capable of.

Ah, respect—that was another thing. These new young
men who came in. Two of them assigned to Mortgages
right now. This very morning he'd intercepted a wink when
he came in. Winking, indeed—over him! Had he been a
member of the firm, they’d never have dared. Never. Well,
it didn’t matter, they wouldn’t be in Mortgages for very
long. No, not they. Because soon they'd be transferred to
something else, something more spectacular, no doubt, the
way he'd wanted to be transferred.

Again, the fires would flare up inside him.

Even Miss Ashley, it seemed to him, had been acting in
a very odd manner toward him lately. Miss Asbley was the
typist he shared with Mr. Lyons, because only firm mem-
bers had their own secretaries. It would have been less of
an insult if Miss Ashley had been even faintly pretty. (Mr.
Trimble’s secretary, Miss Burke, was a perfectly lovely
creature, of course.) But Miss Ashley was a dumpy little
woman with a receding chin and the unfortunate habit of
giggling constantly over nothing at all. The other day, for
instance, when he had happened, quite by chance, to recall
the fact that next week would mark his twentieth year with
the firm (speaking his thoughts aloud, talking more to him-
self than to her), she had emitted a sudden squeak of
laughter, and then bitten it off suddenly when he looked at
her, his disgust showing in his face.

Laugh, you foolish creature, Mr. Mappin had thought,
churning inwardly. Is it so funny, then? Is it funny to you
that I've wasted twenty years cooped up here? Is it really
so very hilarious? And so overcome was he at that moment
by the force of his feelings that he had to excuse himself
and hurry out of the office on some imaginary errand, lest
he should actually strike her.

The following week, Mr. Mappin caught a cold. On
Monday he had a sore throat, on Tuesday he had a sore
throat and a headache, and on Wednesday night he fell
asleep the moment his head touched the pillow without
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once stopping to think about Mr. Trimble. On Thursday,
he woke up with a fever. He took his temperature; it was a
hundred and two.

He dressed himself wearily and dragged his aching bones
from the house. He didn’t know why he was going in to-
day, it wouldn’t be appreciated. But he would go anyway,
because today marked twenty years of his association with
Trimble & Co., and you never knew, somebody might, they
just might remember the fact and mention it to him. He
supposed that, to tell the truth, it was really in that hope
that he was going in today. Because he felt very ill. His
knees bent at the most unlikely moments, he felt hot and
cold by turns, and his head felt as though it might explode
at any second.

And after he arrived, he was sorry he had made the ef-
fort. Nobody said anything, and it was very obvious that
nobody was going to say anything. And he had some pride,
after all; if nobody was going to remember, he wasn’t go-
ing to drop any hints. They might think he was asking for
a pat on the back or something. And that, thought Mr.
Mappin bitterly, would be utterly ridiculous, of course—
the idea of George Mappin getting a pat on the back.

At two o’clock, he called Miss Ashley in, though he
found it difficult to concentrate, feeling the way he did. But
he would just stick this day out, he thought, and then he
would go home and go to bed for a day or a week, or a
month, if necessary, and hang the whole pack of them. Let
the work pile up, who cared, who in blazes cared?

Just as he began to dictate, Mr. Trimble came in. “Par-
don the interruption,” he said, “but have you the Copeland
settlement handy? Perhaps I could just glance at it—"

Mr. Mappin produced the deed and waited while Mr.
Trimble ran an eye over it. “Hmmm,” Mr, Trimble said,
“I'd like to take this for a moment—"

“There’s nothing wrong with it, is there?” Mr. Mappin
asked. “There’s no flaw on the title, the—"

“Gracious, no, nothing like that,” Mr. Trimble said. “It’s
just that Mr. Copeland telephoned a few minutes ago and
asked me to explain one or two points—"

“But I explained everything to them when they were
here last week,” Mr. Mappin said, surprised. “I thought I'd
made everything clear—"

“Oh, I'm sure you did,” Mr. Trimble said quickly. “But



MR. MAPPIN FORECLOSES 67

there’s one small point that apparently just occurred to Mr.
Copeland—something to do with those fishing rights—"

“But in that case, why didn’t he ask me about it?” In
spite of himself, Mr. Mappin’s voice rose. “Since ’'m han-
dling the transfer—"

“Well, you know how these things are,” Mr. Trimble
said, already moving toward the door. “Reg Copeland and
I run into each other a good deal at the club, so he proba-
bly feels that he can waste my time over trifling details
with greater impunity than he can yours.” He smiled rather
carefully at Mr. Mappin and left. And Mr. Mappin, after a
moment, got on with his dictation.

But he knew, smile or no smile, what Mr. Trimble had
meant. Mr. Mappin sufficed when it came to mortgages for
the Smiths and the Joneses, run-of-the-mill stuff. But when
it came to larger matters and really important clients, such
as Mr. Trimble’s friends the Reginald Copelands, George
Mappin wouldn’'t do. Why, he’d been over every step of
the transaction in detail with the Copelands the previous
week, and Mr. Copeland had seemed perfectly satisfied at
the time. And if there’d been a query, why had they gone
over Mr. Mappin’s head with it?

Sitting there, Mr. Mappin began to fume. Apart from
everything else, how rude Mr. Trimble had been, speaking
of “trifling details.” But that’s right, thought Mr. Mappin,
first incarcerate me in Mortgages for twenty years, and
then rob the work of any semblance of dignity, of impor-
tance, by calling it “trifling details.” Was it in that light,
then, that his twenty years of conscientious performance
were now viewed by Mr. Trimble? Was it? Was it?

Mr. Mappin’s heart was near to bursting with all he felt.
His head ached, his nose streamed, and all at once further
work was quite beyond him, and he dismissed Miss Ashley.
Alone, he put his head in his hands and sat there while the
years spun back in memory, years of emptiness, of
pleasureless effort entirely unrewarded. And now, today,
wouldn’t you have thought Mr. Trimble would have said
something, seeing. him just now—even if it were only
something trite, silly even, like “Many happy returns?”

Mr. Mappin sat there for a long time. He could not have
told anyone exactly what he was thinking. He knew that he
was feeling very odd, and that a sledgehammer was pound-
ing inside his head, just over his eyes. He sneezed and
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groped wretchedly for his handkerchief. Time must be get-
ting on, he thought, I wish I were home in bed.

He looked at his watch. The hands stood at five minutes
past four.

Mr. Mappin did not know why, but now, looking at the
time, watching idly as the second hand went slowly round,
and round again, it seemed to him that there was some-
thing he must do. Something . . . Something. Something
very important, if he were ever to have peace of mind
again.

He got to his feet and the next thing he knew, he was
walking slowly up the stairs, up, up, the fourth floor, the
fifth, the sixth. At the sixth floor, he stopped and stood still
for a moment, his hand pressed to his aching head. And he
remembered, then, why he was there, and where he was
going, and what he had to do.

The rest of the world seemed to have fallen away. It did
not occur to him now to look out for other people, to won-
der whether he would encounter anyone on the way, some-
one who might, perbaps, remember later. He simply
concentrated on the main problem at the moment, which
was that of putting one foot in front of the other and get-
ting where he was going.

He walked straight down the corridor, came to the door
marked “Emerson Trimble,” opened it without knocking
and went in. On the rug his feet made no sound, and Mr.
Trimble did not look up from his desk, where he was
concentrating on something he was writing.

Mr. Mappin approached. He stood right in front of the
desk, and his hand rested lightly on the brass Buddha when
Mr. Trimble finally looked up.

Mr. Trimble looked askance at him, glanced at his
watch. “Four-ten,” he murmured, and looked inquiringly at
Mr. Mappin. “I assume you have something important to
. see me about, coming at this time.”

“Yes,” Mr. Mappin said. “Very important, Mr. Trimble.”
And without thinking twice about it, he raised the Buddha
high and brought it down with all his strength on Mr.
Trimble's head.

And so it was done, without a sound. Of course there
was blood. Mr. Mappin had forgotten there would be
blood, and averted his eyes from the sight he had created
while the room swayed terribly about him.
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And then he got on with what he had to do, first wiping
his fingerprints carefully from the Buddha, then pulling
Mr. Trimble’s jacket up around—well, pulling up the
jacket so that he would not be confronted with that sight
again, and then, with a great deal of effort, getting the
body, somehow, into the cupboard. It was all a nightmare,
and for a while Mr. Mappin thought he would never man-
age it, but he did. Then he had a brilliant idea. Taking Mr.
Trimble's overcoat and hat from the clothes tree, he put
those too in the cupboard and locked the cupboard door.
That way, anyone coming in to see Mr. Trimble after
four-thirty would see the coat gone and assume that he had
left early for an appointment or simply to go home. Of
course, that wouldn’t make a lot of difference, but it would
give Mr. Mappin enough time for him to go back to his of-
fice and stick it out there till five o’clock, home time, with-
out the crime being discovered. Because if, once the mur-
der came out and people remembered that Mr. Mappin
had left early, it might look suspicious.

He pressed a hand to his forehead, amazed that he could
think of all these things now, when he felt so ill. As he
took a last quick glance around the office to make sure that
everything was in order, he noticed that there was some
. . . mess on the blotter. The sheets on which Mr. Trimble
had been writing were now bright crimson. Mr. Mappin
took them, crumpled them as small as possible in his hand,
and hid them carefully at the bottom of the wastepaper
basket.

Then he left, walking back to his own office in a daze,
still without encountering anyone. Really, it was amazing,
he thought, Providence seemed to be with him in this.
There seemed to be nobody about at all.

And then his fever increased, he felt as though he were
on fire, and he ceased to think of anything whatever except
the necessity of getting home and going to bed.

After a century it was five o’clock, and slowly, painfully,
he put on his coat and hat and galoshes. He made his way
to the lift, pressed the button, waited. At last it came and
he got in, leaning weakly against the back, his eyes closed,
while it moved slowly downward.

Surely-—surely he must be very ill indeed. It felt almost
as though they were going up instead of down. He opened
his eyes. “Frank,” he said to the attendant, “Frank, I'm on
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my way out—I want to go down.”

What was this? What ghastly thing? For Frank ignored
him, grinning, and they continued upward.

“Down, I said,” Mr. Mappin repeated frantically.
“Dov!vnl I want to go down, I'm ill, please take me down at
oncel”

The lift stopped, the door slid open and a dozen hands
reached in for Mr. Mappin. There was laughter, a great
deal of laughter, and a loud buzz of conversation. Who—7?
What—? Feeling blind suddenly, feeling as though he had
lost his faculties, Mr. Mappin stumbled forward, pulled by
the hands.

And then he saw where he was. This was the seventh
floor, the Sanctum Sanctorum. But what was he doing
here? And why were these people pulling him, urging him
on his way?

He peered around and recognized faces that appeared as
though through a mist—the telephone operator . . . Miss
Ashley . . . Mr. Lyons and Mr. Hawkins . . . Miss Burke
. « . some of the other girls—and over there, coming out
of that door—Mr. Webb, wasn't it? He rubbed his eyes.
Yes, Mr. Webb, laughing, coming up to him now, patting
him on the back.

And now they were taking him in through the door, all
of them laughing, talking at the tops of their voices. He
couldn’t distinguish a word. But he recognized the room, in
spite of what they had done to it. It was the room where
the monthly firm meetings were held, where the members
of the firm met together and discussed firm business. But
now the room was arranged as if for a banquet, Mr. Map-
pin noted dizzily, with the tables set for dinner. And now
they were leading him to the head table, seating him at the
center of it, Mr. Goshen on his left, Mr. Webb second on
his left, and at his right an empty seat, while all the others,
the men, the girls, the whole staff, seated themselves.

He became aware dimly, through a terrible buzzing in
his ears, that Mr. Webb was standing, .speaking, saying
something that Mr., Mappin felt instinctively must be of
great importance, something to which he must pay careful
attention. Parts of it he heard, but Mr. Webb's voice, elid-
ing strangely, kept drifting off into nothingness and then
returning all at once, like a transatlantic broadcast. Here
and there, Mr. Mappin caught a phrase, “. . . and on this
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wonderful occasion . . . twenty years with Trimble . . . a
tribute . . . pleasure to say . . . and as of today, a part-
ner . ..”

Something rang a bell inside Mr. Mappin’s head. For a
moment the mists drew back and Mr. Mappin listened as
Mr. Webb continued. “There only remains one thing to
say,” Mr. Webb went on. “And that is, George, we hope
you'll forgive us for springing it on you in this fashion. But
Mr. Trimble thought it would be nice to combine the two
occasions and surprise you with a party. And oh, yes, by
the way, Mr. Trimble’s been busy most of the afternoon
writing a speech”—general laughter—*writing a speech
about it and forbidding anyone, on pain of death”—more
laughter—*“on pain of death, to set foot inside his office
this afternoon!”

A lot more clapping, and Mr. Webb sat down.

Mr. Mappin sat there, trembling. Trembling and trem-
bling.

Mr. Goshen bent his head and spoke softly. “Look here,
George old man, you feeling all right?”

George old man, oh, George old man. How often and
how often had Mr. Mappin longed for the sporty
camaraderie of George old man.

Miss Burke leaned prettily across the table, smiling.
“Mr. Trimble must be writing an epic,” she said. “I'll go
down and tell him we’re waiting, shall 1?”

“Yes, hurry him up, we can’t start without him,” said
Mr. Webb, and then, turning to Mr. Mappin, he said, “I
don’t know about you, George old man, but I'm hungry!”

Mr. Mappin sat there. He watched the waiter approach
and begin to fill the wine glasses. He gazed at the faces all
around that swelled to the size of large balloons, then
dwindled till they were tiny white blurs. He listened to the
voices ringing cheerfully in the paneled chamber. And Mr.
Mappin could not have eaten to save his life.
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Ron Goulart

You could hear the old man screaming above the sound of
the storm, the shrill cry emanating from a toothless mouth.

Roy McAlbin, medium-sized and slightly overweight,
took a cigarette out of his trench-coat pocket and leaned
against the veranda rail. The rain was falling heavily, just
missing his back. “And what’s that, Doctor Caswell?”

“I'm not a doctor, Mr. McAlbin,” said the lean, middle-
aged Caswell, standing straight on the doormat outside the
entrance to the office building.

“Okay, Mr. Caswell, why is that old guy yelling in his
cottage over there?”

Caswell, rubbing his left palm on the glass doorknob of
his office door, frowned across the wooden veranda. “Mr.
McAlbin, I can appreciate the fact that as a journalist,
even a free-lance journalist unattached to any actual publi-
cation, you are curious. But I can't begin to answer every
question which comes to mind.”

“You're not a psychologist either, are you?”

“No, I myself am not, though we have both qualified
doctors and accredited psychological personnel here at
Paxville Woods.”

“You've also got one of the best-known primitive paint-
ers in America.” McAlbin puffed on his filtered cigarette,
then rubbed his fingers over his damp, plump cheeks. “A
lot of people are interested in Granny Goodwaller, Mr.
Caswell.”

“Yes, we know that, Mr. McAlbin,” replied Caswell.
“You keep putting an odd emphasis on the word got.”
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“Well, I'll tell you,” he said. “I'm curious as to why
Granny Goodwaller moved out of her apartment up the
hill in your Paxville Village three months ago. I wonder
why she’s now here in your Paxville Woods in a cottage
nobody can get into. I'd like to interview her.”

“Yes, I understood you when you first presented your-
self and your case,” said Caswell. He stopped rubbing at
the glass knob and moved closer to McAlbin. “Paxville is a
wonderful place for older people. Up there, beyond the
woods, we have houses and apartments where our old-tim-
ers, singly or in couples, can live out their autumn years
in well-ordered comfort. Down here in the hospital and
cottage area we have, obviously, more medically oriented
facilities. We have even put in an intensive-care cluster of
private bungalows.”

“Then Granny is ill?”

Caswell said, “Granny is ninety years old. She is, as you
say, a major American artist. We were honored when she
decided, nearly five years ago, to come and live in our then
just starting Paxville complex. She is very old, Mr. McAl-
bin. She needs much looking after. She cannot be inter-
viewed.”

“But she’s still painting?”

“Yes. Granny conserves her strength and continues to be
quite productive. If you stop in either of the fine art gal-
leries in Paxville Village or at the Gallery in Brimstone
you’ll see her latest work on display. The original oils may
be a bit costly for someone in the free-lance writing game,
but yow’ll also find many lovely greeting cards and prints.”

“I've already seen the paintings in Paxville,” said McAl-
bin. The old man in the brown shingle cottage down the
hill had stopped crying. The rain still fell cold and bard.
The afternoon was already growing dark. “The display of
Granny’s paintings at the Marcus Galleries in New
York—those are recent, too?” '

“Yes,” said Caswell. “The Marcus Card Company
helped to make Granny famous and she insists they get her
best work. Well, I really can’t give you much more time,
Mr. McAlbin. Thank you for your interest in Granny. I'm
going to tell her you called and I'm sure it will bring a sad,
sweet smile to her face.”

“Where does she work now? In this cottage of hers?”
asked McAlbin, He dropped his cigarette butt over the
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veranda rail onto the short-cropped grass near the porch.

“She sometimes paints at the cottage, yes,” said Caswell.
“She has, in addition, a large workshop here in our main
building.”

“Could I see that?”

“It is merely a large room, full of stretched canvas,
smelling of paint and turpentine.”

“Seeing places where artists work helps me,” said McAl-
bin. “I still intend to do a piece on Granny Goodwaller
and her work. Since you won’t allow me to visit with her,
you can at least let me see where she creates her
paintings.”

Caswell said, after a sharp sniffing, “Very well. Come
around this way.” He went striding off along the porch,
frowning back. “Don’t strew any more cigarettes on the
grounds, please.”

Fifteen minutes later McAlbin left the place. Under his
coat, wrapped in a paint rag, were a palette knife and a
teacup he had grabbed in the chill studio while Caswell
was lifting down an album of greeting-card proofs. McAl-
bin fisted his hands into his trench-coat pockets as he
walked down the flagstone path toward the parking area.
Some two dozen cottages were scattered around the ten
acres of Paxville. The grass and shrubs were neat and trim,
most of the flowers beginning to fade and brown. McAlbin
had come here to Connecticut on a hunch. “I'm right,” he
said to himself. He got into his car and drove off toward
town.

Dry leaves swooped and dipped, clattering against the
small leaded windows of the Brimstone Art Gallery. McAl-
bin put one pale fist into the pocket of his coat and made a
sound with his tongue that was a faint echo of the sound
the wind and the dead leaves were making. “Nope, nope,”
he muttered. He was standing toward the back of the big
one-room gallery and he’d been going carefully from one
Granny Goodwaller painting to another. He was stopped
now in front of a bright scene of little girls saddling a pony
in a summer field: tiny figures and a stiff-legged dirt-brown
pony. “Nope,” repeated McAlbin.

“Not at all,” said a gentle voice just behind him.

McAlbin turned and noticed a very pretty auburn-haired.
girl standing there, her face still slightly flushed from the
morning wind outside. “Beg pardon?” he said.
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“You were looking negative and I wanted to assure you
little girls do have ponies that color.” Freckles made two
dim arcs beneath her bright eyes. “I did, for instance.”

“You're reassuring,” said McAlbin. “I never had a pony
as a boy, but I did have a bicycle. My uncle painted it the
same color as that ugly horse.”

“You don't seem to care for Granny's work.”

“Nope. If this area had to depend on people with my
kind of taste, your whole Granny Goodwaller industry
would collapse.”

“It’s not my industry exactly,” said the girl. “I'm co-
owner of a gift shop near Paxville Village.”

“My name, by the way, is Roy McAlbin,” he told her.
“I'm a free-lance journalist. Who are you?”

“Nan Hendry.” She smiled quietly. “You didn’t come to
this part of Connecticut to see our famous paintings,
then?”

“Well, yes. But not exactly to admire them.”

Nan touched her cheek with her left hand, tracing the
arc the freckles made. “I don’t quite understand.”

“Look, Nan,” he said, “would you be interested in din-
ner?”

“Yes, that might be nice. Tonight, did you mean?”

McAlbin refilled his glass, set the wine bottle near at
hand on the checkered tablecloth. “I like this little inn,” he
said to Nan, “and this little inp restaurant. There's an al-
most European feeling about the place.” The logs in the
nearby fireplace crackled and shifted, and he paused.
“Though they shouldn’t be serving this New York wine.
No, the only good domestic wines come from a few of the
lesser-known California vintners.”

“You've been to most places?” asked the pretty girl. “To
Europe and all of the United States?”

“Sure. One of the great advantages of the free-lance life
is travel. I need to pack only my camera and some under-
wear, plus my portable typewriter. Actually I don’t even
need that because I can write shorthand and just rent a
typewriter someplace or cable in a story. Depends on
whom I'm working for.”

“Who is it this time?”

“Nobody yet. I'm keeping this one quiet until I get more
material. Then I'll hit one of the news weeklies or some
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picture mag. Sell them the whole package for a flat fee.”

“What, exactly, are you investigating? I mean, I don’t
want to pry into your methods. Still, I am interested.”

McAlbin sipped his wine. “That’s good, Nan. I'll tell
you, you meet a lot of girls, here and overseas, who don't
care for what a guy does at all. Any sort of shop talk bores
them. Not that they’re particularly domestic, either. No,
they’re just nitwits and not much else. By the time a man is
thirty, which is what I just was three weeks ago, society
thinks he should be settled down. I can’t see any reason to
settle down, though, especially with a nitwit.”

“Obviously you aren’t married.”

“Nope. Most women wouldn’t put up with the roving
pattern of my life,” he said. “I've been at this for six years
now, almost seven, ever since I got out of the service. I
have this, and I'm telling you because you seem to be an
exceptional sort of girl and one who understands, this real
drive toward finding the truth. Finding the truth, digging it
out. Sometimes the truth will hurt people, sometimes even
destroy them. You can't let that worry you. The truth is
like a torch, sort of, and you have to keep it burning.”

“Yes, I can understand that, Roy.” Nan touched at her
cheek, smiled. “A lot of men don’t have the kind of cour-
age you do. It reminds me of my father.”

McAlbin laughed. “Really? Not of my father. Well, I
can’t really say. My parents never amounted to much.
Now, I'm more or less an orphan anyhow.”

‘ll’m SOITy."

“It’s just the truth. Nothing to be sorry over.”

Nan said, “I really am interested in your work, Roy. If
you want to talk about this current project of yours, I'd
love to listen. Sometimes your kind of work can be pretty
lonely, I imagine.”

“Well,” he said, “this is no marriage scandal or crime-~
syndicate stuff. It's not even political. I think, however,
there is a nice little yarn here and I'm going to follow
through. See, I was out in San Francisco a couple weeks
back and I saw a show of new paintings by your Granny
Goodwaller. I was only passing through Frisco, not even in
the mood to look up the friends I have there. For all they
know, I'm still over in the Pacific or some such place. Any-
way, Nan, I got to looking at those paintings and some-
thing struck me. I don’t know why nobody else has no-
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ticed. Probably because Granny Goodwaller occupies a
rather peculiar place in American art; not a real artist and
yet not merely a commercial painter. A primitive, yes, but
a very successful one. Very rich.”

“What,” asked Nan, bending toward him, “did you no-
tice?”

“The paintings are fake,” said McAlbin.

Nan sat up and frowned. “You mean somebody out
there is selling forged Granny Goodwaller paintings?”.

“That was the first thing I thought,” said McAlbin. “So
I, carefully and quite subtly, asked the gallery people some
questions. This was a very sedate art setup on Post Street
and I found out they got their paintings from Paxville,
Connecticut, from the gallery up in the retirement town
that’s been handling Granny’s output for several years.”

“But, Roy,” said the lovely girl, “what would that
mean?”

“If I’'m right,” he answered, “and I know enough about
painting to be fairly sure I am, it means something odd is
going on in Paxville. See, Nan, I've covered a couple of
art-fraud cases before, though those involved fake old mas-
ters. I'm certain the dozen paintings I saw out in Frisco are
fakes. So are most of them on display in Paxville and so
are ten of the fifteen in the Brimstone Gallery where we
met this morning.”

Nan inhaled sharply. “What exactly do you think is go-
ing on, Roy?”

“It might just be Granny, being in her nineties, can’t
crank that stuff out as fast as she used to and has an
assistant to help fill the orders.” He leaned back, comfort-
able, and the firelight glowed on his plump face. “How-
ever, Nan, I came here because a nice counter-notion
occurred to me. I'm checking it out.”

“Your theory is what?”

“The whole Paxville setup is private,” said McAlbin. “I
looked it up. I also found out Granny Goodwaller has no
close relatives. Suppose the old girl had a stroke and
couldn’t paint anymore?” He rubbed his wine glass across
his chin. “Or suppose, which is what really intrigues me,
suppose the grand old lady of the American primitives had
up and died. It might be to the advantage of the people
around Paxville to keep her alive.”

“That’s dreadful,” said the girl. “Why would anyone
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pretend Granny was alive if she was dead?”

“As long as Granny paintings keep coming off the as-
sembly line a lot of money keeps coming into Paxville.
Caswell and a couple of his buddies are partners in a com-
pany that handles the selling of Granny's work, as well as
the merchandising of it. You know, they license the use of
her paintings for greeting cards and calendars.”

“Yes, I sell them in my gift shop.” Nan let her slender
hands rest on the tabletop. She shook her head. “I suppose
what you suggest is remotely possible, Roy. Still, it seems
like an awful thing for someone to do. What do the other
people with whom you’'ve discussed your theory say?”

“I'm not the confiding type,” said McAlbin softly. *“Not
usually.”

“Well, I appreciate your confiding in me. It's a pretty
unsettling theory you have.”

“Not only a theory,” he said. “When I was out at
Paxville a couple days ago I swiped a palette knife and a
teacup that are supposed to belong to Granny. After I fin-
ish up here I'm going to have the prints checked out in
Washington—and there are fingerprints.”

“Well,” said Nan. “And how much longer will you be
here?”

“I still want to get a look at Granny's cottage on the
Paxville grounds,” said McAlbin. “And since I try to keep
an open mind, I'll even try to get a look at Granny her-
self.”

“Maybe I can help out.”

“Oh, so?”

She frowned again. “I'll think about it and let you
know,” she said.

“I've been talking too much about myself anyway,” said
McAlbin. “Let’s shift gears, Nan. Talk about you.”

The girl looked down at her hands, biting her lip. Then
she smiled across at him. “Very well, Roy . . .”

The next day was dry and clear. At ten in the morning
Nan called him. McAlbin had been sitting on the edge of
his bed in his room at the Brimstone Inn, making notes in
one of the dime-store tablets he liked to use.

“I think I can help you,” the girl said.

McAlbin doodled her name in the margin of the pad.
“With what, Nan? I don't want you getting yourself
tangled in this Paxville business.”



80 RON GOULART

“What you told me last night was very unsettling. I just
don’t like to see something like that going on here,” she
said. “Okay, you say you're not absolutely sure. I think
you should make sure. I may be able to help you find out
more.”

“I appreciate that, Nan. Still, there are risks . . .
. “Don’t let me foul up your plans, Roy. But I have an
idea.”

“Go ahead, tell me.”

She said, “I know one of the attendants at Paxville
Woods. No matter what you may think is going on out
there, Ben is an honest man.”

“Ben, okay. So?”

“You said you wanted to get inside, to get a look at the
cottage where Granny lives.”

“I sure do. You mean this friend of yours, honest Ben,
can get me inside the place?”

“I can ask him. I wanted to make sure, first, it was okay
with you.”

McAIlbin nodded into the phone mouthpiece. “Sounds
not bad.”

“I’ll get in touch with Ben and try to set up something
for tonight or some night soon,” the girl said in her soft,
gentle voice. “If you don’t mind, I'd like to drive you
there.”

“I"'m not sure that’d be safe for you.”

“Roy, I want to help. Please.”

He nodded again. “Okay, Nan.”

“TI’ll call you back soon as I know something.”

“Thanks, Nan. I appreciate you.”

She called him back in a little under two hours.

That evening, McAlbin stood in the thickening twilight
and listened. There was a chill quiet all around. He
reached out and touched the wire gate in the big hurricane
fence. Then, very slowly, he turned the handle. The gate
opened and no alarm sounded. He gave a coughing sigh.
Nan’s friend had done as promised. McAlbin eased
through the gate and closed it after him. There was wood-
land here, stiff straight trees, crisp mounds of fallen leaves.
He walked slowly downhill, moving as silently as he could.

After a few descending minutes he could see the lights
of the cottages he wanted. Three of the six in this sector
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had lights on. McAlbin halted, still in the woods, and took
a penciled drawing from his coat pocket. Granny’s cottage
was the third from the left. He lifted his glance from the
tablet page to the view of the cottages. There were win-
dows glowing in the cottage that was hers. He folded the
paper away, slid out his miniature camera.

There were no attendants near the cottage. He stayed in
the shadows of the trees and made sure. Then, while night
began to drop slowly down around him, McAlbin ad-
vanced across the grounds. He bent low when he was near
Granny's and approached parallel to the hedge around the
cottage. He eased very carefully toward the lighted win-
dow.

A radio was playing old music inside. A rocking chair
rocked. McAlbin adjusted his camera and walked to the
window. He stretched to his full height and was able to see
inside. There was an easel in the knotty-pine room. A
half-finished painting of tiny people on a sleigh ride
showed on the easel. McAlbin saw a gray head and a
wool-shawled back. A hand was weakly brushing muddy
brown paint onto the flanks of a tiny horse. He clicked a
picture.

The hand placed the brush aside and then lifted off the
gray wig. Caswell stood up, cast off the shawl and pointed
a pistol straight at the window.

McAlbin spun, ran—in a new direction, not the same
way he’d come.

The last of the daylight sank away, thin blue darkness
filled the forest. The trees grew black. There was a quiet,
ominous clarity all around him. McAlbin pressed his
spread-fingered hands hard against his soft chest, chewed
in the chill air through his mouth. He tried to breathe
silently, but he had developed a dry wheeze while climbing
slowly uphill through the wood.

He listened for pursuit and heard none. A thin, chill
mist was moving through the sharp, bare trees. He contin-
ued to work his way upward. Leaves crackled at every
careful step, noise of his progress went rippling down
through the dry brush. McAlbin stopped again, listening
hard. He heard no sounds but his own. Pain was growing
up through his ribs, squeezing at his lungs. He sighed and
resumed his climb.
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McAlbin couldn't keep track of the trees. He got the im-
pression they were changing their positions. Halting, he
squinted into the cold darkness. He gave a quick, startled
inhalation. There was someone standing, still and waiting,
at the crest of the hill; someone waiting patiently, dark and
straight as one of the dead trees. McAlbin was certain
there was a man up there, to his left; one of the attendants
probably, a big, wide man, anticipating him. McAlbin
crouched, dropped to his hands and knees and began work-
ing slowly away from the waiting figure. He kept low, scuf-
fing his palms and his soft knees on thorns, scraps of fallen
tree limbs. He raised himself up long minutes later, scan-
ning, then quickly dropped. There was someone else up
there on the horizon waiting for him; another man, stand-
ing with arms folded and feet wide apart, blurred by the
growing mist, but certainly there.

He began to crawl in a new direction, even more quietly,
slowly. He tried to make no sound, to move and breathe
without attracting any attention. The mist thickened and
the chill of the deepening night increased. McAlbin looked
at his watch. He found he’d been in the forest only thirteen
minutes. He sighed again, moved ahead.

A long time later, about eleven minutes of actual time,
he came to the edge of the wood and saw below him the
small clearing off the roadway where Nan had parked the
car. She was still there, her car shadowed by the low, spiky
branches of an evergreen. Not caring about alarms now,
McAlbin ran for the wire fence, leaped for a hold and
climbed over. No bells rang.

He hit the outside ground and ran for the car. He
grabbed the passenger door and jumped in. “Get away
from here,” he said, and then stopped.

Caswell was behind the wheel, the same small revolver
in his right hand. With his left, he reached down and
clicked off the car radio. “Trying to catch a weather re-
port. Looks like we may have some snow tomorrow. Feels
like it, too, don’t you think?”

McAlbin got his breath, gasping. “Where's Nan?”

“One of my associates drove her home.”

“You can’t get by with all this, Caswell; tracking me like
some kind of wild game and kidnapping Nan Hendry. This
is suburban Connecticut, not some feudal kingdom.”

“She isn’t kidnapped, she’s in fine shape,” said Caswell.
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“Nan simply happens to be on our side, as are many
people. You yourself, Mr. McAlbin, pointed out how many
of the residents in our area are dependent on Granny for
their living. With one thing and another, the old broad
represented roughly a million and a half a year to us.
When she died this spring we decided to ignore the fact.
Her dreadfully simplistic style is quite easy to imitate. A
young artist friend of Nan’s paints the Granny pictures for
us. No one but you has tumbled to our little operation.”

“I made a mistake confiding in Nan, buh?”

“Never confide in anyone you don’t have to,” replied
Caswell. “I wish nearly two dozen people in and around
Paxville didn’t have to be in on the Granny venture. How-
ever, a complex plan often means a large number of partic-
ipants.”

“Granny Goodwaller is already supposed to be ninety.
How long can you pretend she’s alive?”

“Five more years at least,” said Caswell, “which will
gross us well over five million dollars; perhaps even more
if a couple of merchandising plans now in the works
materialize. Then we can afford to let her die. Greed would
enter in if we tried to keep this up forever, suspicion might
grow. Fortunately Granny, much like yourself, has no im-
mediate relatives, no one to cause us trouble. She, too, was
an independent free-lance person.”

“I'm not completely without connections. What are you
thinking of doing?”

“I know you have a stubborn, often cruel, dedication to
the truth,” said Caswell. “Letting you go, no, that won’t
work. You can’t be bribed, nor trusted to keep quiet. That
teacup you got away with upset me, too. My prints may be
on it and they are on file in certain places. No, you simply
can’t be let outside for the time being.”

“What kind of arrogant talk is this? You think you can
kill me because I found out your game?”

“We're not going to kill you, Mr. McAlbin,” said
Caswell. “Simply keep you here and out of trouble.”

“How do you think you’re going to keep me in an old
folks’ home?”

“Quite simple,” said Caswell.

The door behind McAlbin opened and someone put a
hand over his mouth and yanked him from the car.

Within a week they had puilled all his teeth, bleached his
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hair white, roughed his skin, put him in an intensive-care
bungalow and fed him drugs. They told him he was a very
sick old man—and, for quite a long time, he believed
them.



THE LANDLADY
Roald Dahl

Billy Weaver had traveled down from London on the slow
afternoon train, with a change at Reading on the way, and
by the time he got to Bath it was about nine o’clock in the
evening and the moon was coming up out of a clear starry
sky over the houses opposite the station entrance. But the
air was deadly cold and the wind was like a flat blade of
ice on his cheeks.

“Excuse me,” he said, “but is there a fairly cheap hotel
not too far away from here?”

“Try The Bell and Dragon,” the porter answered, point-
ing down the road. “They might take you in. It’s about a
quarter of a mile along on the other side.”

Billy thanked him and picked up his suitcase and set out
to walk the quarter-mile to The Bell and Dragon. He had
never been to Bath before. He didn’t know anyone who
lived there. But Mr. Greenslade at the Head Office in Lon-
don had told him it was a splendid town. “Find your own
lodgings,” he had said, “and then go along and report to
the branch manager as soon as you've got yourself settled.”

Billy was seventeen years old. He was wearing a new
navy-blue overcoat, a new brown trilby hat, and a new
brown suit, and he was feeling fine. He walked briskly
down the street. He was trying to do everything briskly
these days. Briskness, he had decided, was the one com-
mon characteristic of all successful businessmen. The big
shots up at Head Office were absolutely fantastically brisk
all the time. They were amazing.

There were no shops on this wide street that he was
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walking along, only a line of tall houses on each side, all of
them identical. They had porches and pillars and four or
five steps going up to their front doors, and it was obvious
that once upon a time they had been very swanky
residences. But now, even in the darkness, he could see
that the paint was peeling from the woodwork on their
doors and windows, and that the handsome white fagades
were cracked and blotchy from neglect.

Suddenly, in a downstairs window that was brilliantly il-
luminated by a street lamp not six yards away, Billy caught
sight of a printed notice propped up against the glass in
one of the upper panes. It said BED AND BREAKRAST. There
was a vase of yellow chrysanthemums, tall and beautiful,
standing just underneath the notice.

He stopped walking. He moved a bit closer. Green cur-
tains (some sort of velvety material) were hanging down
on either side of the window. The chrysanthemums looked
wonderful beside them. He went right up and peered
through the glass into the room, and the first thing he saw
was a bright fire burning in the hearth. On the carpet in
front of the fire, a pretty little dachshund was curled up
asleep with its nose tucked into its belly. The room itself,
so far as he could see in the half-darkness, was filled with
pleasant furniture. There was a baby-grand piano and a big
sofa and several plump armchairs; and in one corner he
spotted a large parrot in a cage. Animals were usually a
good sign in a place like this, Billy told himself; and all in
all, it looked to him as though it would be a pretty decent
house to stay in. Certainly it would be more comfortable
than The Bell and Dragon.

On the other hand, a pub would be more congenial than
a boardinghouse. There would be beer and darts in the
evenings, and lots of people to talk to, and it would proba-
bly be a good bit cheaper, too. He had stayed a couple of
nights in a pub once before and he had liked it. He had
never stayed in any boardinghouses, and, to be perfectly
honest, he was a tiny bit frightened of them. The name it-
self conjured up images of watery cabbage, rapacious land-
ladies, and a powerful smell of kippers in the living room.

After dithering about like this in the cold for two or
three minutes, Billy decided that he would walk on and
take a look at The Bell and Dragon before making up his
mind. He turned to go.
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And now a queer thing happened to him. He was in the
act of stepping back and turning away from the window
when all at once his eye was caught and held in the most
peculiar manner by the small notice that was there. BED
AND BREAKFAST, it said. BED AND BREAKFAST, BED AND
BREAKFAST, BED AND BREAKFAST. Each word was like a
large black eye staring at him through the glass, holding
him, compelling him, forcing him to stay where he was
and not to walk away from that house, and the next thing
he knew, he was actually moving across from the window
to the front door of the house, climbing the steps that led
up to it, and reaching for the bell.

He pressed the bell. Far away in a back room he heard
it ringing, and then at once—it must have been at once be-
cause he hadn’t even had time to take his finger from the
bell-button—the door swung open and a woman was stand-
ing there.

Normally you ring the bell and you have at least a half-
minute’s wait before the door opens. But this dame was
like a jack-in-the-box. He pressed the bell—and out she
popped! It made him jump.

She was about forty-five or fifty years old, and the mo-
ment she saw him, she gave him a warm welcoming smile.

“Please come in,” she said pleasantly. She stepped aside,
holding the door wide open, and Billy found himself
automatically starting forward. The compulsion or, more
accurately, the desire to follow after her into that house
was extraordinarily strong.

“I saw the notice in the window,” he said, holding him-
self back.

“Yes, I know.”

“I was wondering about a room.”

“It's all ready for you, my dear,” she said. She had a
round pink face and very gentle blue eyes.

“I was on my way to The Bell and Dragon,” Billy told
her. “But the notice in your window just happened to catch
my eye.”

“My dear boy,” she said, “why don’t you come in out of
the cold?”

“How much do you charge?”

“Five and sixpence a night, including breakfast.”

It was fantastically cheap. It was less than half of what
he had been willing to pay.
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“If that is too much,” she added, “then perhaps I can
reduce it just a tiny bit. Do you desire an egg for break-
fast? Eggs are expensive at the moment. It would be six-
pence less without the egg.”

“Five and sixpence is fine,” he answered. “I should like
very much to stay here.”

“I knew you would. Do come in.”

She seemed terribly nice. She looked exactly like the
mother of one’s best school-friend welcoming one into the
house to stay for the Christmas holidays. Billy took off his
hat, and stepped over the threshold.

“Just hang it there,” she said, “and let me help you with
your coat.”

There were no other hats or coats in the hall. There
were no umbrellas, no walking-sticks—nothing,

“We have it all to ourselves,” she said, smiling at him
over her shoulder as she led the way upstairs. “You see, it
isn’t very often I have the pleasure of taking a visitor into
my little nest.”

The old girl is slightly dotty, Billy told himself. But at
five and sixpence a night, who gives a damn about that? “I
should’ve thought you'd be simply swamped with appli-
cants,” he said politely.

“Oh, I am, my dear, I am, of course I am. But the trou-
ble is that I'm inclined to be just a teeny weeny bit choosy
and particular—if you see what I mean.’

“ Ah yes. ”»

“But I'm always ready. Everything is always ready day
and night in this house just on the off chance that an
acceptable young gentleman will come along.. And it is
such a pleasure, my dear, such a very great pleasure when
now and again I open the door and I see someone standing
there who is just exactly right.” She was halfway up the
stairs, and she paused with one hand on the stair rail, turn-
ing her head and smiling down at him with pale lips. “Like
you,” she added, and her blue eyes traveled slowly all the
way down the length of Billy's body, to his feet, and then
up again.

On the second-floor landing she said to him, “This floor
is mine.”

They climbed up another flight. “And this one is all
yours,” she said. “Here's your room. I do hope you’ll like
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it.” She took him into a small but charming front bed-
room, switching on the light as she went in.

“The morning sun comes right in the window, Mr. Per-
kins. It is Mr. Perkins, isn’t it?”

“No,” he said. “It’s Weaver.”

“Mr. Weaver. How nice. I've put a water bottle between
the sheets to air them out, Mr. Weaver. It's such a comfort
to have a hot-water bottle in a strange bed with clean
sheets, don’t you agree? And you may light the gas fire at
any time if you feel chilly.”

“Thank you,” Billy said. “Thank you ever so much.” He
noticed that the bedspread had been taken off the bed, and
that the bedclothes had been neatly turned back on one
side, all ready for someone to get in.

“I'm so glad you appeared,” she said, looking earnestly
into his face. “I was beginning to get worried.”

“That’s all right,” Billy answered brightly. “You mustn’t
worry about me.” He put his suitcase on the chair and
started to open it.

“And what about supper, my dear? Did you manage to
get anything to eat before you came here?”

“I'm not a bit hungry, thank you,” he said. “I think I'll
just go to bed as soon as possible because tomorrow I've
got to get up rather early and report to the office.”

“Very well, then. I'll leave you now so that you can un-
pack. But before you go to bed, would you be kind enough
to pop into the sitting room on the ground floor and sign
the book? Everyone has to do that because it’s the law of
the land, and we don’t want to go breaking any laws at this
stage in the proceedings, do we?" She gave him a little
wave of the hand and went quickly out of the room and
closed the door.

Now, the fact that his landlady appeared to be slightly
off her rocker didn’t worry Billy in the least. After all, she
not only was harmless—there was no question about
that—but she was also quite obviously a kind and generous
soul. He guessed that she had probably lost a son in the
war, or something like that, and had never gotten over it.

So a few minutes later, after unpacking his suitcase and
washing his bands, he trotted downstairs to the ground
floor and entered the living room. His landlady wasn’t
there, but the fire was glowing in the hearth, and the little
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dachshund was still sleeping soundly in front of it. The
room was wonderfully warm and cozy. I'm a lucky fellow,
he thought, rubbing his hands. This is a bit of all right.

He found the guest book lying open on the piano, so he
took out his pen and wrote down his name and address.
There were only two other entries above his on the page,
and as one always does with guest books, he started to read
them. One was a Christopher Mulholland from Cardiff.
The other was Gregory W. Temple from Bristol.

That's funny, he thought suddenly. Christopher Mulhol-
land. It rings a bell.

Now, where on earth had he heard that rather unusual
name before?

Was it a boy at school? No. Was it one of his sister’s nu-
merous young men, perhaps, or a friend of his father’s?
No, no, it wasn't any of those. He glanced down again at
the book.

Christopher Mulholland 231 Cathedral Road, Cardiff
Gregory W. Temple 27 Sycamore Drive, Bristol

As a matter of fact, now he came to think of it, he
wasn’t at all sure that the second name didn’t have almost
as much of a familiar ring about it as the first.

“Gregory Temple?” he said aloud, searching his
memory. “Christopher Mulholland? . . .”

“Such charming boys,” a voice behind him answered,
and he turned and saw his landlady sailing into the room
with a large silver tea tray in her hands. She was holding it
well out in front of her, and rather high up, as though the
tray were a pair of reins on a frisky horse.

“They sound somehow familiar,” he said.

“They do? How interesting.”

“I'm almost positive I've heard those names before
somewhere. Isn’t that odd? Maybe it was in the newspa-
pers. They weren’t famous in any way, were they? I mean
famous cricketers or footballers or something like that?

“Famous,” she said, setting the tea tray down on the low
table in front of the sofa. “Oh no, I don’t think they were
famous. But they were incredibly handsome, both of them,
I can promise you that. They were tall and young and
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handsome, my dear, just exactly like you.”

Once more, Billy glanced down at the book. “Look
here,” he said, noticing the dates. “This last entry is over
two years old.”

“It is?”

“Yes, indeed. And Christopher Mulholland’s is nearly a
year before that—more than three years ago.”

“Dear me,” she said, shaking her head and heaving a
dainty little sigh. “I would never have thought it. How time
does fly away from us all, doesn’t it, Mr. Wilkins?”

“It's Weaver,” Billy said. “W-e-a-v-e-r.”

“Oh, of course it is!” she cried, sitting down on the sofa.
“How silly of me. I do apologize. In one ear and out the
other, that’s me, Mr. Weaver.”

“You know something?” Billy said. “Something that’s re-
ally quite extraordinary about all this?”

“No, dear, I don’t.”

“Well, you see, both of these names—Mulholland and
Temple—1I not only seem to remember each one of them
separately, so to speak, but somehow or other, in some
peculiar way, they both appear to be sort of connected to-
gether as well. As though they were both famous for the
same sort of thing, if you see what I mean—like . . . well
. « » like Dempsey and Tunney, for example, or Churchill
and Roosevelt.”

“How amusing,” she said. “But come over here now,
dear, and sit down beside me on the sofa and I'll give you
a nice cup of tea and a ginger biscuit before you go to
bed.”

“You really shouldn’t bother,” Billy said. “I didn’t mean
you to do anything like that.” He stood by the piano,
watching her as she fussed about with the cups and sau-
cers. He noticed that she had small, white, quickly moving
hands, and red fingernails.

“I'm almost positive it was in the newspapers I saw
them,” Billy said. “I'll think of it in a second. I'm sure I
will.”

There is nothing more tantalizing than a thing like this
that lingers just outside the borders of one’s memory. He
hated to give up.

“Now wait a minute,” he said. “Wait just a minute.
Mulholland . . . Christopher Mulholland . . . wasn't that
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the name of the Eton schoolboy who was on a walking
tour through the West Country, and then all of a
sudden . . .”

“Milk?” she said. *And sugar?”

“Yes, please. And then all of a sudden . . .”

“Eton schoolboy?” she said. “Oh no, my dear, that can’t
possibly be right because my Mr. Mulholland was certainly
not an Eton schoolboy when he came to me. He was a
Cambridge undergraduate. Come over here now and sit
next to me and warm yourself in front of this lovely fire.
Come on. Your tea’s all ready for you.” She patted the
empty place beside her on the sofa, and she sat there
smiling at Billy and waiting for him to come over.

He crossed the room slowly, and sat down on the edge
of the sofa. She placed his teacup on the table in front of
him.

“There we are,” she said. “How nice and cozy this is,
isn’t it?”

Billy started sipping his tea. She did the same. For half a
minute or so, neither of them spoke. But Billy knew that
she was looking at him. Her body was half turned toward
him, and he could feel her eyes resting on his face,
watching him over the rim of her teacup. Now and again,
he caught a whiff of a peculiar smell that seemed to
emanate directly from her person. It was not in the least
unpleasant, and it reminded him—well, he wasn’t quite
sure what it reminded him of. Pickled walnuts? New
leather? Or was it the corridors of a hospital?

At length, she said, “Mr. Mulholland was a great one for
his tea. Never in my life have I seen anyone drink as much
tea as dear, sweet Mr. Mulholland.”

“I suppose he left fairly recently,” Billy said. He was still
puzzling his head about the two names. He was positive
now that he had seen them in the newspapers—in the
headlines.

“Left?” she said, arching her brows. “But my dear boy,
he never left. He’s still here. Mr. Temple is also here.
They're on the fourth floor, both of them together.”

Billy set his cup down slowly on the table and stared at
his landlady. She smiled back at him, and then she put out
one of her white hands and patted him comfortingly on the
knee. “How old are you, my dear?” she asked.

“Seventeen.”
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“Seventeen!” she cried. “Oh, it’s the perfect age! Mr.
Mulholland was also seventeen. But I think he was a trifle
shorter than you are; in fact I'm sure he was, and his teeth
weren’t quite so white. You have the most beautiful teeth,
Mr. Weaver, did you know that?”

“They’re not as good as they look,” Billy said. “They’ve
got simply masses of fillings in them at the back.”

“Mr. Temple, of course, was a little older,” she said, ig-
noring his remark. “He was actually twenty-eight. And yet
I never would have guessed it if he hadn’t told me, never
in my whole life. There wasn’t a blemish on his body.”

“A what?” Billy said.

“His skin was just like a baby’s.”

There was a pause. Billy picked up his teacup and took
another sip of his tea, then he set it down again gently in
its saucer. He waited for her to say something else, but she
seemed to have lapsed into another of her silences. He sat
there staring straight ahead of him into the far corner of
the room, biting his lower lip.

“That parrot,” he said at last. “You know something? It
bad me completely fooled when I first saw it through the
window. I could have sworn it was alive.”

“Alas, no longer.”

“It's most terribly clever the way it’s been done,” he
said. “It doesn’t look in the least bit dead. Who did it?”

“I did.”

“You did?”

“Of course,” she said. “And have you met my little Basil
as well?” She nodded toward the dachshund curled up so
comfortably in front of the fire. Billy looked at it. And
suddenly, he realized that this animal had all the time been
just as silent and motionless as the parrot. He put out a
hand and touched it gently on the top of its back. The
back was hard and cold, and when he pushed the hair to
one side with his fingers, he could see the skin underneath,
grayish-black and dry and perfectly preserved.

“Good gracious me,” he said. “How absolutely fascinat-
ing.” He turned away from the dog and stared with deep
admiration at the little woman beside him on the sofa. “It
must be most awfully difficult to do a thing like that.”

“Not in the least.” she said. “I stuff all my little pets my-
self when they pass away. Will you have another cup of
tea?”
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“No, thank you,” Billy said. The tea tasted faintly of bit-
ter almonds, and he didn’t much care for it.

“You did sign the book, didn’t you?”

“Oh, yes.”

“That’s good. Because later on, if I happen to forget
what you were called, then I could always come down here
and look it up. I still do that almost every day with Mr,
Mutholland and Mr. ... Mr....”

“Temple,” Billy said. “Gregory Temple. Excuse my
asking, but haven’t there been any other guests here except
them in the last two or three years?”’

Holding her teacup high in one hand, inclining her head
slightly to the left, she looked up at him out of the corners
of her eyes and gave him another gentle little smile.

“No, my dear,” she said. “Only you.”



THREE WAYS TO ROB A BANK

Harold R. Daniels

The manuscript was neatly typed. The cover letter could
have been copied almost word for word from one of those
“Be an Author” publications, complete with the pro forma
“Submitted for publication at your usual rates.” Miss Bd-
wina Martin, assistant editor of Tales of Crime and Detec-
tion, read it first. Two things about it caught her attention.
One was the title—'“Three Ways to Rob a Bank. Method
1.” The other was the author’s name, Nathan Waite. Miss
Martin, who knew nearly every professional writer of
crime fiction in the United States and had had dealings
with most of them, didn’t recognize the name.

The letter lacked the usual verbosity of the fledgling
writer, but a paragraph toward the middle caught her eye.
“You may want to change the title because what Rawlings
did wasn’t really robbery. In fact, it’s probably legal. I am
now working on a story which I will call “Three Ways to
Rob a Bank. Method 2.’ I will send this to you when I fin-
ish having it retyped. Method 2 is almost certainly legal. If
you want to check Method 1, I suggest that you show this
to your own banker.”

Rawlings, it developed, was the protagonist in the story.
The story itself was crude and redundant; it failed to de-
velop its characters and served almost solely as a vehicle to
outline Method 1. The method itself had to do with the ex-
tension of credit to holders of checking accounts—one of
those deals where the bank urges holders of checking
accounts to write checks without having funds to back
them. The bank would extend credit. No papers. No notes.
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(The author’s distrust of this form of merchandising
emerged clearly in the story.)

Miss Martin’s first impulse was to send the story back
with a polite letter of rejection. (She never used the
heartless printed rejection slip.) But something about the
confident presentation of the method bothered her. She
clipped a memorandum to the manuscript, scrawled a large
question mark on it, and bucked it to the editor. It came
back next day with additional scrawling: *“This is an awful
piece of trash but the plan sounds almost real. Why don’t
you check it with Frank Wordell?”

Frank Wordell was a vice-president of the bank that
served Miss Martin’s publisher. She made a luncheon date
with him, handed him the letter and the manuscript, and
started to proofread some galleys while he looked it over.
She glanced up when she heard him suck in his breath. He
had turned a delicate shade of greenish white.

“Would it work?” she asked.

“I'm not quite sure,” the vice-president said, his voice
shaking. “I'd have to get an opinion from some of the
people in the Check Credit Department. But 1 think it
would.” He hesitated. “Good Lord, this could cost us mil-
lions. Listen—you weren’t thinking of publishing this, were
you? I mean, if it got into the hands of the public—"

Miss Martin, who had no great admiration for the
banking mentality, was noncommittal. “It needs work,” she
said. “We haven’t made a decision.”

The banker pushed his plate away. “And he says he's got
another one. His Method Two. If it's anything like this it
could ruin the entire banking business.” A thought came to
him. “He calls this ‘Three Ways to Rob a Bank.’ That
means there must be a Method Three. This is terrible! No,
no, we can'’t let you publish this and we must see this man
at once.” -

This was an unfortunate approach to use with Edwina
Martin who reached out her hand for the letter and
manuscript. “That is our decision to make,” she told him
coldly. It was only after he had pleaded the potential
destruction of the country’s economy that she let him take
the papers back to the bank. He was so upset that he
neglected to pay the luncheon check.

He called her several hours later. “We've held an
emergency meeting,” he told her. “The Check Credit
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people think that Method One would work. It might also
be legal but even if it isn’t it would cost us millions in law-
suits. Listen, Miss Martin, we want you to buy the story
and assign the copyright to us. Would that protect us
against him selling the story to someone else?”

“In its present form,” she told him. “But there would be
nothing to prevent him from writing another story using
the same method.” Remembering his failure to pay the
luncheon check, she was not inclined to be especially coop-
erative. “And we don’t buy material that we don’t intend to
publish.”

But after an emergency confrontation between a com-
mittee of the City Banking Association, called into extraor-
dinary session, and the publisher, it was decided to buy
Nathan Waite’s story and to lock the manuscript in the
deepest vault of the biggest bank. In the interest of the na-
tional economy.

“Economy,” Miss Martin decided, was an appropriate
word. During the confrontation a Saurian old capitalist
with a personal worth in the tens of millions brought up
the subject of payment to Nathan Waite. “I suppose we
must buy it,” he grumbled. “What do you pay for stories
of this type?”

Miss Martin, knowing the author had never been pub-
lished and hence had no “name” value, suggested a figure.
“Of course,” she said, “since it will never be published
there is no chance of foreign income or anthology fees, let
alone possible movie or TV rights.” (The Saurian visibly
shuddered.) “So I think it would be only fair to give the
author a little more than the usual figure.”

The Saurian protested. “No, no. Couldn’t think of it. Af-
ter all, we won’t ever get our money back. And we'll have
to buy Method Two and Method Three. Think of that.
Besides, we've still got to figure out a way to keep him
from writing other stories using the same methods. The
usual figure will have to do. No extras.”

Since there were thirty banks in the Association and
since the assessment for each would be less than ten dollars
per story, Miss Martin failed to generate any deep concern
for the Saurian.

That same day Miss Martin forwarded a check and a
letter to Nathan Waite. The letter explained that at this
time no publication date could be scheduled but that the
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editor was very anxious to see the stories explaining the
second and third ways to rob a bank. She signed the letter
with distaste. To a virgin author, she knew, the check was
insignificant compared with the glory of publication. Publi-
cation that was never to be.

A week later a letter and the manuscript for “Three
Ways to Rob a Bank. Method 2” arrived. The story was a
disaster but again the method sounded convincing. This
time it involved magnetic ink and data processing. By
prearrangement Miss Martin brought it to Frank Wordell's
office. He read it rapidly and shivered. “The man’s a
genius,” he muttered. “Of course, he’s had a lot of back-
ground in the field—"

“What was that? How would you know about his back-
ground?” Bdwina asked.

He said in an offhand manner, *“Oh, we’ve had him thor-
oughly checked out, of course. Had one of the best detec-
tive agencies in the business investigate him—ever since
you showed me that first letter. Couldn’t get a thing on
him.”

Miss Martin's voice was ominously flat. “Do you mean
to tell me that you had Mr. Waite investigated—a man
you only learned of through his correspondence with us?”

“Of course.” Wordell sounded faintly surprised. “A man
that has dangerous knowledge like he has. Couldn’t just
trust to Iuck that he wouldn’t do something with it besides
write stories. Oh, no, couldn’t let it drop. He worked in a
bank for years and years, you know. Small town in Con-
necticut. They let him go a year ago. Had to make room
for the president’s nephew. Gave him a pension though.
Ten percent of his salary.”

“Years and years, you said. How many years?”

“Oh, I don't remember. Have to look at the report.
Twenty-five, I think.”

“Then naturally he wouldn’t hold any resentment over
being let go,” she said dryly. She put out her hand. “Let
me see his lefter again.”

The letter that had accompanied the second manuscript
had cordially thanked the publisher for accepting the first

* story and for the check. One paragraph said, “I assume
you checked Method 1 with your banker as I suggested. I
hope you'll show him Method 2 also, just to be sure it
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would work. As I said in my first letter, it’s almost cer-
tainly legal.”

Miss Martin asked, “Is it legal?”

“Is what legal?”

“Method Two. The one you just read about.”

“Put it this way. It isn’t illegal. To make it illegal, every
bank using data processing would have to make some ma-
jor changes in its forms and procedures. It would take
months and in the meantime it could cost us even more
millions than Method One. This is a terrible thing, Miss
Martin—a terrible thing.”

Method 2 caused panic in the chambers of the City
Banking Association. There was general agreement that the
second story must also be bought immediately and seques-
tered forever. There was also general agreement that since
Method 3 might be potentially even more catastrophic,
there could be no more waiting for more stories from Mr.
Waite. (Miss Martin, who was present, asked if the price
of the second story could be raised in view of the fact that
Mr. Waite was now, having received one check, a profes-
sional author. Saurian pointed out that Waite hadn’t actu-
ally been published, so the extra expense was not justified.)

A plan was adopted. Miss Martin was to invite Mr.
Waite to come up from Connecticut, ostensibly for an au-
thor-editor chat. Actually he would be brought before a
committee chosen by the City Banking Association. “We’ll
have our lawyers there,” Saurian said. “We’ll put the fear
of the Lord into him. Make him tell us about that Method
Three. Pay him the price of another story if we have to.
Then we’ll work out some way to shut him up.”

With this plan Miss Martin and her fellow editors and
her publisher went along most reluctantly. She almost
wished that she had simply rejected Nathan Waite’s first
submission. Most particularly she resented the attitude of
the bankers., In their view, Nathan Waite was nothing
more than a common criminal.

She called Nathan Waite at his Connecticut home and
invited him to come in. The City Banking Association, she
resolved to herself, would pay his expenses, whatever
devious steps she might have to take to manage it.

His voice on the phone was surprisingly youthful and
had only a suggestion of Yankee twang. “Guess I'm pretty
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lucky selling two stories one right after the other. I'm sure
grateful, Miss Martin. And I'll be happy to come in and
see you. I suppose you want to talk about the next one.”

Her conscience nipped at her. “Well, yes, Mr. Waite.
Methods One and Two were so clever that there’s a lot of
interest in Method Three.”

“You just call me Nate, Miss. Now, one thing about
Method Three: there’s no question about it being legal,
The fact is, it's downright honest. Compared with One and
Two, that is. Speaking about One and Two, did you check
them with your banker? I figured you must have shown
him Method One before you bought the story. I was just
wondering if he was impressed by Method Two.”

She said faintly, “Oh, he was impressed all right.”

“Then I guess he'll be really interested in Method
Three.” ,

They concluded arrangements for his visit in two days
and hung up.

He showed up at Miss Martin’s office precisely on
time—a small man in his fifties with glistening white hair
combed in an old-fashioned part on one side. His face was
tanned and made an effective backdrop for his sharp blue
eyes. He bowed with a charming courtliness that made
Miss Martin feel even more of a Judas. She came from be-
hind her desk. “Mr. Waite—" she began.

“Nate.”

“All right, Nate. I'm disgusted with this whole arrange-
ment and I don’t know how we let ourselves be talked into
it. Nate, we didn't buy your stories to publish them. To be
honest—and it's about time—the stories are awful. We
bought them because the bank—the banks, I should say—
asked us to. They're afraid if the stories were published,
people would start actually using your methods.”

He frowned. “Awful, you say. I'm disappointed to hear
that. I thought the one about Method Two wasn’t that
bad.”

She put her hand on his arm in a gesture of sympathy
and looked up to see that he was grinning. “Of course they
were awful,” he said. “I deliberately wrote them that way. -
I'll bet it was almost as hard as writing good stuff. So the
banks felt the methods would work, eh? I'm not surprised.
I put a lot of thought into them.”

“They’re even more interested in Method Three,” she
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told him. “They want to meet you this afternoon and dis-
cuss buying your pext story. Actually, they want to pay
you not to write it. Or write anything else,” she added.

“It won’t be any great loss to the literary world. Who
will we be meeting? The City Banking Association? An old
fellow who looks like a crocodile?”

Miss Edwina Martin, with the feel for a plot developed
after reading thousands of detective stories, stepped back
and looked at him. “You know all about this,” she accused
him.
He shook his head. “Not all about it. But I sort of
planned it. And I felt it was working out the way I planned
when they put a detective agency to work investigating
me.”

“They had no business doing that,” she said angrily. “I
want you to know that we had nothing to do with it. We
didn’t even know about it until afterwards. And I'm not
going to the meeting with you. I wash my hands of the
whole business. Let them buy your next story themselves.”

“I want you to come,” he said. “You just might enjoy
it.”

She agreed on condition that he hold out for more
money than her publisher had ostensibly been paying him.
“I sort of planned on charging a bit more,” he told her. “1
mean, seeing they're that much interested in Method
Three.”

At lunch he told her something of his banking career
and a great deal more about his life in a small Connecticut
town. This plain-speaking, simple man, she learned, was an
amateur mathematician of considerable reputation. He was
an authority on cybernetics and a respected astronomer.

Over coffee some of his personal philosophy emerged. “I
wasn’t upset when the bank let me go,” he said. “Nepotism
is always with us. I could have been a tycoon in a big-city
bank, I suppose. But I was content to make an adequate
living and it gave me time to do the things I really liked to
do. 'm basically lazy. My wife died some years after we
were married and there wasn’t anybody to push me along
harder than I wanted to go.

“Besides, there's something special about a small bank in
a small town. You know everyone's problems, money and
otherwise, and you can break rules now and then to help
people out. The banker, in his way,.is almost as important
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as the town doctor.” He paused. “It’s not like that any
more. It’s all regimented and computerized and dehuman-
ized. You don’t have a banker in the old sense of the word.
You have a financial executive who’s more and more just a
part of a large corporation, answerable to a board of direc-
tors. He has to work by a strict set of rules that don’t allow
for any of the human factors.”

Miss Martin, fascinated, signaled for more coffee.

“Like making out a deposit slip,” he went on. “Used to
be you walked into the bank and filled out the slip with
your name and address and the amount you wanted to de-
posit. It made a man feel good and it was good for him.
‘My name is John Doe and I earned this money and here is
where I live and I want you to save this amount of money
for me.’ And you took it up to the cashier and passed the
time of day for a minute.”

Nate put sugar in his coffee. “Pretty soon there won’t be
any cashiers. Right now you can’t fill out a deposit slip in
most banks, They send you computer input cards with
your name and number on them. All you fill in is the date
and amount. The money they save on clerical work they
spend on feeble-minded TV advertising. It was a TV ad for
a bank that inspired me to write those stories.”

Miss Martin smiled. “Nate, you used us.” The smile
faded. “But even if you hold them up for the Method
Three story, it won’t hurt anything but their feelings. The
money won’t come out of their pockets and even several
thousands of dollars wouldn’t mean anything to them.”

He said softly, “The important thing is to make them re-
alize that any mechanical system that man can devise, man
can beat. If I can make them realize that the human ele-
ment can’t be discarded, I'll be satisfied. Now then, I sup-
pose we should be getting along to the meeting.”

Miss Martin, who had felt concern for Nathan Waite,
felt suddenly confident. Nate could emerge as a match for
a dozen Saurians.

A committee of twelve members of the City Banking
Association, headed by the Saurian, and flanked by a
dozen lawyers, awaited them. Nathan Waite nodded as he
entered the committee room. The Saurian said, “Youre

* Waite?”
Nate said quietly, “Mr. Waite.”
A young lawyer in an impeccable gray suit spoke out.
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“Those stories that you wrote and that we paid for. You
realize that your so-called methods are illegal?”

“Son, I helped write the banking laws for my state and 1
do an odd job now and then for the Federal Reserve
Board. I'd be happy to talk banking law with you.”

An older lawyer said sharply, “Shut up, Andy.” He
turned to Nate. “Mr. Waite, we don't know if your first
two methods are criminal or not. We do know it could cost
a great deal of money and trouble to conduct a test case
and- in the meantime, if either Method One or Two got
into the hands of the public, it would cause incalculable
harm and loss. We'd like some assurance that this won’t
happen.”

“You bought the stories describing the first two methods.
I'm generally considered an honorable man. As Miss Mar-
tin here might put it, I won’t use the same plots again.”

Gray Suit said cynically, “Not this week, maybe. How
about next week? You think you've got us over a barrel.”

The older lawyer said furiously, “I told you to shut up,
Andy,” and turned to Nate again. “I'm Peter Hart,” he
said, “I apologize for my colleague. I accept the fact that
you are an honorable man, Mr. Waite.”

Saurian interrupted. “Never mind all that. What about
Method Three—the third way to rob a bank, Is it as
sneaky as the first two?”

Nate said mildly, “As I told Miss Martin, ‘rob’ is a
misnomer. Methods One and Two are unethical, perhaps
illegal, methods for getting money from a bank. Method
Three is legal beyond the shadow of a doubt. You have my
word for that.”

Twelve bankers and twelve lawyers began talking simul-
taneously. Saurian quieted the furor with a lifted hand.
“And you mean it will work just as well as the first two
methods?”

“I'm positive of it.”

“Then we’ll buy it. Same price as the first two stories
and you won’t even have to write it. Just tell us what
Method Three is. And we'll give you $500 for your
promise never to write another story.” Saurian sank back,
overwhelmed by his own generosity. Peter Hart looked dis-
gusted. '

Nathan Waite shook his head. “I've got a piece of paper
here,” he said. “It was drawn up by the best contract law-



104 HAROLD R. DANIELS

yer in my state. Good friend of mine. I'll be glad to let Mr.
Hart look it over. What it calls for is that your association
pay me $25,000 a year for the rest of my life and that pay-
ments be made thereafter in perpetuity to various chari-
table organizations to be named in my will.”

Bedlam broke loose. Miss Martin felt like cheering and
she caught a smile of admiration on Peter Hart’s face.

Nate waited patiently for the commotion to die down.
When he could be heard he said. “That’s too much money
to pay for just a story. So, as the contract specifies, I'll
serve as consultant to the City Banking Association—call it
Consultant in Human Relations. That’s a nice-sounding
title. Being a consultant, of course, I'll be too busy to write
any more stories. That’s in the contract too.”

Gray Suit was on his feet, yelling for attention. “What
about Method Three? Is that explained in the contract?
We’ve got to know about Method Three!”

Nate nodded. “I'll tell you about it as soon as the con-
tract is signed.”

Peter Hart held up his hand for quiet. “If you'll wait in
the ante-room, Mr. Waite, we'd like to discuss the contract
among ourselves.”

Nate waited with Miss Martin. “You were tremendous,”
she said. “Do you think they’ll agree?”

“I'm sure they will. They might argue about Clause
Seven—gives me the right to approve or disapprove of all
TV bank commercials.” His eyes twinkled. “But they're so
scared of Method Three I think they'll agree to even that.”

Five minutes later Peter Hart called them back to face a
subdued group of committee members. “We have decided
that the Association badly needs a Consultant in Human
Relations,” he said. “Mr. Graves”—he nodded toward a
deflated Saurian—*and myself have signed in behalf of the
City Banking Association. By the way, the contract is
beautifully drafted—there’s no possibility of a legal
loophole. You have only to sign it yourself.”

Gray Suit was on his feet again. “Wait a minute,” he
shouted. “He still hasn’t told us about Method Three.”

Nate reached for the contract. “Oh, yes,” he murmured,
after he had signed it, “‘Three Ways to Rob a Bank.
Method Three." Well, it's really quite simple, This is
Method Three.”
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Miriam Allen deFord

The two men came into the big house silently, by the back
door where neighbors could not see them. They had no key
to the front door, and nobody would have opened it if they
had rung the bell.

“All right,” Ferguson said. “We stopped and had a drink
or two. Is it any of your—"

Girdner looked at him coldly.

“It's very much my business. Do it once more and the
deal’s off. I'll find someone else. Go to your room, both of
you.” i

She was due any minute.

She was late, as usual, Girdner grimaced. She'd be late
for her own funeral.

As well as for her husband's.

It was almost 1 A.M. when he heard the car drive up.

That was the one dangerous moment.
. It was a dark moonless night; he had thought of every-
thing, as he always did. He did not turn on the porch light,
just opened the door softly to let her in. Then he himself
drove her car to the side of the house, where the bushes
were thick. To have directed her where to leave it would
have meant an argument. He was soon back and shut the
door behind him.

She was standing in the hall, waiting. He did not ask her
into the living room.

“Is everything ready?” she asked in that arrogant tone of
hers.
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“Is everything ready with you?” he retorted. When it
came to arrogance he could beat her hands down.

She smiled. “You mean the money? I brought it—half
now and half—afterwards.”

Girdner swallowed his anger.

“That was not the arrangement, madam. You are buying
something, I am selling it. If you did not know I possessed
what you want and could guarantee delivery, you would
not have come to me in the first place. I must pay off my
men tomorrow morning. Pay me what is due and that’s the
end of it.” )

She shook her head stubbornly. Girdner clenched his
fists,

“What are you afraid of?” he said. “Blackmail? I am a
tradesman. When my merchandise is sold I am no longer
concerned with the customer.”

“Not you—the men you've hired.”

“That is the exact word—I hired them. I have hired
them before and shall undoubtedly hire them again, or oth-
ers like them. They are technicians—specialists. They have
no interest except in doing their job and getting paid for it.

“Besides, please remember that in both my case and
theirs, any future dissatisfaction would inevitably involve
you. Neither of us could accuse the other without that. It
protects us both—or all of us, if you prefer.”

Reluctantly she opened her alligator-skin bag. He count-
ed the currency carefully, inspecting the bills for number
sequence and ratio of denominations. He laid the pile casu-
ally on the hall table, then reopened the door.

“Good night, madam, and goodbye. Don’t turn on your
car lights until you reach the highway.” He smiled thinly.
“After tomorrow your dreams will come true. Congrat-
ulations.”

He closed and bolted the door after her, listened until he
heard the car drive away, picked up the pile of notes,
turned out the ball lamp, and climbed the stairs.

He went straight to bed and slept soundly for eight
hours.

Dunlap, the deaf-mute whom Girdner had rescued from.
the slums years before, and who served him with slavish
loyalty, gave Coates and Ferguson their breakfast in the
kitchen. Girdner had his on a tray in his bedroom. When
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he had eaten, bathed, shaved, and dressed he came down
to his study and rang for the two men to join him.

He looked them over with a critical eye: Coates, the
larger one, was calm and taciturn as always, but Ferguson
looked jittery and hung over. Girdner made a mental note
to replace him on the next contract. He would do today,
though; he was there only as an assistant to Coates, and
Coates could be depended on to follow orders and handle
things competently, as long as his pay was safely in his
pocket. '

There was plenty of time: James Wardle Blakeney never
showed up in his office before 11:30 A.M.

“You know what to do,” Girdner said crisply. “Any
questions?”

Ferguson fidgeted. “Just the same as the Sanchez case,
ain’t it?”

“Utterly unlike the Sanchez case,” Girdner snapped.
“That was a straight snatch and the outcome was acciden-
tal. This time we're being paid to see that there is an acci-
dent.” Ferguson had the bad taste to snicker. Yes, he must
go, Girdner decided, and of course that meant he must be
eliminated. How could a man of his experience deteriorate
so? Coates, .Girdner noticed, was frowning; he must be
thinking the same thing.

“Besides,” Girdner added, “you ought to have better
sense than to mention old business.”

“Oh, sure, sure,” said Ferguson nervously. I wonder,
Girdner thought, if this is because he let himself get mar-
ried? Marriage ruined a good man in their line of work.
Very deliberately he caught Coates’s eye, and, out of Fer-
guson’s sight-range, put several more bills on one of the
two piles he had placed on the desk. Coates nodded imper-
ceptibly.

“Here’s your money,” Girdner said. “Count it and then
start out. You know the schedule and you've got your
plane tickets. Bverything okay?”

- “QOh, sure, sure,” Ferguson said again, stuffing his bills in
a pocket without looking at them. Coates counted his care-
fully, nodded again, and put the money in his wallet.
Goodbye, Ferguson, thought Girdner; he’d be joining
James Wardle Blakeney before the day was over.

The two left by the back door. Girdner listened till he
heard it close and heard Dunlap slip the bolt. Then, his
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worries over, he leaned back in his chair and lighted his
first cigar of the day. Another good business deal taken
care of. I think, he meditated, I'll give myself a rest—
maybe make a trip somewhere before I take on another
job. No sense in being greedy.

James Wardle Blakeney, if he had known it, had several
traits in common with Augustus Girdner: he was aloof,
proud, independent, stubborn, and punctual. He also had a
number of traits quite unlike Girdner’s, but they were of
no importance at the moment.

For the sake of keeping in trim—a matter of vanity for
a forty-four-year-old man with a twenty-six-year-old
wife—whenever he was in town he made a point of walk-
ing the mile and a half from his townhouse to his office
suite, no matter what the weather was, short of a hurricane
or blizzard. He always took the same route, walking fast,
paying no attention to his surroundings, his mind on the
problems awaiting him. .

The big problem today was the Metropolitan merger.
Should he or should he not use that new gadget during the
impending luncheon conference? Was it ethical? Could the
beneficial results of its use outweigh its dubious propriety?
Newnham, he reflected, was a slippery customer; he would
undoubtedly have used it if he had been the one to acquire
it. Yes, he decided, he would. He patted his breast pocket.
Amazing, what technology could accomplish nowadays!

At which moment, to his annoyance, he was accosted by
a man walking in the opposite direction. It annoyed him
especially because he did not recognize the dapper, smiling
little man who stood before him, his hand expectantly held
out to be shaken.

“Mr. Blakeney!” the man said, his teeth gleaming. “How
nice to see you again!”

Blakeney met too many people, in too many con-
nections. No memory could fasten all their faces to their
names. Moreover, he was noting uneasily, his memory no
longer had the elasticity of twenty years ago. But politeness
compelled him to take the proffered hand. :

“Nice to see you, too, uh—" he began, hoping he was
not being so abrupt as to offend someone who might feel
he had a claim to be remembered.

But the little man, instead of speaking, grasped Blake-
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ney’s hand with a quite surprising strength, and to the
financier’s bewilderment and alarm pulled him like a reeled
fish to a car that had stopped at the curb. Before Blakeney
could collect his wits—he had been deep in what he was
going to do about the Metropolitan merger—another man,
this one big and burly, reached out for his other arm. Be-
tween the two of them he was dragged bodily into the car
and in less than a minute he was sprawled on the floor of
the back seat, gagged, blind-folded, with a rug over him
and the big man’s feet planted firmly on his spine. Blake-
ney squirmed and gurgled ineffectively as the car proceeded
decorously down the street.

Blakeney ceased squirming very soon. It was obvious
that he was being kidnaped for ransom; he thought that
kind of thing had gone out before World War II. But he
remembered very well the accounts he had read of similar
occurrences, and it was the victims who had kept their
heads and used their wits who not only had come out of it
unhurt but had been able to lead the police to the criminals
and in some cases had even recovered the ransom money.
All his senses were blocked except for his ears, but he
could use them.

He knew the routine by heart. He would be taken to an
isolated hideaway and kept incommunicado, while the kid-
napers either sent a ransom note to his wife or phoned her
or contacted one of his business associates. It would proba-
bly be the latter, since Iris had no idea where or how to
obtain the considerable sum which would of course be de-
manded. She or his associate would be warned not to no-
tify the police; but they would do so, under cover, he
feared. He would rather they didn’t; unhappy things oc-
curred to the kidnaped if their go-betweens didn’t obey
orders.

He heard when they turned onto the throughway, he
heard when they left it and the paved highway changed to
a dirt road, and other cars passing them became fewer and
then nonexistent. Near every large city, within easy riding
distance, there are still enclaves of undeveloped or aban-
doned land, where no one is likely to interfere. These men
were professionals; they would have their hiding place
prepared. He had a fairly good idea of the direction in
which they had come from the city, and he could recall
several such spots which at one time or another he had
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passed in his car and scarcely noted. There must be, he
imagined, a rundown house on one of them.

Sure enough, the auto stopped—a ramshackle jalopy,
from the feel of it, which again proved the expertise of
these criminals: no doubt they had picked it up cheap in
some used-car lot, and all that was required of the car was
its ability to take them where they were going and back
again, minus him and a keeper; after that the car would be
dumped somewhere in a side street. No complications with
stolen cars, that way. With his talent for administration
Blakeney almost approved the arrangements: they were
neat and businesslike.

“Qut,” said the big man in the rear, raising his feet from
Blakeney’s rug-covered body. It was the first word the big
man had spoken. The rug was snatched off, and Blakeney
wriggled stiffly to the open door and then to his feet on the
rough ground.

He had a vague impression of trees around him; cer-
tainly there was one close by, against which he steadied
himself until the pins and needles in his arms and legs sub-
sided. Now they would hustle him into the house, which
must be very near, and into a dark room which would be
his prison cell until he was ransomed. He did not dream
there was no house within a mile in any direction.

“Okay,” said Ferguson. “Move away.”

He was talking to Coates, who let go of Blakeney’s arm.
Ferguson stepped between two of the scrub pines in this
cut-over tract and aimed carefully for the back of Blake-
ney’s neck.

Blakeney fell prone, heavily, without a sound. There was
a momentary twitch, and then he was still.

“Pretty good, eh?” Ferguson chortled. He laughed, a
high whinnying laugh.

“Clean as a whistle,” Coates agreed. “You always are,
I've heard.” Now for the changes in the original plan.

Ferguson was all keyed up. Coates looked at him in dis-
gust. Girdner was right: Ferguson had been a useful man
in his time, but his time was over. He had become
expendable. -

“Well, now,” said Ferguson excitedly, “you roll him
over—he's heavy. We'll leave his wallet on him—they have
to find the identity cards—but a guy like that must carry
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plenty of cash, and there’s no reason we shouldn’t have it.
Kind of a bonus,” he tittered.

Plan change number one: no money must be taken from
Blakeney or the police would know there had been a third
person present. No time to waste.

Ferguson had his gun back in the holster and was light-
ing a cigarette. He kept on chattering and moving around.

. “Then, as soon as we get that done, back in the car and
off, eh? Get to the city, dump this heap where you said,
and then we can separate and each beat it to the airport,
and you go your way and I'll go mine. You ever do a job
for Girdner before?”

“Twice,” said Coates. “You?”

“More than that. But never one like this—just ordinary
torpedo jobs.” He laughed. “This one sure is a dilly, isn’t
it? That guy Girdner—what a brain!”

“Zip your lip,” said Coates. Loose talk was one thing he
abominated.

Ferguson laughed again. He kept on chattering. “Who's
to hear, except you and our deceased friend here? Gosh,
did you ever hear of a setup like this one? How to become
a wealthy widow in one swoop! Wonder how she got on to
Girdner in the first place?”

“Same way we did,” said Coates. “Syndicate con-
nections. She’s not a floozie but she’s sure no ministering
angel. Probably she had it all worked out from the begin-
ning. Now if you’ll just—"

“Okay, okay, let me get my breath first. No hurry.
Yeah, I guess that was it. She's half his age and twice as
pretty!” Ferguson giggled. “He probably picked her up in a
bar in the first place, and then she trapped him. I kind of
admire her. Of course Girdner must have worked out the
details with her; but the whole thing—to write the ransom
note to herself—at Girdner's dictation, I suppose, and he'd
see she had a safe typewriter that could be got rid of after-
wards—then to spill it to the fuzz, after she’d the same as
paid the ransom already—and you can bet it was a big
one—we got good pay but it’s only a small bit of the main
amount—"

Coates had had enough. “Hey!” he said harshly. “Look
therel”

Startled, Ferguson turned. Instantly Coates, twice Fer-
guson’s weight and strength, seized him, dragged Fer-
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guson’s gun out again—both bullets must come from the
same weapon—and before the smaller man could collect
his thoughts, Coates shot him through the temple, the gun
close enough to leave a powder burn.

Ferguson slumped in a heap. Deftly Coates fastened the
dead hand around the gun. No need to wipe for his own
fingerprints—on the car, either; he hadn’t touched a thing
that would show any, and Ferguson’s didn’t matter any
more.

Plan change number two: he couldn’t take the car. That
would be another give-away that a third person had been
concerned. Well, it was early yet, and not more than four
or five miles to the nearest bus station in a small town.
Anything left to do?

Yeah, Ferguson’s share of the money; he, Coates, had
earned it, and besides, it would look suspicious if Ferguson
bad too much on him. He took all but the reasonable sum
Ferguson might be expected to carry, and transferred the
notes, with his own larger share, to the money belt he had
brought along to keep his pockets from bulging. Ferguson’s
air-flight ticket? No, leave that; it would lead them to Fer-
guson even before they identified his prints. Coates hitched
his trousers and looked around to make sure nothing had
been forgotten.

All set. Ferguson had bought the car, Coates had never
set eyes on the little man till they had met at Girdner’s yes-
terday, so there was nothing to connect them. Just one
question: should he hasten the discovery by an anonymous
phone call? Girdner had made it plain that Blakeney’s
body must be found promptly; a dead husband had to be
produced before the will could be probated. This place was
isolated, but wouldn’t hunters or kids or hikers taking a
short cut be likely to stumble on it within the next day or
s0? Maybe not.

Well, before he took the bus he’d phone police head-
quarters in the city, give them the tip, and hang up. She
was going to call the cops the minute she got the ransom
letter she had mailed to herself, and by then it would be all
over the newspapers and TV,

With a last glance at the satisfactory tableau Coates
started confidently down the dirt road to the highway, alert
to conceal himself at the sight of any wayfarer. Nothing
living crossed his path except one lone jack rabbit. With
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his present luck, few cars would be on the highway at this
time of day, and if he saw one coming he would start to
jog. He didn’t dress as square as Girdner, but he looked
square enough to be taken for a devotee of the new fad of
jogging; nobody would mistake him for a hitchhiker, any-
way, and stop to pick him up.

He strode on, smiling at the memory of the sudden ter-
ror on Ferguson’s face in the second before he died. Let
them try to puzzle out why the kidnaper had killed his vic-
tim and then suddenly, for some inexplicable reason, killed
himself with the same weapon.

A good job, well done, Coates gloated. A thoroughly
professional job, no loose ends.

Everything went like clockwork. Iris Blakeney wasn't
even nervous. You couldn't be nervous, not with an entre-
preneur like Girdner in charge. All she had to do was fol-
low his instructions precisely, and she did. Apparently one
of his men had even phoned in a tip to insure the quick
discovery of poor James, for his body had been found be-
fore dark that same evening.

She rehearsed herself in the shock and grief the news
should bring her. Soon the phone would begin to ring, and
then she would be besieged by reporters and by James’s
friends and relatives and business associates. Thank heaven
she had none of her own. Only a week or so of fuss and
bother, and then her new, her wonderful new life would
start. Yes, a ring at the front door already; she tensed for
the first encounter as she heard the maid go to the door.

Two men were ushered in. They were in civilian clothes
but of course she recognized them as detectives. “Have
you—have you any news?” she asked quaveringly, as if she
hadn’t heard on TV.

She listened in utter dismay as one of them began to re-
cite the litany which precedes every arrest since the
Miranda ruling. “What on earth—" she began, switching
quickly from shock to outrage.

“Come off it, sister,” said the other detective wearily.
“Know what we found in the breast pocket of your hus-
band’s suit? One of those nice new little mini-tape-record-
ers. And when he fell it hit the ground and activated it-
self. And boy, has it been talking!”



GOODBYE, POPS

Joe Gores

I got off the Greyhound and stopped to draw icy Min-
nesota air into my lungs. A bus had brought me from
Springfield, Illinois, to Chicago the day before; a second
bus had brought me here. I caught my passing reflection in
the window of the old-fashioned depot—a tall hard man
with a white and savage face, wearing an ill-fitting over-
coat. I caught another reflection, too, one that froze my
guts: a cop in uniform. Could they already know it was
someone else in that burned-out car?

Then the cop turned away, chafing his arms with gloved
hands through 'his blue stormcoat, and I started breathing
again. I went quickly over to the cab line. Only two hack-
ies were waiting there; the front one rolled down his win-
dow as I came up.

“You know the Miller place north of town?"” I asked. He
looked me over. “I know it. Five bucks—now.”

I paid him from the money I'd rolled a drunk for in
Chicago and eased back against the rear seat. As he nursed
the cab out ice-rimed Second Street, my fingers gradually
relaxed from their rigid chopping position. I deserved to go
back inside if I let a clown like this get to me.

“Old man Miller’s pretty sick, I hear.” He half turned to
catch me with a corner of an eye. “You got business with
him?”

“Yeah. My own.”

That ended that conversation. It bothered me that Pops
was sick enough for this clown to know about it; but
maybe my brother Rod being vice-president at the bank
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would explain that. There was a lot of new construction
and a freeway west of town with a tricky overpass to the
old county road. A mile beyond a new subdivision were
the two hundred wooded hilly acres I knew so well.

After my break from the federal pen at Terre Haute, In-
diana, two days before, I'd gotten outside their cordon
through woods like these. I'd gone out in a prison truck, in
a pail of swill meant for the prison farm pigs, had headed
straight west, across the Illinois line. I'm good in open
country, even when I'm in prison condition, so by dawn I
was in a hayloft near Paris, Illinois, some twenty miles
from the pen. You can do what you have to do.

The cabby stopped at the foot of the private road, look-
ing dubious. “Listen, buddy, I know that's been plowed,
but it looks damned icy. If I try it and go into the ditch—"

“T’ll walk from here.”

I waited beside the road until he’d driven away, then let
the north wind chase me up the hill and into the leafless
hardwoods. The cedars that Pops and I had put in as a
windbreak were taller and fuller; rabbit paths were pound-
ed hard into the snow under the barbed-wire tangles of
wild raspberry bushes. Under the oaks at the top of the hill
was the old-fashioned, two-story house, but I detoured to
the kennels first. The snow was deep and undisturbed in-
side them. No more foxhounds. No cracked corn in the
bird feeder outside the kitchen window, either. I rang the
front doorbell.

My sister-in-law Edwina, Rod’s wife, answered it. She
was three years younger than my thirty-five, and she’d
started wearing a girdle.

“Good Lordl Chris!” Her mouth tightened. “We
dido’t—"

“Ma wrote that the old man was sick.” She’d written, all
right. Your father is very ill. Not that you have ever cared
if any of us lives or dies . . . And then Edwina decided
that my tone of voice had given her something to get
righteous about.

“I’'m amazed you’d have the nerve to come here, even if
they did let you out on parole or something.” So nobody
had been around asking yet. “If you plan to drag the
family name through the mud again—"

I pushed by her into the hallway. “What’s wrong with
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the old man?” I called him Pops only inside myself, where
no one could hear.

“He’s dying, that’s what's wrong with him.”

She said it with a sort of baleful pleasure. It hit me, but
I just grunted and went by into the living room. Then the
old girl called down from the head of the stairs.

“Eddy? What—who is it?”

“Just—a salesman, Ma. He can wait until Doctor’s
gone.”

Doctor. As if some damned croaker was generic physi-
cian all by himself. When he came downstairs Edwina
tried to hustle him out before I could see him, but I caught
his arm as he poked it into his overcoat sleeve.

“Like to see you a minute, Doc. About old man Miller.”

He was nearly six feet, a couple of inches shorter than
me, but outweighing me forty pounds. He pulled his arm
free.

“Now see here, fellow—"

I grabbed his lapels and shook him, just enough to pop a
button off his coat and put his glasses awry on his nose.
His face got red.

“Qld family friend, Doc.” I jerked a thumb at the stairs.
“What'’s the story?”

It was dumb, dumb as hell, of course, asking him; at any
second the cops would figure out that the farmer in the
burned-out car wasn’'t me after all. I'd dumped enough
gasoline before I struck the match so they couldn't lift
prints off anything except the shoe I'd planted: but they'd
make him through dental charts as soon as they found out
he was missing. When they did they’d come here asking
questions, and then the croaker would realize who I was.
But I wanted to know whether Pops was as bad off as Ed-
wina said he was, and I've never been a patient man.

The croaker straightened his suit coat, striving to regain
lost dignity. “He—Judge Miller is very weak, too weak to
move. He probably won’t last out the week.” His eyes
searched my face for pain, but there’s nothing like a fed-
eral pen to give you control. Disappointed, he said, “His
lungs. I got to it much too late, of course. He’s resting eas-
ily.”

I jerked the thumb again. “You know your way out.”

Edwina was at the head of the stairs, her face righteous
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again. It seems to run in the family, even with those who
married in. Only Pops and I were short of it.

“Your father is very ill. I forbid you—"

“Save it for Rod; it might work on him.”

In the room I could see the old man’s arm hanging limp-
ly over the edge of the bed, with smoke from the cigarette
between his fingers running up to the ceiling in a thin unwav-
ering blue line. The upper arm, which once had measured
an honest eighteen and had swung his small tight fist
against the side of my head a score of times, could not
even hold a cigarette up in the air. It gave me the same
wrench as finding a good foxhound that’s gotten mixed up
with a bobcat.

The old girl came out of her chair by the foot of the
bed, her face blanched. I put my arms around her. “Hi,
Ma,” I said. She was rigid inside my embrace, but I knew
she wouldn't pull away. Not there in Pops’s room.

He had turned his head at my voice. The light glinted
from his silky white hair. His eyes, translucent with immi-
nent death, were the pure, pale blue of birch shadows on
fresh snow.

“Chris,” he said in a weak voice. “Son of a biscuit, boy
« . . I'm glad to see you.”

“You ought to be, you lazy devil,” I said heartily. I
pulled off my suit jacket and hung it over the back of the
chair, and tugged off my tie. “Getting so lazy that you let
the foxhounds go!™

“That’s enough, Chris.” She tried to put steel into it.

“Pll just sit here a little, Ma,” I said easily. Pops
wouldn’t have long, I knew, and any time I got with him
would have to do me. She stood in the doorway, a dark in-
decisive shape; then she turned and went silently out, prob-
ably to phone Rod at the bank.

For the next couple of hours I did most of the talking;
Pops just lay there with his eyes shut, like he was asleep.
But then he started in, going way back, to the trapline he
and I had run when I'd been a kid; to the big white-tail
buck that followed him through the woods one rutting sea-
son until Pops whacked it on the nose with a tree branch.
It was only after his law practice had ripened into a
judgeship that we began to draw apart; I guess that in my
twenties I was too wild, too much what he’d been himself
thirty years before. Only I kept going in that direction.
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About seven o’clock my brother Rod called from the
doorway. I went out, shutting the door behind me. Rod was
taller than me, broad and big-boned, with an athlete’s
frame—but with mush where his guts should have been.
He had close-set pale eyes and not quite enough chin, and
hadn’t gone out for football in high school.

“My wife reported the vicious things you said to her.” It
was his best give-the-teller-hell voice. “We've talked this
over with Mother and we want you out of here tonight.
We want—"

“You want? Until he kicks off it’s still the old man’s
house, isn’t it?”

He swung at me then—being Rod, it was a right-hand
lead—and I blocked it with an open palm. Then I back-
handed him, hard, twice across the face each way, jerking
his head from side to side with the slaps, and crowding him
up against the wall. I could have fouled his groin to bend
him over, then driven locked hands down on the back of
his neck as I jerked a knee into his face; and I wanted to.
The need to get away before they came after me was
gnawing at my gut like a weasel in a trap gnawing off his
own paw to get loose.- But I merely stepped away from
him.

“You—you murderous animall” He had both hands up
to his cheeks like a woman might have done. Then his eyes
widened theatrically, as the realization struck him. I won-
dered why it had taken so long. “You've broken out!” he
gasped. “Escaped! a fugitive from—from justice!”

“Yeah. And I'm staying that way. I know you, kid, all of
you. The last thing any of you want is for the cops to take
me here.” I tried to put his tones into my voice.. “Oh! The
scandal!l”

“But they'll be after you—"

“T!Jey think I'm dead,” I said flatly. “I went off an icy
road in a stolen car in down-state Illinois, and it rolled and
burned with me inside.”

His voice was hushed, almost horror-stricken. “You
mean—that there is a body in the car?”

“Right-”

I knew what he was thinking, but I didn’t bother to tell
hxm. the truth—that the old farmer who was driving me to
Springfield, because he thought my doubled-up fist in the
overcoat pocket was a gun, hit a patch of ice and took the
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car right off the lonely country road. He was impaled on
the steering post, so I took his shoes and put one of mine
on his foot. The other I left, with my fingerprints on it, ly-
ing near enough so they'd find it but not so near that it'd
burn along with the car. Rod wouldn’t have believed the
truth anyway. If they caught me, who would?

I said, “Bring me up a bottle of bourbon and a carton of
cigarettes, And make sure Bddy and Ma keep their mouths
shut if anyone asks about me.” I opened the door so Pops
could hear. “Well, thanks, Rod. It is nice to be home
again.”

Solitary in the pen makes you able to stay awake easily
or snatch sleep easily, whichever is necessary. I stayed
awake for the last thirty-seven hours that Pops had, leaving
the chair by his bed only to go to the bathroom and to lis-
ten at the head of the stairs whenever I heard the phone or
the doorbell ring. Each time I thought: This is it. But my
Iuck held. If they'd just take long enough so I could stay
until Pops went; the second that happened, I told myself,
I'd be on my way. i

Rod and Edwina and Ma were there at the end, with
Doctor hovering in the background to make sure he got
paid. Pops finally moved a pallid arm and Ma sat down
quickly on the edge of the bed—a small, erect, rather in-
domitable woman with a face made for wearing a lor-
gnette. She wasn’t crying yet; instead, she looked purely
luminous in a way.

“Hold my hand, Eileen.” Pops paused for the terrible
strength to speak again. “Hold my hand. Then I won't be
frightened.”

She took his hand and he almost smiled, and shut his
eyes. We waited, listening to his breathing get slower and
slower and then just stop, like a grandfather clock running
down. Nobody moved, nobody spoke. I looked around at
them, so soft, so unused to death, and I felt like a marten
in a brooding house. Then Ma began to sob.

It was a blustery day with snow flurries. I parked the
jeep in front of the funeral chapel and went up the slippery
walk with wind plucking at my coat, telling myself for the
hundredth time just how nuts I was to stay for the service.
By now they had to know that the dead farmer wasn’t me;
by now some smart prison censor had to remember Ma’s
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letter about Pops being sick. He was two days dead, and I
should have been in Mexico by this time. But it didn't
seem complete yet, somehow. Or maybe I was kidding my-
self, maybe it was just the old need to put down authority
that always ruins guys like me.

From a distance it looked like Pops but up close you
could see the cosmetics and that his collar was three sizes
too big. I felt his hand: it was a statue’s hand, unfamiliar
except for the thick, slightly down-curved fingernails.

Rod came up behind me and said, in a voice meant only
for me, “After today I want you to leave us alone. I want
you out of my house.”

“Shame on you, brother,” 1 grinned. “Before the will is
even read, too.”

We followed the hearse through snowy streets at the
proper funeral pace, lights burning. Pallbearers wheeled
the heavy casket out smoothly on oiled tracks, then set it
on belts over the open grave. Snow whipped and swirled
from a gray sky, melting on the metal and forming rivulets
down the sides.

I left when the preacher started his scam, impelled by
the need to get moving, get away, yet impelled by another
urgency, too. I wanted something out of the house before
all the mourners arrived to eat and guzzle. The guns and
ammo already had been banished to the garage, since Rod
never had fired a round in his life; but it was easy to dig
out the beautiful little .22 target pistol with the long barrel.
Pops and I had spent hundreds of hours with that gun, so
the grip was worn smooth and the blueing was gone from
the metal that had been out in every sort of weather.

Putting the jeep on four-wheel I ran down through the
trees to a cut between the hills, then went along on foot
through the darkening hardwoods. I moved slowly, evoking
memories of Korea to neutralize the icy bite of the snow
through my worn shoes. There was a flash of brown as a’
cottontail streaked from under a deadfall toward a rotting
woodpile I'd stacked years before. My slug took him in the
spine, paralyzing the back legs. He jerked and thrashed un-
til I broke his neck with the edge of my hand.

I left him there and moved out again, down into the
small marshy triangle between the hills. It was darkening
fast as I kicked at the frozen tussocks. Finally a ringneck
in full plumage burst out, long tail fluttering and stubby
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pheasant wings beating to raise his heavy body. He was
quartering up and just a bit to my right, and 1 had all the
time in the world. I squeezed off in mid-swing, knowing it
was perfect even before he took that heart-stopping pin-
wheel tumble.

I carried them back to the jeep; there was a tiny ruby of
blood on the pheasant’s beak, and the rabbit was still hot
under the front legs. I was using headlights when I parked
on the curving cemetery drive. They hadn't put the casket
down yet, so the snow had laid a soft blanket over it. I put
the rabbit and pheasant on top and stood without moving
for a minute or two. The wind must have been strong, be-
cause I found that tears were burning on my cheeks.

Goodbye, Pops. Goodbye to deer-shining out of season
in the hardwood belt across the creek. Goodbye to jump-
shooting mallards down in the river bottoms. Goodbye to
woodsmoke and mellow bourbon by firelight and all the
things that made a part of you mine. The part they could
never get at.

I turned away, toward the jeep—and stopped dead. I
hadn’t even heard them come up. Four of them, waiting
patiently as if to pay their respects to the dead. In one
sense they were: to them that dead farmer in the burned-
out car was Murder One. I tensed, my mind going to the
.22 pistol that they didn’t know about in my overcoat
pocket. Yeah. Except that it had all the stopping power of
a fox’s bark. If only Pops had run to hand guns of a little
heavier caliber. But he hadn’t. ’

Very slowly, as if my arms suddenly had grown very
heavy, I raised my hands above my head.
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James Cross

“I think Howard has got hold of a very bold concept here,
J.L.,” Weatherby Fallstone I1I said enthusiastically. “Very
strong.”

He paused, smiling at Howard Grafton across the long
table.

“Pioneering,” he went on, “ground-breaking. Completely
new. I don’t think we've ever done anything quite like it. I
want to roll it around in my mouth for a while and get the
taste of it.”

He watched the imperceptible shadowing of J. L. Gir-
ton’s face. Very neat, Fallstone, he thought. Like nothing
we've done -in the past, like nothing J. L. Girton has ap-
proved or devised, like none of the old stuff. Newer and
better than J.L. Let’s see Grafton weasel out of that one.

“I think Weatherby is giving me too much credit,” Graf-
ton said carefully. “Actually, it’s a recombination of a few
ideas J. L. sketched out as early as 1958. If it seems fresh
and new—why, that’s a tribute to the vitality of the
concepts it was taken from.”

Mousetrapped, Fallstone thought, that slick son of a
bitch.

“I can see that,” he said, “the basic fundamentals don’t
change.

“I think you have a winner, Howard,” he went on gener-
ously.

“Sound creative thinking, Howard,” J.L. said decisively.
“How does it strike you, Eldon?”

The white head of the vice-president in charge of client



124 JAMES CROSS

relations bobbed sharply and he blinked once or twice.
Eldon Smith had not quite been asleep, but it would be
hard to prove it to the men watching him, carefully and
without charity.

“Perhaps,” he said slowly, “perhaps we should sleep on
it.”

“T thought you had done that already, Eldon.”

“Not at all, J.L. I find that closing my eyes helps me to
visualize.”

J.L. looked at him coldly. Then he smiled around the
table.

“That about wraps it up. Thank you, gentlemen.”

The executives of J. L. Girton and Associates began to
file out quietly.

“Oh, Howard,” J.L. said, “stay around for a minute.
You, too, Weatherby.”

“A good plan, Howard,” J.L. said, when the three men
were alone. “I like to see a man who can work creatively
without getting himself out of touch with sound, tested
concepts.”

Grafton's round, bland, white face looked as though sin-
cerity and gratitude had been applied to it like a face
cream; he looked J.L. straight in the eye.

“Thank you, J.L.,” he said modestly. “I only hope I can
pull it off.”

Then he looked at Fallstone out of the corner of his eye.
This is a big one, he thought; I'll bet that skinny bastard’s
chewing nails.

“It'll be tough,” J.L. said, “a real challenge. That's why
T asked Weatherby to stay. He's going to beef up the old
team, and between the two of you, I can look forward to a
bang-up job.”

“Grand, J.L.,” Fallstone said enthusiastically. *“Between
us, we’ll turn these ideas into something solid.”

“Well, boys, get cracking on it. When you have a work-
ing plan of operation, let Frank Baker work out the house-
keeping details.”

The two men paused in the doorway for a moment in an
elaborate charade of friendly courtesy. Then Fallstone, the
larger man, put his hand on Grafton’s shoulder in so affec-
tionate a way that it was impossible to take offense, and
started to propel him through the door.

“Oh, by the way,” J.L. said. “I think you should know
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one thing—close the door a minute, Weatherby. Eldon
Smith will be retiring at the end of the year. Past his
prime, I’'m afraid. All right, that’s all I wanted to say.”

Howard Grafton’s office was closest and he got to it a
few seconds before Weatherby Fallstone reached his iden-
tical cube—identical in square feet, in furnishings, in win-
dows. But mine is closer to J.L.’s, Grafton thought for a
moment before he realized that the choice of offices be-
tween the two men had been originally decided prosaically
by the toss of a coin, with much good-natured joking and
even, on the part of the winner, the offer to give first
choice to the loser, “if it meant so much to him.”

Grafton sat there quietly. A few feet down the hall, he
knew, Fallstone was sitting in the same Mark II, execu-
tive-model swivel chair, with (imitation) leather upholster-
ing, and thinking just about the same thoughts. It was
about as clear as anything ever was at J. L. Girton and As-
sociates. They were being told, as directly as they ever
would, that sometime before the end of the year, when old
Eldon Smith was retired, one of them would be the new
vice-president in charge of client relations. And they were
being told to. get in there and compete, that J.L. had his
eye on each of them. Short, chubby, genial Grafton versus
tall, thin, enthusiastic Fallstone.

When Grafton got home that night, he told his wife
about it. Lenore Grafton was small and curved and blond.
Someday she would be too fat, but at the moment, she had
reached a ripe perfection. She was quite a lot smarter than
her husband, but some of her intelligence was wasted on
the constant need to keep him unaware of this fact.

“I think we had better have J.L. and his wife out to din-
ner pretty soon,” she said. “With that frightful woman, he
must be dying for a decent meal.”

“And a pretty face to look at,” Grafton said with elabo-
rate casualness. He was remembering the time he had
stepped into the kitchen at the party and had seen J.L.
and Lenore, still holding an ice tray in one hand, pressed
back against the sink. They had been too busy to see him
and he had drawn back and come in again a minute or so
later with a good deal of preliminary noise.

Lenore looked at him levelly for a moment, as if she
were receiving a message she was not sure she wanted to
get. Then she went to the desk at the far end of the room
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and picked up her Florentine leather engagement pad.

“Any time after this week,” she said. “I'll call her then;
we don’t want to push too fast.”

For J. L. Girton and Lenore, at least, the dinner party
was a great success. She was discreet enough, but she
talked with him as much as with all the other guests com-
bined. She sat girlishly on the floor at the foot of J.L.’s
chair, laughing at his jokes or reacting to his auto-
biographical anecdotes with an open-eyed admiration
and an interest that more than once caused her to lean for-
ward so that he could get the maximum effect of her
décolletage. Even when she was not with him, she was
seated across the room from him at such an angle that her
excellent legs in the short, swirling discorhéque dress were
never out of his sight.

Grafton, as a result, had to focus the bulk of his duties
as a host on Mrs. Girton, a scrawny, faded, complaining
shrew. It says a lot for his charm and geniality that he was
able to bring her through the evening without her really
noticing her husband’s behavior.

Lenore did not like New York in the summer. The heat
and crowds wilted her, she said. There was nothing new at
the theaters; the city was full of tourists; the stores were
doing nothing but remaindering their past mistakes. She
liked to play golf or tennis, or lie in the sun at the beach
and then cool off in the Sound, or even just stay in her
air-conditioned house and read.

Thus, Grafton was a little surprised when she started
coming into New York once or twice a week—for two
months during one of the hottest summers the city had
ever had. She came into town before noon, as she told him,
window-shopped a little, lunched and spent the afternoon
at a museum or, occasionally, a movie. Sometimes she took
a train back just before his; at other times, she stayed in
and they had dinner together. He did not want to know too
much about what she was doing in town, so he did not ask
many questions. He did not want to think about it any
more than he wanted to think about the fact that J.L.
seemed to be having more luncheons with clients than ever
before and apparently had decided to improve his golf
game by taking off several afternoons a week. Only once
did he move obliquely toward the subject, and that was af-
ter several drinks before dinner one Friday evening.
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“I'm a little worried about how I stand with J.L.,” he
said. “I don’t seem to be seeing him as much as usual. He'’s
always out of the office.”

“I wouldn’t worry too much about it, Howie. I think he
appreciates you very much; and what's more, I think
you're going to get the job.”

That, however, was before the dinner party at the
Fallstones'. Lenore was not at her best there. Her nose was
red and swollen and runny with a summer cold, and her
voice was hoarse. Grafton was alone with her a lot that
evening; and even though they left early, he had plenty of
time to watch Marcia Fallstone work on J.L. She was tall
and slim and very darkly elegant, and J.L. was a rabbit to
her cobra.

“That son of a bitch,” he said to himself as they drove
home.

During the next weeks, J.L. continued his leisurely pace
of work, but Lenore was no longer coming into town. One
afternoon in the corridor, Grafton passed Fallstone’s open
door and saw him chatting with Frank Baker.

“Well worth seeing,” Fallstone said. “Marcia and I saw
it last night. She’s bored up in the country; but this way,
when she comes in, we can have a night or two on the
town each week.”

“That son of a bitch,” Grafton said to himself again,
knowing that it was still a stalemate. When, a week or so
later, J.L. abruptly reverted to his normal lengthy office
hours, Grafton was sure of it.-

It was still summer, but it was coming to an end, and
sometimes the nights were chilly without the heat on. Graf-
ton stared morosely into his fifth martini, not wanting to
look at his wife in her backless red dress.

“I'm cold, Howie,” she said. “Will you get me that
stole—the Italian one. I don’t want to catch a cold.”

“Don’t want to catch a cold,” he mimicked her savagely,
his voice thick with rage. “Why didn’t you take care of
yourself a month ago, for Chrissake! You can get pneumo-
nia, for all I care.”

She looked at him coolly and speculatively for a mo-
ment, as if she were examining a new form of life, but she
said nothing. He could see the slight, almost imperceptible
smile as she turned and left the room. And then Howard
Grafton knew that the vice-presidency was not just some-
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thing he wanted very badly, but something he would have
to have because there was nothing else left to him.

The next day after work, he stopped off at the Biltmore
bar and began drinking seriously. He did not go home that
night, but stayed in a hotel. He was late to work the next
morning and his head throbbed all day. It was something
to him, but not enough, to observe that Weatherby Fall-
stone had an equally bad hangover.

That night at home, Grafton shut himself up in the li-
brary with a fifth of Scotch and tried to think. He would
go to Fallstone and put it to him straight: They would toss
a coin and the loser would resign from J. L. Girton and
Associates. Like hell, he thought; no deal with that dishon-
est bastard! He would hire private detectives and get a dos-
sier on Fallstone and give it to J.L. It took him thirty sec-
onds to get rid of that idea—he didn’t have the money;
J.L. might react by getting rid of him; Fallstone’s detectives,
if he in turn hired some, could do just as good a job on
Grafton. He toyed with the possibility of feeding the
juiciest bits to a Broadway columnist, but who the hell
would print them? Nobody had heard of either of them.
He could not kill Fallstone himself, he didn’t know how,
and he was afraid. He didn’t know how to hire someone to
do it, and he was afraid of that, too. At the end of three
quarters of the bottle, he knew that there was nothing he
could do but sweat it out.

He was sweating even more after the Friday-morning
think meeting. Fallstone had been praised by J.L. no less
than three times, while one of Grafton’s pet schemes had
been dismissed as “not thought out yet.” He had also been
rebuked by J.L. for talking too long, for interrupting
Fallstone and finally for inattention. When J.L.’s secretary
buzzed him early in the afternoon, his hands began to
shake and there was a gnawing at his stomach. He chewed
three antacid tablets quickly and went into J.L.’s office.

“Oh, Howie,” J.L. said, “you know that gadget you
have, the one that makes soda water in the siphon. Bring it
along when you come out tomorrow; the washer on mine
is rotted and it takes a couple of days to get a replace-
ment.”

“Sure thing, J.L.,” he said.

I can’t stand much more of this, Grafton thought as he
drove toward J.L.s country place the next evening.
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Lenore was next to him, infinitely desirable in low-cut
green satin that matched her eyes; but the soda-water
machine was on the seat between them like a drawn sword.
She looked straight ahead. When he spoke, she answered
him briefly and politely; but she never spoke first.

1 have an ulcer, Grafton thought; I am beginning to
drink too much; my wife hates me; and I am going to lose
my job, because I am going to have to quit when they
choose Fallstone. I can’t stand much more of this, I'll have
to do something.

It did not help matters that they arrived simultaneously
with the Fallstones. He clapped a hand sincerely to
Fallstone’s shoulder and it was then he saw the nervous tic,
as Fallstone’s left cheek jumped as if it had its own life.
Behind him, the two women, having uttered little shrieks
of delight, were depositing kisses a fraction of an inch
away from each other’s cheeks. Grafton embraced Marcia
Fallstone, careful not to crush her dress. When he laid his
cheek against hers, he was surprised at the flush of heat.
As the Fallstones went on ahead of him, he noticed how
polite they were to each other—almost as polite as Lenore
and myself, he thought, with a surge of hope.

It was only after the cocktails and the buffet that Graf-
ton, going up to the bar for his second after-dinner high-
ball, noticed the genial, twinkling little man in the outra-
geous tartan jacket and the striped shirt and the clashing tie.

“Wonderful party,” the little man said. “I should
get out more often. Have you known Mr. Girton long,
Mr. i

“QGrafton, I'm in J.L.’s firm, Mr. ”

“Dee, Dr. Dee. Doctor of letters, that is, sacred and pro-
fane.”

The little man emitted a series of high-pitched whinnies.

“Sacred and profane,” he repeated. “A little joke of
mine—because of my business.”

“What's that?” Grafton asked. Somehow, without his
being aware of it, Dr. Dee had propelled him out a side
door onto the large patio by the swimming pool.

. “A little store for religious articles—books, pictures,
Icons, whatever you want.”

“Where does the ‘profane’ come in?"

Dr. Dee lowered his voice.

“As you know, Mr. Grafton, there are many sorts of re-
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ligions, and who are we to say which is the right one? If a
customer wants a mandrake root, or a little bag to wear
around his neck, well, who am I to say him nay? He can
get it in the back room. Or perhaps he may believe that I
can help him get the girl he wants, with a love potion; or
possibly he may desire me to destroy an enemy. I do not
tell him it will work—it is against the law for me to say
that—but if he wishes to believe it will work, then I will
sell it to him in the back room.”

“Are they expensive?”

“The religious books? No, they are very reasonably
priced.”

“I mean the others.”

“They are quite expensive. But then, I do not ask for
payment at the time of sale. Only later, when the customer
is satisfied.”

“Don’t you have trouble collecting?”

“Very little, Mr. Grafton. If the customer is satisfied,
then he will believe in me. He would not want to make me
wait for my money.”

“Dr. Dee,” Grafton said, “as you know, I am in adver-
tising. I'm interested in some of your ideas, campaignwise,
that is. Perhaps we could get together next week.”

“My card, Mr. Grafton. I am open from nine to nine.
But not Monday afternoon in the coming week, I fear. I
have an appointment with my bootmaker.

“A nuisance,” the little man went on, “but I have a
slight pedal malformation, and my shoes must be made to
order. Believe me, Mr. Grafton, you have no idea what the
man charges. One would do better going barefoot.”

Grafton glanced down at Dee'’s shoes. They were high,
black and gleamingly polished, and small, almost tiny.
There was something odd about their shape, and in a sec-
ond, Grafton realized what was wrong with them: they
were almost as wide as they were long; yet despite this, one
got an idea that distorted as they were, they were still
somehow padded out. Poor devil, he thought, it must be
hell walking on those things, and yet he keeps smiling.

“Thank you, Dr. Dee,” Grafton said, taking the card.
“Perhaps I'll try you later in the week. It’s been a pleasure
meeting you."”

“Servus, Mr. Grafton.”
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Later, when they went home, Grafton was not very so-
ber. Lenore had to drive. All the way home, Grafton let
his head rest on the back of the seat, feeling a faint spin-
ning and dizziness and an odd air of detachment. Despite
the amount he had drunk, he slept very badly, too fuzzy to
sort out dreams from thoughts. One moment, Dr. Dee was
handing him a large golden key, while Lenore and J. L.
Girton applauded; the next moment, he was awake and
sweating and running over his anemic checking account.
To hell with it, he thought; nobody can do anything like
that. But he said there was no charge unless it worked.
Maybe he can; I've heard of some screwy things. Nothing
to lose, I've tried everything else. If it failed, I wouldn’t be
out anything; and if it worked, it would be worth whatever
he wanted to charge. Then he was asleep again, but in the
split second in which he passed from wakefulness to sleep,
he had made a decision.

Grafton was tied up with meetings all day Monday, but
Tuesday morning he took the Lexington Avenue subway
uptown and walked over to Third. Dr. Dee’s shop was in
the middle of the block, flanked by two large antique
stores. The display window was full of Bibles, religious
paintings, icons and crucifixes. At one corner was the in-
scription, in gilt Gothic, “Religious articles, Dr. John Dee,”
and below it, the street number.

The store was well patronized, but a clerk who looked
like a spoiled priest came forward and greeted him unctu-
ously.

“Is Dr. Dee in? He asked me to call.”

“Please follow me, Mr. Grafton.”

Grafton looked at him suspiciously.

“The name,” the clerk said, “oh, that was quite easy.
Very few customers ask to see Dr. Dee personally, and he
h.ad told us yesterday that a Mr. Grafton might be drop-
ping in.”

Dr. Dee’s office was on the second floor, facing the
street. Grafton did not quite know what he had been ex-
pecting—a stuffed crocodile on the wall, perhaps; skeletons
dangling; a cone-shaped black hat with silver stars on it.
But the office was actually similar to his own, though
rather larger.

Dr. Dee bounced from his chair, with his eyes twinkling,
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and shook Grafton’s hand vigorously.

“Dee-lighted,” he said, giggling. “Dee-lighted, a little
joke of mine, you get the play on words. But now, Mr.
Grafton, to business. I know you are a busy man. Like an
old friend of mine in New England: He used to have a sign
over his desk, TIME IS MONEY: STATE YOUR BUSINESS. I,
alas, am far too discursive, I fear. But sit down, Mr. Graf-
ton, sit down.”

Grafton lowered himself carefully into the Eames chair.

“Dr. Dee,” he said, slowly and carefully, “suppose there
were two men, each of them with a chance at a big job.”

“What a shame,” Dr. Dee said. “Heartbreak, jealousy,
old friendships broken, insomnia, ulcers, bitter rivalry.
‘What I would give to avoid such conflicts, Mr. Grafton,
but I seem to see so many of them in my business.”

“Could you fix it, do you have anything that would fix it
so that one person wouldn't get the job?”

Dr. Dee reached into a drawer of his executive’s desk
and pulled out a tiny bottle full of a clear liquid. Instead of
a cork, it had a medicine dropper attached.

Grafton stared at it in horror,

“] don’t mean that,” he said quickly. “It doesn’t have to
be that. I just want to knock him out of the running.
Something that will make him look bad, say crazy things,
make a fool of himself at staff meetings. Cut his own
throat—figuratively, I mean,” he added quickly.

“You wish for something that will guarantee - that
Weatherby Fallstone will not get the vice-presidency when
Eldon Smith retires,” Dr. Dee said. “Do not be surprised,
Mr. Grafton. I always think it better to lay our cards on
the table at once.”

“How do you know it's Fallstone?” Grafton asked sus-
piciously.

“My dear Mr. Grafton, I circulate, I attend parties. If I
may quote Scripture,” Dr. Dee twinkled genially, “ ‘I go to
and fro in the earth and walk up and down in it.” And you
would be surprised how many things come to my atten-
tion.”

Somehow, to Grafton the whole thing was still odd and
disturbing, but he asked the inevitable next question, be-
cause there was really not much else for him to do now.

“Can you do it?"
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“Why, yes, Mr. Grafton. It will be quite easy; I have
just the thing.”

Dr. Dee reached into the other side of his desk and
brought out a small doll. He put it in Graftons hand. It
was made of some remarkably fleshlike plastic, and for a
gruesome moment, Grafton thought he felt it move. He
turned it over and looked at its face, and then he felt really
sick. It was a perfect replica of Weatherby Fallstone, com-
plete to button-down white oxford, black string tie and
gray flannels.

“Do not be alarmed, Mr. Grafton. I rather thought that
this was what you would be wanting, so I took the liberty
of making it up in advance. This modern plastic is fascinat-
ing stuff.”

“What do I do with it?”

“Just take -an ordinary pin, the kind you get in a new
shirt, and apply it as you think most effective. Stuck in the
shoulder, it will produce sudden, agonizing bursitis that
will guarantee a howl of pain. In the abdomen, a violent
ulcer attack. Open the mouth, Mr. Grafton—it is easy; see,
the lower jaw moves. Then tickle the throat and he will
vomit suddenly in public—most disgusting. Scratch the
tongue—can you see the little red tongue?—and he will
babble, literally, ba-ba-ba-ba. It will not help him in mak-
ing a presentation to a client. Or perhaps you would like to
tickle his ribs with the pin. He will go off into uncontrolla-
ble giggling, like a teenage girl with hysterics. That will
surely not recommend him for promotion.”

“Is there any particular way to do it?”

“Lightly, lightly, Mr. Grafton. Softee, softee, catchee
monkey. Continuous light pressure or stroking with the
pinhead, and you can keep it up as long as you want. But
do not stick the pin in him and leave it, or you will have a
dead man. And I remember how sensitive you are on that
point.”

“I'll take it,” Grafton said, wanting only to leave. “How
much?”

“A thousand dollars when you are satisfied.”

“Y"ou guarantee that this will put Fallstone out of the
running?”

“I guarantee it, Mr. Grafton, though it is perhaps illegal
to say so.”
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Grafton put the little doll in the velvet-lined wooden box
(like a coffin, he thought) that Dr. Dee provided. Then he
put it into his attaché case.

“My account will be payable upon satisfaction, Mr.
Grafton.”

“Don’t worry,” Grafton said, feeling the queasiness be-
low his wishbone. “Don’t worry, I'll pay it.”

Friday was the day of the weekly think meeting. That
morning, Grafton decided to have a bad cold. He got
Lenore, who was still barely speaking to him, to call the
office. Then he lay back in his bed and waited for eleven
o'clock to come. At 10:30 Lenore came in quietly with
some breakfast. For the first time in weeks her eyes were
not veiled and hostile and her face was not set. She put the
tray on the bedside table, then she leaned over and kissed
him,
“Thanks, honey,” he said. “Thanks for both.”

“It’s all right, Howie. Don’t worry about it anymore. It's
not worth it. Maybe it never was.”

“I’'m not going to worry anymore. Either I get it or I
don’t.”

She kissed him again.

“I’'m going shopping. Will you be all right?”

“Sure. I feel better. I may come down to the library and
read.”

When he heard her pull out of the driveway, he quickly
called the office and asked for Weatherby Fallstone.

“Weatherby,” he said, “I've got a bad cold.”

“Pm sorry to hear that, old man. Take care of your
health.”

“Will you be at the think meeting?”

“Of course. Have one or two crackerjack ideas I want to
try out.”

“I expect I'll be back Monday. Will you take a few
notes and give me a rundown?”

“Glad to, old man.”

He hung up, gobbled his breakfast and went down to the
study. He sat there with the little doll in one hand and a
pin in the other. A few extra pins were on the desk. He
called Fallstone again.

“Mr. Fallstone is in a meeting,” the secretary told him.

“Never mind, I'll call back later.”
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He gave the think meeting 15 minutes to get under way.
Then he began. He started with just a bad headache—not a
screaming migraine, he thought, scratching the pin like a
feather across the doll’s forehead, just a bad hangover. He
gave it about ten minutes before he opened the doll’s lower
jaw and began playing with the tiny tongue. After that he
tickled its ribs for a while, and brought the performance to
a crescendo by gently scratching its throat. He had a final
idea of his own and put a folded handkerchief over the
doll’s eyes for five minutes. He put the doll back in its box
and the box in his attaché case. When Lenore returned, he
was reading The New York Times.

On Monday, he went in earlier than the usual executive
hour, but his secretary was there to give him the news.

“It was awful, Mr. Grafton. Mr. Fallstone had a fit at
the think meeting. He put his head in his hands and
groaned, then he started babbling and talking nonsense.
Then he started laughing and couldn’t stop. And then”—
she lowered her voice—"he was sick all over Mr. Girton’s
desk. They started to take him out and he was yelling he
was blind, and they took him to the hospital.”

“Terrible. How is he?”

“I heard he was OK, but they have him in some sort of
a ward.”

He was reading the Times slowly and with relish when
the buzzer rang for him. He detoured for a moment en
route to J.L.’s office and looked in on Fallstone's. There
was no sign of life. Only piled-up personal belongings—
pills, an umbrella, a few textbooks—stacked on the desk
where the office boy had put them, gave evidence that any-
one had occupied the room.

“I suppose you heard about it,” J.L. said, waving him to
a seat.

“Terrible.”

“I can’t understand it. He seemed so rational and calm.
Drink, I suppose, poor devil. Well, we can’t sit around
weeping. Howard, I want you to start working very closely
with Eldon. He’ll be leaving in two months and there are a
lot of loose strings you'll have to tie up.”

“I really appreciate this, J.L. You know you can count
on me.”

He paused for a moment and spoke soberly.
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“It’s a shame it had to happen this way.”

“Nonsense, Howard. Not your fault; now go out and
start pitching.”

The check he mailed to Dr. Dee that afternoon was
more than his checking account held. To cover it, he had
to cash a savings bond, quite a large one, and deposit the
money. It was just about closing time and the windows
were shutting down, but Grafton kept them open long
enough to have his check certified. He had had checks
bounce before, but somehow he felt that this was not one
he would want to have returned marked “Insufficient
funds.” He sent it registered and special delivery.

In the next weeks, he learned by bits and pieces that
Fallstone had been released from the hospital, that he had
been given a generous severance check, that he was cruis-
ing the agencies with his scrapbook, that he had been seen
very drunk in a bar. After a while, it didn’t bother Grafton
anymore. He was too busy.

He was alone in his office, working late on a prospectus
that old Eldon Smith had completely fouled up, when the
pain came. It was like a sword in his belly and he doubled
up in agony, sliding from his chair to the floor. There was
a moment’s respite and it came again. It was then Grafton
remembered that all the J. L. Girton and Associates execu-
tives had been at the party and it was then he knew that
Dr. Dee had talked to other people and not just to him.
For an instant there was relief, while in a corner of his
memory, a picture flashed of Dr. Dee talking with Fall-
stone. Then the pain came again.

He was groaning, stretched out on the floor, when the
night watchman came by an hour later; but he was dead by
the time they got him to the hospital.

“I can’t understand it,” J. L. Girton said to Frank Baker.
“He was in perfect health, He had everything to live for. A
terrible business. Well, Frank, it’s up to you now.”

“I'll do my best, sir,” Baker said with the boyish mod-
esty that was his particular stock in trade.

“MTr. Girton,” he went on.

‘(J.L'"

“J.L., I'd like to take an hour or so to tell Betty. It will
mean a lot to her. Just imagine. Vice-president.”
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“Of course, my boy, on your way! And don’t forget to
remember me to your pretty wife.” 3

Before he went to the apartment, young Frank Baker
stopped off at Dr. Dee’s shop.

“I have the payment here,” he said. “They just made me
vice-president.”

“Capital, my boy; I had a very strong feeling you would
make good. I took a liking to you the first time we met.”

“Can you tell me—are you allowed to, that is—how you
managed it?”

“I did nothing much.”

“You just made me vice-president, that’s all. And just by
mental power—just by wishing it for me.”

Dr. Dee reached into the drawer and held up a little
doll.

“You remember how these work, don’t you?”

“Yes, you told me.”

“Well, Grafton and Fallstone each had one—of each
other. They eliminated each other.”

“Dr. Dee, you mean you told both of them they’d get
the job and then let me get it? Isn’t that, well, kind of un-
ethical?”

“Nothing of the sort, my boy. I told each of them I
would see that the other didn’t get the job. That’s what
they asked for, and I kept my word.”

Dr. Dee returned the doll to the drawer. “You, on the
other hand, asked for the job specifically.” He smiled
broadly. “And you got it.”



SOCIAL CLIMBER
Robert J. Higgins

His pad was in one of those old mansions they've carved
up into apartments. When I got to the roof it was slantier
than I expected, but it didn’t give me any trouble.

From one of the chimneys I could get a good look at the
window of the garret apartment. It was open and the
screen was off. No sweat there. I edged along the roof with
my crepe soles gripping the shingles.

When I got to the window I looked inside, then ducked
so I couldn’t be seen immediately.

The guy who lived there was home, but I'd known that.
He was sitting there on an expensive-looking studio couch
reading a magazine. There was a drink on the table next to
him.

He jumped up when he heard me outside, and went to
the window with a revolver in his hand.

He snapped, “Cool it right there!”

I came through the window then and I put my hands up.
I was smiling and I said, “You don’t need that hardware,
Kurt. I'm on your side.”

The stupid fuzz never could find Kurt, but once I de-
cided to find him I didn’t have any trouble.

I asked some of the fences and tracked him down okay.
The cops were going crazy trying to catch the great Kurt
Pieters—The King of the Cat Burglars the papers were
calling him—and I had just jumped into his apartment.

The fences had warned me to take it easy with Kurt,

“He's a loner and he’s an ugly one,” they said. “He’s
staked out a claim to Park Hill. Don’t let him catch you



140 ROBERT J. HIGGINS

pulling jobs there, or you’ll end up in the river.”

So I was playing it cool.

“I don’t know you,” Kurt said with a voice of steel.
Then he came over to me, holding his rod. He patted me
all over with his free hand. He didn’t find anything, but he
still didn’t trust me.

Kurt was blond, had a few pockmarks on his face, and
was around twenty-seven, twenty-eight. He had a slim
build like me, with plenty muscles for climbing. His slacks
and shirt looked as if they came from the best shop in
town.

“If you’re a cop,” he said, “I'm going to send you back
out that window head first and it's four stories straight
down.”

“I know it’s four stories down,” I said. “Do you think
any cop could climb a roof like yours, Kurt?”

“You're right about that and you're clean,” Kurt said
with the cutting edge going out of his voice. “Who are
you?”

“May I sit down?”

“Sure,” he said while he waved me to a chair. He went
back to the couch and put his gun under the pillow.

“I’'m Neil Winters. I'm in the same line you're in and 1
want to talk to you.”

“Why’d you come in a fourth-floor window? Why didn’t
you come up the stairs?”

“To prove my point. There’s only one other guy in town
who could come in that window and that’s you, Kurt.”

“You're right. Only a real climber could do what you
did. Do you want a drink, kid?”

“Just the soda,” I told him. “I’'m afraid booze’ll ruin my
coordination.”

He handed over the soda and grinned.

“A little drink now and then never bothered me.”

“But you're the greatest, Kurt,” I said. “You’re a natural
climber. You could have been the top trapeze man in the
country.”

“You know about that, do you, kid?”

“Sure, Kurt. I'm a fan of yours,” I said. “Look at this,”
and I pulled an envelope out of my pocket and handed it
over.

“Hey, it's my clippings,” he said when he pulled the
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newspaper stories out of the envelope. His face lit up when
he read them.

I almost knew those clippings by heart. One said, Cat
burglar gets $40,000 in furs from executive’s home. An-
other one read, Star’s necklace taken from hotel penthouse.
And they went on like that and every one had a line like,
The police are seeking a former circus aerialist named
Kurt Pieters as a prime suspect in the recent series of dar-
ing robberies.

“Pretty good notices, huh, kid?” Kurt remarked when he
finished reading. “I never thought to save 'em when they
came out.”

I hadn’t thought about it at the start myself. I'd had to
go through a lot of old papers to find some of the clip-
pings, but I didn’t tell Kurt,

“They’re yours,” I said.

“Thanks,” he said, “But what about these?” He held up
three of the newest clips. “I didn’t do those jobs.”

All three told about robberies that involved some really
terrific climbing, but not too much loot.

“They were my jobs, Kurt,” I said. “The cops and the
papers blamed you for ’em.”

“They should’ve known it wasn’t me in that neighbor-
hood,” Kurt sneered. “There aren’t any rich witches with
their fancy jewels over there. If you want to work there,
kid, it’s fine with me. Just stay out of Park Hill. That’s my
territory.” .

“Sure it is, Kurt,” I said. “You were there first.”

“How did you get started in the business?” he asked,
changing the subject. “You weren’t flying in any show
when I was around.”

“I'm a steeplejack,” I answered. “I do a lot of climbing
in the daytime on high churches and flagpoles.”

“Not very glamorous, huh?” he said.

“Nothing like the circus.”

“Okay, kid,” Kurt said. “Just why did you come? There
must be more to it than the clips.”

“I want to cut you into one of my jobs, Kurt.”

“You're cutting me in! I don't go for that cheap stuff
you've been getting.”

“This is a big one, Kurt, and I can’t do it without you.
You think all the rich people live in Park Hill? I smelled
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out an old lady who keeps fifty or sixty grand in her apart-
ment in cash!”

“In the Belmont neighborhood?”

“That’s right. She's old Mrs. Wakefield, who lived there
when Belmont was the fancy part of town. She never
moved to Park Hill like the rest. She’s in a big place like
this one, Kurt. She had the building made into apartments.
She lives on top, too.”

He was hooked, but I knew he was testing me when he
said, “Why doesn’t she stay on the ground floor so she
won't have to climb stairs?”

“Because she’s eccentric and she only goes out once in a
while. Everything’s delivered. Anyway, the word is that she
has a safe in her place and inside there’s bundles of big
bills!”

“Doesn’t she like banks?”

“Oh, she has a lot more in the bank, but she wants to
have some dough on hand so she handles it herself. Makes
her feel secure.”

“I've heard of dames like that. Sounds like a dream job.
Why aren’t you grabbing it all for yourself?”

“It’s the safe, Kurt,” I said. “I don’t know enough about
cracking ’em. You can open it and I can’t. Anyway, there's
plenty for both of us. Maybe thirty grand apiece and. no
splitting with fences. Besides, I figure if everything goes
right maybe you’ll give me a chance to team up with you
later.”

Kurt grabbed my hand.

“Shake, kid,” he said. “It's a deal on this job. I'll let you
know about teaming up after I see you work. Now, when'’s
the old lady going out again?”

“That’s the best part, Kurt,” I answered. “Yesterday she
fell and broke her leg and they took her to the hospital.
Nothing's been touched in her apartment.”

“We got ourselves a job,” he said.

“How about right now?"” I asked.

“Why not?” Kurt said. “I was just sitting here doing
nothing. I might as well go out and pick up thirty grand.”

I was in my working clothes already, all black for night
climbing. It was close to midnight. I waited while Kurt
changed and when he came out of his bedroom he was
togged out like me. We both had jackets with good pockets
for loot.
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“My car’s outside,” I said. “But let’s go out separately.
I'll meet you at Fourth and Juneau.”

I took the stairs going down and I got into the car and
drove a couple of blocks. I was just putting my tools into
my pockets when Kurt joined me. He came up so silently I
was startled and a shoe polish can slipped out of my hand.

“Do you put black polish on your face?” he asked. “I
never use it.”

“Okay, Kurt. If you don’t use it I won’t either,” I said.

We took off for Belmont and we were there in ten
minutes. I parked the car on a dark street and we walked a
block.

“There she is, Kurt,” I said, pointing to a big, dark
house. “Looks like everyone in the place has gone to bed.”

“It’s the one on top?” Kurt asked.

“That’s it,” I said. “Let’s go.”

The fire escape was on the back of the house, away from
the street lights. We took it to the top and swung onto the
roof. I could have made it faster only Kurt was ahead of
me. The roof had slate shingles and we both sweated a
little going across the top, but there were some chimneys to
help us.

Kurt was breathing a little hard, probably more from
thinking about the money than from the climb, by the time
we reached a likely looking window. There wasn’t much
space between the sill and the eaves-trough and it was four
stories down from there, but we were okay.

He jimmied the window and went in first. I swung
around from the peak, but I didn’t make it in as fast as
Kurt.

“What are you doing out there? Do you want a cop to
see you?” he whispered.

“I didn’t have a good grip,” I answered when I jumped
in, and then the shoe polish can fell out of my pocket.

“Why did you bring that if you weren't going to use it?”
Kurt snapped.

“I forgot I had it,” I said as I picked up the can.

Kurt turned on his pencil flashlight and said, “Where's
the safe? There’s nothing in this room and I don’t like all
this dust. We'll leave tracks.”

“She doesn’t use this room, I guess,” I said.

“Let's find it,” he said and we searched the apartment.
Nobody had lived there for months. There were a few
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pieces of old furniture and lots of dust and no safe.

Kurt was boiling when he said, “How come you picked
the wrong apartment, kid?”

“It's worse than that, Kurt,” T said. “I really blew it. I
know Mrs. Wakefield lives in a garret apartment. We're in
the wrong building!”

“And you want to work with Kurt Pieters!” he snarled.
“Let’s get out of here.”

He went to the window and stepped right out, but some-
thing went wrong. He shot out of sight and I heard him
scream once, but then he hit the ground and he was quiet.

I went out another window. When I got to the ground I
took right off for the car. I stayed away from the front,
where Kurt was lying.

The next day the papers had stories about the body of
the great cat burglar, Kurt Pieters, being found outside an
old house in the Belmont district.

According to the police he fell off the roof “under pecu-
liar circumstances,” but they couldn’t understand why he
broke into an unoccupied apartment in that neighborhood.

I thought about “Mrs. Wakefield” and I laughed.

I threw that shoe polish can down a sewer in a hurry. If
the cops ever pick me up I don’t want them trying to
match the axle grease in the can with those greasy shingles
Kurt slipped on!

Now it's my turn to work Park Hill!



I'D KNOW YOU ANYWHERE
Edward D. Hoch

16 November 1942

From the top of the dune there was nothing to be seen in
any direction—nothing but the unchanging, ever-changing
sameness of the African desert. Contrell wiped the sweat-
caked sand from his face and signaled the others to ad-
vance. The tank, a sick sad monster wanting only to be left
to die, ground slowly into life, throwing twin fountains of
sand from the path of its tracks.

“See anything?” Grove asked, coming up behind him.
“Nothing. No Germans, no Italians, not even any Ar-
abs.” ’

Willy Grove unslung the carbine from his shoulder.
“They should be here. Our planes spotted them heading
this way.”

Contrell grunted. “With old Bertha in the shape she is,
we’'d be better off not running into them. Six men and a
battered old tank against the pride of Rommel's Afrika
Korps.”

“But they're retreating and we're not, remember, They
just might be all set to surrender.”

“Sure they might,” Contrell agreed uncertainly. He'd
known Willy Grove—his full name was an impossible Wil-
loughby McSwing Grove—for only a month, since they'd
been thrown together shortly before the North African in-
vasion. His first impression had been of a man like himself,
drafted in his early twenties into an impossible war that
threatened to envelop them all in blood and flame, But as
the weeks passed, another Willy Grove had gradually be-
come evident, one that stood next to him now, peering
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down into the empty, sand-swept valley before them.

“Damn! Where are they, anyway?”

“You sound like you’re ready for a battle. Hell, if I saw
them coming I think I'd run the other way.” Contrell took
out the remains of a battered and almost empty pack of
cigarettes. “A sand dune on the Tunisia border is no place
for a couple of corporals.”

Grove squatted down on his haunches, resting the car-
bine lightly against his knee. “You're right there—about
the corporal part, anyway. You know, I been thinking the
last few weeks—if I get back to the states in one piece I'm
going to go to OCS and become an officer.”

“You found yourself a home.”

“Go on, laugh. There's worse things a guy could do for
a living.”

“Sure. He could rob banks. What in hell do army of-
ficers do when there’s no war around?”

Willy Grove thought about that. “Don’t you worry.
There’s goin’ to be a war around for a good long time,
maybe the rest of our lives.”

“Think Hitler will last that long?”

“Hitler, Stalin, the Japs. It'll be somebody, don’t you
worry.”

Contrell took another drag on his cigarette, then sud-
denly came to sharp attention. There was something mov-
ing at the top of one of the dunes, something . . . “Look!"”

Grove brought up his binoculars. “Damn! It’s them, all
right. The whole stinkin’ German army.”

Contrell dropped his cigarette and went sliding down the
dune to tell the others. The officer in charge was a paste-
colored captain who rode the dying tank as if it were his
grave. He looked down as Contrell spoke and then spoke a
sharp order. “We’ll take Bertha up the dune and let them
see us. They might think we've got lots more and call it
quits.”

“Sure. Sir.” And then again, Contrell thought, they just
might blast the hell out of you.

By the time the wounded steel monster had been moved
into position, the first of the three German tanks was
within firing range. Contrell watched the big guns coming
to bear on each other—two useless giants able only to
destroy. He wondered what the world would be like if guns
had the .power to rebuild too. But he had little time to
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think about that or anything else before the German gun
recoiled in a flash of power, followed an instant later by
the thud of the sound wave reaching them. A blossom of
sand and smoke filled the air to their left as the shell went
wide of its mark.

“Hit the ground!” Grove yelled. “They’ve got us zeroed
in!”

Old Bertha returned the fire, scoring a lucky near miss
on the nearest tank, but the odds and the firepower were
all against her. The German’s second shell hit the left
tread, the third slammed into the turret, and Bertha was as
good as dead. Someone screamed—Contrell thought it
might have been the captain.

Grove was stretched out on the sand a dozen feet away.
“Damn things are iron coffins,” he said, gasping at the
odor of burning flesh.

Contrell started to get up. “Did any of them get out?”

“Not a one. Stay down! They're coming this way.”

“God!” It was a prayer on Contrell’s lips. “What'll we
do?”

“Just don’t move. I’ll get us out of this somehow.”

Two of the enemy tanks remained in the distance, while
the third one—basking in its kill-—moved closer. Two Ger-
man soldiers were riding on its rear, and they hopped
down to run ahead. One carried a rifle, the other what
looked like a machine pistol to Contrell. He tensed his
body for the expected shots, his face nearly buried in the
sand.

The German tank commander appeared in the turret
and shouted something. The soldier with the machine pis-
tol turned—and suddenly Willy Grove was on his feet. His
carbine chattered like a machine gun, cutting down the
German from behind. With his left hand he hurled a
grenade in the direction of the tank, then threw himself at
the second German before the man could bring up his rifle.

The grenade exploded near enough to knock the officer
out of action, and Contrell moved. He ran in a crouch to
the German vehicle, aware that Grove was right behind
him. “I got ’em both,” Willy shouted. “Stay down!” He
pulled the dying officer from the top of the tank and fired
a burst with his carbine into the interior. He clambered up,
swinging the .50-caliber machine gun around.

“Hold it!” Contrell shouted. “They’re surrendering!™
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They were indeed. The crews of the other two tanks
were leaving their vehicles, coming forward across the
sand, arms held high.

“Guess they had enough war,” Grove said, training the
machine gun on them.

“Haven’t we all?”

Grove waited until the eight men were within a hundred
feet, then his finger tightened on the trigger and a burst of
sudden bullets sprayed the area. The Germans looked
;tartled, tried to turn and run, and died like that, on their

eet.

“What the hell did you do that for?” Contrell shouted,
climbing up to Grove’s side. “They were surrendering!”

“Maybe. Maybe not. They might have had grenades hid-
den under their arms or something. Can’t take chances.”

“Are you nuts or something, Grove?”

“I'm alive, that’s the important thing.” Grove jumped
down, hitting the sand with an easy, sure movement. “We
tell the right kind of story, boy, and we’ll both end up with
medals.”

“You killed them!”

“That’s what you do in war,” Grove said sadly. “You
kill them and collect the medals.”

30 November 1950.

Korea was a land of hills and ridges, a country poor for
farming and impossible for fighting. Captain Contrell had
viewed it for the first time with a mixture of resignation
and despair, picturing in his mind only the ease with which
an entire company of his men could be obliterated without
a chance by an army more familiar with the land.

Now, as November ended with the easy victories of au-
tumn turning to the bitter ashes of winter, he had reason to
remember those first impressions. The Chinese had entered
the war, and every hour fresh reports came from all
around the valley of the Chongchon, indicating that their
numbers could be counted not in the thousands but in the
hundreds of thousands. The word on everyone’s mind, but
on no one’s lips, was “retreat.”

“They’ll drive us into the sea, Captain,” one of his ser-
geants told Contrell.
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“Enough of that talk. Get the men together in case we
have to pull out fast. Check Hill 314.”

The hills were so numerous and anonymous that they’d
been numbered according to their height. They were only
places to die, and one looked much like another to the men
at the guns.

Some tanks, muddy and caked with frost, rolled through
the morning mists, heading back. Contrell stepped in front
of the leading vehicle and waved it down. He saw now that
it was actually a Boffers twin 40-mm. self-propelled mount,
an antiaircraft weapon that was being effectively used as
infantry support. From a distance in the mist it had looked
like a tank, and for all practical purposes it was one.

“What the hell’s wrong, Captain?” a voice shouted down
at him.

“Can you carry some men back with you?”

The officer jumped down, and something in the move-
ment brought back to Contrell a sudden memory of a
desert scene eight years earlier. “Willy Grovel I'll be
damned!”

Grove blinked quickly, seeming to focus his eyes, and
Contrell saw from the collar insignia that he was now a
major. “Well. Contrell, wasn’t it? Good to see you again.”

“It’s a long way from Africa, Willy.”

“Damn sight colder, I know that. Thought you were get-
ting out after the war.”

“I was out for three weeks and couldn’t stand it. I guess
this army life gets to you after a while. How are things up
ahead?”

Grove twisted his face into a grimace. “If they were any
damned good, you think we'd be heading this way?"

“You're going back through the Pass?”

“It’s the only route left. I hear the Chinese have got it
just about cut off too.”

“Can we ride on top your vehicles?”

Grove gave a short chuckle, “Sure. You can catch the
grenades and toss them back.” He patted the .45 on his
side as if it were his wallet. “Climb aboard.”

Contrell issued a sharp order to his sergeant and waited
until most of his few scattered forces had found handholds
on the vehicles. Then he climbed aboard Major Grove's
“tank” himself. Already in the momning’s distance they
could hear the insane bugle calls that usually meant an-
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other Chinese advance. “The trap is closing,” he said.

Grove nodded. “It's like I told you once before. The
fighting never stops. Never figured back then that we'd be
fighting the Chinese, though.”

“You don’t like fighting Chinese?”

The major shrugged. “Makes no difference. They die
just like anyone else. Easier, when they’re high on that
stuff they smoke.”

The column rolled into the Pass, the only route that re-
mained open to the south. But almost at once they realized
that the hills and wooded stretches on either side of the
roads were filled with the waiting enemy. Contrell looked
back and saw his sergeant topple over to the ground, cut
through the middle by a burst from a hidden machine gun.
Ahead of them, a truckload of troops was stalled across
the road, afire. Grove lifted himself up for a better view.

“Can we get around them?” Contrell asked, breathing
hard.

“Around them or through them.”

“They’re South Koreans.”

Those still alive and able to run were scrambling off the
burning truck, running toward Grove’s vehicle. “Get off!”
Grove shouted. “Keep back!” He reached down and
shoved one of the South Koreans over backward, into the
roadside dust. When another clambered aboard in his
place, Grove carefully took out his .45 pistol and put a
bullet through the man’s head.

Contrell watched it all as if he were seeing an old movie
unwinding after years of forgotten decay. I've been here
before, he thought, thinking in the same breath of the
medals they’d shared after the North African episode. Men
like Grove never changed—at least, not for the better.

“They were South Koreans, Willy,” he said quietly, his
mouth close to the major’s ear.

“What the hell do I care? They think I'm running a
damned bus service?”

Nothing more was said about it until they’d rumbled
south into the midst of the retreating American army. Con-
trell wondered where it would all stop, the retreat. At the
sea, or Tokyo—or California?

They took time for a smoke, and Contrell said, “You
didn’t have to kill that Gook, Willy.”

“No? What was I supposed to do, let them all climb
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aboard and get us all killed? Go on, report it if you want
to. I know my military law and I know my moral law. It’s
like the overcrowded lifeboat.”

“I think you just like to kill.”

“What soldier doesn’t?”

(lMe.”

“Hell! Then what’d you re-up for? Fun and games?”

“I thought I might do something to keep the world at
peace.”

“Only way to keep the world at peace is to kill all the
troublemakers.”

“That Gook back there was a troublemaker?”

“To me he was. Just then.”-

“But you enjoyed it. I could almost see it in your face. It
was like North Africa all over again.”

Major Grove turned away, averting his face. “I got a
medal for North Africa, buddy. It helped me become a
major.”

Contrell nodded sadly. “They do give medals for killing.
And I guess sometimes they don’t ask for too many de-
tails.”

Someone called an order and Grove stubbed out the
cigarette. “Come on, boy. Don’t brood over it. We're mov-
ing on.”

Contrell nodded and followed him. Once, just once, he
looked back the way they'd come . . .

24 August 1961

Major Contrell had been in Berlin only three hours

when he heard Willy Grove's name mentioned in a barside
conversation at the Officers’ Club. The speaker was a
slightly drunk captain who liked to sound as if he’d been
defending Berlin from the Russians single-handed since the
war. -
“Grove,” he said with a little bit of awe in his voice.
“Colonel Willoughby McSwing Grove. That’s his name!
They say he'll make general before the year is out. If you
coulda seen the way he stood up to those Russians last
week, if you coulda seen it!”

“I'd heard he was in Berlin,” Contrell said noncommit-
tally. “I know him from the old days.”
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“Korea?”

Contrell nodded. “And North Africa nearly twenty years
ago. When we were all a lot younger.”

“I didn’t know he fought in World War I1.”

“That was before we were officers.”

The captain snorted. “It’s hard to imagine old Grove be-
fore he was an officer. You shoulda seen him last week—
he stood there, watching them put up that damned wall,
and pretty soon he walked right up to the line. This Rus-
sian officer was there too, and they stood like that, only
inches apart, just like they were daring each other to make
a move. Pretty soon the Russian turned his back and
walked away, and damned if old Grove didn’t take out his
45! We all thought for a minute he was going to blast that
Commie down in his track, and I think we’d all have been
with him if he did. You know, you go through this
business long enough—this building up and relaxing of
tensions—and after a while you just wish somebody like
Colonel Grove would pull a trigger or push a button and
get us down to the business once and for all.”

“The business of killing?”

“What else is there, for a soldier?”

Contrell downed his drink without answering. Instead,
he asked, “Where is Grove staying? Is he married now?”

“If he 1is, there’s no sign of a wife. He lives in the BOQ
over at the air base.”

“Thanks.” Contrell laid a wrinkled bill on the bar. “The
drinks were on me. I enjoyed our conversation.”

He found Colonel Grove after another hour’s searching,
not at his quarters but at the office overlooking the main
thoroughfare of West Berlin. His hair was a bit whiter, his
manner 8 bit more brisk, but it was still the same Willy
Grove. A man in his forties. A soldier.

“Contrell! Welcome to Berlin! I heard you were being
assigned here.”

They shook hands like old friends, and Contrell said, “I
understand you've got the situation pretty well in hand
over here.” .

“I did have until they started building that damned wall
last week. I almost shot a Russian officer.”

“I heard. Why didn’t you?”

Colonel Grove smiled. “You know me better than to ex-
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pect lies, Major. We’ve been through some things together.
.Y01'1"re the one who always said I had a weakness for kill-

“ ‘Weakness’ isn’t exactly the word for it.”

“Well, whatever. Anyway, you probably know better
than anyone else my feelings at that moment. But I kept
them under control. There’s talk of making me a general,
boy, and I'm keeping my nose clean these days. No
controversy.”

“And I'm still a major. Guess I don’t live right.”

“You don't have the killer instinct, Contrell. Never did
have it.”

Major Contrell lit a cigarette, very carefully. “I don’t
think a soldier needs to have a killer instinct these days,
Willy. But then, we've been debating this same question
for nearly twenty years now, off and on.”

“Haven’t we, though.” Willy Grove smiled. “I'm sorry 1
don’t have somebody I can kill for you this time.”

“What would you have ever done in civilian life,
Willy?”

“I don’t know. Never thought about it much.”

“A hundred years ago you'd have been a Western gun-
man probably. Or forty years ago, a Chicago bootlegger
with @ Tommy gun. Now there’s just the army left to you.”

Grove's smile hardened, but he didn’t lose it. Instead, he
rose from behind the desk and walked over to the window.
Looking down at the busy street, he said, “Maybe you’re
right, I really don't know. I do know that I've killed fifty-
two men so far in my lifetime, which is a pretty good aver-
age. Most of them I looked right in the eye before I shot
them. A few others got it in the back, like that Russian
nearly did last week.”

“You could have started a war.”

“Yes. And some day perbaps I will. If I had the power
to .”" He let the sentence go unfinished.

“They re not all like you,” Contrell said. “Thank God.”

“But I have enough of them on my side. Enough of
them who know that army means war and war means
death. You can’t escape it, no matter how hard you try.”

He looked at the white-haired colonel and remembered
the captain he’d spoken with in the bar earlier that after-
noon, Perhaps they were right. Perhaps he was the one
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who was wrong. Had he wasted away his whole life pursu-
ing an impossible dream of an army without war or kill-
ing?

“I’ll still do it my way,” he said.

“Good luck, Major.”

A week later Contrell heard that a Russian guard had
been killed at the wall in an exchange of gunfire with West
Berlin police. One story had it that an American officer
had fired the fatal shot personally, but Contrell was unable
to verify this rumor.

5 April 1969

It was the day before Easter in Washington, a city
expectant under a warm spring sun. The corridors of the
Pentagon were more deserted than usual for a Saturday,
and only in one office on the west side was there any activ-
ity. General Willoughby McSwing Grove, newly appointed
Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, was moving into his
suite of offices.

Colonel Contrell found him bent over a desk drawer,
distributing the contents of a bulging brief case to their
proper places. He looked up, a bit surprised, at his Satur-
day visitor. “Well . . . Contrell, isn’t it? Haven't seen you
in years. Colonel? You’re coming along.”

“Not as fast as you, General.”

Grove smiled a bit, accepting the comment as a sort of
congratulation. “I’'m at the top now. Good place to be for
a man of my age. The hair’s all white, but I feel good. Do
I look the same, Colonel?”

“I’d know you anywhere, General.”

“There’s a lot to be done, 2 damned lot. I've waited and
worked all my life for this spot, and now I've got it. Our
new President has promised me free rein in dealing with
the international situation.”

“I thought he would,” Contrell said quietly. “Do you
have any plans yet?”

“I've had plans all my life.” He wheeled around in his
swivel chair and stared hard out the window at the distant
city. “I'm going to show them what an army is for.”

Colonel Contrell cleared his throat. “You know, Willy,
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it took the better part of a lifetime, but you finally con-
vinced me that killing can be necessary at times.”

“Well, 'm pleased to know that you've come around to
. « »” General Grove started to turn back in his chair and
Contrell shot him once in the left temple.

For a time after he’d done it, Contrell stood staring at
the body, hardly aware that the weight of the gun had
slipped from his fingers. There was only one thought that
crowded all the others from his mind. How would he ever
explain it all at the court-martial?



THE PILE OF SAND

John Keefauver

The earlier arrivals at the beach saw the pile of sand and
assumed it had been made by someone at dawn who had
left it to go, perhaps, to have breakfast and would be com-
ing back later in the morning to sculpt it into an entry for
the sand-castle contest that day. That seemed like a good
explanation, anyway (it was later agreed), for the ex-
istence of the gigantic pile of sand, at least twenty-five
feet high, maybe thirty, with a proportionate base, sitting
on the beach not far from the ocean’s edge at 9 A.M. with
not a soul near it. It appeared to have been thrown up hur-
riedly, or without design, anyway, as if it were the first step
toward a giant sculpture, although it was puzzling that
there was no dug-out area around the pile, from which the
sand would have come for the mound. Not puzzling at
first; later, when the whole town was talking about the
sand hill.

At first no one had paid much attention to the mound
(other than to wonder who had such a gigantic sculpture
in mind, one which he must have had to start building at
dawn) because everybody was intent upon building his
own entry. But as the morning wore on and nobody came
back to continue work on the mountain of sand, there was
more talk about the strange pile, particularly after the
judges arrived about noon and began to ask around if any-
body knew whom the hill of sand belonged to. Was it an
entry? Of course, no one knew anymore than the judges.
So the thing just sat there, unattended and unworked on, as
the hours passed, with parents telling their children not to



158 JOHN KEEFAUVER

climb on it or even touch it because it might be the begin-
ning of a sculpture. Which was a difficult order for the
kids to abide by, for the great mountain of sand was a
most tempting play hill. One boy, in fact, did scamper up
the hill, to come tearing down, frightened when his father
bawled at him. The father then tried to smooth out his
son’s footsteps on the pile, muttering all the time about the
nut—most likely nuts, from the size of it—who made the
thing and then went away and left it unguarded.

By 2 p.M. the judges began making their rounds through
the more than a hundred sand creations up and down the
beach for about a quarter of a mile: the castles, of course,
of all sizes; the animals—the crocodiles and turtles and
whales; the offbeat creations—the VW, the hamburger and
piece of pie (“Lunch”), a bathtub with a woman in it, kelp
used as plumbing, a mouse approaching a trap with a piece
of cheese in it, the pyramids, sculptures connected with the
space program. And the pile of sand. By three-thirty the
judges had compared notes and awarded the first-prize rib-
bon to “Apollo 12.” Second prize went to the VW, and the
mouse and trap and cheese won third. The judges ignored
the pile of sand; they considered it the work of kids who
had tired of it.

Traditionally, after the ribbons had been awarded and
people started to go home, children were allowed to
destroy the sculptures. The incoming tide would cover
them anyway, and the kids might as well have the pleasure.
The children jumped savagely on the creations, screaming
with delight, while the parents watched with almost equal
pleasure. Occasionally an adult would join his child in
smashing a sand design.

There wasn’t much the kids could do about destroying
the mountain of sand. They ran up and down it and kicked
it, but they would have had to have a mechanical shovel to
have knocked it down. Either that, or have worked hours
with shovels to flatten it. Adults ignored the pile.

As the evening fog drifted in and the weather turned
cool, there was a rapid departure from the beach, which
now looked as if a battle had been fought over it. Only the
great pile of sand remained unbroken. The evening high
tide would take care of it, though. What nuts went to all
that trouble and then never showed up to finish their job?
What fools?
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By dusk the tide was lapping at the base of the pile.

An early-rising beach-front resident noticed the police
car parked in front of his house shortly after dawn, and
when he went out to investigate, he saw the officer down
on the beach looking at the pile of sand. When the officer
came back to his car, he said to the resident, who had
walked out to meet him, “That damn hill is still there.
Looks like the tides didn’t take an inch of sand off it.” And
sure enough, as the resident went out onto the beach him-
self, he saw that the high tides during the night and at
dawn had flattened and smoothed the beach of all remains
of the previous day’s sculptures except for the giant pile of
sand, which, if anything, appeared to be larger. The bot-
tom three or so feet of the mountain were smooth where
the tide had encircled it but, strangely, the water appeared
to have washed away none of the base.

By midmorning a number of children were playing on
the pile, but it was of such size that the only damage they
did to it was to puncture it with footstep holes. Adults
looked at it curiously, but none tried to keep the children
from climbing on it now.

While the same beach-front resident was eating lunch he
saw the car with the press sign park on the street in front.
A photographer went down to the beach and took some
pictures of the pile, and in that evening’s local paper there
was a photograph of the “Mysterious Mountain of Sand
that Challenges the Sea.” The story beneath the picture
was written with much tongue in cheek.

That evening about a hundred people (the resident esti-
mated) were around the pile waiting for high tide to reach
it. Children played on it, including some older boys now.
One man, though, yelled at his son to come down from the
hill. “Why?” the boy wanted to know. “Don’t argue with
mel Come down from therel” As the tide gradually circled
the pile, all the parents, though, made their children get off
the mountain, leaving only the older youngsters, those
whose parents were not with them. They whooped and
laughed as the tide rose around the pile, until one boy, a
younger one, became silent and finally jumped from the
mound into the water and ran in to a dry part of the
beach. Then the other boys followed him, one by one, until
the scarred mountain of sand sat by itself in the onrushing
water, which climbed inch by inch, foot by foot as
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darkness came on. Some onlookers had brought flashlights,
but as they were forced back from the mound their lights
gradually lost their effectiveness. When a patrol car on the
road above the beach shone its spotlight on the pile of
sand, though, they all could see that the mountain re-
mained, as if while one wave was taking sand away, an-
other was bringing it in.

The next day a larger crowd surrounded the pile of
sand. The beach-front resident himself had seen the report
of the “Sand Mountain” that “survived the night” on the
early local television; the pictures clearly showed that the
mountain was as big that morning as it had been the day
before. And that afternoon another picture and story of
the mound were in the local paper, this time on the front
page. The story was still written with a light touch, and an
oceanologist was quoted as saying that the mountain re-
mained because of the “press’s molehill,” while the story
quoted a geologist: “The sand of the sea speaketh in
diverse ways—especially with the help of some local wags
with many shovels and much true grit.” During the
evening the crowd was larger than the one of the previous
evening, although more parents kept their children off the
pile. There was some talk of digging into the mountain in
order to flatten it or at least to see what the hell was inside
it. None of the talk was serious, though. It would be a ot
of work for nothing. Would be silly. Let the water wash it
away.

As the tide rose around the pile, what talk there was qui-
eted down, and as it became apparent that once again the
mountain was going to withstand the evening high tide, the
onlookers, including ones now along the road that rimmed
the beach, became silent. A spotlight from a patrol car
stayed on the mountain as the water rose, as if the moun-
tain were a monument. Many spectators stayed even after
the tide peaked, and just before dawn, when the tide
peaked again, two old men stood beside the police car that
had come up and stopped and turned its spotlight on the
beach. The mountain still stood. As if, one of the men said,
it were the only real sculpture that had even been there.

By the fourth day of the existence of the mountain of
sand only a few parents would allow their children to play
on it. Of course, there were older children, on the beach
without parents, who climbed up and down the mound, but
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by the fifth day there was only a total of seven children
who ascended the mountain, although it was a beautiful,
sunny day and the beach was crowded. One man had
brought a shovel and wandered up and down the beach,
half-heartedly asking if there were any volunteers with shov-
els. There was none. So the man went to the hill by him-
self and jokingly started to plunge his shovel into the sand,
then stopped as one of the younger boys on the mountain
started to cry, then ran down the mound to the beach, still
bawling, to be followed by the others, one by one, as if
each were afraid to be left on the mountain alone. “What'’s
the matter?” the crying child was asked. But all he did was
blubber that he had become “scared.” And the man with
the shovel went back to his family on the beach and turned
his back on the pile of sand.

On the seventh day of Sand Mountain, a Saturday, three
carloads of men with cases of beer set up camp near the
hill in midafternoon. Each had a shovel. Immediately a
crowd gathered around them, to ask if they were going to
flatten the mountain, to urge them to. “We sure as hell
are!” said a man who apparently was their leader, a burly,
hairy loudmouth in his early thirties. “Soon as we have a
few beers.” :

The crowd waited impatiently as the men, bantering
among themselves, lolling on their backs looking up at the
mound, slowly drank their beer. To cries of “What you
waiting for!” and “Come on!” and “Can’t get anything
done lying there!” they laughed and grinned and their
leader said, “No hurry. That pile of sand ain’t going no
place. And if there’s anything inside it, it ain’t going no
place either.” Then seeing that a half a dozen or so men,
men not in his group, had gone off and returned with their
own shovels, he stood up and said, “Stay away. This is our
baby.” And then seeing that the six men with shovels
weren't in any hurry to start digging on the mountain, he
sat back down and opened another can of beer, the others
with him then doing the same. As each drinker finished a
beer, he carefully put his can on a stack which, crudely
and in miniature, resembled the mountain of sand. None
of the drinkers offered a beer to anyone outside his group,
and none wore a bathing suit.

By early evening, with almost all the beer drunk and the
tide beginning to lap around Sand Mountain, the leader got
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up and deliberately, dramatically, looking around first to
see if he was being watched, destroyed the hill of cans with
a kick. “Okay!” he bawled. “Let’s go get that damned pile
of sand!” And cheered on by some (most onlookers were
silent), the men grabbed their shovels and charged up the
mound.

They began to dig furiously, throwing the sand as far
out from the mountain as they could. About twelve of
them, they ringed the pile at various levels, led by their
leader, chanting as they worked, “Mountain, mountain, dig
it down! Mountain, mountain, tear it down! Mountain,
mountain, get its Aeart! Mountain, mountain . . .” On-
lookers came as close as they could to the pile, to a point
where the thrown sand landed just in front of them, while
behind them, seeing the attack on the mountain, others
streamed toward Sand Mountain from up and down the
beach and from the road along the ocean. Cars were stop-
ping now, the occupants getting out to watch. “. . . tear it
down!” the onlookers now picking up the chant “. . . get
its heart!” Until after only moments spectators with shovels
were asking the beer drinkers if they could help, and re-
ceiving the go-ahead, climbed onto the mountain, too, and
began to dig. “. . . dig it down!” Then men without shov-
els climbed the hill, to scoop into the mountain with their
hands, and stand and throw, chanting. Then women were
climbing the mountain, then teenagers and children. “. . .
tear it down!” The pile of sand was covered finally with
chanting, furiously digging, clawing, throwing, non-laugh-
ing people, becoming packed even tighter as the original
beer-drinking diggers kept moving down the mountain as
the top of it was flattened. “. . . get its heart!”

The water was rising now around the beheaded moun-
tain, washing over the sand thrown down from the height
of the remaining pile, flattening the thrown sand, drawing
it back into the ocean. Rising inch by inch, foot by foot, as
the sun dropped lower and lower, the water encroached
until some men and women picked up their smaller chil-
dren and waded from the base of the mountain to the dry
beach. One woman fell and her child screamed in terror
when she, hit from behind by a shovelful of sand, fell into
the water. A policeman quickly grabbed them and pulled
them out. His patrol car stood ready with its spotlight if it
should get dark before the mountain had been destroyed.
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Its light was already on, aimed at the mound.

Gradually the mountain came down, until only the origi-
nal shovelers were digging, slower now, panting, chanting
less (although the onlookers were still chanting strongly,
angrily). Then as the ocean began to lap over what was
left of the mountain, the workers straggled off the slight
rise and out of the water, until only their leader was left,
sweating, panting hard, his chant now down to “dig, tear,
heart!”

He waded out of the water the moment the ocean finally
covered the mountain, disappointed, muttering, “Hell,
there wasn't a damn thing in that pile of sand.”

Out of habit, the beach-front resident was up at dawn.
When he looked from his living-room picture window at
the beach, he didn’t know whether to feel disappointment
or relief that the mountain was gone. Some of each, he
guessed. But mostly relief.

From the distance he was not able to see the beginning
of a new mountain not far from the one destroyed. Later
in the day, though, he and others would see it as the morn-
ing high tide piled up more and more sand. And he would
see the second baby mountain, too, near the first one, both
growing at equal speed. By 9 A.Mm. both were larger than
old Sand Mountain.
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Warner Law

Although she was typing from her shorthand notes, the
middle-aged secretary kept sneaking glances at Sam Miller
across the outer office. He was waiting to see her boss, Mr.
Collins, who was the owner and manager of the casino in
the Starlight Hotel. This is a relatively old establishment,
not far out of town on the Las Vegas Strip.

To women in general, and to middle-aged secretaries in
particular, Sam was almost surrealistically handsome, too
all-American to believe in one look. He was in his early
twenties, well over six feet tall, broad in the shoulders and
lithe below. His blond hair was cut short, his face was
tanned, his nose perfectly straight, his teeth white, his smile
a gift of pleasure. His eyes were true blue and his gaze was
of such clear and steady honesty that it made even a secre-
tary with a pure conscience and a fine Methodist back-
ground feel somewhat shifty and sinful when she met it.
She kpew that Mr. Collins would be eager to hire Sam—
though he'd pretend he wasn’t and he'd give the boy a little
hard time first. The Starlight needed dealers and rarely did
they find one who was such a poster picture of integrity.
More than that, Sam’s looks would draw most of the
women gamblers in Vegas, the younger ones with an urge
to bed him and the older ones with an impulse to mother
him. Then the intercom buzzed and Mr. Collins said that
he was ready to see Mr. Miller.

Sam went in and carefully shut the door behind him.
Mr. Collins posed behind his massive desk, right hand ex-
t.nded, a smile of limited cordiality on his face. Sam had
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heard that Mr. Collins was Balkan by birth, with a name
of many jagged syllables that had been carefully natural-
ized and npeutralized. He was a man in his sixties, olive in
coloring, wearing a light-gray silk suit exactly shaded to
match his hair,

Sam shook his hand and smiled and said, “How do you
do, sir?” .

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Sam Miller. Sit down. Tell
me the story of your life.” Mr. Collins had only a trace of
a foreign accent.

Sam sat. “All of it?”

“Well, it can scarcely have been a very long life. How
old are you?”

“Twenty-two, sir.”

“Might I see your driver’s license?”

“Sure.” Sam took it from his wallet and handed it over
the desk and Mr. Collins gave it a quick glance and passed
it back.

“Have you ever been arrested?”

“No, sir.”

“Be certain, now. The rules of the Nevada Gaming
Commission require me to check.”

“No, sir. I've never been arrested for anything.”

“Why do you wish to be a dealer?”

“To make some money and save it, so I can go to col-
lege full time.”

“Where do you come from originally?”

“I was born in Los Angeles and I went to Hollywood
High, and then I enlisted in the Marine Corps, rather than
be drafted.”

“What did you do in the Marine Corps?”

“I got sent to Vietnam.”

“Did anything happen to you?”

“Yes. I got shot three times.”

“You have my profound sympathy, Were they serious
wounds?”

“One was. It was in the stomach. The others were just
flesh wounds. Anyway, I finally got discharged last sum-
mer.”

“Do you happen to have your discharge papers on your
person?”

Sam produced them and Mr., Collins looked them over
and handed them back.
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“And after your discharge?”

“My uncle had a liquor store in Hollywood and I went
to work for him. But we were held up four times. Twice I
got clobbered with revolver butts and once I was shot in
the foot, and finally my uncle was pistol-whipped and he
said the hell with it and sold the store and I was out of a
job.”

“You've crowded a good deal of action into your short
life.”

Sam smiled. “Not intentionally. And then somebody
suggested I might get a job dealing up here in Las Vegas,
and my math was always pretty good, and so I came up
and took a course at Mr. Ferguson’s Dealers’ School and,
as you've seen from the diploma your secretary brought in,
I graduated yesterday.”

Mr. Collins picked up the diploma and handed it to
Sam. “Why did you come here—that is, instead of to some
other casino?”

“Mr. Ferguson said he thought you might be hiring
dealers and that you were a good man to work for. He also
said that you were the smartest man in Vegas.”"

“Did he, now? It’s the first I've heard of it. As it hap-
pens, however, I've just been talking to Ferguson on the
phone about you. He says you were one of the best
students he’s had in a long time. How is your roulette?”

“Pretty fair, I think.”

“We shall see. A little test. Thirty-two has come up,”
Mr. Collins began, and then rattled on with, “and a player
has two chips straight up on it, one split, two chips on cor-
ners, four chips on three across and three chips on the first
column. How many chips do you pay this player?”

It took Sam four seconds to answer, “A hundred and
forty-seven.”

“You forgot the column bet.”

“No, sir, I didn’t. You said the first column. Thirty-two
is in the second column.” Sam smiled a little. “Which you
very well know.”

Mr. Collins did not smile. “These are quarter chips.
How much has the player won?"

“Seven stacks plus seven. Thirty-six seventy-five.”

Now Mr. Collins smiled. “Can you start work this after-
noon at four? That's the middle shift—four till midnight.”

“Yes, sir.”
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“You'll get forty dollars per shift, plus your share of the
dealers’ tips. Like most casinos, we pool them and whack
them up evenly. You'll average around two-fifty, two-sev-
enty-five for a forty-hour week. Is that satisfactory?”

“Yes, sir.” Sam rose as if to leave.

“Sit down. I have something to tell you. I and I alone
own the gaming license here. I am not answerable to any-
one. I have no connection with the Mafia nor any other
bunch of criminals. We do not cheat our players, we do
not cheat the Nevada Gaming Commission and we do not
cheat the Internal Revenue Service. Furthermore, if any
dealer tries to cheat the house in favor of himself or a
player, he gets no mercy from me.”

“Mr. Ferguson told me you ran an honest game.”

“It is more than an honest game. A little test. Number
seven has come up. Having made sure that the pumber is
not covered, you clear the board of chips. But then a
player says, ‘Just a minute, here! I had a chip on seven, but
you took it away!’ You know for certain that this player is
lying through his teeth. What do you do?”

“Well . . . I'd send for my pit boss.”

“No. You apologize to the player and you pay him.
Only if the player does this more than once do you call for
your pit boss—who will have been at your side by that
time, anyway. The point I am making is that as far as you
are concerned, every player is honest and he is always
right. You are not a policeman and you are not a detective.
That is t.he job of your pit boss and it is also my job. It is
not yours.”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Collins rose and extended his hand. “Nice to have
you with us. Keep your hands off our cocktail waitresses.
There are plenty of other pretty girls in this town.”

At three forty-five that afternoon, Sam walked again
into the Starlight Hotel. Being one of the older Strip hotels,
it was not a large one. The casino itself was a separate
wing. People came to play there because it was neither
noisy nor garish, like the newer and much larger Strip
casinos. The slots were in a separate room, so their clatter
did not disturb the serious gamblers. On the depressed oval
that was the casino floor, there were two crap tables, three
21 tables and three roulette tables. There was no wheel of
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fortune and no bingo and no race-track betting. This was a
casino for players who appreciated quiet. Even the stick-
men at the crap tables kept their continuous chatter down.

Sam didn’t know where to report for work, but he found
a small bar through an archway on the upper level of the
room and went in and inquired of the barman, whose
name turned out to be Chuck. He told Sam how to find the
dealers’ room.

Sam followed a corridor to the rear of the building,
where he found a room with some wall lockers and a few
easy chairs and tables. Other dealers were there, hanging
up their jackets and putting on their green aproms. A
scrawny little man in a dark snit came up to Sam. He
looked fifty and had a sour, sallow face.

“Sam Miller?”

“Yes, sir.”

“I'm Pete and I'm your pit boss on this shift.” He turned
to the other dealers. “Boys, this is Sam Miller.” They
grunted friendly greetings. “You’ll get to know ’em all,”
Pete told Sam. *“But this is Harry.” He took Sam over to
meet a tall man of seventy with weary eyes. “You’ll be
working together. You can begin by stacking for Harry
tonight.”

“Pleased to meet you, sonny boy,” Harry said and shook
Sam’s hand and looked at him and reacted. “My God—
you look fifteen years old.”

In the casino, Sam found that his roulette-table setup
was almost identical with the one in Ferguson's school.
There were six stools along the players’ side of the table.
By the wheel on the dealer’s right were stacks of chips in
different colors—white, red, green, blue, brown and yel-
low. They were all marked STARLIGHT but had no stated
value. Since the minimum bet was a quarter, their value
was so presumed.

Past the colors were stacks of dollar tokens. These were
of base metal, minted for the casino. To the right of the to-
kens were stacks of house checks, with marked denom-
inations of five dollars ranging upward to $50. The casino
also had house checks worth $100 and $500 and $1000,
but these were seldom seen in any quantity at a roulette
table.

In front of the dealer was a slot in which rested a plastic
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shingle, and when players bought chips with currency, the
bills were shoved down through the slot and into the
locked cashbox under the table.

Since this was now the end of a shift, Mr. Collins came
up with his keys and an empty cashbox. He exchanged one
box for the other and walked off with the full one toward
the cashier’s office, followed by an armed and uniformed
security guard.

For the first hour, Sam merely stacked the chips and the
occasional checks that Harry shoved over to him. It was a
quiet game, without plungers or cheaters or arguments.
Then Harry went off for a break and Sam took over the
dealing.

Not long after, a woman came up to Sam’s table. She
was in her fifties, tall and scrawny, and her mouth held
more than her share of the world’s teeth. She was wearing
a gold-lamé blouse over orange slacks. She sounded rather
drunk as she said, “Gimme a coupla stacksa quarters.” She
handed Sam a ten-dollar bill. He slotted the money and
passed her two stacks of red chips. “I don’ like red,” she
said. “It doesn't go with my slacks. You got another
color?”

“How about green?” Sam asked her, smiling.

“Green is jus’ fine,” she said and soon picked up the two
stacks Sam put in front of her.

Sam started the ball whirring.

“I been playin’ this roulette for years and years,” the
woman announced to the table at large, “an’ there’s no
such thing as a system. No such thing as a system! You
just gotta let the chips fall where they may, as the fella
said!”

She then turned her back to the table, with twenty chips
in each hand, and tossed them all over her shoulders onto
the board. They clattered down every which way and
knocked other bets out of position, and a great many of
the chips rolled off the table and onto the floor. The other
players cried out in annoyance. Sam removed the ball from
the wheel. Pete started over, pausing to push one of several
buttons on a small table in the center of the enclosure.

“I'm sorry, ma'am,” Sam told the woman, “but we can’t
bet that way.”

She giggled. “I'm jus' lettin’ the chips fall where they
may!”
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“Bven so,” Sam said with an engaging smile, “if your
bets aren’t in correct positions, I won't know how to pay
you when you win.”

The other players had been patiently bending over and
retrieving green chips from the floor. Sam gathered them
and stacked them for her and made sure they were all
there.

“I'm real sorry to make all this trouble,” the woman
said, smiling at Sam. “Let’s see, now. Most of 'em fell
around twenny, so that’s where I'll kinda put 'em. Around
twenny.” With drunken carefulness, she began to slather
her chips around number 20.

In the distance, Sam saw Mr. Collins approaching from
his office—where he had just heard the warning buzz from
Pete. He walked up and stood at the head of the table, but
said nothing.

Sam put the ball in motion. The woman watched it spin.
“It’s just got to be twenny,” she said. “Or else I am bank-
rupt!”

The ball fell into number 20. “Ooooooh!” She jumped
up and down and clapped her hands. “I won! I won!”

Sam counted the green chips on the board. “Six straight
up on twenty, nine splits, ten on corners. That’s four
hundred and forty-three chips, plus these twenty-five left
on the board.”

“How much is that in money?”’ the woman asked.

“One hundred and seventeen dollars,” Sam said.

Mr. Collins had come up behind her. “My congratu-
lations, Mrs. Burke,” he said.

She turned. “Oh, dear Mr. Collins. How are you?”

“It’s always such a pleasure to see you here,” Mr. Col-
lins said. “As a matter of fact, I've been meaning to call
you. Before you break the bank, why don’t you cash in and
come and have a drink with me? I need your advice about
a piece of real estate.”

In moments, Mrs. Burke had been paid her winnings
and was walking off happily on Mr. Collins’ arm. Under
the chatter of the players, Pete murmured to Sam, “Very
nicely handled, son. What Howard Hughes and Kerkorian
don’t own in Vegas, Mrs. Burke does.”

On Sam’s second night of dealing, nothing whatever hap-
pened. But on his third night, there was trouble.

A fat-faced young man with a sullen mouth and pimples
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had been betting regularly on 14 and losing. He was play-
ing with ten-dollar house checks, but he didn’t look as if he
could afford them, and he kept increasing his bets until he
was up to fifty dollars a spin, straight up on 14. Despair
came into his eyes.

This time, 15 came up. There was no bet on it. Sam
cleared the board.

“Hold on, there!” the young man said. “What about my
fifty on fifteen?”’

Sam smiled politely. “I think it was on fourteen, sir.”

Pete had already pushed a button and was at Sam’s side.

“Not this time it wasn't!” the young man said. “I fipally
got tired of fourteen and bet on fifteen. You were just so
used to seeing me bet on fourteen that you made a mis-
take, that’s all.”

Bighteen hundred dollars was involved. Sam glanced
over at Pete, but before the pit boss could speak, a distin-
guished-looking white-haired man at the very end of the
table called to Sam, “I'm afraid the young man up there is
right.” His manner was reluctant and apologetic. “I'm
sorry to be difficult, but I did see him bet on fifteen. I won-
dered at the time if he'd made a mistake or was changing
his number after all this time.”

The smartest man in Vegas had by now come up behind
the bettor. “Pay the bet, Sam,” he said. “I want no argu-
ments here.”

“Yes, sir,” Sam said and reached for some checks.

Pete stopped him with a hand and said, “We don’t have
that much here at the table, Mr. Collins.”

This was not true.

“Oh?" said Mr. Collins. “Well, let's go to my office,
then. If you and your friend would come with me, I'll see
that—"

“My friend?” the young man asked. “I've never—"

The older man said from the foot of the table, “I've
never seen that young fellow before in my life!”

“Oh?” Mr. Collins looked surprised. “I'm sorry. I'd
presumed you two were friends.”

“I never laid eyes on that gentleman before in my lifel”
the young man said.

“T understand,” said Mr. Collins. “However, sir,” he said
to the older man, “I'll need a brief statement from you af-
firming that you saw the bet being placed. It’s required by
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the Nevada Gaming Commission in these instances.”

This was rubbish.

The older man sighed and picked up his chips and came
round the table and offered his hand and a smile to the
young man and said, “My name is John Wood.”

“I'm George Wilkins and I'm real sorry to put you to all
this trouble, but thank you for sticking up for me. What I
mean”—he nodded toward Sam—*young fellows like this
are obviously so new they make normal mistakes.”

Sam wished he could knock this young man down and
kick his teeth out. The two walked away with Mr. Collins.
They did not return to the casino floor. When midnight
came and Sam went off duty, he passed Mr. Collins on the
upper level and asked him, “What happened to those two
cheaters?”

Mr. Collins smiled. “Why do you so presume, Sam?”

“Because there was no bet on fifteen and anybody who
said otherwise is a liar.”

Laughing, Mr. Collins said, “Sam, you wouldn’t believe
how stupid some people can be. I asked to see their
driver’s licenses, as a matter of form. Without thinking,
they showed them to me. What do you think I learned?”

“Don’t tell me they have the same name?!”

“No, no. But their addresses showed that they live two
houses apart. In Van Nuys, California.”

“My God! What did you do to them?”

“Nothing. I left them alone in my office for a minute,
and when I came back, they were gone. I presume they're
well back in California by now.” The smartest man in
Vegas patted Sam on the shoulder and said, “Good night,
Sam,” and walked off.

It was around eleven on Sam’s fourth night that things
really began to happen. Sam was dealing and Harry was
stacking for him. The table was crowded and all the colors
were in use. Behind the seated players, others stood, bet-
ting with coins and house checks. As the ball began to
slow, Sam said. “No more bets, please.”

A man started shouting, “Let me through! Here, now—
let me through! Get out of the way, damn it!”

He was a tall man in his seventies and he wore a white
Stetson. He had a white mustache under a long red nose.
He shouldered his way through the standers. He held two
packages of bank-strapped currency above his head, and
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when he reached the table, he threw them both in the gen-
eral area of number 23 and announced, “That’s two thou-
sand dollars right smack on twenty-three! Straight up!”

Sam quickly picked up the packs and tossed them off the
betting area. “I'm sorry, sir.” The ball fell into number 11.

The old man’s reedy voice rose above the murmur at the
table. “What's the matter, young fella? Something the mat-
ter with my money?” He was wearing a white-silk Western
shirt and an apache tie with a gold tie slide in the shape of
a nugget, and over all he had on a spotless white-buckskin
with long fringes and with stitched patch pockets high and
low. Sam had seen a similar suit in a Las Vegas store win-
dow for $295.

“This is perfectly good money!” the old man said,
showing off the two packs. They contained $100 bills,
which, as Sam knew, usually come from a bank strapped
in units of ten. These looked to be fresh from the Bureau
of Engraving and Printing.

Sam smiled at the old man. “Of course it is, sir. But, for
one thing, you were too late for this roll; and for another,
there’s a two-hundred-dollar maximum bet on the num-
bers; and for still another, we don’t use paper money on
this table.”

“Well, sell me some chips, damn it!”

“T will, sir, but we’re out of colors and—"

Pete had come to the table and he now asked, “What
denomination would you like to play with, sir?”

“Hundreds! Hundred-dollar chips, if you've got 'em.”
Everyone at the table was now listening and the old man
turned and smiled and said, “My name’s Premberton! Bert
Premberton! From up Elko way! Pleased to make your ac-
quaintance!” He shook hands with those whom he could
reach.

“I'll have to get some hundred-dollar checks from the
cashier, Mr. Premberton,” Pete said. “How many would
you like?”

“Well, now . . .” The old man pondered and brought
out package after package of strapped hundreds from his
various pockets and stacked them on the table in front of
him. Twenty thousand dollars was visible. There was a
stunned silence around the table. “Sold a ranch today,”
Premberton told everyone simply. “Or it finally got
through escrow, I should say.” To Pete, he said, “Oh, hell.
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Let’s jest start with two thousand. But get plenty, while
you're at it.” He handed Sam two packages of hundreds
and stuffed the others back into his pockets.

Sam handed them to Pete, who broke the paper straps
and fanned the bills and nodded and said, “Two thousand.
I'll be right back.”

“Here, now!” the old man bellowed. “What if twenty-
three comes up while you’re gone, hey? I want two
hundred on it, every time. Twenty-three is gonna be a hot
one tonight, I can tell you for truel”

“You'll be covered on every roll, Mr. Premberton,” Pete
said, starting off.

“Take over for me,” Sam told Harry and walked after
Pete, catching up with him outside the roulette enclosure.
“Pete?" The pit boss stopped and turned. “I don't like this
old man,” Sam said. *“I've got a kind of feeling about him."”

uw-hy?u

“Well, for one thing, he's been drinking, and I didn’t
like the way he butted his way to the table, and—well, I
just don’t trust him is all.”

“It is not your job to trust people. As long as his
money’s good, I don’t care if—"

“But maybe it isn’t. Maybe it’'s—"

Mr. Collins had walked up to them. “Troubles?”

“Maybe it's counterfeit,” Sam finished.

Pete smiled. “You have got to be kidding.”

Mr. Collins took the bills from Pete and ruffied through
them and handed them back and motioned the pit boss
toward the cashier’s window. Then he sighed.

“Sam, you still have a good deal to learn. For all practi-
cal purposes—as far as we are concerned—there is no such
thing as a hundred-dollar bill that is counterfeit. Oh, they
do exist, but they're extremely rare, for the reason that
printers don’t bother with them because they're so difficult
to pass. We get fives and tens and twenties and now and
then a fifty. But I don’t think I've seen a funny hundred in
twenty years. In any case, there are two places in which no
one but an idiot would deliberately pass even one phony
hundred-dollar bill, and one is a bank and the other is a
casino. Both places have smart cashiers and men with
guns."

“I'm sorry,” Sam said. “I didn't know that. I was only
trying to protect the house.”
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“It is not your job to protect the house. I thought I'd
made that perfectly clear when we first met. Would you
get back to your table now, please?”

“Yes, sir.”

Pete came up to them, carrying a plastic rack nearly full
of $100 house checks. “I got quite a few, just in case,” he
said. “And to make our boy detective here happy, I asked
both Ruth and Hazel to check out those bills; they’re both
experts in the currency department, and they assure me
that the twenty hundreds are the genuine article, with the
serial numbers in sequence, just as they left the Bureau of
Engraving and Printing.”

“I’'m sorry to be so stupid,” Sam said and followed Pete
back to the table, where he and the pit boss piled the
checks neatly in stacks of twenty. Harry reached for one
stack, knocked off four checks and handed the remaining
sixteen to Premberton, saying, “Two thousand, sir, less
four hundred for the last two rolls.”

The old man grunted his understanding and placed two
checks on 23. He then began looking around the casino as
if for someone, finally saw her, put two fingers into his
mouth and produced a shrill whistle. He waved a hand and
shouted, “Over here, honey!”

A girl came toward the table and tried to get through
the crowd. “Let her through, there!” the old man cried.
“That’s my little bride, there! Let her through, damn it!”

People gave way and the girl soon joined Premberton,
who hugged and kissed her. The girl blushed and said,
“Oh, Bert! Not here!”

The girl was spectacularly lovely. She was in her early
twenties and had golden hair and large young breasts. Her
mouth was full and sensuous, but her wide blue eyes gave
her an expression of innocence.

“Folks! I want you to meet my sweet little honeybunch,
Vikki!” He kissed her again and hugged her and then ran
his hand up and around her buttocks. “We got hitched this
very mornin’l” There was a silence around the table, partly
of incredulity and partly of disapproval. “And the reason
twenty-three is goin' to be a hot number tonight is that to-
day is February the twenty-third and it's also my own little
hot number here’s birthday, and she’s twenty-three this
very day! What do you think of that?” Premberton turned
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to Harry and asked, “You’re sure, now, that two hundred
is all I can bet at a time?”

“Yes, sir,” Harry said as the ball slowed. “That’s our
limit.” The ball dropped once and bounced about and fi-
nally fell into 23 and remained there. “Twenty-three,”
Harry announced and smiled at Vikki. “Happy birthday,
young lady.”

“Hey, now!” the old man shouted and clapped everyone
he could reach on the back. “What'd I tell you? Twenty-
three’s goin’ to be a hot number tonight!”

Harry pushed three and a half stacks over to the old
man. “Seventy checks, sir. Seven thousand dollars.”

The other players started exclaiming in excitement and
people who heard the commotion began to crowd around
the table to watch. Premberton told Vikki to open her
shoulder bag and he dumped the seventy checks into it.
“You'll get that Rolls-Royce automobile for a weddin’
present yet, honeybunch!” Then, to Harry, “Say, nowl My
little bride here can play, too, can’t she?”

“Surely, sir,” Harry said.

“Well, you jest do that, Vikki honey! You put two
hundred on twenty-three along with me, you hear?”

After the old man had bet his two checks, Vikki added
two more from her purse. Harry turned to Sam. “Take
over for a couple of minutes, would you?” Harry walked
off and Sam stepped into his place and Pete came up to
stack for Sam. Other players began piling chips onto 23.
Sam sent the ball spinning. It eventually fell into num-
ber 5.

“You got to do better 'n that, young fella!” the old man
shouted.

Sam smiled at him. “I'm trying, sir. I really am.”

“I sure wish we could bet more than four hundred,” the
old man said. “Twenty-three is sure goin’ to be a hot one
tonight!”

A man standing next to Premberton volunteered: ‘“You
can also play splits if you want to, sir, and corners and
three across.”

“How’s that?”

Using his finger as a pointer, the man showed him what
he meant.

“Well, I'm jest goin’ to bet that way, then!” He started
to cover the board all around 23 and then said, “I'm goin’
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to need some more chips, young fella.” He brought out
three more packs of hundreds and handed them to Sam,
who broke the straps and counted the bills.

“Three thousand,” Sam announced and slotted the
money. Then he reached for the stack and a half Pete had
ready for him and passed the checks to the old man, who
finished covering 23 and its surrounding numbers. As the
ball whirred, Sam figured that if 23 came up, the Prember-
tons would win $20,200. The number turned out to be 22,
but the old man had $5000 coming to him because of his
bets on splits and corners and three across. When Sam
passed his winnings to him, the old man dumped them into
Vikki’s purse and bet again as before, The next three num-
bers were losers for Premberton, who was then almost out
of visible checks.

“Better give me five thousand this time, young fella,” he
said, bringing five packages of money from his pocket. It
was slotted and Sam gave him two and a bhalf stacks. Harry
returned and took over the stacking from Pete. The ball
fell into 24. Sam paid the old man another fifty checks and
these, too, went into Vikki’s purse.

“Start thinkin’ what color you want that Rolls-Royce au-
tomobile painted, honeybunch.”

The next two numbers were zero and 361 and Prember-
ton was down again in checks. “Five thousand more,
young fella.” The money came out and was counted and
sent down into the cashbox and the old man got his two
and a half stacks.

“Take over for me?” Sam asked Harry. To Pete as he
passed, Sam said, “Got to take a leak.” He crossed the
casino floor and went up to the upper level, where Mr.
Collins was standing, his eyes in constant motion as he sur-
veyed and studied the activity below.

“How is it going, Sam?”

“Mr. Collins, I don't like what’s going on at my table.”

“Oh? Troubles?”

“Well, whenever that old man wins, he dumps his
checks into his wife’s bag, but when he loses, he cashes
some more of his hundred-dollar bills.”

“So?’)

“She has close to seventeen thousand in there right
now.”

“So?” Mr. Collins shrugged. “Sam, some players feel
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luckier when they're playing with house money and others
prefer to pocket our money and play with their own. It's
their business. It is not yours.”

“I know. But I keep getting the feeling there’s something
phony about the old man. I mean, as if he were Walter
Brennan, playing a rich old rancher. Except that Walter
Brennan would convince me and this Mr. Premberton
doesn’t. It’s like he’s overacting his part. And the way he
fondles that pretty little girl who's young enough to be his
granddaughter—well, it makes you kind of sick.”

Mr. Collins smiled. “I see. It’s not just a roulette dealer
I've hired. I have in addition a drama critic and an arbiter
of morals.” His smile faded. “Has this old gentleman tried
any funny business with his bets?”

“Well, no. Not yet, anyway.”

“Nor will he. Sam, I'll tell you how- to spot a potential
cheater on sight. When an ordinary player comes into this
casino, he will glance around casually and then decide
where he wants to go and go there. But when a cheater
comes in—and by this I mean someone who has cheated
before elsewhere and may well do so here—he will stop
and look carefully at the face of every dealer and pit boss
on the floor, for fear he'll be recognized from the past.
When I see this, I make sure that this player is watched ev-
ery minute he’s here.”

“That’s very interesting,” Sam said. “I'd never thought
of that.”

“I saw this old man walk down from the bar. He looked
around for the nearest roulette table and hurried to it. In
addition, it happens that Chuck the bartender knows him.
He's from up near Elko and he recently sold one of his
ranches, which is why he has all this bank cash on him.
Also, he got married this morning and he’s celebrating.”

“He told us, at the table.”

“All right. Sam, I will tell you one more time and only
one more time: The overall problems involved in running
this casino are mine. They are not yours. Please don’t
make me lose my patience with you.”

“No, sir. I'm sorry.” Sam walked off and into the men’s
room and in a couple of minutes came out. As he passed
the archway leading to the bar, he paused and then went
in. There were few customers and Chuck was drying
glasses.
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“Hi, Sammy boy.”

Sam said, “Chuck—this old man—this Mr. Premberton.
Mr. Collins says you know him.”

Chuck nodded. “He’s a rancher from up near Elko. He
got married this ”

Sam cut in with, “But do you know him? From before, I
mean?”

“Well, no, but ”?

“So how do you know so much about him?”

“He was in here earlier, talking to people, buying every-
body drinks, showing off his new little wife—you know.”

“Thanks, Chuck.” Sam walked out of the bar and down
to his table. Pete moved away so that Sam could take over
the stacking. From the stacks of $100 checks, it was ap-
parent that Premberton had lost a few thousand while Sam
had been away. Now the old man handed Harry another
five packages of hundreds, which went down the slot.

Sam passed two and a half stacks to Harry, who said,
“You mind rolling? I'm really beat.”

“Sure.” As Sam took Harry’s place, he glanced at his
watch and saw that it was eleven forty-five. In fifteen
minutes the shift would end.

Number 34 came up, and then 6. One of the players had
given up his seat to Vikki, who now sat directly across
from Sam. “Whatever happened to number twenty-three?”
she asked with a smile. It began as a casual smile, but then
she glanced up and saw that the old man was engrossed in
betting and she looked at Sam and smiled, but directly
now. With this smile, all innocence left her eyes.

Sam indicated 23. “I'm afraid it’s hidden under all those
chips.”

“Well, see if you can find it for us.”

Sam sent the ball spinning. “I'll do my very best, Mrs.
Premberton.” The number turned out to be 26. Sam gave
the old man thirty-three checks, which Vikki dumped into
her bag. There had to be over $20,000 in that bag by now,
but then, almost as much had come out of Premberton’s
pockets.

The next two numbers were 2 and 12. The old man was
out of checks again. “Gimme some of them chips, Vikki,
honey.”

“Oh, Bert. Don’t you think we should stop? It’s been a
long day and it’s almost midnight, and ——""
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“Jest one more roll. I got a hunch it’ll be twenty-three.”

Vikki passed a handful of checks to Premberton, who
leaned over the table to bet and then silently collapsed and
fell onto the table and lay still. When it was plain that he
wasn't going to move, Vikki cried out and reached over
and touched him.

Others at the table were saying, “Is he dead?” “He’s had
a heart attack!” “Get a doctor, somebody!”

Pete had already pushed buttons. Two security guards
hurried up, herded people aside and got to the old man,
who now groaned and opened his eyes and managed to
push himself erect. The guards held him up.

“What happened?” Premberton asked.

Mr. Collins hurried up. “Help him to my office,” he told
the guards. “The hotel doctor is on his way.”

“I'm all right,” Premberton said. “Jest had a little dizzy
spell.”

“I insist,” said Mr. Collins.

The guards started off with the old man. Vikki followed,
but Sam called, “Don’t forget your husband’s checks, Mrs.
Premberton.” Sam hadn’t started the ball rolling. He
picked up the old man’s bets and handed them to her.

“Thank you. You're very kind.” She hurried off toward
Mr. Collins’ office.

The table quieted down as Sam started the ball rolling.
“How did they do, all told?”” Sam asked Harry.

He studied the stacks of checks by the wheel and said,
“They’re up a hundred. It’s getting close to midnight,
thank the saints. I'm really beat.”

In a2 few minutes, after the graveyard shift had come
onto the floor, Sam and Harry walked up to the higher
level, where they met Mr. Collins coming out of his office.

“How'’s the old man?” Harry asked.

“All right, the doctor says. It was just a faint. His wife
tells me he had no dinner and a lot of drinks, and I
gathered that they’d spent the afternoon in bed.”

“It kind of turns your stomach,” Sam said. “That old
man and that little girl.”

“It may turn yours, sonny boy,” Harry said sourly. “But
I ain’t quite dead yet and it don’t turn mine.” He walked
off.

“They ended a hundred to the good,” Sam told Mr. Col-
lins.
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¢ “Pm just relieved it was nothing more serious than a
aint.”

“Do you suppose he can get back to their motel all
right?” Sam asked.

“That’s for me to worry about, Sam,” Mr. Collins said
in a warning tone.

“Sorry,” Sam said and walked away.

In the dealers’ room, Sam hung up his apron and
chatted with some of the dealers and combed his hair and
put on his jacket and then went into the bar and ordered a
beer. He enjoyed it, and ordered another, and was starting
on that when Mr. Collins came into the bar and up to him.

“Sam, the old man wants to see you.”

“Me? Why? How is he?”

“All right. They're about to leave.”

Sam followed Mr. Collins into his office, where Prem-
berton was striding around, a highball in hand. Vikki was
sitting, also with a drink.

“Hello there, young fellal” the old man said.

“How do you feel, sir?” Sam asked.

“Fit as a fiddle. I'm terrible sorry about causin’ all that
-commotion at your table. And I meant to leave you a little
tip. Gimme a hundred, Vikki.” She did and the old man
handed a check to Sam,

“Thanks very much, sir. And I hope that you and Mrs.
Premberton will have a very happy marriage.”

Mr. Collins said, “You'll have to excuse me. It’s the end
of a shift and I have to go and collect the cash from the
tables.”

“We're jest leavin’ ourselves, sir,” Premberton said.
“Let’s go cash in, Vikki honey, and see if we’ve won any-
thing.”

The four left the office together and Sam said good night
to the Prembertons, who went off toward the cashier. Mr.
Collins said to Sam, “The tip goes in the box.”

Sam nodded and smiled and walked down to the floor
and dropped the check into the dealers’ tip box. Mr. Col-
lins watched this and nodded approval and walked into the
cashier’s office.

Sam went back up to the bar to finish his beer. Through
the archway he saw the Prembertons cashing in. Mr. Col-
lins came out with some empty cashboxes and gave the
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couple a smile and started off for the tables. Soon Sam saw
the old man and the girl walk out of the casino, arm in
arm. In a few minutes, Sam finished his beer, left the
casino and drove off up the Strip.

After about two miles, he came to the Slumbertime Mo-
tel and parked. He got out and walked along a ground-
level porch to room 17. A light was on inside. Sam
knocked. A man opened the door.

“Yes?” he asked.

Sam frowned. “I'm looking for Mr. Haskins.”

“He must be in another room.”

“No. He lives here, in seventeen. Or did.”

“Well, I checked in here at ten tonight and he wasn't
here then.”

“I’'m sorry to have bothered you,” Sam said and hurried
down the porch to the office, where he pinged the desk
bell. In a moment, a man in a bathrobe came from a rear
room. “I'm looking for Mr. Haskins and his granddaugh-
ter,” Sam said. “They were in seventeen and sixteen.”

“They checked out.”

“They did?”

“About nine tonight.”

“Oh, Did—did they leave anything for me? For Sam
Miller?”

“Yes, they did.” The manager found an envelope and
looked at it. “ ‘For Sam Miller.’ ” Sam took the envelope,
thanked him and hurried out to his car. Getting in, he tore
open the envelope and found a sheet of paper with writing
on it. In order to read it, he flicked on his overhead light.
The note read:

Dear Sammy darling honey. By the time you get
this, Grandpa and I will be on our way to somewhere
else. I mean, if everything goes OK at your casino
tonight. I'm crossing my legs for good luck! Grandpa
has decided not to leave you your share, for two rea-
sons. For one thing, he needs the $6000 more than
you, because he’s an old man and isn’t young any-
more, like you. Also, he thinks you're a wonderful
person and should be straight, and he says he's afraid
that if you get your first taste of what he calls ill-got-
ten gains, it will turn you into a crook like himself for
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the rest of your life and this he wouldn’t like to see.
Good-bye. I'll really miss you. You sure are good in
bed, Sammy honey.

Love, Vikki,

Sam turned off the light and sat in the darkness for a
moment. Then fury overcame him and he slammed both
hands against his steering wheel again and again, and tears
of frustration blurred his eyes.

And then the passenger door opened and the interior
light went on and Sam turned to see Mr. Collins standing
there.

“Troubles, Sam?” He slid onto the seat and shut the
door.

Sam’s eyes widened and his mouth fell open. “How?
«..How? ...

“I followed you here. I've been sitting in my car over
there, and I saw you get turned away from that room, and
I saw you get that letter from the manager, and I saw the
look on your face when you read it.” He brought out a
cigarette. “So your friends ran out on you, did they—with-
out giving you your cut?”

“I...I...don't know what you mean.”

“Oh, knock it off, Sam.” He lit his cigarette. ‘“You're in
serious trouble. Your only hope is to level with me. Where
in the name of God did you three manage to get a hundred
and eighty phony hundred-dollar bills? And what are the
old man and his wife to you?”

Sam considered for a moment and then shrugged. “She’s
his granddaughter. Their name is Haskins.” He turned on
his overhead light. “Oh, hell.” He handed Mr. Collins
Vikki's note. “You might as well read this.”

Mr. Collins did. “The old man may be selfish, but he’s
right, you know. That six thousand would have meant the
end of you as an honest person.” Sam turned off the light.
“Where did you meet these two?"”

“They were customers of my uncle’s liquor store. 1 got
to know Vikki and pretty soon we had a real thing going.
Then, when my uncle sold the store, I was out of a job,
and one day old Bert asked me how honest I was and I
said that depended, and he told me about all these
hundreds he had.”

“Where did he get them?”
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“He’d bought them a long time ago, very cheaply. But
he’d never passed any. He had an idea about how they
could all be changed in one place at one time—in a casino.
He didn’t care if he won, you see—he just wanted to
change his counterfeits for good money. So he offered me
a third if I'd help him and he paid my way through Mr.
Ferguson’s school. I had to get a job as a dealer up here, so
I cquld find out exactly how things worked in a particular
casino.”

“Sam, you are a crook. You are a criminal.”

“All I did tonight was to keep warning you about the old
man and his money.”

“You were just setting me up.”

“I guess so0.” Sam sighed. “For all the good it did me.”

“Was the old man’s faint staged?”

“Yes. He knew he had to stop before midnight, when
you'd open the cashboxes and spot his bills. But he figured
that if he just stopped right then, you might be suspicious,
so he faked a faint.”

“And whose idea was it that you should try to make me
suspicious of them?”

Sam smiled modestly. “Well, it was mostly mine—after
I'd met you. I figured that if I questioned the first two
thousand and you made sure they were genuine—then you
wouldn’t have any doubts about the next eighteen thou-
sand. And also, I wanted to be sure you wouldn’t connect
me with it when it was all over.”

Mr. Collins smiled a little. “It was a slick operation,
Sam. And it almost worked. But your gamble paid off on
the house number—which is double zero for you.”

“Where did I go wrong?”

“Well, for one thing, you objected too much and I be-
gan to wonder why. And at the end, you wondered if the
old man could get back to his motel. But meanwhile, the
girl had told me they were staying at the Flamingo Hotel. 1
figured something was wrong somewhere. And when I
opened your cashbox and found the funny money, it all
fell into place.”

“What . . . are you going to. . . do about me?”

Mr. Collins shrugged. “Nothing. I expect you back at
work tomorrow.” Sam looked at him in disbelief. “Sam,
unless you're crazy, you'll never try anything funny on me
again. And it's my solemn duty to the Nevada gaming in-
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dustry to make sure you never work for anybody else.”

“But . .. but what about the eighteen thousand in
phony hundreds you're stuck with?”

“What makes you think so, Sam?”

“Because I saw Vikki cash in before you'd opened the
cashboxes. That was good money she walked out with]”

“What makes you think so0?”

“I. . .don't understand you.”

“Because you’d finally made me suspicious, I'd opened
your cashbox ten minutes earlier. It was while you were in
the dealers’ room and the bar. I saw to it that among the
twenty thousand your friends walked out with were the
same identical one hundred and eighty counterfeit
hundreds they’d walked in with.” Mr. Collins opened the
car door and slid out. “Good night, Sam. See you tomor-
row.”

So saying, the smartest man in Vegas shut the car door
and walked off into the darkness.



THE BITTER YEARS

Dana Lyon

The woman finished cleaning up the sink from her solitary
meal—the chicken breast cooked in wine, the crisp avo-
cado salad, the beaten biscuits that she had made herself,
with enough left over to heat for breakfast—and now the
little house was in perfect order. The sun, in this rustic
mountain village that she had selected for her permanent
home, would sink quickly behind the wooded hills, so that
there was never a long protracted period of dusk, and now
there would be only a few moments left before everything
was shrouded in darkness. So she must take her final look
of the day at the ground made ready for her new lawn and
garden.

Tomorrow, the man Samuel had said; tomorrow the soil
will be ready for the seed and then, God willing, you may
have a decent lawn for a change. He was proud of his
preparations; no one yet had been able to grow a satisfac-
tory lawn in this rocky section of the hills. Many had tried
and had succeeded in growing a few scraggly blades. But
she was determined to achieve a beautiful lushness out
there in back, and then she would buy some awnings and
outdoor furniture and perhaps put in a little fountain; and
when she got back from her trip she could sit outdoors all
summer long and just bask in the beauty and quiet brought
to life through her own efforts. During the winters she
would travel—Mexico, South America, the Mediter-
ranean—but in the summers she would enjoy the home
and lawn and garden for which she had waited so long.

Still glancing out the window she saw a whisk of white
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leaping onto the dark loam of the readied earth. She was
instantly alert, flying out the back door, screaming “Nemol!
Nemo!” to her little cat, which paid not the slightest atten-
tion because it had sunk to its belly in the soft damp soil.
Unthinking, realizing only that the cat might sink all the
way in, as in quicksand, she stepped into the dirt and
found herself plunged into it almost to her knees, before
her feet came to rest on the rocky hardness of the ground
underneath.

“Damn!” she said to herself, and laughed. “Old fool that
Iam.”

She pulled herself out of the foot-and-a-half depth of the
loam, rescued the yowling cat, and plodded back into the
house, there to strip and shower.

Oddly enough, she was pleased at the depth of the new
soil. The man Samuel had done his work well—had obvi-
ously Rototilled the rocky ground as well as he could and
had then hauled in great loads of top soil, weed-free and
fertilized, now lying ready in the sun for tomorrow's fine
grass seed. He hadn't cheated. He hadn't, as some garden
workers might have done, merely put in a thin layer of dirt
over the solid foundation, but had really prepared the grass
for a lifetime of growth. (But he had still shaken his head,
had still grumbled in the pessimistic manner of these
mountainfolk who were too used to disappointment to
tempt fate by hoping. “Grass seed just don’t want to grow
up here,” he had muttered while he raked and smoothed,
smoothed and raked. “Soil’s empty. Air’s too thin. Winter's
too fierce.” But he had kept on raking and smoothing,
promising disaster but hoping in spite of himself.)

The woman smiled to herself, wiped herself dry from
the shower, got into her night dress and lounging robe,
washed the cat much to its enragement (for who, it seemed
to be saying, can wash a cat better than itself?) and went
to her easy chair in front of the television set.

She was alone. And safe. Safe at last. Happy and com-
fortable. Rested. Rested for the first time in her life and
with that wonderful world cruise waiting for her, after her
years of vacationless labor. Only a few weeks ahead now,
but time for her to see the new young grass begin to come
up and to know that it would be full-fledged on her return
months from now. She had never been as content, excited



THE BITTER YEARS 189

as a young girl, as she was now. The bitter years behind,
the exciting years ahead.

She grew weary and exasperated with the television, for
in this mountain fastness there were only two stations
available and on one there was a rock group, splitting the
air with the modern sounds of yelling and shouting, and on
the other an old Western, making loud noises too but those
of the past, shooting and shouting and galloping hither and
yon.

She turned off the set and went to her desk drawer,
pushing aside the small revolver she kept there because she
was living alone, and took out a pile of brightly colored
brochures, to look through again, dreaming and visualiz-
ing, living in the future, ignoring the past: the magnificent
ship where she would have an outside cabin all to herself
and could have days and nights of quiet leisure; England
with its magnificent history; the Continent—Paris, Venice,
everywhere, even Crete—a cruise to last nearly a whole
year. Above all, it was to be the first vacation of any kind
in so many years that she couldn’t even count them.

She gloated over the pictures, the colorful, impossible
descriptions, and once again, as she had a dozen times be-
fore, took out the voluminous ticket, the directions, the re-
ceipt, the date of sailing, the pamphlets suggesting what
kind of clothes to bring with her—all of it, everything, that
had once been her impossible dream. Everything was now
arranged for: Samuel to cut and water the new lawn, and
care for Nemo; the post office to hold her mail (what
mail?); Mr. Prescott, the one-man police department, to
check her house periodically.

Everything in order, everything waiting. And finally—
pure joy—there would be the trip down the mountain in
the rickety old daily bus, the air flight to the city, the over-
night stay in one of the big hotels, and then the taxi ride
the pext morning to the great white ship and all that it
promised . . .

At first she did not hear the knock on the door. The
house was quiet, the only sound that of Nemo purring at
her feet; but she was lost in another world and the sound
of the first knock did not penetrate.

It came again, and this time she heard it. Still lost, not
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even wondering who would be knocking after dusk had
fallen, she went to the door and opened it, and saw a small
man standing there.

“Yes?” she said, surprised but not yet apprehensive.

“Miss Kendrick?”

Prepared, yet not prepared, she held herself in the vise
of total physical discipline. She did not flinch, nor did any
expression appear on her face.

“No,” she said quietly. “You must bave the wrong
place.”

“I think not,” said the man. He was wholly nondescript:
five feet six or seven, thinning sandy hair, suit the same
color, pale-blue eyes.

“My name is Stella Nordway,” she said. “Mrs. Stella
Nordway.”

“Oh?” he said, smiling. “You’ve been married recently?”

“I have been a widow for ten years,” she told him. “So
you see, you are mistaken.”

“May I come in?”

“No,” and she started to close the door.

His face altered slightly. A flicker of fury, then almost
instantly a mask of mediocrity that could totally obliterate
him in a crowd. “I am an investigator,” he said, “for the
Halmut Bonding Company. They have employed me to
find a woman named Norma Kendrick who embezzled
more than a hundred thousand dollars from her employers
over the last seven years. They want you, Miss Kendrick.
And the money.”

She said, “You may come in,” and opened the door a
little wider. He slipped through, instantly found the most
uncomfortable chair in the room, short and straight-
backed, and sat on the edge of it—as if taking his ease on
the sofa might have lulled him into a lack of alertness,

“You are mistaken,” she said again, almost helplessly. “I
am not—"

“I am a trained investigator,” he said. “For the last
twenty-three years. This much I know: you worked for the
Sharpe Wholesale Hardware Company, as its head book-
keeper. A large and prosperous establishment. You were
competent and reliable. There was only one peculiarity
about you: during the last seven years you refused to take
the three weeks’ vacation you were entitled to every
year—"
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“But I—"" she broke in, then bit the words back. He had
deployed her into a near admission. “But,” she corrected
herself quickly, “I have nothing to do with all this, so you
see—"

“You are Norma Kendrick,” he said. “I can’t help ad-
mitting that I am rather curious as to what made you sud-
denly turn into an embezzler. For years you had been tak-
ing care of your invalid father and doing your daily stint at
the office, coming home to the same routine every night.
Then suddenly you decided to help yourself to the com-
pany’s money. At the end of the first year you realized you
couldn’t leave your books—they would have been an open
admission to the substitute bookkeeper they’d have to as-
sign in your absence. I was appalled that Mr. Sharpe had
not been more curious as to why you wouldn’t take your
vacation each year, but he said he had trusted you com-
pletely, since you were the daughter of an old friend and
had shown your competence and reliability; and moreover,
you had explained your lack of vacations by saying you
couldn’t leave your father in order to go anywhere, and
that you were desperately in need of extra money for your
father’s medical bills, so if Mr. Sharpe would just pay you
what he would have paid your substitute, in addition to
your regular salary, you would appreciate it.”

The woman sat frozen, afraid to speak, afraid not to. In-
stead she listened. There had to be a loophole somewhere.
“So?” she prodded him, and he looked surprised, perhaps
because he had expected another denial from her.

“So instead of a vacation you would frequently take a
long week-end, say from Thursday to Monday, or Friday
to Tuesday, and during these periods you managed to set
up your second identity as Stella Nordway. You wore a
blond wig, tinted glasses, more youthful clothes, and you
bought this house. You also bought a single ticket for a
world cruise. You did these things rather hurriedly, after
seven years of dipping into the till, because not only had
your father finally died, but the hardware company was
about to be sold because the owner was ready to retire.
This sale, of course, would entail a careful scrutiny of the
books. Well, Miss Kendrick?”

Her mind fluttered.

“Are the police after me?” she said, in a final relinquish-
ment to the inevitable.
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He smiled. “Well, no. Not yet. As I said earlier, I work
for the bonding company first, your employer second, and
of course, as soon as you are located, then the law will step
in. The police are also looking for you, but in a different
direction. The bonding company will get their money—
what’s left of it—and the state will get its revenge. Your
little house will go—"

He glanced around the neat attractive room and out the
window at the dark sky, where the stars shone clearly and
cleanly in the mountain air. He sighed with pleasure. It
would be a lovely retreat for him after too much of a life-
time spent in the city. “Your trip around the world—and
how I envied you that—will have to go—"

She was becoming confused. Why weren’t the police
here? Why hadn’t he notified Mr. Prescott, the one-man
police force, that this town was harboring a fugitive? Why
was this person here, just telling her these things and doing
nothing about it? She knew she had lost her gamble, but
she had known it was a gamble from the beginning. The
bitterness was gall.

The little man spoke again, half smiling.

“Mrs. Nordway—" he began.

“Mrs. Nordway?” she echoed. “But you—you insist that
I am Norma Kendrick—"

“You can be either one you please,” he told her quietly.
“It’s up to you.”

She sank into the nearest chair, completely confused by
now, her confusion greater than her terror. “What do you
mean?” she stammered.

“Well, just this. You see, you have more courage than I
have. More ingenuity. More gambling spirit. I have been
tied to a sickly wife for too many years, just as you were
tied to your father, and the more I looked after her, the
worse her temper grew. She hated being dependent on me.
There was no way I could earn enough money for escape.
I am what I am. I have saved my company many thou-
sands of dollars, perhaps millions, but my salary remains
unimpressive . . . So what is your freedom worth, Mrs.
Nordway?—or should I say Miss Kendrick? Whatever is
left of the money you stole?”

She sat in an icy cocoon.

Not fear this time, but rage. She could understand the
need for the law to make her pay—that was the conse-
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quence of losing her gamble; but to be robbed of every-
thing she had hoped for and worked for and risked her
freedom for by this oily inconsequential little opportunist
sitting there so smugly—that was beyond acceptance.

She stood up. “There is not much money left,” she said,
careful to keep her voice noncommittal, “after buying the
house and my cruise ticket. I would be left destitute.”

“I’ll take the house off your hands,” he said lightly, now
that he was winning, “and you can return your cruise
ticket. Or, better still, let me have it—"

“I don’t believe it's transferable,” she said, almost ab-
sently. “Wait just a minute, I have it right here—" In mov-
ing toward her desk she paused for a moment in front of
the window, looking out. “How did you get here?” she
asked in the same absent voice. “I don’t see your car out-
side.”

“I left it down the street a ways,” he said, “in front of
the church. Under the circumstances it didn’t seem like a
good idea to let anyone know you’d had a visitor.”

“I see,” she said, and moved on to her desk where she
rummaged around for a moment, picked up what she
wanted, and held it close to the folds of her lounging robe.
She remembered, for only an instant, that there were
neighbors not too far away, so she moved quietly, unob-
trusively, over to the television set.

“Do you like Westerns, Mr.—?"

“Jordan,” he said automatically. “Why, I—" His voice
sounded bewildered. Television? Now?

She turned on the volume control, high, and the crash-
ing sound of cowboys still whooping it up with gun and
horse filled the room. She lifted the small gun she was
holding, and as he stared at her in his brief final moment
of comprehension, she pointed it at him and shot him be-
tween the eyes.

There was no place to hide the body. The problem was
as simple as that. No cellar in this tiny house; the ground
too hard and rocky for digging; no car, for she had never
learned to drive—no place at all to hide this neat little
corpse with the small round hole in the center of its fore-
head.

She sat. She did not regret her action, knowing that even
if she had realized ahead of time the complications in
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concealing her act, she would have shot him just the same,
Rage had impelled her—not greed, not fear, not impulse—
just an outraged need to kill this person, this thing, who
was going to destroy her entire life and future for his own
grasping ends.

She left him there on the living-room rug, where he had
quietly toppled from his chair—there was little blood—and
moved into the kitchen, staring out the back window at her
cherished little garden, at the prepared soil for the new
lawn in which she had such high hopes. She was numb
with grief at the thought of all her bright plans for the fu-
ture now seemingly destroyed. Disintegrated. Dead as the
little man in the other room.

She stared out through the window at the black night,
motionless.

The lawn. The soil. Eighteen inches of black pulverized
dirt above rocky hardness. A foot and a half. Deeper really
than it actually needed to be. Deep enough? For a little
man stretched out flat? With grass seed planted over him
and growing into solid sod?

The dirt was very soft and slightly damp. She waited by
the window in the dark, so that the neighbors would think
she had gone to bed, watching the few scattered lights go
out, one by one. This was a town for early sleep and early
rising, and she must wait no longer than she hadto . . .

At last the night was black and still. Still as death. She
went into her backyard and dug up a space in the soft
prepared soil the right size for the little man—though, of
course, only eighteen inches deep—being very careful that
the spade made no sound against the harder earth. Her
eyes were accustomed by now to the gloom, whose only
light was cast by the pale stars, and her movements were as
silent as the night.

She brought the little man out to the backyard and laid
him in his grave, arms decorously against his sides, and
started to cover him with earth. She paused. He must lie
flat, as flat as possible, for Samuel might want to rake and
roll the dirt once more and there must be no chance of his
tools going deep enough to strike something solid. It
seemed to her that the little man’s shoulders were bunched
together, the way she had him placed; he must lie flatter,
flatter.

The grave she had dug was wide but not deep, more
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space on either side of him than just above him. She tried
again, stretching his arms out wide, at right angles to his
body—ah, this was better, this was as flat as he would go.
Now she could cover him and forget him. Soon, soon, the
grass would flourish above him, entangle itself in its own
roots, cover him forever, his identity, his total being now
lost in other places. But not here.

Not here.

She went back into the house and slept. Her future was
again safe . . .

It was not until some time later that she knew her plans
were meaningless. Day by day she watched her rear lawn
and waited with anticipation for the first green blades to
rise, almost forgetting what lay beneath them. And the
grass did come up. But not very well. It was as Samuel had
said, she thought in despair; no lawn would grow decently
in these mountains of rocks and barren soil and bitter win-
ters. But the blades did come up, struggling to reach the
sun, a patch here, a patch there, so that perhaps there
might be some hope after all.

One morning, after a night of soft summer rain, she
looked out at her lawn and saw that there was a change;
for in the center of it now was a great stand of lush green
grass, beautiful and thick and bright, and it was in the
form of a cross, growing and flourishing amid the meager
struggles of a few pale blades, growing and flourishing,
burgeoning in the soft gentle breezes and the warm healing
sun. Growing and flourishing.

So that is why the people of the little town wonder about
the crazy old woman who mows her foolish struggling
lawn twice a week, every week. Not since the first blades
came up did she ever leave her house; not once was she
ever away from home, even for a brief vacation; not once
in the long years that followed did she ever miss the ap-
pointed time, rain or shine, spring or fall, when she must
cut her lawn.
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Dee Stuart

The coroner said, “Accidental death.” The only one who
knew it was murder would never tell . . .

Emily squirmed uncomfortably between Fred and Cin-
namon in the front seat. Cinnamon’s coat brushing against
Emily made her skin crawl even though the late August
sun warmed the New Bngland air.

Her husband, Fred, balding and affable, appeared not to
notice.

Emily pinched Cinnamon’s tail, hard. With a reproach-
ful glance the dog moved over and stuck her nose out the
window while Fred peered through horn-rimmed glasses at
the road ahead.

“Here’s our motel,” he said, pointing the car into the
driveway. “It’s only four o’clock. We made good time.”

In their room Fred ordered a beer and two ham-and-
cheese sandwiches on rye.

“Don’t order for me,” Emily said. “Riding all day upsets
my stomach.”

“Okay,” Fred said pleasantly.

When the beer and sandwiches came Fred set them on
the table and sank down in a chair in front of the picture
window. Taking a deep swallow of beer he held up the
newspaper and gazed appreciatively over it at the bikini-
clad swingers around the pool.

Just as Emily started to sit down, Cinnamon jumped
onto the chair and sat staring expectantly at Fred. He
broke off a chunk of sandwich.

“Speak!” he commanded.
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Cinnamon gave a short, sharp bark. Fred gave her the
chunk.

“Down!” commanded Emily. Cinnamon ignored her.

“I told you to leave that dog in the kennel,” Emily said
crossly. “Make her get down.”

Fred looked hurt. “We always do this, Cin and I, when
we're on the road. We watch the kids in the pool and have
a sandwich.” Fred, a manufacturer’s representative, was on
the road Monday through Friday.

“This week you’re not on the road. We’ve rented a cabin
in the mountains and it’s our vacation, not that dog’s! I put
up with her riding in the front seat, next to the window, so
she wouldn’t get carsick. Now I want to sit down.” She
grabbed part of the newspaper and raised her arm
threateningly in Cinnamon’s direction.

“Down, Cinnamon, down,” Fred said quickly.

Reluctantly the dog hopped down and stood at Fred’s el-
bow, her eyes still begging for her sandwich.

Emily stared malevolently at Cinnamon. How was it
possible that that dog could make her feel like a trespasser
even in her own home. She tried to figure it out. It all be-
gan last fall when Fred made her stop teaching.

“Twenty-five years is long enough,” he’d said. “I’'m mak-
ing a good living—house and car paid off. Stay home.
Relax. Visit your friends.”

But all Emily’s friends were still teaching. She was
Ionely, leading an empty life in an empty house. And then
he brought that dog home.

He walked in the kitchen door one Friday night, hands
hidden behind his back. “I brought you a gift,” he said
proudly, and thrust the warm, wiggly, rust-colored puppy
into her arms.

“Oh! He's cute.” Emily smiled uncertainly.

“She. She’ll keep you company,” Fred said, pleased with
himself. “And she’ll protect you while I'm gone.”

Then, of course, she’d no idea how that dog would dis-
rupt her house—let alone her entire life.

Cinnamon stared at her, gray eyes shining with a pecu-
liar light. Incredibly, Emily could swear that dog was
smiling. Like a premonition the thought crossed her mind
that no two women could live together peaceably in the
same house. It made her feel uneasy. She set the dog down
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on the shining yellow linoleum floor, where it slid around
on wobbly feet.

“What is he?” Emily asked, looking at the pointed ears
with floppy tips and a bushy tail curling in a perfect circle.

“She. She’s a crossbreed,” Fred said defensively. ‘“Part
fox terrier, part Weimaraner, maybe a little husky at the
tail.” He stroked the short, smooth coat. “Her name’s Cin-
namon.” The dog gazed at him with adoring eyes.

“It’s a mongrel, is what it is. How big will it get?”

“Oh, foot-na-half, two feet.” He scratched Cinnamon’s
ears. She nuzzled his hand.

“Well, you’ll have to train it. I've got enough to do with-
out cleaning up after any dog.”

Fred trained Cinnamon. He taught her to beg, speak,
fetch and roll over. He bathed and brushed her and took
her for long walks. One day Emily said, “Seems to me you
spend more time with that dog than you do with me!” The
annoying thing was, he didn’t deny it. Emily didn’t tell him
that while he was gone the dog slunk around listlessly and
her tail drooped, even when Emily let her inside. She came
to life only when she heard Fred’s car pull in the driveway.

Gradually the dog’s sad eyes and reproachful mien be-
gan to depress her. She was sick and tired of putting the
dog out on the chain and of walking it besides. Once Emily
found Cinnamon under her bed with her green satin slip-
per chewed almost beyond recognition.

“Bad dog!” she shrieked, striking at her.. “You're going
to have to gol!”

Emily tried to think of a way to get rid of her. At last
she hit upon what seemed to be the perfect solution.

“Fred, why not take that dog with you when you travel?
She'll keep you company on the road.”

At first he refused, but at last Emily convinced him she
wouldn't mind. From then on, every Monday morning
Fred would drive away with Cinnamon beside him, serene
and haughty, eyes and ears alert, smiling as though she
owned the car.

But I certainly had no intention of taking that dog on
my vacation! Emily thought now.

“Time for dinner,” said Fred, interrupting her reverie.
Fred fed Cinnamon, then he took Emily to the motel din-
ing room. When they finished dinner it was almost dark,



200 DEE STUART

but lights flooded the pool, and swimmers, like shining fish,
set the sparkling, transparent blue water in motion.

“Let’s stay here for a while,” Emily said, strolling across
the grass and sitting in a chair on the cement apron by the
pool.

“I have to walk Cinnamon.”

“I'll wait for you here.” Surely he wouldn’t bring that
dog near the pool.

He returned with Cinnamon tripping daintily at his side.

“You can’t have that dog out here!” Emily flushed an-
grily.

“Nonsense. She knows how to behave. Sit, Cinnamon,
sit.”

The dog sat at his feet, ears cocked, nose in the air, sur-
veying her world like an Egyptian sphinx. Fred gently
turned Cinpamon's ears inside out and crossed one paw
over the other. A boy belly-flopped into the pool spraying
them with water and Fred quickly brushed the drops off
Cinnamon’s back, smoothing her fur.

Can’t keep his hands off her, Emily thought. Disgusting,
lavishing all that affection on a dog. If he’d given me half
that attention . . . maybe if we’d been able to have chil-
dren. . .if Fred didn't travel so much . . .

Cinnamon stood up and trotted toward the pool. “Stay!”
Fred commanded. Cinnamon stopped, stared at the water
and turned a pleading look on her master.

“No! Stay. Stay away from the water!”

Cinnamon stayed. Always obedient, well-behaved, Emily
thought bitterly. And no wonder. Fred spent every free
minute training her. More and more it seemed to Emily
that Fred preferred to be with Cinnamon than with her.
Was that the way it would be at the cabin? Fred and Cin-
namon exploring, taking long walks alone together?

Now Cinnamon stretched out at Freds feet. He
scratched her stomach and she rolled over languidly, feet
in the air, eyes closed in ecstasy. She stretched her black
lips in a smile of pure bliss, the tip of her pink tongue loll-
ing over her chin.

- Embarrassed, Emily noticed that people were watching.
Suddenly she heard the girl in the black fringed bathing
suit exclaim, “Why, that dog’s laughing! Look! She really
is laughing!”

There, Emily thought triumphantly. She wasn’t imagin-
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ing it, that stupid dog was laughing—at her!

Now, watching the bathers, she wished desperately that
she could swim but the water was always too cold to try to
learn. I wonder if that dog can swim, Emily thought idly.
Probably. She'd heard dogs swam instinctively when they
were thrown in water. But for how long? And if one were
held under . . .

When the pool closed and the lights went off they left,
single file like ducks, Cinnamon prancing in the lead, Fred
her proud escort and Emily tagging along behind.

No matter how hard she tried, Emily could not conquer
the jealousy, anger and hurt now fused into a knot of
hatred deep inside her. Lavishing all his love on a dog! It
was indecent! She would not put up with it any longer.

There was no use asking him to give the dog away. He
wouldn’t. She would have to give him an ultimatum. Fred
would have to choose between her and that dog . . . but
he’d never forgive her . . . and there was that dreadful
possibility, unthinkable, of course—still, he might choose
that dog. But there was another way.

Emily waited until Fred was in bed watching TV. “I be-
lieve that dog bas to go out again,” she said.

“No she doesn’t,” Fred said, eyes on the screen.

“She seems terribly restless.”

“No she isn't.”

“You don’t have to take her,” Emily insisted. “I'll slip
on my housecoat and . . .”

“No!” Fred said sternly. “Forget itl”

For a long time Emily lay awake wrestling with a sense
of frustration and defeat. She would have to do it tomor-
ToW.

From long years of practice Emily could set an alarm
clock in her mind and wake up any time she wished. She
awoke at five, just before dawn. Stealthily she took Cinna-
mon outside, leading her across the grass, wet with dew,
toward the pool. It wasn’t as dark as she’d hoped it would
be.

Her heart hammered with fear that someone might see
her. She’d have to risk it. If anyone questioned her she'd
say the dog had fallen in the pool and she was trying to
pull the wretched beast out. She started across the cement
apron. Cinnamon sat down.

“Come. Come!” Emily said sharply.
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The dog refused to move. Emily yanked on the leash.
Surely that dog couldn’t remember she wasn’t allowed near
the water! Exasperated, Emily dragged the dog toward the
pool. The dog resisted, her nails scraping the cement.

“Em-i-ly!” From the balcony outside their room Fred
shouted impatiently across the gray morning. “Don’t try to
walk her past the pool. She knows she’s not allowed in
there!”

Bmily clamped her teeth together in a frozen smile,
waved and started toward the parking lot, Cinnamon trot-
ting obediently at her heels. She'd tell Fred the dog woke
her up and wanted to go out. Furious, she vowed next time
she would not fail.

Late that afternoon they drove along a winding sandy
road deep into the woods. The scent of pine freshened the
cool air and sunshine filtered through tall oak trees tinged
with rust. They stopped before a rustic cabin perched atop
a knoll.

“Look, Em, even though we’re surrounded by moun-
tains, you can see the lake right here from our porch.”

With a secret smile Emily gazed at the lake glimmering
in the sunshine. “And the trees are beginning to turn, red
and . . .

“There’s a boat down there goes with the cabin. We'll
have to do some fishing on that lake.”

“Um-hm,” Emily said thoughtfully. “But it’s suppertime
now.”

Fred scooped the last spoonful of blueberries from his
dish and drained his iced-tea glass. “Well, while you're
cleaning up, Cin and I'll do a little exploring. Walk, Cin?
Walk?”

The dog cavorted delightedly, tail waving like a banner.
Emily’s lips thinned in a determined line.

An hour later when Emily was seething with anger they
stamped onto the porch full of excitement.

“Guess what we found, Em! That path back of the cabin
winds around and comes out on a lane. Down the lane al-
most hidden is a double track, all weeds now. We followed
that awhile and then we saw it. An old stone farmhouse,
all charred and gutted like there was a fire. We looked
around inside—it was so dark I nearly fell in the cellar—
there’s a hole in the floor where the cellar steps were.”

Emily began to listen attentively, her eyes gleaming.
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“Qutside’s all overgrown. There’s a grape arbor and wild
roses and gentians. And guess what Cinnamon found?”

Baffled, Emily shook her head.

“Cinnamon found a well! What was a well—a wide hole
in the ground looks like it goes to China. I'd have fallen in
if Cinnamon hadn’t sniffed around and put on the brakes.
She’s so smart—know what she did? She sat right down.
Wouldn’t budge. Would you believe a dog could be so
smart?”

“No,” said Emily sourly.

Fred patted Cinnamon’s head fondly. “You’ll have to see
the place, Em. Must be two hundred years old.”

“Yes, I'd like to see it.” No dog’s smarter than I am, she
thought. I won’t tolerate it!

The next day after lunch Fred stretched out on the day-
bed. As soon as he began snoring Emily snapped the leash
on Cinnamon’s collar and stepped quietly out the back
door. She hurried down the path to the lane and after two
false starts found the double track leading to the old stone
farmhouse. She climbed the sagging steps, crossed the
porch to the front door and stepped gingerly inside. The
floor that remained seemed solid. A few boards were rot-
ting through, others were missing. Ahead yawned the black
square where the cellar stairs had been.

Stepping lightly she walked on. When Cinnamon began
to whine she stopped, picked up the dog and unsnapped
the leash. She stood cold and shaking at the edge of the
stairwell trying not to breathe the dank air of the charred
wood and the earthen cellar. Cinnamon, squirming in her
arms, whined louder.

All at once the truth struck Emily like a blow. The cel-
lar was not deep enough. The fall would not do it. Cinna-
mon would bark and maybe no one would hear her. But
her howls, echoing in the dark cellar could carry for miles.

Emily carried the dog outside, snapped her leash on and
set her down. Cautiously she circled the house, watching
Cinnamon carefully for signs of backing away as she
sniffed. Fred would have warned Cinnamon away from the
well as he had the pool. Emily started around the house
again in a wider circle this time, plowing disgustedly
through ankle-high grass and weeds that pricked her legs,
Cinnamon nosing ahead of her.

Emily turned abruptly to avoid walking over some wide
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boards in her path. Floorboards from the house, Emily
thought. Looks as though someone had set them there, side
by side. But Cinnamon, nose searching out the earth's
secrets, would not be sidetracked. Suddenly she jerked for-
ward and the leash slipped from Emily’s fingers.

“Drat you!” yelled Emily, enraged. “Go ahead. Get
lost!” She could tell Fred that the dog had slipped out the
cabin door and taken off. But if he found the dog wearing
the leash, he’d know she was lying. Or she couid tell him
she’d taken Cinnamon out and the dog had gotten away.
But if that stupid dog got hung up on a bush and strangled,
he’d never forgive her.

She couldn’t win. She'd have to get the leash off the col-
lar or he’d know she’d taken the dog out. Her head
throbbed. Her hands felt clammy.

Now Cinnamon stopped midway across the boards. The
dog seemed to be smiling, beckoning her to follow. Emily
ran toward Cinnamon, lunged for her collar and missed.
Cinnamon skipped lightly across the boards. Angrily Emily
tried to stamp on the end of the leash—and missed. Under
Emily’s weight the rotted boards spanning the old well
parted and Emily plunged down, down through the damp-
smelling darkness.

She tried to scream but her throat closed. It seemed as if
‘she were falling forever, but she wasn’t frightened, not re-
ally, not until she plunged deep into the freezing water.

Kicking her legs frantically, Emily managed to surface
once. All she saw in the wide blue circle of sky above was
Cinnamon peering over the edge, laughing.



KILLER ON THE TURNPIKE

William P. McGivern

i

The headlights rushed at him like long yellow lances. They
swept by on his left in a formation of threes, each pair of
lights following its own lane; but they might change direc-
tion at any instant, he thought, and plunge straight at his
car. There was always the unknown enemy to fear . . .

He was traveling south on the Tri-State Turnpike. New
York was a dozen miles behind him. Now he was safe, an
innocent, anonymous unit in a vast complex of speeding
cars and flashing lights. In the rear-vision mirror the lane
behind him stretched emptily for several hundred yards.
And ahead of him, less than a quarter of a mile away, was
a Howard Johnson’s restaurant and service station, gleam-
ing like a necklace of diamonds in the darkness.

He pumped the brakes and swung off the pike, stopping
on the graveled roadbed that flanked the highway. Now he
was about two hundred yards from the restaurant.

The traffic rushed by him, the headlights splintering on
his thick glasses. He blinked his large eyes. The noise and
movement confused him—the spinning tires, the flashing
lights and the exhaust fumes of roaring traffic. But one
thing was untouched by the bewildering racket of the turn-
pike—the plans he had made. They were like a rock of
purpose in tossing, uncertain seas.

He climbed from his car, removed his hat and bulky
tweed overcoat and threw them into the back seat. Then he
switched off the headlights, took the key from the ignition
and hurled it with all his strength into the black fields bor-
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dering the pike. Let them figure that out, he thought,
smiling with pleasure.

He was short and broad, heavily and powerfully built,
with an iron-gray crew cut and strong, harshly drawn fea-
tures. When he smiled, his teeth flashed in the darkness,
white and pronounced. Everything about him projected a
sense of purpose and determination. Everything, that is,
but his eyes; they were mild and clear, and when he was
excited, they glittered with a childish sort of anticipation
and malice.

As he walked swiftly from his car, legs churning power-
fully and shoulders hunched into the wind, he was con-
scious of only two needs. The first was for another car.
That was terribly important. He must have a car. And sec-
ondly, and equally important, was the need for something
hot and sweet to drink. After what he had done his whole
body ached for the comfort and reassurance of steaming,
heavily sugared coffee.

The time was seven-fifteen.

Trooper Dan O’Leary spotted the abandoned car five
minutes later as he swept along with the northbound traf-
fic. He speeded up to give himself room for a turn, then
drove up onto the wide lane of grass which separated the
north- and south-bound streams of traffic. When the high-
way was clear, he bumped down into the southbound lane
and pulled up behind the apparently empty car, the head-
lights of his patrol car bathing it in yellow radiance.
O'Leary picked up the phone that hung on the right side of
the steering post and reported to the dispatcher at Turn-
pike Headquarters, sixteen miles south at the Riverhead
Station.

“Patrol Two, O’Leary. I'm checking a stopped Buick, a
’51 sedan. New York plates.” He repeated the numbers
twice, then glanced at a numbered milepost a dozen yards
or so beyond the Buick. The turnpike was marked by such
mileposts from the first exit to the last, and O’Leary had
stopped at No. 14. He gave that information to the
dispatcher and stepped from his car with a hand resting on
the butt of his revolver.

This action was reflexive, a result of training which had
been designed to make his responses almost instinctive un-
der certain circumstances. There was seldom anything
casual or whimsical about his work. He had stopped be-
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hind the parked car for good reasons: he could approach it
under the cover of his own lights, and he was in no danger
of being run down. His report to the dispatcher was
equally a matter of training and good sense: if he was fired
on or if the car raced away from him, its description would
go out to a hundred patrols in a matter of seconds. And it
was the same thing with his gun; the car looked empty, but
O’Leary approached it ready for trouble. He flashed his
light into the front and rear seats, noted the tweed overcoat
and gray felt hat. There was no key in the ignition. He
touched the hood and found it warm. Probably out of gas.
He went around to take a look at the trunk.

While O'Leary made this preliminary investigation, Ser-
geant Tonelli, the dispatcher at the Riverhead Station,
checked the license number O’Leary had given him against
the current file of stolen cars. Tonelli, a tall, spare man
with graying hair and thick white eyebrows, sat in the
middle of a semicircular desk in the headquarters office.
Strong overhead lights flooded the room with noonday
brightness, pushing back the darkness beyond the wide,
high windows. The glare of the turnpike swept past the
three-storied headquarters buildings, six lanes of traffic
flowing smoothly into the night. Directly behind Tonelli a
door led to Captain Royce’s office. The captain was at his
desk checking certain arrangements and plans which he
had submitted weeks earlier to the Secret Service. The
plans had been approved, and Captain Royce was now giv-
ing them a last, careful inspection.

The current file of stolen cars was impaled on a spoke
near Tonelli’s big right hand, and he flipped through the
lists with automatic efficiency while continuing to monitor
the reports crackling from the speaker above his switch-
board. Sergeant Tonelli was responsible for approximately
one third of the hundred-mile length of the turnpike. This
area was designated as Headquarters North. Two subsid-
iary stations, Substation Central and Substation South,
divided the remaining sixty-odd miles between them; their
responsibility was limited to traffic, and in all other matters
they took orders from headquarters and Captain Royce.

Under Sergeant Tonelli’'s direct control were eighteen
patrol cars, assorted ambulances, tow trucks, fire and riot
equipment. In his mind was a faithful and imaginative pic-
ture of the turnpike at this exact moment; he knew to the
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mile the location of each patrol car and what it was doing;
he knew of the speeding Mercedes-Benz being chased ten
miles north; he knew of the accident that had plugged up
the slow and middle lanes beyond Interchange 10, and he
knew, of course, that Dan O'Leary, Car 21, was presently
investigating a Buick parked at Milepost 14.

In addition to this routine activity, Sergeant Tonelli was
considering certain areas of the problem that faced Captain
Royce. The President of the United States would be riding
on the turnpike tonight, entering in convoy at Interchange
5 and traveling south to the end of the pike, a distance of
about forty miles. Sergeant Tonelli would dispatch certain
of his patrol cars to that area in an hour or so, and he was
turning over in his mind how best to take up the slack that
would be caused by their departure.

But meanwhile he continued his check of the stolen-car
file, a check which proved futile.

Trooper O’Leary returned to his patrol car and called
headquarters. He said to Tonelli, “Car Twenty-one.
O’Leary. Looks like the Buick’s out of gas. The driver
must have walked up to the Howard Johnson's. I'll check
and see if he needs help.”

“Proceed, Twenty-one.”

O’Leary drove into the service area and pulled up to the
gas pumps. A wiry, gray-haired attendant hurried to his
car.

O'Leary rolled down his window. “Anyone been in for a
can of gas, Tom?”

“Not a soul, Dan. Not since this morning, anyway.”

“0.K., thanks,” O’Leary said and drove back to the
parking area that flanked the restaurant. The owner of the
disabled car might have stopped for something to eat, he
thought. O’Leary straightened his shoulders and dark-green
jacket before walking into the warm foyer of the restau-
rant, but both of these corrective gestures were unneces-
sary; his back was straight as a board, and his uniform was
trim and immaculate, from the shining black puttees to the
wide-brimmed hat with the leather sling tight under his
square jaw. O'Leary was twenty-eight, solidly and power-
fully built, but his stride would have pleased a drill ser-
geant. There was almost a touch of arrogance in the set of
his head and shoulders, and he handled his body as if it
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were a machine he understood and trusted completely. He
had short black hair and eyes as cold and hard as marbles,
but there was something boyish about the seriousness of
hli(s' expression and the clean, wind-scrubbed look of his
skin.

O’Leary had one fact that might help him find his miss-
ing motorist: he probably wasn't wearing a hat or over-
coat. He had left them in the car.

But the hostess who escorted diners to tables remem-
bered no such person. “Not in the last ten or fifteen
minutes, Dan.” She glanced around the restaurant, which
was divided into two large wings, one on either side of a
long soda fountain and take-out center. Both areas were
crowded; the air was noisy with conversation and the clat-
ter of cutlery and dishes. “Of course, he might have come
in while I was seating someone.”

“He couldn't have found a table for himself?”

“Not when it's crowded like this. But he might have
gone to the take-out counter.”

“Thanks. I'll check that.”

O’Leary stood patiently at the take-out counter while the
waitress took an order for hamburgers, French fries, milk
and coffee from a thin young man who seemed vaguely
embarrassed at putting her to so much trouble. He smiled
nervously at O’'Leary and said, “The kids are too little to
bring in here. They'd play with the menus and water
glasses instead of eating. My wife thinks it’s easier to feed
them in the car.”

“She probably knows best,” O'Leary said. “Anyway,
eating in a car is pretty exciting for kids.”

“Yes, they get a kick out of it.” The young man seemed
relieved by O’Leary’s understanding air. When he went
away with his sackful of food, O’Leary asked the waitress
if she had served a man recently who wasn't wearing a hat
or overcoat.

“Gee, I don’t think so, Dan.” She was a plain and plump
young woman, with mild brown eyes. Her name was Mil-
lie. “How come he wasn't wearing an overcoat?”

“He left it in his car, which is out of gas about two
hundred yards from here. I guess he figured he wouldn't
freeze in that time.”

At this point it was a routine investigation, a small de-
parture from O’Leary’s normal work of shepherding traffic
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along the pike, of running down speeders, of watching for
drivers who seemed fatigued or erratic, of arresting hitch-
hikers, or assisting motorists in any and all kinds of trou-
ble. A car out of gas, the owner not in evidence at the mo-
ment; that’s all it amounted to. He might be in a
washroom, might have stopped in the service-station office
to buy cigarettes or make a phone call. There was no law
against his doing any of these things. But O’Leary wanted
to find him and get his car back in operation. The safety of
the pike depended on smoothly flowing traffic; any stalled
car was dangerous.

“Do you want a cup of coffee?” the waitress asked him.

“No, thanks, Millie.” There would be little time for
coffee breaks tonight, he knew. A threat of rain was in the
cold, damp air, and that meant the hazards of thickening
traffic and difficult driving conditions. Also there was the
convoy; every trooper on the pike had been alerted to that
responsibility.

But at that moment there was an interruption which
took O’Leary’s mind off his missing motorist: a dark-
haired girl came up beside Millie and said breathlessly,
“Has Dan told you about the glamorous date he has
tonight?”

“Now, Sheila,” O’Leary said, and ran a finger under his
collar.

“Tonight and every night,” Sheila said with an envious
sigh, which O’Leary knew was about as sincere as the aver-
age speeder’s excuse and contrition. “You see, Millie,”
Sheila went on, “Dan and I had a date last Tuesday, and
before we went home he took me up to Leonard’s Hill. We
could see the turnpike below us, the headlights blazing like
long strings of diamonds in the darkness. And do you
know what he told me?”

“Now, Sheila!” O’Leary said helplessly.

“He told me he loved the turnpike. Isn’t that lucky for
him? Night after night he’s close to his one true love—a
hundred miles of asphalt.”

“It’s concrete,” O'Leary said miserably; he knew it was a
token point, but he disliked inaccuracies about the turn-
pike, major or minor. The fact was, he did love that
hundred-mile stretch of concrete. And sitting in the
darkness with Sheila the other night, it had seemed natural
to put the thought into words. Why was he such a fool?
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And why did she make him feel so helpless and vulner-
able? The top of her head barely reached his shoulders,
and he could swing her hundred-odd pounds into the air as
easily as he would a child, but these things made no differ-
ence; he was clumsy and inept with her, driven to silly talk
by something intangible and mysterious that radiated from
her personality. It wasn’t mere beauty, he knew that much;
as an Irishman he was also a poet, and while he appreci-
ated her green eyes and elegantly slim body, his heart and
soul responded to more than these physical attractions.
There was a quality of grace and strength about her, a
thread of steel and music permeating her whole being, and
because of this—and because I'm a fool, he thought—he
had blurted out his feelings to her that night as they sat
watching the traffic on the pike.

In his eyes the turnpike was a fascinating creation, a
fabulous artery linking three mighty states, a brilliant com-
plex of traffic rotaries, interchanges and expressways which
carried almost a quarter of a million persons safely to their
homes and offices each and every day of the year. Consider
it, he had urged her, unaware that she was smiling at the
clean, boyish line of his profile. This on their fourth date.
She was not a regular waitress, but a part-timer filling in
on evenings and weekends to help pay for her last year in
college. Their fourth date and probably their last, he
thought, for he had got on the subject of speeders.

As a logical corollary to O’Leary’s affection for the turn-
pike was his dislike of those who abused its privileges; and
speeders topped this list by a country mile. O’Leary always
thought of them as small and shifty-eyed, although the last
one he had caught was built like a professional wrestler.
They regarded the turnpike as a challenge and troopers as
natural enemies. They didn’t have the brains to realize that
the checks and safeguards, the radar and unmarked police
cars were designed solely for their protection. Instead they
acted like sullen, sneaky children, behaving only as long as
the parental eye was on them. O’Leary knew their works
very well; he had stood dozens of times at the scene of
wrecks, with the moans of the dying in his ears, and seeing
the wild patterns of ruptured steel and broken glass, and
the nightmarish contortion human bodies could assume af-
ter striking a concrete abutment at seventy miles an hour.

He felt strongly about these matters and had tried to
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make Sheila understand his convictions; but after complet-
ing his lecture with an interesting recital of various statis-
tics, he had turned to find her peacefully asleep, with
shadows like violets under her eyes and still the faintest
trace of a smile on her lips. -

Millie had turned to wait on another customer. A
woman with two children was trying to catch Sheila’s eye.
O’Leary adjusted his hat and the chin sling. Then he said
quietly, formally, “I simply wanted you to understand—"

But she didn’t let him finish. “I understand,” she said,
smiling up at him. “I couldn’t resist teasing you a little. I'm
sorry.” She moved a sugar bowl, and the back of her fin-
gers touched his hand. “It wasn’t very nice of me, I'm
afraid.”

“Next Saturday?” he said, smiling with relief and
pleasure. “Same time?”

“I'd love to.”

The man who had abandoned the Buick twenty minutes
earlier stood in the shadows of the parking lot watching
O’Leary and the dark-haired waitress. It was like a movie,
he realized with pleasure, the big plate-glass window and
the people behind it outlined starkly by the restaurant’s
bright lighting. A silent movie, of course. He couldn’t hear
what they were saying, but he could see their shifting ex-
pressions and the smiles that came and went on their lips.

They weren't talking business, he thought, and took a
deliberate luxurious sip from his container of hot, heavily
sweetened coffee. But the big trooper had been very
businesslike until the slim, dark-haired girl came along.
Talking to the attendant at the gas pumps. Then going into
the restaurant and quizzing the hostess and the stupid-look-
ing little blonde at the take-out counter. Very serious and
efficient. The man watching through the window had seen
all that. But now the trooper’s manner had changed. He
and the girl were smiling at each other, trying to be imper-
sonal, of course, masking their feelings; but it was nakedly
apparent, disgustingly evident to the man sipping the sweet
coffee in the dark parking lot. His name was Harry Bogan,
and despite his irritation at their intimate, suggestive
smiles, he was still grateful they weren't talking business.
The trooper’s business, that is. For it was from this slender,
dark-haired girl that Bogan had bought his coffee and
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frankfurter. And the trooper hadn’t asked her about it; that
was obvious.

Without his overcoat Bogan was cold. But he stood mo-
tionless in the shadows until the trooper turned away from
the counter after giving the girl a last quick smile and a
soft salute. Then Bogan walked the length of the parking
lot and moved silently into the opening between two cars.
He ate his frankfurter in quick, greedy bites, savoring the
tart bite of the mustard on his tongue, and dropped the
empty, cradlelike container to the ground. Then he finished
the coffee, tilting the cardboard cup high to let a little
stream of liquefied sugar trickle into his mouth. He let the
cup fall at his feet and drew a deep, satisfied breath. Sugar
or honey usually made him feel grateful and at peace with
himself.

He watched the doors of the restaurant as he puiled a
pair of black-leather gloves over his thick, muscular hands.
His eyes were bright with excitement. He shivered with
pleasure as he found a crumb of sugar on his lip. His
tongue moved dexterously, then flicked the tiny sweetness
into his mouth.

Bogan did not have long to wait. Within a matter of sec-
onds a plump, elderly man came hurrying along the line of
parked cars, fumbling in his pockets for his keys. Bogan
shifted his position slightly, moving into the deeper
shadows until only his thick glasses glinted in the darkness,
as steady and watchful as the eyes of a crouching cat.

O’Leary returned to his patrol car and reported to head-
quarters. Sergeant Tonelli said, “Captain Royce wants to
talk to you, O’Leary. Hold on.”

The captain’s voice was hard and metallic, as arresting
as a pistol shot. “O’Leary, did you get a lead on the man
who abandoned that Buick?”

“No, sir. I drew blanks with the gas-pump attendants
and the waitresses in the restaurant. He probably wasn’t
wearing a hat or overcoat—that’s all I had to go on.”

“Get back to that car. Don't let anyone near it. Lieu-
tenant Trask and the lab men are on their way. That Buick
was used in a double murder in New York not more than
an hour ago. Get moving, O’Leary.”

Lieutenant Andy Trask was short and muscular, with
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shoulders that bulged impressively against his black over-
coat. At forty-five, the lieutenant was a study in somber
tones—broad, tanned face, brown eyes and black hair that
only in the past year had faded to silver along the temples.
As the lab technicians went to work on the car, searching
trunk and glove compartments, fingerprinting and photo-
graphing, Trask gave O’Leary an account of the informa-
tion that headquarters had received in a three-state alarm
from New York.

“We've got no description on the murderer, except that
he’s big, and was wearing a light-colored tweed overcoat
and a gray hat. Here’s what he did: around six-thirty this
evening he walked into a little unpainted-furniture shop on
Third Avenue in Manhattan and shot and killed the
owners, a young married couple named Swanson. It wasn’t
a robbery; he just shot ’em and ran out. The Buick belongs
to a druggist who’d parked it about a half block from the
furniture shop, with the keys in the ignition. The killer was
seen running from the shop by an old woman in an apart-
ment across the street; but she’s an invalid with no phone.

“It took her half an hour to get hold of her landlady.
The landlady, like everybody else in the neighborhood, was
down in the street talking about what had happened. So—
half an hour later—the invalid tells her story. She de-
scribed the clothes the guy was wearing and the license
number of the Buick. But by that time the murderer had
got through the Lincoln Tunnel and onto our pike.” Trask
turned and jerked his thumb at the Buick. “Now he’s
ditched this crate and more than likely is looking for an-
other one. We've got to find him before somebody else gets
hurt.”

“With no description,” O’Leary said slowly. “He’s got
rid of the tweed coat and gray hat. We’ve got nothing to
go on. He could be off and running by now in another
car.” He glanced helplessly at the streams of traffic rolling
smoothly past him. “Any car, lieutenant. With a gun he
could force his way into a station wagon full of college
kids. Or climb in with a nice little family group where he’d
look like innocent old Uncle Fred. He could be in a truck,
or in a trailer, holding a gun against some woman’s head
while her husband drives him off the pike. It's like chasing
ghosts blindfolded.”

The radio in Trask’s black unmarked car cracked a sig-
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nal sharply. Trask slipped into the front seat and picked up
the receiver. He listened for a few seconds, a frown shad-
ing his somber features, and then said, “Check. We’ll get at
it."” He dropped the receiver back on its hook and looked
sharply at O'Leary. “You called it, Dan. He's off and run-
ning. There’s a dead man up at Howard Johnson’s, and an
empty space where his car was parked. Come on.”

- The body of the dead man had been discovered by a
young couple returning to their car after dinner. The
woman almost fell over his legs. Her husband flicked his
cigarette lighter to see what was wrong. She began to
scream then, both hands pressed to her mouth, and her
husband ran back toward the bright lights of the restau-
rant, shouting for help.

Sergeant Tonelli received the report of the murder from
the manager of the Howard Johnson’s and relayed it im-
mediately to Lieutenant Trask. He dispatched Trask and
O’Leary to the restaurant and then flashed the information
to the communications center at State Police Headquarters
in Darmouth. This was the nerve center of a communica-
tions web which embraced every patrol car, station and
substation within the state-police organization. In addition
it was linked in a master net with the facilities of six
nearby states; under emergency priorities Darmouth could
alert the full resources of police departments from Maine
to South Carolina, throw its signals across the entire North
Atlantic seaboard.

Lieutenant Biersby was on duty in Communications
when Sergeant Tonelli's message was brought to his desk.
Biersby, short, plump and methodical, walked with no evi-
dence of haste into an outer room where a dozen civilian
clerks under the supervision of state troopers worked at
batteries of teletypewriters and radio transmitters.

Licutenant Biersby’s special talent was judgment; each
message flashed from his office required a priority, and it
was his responsibility to establish the chronological order
of precedence to be given the thousands of alerts and re-
ports which clattered into the office on every eight-hour
shift. A smooth flow, based on relative importance, was es-
sential; lapses in judgment could jam the mechanical
facilities and burden already overworked police depart-
ments with trivial details and reports.
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As Lieutenant Biersby walked toward a teletypewriter
operator, he considered the facts: a killer was loose on the
pike, a sketchily identified man who had murdered two
persons in New York City and another in the parking lot
at Howard Johnson’s No. 1 south. It was a reasonable in-
ference that he had killed the third time to get possession
of another car. But there was another possibility which
didn't escape the lieutenant; the killer might have left the
turnpike on foot. This would be difficult, since the pike
was guarded by a nine-foot fence designed in part to keep
hitch-hikers from getting onto the highway between inter-
changes. But a strong and agile man might manage it.

It was Biersby's decision—reached as he walked the
twenty feet from his desk to the teletypewriter machine—
to alert every police officer fifty miles from the spot the
Buick had been abandoned; if the killer had left the pike
on foot, he’d be within that circle. All hitch-hikers, prowl-
ers and suspicious persons would be picked up for investi-
gation. This was a routine and probably fruitless precau-
tion, Biersby thought; because his judgment, which was
blended of experience, instinct and vague promptings he
had never succeeded in analyzing, told him that the killer
was still on the pike. Speeding safely through the night, an
anonymous man in an anonymous car, lost in the brilliant
streams of traffic.

He said to the teletypewriter operator, “This is a Special.
Get it moving.”

The dead man was in his sixties, small, gray-haired,
seemingly respectable; his clothes were of good quality,
and a Masonic emblem gleamed in the lapel button of his
suit coat. He had been strangled; his face was hideous. He
lay in a fetal position in an empty parking space that gaped
like an empty tooth in the row of night-black cars. Near
one outflung hand was an empty coffee container and one
of the small cardboard cradles that were used for take-out
orders of French fries or frankfurters. There was no iden-
tification in his clothes; his pockets had been stripped.

An ambulance had arrived, and the two interns were
examining the body in the light from Lieutenant Trask’s
flashlight. Three white-and-blue patrol cars blocked off the
immediate area, their red beacons swinging against the
darkness, and troopers were posted about the parking lot
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to keep traffic moving. A crowd had gathered in front of
the restaurant to watch the police activity.

Dan O’Leary stood behind Trask, frowning faintly at the
empty parking space. When Trask turned away from the
body, O’Leary touched his arm. “I've got an idea,” he said.
“The killer took the car that was parked here, that's obvi-
ous. Well, we might get a line on what kind of a car it was
from the people who parked beside it. They arrived after
he did probably, since their cars are still here. Maybe they
can—"

“Yes,” Trask said, cutting him off sharply. “Get those
people out here. Fast.”

O’Leary took down the license numbers from the cars
on either side of the empty parking space and ran toward
the restaurant.

The car on the left was a Plymouth sedan owned by a
thin young man with horn-rimmed glasses and a nervous
stammer. The owner of the car on the right was a middle-
aged woman, a peaceful, padded sort of person, with the
kind of composure that seemed to deepen under tension.

Lieutenant Trask, realizing that their memories might be
short-circuited by haste or pressure, squandered a few sec-
onds in lighting a cigarette. Then he said quietly, “We're
trying to get a description of the car that was stolen from
this space about fifteen minutes ago. It was here when you
arrived. You parked alongside it. Now, take your time; do
you remember anything about it? Any detail at all?”

“I wa—was in a hurry,” the young man said shrilly.
“I'm supposed to be in Cantonville by eight-thirty. I just
ra-ran for a cup of coffee. I wa—wasn’t thinking about
anything else.”

“Well, it was big,” the woman said, nodding with impec-
cable assurance. “Its tail stuck out of the line. I had to
make two tries before I could get in beside it.”

Their recollections came slowly, haltingly. The young
man recovered a remnant of poise and mentioned details
of the bumper; the woman remembered something about
the lights and fenders, they agreed it was a station wagon,
and finally, after what seemed interminable indecision,
settled on the color—either white or light yellow. Trask
glanced at O’Leary. “Well?”

“If they're right, it’s an Edsel station wagon,” O’Leary
said. “Can’'t be anything else.”
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“How far is the next interchange?”

“Twenty-eight miles,” O’Leary said sharply. “And he’s
only been gone twenty minutes. He can't possibly make it.
And he’ll be easy to spot in a white Edsel station wagon. A
Ford, Chevy or Plymouth would be another matter.”

“Flash your dispatcher,” Trask said, but O’Leary was al-
ready running to his car.

At headquarters Captain Royce, senior officer of the
turnpike command, stood behind Sergeant Tonelli check-
ing the reports coming in from interchanges and patrols.
The tempo of the office had picked up a sharp, insistent
beat in the last half hour; every available off-duty trooper
had been ordered back to the pike, and riot squads had
been dispatched to Substations Central and South. Royce
was in his fifties, tall and sparsely built, and with a look of
seasoned toughness about his sharply chiseled features. As
a rule there was little suggestion of tension or impatience
in his manner, but now, as he filled a pipe and struck a
match, a tight, anxious frown was shadowing his hard gray
eyes.

Trooper O’'Leary’s report had come in a half hour ago.
Within thirty seconds the turnpike had been transformed
into a hundred-mile trap; every patrol had been alerted, ev-
ery interchange had been instructed to watch for the white
Edsel station wagon. But so far there was no trace of the
killer. Patrols had stopped three Edsels, but in each case
the passengers were above suspicion—a carload of college
girls, a Texan with a wife and four children, and four Car-
melite nuns being transported at a stately speed by an
elderly Negro chauffeur.

Royce looked at the big clock on the wall above the
dispatcher’s desk. It was eight-ten. The Presidential convoy
would swing onto the pike at nine-forty. In just ninety
minutes . . .

Sergeant Tonelli looked up at him and said, “Trooper
O’Leary asks permission to speak to you, sir.”

“Where is he?”

“At Interchange Twelve.”

This was twenty-eight miles from Howard Johnson’s No.
1. The killer might be miles beyond that now; he’'d been
gone from the Howard Johnson’s more than forty-five
minutes. “I'll take it in my office,” Royce said, and went
with long strides to his desk. As he lifted the receiver he
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saw that it had begun to rain; the turnpike flashed below
his windows, and he could see the slick gleam of water on
the concrete and the distorted glare from long columns of
headlights.

“This is Captain Royce. What is it, O'Leary?”

“Just this, sir. He’s had time to make Exits Twelve or
Eleven by now—if he’s thinking about getting off the
pike.”

“What do you mean, if? What else could he be thinking
about?”

“He made a mistake taking a white Edsel. Maybe he's
realized it. Also he took it from the middle of a row of
cars which gave us a lead on it. Maybe he’s realized that,
too. My guess is he won't try to get off the pike in that car.
I think he’ll try to ditch the Edsel before making a break.”

“Hold on a minute.” Royce glanced quickly at the turn-
pike map which covered one wall of his office. The inter-
changes were marked and numbered in red, the Howard
Johnson’s restaurants in green. Captain Royce saw instantly
what O’Leary meant—before Exit 12 there was another
Howard Johnson’s restaurant and service area. This was
designated Howard Johnson’s No. 2; it was only twelve
miles from No. 1. The killer might have driven only from
No. 1 to No. 2; with the fifteen-minute head start he could
have made it comfortably—and found another car.

“O’Leary, get back to Number Two on the double. To-
nelli will dispatch.”

Harry Bogan had gone as O’Leary had guessed—driven
the white Edsel station wagon only as far as Howard
Johnson’s No. 2, then abandoned it in the parking lot.
Now he stood in the shadows, watching the activity at the
gas pumps, a stocky, powerful figure, with the light glinting
on his thick glasses and the rainy wind brushing the wiry
ends of his gray crew cut. He was smiling faintly, full lips
softly curved, large mild eyes bright with excitement. The
police would be sniffing around the exits now, he knew, the
long blue-and-white patrol cars lined up like hungry cats at
a mouse hole. Waiting to pounce.

Bogan knew he had made a mistake in taking the white
Edsel station wagon, but he hadn’t time to be choosy. The
important thing was to get away from the area where
he had left the Buick. But now he could be more
discriminating. He had special requirements, and he was
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prepared to wait until they were satisfied. Time wasn’t im-
portant, and in that lay his safety. The police would think
he was frantic, ready to bolt at the first whiff of danger.
But that wasn’t the case. The feeling of power and control
sent a heady flash of warmth through his body.

He heard the thin cry of a siren on his right, the sound
rising and falling like the howl of an animal. On the turn-
pike he saw the red beacon light of a police car sweeping
with brilliant speed through the orderly lanes of traffic.
And he heard other sirens approaching on his left. The first
patrol car made a U-turn over the grass strip that divided
the turnpike and swerved into the restaurant service area.
An attendant coming from the gas-station office stopped
within a few feet of Bogan to watch the patrol car flash
past the pumps and pull to an expert stop at the parking
area in front of the bright restaurant.

Bogan was amused. He said, “Seems to be in a hurry,
doesn’t he?”

The attendant glanced toward Bogan’s voice, but saw
only the suggestion of a bulky body in the shadow. “Looks
like it,” he said.

Bogan recognized the trooper; it was the one who had
been simpering at the dark-haired waitress from whom he
had bought his coffee and hot dog. Watching him stride
along the row of parked cars gave Bogan a curious flick of
pleasure. The attendant said, “Well, he’s safer driving at a
hundred than most guys are at fifty. That's Dan O’Leary,
and he can really handle that heap.”

The attendant returned to the gas pumps, and Bogan
continued his patient examination of the cars lining up for
service. He soon found what he wanted, an inconspicuous
Ford sedan driven by a young man with hom-rimmed
glasses. A college boy, Bogan guessed, noting a bow tie and
crew-cut blond hair. This would do nicely. The car was
like one of thousands rolling along the pike, and the boy
looked intelligent. That was important. There was a lot to
explain, and it would be tiresome explaining things to a
fool.

By then two more patrol cars had arrived. The troopers
had joined the one called O’Leary, Bogan saw. And
O’Leary was standing beside the white Edsel, inspecting it
with his flashlight. Bogan laughed softly. They thought
they were so clever; strutting pompous fools with their uni-
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forms and guns. They’d learn nothing from the big white
station wagon. He had parked it off by itself; no one had
seen him leave it. They could rip it to pieces, and it would
tell them nothing. They had no way to identify him, no
way to know what kind of car he would presently ride off
in.

The young man was paying for his gas now, and Bogan
moved slowly from the shadows. This would require nice
timing, he realized. The attendant gave the young man his
change and walked back to the next car in line. The young
man rolled up his window and started the motor.

Bogan opened the door just as the car began to move.
He slid onto the front seat and showed the young man his
gun. “Now, let’s go,” he said quietly. “We've got a nice
little ride ahead of us.”

“I didn’t really mean to kill them,” Bogan said a few mo-
ments later as they were rolling smoothly along the pike.
The young man’s name was Alan Perkins, and Bogan had
instructed him to drive in the slow, right-hand lane at
about forty-five miles an hour. It was dark and windy out-
side, with rain spattering through the headlights, but the in-
terior of the car was snug and warm. Bogan felt grateful
and at peace with himself as he studied the reflection of his
teeth and glasses in the windshield. The young man, Per-
kins, would be pleasant company. He had a clean, immature
face, and was dressed neatly in a tweed jacket worn over a
sweater. Very polite and obedient, Bogan thought, with his
bow tie and glasses, and thin white hands grasping the
steering wheel. He drove with care, hunched forward
slightly, and never letting his eyes flick toward the gun
gleaming in the dashboard light.

In a careful voice the young man said, “If you didn’t
mean to kill them, perhaps the best thing would be to tell
the police about it.”

Bogan smiled, admiring in the reflection the sudden
emerging brightness of his big, white teeth. “No, that
wouldn’t be the best thing. There's no need to tell the po-
lice anything.”

Bogan touched his forehead with his fingertips. This
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wasn’t what he wanted to talk about: it was the other
thing, the red heat of the summer, and watching them
night after night from the humid darkness of his room.
Yes, that had to be made crystal clear. “They hadn't been
married long,” he said, and was pleased at the low, judicial
tone of his voice. ‘“Naturally, they were selfish—it’s some-
thing young people can’t help, I know. But it's evil of them
to shut out everyone else.” He paused, aware that his
breath was coming quickly. It was really so simple, so ob-
vious, but when he tried to trap his thoughts with words,
they skittered away like mice.

The young couple operated a small furniture shop on
Third Avenue near Forty-eighth Street. That was accurate.
Bogan knew; he had watched them from his room across
the street. She was slim and blond; he was a tall redhead.
They laughed a lot, but were serious about their business.
They sold unpainted sections of tables and chairs and desks
which could be fitted together with glue or a few nails.
Frequently they worked at night, and the young man
would bring in sandwiches and beer, and they would eat
and drink, sitting on the counter, the girl in shorts, bare
legs golden in the soft evening light and the young man
grinning up at her.

Bogan felt his breath catch sharply in his throat; the
memory of the couple he had killed reminded him of the
trooper and the slim, dark-haired girl at the Howard
Johnson’s restaurant. He was rigid with pain. They were
the same sort, selfish and greedy, driving everyone else
away from the radiance of their love. They drew a magic
circle about themselves that no one could pass through.

“Do you have a girl?” he said suddenly, and stared at
Perkins’ clean, young profile.

“No,” Perkins said. He groped for something to ease the
tension he could feel in the man beside him. “Girls can be
a big waste of time. There’s time for all that later, I guess.”

Bogan nodded approvingly. If they would all just wait a
while instead of rushing together to lock themselves in the
charmed circle. That was the maddening thing about the
couple in the furniture shop. Twice he had stopped to
make a trifling purchase, and they had made him feel like
an intruder, something gross and ugly profaning their
happy isolation. They were polite enough on the surface,
quick with a smile and a comment on the weather, but
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they gave him no warmth or affection. That was too pre-
cious to squander on anyone but themselves. He couldn’t
remember when he had decided to kill them; the thought
must have been there always.

The planning had been a dreary business and strangely
confusing—acquiring the gun from a disquietingly jocular
pawnbroker, and then the tedious search for a car, which
had been the most difficult problem of all. But eventually
he found what he needed—the Buick used by the corner
drugstore for deliveries. The young man who drove it obvi-
ously operated on a tight schedule, for he didn’t remove
the key when he went inside to pick up his parcels. When
the car was parked at the curb, the key was always in the
ignition; Bogan established this fact in a week of patient
snooping. Thus the timing of his ultimate act was
determined by the delivery schedule of the drugstore. And
for some obscure reason this pleased Bogan; it lent a
whimsical, unpremeditated tone to his plans.

Bogan felt in his pockets for a chocolate bar, then
remembered that he had left his little stock of sweets in his
overcoat. He felt his eyes sting with tears; he needed some-
thing sweet, but he had been so pressed and excited that he
hadn’t remembered to take the candy bars from his over-
coat. It wasn’t fair.

Bogan sat up straighter. Suddenly he thought of the
dark-haired waitress at the restaurant—the one he had
bought the coffee from. Why had he been such a fool? The
need for something warm and sweet had been powerful,
but he should have resisted it; she would tell the police
what he looked like—and enjoy doing it, he thought sul-
lenly and unhappily. She would like telling on him, getting
him into trouble. He knew that from her face and eyes;
there was no warmth there, only meaningless politeness.

“Don’t get excited,” he told himself, his soft lips silently
forming the words. The trooper didn’t ask her about me;
there was still time.

He said quietly to Perkins, “We’re going to have to
make a U-turn.”

“But that’s not legal. We’ll be stopped.”

“We'll just make sure there are no patrol cars in front or
behind us,” Bogan said easily. “Anyone else will think
we'’re an unmarked police car.”

Bogan put the muzzle of his gun against Perkins’ side.
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“You’re a nice young boy. I don’t want to hurt you. Turn
into the left-hand lane, and we’ll watch for one of those
openings the police cars use.”

Bogan felt a pleasant excitement running through him;
he was almost glad of the way things were working out. It
would be very satisfying to have that arrogant girl in his
hands. And he realized that he had the bait to lure her to
him—the name he had heard from the gas-station atten-
dant: “Dan O’Leary.”

Lieutenant Trask and O’Leary learned nothing from the
white Edsel station wagon; it had been driven twelve miles,
from Howard Johnson’s No. 1 to No. 2, and then aban-
doned, the driver disappearing like a phantom. Lieutenant
Trask had checked out the waitresses and countermen in
the restaurant while O’Leary and a team of troopers
searched the grounds and inspected the trucks that were
lined up like huge animals in the truckers’ area. They
waked the drivers and examined the lashings and tailgates
for any sign of forced entry.

After this O'Leary talked to the gas attendants. None of
them remembered anything helpful. He did come on a bit
of irrelevant information, however; one of the attendants
mentioned that someone—a man standing in the shadows
of the office—had made some comment about O’Leary’s
speed when O’Leary had driven into the area ten or fifteen
minutes earlier. The attendant said he told the man
Trooper O'Leary knew his business—or something to that
effect. The attendant wasn’t exactly sure of what he'd said,
but it wasn't important in any case, O’Leary decided.

He rejoined Trask, who had returned to the Edsel sta-
tion wagon. Trask had been in contact with Captain Royce.
They now had an identification on the owner of the Edsel,
the elderly man who had been killed at Howard Johnson’s
No. 1.

“He lived in Watertown,” Trask said, flipping his ciga-
rette into the darkness. “Name was Nelson, Adam Nelson,
a widower, retired executive at the paint factory there.
They got a line on him from the laundry marks in his
shirt.”

These markings—in this case a triangle with the digits
356 beneath it—had been relayed to state police headquar-
ters by radio, where they had been checked against the
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master file of all laundry marks in the state. The sergeant
in charge had established the location of the laundry from
the triangle; a telephone call to the manager had es-
tablished the identity of the customer from the digits 356.

Trask added, “He was on his way to spend a few days
with a married daughter in Camden. None of which helps
us a damn bit.”

O’Leary was frowning faintly. He had been trying to fit
together a picture of the murderer, and for some reason
his guesses about the man bothered him; the portrait was
flawed with inconsistency, and O’Leary had the tantalizing
feeling that a significant fact was hidden somewhere in that
blurred image.

What in heaven’s name was it? O'Leary tried to analyze
the inferences he had drawn from the man's behavior. The
killer was both bold and deliberate. He had killed brutally
and swiftly, with no signs of panic. He had made a mistake
in taking a conspicuous car, but had corrected it clev-
erly—which meant he was thinking clearly under pressure.
And he hadn’t duplicated his first mistake; he had got away
from the Edsel without being seen, and by now, it was safe
to assume, was on his way in a less conspicuous car. Also,
he seemed to be working according to a plan; time wasn’t
important to him, or he'd have taken a chance and tried to
get through an exit in the Edsel. After all, he couldn’t have
known for sure that the police would identify the missing
car. But he hadn’t taken that chance; he was in no hurry.
And he'd given the police credit for being as smart as he
was.

It was a picture of a man who was ruthless and cunning.
A man who thought clearly and measured his chances
shrewdly. And that was where the inconsistency became
apparent; the image was streaked with flaws, something
was out of place, something incongruous. Because the kill-
er had done something foolish. . ..

“What'’s the matter with you?” Trask said.

O'Leary put both hands over his ears; the traffic on the
pike rushed by like a river of noise and light, and he tried
to shut out the sound of it, tried furiously to find the truth
that was hidden somewhere in this maze of facts and
hunches, of inferences and intuitions. Then it was as if a
clear and brilliant light had snapped on in his mind; then
he had it.
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He caught Trask's arm. “The dead man, Nelson; he’d
had his dinner, right? He had left the restaurant and
walked to his car. But there was a coffee container beside
his body. And one of those little cardboard things they put
hot dogs in. Remember?”’

“Sure.” Trask’s dark face was impassive; but a flicker of
understanding came to his eyes. “Go on.”

“Those containers belonged to the killer,” O’Leary said.
“He ate and drank there beside Nelson's car. Then he
dropped them on the ground.”

“Which means he went into the restaurant after all,”
Trask said, his voice sharpening. “But you told me you
checked out the waitresses. They should have remembered
a guy without a hat or coat on a night like this.”

“I didn’t check all of them,” O’Leary said. He suddenly
felt sick with guilt and apprehension. “I talked to the
hostess. She'd have spotted anybody who wanted a table.
Then I went to the take-out counter. But I only questioned
one of the girls on duty. I—I forgot about the other one.”

“You forgot?” Trask said sharply. “What do you mean
by that?”

“She’s a friend of mine, Sheila Leslie.” O’Leary drew a
deep breath. “I was more interested in her than my job,
that’s all, lieutenant. But I wasn’t after a murderer then. I
was after the owner of a stalled car. Which is no excuse.”

“I guess it’s not,” Trask said. “But you’ve put us back on
the right track. We'll find the girl who sold him that coffee.
When we know what he looks like, we'll seal off this pike
till it’s damn near watertight. I'll call Captain Royce on the
way. Let’s go.”

O’Leary ran toward his car. The killer must have bought
his coffee from Sheila, he realized; if he hadn’'t done that
one compulsive, dangerous thing, they might never have
got a line on him. He could have drifted through their nets
like 2 wisp of smoke. And then O'Leary remembered
something that caused a strange coldness to settle in his
stomach; the killer had corrected one mistake. He had got
rid of the Edsel. Would he try to correct his other mis-
take—by getting rid of the only witness who could identify
him?

O’Leary snapped on his red beacon and jammed his foot
hard on the accelerator.

[ ] * .
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Harry Bogan sat in the rear seat of Alan Perkins’ sedan,
which was now parked close to the entrance of Howard
Johnson's No. 1. He was smiling softly; they had made two
U-turns in doubling back to the restaurant, and for all the
attention they received they might have been lazily circling
about a sleepy village on a Sunday evening. He held his
gun so that it pointed at Perkins’ head. “We'll have to wait
until a car pulls in alongside us,” he said. *“You remember
what you're to tell the driver?”

“Yes, I remember,” Perkins said.

“You're a good boy. I don't want to hurt you.”

They were close enough to the restaurant for Bogan to
see the dark-haired girl at work behind the take-out
counter. She was slim and cool and swift in her white uni-
form, her skin smooth and glowing under the bright light,
her teeth flashing now and then in quick smiles. They
meant nothing, he knew, and felt his heart speeding with
anger. A bone thrown to a hungry dog, nothing more. The
smile that told of her real feelings wouldn’t be squandered
on the lonely and miserable persons lined up at her
counter. She would save that for the trooper, inviting him
with her eyes and lips into the warm, selfish circle of her
love.

They did not have long to wait. A small, middle-aged
man in a leather jacket pulled in beside them and climbed
from his car.

“All right,” Bogan said quietly, and touched the young
man'’s neck with the muzzle of his gun.

Perkins rolled the window down and called to the man
in the leather jacket. “Pardon me, sir, but would you do
me a favor?”

The man turned, peering into the darkness toward Per-
kins’ voice. The shadows blurred Perkins’ face and obscured
Bogan completely. The man came a step closer, craning his
head forward slightly. “Well, if I can, I don’t mind,” he
said in a soft Southern accent.

“There's a waitress inside I want to send a message to,”
Perkins said. “You can see her from here—she’s the dark-
haired one at the take-out counter.”

The man glanced toward the restaurant, nodding slowly.
“I see her all right. Just what kind of a message is it?”

“Just tell her Trooper O’Leary wants to see her outside
for a second.”
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Bogan smiled in the darkness; the trooper’s name had
been a gift, a priceless bit of luck, and he accepted it as a
talisman of success. He was filled with confidence by the
mysterious confluence of events working in his favor.

“Trooper O’Leary, is that it?” the man said. “Well, I'll
tell her for you.” He laughed softly. “Man taking messages
to pretty girls can get in a fix of trouble sometimes. But
this is kind of different.”

“Listen to me, for heaven’s sake,” Perkins said to Bogan,
as the stranger walked with a leisurely, shuffling gait
toward the restaurant. “It won’t work. She’ll be frightened;
she’s liable to scream or something.” He turned his head
slowly, cautiously, until he could see the shine of Bogan’s
glasses. “Please, there’s no need—to hurt anybody. I'll take
you anywhere you want to go. You can ride in the trunk. I
give you my word of honor.”

“I don’t need your help to get off the turnpike,” Bogan
said, laughing softly. “Now you just do as I told you.
When she gets that message, you drive up and stop in front
of the entrance. Keep the motor running. That’s all you've
got to worry about.” He prodded the boy’s cheek with his
gun, sharply, cruelly. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, all right.” Perkins barely whispered the words.

They watched the man in the leather jacket make his
way through the crowded restaurant to the take-out
counter. He removed his hat and raised a hand to get the
dark-haired girl’s attention.

The girl smiled at him, and when he spoke she leaned
forward slightly, her head tilted slightly to one side. She
glanced toward the windows; the man had gestured in that
direction, obviously telling her where he had received the
message. The girl gave him a quick, warm grin then and
came swiftly around the counter and walked toward the
revolving doors of the restaurant, one hand pushing at a
stray curl on her forehead. She stopped briefly to speak to
the hostess, who was standing at the cashier’s counter.
Asking permission to step outside for a moment or so, Bo-
gan thought, smiling faintly. A very proper little girl,
obedient and responsible. She was moving again, walking
toward the entrance.

“All right,” he said quietly.

Perkins backed his Ford out of line, then cut the wheels
and drove toward the entrance, which was marked as a
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no-parking area. The revolving doors glittered as they spun
around, and the girl came out onto the broad sidewalk. An
awning protected her from the rain, but the cold wind
whipped the skirts of her white uniform about her slim
legs.

Perkins stopped, and Bogan reached forward and
opened the front door. The girl came toward the car,
bending to look into the dark interior. “Dan, is that you?”
she said, in a clear, unworried voice.

Bogan glanced quickly out the rear window. A family
was hurrying toward the restaurant, a mother, father and
four small children, but the parents were involved in shep-
herding their charges and paid no attention to the stopped
car and the girl standing beside it.

“I have a message from Dan,” Bogan said.

“What is it?” She put her head in the car, bracing her-
self with a knee against the front seat. The family with the
four children had filed out of sight, and when she said,
“What is it?” the second time, a bit sharply now, Bogan
caught her arm and pulled her into the front seat. “Go!”
Bogan said to Perkins, and before she could scream, he
had the gun in her face, and the car was leaping forward,
the door swinging shut with a bang.

She would have screamed, regardless of the gun, but
Perkins’ voice cut through her terror. “Don’'t!” he cried.
“Please do what he says. He'll shoot.”

“That’s true,” Bogan said, pleased with the young man.
“Now drive over to where the trucks park.” He still held
the girl's arm and could feel the tremors shaking her body.

“Now, what do you want with me?” she said in a dry,
careful voice.

“That will have to wait a bit. We’'ll have time to talk
later.” The fear in her eyes and face satisfied something
deep inside him; and he remembered how the girl in the
furniture shop had looked when he raised the gun, her face
blank with panic, eyes wild and frantic. Once as a child he
had seen a horse trapped in a burning barn; and the girl’s
eyes were like those of the poor horse, crazed and helpless.
The sight of her fear had been almost unendurably
exciting.

The area reserved for the big trucks was a hundred
yards beyond the gas station, an unlighted expanse of con-
crete the size of a football field, with parking spaces indi-
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cated by lines of white paint. Bogan directed Perkins to the
far end of the lot. The slowly moving car merged with the
darkness, an inconspicuous shadow against the marshy
fields that stretched off in the distance.

In the silence that settled when Perkins cut the motor,
Bogan heard the girl’s shallow, uneven breathing. The
sound was satisfying; no longer laughing and confident, he
thought, no longer warmed by the admiring eyes lingering
on her slim body. Now she would pay attention to him. In
a quiet, deliberate voice Bogan explained what he wanted
them to do, and they obeyed carefully and quickly, like
children trying to appease a fearsome, unpredictable adult.
It wasn’t the gun they responded to, but the tension coiling
beneath his surface calm. They knew with a primitive in-
stinct that he was hoping they might disobey him, that he
would relish the excuse to lose his self-control.

They got out of the car on the girl’s side and stood mo-
tionless until he joined them. Then the girl, on order,
climbed into the rear-seat section and lay face down on the
floor. Bogan had already removed his tie and belt. He gave
them to Perkins, who knotted the tie about the girl’s wrists
and looped the belt about her ankles, buckling it with
trembling fingers. When he straightened up, Bogan inspect-
ed his work, then closed the rear door. “Now climb into
the front seat,” he told Perkins, but when Perkins turned
to obey, Bogan struck him heavily with the barrel of his
gun, the blow landing just above his right ear. Perkins
pitched forward, moaning in pain, but Bogan caught him
before he struck the ground and carried him into the field
adjoining the parking lot. He rolled the limp body into a
muddy ditch and returned to the car, whistling softly be-
tween his teeth.

Safety lay on him like a balm, filling him with a warm
complacence. Perkins wouldn't recover consciousness for
hours, if at all; and the only other witness who might iden-
tify him was trussed up helplessly in the back of his car.
Now there was nothing left but to get off the turnpike. And
he knew how to solve that problem.

He started his car and drove along the wide, curving
lane that led to the turnpike, laughing as he merged
smoothly with the swift, southbound traffic. The rain was
coming down harder, bouncing on the shining concrete,
and the Ford was swiftly lost in the dark streams of cars,
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with no more identity than a leaf in a storm or a chip swirl-
ing down a stream. The beams of oncoming headlights
broke on his thick glasses and glittered against the excite-
ment in his eyes.

“Are you all right?” he said in a high, pleased voice.
“Are you comfortable?”

The girl lay with her wrists bound at the small of her
back, her cheek flat against the rough carpeting on the
floor of the car. She was trembling with cold and with fear,
but she said evenly, “Where are you taking me?”

“Well, I'm not sure,” Bogan said. In truth, he didn’t
know; but when they left the turnpike he would make up
his mind. He would find a place that was dark and quiet. A
field, he thought, or the bank of a stream, where he could
rest, where they might talk for a while.

He glanced quickly over his shoulder; she lay with her
knees bent, her feet raised in the air, and he saw the soles
of her small white shoes, and the shine of his belt looped
about her ankles. For the time being everything was all
right. “Just don’t worry about anything,” he said, smiling.

In the manager's office of Howard Johnson's No. 1,
Trask and O’Leary questioned the man in the leather
jacket who had delivered the message to Sheila Leslie.
“Let’s try it once more,” Trask said evenly, after the man
told his story for the third time. They had checked his
identification and knew he was a family man, steadily em-
ployed by a construction company in Philadelphia. He had
a gasoline credit card in his wallet, snapshots of his wife
and children, and seemed to be a responsible citizen. But
Trask said, “Let’s go over it again from the start—every
detail, everything you saw and heard and said.”

The man sat in a straight-backed chair under clear, soft
overhead lights. He was about fifty, with thinning hair,
work-roughened hands, and he wore jeans and a woolen
shirt under his leather jacket. “Well, like I told you,” he
said, blinking his eyes nervously. “First the man called to
me, speaking nice and polite, and asked me to do him a fa-
vor. The car he was setting in was one of the popular
makes, but I can’t rightly say which one. It wasn’t new.
Maybe a ’50 or ’51. It was a dark color, like I already told
you. So he asked me to tell this girl that’s missing that
Trooper O’Leary wanted to talk to her.”
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O’Leary closed his eyes and ran a hand over his face.
She was gone, helpless in a killer’s hands, and it was his
fault. He hadn’t done his job; instead of questioning her
swiftly and impersonally, he had blushed and simpered like
a fool, letting his feelings for her come between him and
his work.

“Well, I went into the restaurant and told her,” the man
in the leather jacket said. “And she smiled real nice and
thanked me and went outside. I sat down to my dinner,
where 1 was when you got here and began asking for who
gave her the message.” One of the waitresses had remem-
bered that someone had spoken to Sheila just before she
went outside; and Trask and O’'Leary had shouted for
silence in the restaurant, and when they explained what
they wanted, the man in the leather jacket had got uneasily
to his feet. “I didn’t think I'd done nothing wrong,” he said
now, eyes swinging quickly from Trask to O’Leary. “I was
just doing a man a favor.”

“You're sure he used my name?” O’Leary asked him
sharply. “You're sure he said O’Leary?”

“Yes, I'm positive about that.”

“Let’s go back to the start,” Trask said. “It was a young
man who gave you the message?”

“Nearly as I could make out, yes.”

“And he was alone in the ear?”

“Well, there seemed a kind of shadow in the back, but I
didn’t see anybody.” The man hesitated, then said, “The
young guy sounded kind of funny, he talked fast, I mean,
like he was speaking words he’d memorized.”

O’Leary forced himself to think; his emotions were
roiling inside him, blunting his memory and judgment.
While Trask went over the man's story again, O’Leary
paced the small office, the overhead lights shining on his
pale, set features. He got himself in hand with a conscious
effort. It occurred to him once again that the killer's pat-
tern of action suggested a generous time schedule; twice he
might have got off the pike, once in the white Edsel, again
in the car he had commandeered to pick up Sheila. But he
badn’t made a break for it. This might mean he had some
special plan for getting off the turnpike, that he had found
a loophole in the pike’s defenses. But how to account for
the fact that he had used the name O'Leary to lure Sheila
outside? How had he known the name? And that Sheila
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would respond to it? Then O'Leary recalled the irrelevant
bit of information he had gleaned from the gas-station
attendant at Howard Johnson’s No. 2. Someone had men-
tioned O’Leary’s driving, and the attendant had told him
that O’Leary was safer at a hundred than most people were
at fifty. Or something to that effect. But had the attendant
actually used his name?

Trask completed his questioning of the man in the
leather jacket, thanked him and excused him. When the
man had gone, O’Leary told Trask of the conversation
with the attendant at Howard Johnson’s No. 2.

“You get back there,” Trask said. He swore softly.
“We've got to get a lead, and fast.”

“He’s got the girl in his car,” O’Leary said desperately.
“That’s a lead, isn’t it? We can search every damn car on
the pike.”

Trask looked away from O’Leary, pained by what he
saw in the big trooper’s face. He gestured impatiently at
the flash of the turnpike traffic which they could see
through the windows of the manager’s office.

“There’s twenty-five or thirty thousand cars rolling out
there tonight. Doctors on emergency calls, pregnant
women, businessmen making plane and train connections,
parents hurrying to sick kids. How can we tie up that traf-
fic? And where would we get the men to search the cars?
The pike would be stalled bumper to bumper in a matter
of minutes. We’d block the highways coming in from three
states. Maybe we could stop all cars of a certain kind—Ilike
we stopped those Edsels. Or pick up men answering to a
fairly general description. But we can’t bring that traffic to
a halt without something to go on, Dan. Now you get back
to Number Two. Maybe that attendant can give us the lead
we need.”

O’Leary covered the twelve miles in eight minutes, with
his alarm beacon flashing and siren screaming. The
attendant he had talked with earlier was a young man with
short red hair and a pink, weather-raw complexion. He re-
called the incident. “I was just coming out of the office,
and a man standing there said something about it looking
like you were in a hurry. Well, I told him you knew how
to handle your car, that’s all.”

“Think hard,” O’Leary said. “Did you use my name?”

“Well, sure. I thought I told you. I said Trooper
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O’Leary or maybe Dan O’Leary, but I know I mentioned
your name.”

“What did this man look like?”

“He was standing kind of in the shadows. I just glanced
over my shoulder at him; you know, the way you do when
something doesn’t mean much. He was pretty big, I'd say.
And he was wearing glasses. I saw ’em flash when he
turned his head.”

A big man with glasses, O’Leary thought with despair; a
description that might fit half the men driving the pike
tonight. He questioned the other attendants then, hoping
someone might have seen the man leaving the shadows of
the office. But he drew blanks; none of them had seen him
or noticed any unusual activity around the pumps.

O’Leary returned to his patrol car and flashed Sergeant
Tonelli at headquarters. He told him what he had learned,
but his heart sank as he repeated the meager description—
a big man with glasses. Might as well say he had two arms
and legs.

“Check,” Tonelli said in his hard, impersonal voice.
“You’ll proceed south now, O’Leary. Report to Sergeant
Brannon at Interchange Five and take further orders from
him. You’re going to be working the Presidential convoy.”

O’Leary was filled with bitter guilt and despair; the plans
being made to find the killer obviously didn’t include him.
He wouldn’t have even the meager solace of trying to save
Sheila. His hands tightened on the steering wheel. “Look,
sergeant, just one thing. The killer isn’t in any hurry to get
off the pike. Have you noticed that?”

O’Leary’s question was considerably out of line, but Ser-
geant Tonelli was a man who understood a number of
things that weren’t spelled out in the department’s training
manual and training directives. He said quietly, “We've no-
ticed it, Dan. But we don’t know yet what’s behind it. You
get moving now.”

“Check,” O’Leary said and turned his car into the
curving approach to the dark turnpike. He felt helpless and
miserable, consumed with a leaden fear.

Sheila had fought down her first panic, which had been
like the fear of smothering she had known as a child. Once
when she was very small her brother and his friends had
locked her in a trunk during some game or other and had
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gone off and forgotten about her. For a long time after-
ward she couldn’t bear anything that threatened her
breathing—swimming under water, a dentist’s wad of cot-
ton in her mouth, even the slight pressure of a locket at the
base of her throat was enough to make her heart pound
with terror. But she had finally conquered that dread; she
had faced the issue with common sense, refusing to pity
herself, refusing to let herself be shackled by morbid fears.

Now, lying helpless in the rear of Bogan’s car, she tried
to apply the same therapy to her straining nerves. So far
nothing had happened to her; her body was cold and
cramped, and dust from the carpeting had made her eyes
water but that was all. She knew she was safe as long as
they were on the turnpike. After that she would be com-
pletely helpless. He could take her anywhere, do anything
he wanted with her. She faced that fact clearly. It meant
she must get away from him before he drove off the pike.
Somehow she must make him stop. Dan had told her any
stopped car would be quickly checked by the police, with
the trooper concealed by his own headlights and emerging
from their brightness with a hand on his gun.

It seemed a hideous irony that she had been amused by
his earnest discussion of the various methods used in polic-
ing the turnpike—and just a tiny bit bored by his enthusi-
asm for his work—when that skill and energy might be the
only thing that could save her life. She tried to stop think-
ing about Dan O’Leary. It would make her cry, she knew,
and there was no time now for that kind of self-pity. She
could think of him later; of his tall, alert way of walking,
and the fine, dark hair on the backs of his big clean hands,
and the way he got a joke a split second after she did and
grinned a bit sheepishly at her swifter understanding.

Now she must make this madman bring the car to a
stop. “Please,” she said in a weak voice. “I'm going to be
sick. I feel dizzy.”

“Well, that’s too bad. But it’s not much longer.” Bogan
glanced at his watch and then at a numbered milepost that
gleamed ahead of him in the darkness. He was a bit behind
schedule, but not seriously so. The rain had made him lose
time. He smiled, studying the shifting reflection of his face
in the windshield. Even though his car was dark, there was
enough light flashing from oncoming cars to project the
square image of his face on the streaming windshield. The
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rain water blurred his features at rhythmic intervals, then
the windshield wiper smoothed them out: it was inter-
esting, this alternate fading and sharpening of his reflec-
tion.

“Please,” she said again. “I'm freezing. There’s no circu-
lation in my arms and legs. Please stop and untie my
ankles.”

“You're Trooper O'Leary’s girl, I know,” he said. “I saw
the way you smiled at each other. Are you going to marry
him?” He was still smiling at the way his face went in and
out of focus with the snap of the windshield wiper. “An-
swer me. Are you going to marry him?” he said coldly.

She was silent; the changed tone of his voice sent a chill
through her cramped body. She tried to guess at his
thoughts, to form some picture of his needs and compul-
sions; but it was as hopeless as attempting a jigsaw puzzle
blindfolded. “I'm not sure,” she said at last.

“You're not sure,” he said, mocking her in a high, petu-
lant voice. The lying little beggar. They would get married
all right and buy a little house and pull all the blinds down
so no one could see them. And keep everyone outside their
little circle of pleasure.

He remembered how it had been in his own home, the
long nights that belonged only to his father and mother,
and finally his guilty relief and happiness after his father’s
death. There was just his mother and brother then, and it
was very nice. She baked sweet cookies and told them sto-
ries. It went on for such a long and pleasant time. Until his
brother brought home a girl. They had fought about that;
Bogan had warned him of the terrible thing he was doing,
but his brother had got married anyway, and then there
was just his mother and himself, and that was the best time
of all. He worked as a night watchman because the sun-
shine hurt his weak eyes. She kept their apartment shaded
in the daytime, and they watched television together, and
she made his meals and took care of his clothes. When she
died he asked his brother if he could live with him, but
there were children now and no room for him. That was
when he had got the tiny place on Third Avenue and be-
gun to watch the couple in the furniture shop.

Bogan shook his head sharply; his thoughts were dis-
tracting him, flickering brightly and erratically against the
quiet darkness of his mind.
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“Please!” the girl cried again. “Fumes are coming up
through the floorboards. I can’t breathe.”

“I’ll roll down the window,” he said, smiling. “I'm not
going to stop, so you might as well forget your little
tricks.”

The cold, damp wind swept over her chilled body. She
was suddenly close to panic; this was what excited him, to
toy with her in a cat-and-mouse fashion, relishing her help-
lessness. If she couldn’t get him to stop, there was no
hope—unless a patrol car flagged him down. But the police
obviously had no way of identifying him. Otherwise he
wouldn’t be driving along so confidently. How could she
attract the attention of the police? To herself or to the car,
it made no difference.

But she could do nothing at all while she was helpless.
She began to strain at the bands about her wrists, twisting
her hands until the skin was raw, exerting all her wiry
strength against the silken fabric. The young man hadn’t
done too efficient a job, and she blessed him for it. Perhaps
he’d given her this chance deliberately. The knots were
loose, and her struggles produced a precious half inch of
slack. That was almost enough, for her hands were quite
small. She tried again, twisting her wrists silently and des-
perately until the knots slipped again. This was enough.
She freed her hands and put them over her mouth to
silence the sounds of her rapid, shallow breathing.

But there was still not much she could do. She could
unlatch the rear door, but to push it open against the wind-
stream would be almost impossible in her cramped posi-
tion. And it wouldn’t serve any purpose unless she intend-
ed to throw herself from the car. That thought instantly
led to another—if not herself, what else was there to throw
from the car? Specifically, through the opened window
beside the driver’s seat? The crumpled silk tie that had
bound her wrists probably wouldn’t attract anyone’s atten-
tion. She felt cautiously about the floor of the car, but
found only a folded newspaper and what seemed to be an
empty cigarette package. No good. It had to be something
that would point to her.

She thought of removing a shoe, but after a painful ef-
fort realized that it wasn’t possible. She could arch her
back and grasp her ankles in her hands, but she couldn’t
unbuckle the belt or untie the shoelaces in that position.
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And she couldn’t risk turning over and sitting up. He
would be sure to see the top of her head in the rear-view
mirror. But the thought of shoes prompted her to take a
personal inventory. Ring, small comb, hair ribbon, a pencil
clipped in the pocket of her uniform. That was all; and
none of these had any special significance. They would
mean nothing to whoever found them.

“That’s enough air,” Bogan said, and began to roll up
the window.

“No, please!” Her heart was beating wildly; she had just
remembered the apron she was wearing, the short, starched
apron with the name of Howard Johnson’s stitched in red
above the single pocket. “Please don’t close the window.
I'm suffocating.” The terror in her voice was genuine; if he
closed the window now her only chance would be gone.

“Well, we don’t want that,” he said, and rolled the win-
dow down again. “We want you nice and healthy for your
handsome trooper. You wouldn’t be pretty if you smoth-
ered to death.”

She worked quickly to untie the knot that secured the
apron about her waist. When it came free she raised her-
self cautiously on one elbow and looked up at the window,
careful to keep her head below the top of the front seat. It
wasn’t possible, she realized with despair; his big shoulder
and arm completely sealed off the area between the back
seat and open window. If she tried to push the apron past
him, he would feel the pressure of her hand and sense that
she was moving behind his back.

Bogan said, “We’re running a bit late. I'll have to step
on it. But don’t you worry. I won’t be caught speeding.”

The car swerved into the left, or passing, lane, body
rocking on its springs, and she saw his head and shoulders
move forward out of sight at the same time. He had
hunched closer to the windshield to see more clearly while
passing. Now the sway of the car told her they had cut
back into the middle lane, and at the same time she saw his
head and shoulders loom above her, returning to their cus-
tomary position.
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She breathed a soft prayer. When he moved forward,
the open window had been clear and unobstructed by his
bulk. And if he passed another car he would be likely to
push himself forward again.

She made a ball of the apron in her right hand and
raised her arm cautiously. When he passed another car she
wouldn’t be able to look up to see if he had moved for-
ward; he would be close to the rear-view mirror then and
apt to notice any movement behind him. She would have
to gamble, shoving the apron up and out the window with-
out looking, and praying that her hand didn’t strike his
shoulder.

They drove for several minutes in the middle lane.

“That’s enough air,” he said with a vicious snap to his
voice. “When I get around this truck, the window goes up
and stays up. Why should I care whether you're comfort-
able? Do you have any sympathy for me? Do you care
about me at all?”

The car swerved to the left and gained speed, with the
tires whining on the wet pavement. She counted to three
slowly, trying to control the paralyzing fear that gripped
her body. Now, she thought, but couldn’t force her hand to
move. The car was swerving back into the middle lane, and
she bit down viciously on her trembling lip and said
“Now!” in a desperate little whisper.

She thrust her hand toward the window, dreading a con-
tact with his body, but she felt nothing but the wet wind
like ice against her knuckles. A fold of the cloth made a
tearing noise in the windstream. She held the apron be-
tween thumb and forefinger, felt it tug and belly against
her grip, then released it; and as she snaked her hand away
from the window, Bogan settled back in the seat, and her
fingers made a tiny whispering sound on the fabric of his
coat.

But he didn’t seem to npotice. He said, “If you want to
smother, go ahead,” and rolled the window up tightly.
“Why should I care?” There was a dangerous, vengeful
tone in his voice. “I don’t care if your face turns black and
your lungs burst.” Bogan flipped on the car’s radio.

She lay completely still, exhausted by fear and tension.
The back of one hand was tight to her lips to hold back a
sob,
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The salesman whose name was Harry Mills swore an-
grily and fluently as he swung his car onto the graveled
roadway that flanked the turnpike. His wife, Muriel, was in
tears; her voice shook as she said, “We could have been
killed, Harry. You almost lost control.”

“Of course I did,” Harry Mills said furiously. “I couldn’t
see the road for a full five seconds. The damn thing was
plastered right over the windshield wipers. I'm going to re-
port this.” He climbed from his car, redfaced and pugna-
cious, and walked around to his wife’s side. “Some cop’ll
stop pretty soon,” he said, and turned his overcoat collar
up against the rain. “We're alive and kicking, hon. I guess
we’re lucky at that.”

“What was it?” she asked in the same high, frightened
voice. “What did those fools throw from the window?”

“Well, it’s still tangled in the wiper,” he said, and he be-
gan to extricate the soggy piece of cloth which had blown
from the car ahead of him to plaster itself across his wind-
shield. He spread it out on the hood. “Well, how about
that?” he said, and pushed his hat up on his forehead.

The flaring red light of a patrol was already bearing
down on him, swerving expertly through the lanes of heavy
traffic. The time was nine-thirty-five.

At headquarters Captain Royce stood with Sergeant
Tonelli and Lieutenant Trask studying the large map of the
turnpike on the wall of his office. There had been no trace
of the killer in the last forty-five minutes. Captain Royce
knew that he had left Howard Johnson’s No. 1 with the
girl at approximately eight-fifty. Forty-five minutes meant
forty-five miles; and in forty-five miles the killer had had
opportunities of leaving the pike anywhere between Exit 12
and Exit 5. All those interchanges were under surveillance,
of course; a car-to-car search wasn’t possible, but Ford,
Plymouth and Chevrolet sedans were being given close at-
tention, particularly those that were driven by large men
wearing glasses. The killer might have slipped by, but
Royce was reasonably certain he was still on the pike.

He glanced at the big clock on the opposite wall, and
Sergeant Tonelli checked his wrist watch.

In two more minutes the Presidential convoy was
scheduled to enter the turnpike at Interchange 5.
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Tonelli cleared his throat. “Those reporters are still out-
side, Captain,” he said.

“Good place for ’em,” Royce said.

Newspapermen and TV and radio reporters had been
streaming into headquarters in the last hour. They might
give Royce and the turnpike a bad time if he didn’t brief
them on what was going on and what plans had been put
into effect to trap the killer; but Royce was prepared to ac-
cept this. All off-duty troopers were now back on the pike;
it was a hundred-mile trap, guarded by every marked and
unmarked patrol car that was certified for service. Three
special riot squads were cruising at twenty-mile intervals,
ready to converge on any alarm with tear gas and shot-
guns. And Lieutenant Biersby at Communications had alert-
ed all police within a hundred miles of the pike, and this
net was being widened with every passing minute. The toll
collectors, who were not police officers but unarmed civil
servants, had been replaced by special details of state po-
lice who had been transferred to Royce’s command.

If this information was phoned in by a reporter to a ra-
dio or TV station, it would be on the air in a matter of
minutes. And it would sound very good, Royce thought.
People listening in would nod approvingly, no doubt, and
decide the cops were doing a job after all. It might even al-
lay a bit of their indignation the next time they got a ticket
for speeding. But against the advantages of a good press,
Royce placed one all-important fact—the killer might have
a radio in his car, and he would certainly be interested in
the details of the plans being made to trap him.

A bell rang at the dispatcher’s desk, and they heard the
crackle of the radio with a distant voice reporting. The
dispatcher turned quickly and glanced at Captain Royce,
who had walked to the doorway of his office.

“Interchange Five reporting, sir,” he said. “The
President is on the pike. An eight-car convoy, with our pa-
trols at the front and back. Traveling in the right lane at
about fifty-five.”

“All other patrols reported in position?”” Royce said.

“Yes, sir.”

Royce nodded and rubbed a hand over his damp fore-
head. Then he walked back to the map. He could visualize
the progress of the convoy, and he knew the density of the
surrounding traffic and the weather conditions on that
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stretch of the pike. None of it was favorable; the highway
was slick with rain, and the traffic was both sluggish and
heavy.

“Captain Royce!” the dispatcher in the outer office called
in a rising voice. “Would you come here, sir?”

Royce, with Tonelli and Trask at his heels, reached the
dispatcher’s desk in long strides.

“Car Sixteen just reported, sir,” the dispatcher said
quickly. “He’s just checked a stopped car. The driver
pulled off the pike because a Howard Johnson’s apron was
thrown from the car ahead of him and hit his windshield.
The apron came from the driver’s window of a fifty-two
Ford with New York tags. The wife got the last three li-
cense numbers: six four two.”

“Where was this?”

“Patrol Sixteen stopped at Milepost Fifty-four at—" The
dispatcher checked his pad. “I got his request to pull off
the pike two minutes ago.”

Royce made a swift calculation; the '52 Ford had those
two minutes, plus the time it had taken the stopped motor-
ist to hail a patrol. A total of five minutes, say; which
would take him down to Milepost 50, at Interchange 5.

“Who's closest to fifty?” he asked sharply.

“O’Leary, Patrol Twenty-one. He’s tailing the President
by a couple of hundred yards.” He added unnecessarily,
“Keeping the traffic behind the convoy slow.”

When O’Leary received his orders from the dispatcher
at headquarters, he was traveling in the middle column of
southbound traffic at Milepost 48. The Presidential convoy
a few hundred yards ahead of him rolled smoothly in the
right lane; he could see the red beacon of the tail patrol
car flashing in the darkness.

O’Leary sat up straighter, big hands tightening on the
steering wheel. He repeated the three digits the dispatcher
had given him, then said “Check!” and replaced his re-
ceiver. His heart was pounding with hope and excitement.
He had been slowly closing the distance between himself
and the convoy in the last five minutes, and he was fairly
certain he hadn't passed any ’52 Ford sedan. Which meant
the killer was ahead of him, somewhere in the lines of traf-
fic between himself and the convoy. Checking his rear-view
mirror, O’'Leary swung into the left lane, controlling the
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smoothly powerful car as if it were an extension of his
body. He flashed by three slower cars, and after checking
their license plates, swung back into the middle lane. He
remained there long enough to inspect the plates ahead of
him, and to his right, then swerved back to the high-speed
lane and passed the cars he had eliminated. The rain made
his work difficult, but he made his moves with deliberate
precision, sweeping in and out of the traffic with effortless
skill.

It was at Milepost 43 that he made contact; the Ford
was traveling in the middle lane, fifty yards behind the
Presidential convoy, but gaining slowly on it.

O’Leary dropped back discreetly and grabbed the re-
ceiver from beside the post of the steering wheel.
“O’Leary, twenty-one,” he snapped to Sergeant Tonelli.
“I’'ve got him. Milepost Forty-three south, middle lane.”

“Hang on, here’s the captain.”

Captain Royce said sharply, “O’Leary, did you get a
look at the driver?”

“No, sir. I'm three or four car lengths behind him.”

“Any sign of the girl?”

“No, sir.”

“Pull on past him. We’ll cover with unmarked cars from
now on.”

“Check!” O’Leary was ready to turn into the left lane
when he saw the Ford suddenly pick up speed and pull
abreast of the Presidential convoy. The eight-car convoy
was proceeding at fifty-five, with intervals of perhaps one
hundred and fifty feet between each sedan.

“Good Lord!” O’Leary muttered softly. The Ford was
moving to the extreme right of the middle lane, angling
slowly toward one of the intervals that separated the cars
in the convoy. He picked up his receiver and cried harshly,
“Tonelli, he’s trying to get into the convoy. That’s what
he’s been waiting for!” It was a wild, desperate plan, but
there was a spark of brilliance to it; if the Ford sliced into
the convoy ahead of a carful of Secret Service agents, it
would be detected instantly. But if it moved into an inter-
val between newspapermen or Presidential aides, it might
not be noticed. And once in the convoy the killer was as-
sured of a safe exit from the pike; the President wouldn’t
be stopped at a toll gate—the entire convoy would be
waved on with deferential salutes.
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Captain Royce was already issuing commands that
cracked like pistol shots from O’Leary’s speaker. To un-
marked Patrols 30 and 40 he gave the location and license
number of the Ford and ordered them to intercept it, slow
it down, keep it out of the convoy. To O’Leary he. said,
“Pull up beside him. He won’t try anything with you there.
When Patrols Thirty and Forty get into position, pull on
ahead a few hundred yards. And for heaven’s sake, be
careful. We can’t have a wreck, and we can’t have any
shooting.”

“Check!” said O’Leary and swung out into the left lane.
As he pulled up beside the Ford, he saw the driver
hunched forward over the wheel, but the streaming rain
made it impossible to single out the details of his features;
he had an impression of bulk, the flash of eyeglasses, noth-
ing else. O'Leary slowed down to pace the Ford, which
was still edging toward the right side of the middle lane. In
the right lane the Presidential convoy rolled smoothly
down the pike, stately and decorous, with patrol cars at the
head and rear of the column. O’Leary noticed that the
Ford was swinging back gradually to the center of its lane;
the driver had obviously spotted him and was postponing
his move. In his rear-vision mirror O’Leary saw a pair of
headlights rushing up on him through the rain that slashed
vividly through the darkness.

This would be the first of the unmarked patrols. O’Leary
moved a car length ahead of the Ford, then another, giving
the trooper speeding up behind him room to cut into the
middle lane and position his car in front of the killer’s.

Sheila must be lying on the floor of the Ford, O’Leary
realized, and the thought was a maddening one; he hated
to leave now, but there was no place for impulsive heroics
in the business of policing the turnpike. And his years of
training and discipline were strong enough to counterbal-
ance any temptation toward individual action. If she was in
the car, her best chances of safety lay in police teamwork.
If she was in the car—the thought made him feel sick. But
he knew the killer might have knocked her unconscious, or
killed her and thrown her body into the fields alongside the
pike. To stop and get rid of her body would have taken
only a few seconds; and in that brief time he would run
little risk of being spotted by a patrol.

O’Leary stepped on his accelerator and moved ahead of
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the convoy; in his rear-vision mirror he saw a black station
wagon cut smoothly in front of the Ford.

Harry Bogan cursed at his luck, cursed at the rain driv-
ing in thin, silver columns through his headlights. He
hunched himself forward and wiped steam from the wind-
shield with the palm of his hand.

A few minutes before, he had been laughing with bois-
terous good humor. The plan was going to work; he had
been convinced of it. The intervals between the cars in the
convoy were long, and the rain was a fine, steaming cover
for the move he had planned to make. He had read in the
newspapers of the President’s trip, that he was attending a
floodlighted ground-breaking ceremony at a veterans’ hos-
pital in Plankton, near Exit 5, and that he was traveling
back to Washington that night.

And then, as Bogan approached Exit 5, he had picked
up a broadcast from the local station in Plankton which as-
sured him that his plans to intercept the President's convoy
were timed exactly right. The mayor was being inter-
viewed; he spoke of the honor done the village by the
President’s visit, of the inspiring message the President had
delivered not only to Plankton but to the nation, to free
men everywhere. Bogan had listened intently, irritated by
the big words, the round, oratorical voice booming in the
car. And then the mayor had said, “Although he has been
gone from us only a few short moments, we nevertheless
miss him deeply, and our hearts wish him Godspeed on his
journey.”

That was what Bogan had needed to know—the time of
the President’s departure from Plankton. Until then he had
been guessing; now he was certain.

But suddenly, as he was preparing to execute the final
step, a police car had come up alongside him and had hung
there with maddening persistence. And when it had finally
driven on, a fool in a black station wagon was hogging the
road in front of him, slowing him down to forty miles an
hour and arrogantly ignoring the furious blast of his horn.

The convoy had pulled away from him, the red lights of
the patrol cars fading into the darkness, and the black sta-
tion wagon had then swung sedately into the right lane to
let Bogan pass. But now another fool was in the way, a
man in a small pickup truck who seemed either drunk or
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suicidal; he weaved erratically in front of him, frustrating
all his attempts to get by.

Bogan no longer felt inflated by the proud sense of ac-
complishment. Everything had become confusing and
pointless; as with the breach with his brother and the long
years of bitter and meaningless disappointments, there was
no rhyme or reason to what was now happening to him,
only the feeling of having been wronged somehow and the
need to strike back at his tormentors. But his trail of splin-
tered thoughts had come to a sustaining end. Every hand
was raised to destroy him. But they wouldn’t find it so
easy.

He called sharply to the girl in the back seat. “You think
you're going to marry your big handsome trooper, don’t
you? You think I’ll turn you over to him safe and sound,
eh? Pretty and sweet, so he can paw you. Is that what
you're hoping?”’

Sheila was lying on her side. In that position she was
able to work at the buckle that secured the belt about her
ankles. “Where are you taking me?” she said. There was
no purpose to her question: she hoped only to distract him
from his ugly preoccupation with herself and Dan. She
couldn’t bear the thread of obscene excitement in his voice,
the frenzy of his insinuations.

“You’ll know where I'm taking you when we get there,”
he said.

She had given up hope that her apron would be found.
She imagined it wet and crumpled on the highway with
thousands of tires grinding it into a soggy, unrecognizable
mass. The only chance now was when he stopped to pay
his toll at an exit; if it were possible, if he didn’t discover
that her hands were free before then, she would claw open
the door and throw herself from the car. He would shoot
her, of course; she knew from what he had been saying
and the sound of his voice that he intended to kill her one
way or another. But she could choose the way; and she
knew that a bullet would be infinitely preferable to being
alone with him in the anonymous darkness that stretched
beyond the turnpike.

Bogan laughed suddenly. The pickup truck had moved
out of his way. He hadn’t lost more than a few minutes.
The President’s convoy was traveling under the legal limit,
probably only a mile or two ahead of him. There was still
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time to catch up with it. He pushed down on the accelera-
tor.

At headquarters battle plans were laid. Sergeant Tonelli
had marked the turnpike map with a red thumbtack at the
killer’s position and a dozen green ones to indicate the pa-
trol cars surrounding him. Captain Royce sucked on his
cold pipe and considered the problem to be solved; they
would get the killer, of course, but the job was to get him
without hurting anyone else. The Presidential convoy was
now well out of danger. After pulling ahead of the killer’s
blocked-off car, the convoy moved to the left lane and in-
creased its speed to seventy miles an hour, with a patrol
car clearing the way with sirens. The convoy was streaking
toward the last exit now, and the killer couldn’t possibly
catch it; and even if his car were fast enough, there were
patrols available to cut him off.

“We might take him right on the pike,” Tonelli suggest-
ed. “Box him in, and knock him off the road. There'd be
guns in his face before he knew what hit him.”

Royce frowned at the map, considering the traffic and
weather conditions in the killer’s area. He didn’t like To-
nelli’s idea; blocking a car at high speed was never an easy
mission, but tonight it would be especially hazardous. He
trusted his men and had a fierce pride in their skill and
judgment, but he didn’t intend to expose them to the
caprices of a madman under these circumstances. Also,
there were the civilian motorists to consider; if there was
shooting or if the killer attempted to evade the patrols, it
could cause a panic that might result in a bloody wreck.

“We'll let him get off the pike,” Royce said. “He's got
just three more chances, at Exits Three, Two and One.
We'll take him when there’s no chance of involving any-
body else.”

“And what about the girl?”

Royce turned from the map and stared at the windows;
outside the weather had worsened, and the rain rolled in
waves down the wide panes. He could see the flash of the
turnpike traffic moving sluggishly through the storm.

“We'll try to keep him so busy he won't have time to
worry about her,” he said slowly. “It’s all we can do. And
it isn’t much. Right now he's dangerous. He lost the con-
voy, and if he’s not a complete madman he’ll know he
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can’t catch it. His plans have gone wrong, and he’ll be ex-
pecting trouble.” He rubbed his forehead. “If we could just
calm him down a bit, make him feel confident. Then we
could . . .” Royce paused, still staring at the windows. A
grim smile touched his hard, seasoned features. “He’s look-
ing for a convoy, isn’t he, sergeant? Supposing we arrange
one for him?”

“What do you mean?”

“Listen, then get hustling. Flash Interchange Two, and
Sergeant Brannon at Substation South. We're going to put
a convoy on the pike ahead of the killer. Qur convoy. With
escort patrols at the front and rear. We'll get him into it.
Then we’ll spring the trap.”

The eight black sedans were commandeered from the
municipal administrations of townships at the southern end
of the pike. They were assembled in convoy column fifteen
minutes after Royce’s order was transmitted to Sergeant
Brannon, and at one minute after ten o’clock they rolled
smoothly through Interchange 2 and merged with the
southbound traffic on the pike. The convoy moved into the
right-hand lane, with the escorting patrols clearing a path
with their sirens. At the head of the column was Trooper
Frank Sulkowski, a seasoned veteran who kept the convoy
speed down to fifty miles an hour. At the rear was Dan
O’Leary. He was watching his rear-vision mirror for any
glimpse of the killer’s Ford. The eight sedans herded be-
tween them were manned by troopers and detectives in
civilian clothes, and the drivers were purposely allowing an
inviting interval between each car. The convoy was a mov-
ing trap, with seven holes baited to tempt the killer. .

O'Leary lifted his receiver and spoke to Sulkowski. “I
think we're too fast, Frank. Let’s drop it a bit.”

“Check.”

Their exchange was monitored by the dispatcher at
headquarters, who relayed it to Captain Royce. “Convoy’s
in lane three, Milepost Eighteen. Reducing speed below
fifty.”

Royce nodded and checked the position of the killer’s
car on the map. Standing beside him was Major Townsend,
the state-police commandant’s chief of staff. He had ar-
rived a few minutes before, a wiry man in his late fifties,
for a personal report from Royce on the situation.
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“Milepost Eighteen,” Townsend said. “And where’s the
Ford?”

“A quarter of a mile behind. We’ve got it under surveil-
lance. He’s coming up steadily.”

“And if he bites? What then?”

“The convoy will close up its intervals and swing over
into the middle lane. Unmarked cars in lanes one and three
will come up on each side of him. He’ll be in a four-car
box.”

“And supposing he doesn’t bite? Is there anything about
the look of our convoy that might make him suspicious?”

“T don’t think so, Major. Not unless he’s a mind reader.
There’s nothing about our convoy to distinguish it from the
President’s. Particularly on a dark, rainy night like this
one, Its rate of speed is consistent, and it’s moving along
right where the killer will expect it to be—in the right-
hand lane, same number and type of cars as the
President’s, with patrols at the front and rear, beacon lights
flashing.”

“All right,” the major said. “Assume he sticks his head
into the noose. Where do you intend to take him into cus-
tody?”

Royce moved closer to the map and pointed to Exit 1,
the last interchange on the pike. “Right here, sir.”

O’Leary didn’t identify the Ford until it pulled up along-
side him in the middle lane; until that instant it had been
nothing but a blur of approaching brightness in his rear-
vision mirror. Now he saw the driver’s bulky silhouette
and, as the sedan crept past him, the license number. He
picked up his receiver and spoke to Sulkowski. *“He’s just
passing me, Frank.”

Other voices cracked from O’Leary’s radio phone—the
dispatcher at headquarters, and then the troopers in the
unmarked cars tailing the Ford.

O’Leary watched the killer’s car pull slowly abreast of
the convoy, red taillights winking in the rainy darkness.
Then the car picked up speed suddenly and swerved right,
taillights disappearing abruptly. The killer had slipped in
between the third and fourth sedans in the convoy.

O’Leary said sharply, “He’s in, Frank!”

“Check!” Sulkowski said. “Close up the intervals now
and hang on.”
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The drivers of the third and fourth sedans in the convoy
skillfully shortened the intervals between themselves and
the Ford, and then the column of cars curved gracefully as
Sulkowski swung into the middle lane. Unmarked patrols
came up swiftly in lanes one and three to position them-
selves alongside the killer’s car. The carefully timed mis-
sion was complete; the killer was boxed in on all sides,
caught in a moving trap that rushed him along toward the
last exit on the pike.

Captain Royce’s plans to capture the killer were based
on the fundamentals of simplicity and surprise; the police
convoy would be escorted to the toll gate at the extreme
right side of the inter-change and kept well clear of normal
turnpike traffic. The highway beyond the exit stretched a
half mile to the Washington Bay Bridge, and this area was
blocked off; all other traffic was being diverted to second-
ary roads.

At headquarters Royce explained the final details to Ma-
jor Townsend. “We'll stop the convoy right here,” he said,
turning to the map and pointing to the right-hand toll
booth at Exit 1. “About fifty yards this side of the toll
booth we've placed a traffic standard of red blinker lights.
When the convoy stops, a trooper will salute the first car
and point to these lights, indicating that he wants the
driver to stay on the right of them. Then he’ll salute again
and wave the car on past the toll station. He'll repeat this
performance at the next two cars. The killer’s car comes
next. The killer will be watching, naturally, but all he’ll
see is a respectful trooper waving the President’s convoy
into its proper lane, expediting its departure from the
pike.” Royce prodded the surface of the map with his fin-
ger. “Meanwhile, troopers will be coming up behind the
killer with their guns drawn. Dan O’Leary, who’s the tail
escort on the convoy, will leave his car and move up on
the right. Troopers and detectives from the convoy cars
will join him, covering the killer on both sides. They'll take
him from behind, and they’ll kill him if he makes a fight of
it.” Royce glanced at Major Townsend. “See any bugs in
it?”

“No, it looks all right. I don’t like exposing the trooper
in front of the killer. And I don’t like the fact that the
girl’s in the car. But if things were as simple as I'd like
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them to be, we could go fishing and let a pack of Girl
Scouts make the arrest.”

“] know,” Royce said and rubbed his forehead; the strain
of the last three hours was evident in the lines about his
mouth and eyes. “We'll need a break.”

The dispatcher left his station and strode into Royce’s of-
fice. “Captain, a trucker discovered the body of a young
man at Howard Johnson’s Number One. In a ditch near
the truckers’ parking lot. He’s not conscious, but they seem
to think he’s in fair shape. His papers show he’s the owner
of the Ford the killer’s driving.”

“Ambulance on the way?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And the boy’s got a chance?”

“Seems like it, sir. He’s lost some blood and has a nasty
lump on his head, but he’s breathing pretty well.”

“That’s one bit of good news,” Royce said. “Maybe we’ll
get another break now.” He turned and frowned at the
map. “We’ll know in a few minutes.”

In the speeding convoy Bogan was laughing softly with
relief and excitement. He felt snug and confident in the
smoothly rolling column of official cars: in front and back
of him, reassuringly close, were the privileged black sedans
of the President’s convoy, and on either side of him, coin-
cidentally and luckily were cars that happened to be trav-
eling at exactly his rate of speed. No one could get at him
now; he was safe from everyone in this speeding steel cage,
rushing to freedom behind an invincible shield of power
and authority.

He felt cunning and triumphant once more, all of his
emotions raised to a thrilling pitch of excitement. He called
to the girl, “We’ll be leaving the turnpike soon. Courtesy
of the police.” He laughed softly, savoring the warm confi-
dence running through him. “We're very important people,
did you realize that? We're riding right along with the
President. The police will salute and bow as we go by. It’s
a pity you can’t sit up here with me and enjoy it.”

Sheila had managed to unbuckle the belt about her
ankles, but Bogan’s words destroyed her hopes; if they
didn’t stop at the toll booth, what had she accomplished by
freeing her legs?
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“You're making a mistake taking me with you,” she said
desperately. “The police will be searching for me. If you
let me go, I promise I won’t—" She stopped, knowing the
hopelessness of her appeal and despising the sound of ani-
mal fear and entreaty in her voice.

“You won’t tell on me, is that what you were going to
say? I'm sure you wouldn’t,” he said with heavy sarcasm.
“But the police won’t find us. Don’t worry about that. Not
before we have our little talk. We’ll go somewhere nice
and quiet. And I'll get some coffee and sweet rolls. I know
just the kind you’ll like. They're covered all over with
sugar, and inside there’s a thick filling of jelly. I'il untie
you and you'll be comfortable.” Bogan frowned and
touched his forehead; there was a strange, confusing pain
there. What was it he wanted to explain to her? It had
something to do with the big trooper she wanted to marry.
Yes. He had to tell her that wasn’t right. And there was the
thing about his family, his father and brother, and the
young couple in New York, the girl with the slim, bare legs
she displayed so cruelly. They hadn’t been nice to him, he
remembered, and he thought it would be interesting to talk
to them too. But he couldn’t do that. Somehow they got
away from him.

With saving instinct, Bogan knew he shouldn’t be think-
ing about these things; they would confuse and anger him,
and he needed all his cunning and strength to fight the
forces ranged against him.

“You shut up,” he said petulantly, sullenly. “You got me
into this trouble. That's what I'm going to talk to you
about later. You wait.”

“Please,” she said, and for the first time her voice broke;
she knew then he wanted to kill her. “Please don’t—"

“Shut up!” he cried in a low, harsh voice, and hunched
forward, eyes narrowing with tension.

The convoy was slowing down. Ahead he saw the arched
lights of Interchange 1 glowing brilliantly in the darkness.
The streams of turnpike traffic were fanning out as they
entered the broad approach to the last exit. The convoy
swung past a line of troopers standing at attention and
turned toward the blinker lights and the toll booth at the
far right side of the interchange. They were coming to a
stop, and Bogan felt his heart pounding with fear; this was
all wrong, no one could stop the President's convoy—
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unless they were looking for something. The thought was a
lightning flash of terror in his mind. He pulled the gun
from his pocket and rolled his window down half-way. A
spray of cold rain struck his face. Beads of moisture col-
lected on his glasses, and the traffic lights and police
beacons splintered against them like threatening lances. In
the silence he could hear the girl’s rapid breathing.

“Don’t you move or make any noise,” he told her qui-
etly. “If you do, you'll be responsible for the men I'll have
to kill.” '

Bogan wiped his glasses with the tip of his index finger,
clearing a small tunnel of visibility through the rain and
lights and shadows. When he saw a trooper approaching
the first car in the convoy, Bogan raised his gun and rested
it on the edge of the rolled-down window. But the trooper
stopped a good six feet from the first car, came to attention
and saluted smartly. He pointed toward the standard of
blinker lights, obviously directing the driver to the right of
them, then saluted again as the car moved ahead slowly.
The performance was repeated with the second car, and
Bogan realized that this was simple routine, a respectful
policeman directing the convoy into its appointed, privi-
leged lane. He withdrew his gun from the window and let
out his breath slowly. Everything was all right; the feeling
of relief was so intense that he almost laughed aloud. Now
the car immediately ahead of him was moving out, and the
trooper was walking toward him with long, swinging
strides, a tall black figure in the slashing rain.

Bogan heard the girl stirring behind him and heard the
metallic click as the lock of the rear door was released;
then a thin edge of cold air touched the back of his neck.
He twisted about desperately, fear leaping through him in
sudden, shocking waves. The girl was free, he saw; the belt
was gone from her ankles, her hands were clawing at the
partially open door. He felt nothing then but a despairing
ache of betrayal; she was worse than all the rest, tricking
him in silence, cunningly plotting to frustrate all his plans.

And then, through the rear window, Bogan saw the fig-
ure of a uniformed man running at a crouch toward his
car. He cursed furiously and released the clutch; and at the
same instant he turned and fired at the trooper ap-
proaching his car from the front. The thrust of the car un-
der full power caused the rear door to glose with a crash,
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and Bogan heard the girl scream in pain. Her fingers, he
thought, as he swung the car to run down the trooper who
had hurled himself to the roadway at Bogan's shot. Slim
white fingers, soft as velvet in a caress. Bogan twisted the
wheel savagely, swerving clear of the trooper and rushing
at the toll booth. Escape was important, not the fool lying
there in the rain. Take care of him later, take care of them
all later.

O'’Leary was six feet from the rear of the Ford when Bo-
gan fired at the trooper. He leaped forward, closing the
distance in one stride, but the car was already lunging
away from him, swerving off sharply to the left; but then it
swung back crazily to the right, heading for the toll booth,
and O'Leary hurled himself at the rear door, catching the
handle in both hands. The speed of the car jerked him off
his feet, swinging his body in a bruising arc along the turn-
pike, but he kept his grip for a precious second, and man-
aged to release the catch and open the door.

The Ford bucked spasmodically as Bogan shifted gears,
and in that momentary halt O’Leary flung the upper part
of his body into the back seat of the car. He wrapped his
arms around Sheila’s knees and let his weight go limp; and
when the car surged forward again, his legs dragged along
the ground, and then he was free, slamming painfully
against the wet concrete with Sheila’s light weight held des-
perately in his arms.

" O'Leary came to his knees and held her tightly against
him for an instant, isolating her from the roar of cars, the
flash of gunfire. She was crying hysterically, saying his
name over and over, but there was no recognition in her
eyes or face, The terror would not leave her for a long
time, but she was clinging to someone who would be with
her until it did.

O’Leary left her with detectives who had poured from
the convoy sedans and ran back to his own patrol car. The
Ford had crashed past the toll booth and was racing down
the half-mile stretch of highway that led to the bay bridge.
But there was no escape now; three blue-and-white patrol
cars were speeding after it, maneuvering for position with
merciless precision. There were no other cars on the road;
Bogan roared down a deserted tunnel, with patrol cars
closing in on three sides.
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O'Leary shot past the toll booth after the pursuing police
cars, holding his microphone to bis lips. “He’s all alone,”
he said. “The girl’s out of the car, she’s safe.” His report
sounded in the patrols ahead of him and at headquarters in
Riverhead.

Captain Royce said, “Don’t get careless now; don’t take
any chances. He’s not going anywhere.” And he issued an
order to the bridge police to open their span.

The bridge barriers slid automatically into place, and the
powerful cables at the four corners of the bridge began to
turn on their drums, lifting the span slowly into the air.
“Take him when he stops,” Royce said.

Bogan saw water sparkling ahead of him, spreading
away like a broad, calm meadow at dusk, with a soft wind
stirring the leaves of grass, so that they flashed with the
last glancing rays of evening light. It was very lovely; quiet
and peaceful. But he couldn’t stop crying. The tears
streamed from his mild eyes and ran coldly down his
cheeks. He needed someone to comfort him; someone he
wasn’t afraid of.

The patrol cars were racing up behind him, he saw—
stalking him like great dangerous animals.

Brilliant red lights flashed in his eyes, and he saw a bar-
rier, and beyond that a heavy chain swinging across the
highway. And beyond that, nothing but the wide, peaceful
meadow that looked like water in the curious confusion of
nighttime lights and shadows. He heard the crash of his car
against the barrier and then the wrenching, snapping sound
of the chain giving, and then he was free at last, soaring
toward the dark, mild meadow, as effortlessly as a bird, or
a child’s paper airplane.

Dan O'Leary swung his car about and snapped off his
siren and beacon lights. He sat for half a moment with his
arms crossed on the steering wheel, his forehead resting on
the backs of his hands. It was all over; the Ford had
plunged into Washington Bay, and after the noise of the
crash and a plume of white spray, there was nothing left
but the spreading ripples on the surface of the black, silent
water.

O'Leary said a prayer that Sheila was safe. Then he
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started back to Interchange 1, where she was waiting for
him. He drove at less than the legal maximum speed,
steadily and precisely, his big hands firm on the wheel, his
eyes alert on the road ahead of him. There was no need to
hurry this last half mile to Interchange 1, he thought grate-
fully; the important part of him was already there.
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