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EDITOR’'S NOTE

Dear Reader:

At various times we have referred to three major trends in the
detective-crime story. In the first, which was born in 1841
(fathered by Edgar Allan Poe) and is now commonly called the
Whodunit, primary emphasis was placed on the identity of the
criminal—or more grammatically phrased, Who did it?

The second trend began in 1894 with the “medical mystery” (L.
T. Meade and Dr. Clifford Halifax), escalated to the scientific de-
tective story (R. Austin Freeman), and became the Howdunit,
with emphasis on modus operandi—that is, How was the crime
committed?

The third trend was seeded by psychology in 1910 (William
MacHarg and Edwin Balmer), turned psychiatric in 1929 (Harvey
J. O’Higgins), and blossomed into a fully developed technique in
the 1930’s—from the Whodunit and Howdunit to the Whydunit,
with emphasis on criminal motivation—that is, Why was the
crime committed?

Now, how would this third stage of development be viewed and
expressed by a serious critic? We discovered one answer in a re-
view column by the perceptive Anatole Broyard, as it appeared in
“The New York Times” of August 1, 1973. Mr. Broyard wrote:
“Good mystery writers have always known that man himself is
the greatest mystery of all, more baffling than the most labyrin-
thine plot. And so they are gradually shifting the emphasis from
‘Who killed X’ to “Who was X, and what did he do that drove
someone to the desperate and improbable expedient of killing
him? ” Well asked!

There, in a nutshell, is the Who-How-Why of the detective-
crime story, and the W-H-W of EQMM’s series of semiannual
anthologies of which this is Volume 29. You will find the mys-
terious Who, the puzzling How, and the secret Why in stories
about such famous detectives as

/)



Ed McBain’s 87th Precinct

Lawrence G. Blochman’s Dr. Coffee
Edward D. Hoch’s Captain Leopold
Helen McCloy’s Dr. Basil Willing
Michael Collins’ Dan Fortune

Jon L. Breen’s “Philo Vance”

Michael Harrison’s “C. Auguste Dupin”
Ellery Queen’s E.Q.

and the shadowy Who, the enigmatic How, and the revealing
Why in stories by such masters and mistresses of mystery as

Charlotte Armstrong
Michael Gilbert

Earl Derr Biggers
Robert L. Fish
Berkely Mather
Robie Macauley

and when the Who mystifies you and the How perplexes
you and the Why challenges and still eludes you, can pure
reading pleasure be far behind?

As in the 28 earlier anthologies of this series we have selected
only those stories that meet the standards of Ellery Queen’s Mys-
tery Magazine, so dedicatedly maintained these past 34 years—top
quality or top professionalism of writing, and superior originality
or superior craftsmanship in plotting. And none of the stories in
this book—1 novel, 2 short novels, 2 novelets, and 9 short
ls)tories—has ever appeared in the 70 anthologies previously edited

Yy
ELLERY QUEEN



Charlotte Armstrong

The Second Commandment

We challenge you on three counts:
One: To stop reading this story once you have started it.
Two: To think of a more unusual story in the mystery field.
Three: To name another mystery story that deals with a so-
called “taboo theme” as honestly and inoffensively as the late
Charlotte Armstrong did in this story—or with less so-called
“sensationalism” than Charlotte Armstrong used in handling a
“delicate” subject.
A short novel, complete in this issue . . .

alley was sure glad the damn fog had rolled up and was bil-

lowing off over the mountains. Hey, if you looked southwest,
you could even see a couple of stars. Lucky. They might have to
hang around, maybe till morning.

And it was a little too quiet out here. Not much traffic on
California Route 1; on a night like this there had better not be.
The sea kept booming; it always did. The men shouted once in a
while at their work, but they knew their business. They’d have
her up on the road, and pretty quick.

Hey, here’s my chance, thought Halley, to get all the stuff
down, like they keep telling me. So the young Sheriff’s Deputy
opened the back door of his official car and leaned over to let the
dome light fall on his paper work. The husband was sitting
inside, and quiet.

“May I please have your name again, sir?” Halley used the
polite official drone.

“Hugh Macroy.” The other’s voice, even in exhaustion, had a
timbre and a promise of richness. A singer, maybe? Young
Halley’s ear had caught this possibility when he had first
answered the call. He never had seen the man—at least, not too
well. Now the lighting was weird—red lights flashing on the
equipment, for instance.

“Address?” Halley asked, after he had checked the spelling.

9



10 THE SECOND COMMANDMENT

*382 Scott—no, I'm sorry. 1501 South Columbo.”

“That’s in Santa Carla, sir? Right out of L.A.?”

“Yes.” The man was holding his head at the temples, between
thumb and two middle fingers. Poor old guy, he didn’t hardly
remember where he lived. But Halley, who knew better than to
indulge in emotions of his own over one of these routine
tragedies, figured himself lucky the fellow wasn’t cracking up.

“Your age, sir?”

“Forty-five.”

(Check. Kind of an old-looking guy.) “Occupation?”

“I am the Pastor at St. Andrew’s.”

Halley became a little more respectful, if possible,
because—well, hell, you were supposed to be. “Just you and your
wife in the car, right, sir? En route from Carmel, didn’t you say,
sir? To Santa Carla?”

“We had expected to stay the night in San Luis Obispo.”

“I see, sir. Your wife’s name, please?”

“Sarah. Sarah Bright.”

Halley wrote down Sara. “Her age, please?”

“Fifty-five.”

(Huh!) “Housewife, sir, would you say?”

“I suppose so.” The man was very calm—too beat, probably,
thought Halley, to be anything else. Although Halley had heard
soine who carried on and cried and sometimes words kept coming
out of them like a damn broken faucet.

“And how long you been married?” the Deputy Sheriff
continued politely.

“I think it has been two days, if today is Wednesday.” Now, in
the syllables, the voice keened softly.

“Any chil—" (Oh, oh!) “Excuse me, sir.”

“There is Sarah’s daughter, in San Luis Obispo. Mrs. Geoffrey
Minter. She should be told about this, as soon as may be. She will
have been worrying.”

“Yes, sir,” said Halley, reacting a little crisply not only to the
tone but the grammar. “If you’ve got her address or phone, I can
get her notified, right now.”

The man dictated an address and a phone number as if he were
reading them from a list he could see. Halley could tell that his
attention had gone away from what he was saying. He was aw-
fully quiet.

Halley thanked him and called in from the front seat. “Okay.
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They’ll call her, sir. We probably won’t be here too long now,” he
told the silent figure and drew himself away and shut the car
doors gently.

He strolled on strong legs to the brink. He could hear the heavy
water slamming into rock forty feet below. (Always did.) The
night sky was clearing all the way overhead now. There was even
a pale moon.

Some honeymoon, thought Halley. But he wasn’t going to say
anything. It had occurred to him that this one might not be
routine, not exactly, and that Halley had better watch his step,
and be, at all times, absolutely correct.

“How’s it going?” he inquired cheerfully of the toilers.

They had a strong light playing on her as she came up in the
basket. She was dead, all right.

Macroy got out of the car and looked down at her and maybe he
prayed or something. Halley didn’t wait too long before he
touched the clergyman’s arm.

“They’ll take her now, sir. If you’ll just come with me?”

The man turned obediently. Halley put him into the back seat
of the official car and got in to drive.

As the Deputy steered skillfully onto the pavement Macroy
said, “You are very kind. I don’t think I could drive—not just
now.” His voice sounded shaky and coming over shaky teeth, but
it was still singsongy.

“That’s all right, sir,” said Halley. But he thought, Don’t he
know his car’s got to stay put and get checked out, for gossakes?
That kind of voice—Halley didn’t exactly trust it. Sounded
old-timey to him. Or some kind of phony.

On the highway, that narrow stretch along the curving cliffs,
Halley scooted along steadily and safely toward the place where
this man must go. By the book. And that was how Halley was
going, you bet—by the book. It might not be a routine case at
all.

So forget the sight of Sarah Bright Macroy, aged fifty-five, in
her final stillness. And how she’d looked as if she had about four
chins, where the crepey skin fell off her jawbone. And thick in the
waist, but with those puny legs some old biddies get, sticking out
like sticks, with knots in them, and her shoes gone so that the
feet turned outward like a couple of fins, all gnarled and
bunioned. Um boy, some honeymoon! Halley couldn’t figure it.
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So swiftly, decisively, youthfully, Halley drove the official car,
watching the guy from the back of his head, in case he got excited
or anything. But he didn’t. He just sat there, quiet, stunned.

Sheriffs Captain Horace Burns was a sharp-nosed man of
forty-seven and there was a universal opinion (which included his
own) that you had to get up early in the morning to fool him. His
office had seen about as much wear as he had, but Burns kept it
in stern order, and it was a place where people behaved
themselves.

Burns had felt satisfied with Halley, who sat up straight on the
hard chair by the door, with his young face poker-smooth. His
report had been clear and concise. His mien was proper. The
Captain’s attention was on this preacher. He saw a good-looking
man, about his own age, lean and well set up, his face aquiline
but rugged enough not to be “pretty.” He also saw the pallor on
the skin, the glaze of shock in the dark eyes—which, of course,
were to be expected.

Macroy, as invited, was telling the story in his own words, and
the Captain, listening, didn’t fiddle with anything. His hands
were at rest. He listened like a cat.

“So we left Carmel early this afternoon,” Macroy was saying.
“We had driven up on 101. We thought we’d come down along the
ocean, having no idea that the fog was going to roll in the way it
did.”

Behind him a clerk was taking it down. Macroy didn’t seem to
be aware of that.

“But it did,” said that voice, and woe was in it. “As thick a fog
as I have ever experienced. We had passed Big Sur. You can't,
you know, get through the mountains and change routes.”

“You’re stuck with it,” the Captain said agreeably.

“Yes. Well, it was very slow going and very tiring. We were so
much delayed that the sun went down, although you could hardly
tell.”

“You stopped,” Burns prodded, thinking that the voice sounded
like a preacher’s, all right. “About what time?”

“I don’t know. There was a sudden rift and I was able to see the
wide place to our right. On the ocean side. A scenic point, I
imagine.” The Captain nodded. “Well, it looked possible to take
the car off the highway there, so I—so I did. I had been so tense
for such a long time that I was very glad to stop driving. Then,
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Sarah wished to get out of the car, and I-—"

«Why?n

“Beg pardon?”

“Why did she wish to get out of the car?” The Captain used the
official drone. When the minister didn’t answer, Burns said, “It
has to be included in your statement.”

“Yes,” said Macroy. He glanced at the clerk. “She needed to—"

When he got stuck, Halley’s face was careful not to ripple.

“Answer a call of nature,” droned the Captain. “Has to be on
record. That’s right, Reverend?”

Macroy said with sober sadness, “Yes. I took the flashlight and
got out to make sure there was enough margin between us and
the edge.” He stared over the Captain’s head, seeing visions. “The
light didn’t accomplish much,” he went on, “except to create a
kind of blank white wall, about three feet before me. But I could
check the ground. So I helped her out. I gave her the light and
cautioned her. She promised not to go too far. I, of course, got
back into my seat—"

He hesitated.

The Captain said, “Car lights on, were they?”

“Yes.”

“She went around behind the car?”

«Yes'”

“Go on. Full details, please. You’re doing fine.”

“I was comforting my right shoulder with a little massage,”
said the minister with a touch of bitterness, “when I thought I
heard her cry out.”

“Motor off, was it?” The Captain’s calm insistence held him.

“Yes. It was very quiet. Except for the surf. When I heard, or
thought I heard...I listened, but there was no other cry. In a
short while I called to her. There was no answer. I
couldn’t . .. couldn’t, of course, see anything. I called again. And
again. Finally, I got out.”

“And what did you do?” said the Captain, and again his droning
voice held the man.

“The flashlight,” he said, “was there.”

“On, was it? The light on, I mean?”

“Yes.” Macroy seemed to wait for and rely on these questions.
“It was lying on the ground, pointing to sea. I picked it up. I
began to call and range the whole—the whole—well, it is a sort of
platform, you might say, a sort of triangular plateau. I shuffled
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over all of it—between the pavement and the brink—and she
wasn’t...”

“Take your time,” said the Captain.

But the minister lifted his head and spoke more rapidly. “At
last, and I don’t know when, a car came along. Mercifully it
stopped. The driver offered me a ride. But I couldn’t leave her.”
The anguished music was back in the voice. “How could I leave
her?”

“He didn’t get out? The driver of the car?” said Burns, again
coming to the rescue.

“No. No. I begged him to send some help. Then I just kept on
ranging and calling and—hoping and waiting, until help came.”
Macroy sank back.

“He called in, all right,” Burns said in his flat tone. “Hung up
without giving his name. But he can be found, I think, any time
we need him.”

Macroy was staring at the Captain with total incomprehension.
He said, “I would like to thank him—yes, I would like to some
day.” Not now, wept his voice. Not yet.

“Can be arranged.” Burns leaned back. “Just a couple of
questions, Mr. Macroy. Was it your wife’s suggestion that you
stop the car?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Did she ask you to stop? Or was it your idea?”

“Oh, I'm sorry. I wasn’t following. No, it was my—well, you see,
I knew she was in distress. But it was I who saw the
opportunity.”

“I see,” said the Captain. “And you got back in the car for
reasons of—er—privacy?”

“Values,” said Macroy with sudden hollowness. “How
ridiculous! In that dangerous spot. I knew how dangerous it was. I
shouldn’t have let her. I shouldn’t.”

The Captain, had he been a cat, would have had his ears up,
and his tail, curled, would have stirred lazily.

“I will always—” Macroy was as good as weeping now. “Always
regret.” His eyes closed.

“You were only a few miles from low ground,” said the Captain
calmly. “You didn’t know that?”

Macroy had his face in his hands and he rocked his whole body
in the negative.

The Captain, when his continued listening was obviously
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proving unprofitable, said for the record, “You didn’t know. Well,
sir, I guess that’s about all, for now.”

“Where have they brought her?” Macroy dropped his hands.

“I—er—wouldn’t go over to the funeral parlor. No point. You
realize there’s got to be an autopsy?” Macroy said nothing. “Now,
we aren’t holding you, but you’re a lot of miles from home. So I
think what you’d better do, Reverend, is go over to the motel and
rest there for the night. We'll need your signature on your
statement, for one thing. In the morning will do.”

“Thank you,” said Macroy. “Yes. I couldn’t leave.”

“Did you push your wife?” said the Captain conversationally.

Macroy’s face could be no paler. “No,” he said with wondering
restraint. “I told you.”

“The motel,” said the Captain in exactly the same
conversational manner, “is almost straight across the highway, a
little to your left.”

Macroy ducked his head in farewell, said nothing, and walked
to the door. Halley jumped up and politely opened it for him.

“Halley.” Burns was mild but Halley turned quickly and let the
door close itself behind the minister.

“Yes, sir.”

“This one is going to splash,” said Burns glumly. “So watch
yourself.”

“Yes, sir. Did he do it, sir?” My Master will know, of course,
Halley’s face said.

“Whether he did or not, we’re going to be able to say we went
looking for every damn crumb of evidence there ain’t going to be.”
This was, however crossly said, a palsy-walsy kind of thing for
Burns to be saying.

“You saw the woman, sir?” The Captain stared sourly but
Halley went on. It bubbled out of him. “I can’t help thinking—some
honeymoon! I mean—"

The Captain grunted. “Yah, and he’s a pretty good-looking Joe.”
(Halley thought he concealed his astonishment.) “Well, kiss the
cow,” said Burns with a warning glare. (Halley hadn’t fooled
him.) “And keep your little old baby face shut.”

*“Yes, sir.”

“Thing of it is,” said the Captain, less belligerently, “there was
this opportunity. But if he did it, he don’t know why. And he can’t
believe it, so he don’t really know it at all. Don’t think that can’t
happen.”
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Halley marveled respectfully.

“You get on over to the funeral parlor and when the daughter
shows, bring her by.”

Burns turned to instruct the clerk. Damn vultures, he thought.
The damn press was out there. Well, they didn’t have to go by the
book; but they’d get precious little out of him.

Saul Zeigler, aged twenty-two, was standing with Carstairs in
the hallway of the low building. Zeigler was a local, just out of
college, working for peanuts, and green as grass. He deferred to
the older man, who was semiretired these days, but still picked
up occasional plums for the big L.A. paper. Carstairs, with his
connections, had already been on the phone to Santa Carla.
Zeigler was impressed.

When they saw a man come out of the Captain’s office alone,
Carstairs moved in before Zeigler could get his own wits going.
The hall was a barren length, with institutional green walls, a
worn linoleum floor, and three naked light bulbs strung in a line
overhead. The tall thin man looked ghastly.

“Reverend Macroy?” Carstairs was saying. “Excuse me. Terrible
tragedy. Could we talk a minute?” Carstairs did not wait for
permission. “Your bride was Sarah Bright? That’s right, isn’t it,
sir?”

“Yes.”

“My name is Carstairs,” said Carstairs, forcing the manly
handshake. “I'm that necessary evil, the newspaperman. But it’s
always best to get the facts from the ones who were there. Better
all around.”

Smooth, thought Zeigler, as Carstairs kept boring in.

“Sarah Bright was the widow of Herman Bright? Bright
Electronics?”

“Yes.”
“A very successful enterprise, I understand.”
“Yes, I— Yes.”

“I understand you’d moved into her mansion on South
Columbo?” Carstairs was chatty-sounding.

“Her house,” said Macroy wearily.

“About how long had you two been courting, Reverend?”
Carstairs became the old buddy.

Zeigler thought the drawn face winced, but the man said
quietly, “We met about six months ago.”
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“She was an older woman?”

“Older than I,” said Macroy. “If you would excuse me, please, I
am not feeling up to an interview. I would like to get over to the
motel now and be alone.”

Carstairs brushed this off as if it had never been spoken.
“Bright died four years ago, wasn’t it? And your first wife died
when?”

The minister put out one hand and braced himself on the wall.
“Nine years ago,” he said patiently.

“You and Sarah Bright got married Monday?”

“Yes. In the morning.”

“And took off for a honeymoon trip?” Carstairs had shouldered
around to face Macroy, who seemed driven closer to the wall.

“Yes, yes. May I please—" Macroy pleaded.

“I'm very sorry,” said Carstairs, “I know this is a very bad
time.” But his feet in their battered alligator shoes didn’t move.
“If you could just run over what happened, just briefly? I certainly
want to get it absolutely straight, absolutely correct.”

“We left Carmel early this afternoon.” The minister put his free
palm over one eye. “I took the scenic route because I thought she
would enjoy—"

“Bum choice this time of year, wasn’t it?” said Carstairs in a
genial way.

The minister took his hand down and moved until his shoulders
touched the wall. He was blinking, as if there was something
going on he could not understand. His silence was thunderous.

Zeigler found himself pushing in to say respectfully, “I
understand, sir, that the whole coastline was closed in tight.
Worst fog in years. Pretty bad, was it, sir?”

“Yes,” said Macroy, but he was looking at the older man and a
hostility had sprung up, as invisible but as unmistakable as a
gust of wind. The dazed look was beginning to lift from the dark
eyes, like mist being blown away.

Carstairs said blandly, “Now, you stopped, sir? Why was that?”

Macroy didn’t answer.

“'m trying to find out how this terrible thing could have
happened,” said Carstairs, all innocent patience. “Why you
stopped, for instance? What I mean, there couldn’t have been a
whole lot of scenery to see, not in that fog and after dark.” Now
his innocence was cruel, and he was defensively hostile. Zeigler
could feel it on his own skin.
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Macroy said, “No.” His voice had gone flat.

“Why did you get out of the car? Or, I should say, why did the
lady get out? By herself, did she? Didn’t have a little lovers’ spat,
I'm sure. Then why did she get out?”

Carstairs was bullying now, and young Zeigler discovered that
he couldn’t take it. So he tugged at the bigger man. “She hadda
go, for gosh sake,” he said deep in his skinny young throat, “and
you know it, so why badger the poor guy? Lay off!”

“So okay,” said Carstairs, in the same strangled manner, “but
you tell me how in hell she could have fallen off that damn cliff?”

“Maybe you don’t understand women,” said Zeigler fiercely.

Carstairs laughed. Then Zeigler saw the minister’s face. He
stood there, leaning against the wall, having made no move to
escape. On his face there was such a look—of loathing and sorrow
and bewilderment.

“People are always interested,” said Carstairs cheerily, turning
back on his prey. “Do you happen to know what Mrs.
Bright—excuse me, Mrs. Macroy—was worth?”

Macroy shook his head slightly. His lips were drawn back. He
looked like a death’s-head. Abruptly he thrust himself from the
wall. “Let me pass.”

“Why certainly. Certainly.” Carstairs played surprise that his
courtesy could possibly be questioned. “Thank you very much,
sir,” he called after Macroy, who walked away from them. Then
he said to Zeigler, “And how do you like them velvet tonsils? I'll
bet he knows. The merry widow was worth millions, kiddo. So
maybe she hadda go. Right?”

Zeigler didn’t dare open his mouth.

Then, at the far end of the hall, the street doors burst open and
a woman and two men entered. The woman came first, weeping
violently, her head down, a handkerchief over her mouth.

Macroy saw her and said, “Eunice. I'm so sorry, my dear. So
sorry.” The music was back in his voice.

But the woman dropped the handkerchief and lifted red-rimmed
furious eyes. She was about thirty, already thickening at the
middle, no beauty at best, and now ugly in hysteria. “I don’t want
to talk to you,” she shrieked, recoiling. “I never want to see you
again. Ever!”

A dapper man with dark-rimmed eyeglasses put his arm around
her. “Come now, Eunice. Hush up, sweetheart.”

“All I know,” the woman screamed, “is that my darling mother
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was just fine until she had to marry Aim, and now she’s all
smashed up and dead and broken.” She wailed and hit out at the
air.

Captain Burns was there as if he had flown in. He didn’t care
for scenes. He and Halley took hold of the woman between them.
But she cried out to her husband, “You tell him. He’s not going to
live in my mother’s house and have all my mother’s lovely
things.”

Burns said, “You’ll come with me, now, Mrs. Minter.” And she
went.

But Geoffrey Minter lingered to say to Macroy in a high, cold,
uninflected voice, “You’d better not try to talk to Eunice, not just
now. She’s very upset.”

(The understatement of the year, thought Zeigler.)

Macroy said, “Geoffrey, believe me—"

But Geoffrey said, “By the way, Eunice wants me to take
charge of the funeral. And I certainly hope you aren’t going to
raise any objections.”

“No,” said Macroy, staggering. “No. None at all.” He walked
away, curving erratically to brace himself against the wall at
every few strides.

Zeigler said, “He’s never going to make it across the damn
road.”

“So be his guide,” said Carstairs. “You and your bleeding heart.
But what you get you bring back to Papa. I'll cover the loved
ones.”

Young Zeigler went sailing after the minister. Carstairs was
waylaying the son-in-law. Zeigler heard Minter’s high voice
saying, “I don’t know the legal position. No new will has been drawn,
not since the marriage. We’ll find out.” He, too, seemed furious, in
his own tight way.

Zeigler took the Reverend Macroy’s arm and began to lead him.

The arm he held was tense and deeply trembling and it
accepted his hand only by default; but Zeigler got them safely
across the highway and into the motel office. Zeigler explained to
the woman there—"tragic accident”—"no luggage”—"Sheriff’s
Captain suggested.”

The woman was awed and a little frightened. It was Zeigler
who took the key. He knew the place. He guided Macroy into the
inner court, found the numbered door, unlocked it, switched on a
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light, glanced around at the lifeless luxury.

He didn’t know whether he was now alone with a heartbroken
bridegroom—or with a murderer. It was his job to find out, if he
could. He said, “Looks all right, sir. Now, how about I call up and
have somebody bring some hot coffee? Maybe a sandwich?
Probably you ought to eat.”

A funny thing was happening to Ziegler’s voice. It was getting
musical. Damn it, whichever this man was, he was suffering, or
Zeigler was a monkey’s uncle.

But the minister rejected music. “No, thank you. Nothing.” He
remained motionless, outside the room. There were hooded lights
close to the ground along the flowered borders of this courtyard,
and they sent shadows upward to patch that stony face with black.
Zeigler looked where the man was looking—at three high
scraggly palm tops, grotesque against the clearing sky; between
them and the stars some wispy remembrances of that deadly fog
still scudded.

“Come in,” coaxed Zeigler. “T'll be glad to stick around a little
bit, if you'd like—"

“I’'d rather be alone.”

It was the time for Zeigler to insist solicitously. But he heard
himself saying, “Okay, I don’t blame you.” As he turned away,
Zeigler said to himself in disgust, and almost audibly, “But I'm
one hell of a newspaperman.”

Macroy said, “And I’'m one hell of a clergyman.”

He didn’t seem to know that he had spoken. He was standing
perfectly still, with his face turned up. His hands were clenched
at his sides. Up there the palm fronds against that ambiguous sky
were like a witch’s hands, bent at the knuckles, with too many
taloned fingers dripping down.

The moment had an eerie importance, as if this were some kind
of rite. To placate the evil mist, now departing? Or rite of
passage?

A goose walked over Zeigler’s grave.

Then the Reverend Macroy went into the room and closed the
door.

Carstairs pounced. “What? What?”

“Nah, not a word,” said Ziegler, lying instinctively. “Shocked
stupid. Poor guy.”

“How stupid can you get, for more than a million bucks?” said
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Carstairs. “Especially if you're untouchable.”

“What? What?” said Zeigler immediately.

“I just got off the phone with his Bishop.” Carstairs looked
disgusted. “What’ya know? Your buddy is a Lamb of God or
something and pure as the driven snow.”

“What did he ever do to you?” asked Zeigler curiously.

“What did I do to him, for God’s sake?” Carstairs’ eyes looked
hot. “So I don’t live in the dark ages! I got to get back on the
phone.”

Zeigler wondered who was guilty of what. He honestly didn’t
know.

The Bishop, whose name was Roger Everard, came as soon as
he could, which was at about ten o’clock the following morning. “I
don’t think it’s wise, Hugh,” he said soothingly, as he pulled up
his trouser legs to sit down and gaze compassionately at this
unshaven face, so drawn with suffering. “I don’t think you should
make any such decision, and certainly not so precipitously. It is
not wise at this time.”

“But I cannot—" said Macroy.

“Surely you understand,” said Everard, who often had a brisk
executive way of speaking, “that these people are only doing what
is their obligation, according to law. Nobody seriously imagines,
my dear fellow, that this was anything but an accident. And you
must not feel abandoned, either. After all, you should realize that
the members of your congregation can scarcely rally around when
they don’t even know where you are. Now, now.” The Bishop
didn’t pat him on the head, but he might as well have. “There are
certain things that must be done and I am here to do them.”

“I am not—" said Macroy in gasps “—good enough—for the job.”

“You have had a terrible shock,” said the Bishop didactically,
“a grievous loss, and a very bad night. I beg you to be guided by
me. Will you be guided by me?”

The Bishop had already tried praying aloud, but when he had
" seen from a corner of his eye that the praying was only increasing
Macroy’s distress, he had cut it short.

“You know,” he continued, leaving God temporarily
unmentioned, “that I am perfectly sure of your complete
innocence, that I entirely understand, that I mourn your dear
wife with you, and that I want only to be helpful and do what is
best? You know that, do you not?”
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“I know,” groaned Macroy.

“Well, now. Here is what I advise. First, you must make
yourself presentable. I believe that your suitcase is now available.
Then, since you are not to be in charge—and after all, Hugh,
Sarah isn’t here—you must come home.”

“Where is home?” Macroy said. “I gave up the apartment. And I
cannot go to Sarah’s house.”

“Home with me, of course,” said the Bishop triumphantly.
“Now, I have brought along young Price. His father used to do my
legal work and the son has more or less inherited. Freddy may
not be the churchman his father was, but he is trained and
intelligent and surely he can be helpful in this unfamiliar thicket.
There must be an inquest, you see. I want you to talk to him, and
then you must talk to the Sheriff's man, but I should imagine
only briefly. And, Hugh, I want you to brace yourself to your
tasks. I shall drive you by your church and you will go to your
office long enough to cancel or rearrange your appointments and
delegate your responsibilities. You must be strong and you must
not be afraid, for remember—” and the Bishop went into scrip-
ture.

When he had finished, the face was looking somewhat less
strained; so the Bishop did pat Macroy, although only on a
shoulder, and then he trotted back across the road to see whether
there was any other way in which he could be helpful. A very
busy man himself, the Bishop had had to cancel several
appointments; but he did not begrudge his time and effort in this
emergency. Obviously, poor Macroy was devastated, and the
Bishop must and would take over.

Frederick Price, a busy young man in his middle thirties, ready
and willing to be useful, came swinging into the court of the
motel, carrying the Reverend Macroy’s suitcase, which had been
taken from Macroy’s car. The car was now parked behind the
1%he(i'iff’s office, still subject to examinations of some technical

nd.

Price knocked on the proper door and went in, introduced
himself, and offered the minister his own possessions. He saw the
strain and the fatigue, of course, and was not surprised. He didn’t
believe this man was guilty of any crime. He guessed him to be a
sensitive type and thqught the whole thing, especially the
damned red tape, was a rotten shame under the circumstances.



THE SECOND COMMANDMENT 23

But Price was well acquainted with red tape.

As Macroy opened the suitcase and took out his shaving kit and
a clean shirt, Price said, “I've been talking to Burns and the
others. The inquest is set for Friday morning. I don’t think we’ll
have any trouble at all, sir. I'll be with you. You’ll be all right,
sir, so don’t worry. It’s only a formality. As a matter of fact, there
is no evidence of any kind.” :

“Evidence?” said Macroy vaguely. He went into the bathroom to
shave, leaving the door open.

“Oh, by the way,” sang out Price, loudly enough to be heard
over the buzz of the little electric machine, “they found that
motorist. The one who came by?” Price was practising lay
psychology. He'd better not pour it on too thick or too soon—not
all that he had found out. Chat a little. Engage the mind.
Distract the sorrow. Un-numb the man, if he could.

“Captain Burns was pretty clever,” he continued. “As soon as
that call came in last night, he guessed from where. So right
away he calls a man—Robbins is his name—the man who runs
the first all-night gas station you hit once you'’re off the cliffs. He
asked this Robbins to take a look and see if anyone had just been
using the phone booth, and if possible to get the license number
on his car. But the gas-station man did even better, because the
fellow had used his credit card.”

Price got up and ambled toward the bathroom, not sure he was
being heard. Macroy seemed to be avoiding the sight of himself in
the mirror while he shaved.

“Name was Mitchell Simmons.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“The man who stopped, out there. On California One.” Price
understood Macroy’s fragmented attention.

“He was very kind,” murmured Macroy.

“What he was,” said Price, “was very drunk. Oh, he
corroborates what you say, of course. He’s a salesman. Admits he
was in high spirits, to coin a pun, and in the mood to pick up
waiIfs and strays. Which is a risk, you know.”

e t is?”

“Matter of fact,” said Price cheerily, “it was one of his strays
who phoned the Sheriff's office. Your kind friend was in no
condition to dial, I guess.”

The minister turned his clean-shaven face and it was full of
pain.
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Price said quietly, “I'm sorry. Didn’t mean to say he wasn’t
kind. Look, I've got some further details. I suppose you’ll want to
know—er—just how she died. Burns will tell you. Or I can, if you
like.”

“Thank you,” said Macroy. He came back into the bedroom and
started to unbutton his rumpled shirt. “Yes?”

“She broke her neck on the rocks,” said Price. “So it was
instantaneous, if that’s any comfort. No pain at all.”

Macroy’s face was still.

“She—well, you see—" Price was remembering uncomfortably
that it may have taken very little time to fall forty feet, but it
had taken some. “She was washed to and fro until she was—"
Price didn’t have the heart to say how battered. “Well, soaking
wet, for one thing. The Coroner says that her bladder was empty,
but that has no meaning. With death—"

Macroy sat down abruptly and put his hands over his face. “Go
on,” he said.

“That—er—part of it,” said Price. “It’s a little unfortunate that
it has to be brought out. But I think I can assure you that it will
all be handled in good taste. I think, by the way,” Price changed
the subject gladly, “that Minter was cooled off considerably. He
certainly made a few poorly chosen remarks last night—about her
estate, I mean. But he’s thought twice about it and he’ll be more
circumspect in the future.”

Macroy was shaking his head. “I don’t want her money. I won’t
have anything to do with Sarah’s money. That wasn’t what she
was worth.”

Price was unable to keep from sighing his relief. “That’s fine,”
he said innocently. “Now, please don’t worry about Friday’s
inquest, sir. I'll be there, right by your side all the time. The
thing is to give your testimony as quietly as possible and try to—I
could coach you a little, perhaps. I've been through this before,
you know.”

“Thank you. Have they—finished with her?” Macroy took his
hands down and seemed stiffly controlled. He didn’t look at
Freddy Price.

“The body will be released in time to be flown to Santa Carla
for services on Saturday. Mrs. Minter wants the services
there—because of her mother’s friends. I'm sure—" Price stuck.
The fact was, he couldn’t be sure that Macroy was going to be
welcome at his wife’s funeral.
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Macroy stood up and reached for his clean shirt.

“As for this inquest, that has to be, you know,” said the young
man. “It will be an ordeal. Why should I lie to you?”

Macroy looked at him curiously.

“But there’s nothing to worry about, really,” said Price heartily.
“The important thing is to get you completely in the clear.”

“Is it?” said Macroy monotonously.

In the car later on, the Bishop excused himself and began to
work on some papers. Price was riding next to the Bishop’s driver.
Macroy sat silent in a rear corner.

When they pulled up before St. Andrew’s, the Bishop noticed
that Macroy was looking at it as if he had never seen it before.
“Come,” said Everard briskly, “run in. Your secretary will be
there, I assume. Just make your arrangements as quickly as
possible.”

Price looked around. “You clergymen sound as if you're in the
old rat-race, just like everybody else.”

“Too true,” sighed the Bishop, “too true.”

Macroy got out and walked through the arch and across the
flagstones and then into his office. Miss Maria Pinero, aged forty,
leaped up and cried out, “Oh, Mr. Macroy! Oh, Mr. Macroy!” She
had heard all about it on the air.

In the car Price said to the Bishop, “It’s still a little hard to
figure how she could have fallen. They didn’t find a thing, sir.
They can’t even be sure just where she went over. Too many
people messed around out there, while they were getting her up
the cliff. But there’s nothing for Aim to worry about, that’s for
sure.”

“I see,” said the Bishop, looking sternly over the tops of his
spectacles. “Guide him, Freddy, will you? He’s in a sad state.”

“Do you think, sir,” said Freddy Price, “I could possibly ask him
to tone down his voice? It might sound—well, just a bit
theatrical.”

The Bishop’s brows moved. “Bring it to his attention. That is, if
you can get his attention.” The Bishop sighed deeply. “No
relatives. Nobody who can reach him on that needed
human level. Well .. .”

“I'll take care of everything,” Miss Pinero was saying. “Of
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course, I will. I understand just how you feel. It seems so cruel. To
get out, just to stretch her legs after a long, long drive—" She
began to weep.

Miss Pinero was not an unhandsome woman, but something
about her did not appeal to men. As a matter of fact, Miss Pinero
did not like men, either. But the Reverend Macroy was different.
So kind, so clean and gentle—and so distant. She would do almost
anything for him. She had been so happy that he wouldn’t be
lonely any more.

“But God knows, doesn’t He,” she wept, “and we must believe
that it is, somehow, for the best?” Carried away by her own noble
piety—for it was her loss, too—she snatched up his right hand.
Macroy snatched it away.

She looked up at him with tear-dimmed vision. She had never
so much as touched him before, but surely he must know that
taking his hand would have been like kissing the hem of his
garment.

“I must leave now.” He sounded strange.

“I'll be here,” she cried, “and whatever you ask—"

“Forgive me,” he said hoarsely.

He walked away. She knew that he staggered as he turned a
corner, and her heart skipped. He sounded as if he couldn’t bear
to think of what she had almost done. Neither could she. Miss
Pinero trembled. She wished it hadn’t happened. She wished that
Sarah Bright was still alive. Maria had felt so deliciously safe,
and free to go on worshipping him.

The newspapers gave the story considerable space. After all, it
had everything. They cautiously asked no questions, but they
inevitably raised them. How could the elderly bride have fallen?
There were some blithe spirits in the city who took to collecting
the assorted circumlocutions having to do with the poor woman’s
reason for going off alone into the foggy dark. There was one
columnist, based in the east, who—supposing that, of course, there
was no such thing in Southern California as a religious group
that was not led by some crackpot—was open to a suit at law. The
Bishop considered it wiser to ignore him.

Macroy did not read the newspapers.

On Friday the inquest came rather crisply to the verdict of
“Death from Accidental Causes.”
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Halley, telling how he had been the first to see a body, down
below, was a model of professional objectivity. The medical part
was couched in decently euphemistic language. Eunice Minter
had not attended at all. Geoffrey Minter said that, as far as he
knew, Mrs. Sarah Bright Macroy had been a happy bride. He
exuded honorable fairness. Freddy Price was pleased on the whole
with Macroy’s behavior.

The minister, however, looked beaten and crushed. His voice
was low and sad and tired. Everything droned along properly.
When the Coroner, who was a straightforward country type, said
bluntly, “You got back into the car for reasons of leaving her alone
to do what she had to do?” Macroy answered, his voice dead
against the dead silence of the room, “I thought, at the time, that
it was the courteous thing to do.”

A soft sigh ran across the ranks of those present.

“So you have no idea how she came to fall?” pressed the
Coroner.

“No, sir.”

And the Coroner thought to himself, Well, the truth is, me
neither.

But when Price spoke finally, to inform the world in a quiet
and matter-of-fact manner that the Reverend Macroy firmly and
glc'ievocably refused to have any part of the Bright money—that

id it. :

Price got the minister through the swarming cameras and
away, with an air of “Aw, come on, boys, knock it off,” jaunty
enough to arouse nobody’s aggressions.

But afterward, as they drove back to the Bishop’s house, young
Price for the life of him could think of nothing to chatter about.
Freddy would have enjoyed hashing it all over; he’d done his job.
But this man was a type he didn’t understand. So Freddy made do
with the car radio.

The Bishop’s spacious residence was well staffed; Macroy had
every creature comfort. But the Bishop was simply too busy to
spend many hours or even an adequate number of minutes with
his haunted guest, who from time to time renewed his plea for a
release from his vocation.

The Bishop, refusing to consider this, continued to advise
patience, pending a future clarity. But, he said, obviously
someone else would have to take over the Sunday services at St.
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Andrew’s. The Bishop had resolved to do it himself.

But he did think that if Macroy, with the help of God, could
find the fortitude, he also ought to be there.

This martyred innocence, thought the Bishop (who had read the
papers), had its rights, but also its duties. A man, he mused, must
stand up to adversity.

On Saturday, at two o’clock, the funeral of Sarah Bright
Macroy was well attended. The Minters and their two teen-age
children sat invisibly in a veiled alcove. But those of Macroy’s
congregation who had had the temerity to come spotted him and
nudged each other when he arrived a trifle late and sat down
quietly at the very back of the chapel.

He did not join the family at any time, even afterward. Nor did
he speak to any of his own people. When it was over, he vanished.

He had looked like a ghost. It was a little—well, odd.

On Sunday the Bishop, at the last minute, found himself unable
to conduct the nine-thirty service, which had to be cancelled.
(Although the organist played.) In consequence, at eleven o’clock
St. Andrew’s had all its folding chairs in its aisles.

Macroy, in his robe, was up there, inconspicuously, at the
congregation’s right or contra-pulpit side where, when he was
sitting down, he was actually invisible to most. When they all
stood, it was noticed that he did not sing the hymns; but he did
repeat with them the Lord’s Prayer, although his voice, which
they were accustomed to hear leading, so richly and musically,
the recitation of the ancient words, seemed much subdued.

Then the Bishop, who had never, himself, dwelt on some of the
circumstances, and did not, for one instant, suppose that anyone
here could do less than understand their essential pathos, made
an unfortunate choice of words in the pastoral prayer.

“Oh, God,” he prayed in his slight rasp, “Who, even in fog and
darkness, seest all, be Thou his comfort; station him upon the
rocks of his faith and Thy loving-kindness, that he may stand
up__”

The ripple ran, gasping from some of the listeners, yet not so
much sound as movement, swinging the whole congregation like
grass, before it ceased and all sat stiffly in a silence like plush.

The Bishop sat down, a bit pinkly. He could not see Macroy
very well. Macroy did not seem to have taken any notice. In fact,
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Macroy had been moving, looking, acting, like an automaton. The
Bishop was very much worried about him, and he now bemoaned
his own innocence, which had tripped him up, on occasion, before.
When it was time, he preached an old sermon that was sound,
although perhaps a little less than electrifying.

Then there they were, standing together in the Narthex, as was
the custom of St. Andrew’s, Macroy a tall black pole beside the
little black-robed beetle-bodied Bishop.

Now the people split into two groups, sheep from goats. Half of
them simply went scurrying away, the women contriving to look
harrassed, as if they were concerned for a child or had something
on the stove at home, the men just getting out of here. The other
half lined up, to speak first to the Bishop and gush over the honor
of his appearance in their pulpit.

Then they each turned righteously to Macroy and said phrases
like “So sorry to hear” and “Deepest sympathy” or a hearty
“Anything I can do.”

About twenty of them had gone by, like a series of coded
Western Union messages, when Macroy put both hands over his
face and burst into loud and anguished sobs.

The Bishop rallied around immediately and some of the older
men shouldered through to his assistance. They took—almost
carried—Macroy to his own office where, Macroy having been put
down in his chair, the Bishop firmly shut the door on everybody
else. He sat down himself, and used his handkerchief, struggling
to conquer his disapproval of a public exhibition of this sort. By
the time the Bishop had recovered his normal attitude of
compassionate understanding, Macroy had stopped making those
distressing and unmanly noises.

“Well, I was wrong,” the Bishop announced good-naturedly. “I
ought not to have urged you to come here and I am sorry for that.
You are still in shock. But I want you to remember that they are
also in shock, in a way.”

The Bishop was thinking of the reaction to his boner. He was
not going to quote what he had inadvertently said, since if Macroy
had missed it, the Bishop would accept this mercy. Still, he felt
that he ought to be somewhat blunt; it might be helpful.

“I'll tell you something, Macroy,” he said. “You have got a
fat-cat suburban bunch in this church, with economic status
and—may the Lord help them all-—middle-class notions of
propriety. My dear fellow, they can’t help it if they don’t know



30 THE SECOND COMMANDMENT

what to say to you, when it has probably never crossed their
minds that the minister or his wife might sometimes have to go
to the bathroom.”

Then the Bishop sighed. “This is especially difficult for them,
but they’ll stand by you—you’ll see. I'm sure that you can
understand them, as well or better than 1.”

“It’s not that I don’t understand them,” said Macroy. “It’s that I
can’t love them.” He had put his head down on his desk, like a
child.

“Oh, come now—"

“I cannot,” said Macroy. “So I must give it up. Because I cannot
do it.”

“I think,” said the Bishop in a moment, “that you most
certainly can’t—that is, not yet. You must have time. You must
have rest. Now, I shall arrange for substitutes here. Don’t worry
about it.”

“Don’t you still understand?” said Macroy drearily.

“Of course I do! Of course I do! It was simply too much for you.”

“Yes. Yes, if you say so.”

“Then, if the coast is clear, we had better go home.” The Bishop
thought that this might become a serious breakdown.

Poor tortured soul.

That evening the Bishop bustled from his study into his living
room, where Macroy was sitting disconsolately idle.

“Now,” the Bishop said in his raspy voice, “you know that you
are very welcome in this house. There is plenty of room. The
cooking is not bad. Everything here is yours. However, I am
afraid that I shall have to be out of town for a day or two,
beginning tomorrow. And I do not like to leave you all alone in
your present state. So I am going to ask you to do something for
me, Hugh. Will you promise?”

“Yes?” said Macroy listlessly.

“Will you talk to a Dr. Leone tomorrow?”

“A doctor?”

“He is a psychiatrist whom I've known for years. There have
been occasions ... he is excellent in his profession. He can give
you a full hour tomorrow, beginning at one o’clock. I have set up
the appointment and I think it is wise—very wise—that you keep
it. He can help you through this very bad time.”

“What?” said Macroy strangely. “Isn’t God enough?”
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“Ah, ah,” said the Bishop, shaking a finger, “you must not
despise the scientist. In his own way he is also a seeker after the
truth. And God knows that you need some human help. That’s
why I simply cannot leave you here—don’t you see?—alone. Yet I
should go, I must. So will you please be guided by me and please
do as I suggest?”

“Yes, I will,” said Macroy apathetically.

“She died when you were twenty-five?” Doctor Leone said. He
had observed the harsh lines on this face relax in memories of
childhood, and he began to forgive himself for his own faulty
technique. Well, he had to push this one. Otherwise the man
would still be sitting silent as an owl by day, and there wasn’t
time. The doctor already knew that he would never see this man
again.

“You were the only child?” he continued. “You must have
adored her.”

“I didn’t pray to her, if that’s what you mean,” said Macroy
with a faint touch of humor. “I loved my mother very much. But
she wasn'’t perfect.”

“How not?”

“Oh, she wasn’t always—well, she didn’t love everyone. She had
a slllarp tongue sometimes.” But the voice was as tender as a
smile.

“Didn’t always love you, for instance?” the doctor said lightly.

“Of course she loved me. Always. I was her son.” This was
unimpassioned.

“Tell me about your father.”

“He was a machinist, a hardworking man. A reader and a
student by night. Very solid and kind and encouraging.”

“You were how old when he died?”

“He died when I was twenty-seven—suddenly and afar.”

The doctor listened closely to the way the voice caressed a
phrase. “He loved you, of course. And you loved him.”

“He was my father,” the minister said with a faint wonder.

The doctor was beginning to wonder. Is he putting me on? He
said with a smile. “Just background—all that we have time for
today. Now, tell me about your first wife. Was it a happy
marriage?”’

“It was, indeed,” said Macroy. “Emily was my young love, very
dainty and sweet. A cherishable girl.”
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“You had no children?”

“No. We were sad about that. Emily, I suppose, was always
frail.”

“After she died, what did you do?”

“Went on, of course.”

The doctor continued to suspend judgment. “Now, this second
marriage. What did you feel for Sarah?”

“She was a lovely, lively spirit,” said the minister. “We could
talk. Oh, how we could talk.”

He fell silent.

“And you loved her?”

“Not with the same kind of love,” said Macroy, faintly chiding,
“since we weren’t young any more. We were very—compatible, I
believe, is the accepted word.”

Putting me on? He must be, thought the doctor. “And her
money was no object,” he said cheerily.

“The love of money is the root, Doctor.”

“All right. I know my questions may sound stupid to you,” said
Leone. “They sound pretty stupid to me, as a matter of fact.” He
leaned back. Leone never took notes. He was trained to dictate, in
ten minutes, the gist of fifty. “Now, I'm going to become rather
inquisitive,” he announced, “unless you know that you not only
can but should speak frankly to me.”

Macroy said gently, “I understand.” But he said no more, wait-
ing patiently.

Going to make me push, thought the doctor. All right. “Tell me
about your honeymoon.”

“l see,” said Macroy. “You want to know—whether the
marriage was consummated? Will that phrase do?”

“It will do.”

“No, it was not,” said Macroy. “Although it would have been,
sooner or later, I think. She was—so warm-hearted a presence and so
lovable. But you see, we had understood, quite well . . .”

“You had both understood,” said the doctor, more statement
than question.

“I told you that we could talk,” said Macroy, catching the latent
doubt. “And that meant about anything and everything. That was
our joy. As for—after all, in my case, Doctor, it had been nine
years. I was a Minister of the Gospel,” he added in a moment,
gently explanatory.

“Did you try with Sarah and fail?” the doctor said easily.



THE SECOND COMMANDMENT 33

!(NO.),

“There wasn’t a disillusion of any kind in the intimacy?”

“No. No. We enjoyed. We enjoyed. I can’t be the only man in
the world to have known that kind of joy.”

Macroy’s face contorted and he became silent.

“Which you have lost,” the doctor said softly.

“Which I have lost. Yes. Thank you.” The man’s head bent.

“So the very suggestion that you—yourself—might have
thrown all this violently away ... It must have been very painful
to you.”

“Yes.”

“Knowing that you wouldn’t, couldn’t, didn’t—there’s still that
sense of guilt, isn’t there?”

((Yes.”

“Surely you recognize that very common reaction to sudden
death, to any death, in fact.” The doctor wasn’t having any more
nonsense. “You have surely seen it, in your field, many times.
People who compulsively wish that they had done what they had
not done and so on?”

“Oh, yes, of course. But am I not guilty for letting her venture
alone on that cliff?”

“It was the natural thing.”

“It is the human convention.” The voice was dreary and again
it ceased.

The Doctor waited, but time flew. So he said, “Every one of us
must take his time to mourn his dead. But Bishop Everard tells
me that you wish to give up the ministry, now. Why, Mr.
Macroy?”

Macroy sighed deeply.

“lI am thinking about the silly, but seemingly inevitable
snickering, because of the circumstances.”

The doctor hesitated. “The—er—circumstances do make an
anecdote—for thoughtless people,” he said. “That must be very
hard for you to endure.”

“Oh, my poor Sarah.”

“Then, is this a factor?”

“I will say,” said Macroy, “that I don’t altogether understand
that snickering. And why is it inevitable? If I may speak frankly
to you, Doctor—"

Leone thought that there was a glint of life and challenge in
the eyes.



34 THE SECOND COMMANDMENT

“Surely,” said Macroy, “every one of us knows his body’s
necessities and, furthermore, knows that the rest of us have them,
too. Yet all of man’s necessities are not as funny as all that. Men
don’t think it funny, for instance, that they must eat.”

“The whole toilet thing,” said the doctor, “is too ancient and
deep-rooted to be fully understood. It may be that the
unpleasantness is too plain a reminder of our animal status.”

“We laugh at what we hate so much to admit?” Macroy said
quickly.

“Possibly.” The doctor blinked.

*'Tis a pity,” Macroy said in mourning.

“Why,” said the doctor, who was beginning to feel that he had
fallen into some trap, “is it that a man like you, who can look
with this much detachment at human inconsistencies, cannot
transcend an unimportant and temporary embarrassment? Surely
you ought not to be driven out of a life’s work just because of—”

“I didn’t say that those were my reasons.”

“I'm sorry. Of course you didn’t. What are your reasons?” The
doctor was sunny.

“I cannot continue,” said Macroy slowly, “because there are too
many people I cannot love.”

“Could you—er—amplify?”

“I mean that I felt so much anger. Fury. I hated them. I
despised them. I wanted to hit them, shake them, scream at them,
even hurt them back.”

“In particular?”

“It began—" said Macroy. “No, I think that when the police
officer asked me whether I had pushed Sarah to her death ... Oh,
it hurt. Of course, it did. But I remembered that he might be
compelled, by the nature of his duties, to ask me such a thing.
But then there was a newspaperman. And when to him—" the
face was bitter “—Sarah’s death meant somewhat less than the
death of a dog would have meant to a man who never cared
for dogs ...”

Macroy’'s voice became cutting-sharp. “That’s when I found
myself so angry. I hated and I still do hate that man. From then
on I have seemed to be hating, hating .. .”

The doctor was lying low, rejoicing in this flow.

“Sarah’s own child, for instance,” Macroy went on, “who was so
cruel in her own pain. Oh, I know she was not herself. But I had
better not go near her. I would want to make her suffer. Don’t
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you see? Of all the contemptible ...l want revenge. Yes, I do.
That young lawyer who missed the point. I know he meant no
harm, but I just couldn’t...I even loathe my poor secretary. For
making some kind of idol out of me. But I'd known and
understood and borne that for years. Even if she is wrong to do
that, I should not suddenly loathe her for it. Yet I find I do. And I
loathe the cowards and the hypocrites and the snickerers—they all
disgust me. There seems to be no way that I can bring myself to
love them. I simply cannot do it.”

“You cannot love?” droned the doctor hypnotically.

“Even the Bishop, who is a good man. When he refuses—oh, in
all good heart—to hear the truth I keep trying to tell him,
sometimes I must hang on desperately to keep from shouting at
him. Isn’t that a dreadful thing?”

“That you can’t love?” said the doctor. “Of course it is a
dreadful thing. When your young love died so many years ago,
perhaps—"

“No. No!” Macroy groaned. “You don’t seem to understand.
Listen to me. I was commanded to love. I was committed to love.
And I thought I could, I thought I did. But if I cannot do it, then 1
have no business preaching in His Name.”

“I beg your pardon?” The doctor’s thoughts were jolted.

“In the Name of Jesus Christ.”

“Oh, yes. I see.”

“No, you don’t! You don’t even know what I'm talking about.”

The doctor got his breath and said gently, “I see this. You
have a very deep conviction of having failed.”

“Indeed,” said Macroy, “and I am failing right now. I would
like, for instance, to hit you in the mouth—although I know you
are only trying to help me.”

The minister put both hands over his face and began to cry
bitterly.

The doctor waited it out, and then he said that they wouldn’t
talk about it any more today . ..

When the Bishop returned to town he had a conference with Dr.
Leone.

“He’s had a traumatic experience,” the doctor said, “that has
stirred up some very deep guilt feelings, and, in projection, an
almost unmanageable hostility that he never knew was there. I
doubt he is as sophisticated as he thinks he is—in his
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understanding of the human psyche, I mean. He does need help,
sir. He isn’t really aware of the demons we all harbor. It is going
to take a lot of digging to get at the root.”

“Hm. A lot of digging, you say?”

“And I am not the man,” said Leone. “I doubt that he and I can
ever establish the necessary rapport. Furthermore, my fees—"

“I know.” The Bishop was much distressed. “But what is to be
done, I wonder. He isn’t fit, you imply, to go on with his tasks?”

“You know he isn’t.”

“Oh, me,” the Bishop sighed. “And he has nobody, nowhere to
be taken in. Since I—" the Bishop shook his head sadly “—am
not the man, either. You don’t think this—this disturbance will
simply go away? If he has shelter? And time to himself?”

“May I suggest,” said Leone smoothly, “that the State Hospitals
are excellent? Very high-class in this state. And even the
maximum fee is not too high.”

“Well, as to that, there is what amounts to a Disability Fund. I
should also suppose that the Minters, who are very rich people—"
The Bishop was thinking out loud. “—Even if the marriage has to
be declared invalid. But wouldn’t it be cruel?” The Bishop blinked
his eyes, hard. “Am I old-fashioned to think it would be cruel?”

“Yes, you are,” said the doctor kindly. “He needs exactly what
he can get in such a place—the shelter, the time, the trained
attention. As far as time goes, it may be the quickest way to
restore him.”

“I see. I see.” The Bishop sighed again. “How could it be done?”

“He would have to commit himself,” said Leone gently.

“He would do so, I think,” said the Bishop, *“if I were to advise
him to. It is a fearful—yet if there is no better alternative—"

“The truth is,” said Leone fondly, “you have neither the free
time nor the training, sir.”

“We shall see,” said the Bishop, who intended to wrestle it out
in prayer. “We shall see.” '

Two years later Saul Zeigler approached the entrance with due
caution. He had stuck a card reading Press in his windshield,
anticipating argument since he wasn’t expected; but to his surprise
there was no gate, no guard, and no questions were asked. He
drove slowly into the spacious grounds, found the Administration
Building, parked, locked his car, and hunted down a certain Dr.
Norman.
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“Nope,” said the doctor, a sandy-colored man who constantly
smoked a pipe, “there is no story. And you won’t write any.
Absolutely not. Otherwise, how’ve you been?”

“Fine. Fine,” said Zeigler, who was up-and-coming these days
and gambling that he could become a highly paid feature writer.
He’d had some bylines. “Just insane, eh?”

The doctor grinned cheerfully. “Not my terminology.”

“Put it this way: you're not letting him out?”

((Uh-uh.”

“Will you ever?”

“We hope so.”

Q(When?’,

The doctor shrugged.

“Well, I suppose I can always make do with what I've heard,”
said Zeigler impudently.

“Saul,” said the doctor, “your dad was my old buddy and if I'd
been the dandling type, I probably would have dandled you. So
you won’t do this to me. Skip it. Go see Milly. She’ll have a fit if
you don’t drop in to say hello.”

“So would 1,” Zeigler said absentmindedly. “Tell me, did he
murder his wife?” There was no answer. “What set him off, then?”

“I'm not going to discuss a case with you or anybody else but
the staff,” said the doctor, “and you know it. So come on, boy,
forget it.”

“So how come I hear what I hear?” coaxed Zeigler.

“What do you hear?”

“You mean this is an instance of smoke without even one
itty-bitty spark of fire? Not even one semi-miraculous cure?”

The doctor snorted. “Miraculous! Rubbish! And you’re not going
to work up any sensational story about him or this hospital. I
can’t help it if millions of idiots still want to believe in
miraculous cures. But they’re not coming down on us like a
swarm of locusts. So forget it.”

“I've met Macroy before, you know,’
back.

“Is that so0?”

“Yep. On the night it happened.”

“And what was your impression?”

“If 1 tell you,” said Zeigler, “will you, just for the hell of it and
off the record, tell me what goes on here?”

The doctor smoked contemplatively.

’

said Zeigler, leaning
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“Religion and psychiatry,” said Zeigler, letting out his
vocabulary and speaking solemnly, “have been approaching each
other recently, wouldn’t you agree, Doctor?—in at least an
exploratory manner. Supposing that you had, here, a clue to that
growing relationship. Is that necessarily a ‘sensational’ story?”

“Oh, no, you don’t,” said the doctor. “For one thing, he isn’t
preaching religion.”

“How do you know?”

“I know.”

Zeigler said, “You won’t even let me talk to him, I take it.”

“I didn’t say so. If we understand each other—”

“Well, it was a long drive and it shouldn’t be a total loss.
Besides, I'm personally dying of curiosity. My impression, you
want? Okay. I felt sorry for him, bleeding heart that I am,”
Zeigler mocked himself. “He was in shock and he sure had been
pushed around that night. If he didn’t always make plain sense, I
wouldn’t have made sense, either.” Zeigler waited.

“I will admit,” said the doctor between puffs, “that there have
been some instances of sudden catharsis.”

“Don’t bother to translate,” said Zeigler, crossing the trouser
legs of his good suit, because Zeigler got around these days, and
needed front. “I dig. How many instances?”

“A few.”

“Quite a few? But no miracles. Didn’t do a bit of good, eh?”

“Sometimes treatment was expedited.” The doctor grinned at
his own verbiage. “We are aware of a running undercurrent. One
patient advises another. All right, you can go and talk to him.”

“So if he doesn’t preach, what does he do?”

“I don’t know. They talk their hearts to him.”

“Why don’t you find out?” said Zeigler in astonishment.

“Tell me this, Saul. On that night was he annoyed with you in
any way?”

“Might have been.” Zeigler frowned. “He sure brushed me off.
But he had taken quite a beating. I didn’t blame him.”

“Why don’t you go and see him?” the doctor said. “I'd be
interested in the reaction. Afterwards, come by, and we’ll make
Milly feed us a bite of lunch.”

“Where can I find him?” Zeigler was out of the chair.

“How should I know?” said the doctor. “Ask around.”

Zeigler went to the door, turned back. “I don’t want to hurt
him, Doc. How shall I—”
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“Just be yourself,” the doctor said.

Zeigler came out into the sunshine of the lovely day. He had
never been to this place before and it astonished him. He had
expected a grim building with barred windows and here he was
on what looked like the sleepy campus of some charming little
college, set between hills and sprawling fields, with the air
freshened by the not too distant sea. There were green lawns and
big trees, and some mellow-looking buildings of Spanish design.
There was even ivy.

It was very warm in the sun. He unlocked the car, tossed his
jacket inside, and snatched the Press card away from the
windshield. He locked the car again, and began to walk. Ask
around, eh? There were lots of people around, ambling on the
broad walks, sitting on the grass, going in and out of buildings.
Zeigler realized that he couldn’t tell the patients from the staff.

The fourth person he asked was able to direct him.

The Reverend Hugh Macroy was sitting on a bench along the
wide mall under one of the huge pepper trees. He was wearing
wash trousers and a short-sleeved white shirt without a tie. He
seemed at ease—just a handsome, well-tanned, middle-aged gen-
tleman, quietly growing older in the shade.

Zeigler had begun to feel, although he couldn’t tell who-was-
who around here, that they could and were watching him. He ap-
proached the man with some nervousness.

“Mr. Macroy?”

“Yes?”

“Do you remember me, sir? Saul Zeigler.”

“I don’t believe I do, Mr. Zeigler. I'm sorry.”

Zeigler remembered the voice well. But the face was not the old
mask of agony and strain. The mouth was smiling, the dark eyes
were friendly.

Zeigler said smoothly, “I'm not surprised you don’t remember. I
met you only once, a long time ago, and very briefly. Is it all
right if I sit down?”

“Of course.” The minister made a token shifting to give him
more welcoming room on the bench and Zeigler sat down. “This
place is sure a surprise to me,” said Zeigler.

The minister began to chat amiably about the place. He seemed
in every way perfectly rational. Zeigler felt as if he were involved
in a gentle rambling conversation with a pleasant stranger. But it
wasn’t getting him anywhere.
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He was pondering how to begin again when Macroy said, “But
you are not a patient, Mr. Zeigler. Did you come especially to see
me?”

“Yes, I did,” said Zeigler, becoming bold. “I am a writer. I was
going to write a story about you but I am not allowed to. Well, I
wanted to see you, anyway.”

YA, story?”

“A story about all the good you do here.”

“The good I do?” said the man.

“I’'ve heard rumors about the good you have done some of
these—er—patients.”

“That isn’t any story.” Macroy seemed amused.

“So I'm told. And even if it is, 'm not gomg to be permltted to
write it. I've given my word. Honestly, I won’t write it.”

The minister was looking at him with a pleasant smile. “I
believe you,” he said.

Zeigler found himself relaxing. “The truth is, I want in the
worst way,” he admitted, “to know what it is that you do here. Do
you—well, preach to them, sir? I know you are a minister.”

“No, sir. I am not. Not any more. And so, of course, I don’t
preach.”

“Then what?”

“Oh, I listen to them. Some of them. Sometimes.”

“But that’s what the doctors do, isn’t it? Do you listen better?”

Macroy said, as if to correct him gently, “The doctors here, and
all the staff, are just as kind and understanding as they can be.”

“Yes. But maybe you listen differently?”

Macroy looked thoughtful.

“The point is,” pressed Zeigler, “if there is some kind of
valuable insight that you have, shouldn’t it be told to the world?”

“I'm not saving the world, Mr. Zeigler,” said Macroy dryly. “I'm
not that crazy. Or that good, either.” He was smiling.

Zeigler, who had momentarily forgotten that this man was
supposed to be insane, said, “Just a mystery, eh? You don’t know
yourself?”

“It may be,” said Macroy melodiously, “because I am one of
them. For I understand some of these sheep.”

“In what way do you understand them, sir? I'm asking only for
myself. Last time I saw you... Well, it has bothered me. I've
wished I could understand.” Zeigler really meant this.

Macroy was looking far away at the pleasant hills beyond the
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grounds. Then, as if he had reached into some pigeonhole and
plucked this out, he murmured, “One hell of a newspaperman.”

“Yes, sir,” said Zeigler, suddenly feeling a little scared.

But Macroy didn’t seem perturbed. In a moment he went on
pleasantly, “Some of them don’t speak, you know. Some, if they
do, are not coherent. What man can really understand them? But
there are others whom I recognize and I know that I love them.”

“That’s the secret?” Zeigler tried not to sound disappointed.
!(LOve?”

Macroy went on trying to explain. “They’ve fallen out of mesh,
out of pattern, you know. When they have lost too many of their
connections and have split off from the world’s ways too far, then
they can’t function in the world at all.”

Elementary, my dear Watson, thought Zeigler.

“But it seems to me,” Macroy continued, “that quite a few of
them didn’t do what they were pressured to do, didn’t depart from
the patterns, because they could sense...Oh, they couldn’t say
how, they couldn’t express it. Yet they simply knew that somehow
the mark was being missed, and what the world kept pressuring
them to do and be just wasn’t good enough. Some, poor seekers,
not knowing where there was any clue, have made dreadful
mistakes, have done dreadful things, wicked things. And yet...”
He seemed to muse.

Zeigler was scarcely breathing. Wicked things? Like murdering
your wife, for instance?

“In what way,” he asked quietly, “are you one of them, sir?”

“Oh.” The minister was smiling. “I always wanted to be good,
too. I was born yearning to be good. I can’t remember not
listening, beyond and through all the other voices, for the voice of
God to speak to me, His child.”

He smiled at Zeigler, who was feeling stunned. “I don’t mean to
preach. I only say that, because I have it—this yearning, this
listening, this hearing ...”

In a moment Zeigler said, rather vehemently, “I don’t want to
upset you. I don’t want to trouble you in any way. But I just
don’t see. .. I can’t understand why you’re not back in the pulpit,
sir. 9f course, maybe you are expecting to leave here, some day
soon?”

“T really don’t know,” said Macroy. “I cannot return to the
ministry, of course. Or certainly I don’t expect to. I must wait—as
I would put it—on the Lord. And it may be that I belong here.”
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He caught Zeigler’s unsatisfied expression. “Excuse me. The
obvious trouble is, Mr. Zeigler, that every time they take me into
town, as on occasion they do, sooner or later I stop in my tracks
and burst into tears. Which wouldn’t make me very useful in the
pulpit, 'm afraid.”

“I guess,” said Zeigler, “you’ve had a pretty rough deal. In fact,
I know you’ve had, but—"

“No, no,” said Macroy. “That’s not the point. It isn’t what
anyone did to me. It’s what I couldn’t do. And still can’t. Of
course, here, it is much easier. I can love these people, almost all
of them.”

“And you can’t help trying to help them, can you?” Zeigler said,
finding himself irresistibly involved. “Why do you say you don’t
expect to return to the ministry?”

“Oh, that’s very.simple,” Macroy smiled a little ruefully. “I've
explained, it seems to me, to a great many people.” He sighed.

“I wish you’d explain it to me,” said Zeigler earnestly.

“Then of course I'll try,” said Macroy. “But I hope you’ll
understand that, while I must use certain terms, I don’t mean to
exhort you to become a Christian, for instance.”

“I understand,” said Zeigler.

“Christians were given two commandments,” Macroy began
slowly. “You, too, were given much the same ones, I believe,
although in a different form.”

“Go on,” said Zeigler eagerly.

“The first is to love God, which God knows I do. But I was also
committed to the second commandment and that one I could not
obey. Oh, I longed to—I even thought that I was obeying. But it
isn’t, I discovered, a thing that you can force yourself to do. And
when that grace—I mean, when it didn’t come to me and I simply
was not able—"

“To do what, sir?”

“To love them all.”

“All?” Zeigler’s hair stirred.

“That’s what He said.” Macroy was calm and sure. The voice
was beautiful. “Thy neighbor? Thy enemy?”

And Zeigler saw it, suddenly. “You took it literally!” he burst
out.

"Yes.”

“But listen,” said Zeigler in agitation, “that’s just too hard. I
mean, that’s just about impossible!”
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“It was certainly too hard for me” said Macroy, sadly, yet
smiling.

“But—" Zeigler squirmed. “But that’s asking too much of any
human being. How can you love all the rotten people in the whole
damn world—excuse me, sir. But surely you realize you were
expecting too much of yourself.”

“So they keep telling me,” said Macroy, still smiling. “And
since that’s my point, too, I know it very well. What I don’t feel
they quite understand, and it is so perfectly plain to me—" He
turned to Zeigler, mind-to-mind. “Suppose you are committed to
follow Him, to feed His sheep, to feed His lambs, to be His
disciple, which is a discipline, isn’t it?—and suppose you cannot
make the grade? Then, when you see that you cannot, mustn’t
you leave the ministry? How could I be a hypocrite, when He said
not to be?

“Let me put it in analogy,” Macroy continued, warming to
argument. “Some young men who wish to become airplane pilots
wash out. Isn’t that the term? They just can’t make the grade. So
they may not be pilots. They would endanger people. They may,
of course, work on the ground.”

Zeigler was appalled. He could not speak.

“So if I have necessarily left the ministry,” said Macroy, “that
doesn’t mean that I may not love as many as I can.”

Zeigler saw the image of a ray of light that came straight down,
vertical and one-to-one. Suddenly there was a cross-piece,
horizontal, like loving arms spread out—but it had broken.
Zeigler’s heart seemed to have opened and out of it flooded a
torrent of such pity, such affectionate pity, that he thought he
was going to cry.

A thousand schemes began to whirl in his brain. Something
should be done. This man should be understood. Zeigler would
storm into the doctor’s office. Or he would write a story, after all.

Zeigler said, his voice shaking, “Thanks, Mr. Macroy, for
talking to me. And may the Lord lift up His countenance upon
you and shine upon you and give you peace.”

Macroy looked up. His look made Zeigler turn and hurry away.

Zeigler, speeding along the walk, was glad no one eise had
heard him sounding off in singing scripture, like some old rabbi,
for God’s sakes! Okay, he'd felt like doing it and he had done it
and what was it with the human race that you’d better not sound
as if you felt something like that?
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Maybe that man is crazy! But I love him!

Just the same, Zeigler wasn’t going back to Doctor Norman’s
office, not right now. There’d been a reaction, all right, but he
didn’t care to have it seen all over his face. He’d go see Milly
Norman who would give him some coffee and gossip. She always
did. He’d take time to cool it. Or figure out how to translate it—

No, let the man alone, let him stay where he was. Why should
Zeigler say one word to help get Hugh Macroy back into the
stinking world, which would %ill him. Sure as hell, it would.

Zeigler was blind and he ran slambang into a man and
murmured an apology.

“Hey,” said the man, moving to impede him further, “hey,
Press, you get any good news outta the nutty preacher, hey,
Press?”

“Nothing I can use,” said Zeigler bitterly. He started off, but he
thought, Love them all?

So he stopped and looked experimentally at this stranger. Here
was a patient. Zeigler didn’t doubt it. A middle-aged, foxy-faced,
shambling man, with salted red hair, little beady eyes, and soft
repellent lips. A more unlovable sight Zeigler had seldom seen.

Just the same, he said aloud and heartily, “Hey, don’t you
worry about a thing, old-timer,” and then, with his eyes stinging,
but telling himself to stop being so much the way he was, because
he’d never make it, anyhow—suddenly it was too much for him
and Zeigler sprinted to his car.

In a little while a man shambled up to where Macroy still sat
on the bench under the pepper tree.

“Hey, you the Reverend Macroy?”

“I'm Hugh Macroy. Not a Reverend.”

“Well—er—my name’s Leroy Chase.”

“How do you do, Mr. Chase?”

“Yah. Glad to meetcha. Say, listen, there’s something I guess I
gotta tell you.”

“Sit down,” said Macroy cordially.

The man sat down. He put his unkept hands through his
graying red hair. “I'm kinda nervous.”

“You needn’t tell me anything.”

“Yah, but I wish—I mean, I want to.”

“Well, I'm listening.”

“Well, see, it’s a kinda long story.”
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“Go ahead.”

“Well, see, I was up Salinas this time and I was hitching back
down to L.A.”

Macroy had turned his body slightly toward his companion.

“Well,” the man said, “I guess you know that hitchers can’t be
choosers. Hah! So I get this ride and this stupe, he takes
California One.” Chase’s little eyes shifted nervously.

Macroy said, “I see.”

“So he dumps me in Big Sur, which is nowhere. So when I
finally get another hitch south, I figure I'm lucky. Only trouble
is, I find out this bird is juiced up pretty strong, and when the fog
starts rolling in, believe me, I'm scared. So I want out. So I get
out. So there I am.”

The man was speaking in short bursts. “In that fog, what am I?
A ghost or something? Who can see a thumb? Nobody is going to
take his eye off the white line to look, even. And it gets dark.
And what can I do?”

Macroy was listening intently, but he kept silent.

The red-headed man chewed on his own mouth for a moment
before he went on. “Well, I got my blanket roll on me, so I figure
I'll just bed down and wait out the fog, Why not? So I find this
big rock and I nest myself down behind it, where no car is going
to plow into me, see? And there I am, dozing and all that. Then
there’s this car pulls off the road and stops, right ten, fifteen feet
in front of me.”

The man leaned suddenly away to blow his nose. Macroy looked
away, flexed one ankle, then let it relax. He said nothing.

“So I wonder, should I jump up and beg a ride? But it’s all so
kinda weird, see—white air, you could say?” Chase was gesturing
now, making slashes in the air for emphasis. “A man gets out with
a flashlight. It’s like a halo. And the other party gets out, see.
Well, I dunno what’s up. I can’t see too good. I know they can’t
see me. I got a gray blanket. I'm practically another rock. And
I'm lying low and thinking, why bother?”

The man’s speech became slower, his voice a little deeper.
“What’s the matter with where I am, I think. It’s kinda wild out
there that night—the white air and all. And I can hear the sea. I
ilnwa);s liked listening to the sea, especially by myself, you

ow?”

Macroy nodded. His eyes were fixed on the man’s face.

“Listen, you know what I'm trying to—"
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“I'm listening.”

“So when this person starts coming along with the flash, I turn
my face, so it won’t show—"

“Yes,” said Macroy, with a strange placidity.

“Then the light goes down on the ground. It don’t fall, see? It’s
just pointing down. And I'm wondering what the hell—excuse
me—when ...” The voice was getting shrill. “My God, I know
what she’s gonna do! Listen, no man can take a thing like that,
for God’s sake!”

The man was crying now, crying. “So I think, ‘Oh, no, you
don’t! Not on me, you don’t” So I just give a big heave and, holy
God, it’s too close! And over she goes! Oh, listen, I never meant—I
never— But who could take a thing like that?”

Chase was now on the edge of the bench. “Before I know what
I’'m doing, I drag my roll and I'm running up the edgy side, north.
My life is in my feet, brother, but I gotta get out of there. It’s just
instinct, see? I could hear you calling—"

“You heard me?” Macroy was looking at the sky.

“Listen. Listen. So I'm about half, three-quarters of a mile away
and now here comes this car going south. So I figure to look like I
been going south the whole while. That way, I never was there.
And damned if this guy don’t stop in the fog and pick me up.
Well, I soon find out ke ain’t exactly cold sober, but by this time I
don’t care, I'm so— Then what does he have to do but stop for you?
But you tell him to send help and we just—we just went on by.”

Chase slumped. He would fall off the bench in a few moments.

“If you had told me then—" Macroy had shut his eyes.

“Oh, listen, Mister, maybe you’re some kind of saint or
something but I didn’t know, not then. Didn’t even know you was
a preacher.”

“And you had two chances.”

“Well, I had—well, three really. But look, nobody coulda said
I'd done that on purpose. Maybe manslaughter. Who knows?
What I couldn’t take was the—was the motive. See, it’s too
damned hilarious. What I couldn’t take was the big hah-hah. I
mean, I knew she never saw me. I know that. She wouldn’t have
done a thing like that. But all I thought at the time was ‘Hey,
this I don’t have to take.” If I would have stopped for one
second—but here it comes, outta the night, you could say—who’s
going to understand? Who? Because what a screaming howl,
right?”
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Chase was sobbing. He wasn’t looking at Macroy. He sobbed
into the crook of his own elbow.

Macroy said musingly, “Yes, it is supposed to be quite funny.”

“Listen, what I did do.” Chase gathered voice. “This happy-boy,
he fin'ly gets into that gas station, and he don’t even know what
day it is. The message is long gone from his mind. So I made the
call to the Sheriff. That was the third chance. But I chickened
out. I hung up. And I say ‘so long’ to this happy character and go
in the café and when I see the cop car rolling I figure I done all I
could and maybe she’s okay. I'm praying she’s okay. It was the
best that I could do.” He hiccupped.

They were silent then, in the sunshine that had crept around
the tree.

Macroy said in a moment or two, “Why are you here?”

Chase mopped his face with his sleeve.“Oh, I fall apart, see?” he
said rather cheerfully. “I practically never been what they’d call
‘together.” You talk about chances. I had plenty chances. But not
me, I wouldn’t stay in school. I coulda even gone to college. But I
wouldn’t go. So I'm forty years old and I'm crying in my wine,
when I can get any, like a baby whining after a shining star, too
far—” The man controlled his wailing rhyme abruptly. “Well. So.
Now they don’t know what else to do with me. So I'm a nut.
That’s okay.”

He relaxed against the back of the bench with a thump. “So
now,” he spoke quietly, “T'll do anything. I mean clear your name?
If you want? What can they do to me?”

Macroy didn’t speak.

“I wish—" said Chase. “Well, anyhow, now you know it wasn’t
your fault and it wasn’t her fault, either. And it wasn’t—" He
stopped and seemed to listen, anxiously.

“Excuse me,” said Macroy. “I was wondering what I would have
done. I'm no saint.” Macroy turned his face. “And never was.”

“But I didn’t know you, Mr. Macroy,” Chase began to be
agitated again. “You got to remember, for all I knew, you mighta
killed me.”

Macroy said, “I might have. I think not. But I wouldn’t have
laughed.”

Chase drew in breath, an in-going sob. “Ah, you don’t know me,
either. All I ever been is a bum, all my life. I never did no good or
been no good.”

“But you wish you had? You wish you could?”
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“God knows!” The cry came out of him, astonished.

“Yes. And I believe you.” Macroy bent his head. “I'm sorry. I'm
sorry. That woman was very dear to me. Very dear.”

“Don’t I believe it?” cried Chase as if his heart had split. “Oh,
God, don’t I know! I heard you calling her. I knew it in your
voice.” Chase was sobbing. “I remember a thing—what they say
in church—I remember. Don’t tell me it was good enough, the
best I could do. Because it wasn’t, and that’s what I know.”

Chase was on his knees and hanging to the minister’s knees,
and sobbing. “Oh, listen, listen. I'm sorry. I got a broken heart.
Believe me? Please believe me!”




Edward D. Hoch
The Rainv-Day Bandit

The pattern was there, the modus operandi was always the
same—an armed holdup in daylight, in the rain. But they
could never catch him. Each time he managed to get away . . .

The elusive rainy-day bandit was not Captain Leopold’s offi-
cial concern. The Captain knew about the case—everybody did;
but Leopold was head of Homicide, and he’d get into the high-
stakes game only if the bandit raised the ante—from armed
robbery to murder . . .

Detective: CAPTAIN LEOPOLD

Sam the clean-up man took Captain Leopold’s car and anchored
it firmly to the endless chain that would carry it through the
steaming, splashing suds of the car wash. “How are you today,
Captain?” Sam shouted above the roar of machinery.

“Good as could be expected on a Monday morning,” Leopold
shouted back. “Don’t know why I'm getting it washed. Looks like
it’s going to rain any minute.”

Sam squinted at the leaden sky and walked over to Leopold’s
side. “Sure hope not. I need a full week’s work to pay my taxes.”

Leopold nodded sympathetically. The 15th of April was only a
week away, and with the extra surtax this year it was hurting
everybody. He found himself reluctant even to pay out the cost of
the car wash, wondering why he didn’t sometimes chisel a bit like
everyone else and have it cleaned at the city garage along with
the official detective cars.

It was that sort of day, and it lasted even after he’d waved
goodbye to Sam and the other workmen and wheeled out onto the
street, heading downtown. In the other lane he noticed an
unmarked police car with a detective from Robbery at the wheel.
Tommy Gibson. A nice guy, someone everybody liked, but who
was not above taking a little graft on the side. There were a few
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others like him in the department, but they were not really
Leopold’s concern as head of Homicide. Tommy Gibson could take
his petty graft. As for Leopold, he’d still pay to have his own car
washed.

Sergeant Fletcher was already in the office with Leopold’s
coffee, and that made him feel a bit better. “You’re late, Captain.”

“Stopped to get my car washed. Saw Tommy Gibson on the way
in. What'’s he up to these days?”

Fletcher sipped his own coffee from the paper cup. “Robbery,
same as always. He’s in charge of this holdup investigation right
now. Probably hoping it won’t rain today.”

“The rainy-day bandit?” Although robbery was not directly in
Leopold’s province, he was aware of the crimes, as was everyone
else in the city. Perhaps that was why Tommy Gibson was out
cruising on a threatening Monday morning in April.

The first robbery had been a small-time affair—the stickup of a
parking-meter collector during a chilling rainstorm back in
January. It was followed three weeks later by one a little more
daring—a gas-station holdup. Then came an insurance office, and
the branch of a bank, and most recently a wealthy gambler on his
way to the bank with a deposit. The crimes were identical in their
execution. The day—for they were always daylight crimes—was
dark and overcast, with a heavy rain falling. The bandit wore a
cloth mask that covered his entire face, and he carried a shiny
nickel-plated revolver. Not one of the five victims doubted he
would have shot any one of them dead at the first indication of
resistance. In the case of the bank robbery—the bandit’s most
profitable venture to date—he’d actually knocked two people to
the floor as he dashed for the street.

“The Commissionet’s pushing Tommy for an arrest,” Fletcher
said. “This is the sort of thing the newspapers love. Since he
robbed that gambler last week, they’re almost beginning to treat
him like a modern Robin Hood.”

“He’s getting -more active with the spring rains,” Leopold
observed. “Two holdups so far this month, and it’s only the
eighth.”

There’d been an early Easter this year, and an early spring.
Somehow the whole year seemed hurried, as if racing toward
summer. Fletcher put down his coffee. “Well, at least it’s no
concern of ours.”

“No,” Leopold agreed. “Not unless he kills someone.”
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The rain started in midafternoon, driving hard out of the west.
It sent pedestrians scattering and slowed traffic to a crawl.
Captain Leopold looked up once from the autopsy report on his
desk to watch it beating on his windows, but then he went back
to work and paid no more attention to the downpour. After five
o’clock it settled into a steady drizzle that promised to last the
night.

It was nearly six when Sergeant Fletcher poked his head
around the corner of the door. “You still here, Captain?”

“Going home soon.”

“Tommy Gibson’s rainy-day bandit hit again.”

“Oh? Where?”

“A shopping center on Millrose. Around an hour ago. Cleaned
out six cash registers in a supermarket while fifty people
watched. The guy’s got guts, you have to say that!”

“He takes too many chances,” Leopold said sourly. “Some day
an eager citizen’s going to jump him, and then we’ll either have a
captured bandit or a dead hero.”

The rain lasted through the night as expected. It was still
coming down in the morning, although it had tapered off to a
damp drizzle that was more annoying than anything else. Leopold
was at his desk early, before eight, and he was just beginning to
think about his morning coffee when the call came in to
Fletcher’s desk.

“We've got a killing, Captain,” Fletcher said, already reaching
for his raincoat. “Want to come along? The cop who called in
thinks it might have been the rainy-day bandit.”

Leopold nodded. “Let’s go.”

The dead man was sprawled in an alley on Carter Street, his
body wet from rain, his eyes staring unseeing at the leaden sky.
He'd been shot once in the left temple, and there was no sign of
the gun. Leopold glanced at the body and then looked around at
the little group of men. He saw Tommy Gibson at once.

“This a rainy-day bandit caper, Tommy?”

“Looks like it, Captain. Victim’s name is James Mercer. He was
an insurance agent making collections in the neighborhood. The
money’s gone, though.”

“Anybody see it happen?”

Gibson glanced up at the empty windows. “Not in this
neighborhood. They’re mostly first-generation Americans, a lot of
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them on welfare. They never see a thing.”

Leopold nodded. “It could be your bandit. But it could be
anybody. Does he have a list of his collection stops?”

Sergeant Fletcher had been going quickly through the pockets
of the dead man’s soggy topcoat. “This might be what you want,
Captain.”

There were twenty-one names and addresses in the little
notebook, each with an amount and a series of dates written after
it. Eleven of them had been cheked off. “He didn’t collect much,”
Leopold observed, adding quickly, “About fifty bucks.”

“Where do we start?” Fletcher wanted to know.

“At the last name he checked off. Rose Sweeney. It’s just down
the street.”

They left the body in the care of the technical men with their
cameras and plastic bags and went in search of Rose Sweeney.
She proved to be a buxom woman of forty or so, with graying hair
and thick, round glasses that gave her the look of a startled owl.
Her apartment was cluttered with the flotsam of a lifetime, piled
here and there on tables as if she’d just moved in. Through it all,
she seemed to feel her way as she directed them to dusty chairs.

“Yes,” she said in answer to their first question, “that nice Mr.
Mercer was here for his money just about an hour ago.”

“Did he seem upset, nervous?”

“No, just quiet. More quiet than usual, I'd say. I gave him the
money—four dollars—and he left right away.”

“Did he always come at the same time?”

She blinked her eyes and nodded. “Every other Tuesday
morning, first thing. Right after he calls on Mr. Tydings down the
street. What’s the matter? Is something wrong?” She looked from
one to the other, seeming to smell the odor of panic they’d
brought with them to her cluttered apartment.

When they left Rose Sweeney, Leopold sent Fletcher to check
on the apartment houses across the street while he continued
down the block to the little clapboard cottage owned by Mr.
Tydings. In its day, when the area had prided itself on
horse-drawn carriages and a good view of the river a few miles
below, the cottage had probably been a little gem set among the
larger homes. Now, with the area racially mixed, with Polish and
Irish and Negro and Puerto Rican workers living in what had
originally been the Italian section of town, the cottage had taken
on a shabby appearance.
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And George Tydings himself was no less shabby. He needed a
shave, and his pale thin hands shook with the effects of some
early-morning drinking. The bottle, cheap vodka, was still visible
on the kitchen table. “What is it?” he asked tiredly. “What’s all
the trouble?”

“There’s been a shooting,” Leopold told him, getting directly to
it. “The insurance man—James Mercer. I understand he called on
you earlier this morning.”

“Sure. He was here. I paid him my money and he left.”

“Nothing unusual?”

“He seemed the same as always.”

“And you saw nothing through your windows?”

“Not a thing.” He wandered back out to the kitchen, seeking
his bottle. Leopold watched him weave carefully around a low
bookcase that partially blocked the kitchen door. While Tydings
poured himself a drink from the bottle, Leopold glanced at the
ragged paperbound books that filled the case. But there was
nothing unusual—mysteries, science fiction, a few modern novels
by Roth and Bellow and Updike, a book on ventriloquism, and
another on bricklaying. In a mystery novel that would have been
a clue, and Leopold found his mind concocting strange
combinations—a voice from inside a walled-up tomb, with some
sort of Poesque twist at the end. A ventriloquist kills his wife,
then—

“Want a drink?” George Tydings called from the kitchen table.

“Too early in the day,” Leopold said. “You a bricklayer?”

“Huh? Oh, the book. I was going to put a barbecue pit in the
back yard. Never got around to it. Neighborhood’s going to pot. So
why bother?” He came back in, moving again around the
awkwardly placed bookcase.

“Live here alone?”

A nod. “Since my wife left me. She fooled around with the
milkman—would you believe it, the milkman?—and I finally
tossed her out. Lost my job last week, too.”

“Sorry to hear that.”

Tydings seemed suddenly sad and sober. “Had a good job, too. I
wex}?t to college for two years. Wouldn’t believe it now, would
you?”

Leopold let himself out the front door and walked around the
back of the cottage, through weeds and grass coming alive with
the rains of spring. There was no barbecue pit. He walked



54 THE RAINY-DAY BANDIT

farther, to a rear alley, and followed it behind an apartment
building to the alley where Mercer’'s body had been found.
Sergeant Fletcher was there waiting for him, but by now the body
had been taken away.

“Find anything, Captain?”

“Probably nothing. Check on a man named Tydings, especially
on a wife who’s supposed to have left him recently. And while
you're at it, do a check on Rose Sweeney.” He glanced down at the
alley pavement where the body had been lying. “How about you?
Anything?”

“Maybe,” Fletcher answered. “You should talk to him.”

“Him? Who?”

“Name’s Kansas Johnson—Ilives across the street. He was next
on the collection list, but Mercer never got there.”

Johnson was standing tall and silent in the street with one of
the uniformed patrolmen. “You Kansas Johnson?” Leopold asked.

“That’s me.”

“What did you see?”

“Nothin’.”

Leopold turned to Fletcher. “Well?”

“He had a fight with Mercer last month when he came to
collect. Punched him in the jaw.”

Johnson shifted his feet. “Not hard. I just tapped him. He came
up behind me in the street and grabbed my shoulder. I didn’t
know who it was at first. Hell, I paid him the money and said I
was sorry.”

“And you didn’t see him today?”

*“No, sir.”

Leopold sighed, then turned to Fletcher. “You’d better get a full
statement from him about the incident last month. Then see what
else you can find around here. I'm going back downtown.”

It was mid-afternoon when James Mercer’s widow arrived with
her brother to identify the body. She was a handsome woman
with faded blonde hair and what was still a good figure. Leopold
questioned her briefly. It was a part of the job he never liked.

“Mrs. Mercer, did your husband have any enemies?”

“None. Everyone liked him.”

“Did he say anything about a fight he had with a man named
Kansas Johnson a few weeks back?”

“No. He didn’t tell me much.”
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“Do you have any children?”

“A son away at college.”

The brother cleared his throat. “Mrs. Mercer is highly
distraught, Captain. Is all this questioning necessary?”

“I'm sorry,” Leopold agreed. “That will be all. If you will just
identify the body—"

_ Later, when Leopold was alone again, Tommy Gibson strolled
in. “I guess you’re in on the big bandit hunt too, Captain.”

“If the bandit did it.”

“It sure looked like him from where I stand. Fits him like a
glove.”

“Except how did he know Mercer was collecting?”

Tommy Gibson dropped into a chair and lit a cigarette. “What
the hell! He knew Mercer, or he followed him. I don’t know! I just
know I'd bet my badge it’s the rainy-day bandit.”

“Look,” Leopold tried to reason, “would Mercer be the type to
jump a man with a gun?”

“Sure. Why not?”

“Last month a fellow named Johnson punched him and
apparently Mercer didn’t hit back. He doesn’t sound like the sort
to go after a man with a gun.”

Sergeant Fletcher came in then, his coat dripping from the
renewed rain. “I think we’ll need an ark to get home tonight,” he
grumbled. “Hi, Tommy.”

Leopold leaned back in his chair. “What’s the report?”

“I've got lots of info, but none of it’s much good. The fight
between Mercer and Kansas was strictly a one-punch affair, a
misunderstanding. Nothing to it. And Tydings’ wife really left
him. She’s living in Boston.”

Leopold nodded. “Anything else?”

“The woman, Rose Sweeney—she’s legally blind.”

RWhat?”

“Oh, she can see a little with those thick glasses—shapes and
things—but the neighbors claim it’s bad enough to get her a
pension for being blind.”

“Then she might not have seen the killer if he was right behind
Mercer.”

“Probably not,” Fletcher agreed.

Leopold didn’t like it. “What about the bullet?” he asked.

“A .38. It could have come from the type of gun the rainy-day
bandit always carries.”
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Leopold knew the type of gun. He kept one locked in the glove
compartment of his car, though he’d never had to use it.
“Anything else?”

“Nothing much. Except that he wasn’t killed where we found
the body.”

Leopold wasn’t sure he’d heard correctly. “What?”

“He wasn’t killed there. Not enough blood. And the soles of his
shoes were dry. He was shot somewhere else and dropped there.”

(!Oh‘”

“What do you think, Captain?”’

Leopold reached for a cigarette. He rarely smoked these days,
but he needed one just then. “I think that pretty much rules out
the rainy-day bandit.”

Tommy Gibson grunted agreement. “It might rule out robbery
as a motive, too.”

“He’s right,” Leopold told Fletcher. “A robber wouldn’t bother
moving the body.”

“So where are we?”

“Nowhere,” Leopold admitted. “Start checking the wusual
angles—wife, brother-in-law. And go talk to that Rose Sweeney
again. Whatever happened, it was after he left her apartment.”

It was raining harder when Leopold headed home, a little after
nine.

At eight o'clock the following morning it was still raining,
although the weather forecast was optimistic for the afternoon.
Leopold had left his lonely apartment early, as was his habit
when working on a difficult case. Fletcher had a wife and
children to occupy him at home, and Leopold didn’t mind doing a
bit of the legwork at times like this. He was well aware that only
a political expediency had brought him the rank of captain in the
first place. In another time, another city, he would have ranked
no higher than Tommy Gibson’s lieutenancy.

But there were certain privileges that came with the rank of
captain. If they didn’t extend to a free car wash at the
headquarters garage, they did include a police radio installed
under the dashboard of his own car. Now, flipping it on through
habit, he heard a routine report of a robbery in progress. “All
cars, all cars! Masked man observed entering all-night diner at
Fiftgl and Lakefront. Proceed with caution. May be rainy-day
bandit.”
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Leopold glanced at the street sign and realized he was only four
blocks from the scene. He gunned the motor and raced down a
side street.

The pavement on Lakefront was slick from the rain as he
turned into it on two wheels, almost overturning. He slowed his
speed as the diner came into view, then saw the masked figure
dart from the doorway. The man saw and recognized him, and
now he broke into a run, heading across a field.

Leopold skidded the car to a stop and jumped out, tugging at
his service revolver. “Stop or I'll shoot!” he shouted into the
morning air.

The masked bandit turned and brought up the familiar
nickel-plated revolver. But then suddenly he slipped on the wet
grass and the gun roared harmlessly into the air. Leopold knelt
and fired once and thought he’d hit the mark, but the bandit
scrambled to his feet and was off and running again. Leopold
fired once more and missed, then saw a police car pull up on the
side street and two officers joined in the chase. It seemed for a
moment that the masked man was trapped. They had backed him
against a rain-flooded creek that was surely too wide for him to
jump.

B\I;t again he fooled them. He launched himself across the water
with a flying leap as Leopold and the officers all fired. The three
bullets might have been made of putty. The bandit glanced back
once, then vanished into the woods beyond the creek.

Leopold shouted at the nearest officer, “Captain Leopold,
Homicide! Get back to your car and call for help. Try to head him
off on the other side of the woods. We might have a chance of
catching him.”

“The guy’s a damned phantom!”

“That’s the reputation he’s got,” Leopold said, brushing off his
trousers under.the raincoat. “You were just shooting at the
rainy-day bandit.”

“I'll be damned!”

“But I think he dropped something when he fell.” Leopold
headed back for the spot in the grass and after a moment’s
searching found it. “His gun!” He picked up the revolver
carefully, hoping it had prints but knowing it was probably use-

ess.
‘I;Think that’ll help identify him, Captain?” one of the officers
asked.



58 THE RAINY-DAY BANDIT

“I don’t know. But at least it’ll tell me whether or not he killed
a man named James Mercer.”

Fletcher phoned in just after lunch. “Hey, Captain, the sun’s
shining out here!”

Leopold grunted. “Where are you—Florida?”

“Would you believe Centerville?”

“I'd believe anything. But why Centerville?”

“Checking on Mercer’s brother-in-law. He lives over here. He’s
clear, though. He was in his office all morning till his sister called
him about the murder.”

“It was worth checking anyway. When you come in Ill tell you
about my shoot-out with the rainy-day bandit.”

“You got him?”

(!No.”

((Oh.”

“But I'll tell you about it.” He hung up and went to look out
the window, seeking some break in the clouds to the west. After
all, Centerville wasn’t that far away.

“Captain?”

“Yes, Tommy.”

Lieutenant Gibson placed a typed report carefully on Leopold’s
desk. “It’s the ballistics check on the bandit’s revolver.”

“Same gun that killed James Mercer?”

“No. Nothing like it.”

When Gibson didn’t move away from the desk, Leopold turned
from the window. “Then what’s the trouble, man? Why are you
standing there like that?”

“It’s just that—well, I think you must have gotten the weapons
confused, Captain.”

“Confused?”

“We checked the ownership on the gun—and it’s registered to
you.”

“To me!” Leopold snorted. “That’s impossible! I fired at him
with my service revolver. It doesn’t look anything like this
weapon.”

But Gibson stood firm. “Nevertheless, Captain, the serial
number shows the gun’s been registered to you for three years.”

“Let me see that!” Leopold snatched both report and weapon.
The gun did look familiar. Too familiar. He wondered why he
hadn’t realized it when he picked it up from the grass. “It was
stolen from me,” he said quietly.
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Tommy Gibson frowned. “By someone in the department,
Captain? I hope you don’t mean—"

The telephone rang and Leopold answered it. “Yes? Leopold
here.”

“Captain, we just got a trouble call from a Miss Rose Sweeney
on Carter Street. She asked for you.”

“I'm on my way,” Leopold almost shouted. Outside, the sun had
finally broken through the clouds.

He parked in a puddle outside her apartment, thankful that a
patrol was already on the scene. Rose Sweeney was inside with
the officer, tears rolling from behind the thick glasses that
covered her eyes. “He tried to kill me,” she sobbed. “I opened the
door and he grabbed at my throat!”

“Who was it, Miss Sweeney?”

“I couldn’t see. Just a shape in the doorway. When I started
screaming he ran away.”

“Come on,” Leopold told the officer. “I've got a hunch.”

He led the way down the street, aware of the sunlight reflecting
on the puddles of water, more aware of the curtains moving in
windows as the people of Carter Street watched this latest
incident. He recognized Kansas Johnson across the way, ducking
into an alley between two apartment buildings.

They reached the little cottage of George Tydings just as he was
closing the front door. Leopold hit the door with his shoulder and
pushed it open. “Hello again, Mr. Tydings.”

“What do you want now? What is all this?”

“A little conversation, that’s all.” Leopold saw the suitcase half
packed on the floor. “You weren’t thinking of taking a trip, were
you?”

Q(I—”

Then Leopold said to the officer, “Move that bookcase aside and
see if there’s a bloodstain on the rug under it.”

George Tydings took a step backward, and then seemed about
to spring on them. But all at once he collapsed into sobs. “All
right, I did it! I killed him!”

Leopold cleared his throat. “I must warn you of your rights
under the law. You need make no statement until your lawyer is
present.”

“What difference does it make? I killed him. I dropped the gun
down the sewer in the back alley.” He sat down at the table,
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looking up at Leopold. “How’d you know about the bloodstain?”

“The bookcase was half blocking the kitchen door. It just
seemed out of place on my earlier visit. When I learned that
Mercer had been killed elsewhere, a hidden bloodstain seemed at
least a possibility. You killed him here, then carried his body out
the back door and through the alleys to where it was found. I took
the route myself the other morning. Once you’d killed him, you hit
on a clever gimmick that almost worked. You knew he collected
from Rose Sweeney next, and you knew she was almost
blind—could distinguish only shapes. So you went there,
pretending to be Mercer, and collected her money. You wanted it
to appear that the killing took place after he left your cottage.
You'’re interested in ventriloquism, so I assume you could change
your voice enough to approximate Mercer’s. Besides, she said he
was quiet that day. Only you began to worry that she'd
recognized you after all, and so you tried to kill her just now.”

Tydings had buried his head in his hands. “You don’t know how
it was,” he sobbed.

“I think I can guess,” Leopold said. “You stole the collection
money to make it look like the work of the rainy-day bandit, but
in reality your motive was quite different. You told us your wife
was fooling around with the milkman. It’s not too far-fetched to
suppose she was fooling around with the insurance man too when
he dropped by. Perhaps he admitted it when you accused him, or
perhaps you didn’t need an admission to believe the worst and
kill him.”

“Yes,” Tydings mumbled. “Yes.” Leopold wasn’t sure which
question he was answering, which guilt he was admitting. But it
really didn’t matter any more. ..

Tommy Gibson came in the following morning while Leopold
and Fletcher were having their morning coffee. “You did mighty
nice work on that Mercer killing, Captain.”

“That type’s never difficult. He was almost anxious to confess.
I'm surprised he didn’t admit it the first time I questioned him.”

Gibson nodded. “I'm sort of sorry he didn’t turn out to be my
bandit, though. We’re as much at a dead end as ever on that.”

Leopold smiled. “Pray for sunshine, and that he doesn’t find
another gun. Maybe he’ll know when his luck has run out.”

“What do you think he does on days when the sun shines?”
Fletcher asked.

“If we knew that—" Leopold began.



THE RAINY-DAY BANDIT 61
And then suddenly he knew.

Sam the clean-up man was waiting to take the car from
Leopold when the Captain wheeled it into line at the car wash.
“Twice in one week, Captain! The rain really gets ’em dirty.”

“Sure does,” Leopold agreed, sliding out of the seat.

Sam was halfway in when he saw the nickel-plated revolver
lying on the passenger’s seat. He hesitated, then looked up at
Leopold. “What’s this?”

“I think you dropped that, Sam, after you tried to shoot me
with it.”

Sam cursed and lunged for the gun, but Leopold landed on top
of him. They tumbled out of the car together, but Sam broke free
and started for the rear entrance, then saw Fletcher and Gibson
coming in that way. He turned and ran down the track that
carried the cars through the mammoth washing cycle.

Leopold felt the sudsy water hit his face as he pounded after
the fleeing man. He caught him with a flying tackle just by the
big soft rollers that enveloped the cars. They skidded together in
the soapy water, then banged against the hot-air drying vents.
Sam made one last effort to break free, but a gush of rinse water
threw him off balance. He skidded, went down hard, and then
Fletcher and Gibson and Leopold were all on top of him.

“Too much water,” Fletcher grinned as he snapped on the
handcuffs. “And I thought you liked the rain so much.”

Sam glared at Leopold and spat.

“How’d you get me, copper?”

“You were using my gun all the time. I had it locked in my
glove compartment and hadn’t even looked at it in months. I was
wondering who could have stolen it without leaving traces of a
break-in, and then I remembered you, Sam. Every week you took
the car from me and started it through the wash. It was a simple
Jjob of ten seconds for you to remove the bunch of keys from the
ignition, unlock the glove compartment, take what you wanted,
and lock it again. You could have done it without even shifting
your position much behind the wheel. I suppose you did it to
hundreds of cars while you emptied their ashtrays and cleaned
their inside windows. When you stole the gun from me, that
must have given you the idea to go on to bigger things.”

“I should have killed you yesterday.”

“You tried hard enough. But you also helped give yourself
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away. You recognized my car and broke into a run. Very few
people would have recognized my private car, Sam. But of course
you knew it well.”

“So that’s what the rainy-day bandit did on sunny days,”
Fletcher said as they nudged Sam into the car for the trip
downtown. “The car wash was closed when it rained, but you
always had to be here working when the weather was good.”

Leopold tossed his coat into the back seat. “I'm soaked to the
skin, and I still didn’t get my car washed. Robbery detail is too
wet a business, Tommy. From now on I stick to homicides.”
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€67l don’t like it,” George Morton said stubbornly.

There was something almost petulant in his tone, like that
of a child being driven to a task against his will. He was a middle-
aged, nondescript, balding man, growing too fat. His wrinkled suit
bagged at the ankles, bunched itself across his stomach, straining
the buttons. He turned from his position near the windows of the
swank apartment where he had been staring morosely down at
the snow-covered meadows of Central Park, and walked over to
the small bar that furnished one corner of the elegant room. He
seated himself on one of the stools, frowned across the counter at
his host, and repeated: “I don’t like it.”

His words made no visible impression on the other. Jerry Reed
was a tall dapper man with a hairline mustache and an almost
military haircut. He continued to carefully measure gin and
vermouth into the ice-filled pitcher and then to stir it even more
carefully. He slowly decanted the contents into a tall stemmed
glass, and smiled. It was a faintly sardonic smile.

“Who said you had to like it?” Jerry Reed poured a glass of beer
for his guest and pushed it across the bar together with a bottle of
bourbon. A two-ounce shot glass was added to the collection.
“Who ever said you had to like any of them?”

He picked up his martini and carried it to the coffee table,
lowering himself into an easy chair and holding his drink
protectively as he sat. His eyes came up to the face of the man at
the bar and he raised his glass slightly.
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“Cheers.”

“Cheers.” Morton poured himself a shot of bourbon, downed it,
then sipped at his beer.

“Now, then,” Jerry said briskly, leaning forward and setting
his partially emptied glass on a coaster on the table. “Why don’t
you like it?”

“I never killed a woman before.”

Jerry sighed. When he spoke his voice had lost its amusement,
had turned flat. “When they’re dead, they’re not men or women
any more. They’re just bodies. Sexless. Clay. Mud. And you've
seen enough of them. And produced enough of them.”

“But I never hit a woman before.”

“So this time it’s a woman. She won’t be any less dead for that.
Or any deader, either.” Reed studied the other man emotionlessly.
“You like the money, don’t you?”

“Of course I like the money.”

“And your wife doesn’t think all that nice spendable money just
comes from your so-called job as a bookkeeper, does she?”

“My wife doesn’t know about the money,” Morton said, and
reached for the bottle, pouring himself another drink. “I don’t
even lay out all the dough I earn at the office. She thinks we’re
broke and I let her think so.” His voice was emotionless. “If she
knew how much money we really have I'd never get another
minute’s peace. When it’s time for me to retire she’ll know.”

Reed smiled, pleased to allow the subject to drift from the
assignment, satisfied to wait until Morton was in the proper
mood. “That’s smart. Keep them barefoot, ignorant, and pregnant,
I always say.”

“Janie never could get pregnant,” Morton said absently, and
shrugged. “I don’t mind. I’'m too old to stand the noise of kids,
anyway, I guess.”

“And how does she feel about your drinking?”

“She doesn’t know about that, either. And she better not.” The
second drink had brought a touch of truculence into the heavy
man’s voice. Jerry watched him calmly as the glass on the
counter top was replenished for the third time and then allowed
to sit. Morton always followed the same pattern: the third drink,
when finally taken, would eliminate the hostility, bring him back
to normal. And Jerry Reed knew from long experience that the
alcohol was not to build up false courage. Morton was the best
there was. It was simply habit.
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“I chew some gum and suck on some drops I've got before I go
home,” George said, and dismissed the subject, getting back to
another statement of Reed’s that his present mood rejected. “And
don’t call it any ‘so-called bookkeeping job.” We hire accountants,
not bookkeepers. And I'm the assistant office manager down
there. It’s a real enough job, all right.”

“You’re also a professional killer,” Reed reminded him gently.
“Working for me.” He smiled, continuing to avoid the subject of
Morton’s next hit, still waiting for the proper mood to be
established. The third drink would do it. The dapper man’s tone
was idle. “How do you manage to get those afternoons off when
you have a job to do?”

Morton shrugged. “The place is owned by my brother-in-law. He
probably thinks I'm sneaking out for a dame.” He shook his head.
“He doesn’t care. He only thinks I'm doing it. I know he is.” He

took his last drink.

- “And you never do?”

“As a matter of fact, I don’t.” The third drink was already
working; Morton smiled. “One woman gives me all the grief I
need.”

He finished the beer, pushed both glasses from him, and swung
about on the stool, facing Reed. The last drink had acted as usual;
he seemed calm, thoughtful, almost detached. Jerry stared at him
curiously.

“So if your wife gives you grief, and she doesn’t know about the
money, why not just do a disappearing act? In a town this size
you could do it right here and still keep doing jobs for me.”

“Oh, Janie isn’t so bad,” Morton said, and then added patiently,
“Besides, I told you. I like the job. Old Thomason—he’s the office
manager now—isn’t going to last forever. Two, three years and I
ought to be holding down his job.”

Jerry Reed studied the fleshy face a moment. It certainly took
all kinds! Yet he knew that no professional gun in New York City
could hold a candle to Morton. Nor did any other command—and
get—as high a fee. He shrugged.

“About the hit—"

Morton was ready. He relaxed against the bar. “Yes?”

“It’s Marcia Collingswood.”

“What?” Morton sat straighter, surprised. “But why—" He cut
the question off as soon as he started it; only his amazement had
made him begin to ask it in the first place. The whys were not his
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department. “The movie actress? I didn’t even know she was in
town.”

“Well, she is. She’s staying at the Hotel Belleville. Room 509.”

Morton snorted. “The Belleville? You've got to be kidding! That
fleatrap? Kept dames, quick rentals, and floating crap games—I
know the place. That’s where I hit Quinleven just last month.
Remember?”

“I remember,” Reed said dryly. “Anyway, that’s where she’s
staying. Incognito.”

Morton considered this. “So,” he said at last, simply. “Incognito.
Except everybody in the world seems to know where she is.”

“Nobody knows where she is. Except you, me, and the man
who’s paying his good money for the job.”

“The Belleville, eh?” Morton considered, then nodded slowly.
“Fifth floor...Well, that shouldn’t be any great chore. When
does the curtain go up?”

“Tomorrow evening, between five and six,” Reed said.

“Between five and six?” Morton shook his head decisively.
“We’re doing our annual audit today and tomorrow. I took this
afternoon off to come up here and see you, but I told my
brother-in-law I'd stay late tomorrow to make up for it. I ask him
for tomorrow off, even one minute, and he’s going to scream
bloody murder.” His tone became accusing. “I’ve just been telling
you I've got a job I like and I'd rather not get canned, if you don’t
mind.”

“Tomorrow evening,” Reed said with no change in his voice.
“Between five and six. She’s meeting somebody for cocktails and
dinner at seven—or at least she thinks she is—and she’s
scheduled to fly back to the coast on a midnight flight. But she’ll
be in her room between five and six, and expecting a caller.” He
studied Morton calmly. “There’ll be a bonus for this one.”

The heavy man sighed unhappily. “I'll have to say I'm sick,
which means I can’t even go back to the office afterwards. Which
means I'll not only miss the time at the office, but I'll have to
catch the seven o’clock train to Jersey. Which also means I miss
the bus, and either wait half an hour, or walk. In all this snow—"

“Tough,” Reed said evenly, and came to his feet, indicating the
conference was over. He stood while Morton climbed down from
the stool, walked Morton to the door, waited while the heavy-set
man struggled into his overcoat.

“Marcia Collingswood,” Reed said. “Hotel Belleville, Room 509.
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Between five and six.” He didn’t give the name under which she
was registered; Morton would know her by sight. Actually, the
repetition was merely force of habit; George Morton, he knew,
had the information stored unforgettably in his mind. He smiled
at the heavy man in friendly fashion. “If you make it close
enough to five you might still catch your regular train.”

“Not a chance,” Morton said mournfully, and opened the
apartment door. “You ever try to get a cab up near the Belleville
at that hour? Even in good weather? Not a hope.” He shook his
head dispiritedly, and closed the door behind him.

George Morton glanced at his watch and nodded. The
smoke-filled bar a block down from the Belleville was infinitely
more comfortable than the freezing weather outside—the bar was
too warm, in fact, since he was standing, one foot on the rail, still
wearing his overcoat. But then, he wasn’t being paid to be
comfortable. He picked up the small change before him, finished
his beer, and moved toward the door.

It had begun to sleet heavily when he emerged. Morton smiled
faintly. Good! True, he would have greater trouble getting to the
station afterward, but at least in this kind of weather heads were
bent against the driving wind, eyes buried in coat collars, minds
preoccupied with their owners’ discomfort rather than the faces of
strangers. And, too, the Belleville suited his purpose better than
any other hotel he knew. Privacy being the sole reason for the
hotel’s continued existence, and hence propriety, the lobby and
desk were around a corner from the entranceway, and both the
staircase and self-service elevator could be reached without a
person necessarily being seen.

Morton paused before the entrance, under the canopy flapping
in the icy wind, and glanced through the heavy glass of the
swinging doors. The immediate vicinity of the elevator was
deserted; the door of the small cab was open, electrically awaiting
custom; the light streaming obliquely from it added to the weaker
illumination of the corridor.

Morton nodded in satisfaction, pushed through into the area,
and stepped quite routinely into the empty elevator, pushing the
button for the sixth floor. If one considered walking a flight a
necessary precaution, George preferred it to be down rather than

up.
The door slid shut; the cab slowly began its whining climb.
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Morton removed his gloves, opened his overcoat, and brought out
a revolver from one jacket pocket and a silencer from another. He
carefully screwed the silencer into place, stuffed the lethal
assembly into his overcoat pocket, then pulled one glove on. His
bare hand was placed into the pocket over the gun, hiding its
projection. It made one side of his coat bulge suspiciously, but he
knew that the only person who might possibly notice would be in
no condition to report it.

At the sixth floor the elevator paused, considered, and then
allowed its doors to slide jerkily open. Morton stepped out quite
naturally, moving down the hallway with assurance. There was
nobody to be seen. From behind most of the doors there was an
almost watchful silence, but he did not allow this to disturb him
in dtxhe least. The other rooms projected muffled music from cheap
radios.

Morton pushed beneath the red light illuminating the entrance
to the stairway, trotted down the uncarpeted stairs, his face calm
and assured. He paused at the fifth-floor landing, glancing
through the small glass window set in the upper part of the door.
Like the sixth floor, the fifth was also deserted; he was not
particularly surprised, nor did he allow it to detain him. With a
nod he thrust the door aside and walked with confidence to the
door marked 509, rapping on it evenly, loud enough but not too
loud, with aplomb. Confidence was everything. It removed
suspicion from his victims until it was too late; it added to his
anonymity in case he was ever noticed. Confidence, but not
overconfidence . . .

The door opened. Instantly he recognized the woman facing
him, although in person, without makeup, she appeared much
older than her publicity photographs. He spoke quickly, before
she could recover from her evident surprise at the strange face.

“Miss Collingswood? I'm from the Daily News. Chamberly is my
name. We heard that you—"

The surprise and disappointment had disappeared; her face had
turned hard. “You heard what? What are you doing here? If I
wanted to see reporters I wouldn’t be staying at this—this—"

She clamped her jaws shut, starting to close the door. It caught
on his heavy shoe, wedged in the opening.

George Morton was extremely apologetic. The important thing
was that nobody appear from another room, or from the elevator,
before he gained entrance.
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“Look, Miss Collingswood, we’re a newspaper. I've got an editor
who eats reporters alive. When a good story breaks—"

“Take your foot out of the door. Do you hear?” Her white face
studied his for a moment and seemed to see something in it. She
came to a decision. “If you don’t 'm going to call the desk and
have them send a policeman up here. And if you print one word
about my being here, I'll deny it and sue your newspaper for more
money than it’s got. Do you hear? Is that clear?”

The foot remained. “Look, Miss Collingswood—"

But the girl had had enough. She marched to the small table
beside the bed, swinging about to hide the sight of him, reaching
for the telephone. Morton stepped inside, closing the door quick-
ly behind him. Her hand didn’t have time to raise the re-
ceiver; he shot her through the nape of the neck, and then once
more slightly higher, even as the body was crumpling helplessly
to the bed. The only sounds were the coughs of the silencer.

Morton unscrewed the silencer, put the gun in one jacket pocket
and the silencer in the other, and walked to the door, pressing his
ear against the thin panel. He didn’t even look back. He could
hear no voices; he straightened up, buttoning his overcoat,
slipping on the other glove. He opened the door slowly, calmly,
walking out and carelessly closing it behind him. The elevator
was in use, the pointer moving. He walked to the stairway,
backing into the door to open it, and then trotted down the steps.

The entranceway was empty when he made the last turn at the
final landing and descended to the street level. He stared through
the glass with a frown. The sleet had stopped beating down, but
the hazards of walking were evident in the figures lurching past.
The seven o’clock train? He’d probably be lucky to make even the
eight o’clock!

He pulled his coat collar up over his ears and pushed his way to
the street. A thin figure, face hooded in a fur collar, hunched in
the protection of the doorway, partially blocked his passage. He
pushed past and then heard the familiar voice.

“Hello, George.”

He swung about, staring, and then smiled in unbelieving
amazement. Whatever had brought Janie to the city that day, she
couldn’t have picked a better time, because no matter where she
went, Janie always drove. So she’d have the car, and, slippery or
not, a car was always better than walking. His smile suddenly
faded. Janie? Here?
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“Janie! What are you doing here?” A further question came to him,
disturbing, inexplicable. “And how did you know where I was?”’

“Because I followed you here about a month ago when I called
you at the office and my brother said you were going to be away
for the afternoon.” Her voice was spiteful, scathing. “I followed
you from the office when you left. And when I called to talk to
you today and my brother told me he was fed up with your taking
time off, I knew where you were. Do you understand? I knew!”

She stared up at him, her thin face almost wolfish. “I know
what kind of hotel this is. You think I’'m a fool, but I know what
goes on here—"

“But you don’t understand, Janie—"

She fumbled in her purse as for a handkerchief, her hand
emerged with a small gun. Morton stared at her incredulously.
She raised the weapon evenly.

“I said—I know—uwhat kind—of hotel—this is.”

Her words were soft although half strangled, punctuated by the
sharp splat of the gun. Morton’s eyes had widened in amazement
at the sight of the weapon; now they suddenly squeezed closed.

Two bullets drove him back inexorably, relentlessly; he struck
the glass doors leading into the hotel as if in relief for their
support, collapsing, sliding slowly down to the small step before
the entrance, then leaning sideways as if resting against the
doorjamb, lifeless.

She moved to him, bending over the rigid figure with its
grotesquely open mouth, oblivious of the tableau of startled
spectators frozen in their tracks by the sight, oblivious of the
shrill whistle from the corner of the street and the figure of the
policeman running toward her, sliding, slipping; oblivious of
everything but her all-consuming bitterness and her recognition
of her failure as a woman. The revolver dangled from her hand,
unnoticed, like an admonishing finger, scolding.

“And you’ve been drinking, too,” she said, and suddenly began
to cry.

\\QI}
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The return, after much too long an absence, of Dr. Daniel
Webster Coffee, chief pathologist and director of laboratories at
Pasteur Hospital, Northbank, U.S.A., and his assistant, Dr.
Motilal Mookerji, and Lieutenant Max Ritter of Northbank’s
Homicide Squad ... a view in depth of those of the younger
generation, circa 1969, who were “infatuated with the disil-
lusioned, the dispossessed, the bewildered” . ..

And now, to quote Dr. Coffee’s assistant, “the criminous
enigma of lady with poisoned hair” . ..

Detective: DPR. COFFEE

orthbank lay gasping under the prickly, suffocating blanket of

August. As the Northbank police station was not air-
conditioned, the doors to the squad room and the office of Detec-
tive Lieutenant Max Ritter beyond were wide-open, courting any
vagrant breeze.

Ritter did not hear the stranger come in. When he looked up,
the apparition already loomed in the doorway. The Lieutenant
blinked and looked again. The apparition was still there.
Implausible though it certainly seemed, it must be real.

Although the man was as tall as a basketball center and as
broad as an All-American lineman, his dimensions did not strike
the detective until second glance. Ritter’s first impression focused
on one fanatical eye gleaming above a fierce tangle of red beard.
The other eye was smothered by long carroty hair combed on the
bias across a bulging forehead.

Lucite buttons as big as silver dollars glittered on his
emerald-green shirt. His denim trousers might have been sprayed
on, and his Javanese sandals were bright with gilt. He carried a
corduroy jacket over one arm.

Ritter swallowed. His Adam’s apple bobbed in his long throat.
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When the bobbing had stopped he asked, “Can we help you,
buster?”

“I sincerely hope so,” said the apparition. The resonant,
cultured voice emerged from his garish jester’s rig like a bass
organ note from a tinny harmonica. “I'm desperately in need of
assistance in tracing my fiancée.”

Lieutenant Ritter smiled sadly but tolerantly as though to say:
errant flancées are two for a quarter around here, but we’ll do our
best. “Missing Persons,” he said, “is just down the hall.”

“Yes, I know. I've just come from there. They've been very
helpful. Checked the hospitals and that sort of thing. But they
don’t share my conviction that Phyllis has met with foul play.
This is the Homicide Bureau, isn’t it?”

Ritter nodded. When he saw that the apparition was on the
point of sitting down, he stood up, but he was too late to move the
extra chair out of the line of airflow from the buzzing fan. He was
pleasantly surprised when the expected New Left effluvia did not
materialize.

“What makes you think baby doll has been given the works?”
asked the detective. “Did she, to coin a phrase, frequent unsavory
characters? Did she smoke pot or sniff glue or roll drunks?”

“Please.” The red beard advanced halfway across Ritter’s desk.
“Can I hope to convince you that I'm deadly serious? My name is
Brown—Tiberius Brown. My home is in San Francisco. My
fiancée’s name is Phyllis Emerson.”

He fumbled in the pocket of his jacket and produced a
Kodacolor snapshot which he dropped in front of Ritter. “She
came to Northbank about six weeks ago. She wrote me every
other day until suddenly, about ten days ago, her letters stopped
coming. I wired her. No answer. I tried to reach her by
telephone—unsuccessfully.”

Ritter studied the photo. It was a full-face shot of a girl with
straight blonde hair that dangled to extreme length on both sides
of her head. She wore a baby-blue turtleneck sweater and
earrings like something by Calder out of Brancusi. The detective
was puzzled by what seemed to be conflicting traits in the girl’s
face: sensual lips and a stern, determined chin; wistful blue eyes
and an imperious tilt of the nose; the dreamer and the activist;
the romantic and the aggressive realist.

“Why would anyone want her dead?” Ritter asked bluntly.

“I can’t imagine.” Tiberius Brown spread his hands. “But why
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should she stop writing? Where is she?”

“Maybe she left for Hanoi or Havana or some place like that,”
said Ritter. He didn’t smile. Neither did Tiberius Brown, who
shook his head vigorously.

“She would have written me,” he said.

“Did she have any connection with Northbank’s boy militant
who got himself arrested in San Francisco a few months ago for
raising hell and inciting to riot on the campus of Farwestern
University? Simon Gallick. When he got out of the clink he came
back here and married a screwball heiress.”

“Everybody at Farwestern knew Gallick, of course. But Phyllis
was not the political type.”

“Look,” Ritter said. “Begin at the beginning. What was
Phyllis doing in Northbank? Why did she leave the Coast without
you? And who the hell are you anyhow?”

Tiberius Brown seemed to swell with dignity. His red beard
Eosela{ to point directly at Ritter as he leaned farther across the

esk.

“I have told you that my name is Tiberius Brown. I am an
instructor in Elizabethan and Restoration drama at Farwestern
University in California. I am also director of the Dionysian
Little Theatre in San Francisco. I've—"

“And Phyllis Emerson was a student of yours?” Ritter
interrupted.

“She was registered in my course on Wycherley and the
Restoration dramatists, yes. She was also one of the Dionysian
Players.”

“Was she living with you?” Ritter was again blunt.

“We've been very much in love for more than a year.”

“Why don’t you get married then?”

“We agreed to wait until I had my Ph.D. There’s no future in
an academic career without a doctorate, and I'm still working on
my thesis.”

“But she loved you—was nuts about you?”

“Definitely.”

“Then why did she hightail it to Northbank without you? Why
didn’t you come with her?”
th“I.was giving a summer course at Farwestern while writing my

esis.”

“You still haven’t told me what she was doing in Northbank.”

“Haven’t I? Well, she was offered bit parts in the summerstock
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company here. She’s crazy about the theater, so she came.”

“Who made the offer?” Ritter asked.

“Don Sutherland. He’s director of the summer playhouse here.”

“Doesn’t Sutherland know where she is?”

“No. He says she was ailing and dropped out of the cast last
week.”

“Like how? Was she on acid or something? Maybe she was
having withdrawal symptoms.”

“Nothing like that. Sutherland said she was having nauseous
spells during rehearsals. He thought it was just nerves or the hot
weather. Then she stopped coming around.”

“And he didn’t check when she didn’t show?”

“He called the hotel where she was supposed to be staying and
was told she was not registered. The Northbank Hilltop. I got the
same answer. Apparently she just went there to write me on the
hotel’s stationery. You can understand now why I'm not only
apprehensive but desperate.”

Ritter nodded. He picked up the photo of Phyllis Emerson and
studied it again. “You still don’t give me a reason why anybody
should want her dead,” he remarked, “but maybe I can dig up one
on my own. Where can I reach you, Professor?”

“I'm at the Hilltop—just in case she should turn up there. I
would appreciate any help, Lieutenant.”

“Keep in touch,” said Ritter. “T'll keep this snapshot.”

He got up as the bearded giant strode through the squad room
and watched him start down the stairs.

“Brody,” he called to a detective who had looked up from his
two-finger typing of a report (in triplicate) to stare at Brown.
“Stay on his tail.” Ritter pointed. He spoke in a stage whisper.
“Hilltop Hotel.”

Although Ritter told himself that Tiberius Brown'’s fears for the
life of a kook like Phyllis Emerson did not really make the girl a
prime concern of the Homicide Squad, the interview had somehow
left him with an uneasy feeling. Something about the person and
personality of the Bearded One didn’t ring true, even though it
was not strange that a junior pundit of Restoration Drama
(whatever that was) should take on the protective coloring of the
querulous generation. He was not completely surprised, therefore,
when Brody called in forty minutes later to report.

“I lost him, Chief. He didn’t go to the Hilltop Hotel like you
said. He headed for Southbank first thing, and I lost him in the
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bridge traffic. I got his license number, though. He was driving a
rented car, and the rental people say he gave his address as the
YMCA, not the Hilltop. The Y people say he’s not registered there
either. Want me to call in the Southbank cops?”

“No. Come on in.”

That settled it. Inasmuch as homicide in Northbank was in the
summer doldrums for the moment, Ritter decided to invade the
province of the Missing Persons Bureau. If his hunch proved
wrong, nothing was lost. Slipping the Kodacolor image of Phyllis
Emerson into his pocket, he drove to the Northbank Summer
Playhouse which was housed in a deserted schoolhouse just
outside of town.

He found Donald Sutherland waving his arms at two eager but
slow-witted actresses on the schoolhouse stage. Sutherland was an
exceedingly pretty young man. His carefully waved golden hair
rippled back from a broad unruffled brow. His smooth pink
cheeks dimpled when he smiled. The way his bell-bottomed
candy-striped trousers clung to his posterior could only be
described as callipygian. His gestures were extravagant and
fluttery as he directed the rehearsal, yet he was not even
perspiring. He interrupted the scene to answer the detective’s
questions.

“Yes, of course I know Phyllis Emerson. Good heavens! I hope
nothing has happened to her.”

“That’s what I want to know. When did you see her last?”

“Let’s see now . .. four mornings ago. She’d been feeling seedy
for several days before that. I told her to go see my doctor. She
didn’t go, though. I called the doctor. I called her hotel, too. No
answer. She may have gone back to the Coast.”

“Think she was well enough to travel?” Ritter asked.

“Oh, I think so. Probably just nerves and the hot weather. She’s
pretty high-strung—Ilike a lot of stage-struck kids who have more
ego than talent.”

“Why’d you hire her if she’s no good?”

“Oh, she’s not all that bad. She’s adequate for walk-ons and bit
parts, but I did not hire her. She offered to come with me for the
summer at no salary—just for the experience.”

“I hear her fiancé came to see you,” said Ritter.

“Fiancé?” Sutherland frowned.

“Professor Tiberius Brown of Farwestern University.”

“Oh, him!” The smile was not even lip-deep.



76 MISSING: ONE STAGE-STRUCK HIPPIE

“Is Brown a phony?”

“I wouldn’t say that exactly, but he’s not really a man of the
theater either. Of the library, rather. He smells of old books. He’s
wandered into the wrong century, I think—he belongs to the
Seventeenth. He tries hard to live in the Twentieth, but he’s
miscast. He can’t create the illusion. He’s just a ham in a costume
play.”

“But Phyllis Emerson goes for him?”

Sutherland shrugged. “I wouldn’t know. I’ve never inquired into
her private emotions. Now if you'll excuse me—"

“Just a minute. You said you tried to telephone Phyllis.
Where?”

“At the Hilltop Hotel.”

“Brown says she’s not registered there.”

“She’s registered there all right, but not under her own name.
She doesn’t want her family to come and drag her home. I
promised I'd keep her secret, but since you’re from the
police . . . Just ask for Ellen Terry or Minnie Maddern Fiske or
Adrienne Lecouvreur.”

“I'll do that,” said Ritter.

Dr. Daniel Webster Coffee, chief pathologist and director of
laboratories at Pasteur Hospital, squinted into the twin lenses of
his binocular microscope and made small clucking sounds as he
twisted the focusing knobs.

“Dr. Mookerji,” he called, “will you come here and look at this
section of a bile duct? I'm sure you've seen plenty like it in India.”

Dr. Motilal Mookerji, rotund resident pathologist, Calcutta’s
gift to Northbank, waddled across the laboratory. Flicking the tail
of his pink turban over one shoulder, he sat down beside his chief.
His plump brown fingers moved the tiny rectangle of glass under
the nose of the microscope.

“Quite!” he said. “Clonorchiasis. Am wagering deceased was
G.I. Joe. Yes?”

“Yes,” said Dr. Coffee. “Home a year from Vietnam. He
shouldn’t have died. If whatever dumbbell treated him had sent
the lab the proper specimen, we’d have seen eggs by the
thousands. Then we could have told his doctor to clean out the
trematodes with gentian violet instead of treating the poor guy
for infectious hepatitis. True, we never used to see these liver
flukes here in the Middle West, but with three-quarters of a
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million troops eventually coming home from Asia, doctors all over
the country had better learn to be on the lookout for about fifty
kinds of tropical parasites they never saw before ... Oh, hello,
Max.”

Lieutenant of Detectives Max Ritter had made an unannounced
entrance into the pathology lab. Ritter felt very much at home in
the laboratory, for he had for years considered Dr. Coffee as his
private medical examiner. Northbank was still burdened with the
coroner system, in which the coroner, an elected official, was
always more skilled in politics than in forensic medicine. Ritter
unceremoniously parked himself on a corner of Dr. Coffee’s desk,
pushed his dark felt hat to the back of his head, and saluted with
a casual wave of his hand.

“Hi, Doc,” he said. “Hi, Swami.” He pulled a sheaf of dog-eared
envelopes from his pocket. “I got problems.”

“More felonious homicides, no doubt,” said Dr. Mookerji.

“I ain’t sure,” said the detective, “but I could do with some
advice. It’s this way.” And he started to outline the strange story
of the missing stage-struck hippie, her disappearing red-bearded
fiancé, and the dimpled, golden-haired director of the summer
playhouse.

“I checked at the Hilltop Hotel where Phyllis Emerson is
registered as Adrienne Lecouvreur who they tell me died two
hundred years ago,” he said. “The desk clerk is new and never
saw the gal, but the manager let me in her room. Nobody seems
to remember when she’s in it last, but one thing is sure—when she
leaves it, she doesn’t expect to be gone long. Her feathered mules
are still under the bed, her see-through nightgown is still hanging
on the back of a chair, and her toothbrush is still in a glass in the
bathroom. But no sign of Phyllis.”

“What'’s all this got to do with pathology, Max?”

“It’s like this,” Ritter said. “The gal quit Sutherland’s troupe
because she got sick. In the mornings. When I get into her room I
find a couple of doctors’ names scribbled on the cover of the phone
book.” He consulted the back of an envelope and read off two
names. “Would one of these M.D.’s just happen to be an
abortionist, Doc?”

The pathologist glanced at the envelope. “They’re G.U. men, so
I have no doubt that both have at some time done a therapeutic
abortion. But they’re also reputable physicians and neither would
risk his license to perform a clandestine D and C. Still, she might
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have tried. What does she look like, this girl?”

The detective produced the Kodacolor snapshot. Dr. Coffee
studied it for a moment, then phoned each of the doctors. Neither
remembered a girl answering Phyllis Emerson’s descrip-
tion coming in for a consultation.

“My advice to you, Max, is to have this picture copied and give
it to all the newspapers,” Dr. Coffee said.

The picture of Phyllis Emerson was in all the morning editions,
blown up to two- or three-column size. It was also on the early
morning television news in living color.

The phone calls were already coming in when Max Ritter
reported for the morning shift. Nearly half the calls were from
cranks—the usual quota of exhibitionists who are drawn to a
front-page story like maggots to cheese. The other calls were from
people honestly trying to be helpful, and these required patient
legwork to check out. Because a news photo has a tendency to
impose its own features on a remembered face, all leads wound up
in dead ends—until noon.

“Homicide. Lieutenant Ritter.”

“Hi, Max. This is Jerry Fry, Southbank. Remember me?”

“Sure, Jerry. Haven’t seen you since we worked together on
that WAC murder. What’s on your mind?”’

“I think I got a make on that gal you’re looking for—the one in
the morning papers.”

“Phyllis Emerson?”

“Yeah. I saw her three-four days ago getting out of a cab on this
side of the river.”

“You sure?”

“Pd bet on it. She was on her way to the Love Farm—the
Gallick place. Know where that is?”

“Who doesn’t? Look, Jerry, that’s outside my jurisdiction, but
I'm coming over anyway to smell around. If I need help I'll send
up a smoke signal.”

Ritter had never set foot on the Gallick “Love Farm,” he
reflected as he drove toward the War Memorial Bridge, but he
was familiar enough with its denizens who often crossed the river
to burn draft cards or join protest marches. The “farm” was the
creation of Mrs. Zona Billworth Gallick, a rebel in mink. She was
the daughter of Jonathan Billworth, manufacturer of plumbing
fixtures, who made his first million pioneering the non-white toilet
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bowl. She could never forgive her father for having become filthy
rich exploiting the hypocrisy of a society so ashamed of its
natural functions that it surrounded them with a phony
self-conscious beauty.

Zona’s embittered filial protest took the form of spending as
much of his ill-gotten gains as she could on relevant causes, such
as buying an abandoned farmhouse across the river and converting
it into a communal pad for Northbank’s hippies and yippies. As a
further protest against the Billworth bowls in pastel shades, she
refused to install indoor plumbing in the old farmhouse. Her love
children got along with the original outhouse in the backyard.

Zona’s crowning act of defiance of Papa Billworth and his
obscene millions was her marriage to Simon Gallick, the campus
extremist. Gallick had become a fledgling revolutionary when he
was thrown out of Northbank University in his sophomore year.
The charges against him were threefold. He had been caught
cheating in an Elementary Russian exam. He had flunked
resoundingly in nine hours of credits—political science,
economics, and American history. He had been apprehended by
campus police while planting cannabis sativa in the Dean’s
flower garden.

Max Ritter had seen and heard Simon Gallick in action. While
he considered the young man a physical mess, he had to admit
that the punk possessed a peculiar perversive charm—perhaps
pervasive and persuasive as well as perversive. His high-pitched
voice rose, in his most hortatory moments, to heights of
demagogic frenzy. His harangues were as rich in emotion as they
were empty of substance, but he could make New Left clichés
sound like pearls of wisdom. And he flitted (at Zona’s expense)
from campus to campus and coast to coast, like a wandering
dervish strewing tacks on the seats of learning—until, after his
latest incarceration in San Francisco, Zona (who was terrified of
flying) bailed him out, brought him home, and married him.

There was a chain across the access road to the Love Farm.
Ritter dropped it and drove up to the front door of the dilapidated
farmhouse. Zona had not done much rehabilitation. Paint was
peeling, shutters hung at crazy angles, cardboard and tar paper
patched broken windows. The arid soil was knee-deep in weeds,
but paper flowers garlanded the front door. A Vietcong flag hung
limp on the hot steamy air.

In the front yard half a dozen fat girls and gangling young men
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were busy painting signs, obviously in preparation for picketing
that week’s state convention of the American Legion which was to
be addressed by an Assistant Secretary of Defense. Two were
modeling an Uncle Sam with bloodstained hands. The group
stopped work and stared at Ritter.

Ritter strode through the hostile hippies and made straight for
the barn, where a red Jaguar was parked next to a black Cadillac
adorned with psychedelic symbols. He looked inside the cars, then
climbed a ladder to the hayloft. Nothing. The long-haired boys
and ratty-looking girls were clustered about the foot of the ladder
when he came down.

“You pig!” screamed one of them.

“I'm a police officer,” said Ritter. “Where’s your high priest?”

Silence.

“I'm looking for the Gallicks.”

“They’re not here.”

“A lie. That’s Zona’s Cad and Simon’s Jag over there.”

“They don’t talk to pigs,” said a barefoot fat girl.

“They’ll talk to me.”

“Better put on your helmet. Si’s in bad humor today,” said one.

“Where’s your mace?” another demanded.

There was a chorus of rude lip noises and one-syllable words as
Ritter walked toward the farmhouse. The noise brought the
Gallicks to the front door.

“What do you want?” demanded Zona. She was a tall gawky
girl, but her skinny thighs did not deter her from wearing jeans
that were scarcely more than a faded blue-fringed G-string. Her
tussah silk blouse was properly grimy, but the Ban the Bomb
medallion that dangled from the end of her Sicilian amber love
beads—an inverted trident of rubies in a circlet of
platinum-mounted diamonds—had been made to order by
Cartier’s or Tiffany’s. She wore huge violet sunglasses that hid
half her face like a wrap-around windshield and made her
buttonhole mouth seem even smaller than it was.

“I'm looking for a blue-eyed blonde named Phyllis Emerson,”
Ritter said. “I understand she’s here. 'm a police officer.”

“Wrong again, pig,” said Simon Gallick, releasing Zona’s hand
to step forward. He was nearly a head shorter than his wife despite
the extra inches supplied by his hair which rose in a sooty fright
wig. His face was weasel-like and the upside-down crescent of a
tired dark mustache drooled dismally around the corners of his
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mouth. His walk was the standard slow-motion lope of his kind,
hands slanted into the front pockets of his levis as though
caressing his lower abdomen. “Nobody here by that name.”

“Take a look at this.” Ritter unfolded the front page of a
morning paper.

Gallick shook his head. Zona, looking over her shoulder, said,
“We've never seen her.”

“Let me refresh your memories. She came here in a taxi a few
days ago. She’s from California.”

“She’s not here.”

“Mind if I go in and look around? Or shall I dig up the cabbie
and get a search warrant?”

“Go ahead and look,” Gallick said. “Or do you want to throw in
a few tear-gas grenades first?”

The detective walked in. He gingerly traversed several rooms
on which mattresses and rumpled blankets were heaped on the
floor. Trailing a noisome odor to the rear of the house, he found
that the kitchen had been converted into a laboratory for the
manufacture of stink bombs, probably to greet the Assistant
Secretary of Defense. When he opened a cupboard door, a
kitten-sized rat jumped out, knocking over several cans and then
scurrying silently away. He climbed rickety stairs, poked into
dark corners, opened doors, and discovered nothing more than
another rat.

“Satisfied, pig?” Gallick said when he came down.

“No,” said Ritter. “I’ve seen better sties.”

Zona let out a string of epithets.

“Now, now. Be nice, or we'll keep the TV cameras away from
your next demonstration.”

“See you from the barricades”—followed by another sequence of
epithets.

“A pleasure,” said Ritter, grinning.

He hurried from the house while he could still control his itch
to take a poke at the Love Farm’s leader. He was streaming,
physically and mentally, as he strode through the tall weeds.
Suddenly he stopped, bent to investigate a gleam of reflected
sunlight that had caught his eye. He picked up a lucite button as
big as a silver dollar. He turned it over. A few green threads
clung to the under side.

He hesitated, started to turn back, changed his mind. When he
reached his car he switched on his radio and ordered an all-points
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Ritter had scarcely returned to his desk when his phone rang.

“This is Dan Coffee, Max. I've been trying to reach you for more
than an hour. I think I've located that blue-eyed blonde.”

“You think? You’re not sure, Doc?”

“Well, she’s here in the hospital, but she’s not blonde.”

“You mean she’s dyed her hair?” "

“I mean she hasn’t any hair. She’s bald.”

The startled sound that Ritter made could have been a bark.
“Has she been scalped, Doc? Or was she wearing a wig?”

“She’s been poisoned, Max, and I'm afraid she’s in pretty bad
shape. Better get right over here in case she has a lucid moment.”

Ritter went through six red lights with his siren going all the
way to Pasteur Hospital.

“Am I too late?” he gasped as he charged into the pathology
lab.

Dr. Coffee shook his head. “She’s hanging on, but she’s in shock
and in a coma. She can’t talk.”

“Think she’ll make it?”

Again the pathologist shook his head. “They’ve given her
stomach lavage and tried chelation with dimercaprol, but—"

“Hold on, Doc. Translate.”

“My tentative diagnosis,” said Dr. Coffee, “based on the loss of
hair, is selenium or thallium poisoning. Thallium, which is the
more probable, is a heavy metal. When metallic ions are
inactivated by some other substance, the process is called
chelation. That’s what was tried. I'm afraid however, that her
body had already absorbed more than a toxic dose. As little as one
one-hundredth of an ounce can be fatal.”

“Let’s go back, Doc. How did she get here?”

“I understand that emergency got an ambulance call this
morning from the Northbank Summer Playhouse—"

“From a guy named Don Sutherland?”

“I think that was the name.”

“Why in hell didn’t he call the police?”

“I wouldn’t know, Max. I'm just a pathologist, remember. He
told the ambulance intern that when he came to the theater this
morning he found the girl lying on the stage near the footlights.
She was comatose. She had been vomiting on the proscenium and
this man—Sutherland?—thought she had been sleeping off a
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drunk until he noticed blood in the vomitus. Then he called for an
ambulance.”

“Sounds fishy to me,” Ritter said. “Or don’t you think so?”

“That’s your job, Max. My primary interest is in identifying the
poison so that I can keep her alive, if possible. Luckily the
ambulance intern brought me a sample of the vomitus, and Dr.
Mookerji is doing a chemical analysis now. It’s a complicated
affair, though, and will take several days. Meanwhile I'm getting
a spectrographic analysis from the lab at Northbank University.
They have the equipment, and it’s much quicker.”

“What am I supposed to do in the meantime?”

“You know your own routine, Max. Keep in touch with me,
and—" The phone rang. “Pathology,” said Dr. Coffee. “Yes,
Doctor . .. I see. Just now? ... Okay, I'll get authorization for an
autopsy.” He replaced the instrument with great deliberation.
“Max, Phyllis Emerson is dead.”

“Do I get a John Doe warrant for homicide?”

“I doubt very much that it was suicide. It’s such an unpleasant,
messy way to die. Does she have family?”

“On the Coast. I'll pass the word.”

The Missing Persons Bureau of the San Francisco police
department was very much interested in Ritter’s telephone call.
Phyllis Emerson had indeed been on their list for weeks. Her
parents hadn’t reported her when she first disappeared. They
thought she had simply gone off on one of her periodic
demonstrations to prove that she belonged to another generation
and was beholden to no one. They weren’t worried. She had left
home before, but had come back after holing up for a week or so
in the Haight-Fillmore district.

“When we couldn’t locate her there, we sent out queries to Los
Angeles, Chicago, New York—all the hippie meccas. We never
thought of Northbank.”

“Did her parents say anything about her possible love life?”
Ritter asked. “Wasn’t she supposed to be engaged? Did she have
any boy friends?”

The voice at the other end of the transcontinental line gave a
cultured chuckle. Its owner was probably a recent graduate of the
Criminology Department at Berkeley. He chose his words
carefully. “According to her father, there was no romantic
attachment, but of course the parents are always the last to
know. Phyllis Emerson, said her father, was heart-loose and
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fancy-free. Her only love affair was with her generation. She was
infatuated with the disillusioned, the dispossessed, the
bewildered. I'm sure her father will fly out as soon as I give him
the bad news.”

“Try to hold him until after the autopsy,” Ritter said, “so we
can get the girl a wig. She was poisoned bald-headed. Call me if
you dig up anything.”

He had scarcely finished his conversation when the phone rang.

“You the fella looking for that blonde cutie who had her pitcher
in the papers this morning?” a man’s voice asked.

“I was,” said Ritter, “but we’ve found her.”

“Oh. Then you tell her when she comes back to pick up her
stuff that she owes me three bucks for cleaning up the mess in
her cabin.”

“Who's this speaking?”

“'m Sam Tullinger, manager of the Riverside Motel out on
River Road and Garfield.”

“I'm afraid Miss Emerson won’t be back, Mr. Tullinger—"

“Emerson? She registered as Minnie Fiske.”

“Same gal, I'm sure. Have you cleaned up the cabin yet?”

“Not yet. I just looked inside when I seen her pitcher. She
wasn'’t there.”

“Then don’t touch a thing. Don’t let anybody in the cabin. I’ll
be right out,” Ritter said.

He took off as soon as he could assemble a crew of technicians.
He knew the Riverside Motel, having, with Dr. Coffee’s help, once
solved a particularly diabolic murder there. The motel had
changed hands in the interim, the former manager having been
the last man to die in the electric chair before the state abolished
capital punishment.

Sam Tullinger, the present manager, was prepared to be
uncooperative until Lieutenant Ritter paid the three-dollar
cleaning fee out of his own pocket.

“What about the rent?” Ritter wanted to know.

“Miss Fiske paid a week in advance.”

“Mrs. Fiske died thirty-odd years ago. Miss Emerson just died
today. When did she rent the cabin?”

“Two-three days ago. Want the exact date?”

“Later. Who brought her here?”

ﬂA taxi.”

“Nobody with her? No man?”
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“Nope. She was alone when she come in.”

“No men came to see her while she was here?”

“I wouldn’t know. I don’t play Big Brother to my tenants.”

“You never noticed a man with a big red beard?”

“I said I mind my own business. I—now wait a minute. Last
night a hippie type with a red beard and a green shirt drove up in
a Thunderbird while I was looking after some Legionnaires. He
started to get out of the car, then changed his mind and got back
in and drove off.”

“Did he have a girl with him?”

“I didn’t see nobody else in the car. This guy with a beard acted
drunk to me, but I didn’t pay too much attention. We been pretty
busy these days with the state Legion convention starting
tomorra.”

“When did Miss Emerson—or Fiske, as you call her—leave?”

“I wouldn’t know. I didn’t know she was gone when I saw her
pitcher in the paper. Then I went down to look in Cabin Fourteen
and she wasn’t there. So I called you.”

Ritter accompanied Sam Tullinger to Cabin Fourteen where the
photographers and fingerprint men were already busy. He noted
the meager store of staples in the kitchenette and the few dirty
dishes in the sink. The bed was unmade. There were no bottles or
cosmetics in the bathroom, but there was evidence on the floor
that the occupant had been sick on the way to the bathroom. He
was only mildly interested in the cheap plastic suitcase—empty,
of course—but he was fascinated by the tufts of long blonde hair
strewn about the place—on the pillow, the back of a chair, on the
floor.

Ritter collected the hair into a neat bundle which he gave to
the chief of the technical squad to deliver to Dr. Coffee at Pasteur
Hospital.

On his way back to police headquarters the detective mused
that while the pieces were beginning to fall into place, there were
still too many pieces missing.

The phone was ringing when he walked into his office. State
Highway Patrol was on the wire. “We just found that rental
Thunderbird you’re looking for,” said the trooper at the other end.

“Good. Where? Southbank?”

“No, just off Lilac Lane. That’s a side road runs into Interstate
Seventy-five north of town.”

“Anywhere near the Summer Playhouse?”
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“About half a mile.”

“No sign of the driver?”

“Nope. Car was wrecked. Left the road on a turn and smacked
into a tree. Blood on the windshield and an empty bourbon bottle
on the floor. You sending your lab men out?”

“It’'s your backyard,” Ritter said, “but Tl1 come over just to
watch you boys work.”

Half an hour later Ritter was watching but saw little he
considered significant. There were, as he expected, a few coarse
red hairs clinging to the bloodstains on the windshield. There were
also what appeared to be dried drops of blood trailing footsteps
that crossed the road and disappeared into the weeds and scrub
growth. Troopers who had tried to follow the trail farther up the
hillside found nothing.

Ritter watched several moulage men spraying shellac on tracks
apparently made by a heavy car beyond the spot where the
Thunderbird had left the road, as they prepared to make casts of
the tire patterns. Then he drove back to Interstate 75 and
proceeded to the Summer Playhouse.

Don Sutherland was busy tidying up last-minute details for the

evening performance. He repeated for the detective the
circumstances of his finding the dying Phyllis on the stage, but he
could offer no explanation of her presence there. He was the last
one to leave the night before, near midnight, and she was
certainly not there then.
. No, Sutherland said, there was no sign of a forced entrance. He
was sure he had locked the front door when he went home, but
someone must have left the stage door unlocked. No, he had not
seen Tiberius Brown since the previous day, dead or alive. He
offered to escort Ritter on a backstage tour to satisfy him that
there were no corpses or near-corpses concealed in the scenery or
dressing rooms. There were none.

On his way back to town Ritter realized that he hadn’t eaten
since breakfast. He stopped at a roadside diner and had two rare
hamburgers and coffee.

Ritter was waiting in the pathology lab next morning when the
Drs. Coffee and Mookerji came up from the basement carrying
Mason jars and enamelware pails.

“What gives, Doc?” was the detective’s greeting. “Develop-
ments?”
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“Some,” the pathologist replied. “At least we know that the late
Miss Emerson did not patronize an abortionist, legal or otherwise,
as you suspected.”

“You mean I'm a bum diagnostician, Doc?”

“No, no, Max.” Dr. Coffee chuckled. “You were quite right in
guessing the cause of her morning sickness. But her pregnancy
was not terminated. In fact, she was about two months along.”

“That long?”

“Yes. Is it a clue?”

“Offhand,” said Ritter, “it practically eliminates Sutherland. I'd
say Phyllis wasn’t his type anyway—or any other girl.”

“Another thing. The spectroscopist at Northbank U. came up
with the characteristic bright green line that confirms my
diagnosis of thallium poisoning. Now the most probable and most
easily accessible source of thallium would be rat poison
containing thallium sulfate. I seem to remember there is some sort
of restriction on the sale of this. Give me a few hours and I'll
have some information that will narrow the field when you start
looking for the man who sold it. So—"

Dr. Mookerji interrupted. “Phone for you, Leftenant.” He passed
the instrument to Ritter.

“Speaking. Oh, hello, Brody . .. You did? Where? . . .For the love
of—he is? Still passed out? No, look. It may not be just booze. Better
bring him over to Pasteur. Sure. The emergency entrance.”

Ritter turned from the phone. “One of my suspects just turned
up,” he said. “Tiberius Brown. Missing since Wednesday. Just
staggered into a barber shop, asked to have his red beard shaved
off, and passed out in the barber chair.”

“Drunk?” Dr. Coffee asked. “Or an injury?”

“I don’t know.” Ritter shrugged. “The barber told Brody he
stank of whiskey, but he had a nasty gash on his forehead. He
also had a pistol in his pocket, so the barber called police. I told
Brody to bring him here for diagnosis. Okay?”

“Why not? We’ll intercept him in Emergency.”

Tiberius Brown might have been a refugee from the Augean
stables when he was carted into the Pasteur emergency ward. His
magnificent beard, still unshaved, had accumulated so many
leaves and other extraneous rubbish that it was as untidy as a
sparrow’s nest. He had not only slept in his clothes but had
wallowed in them. Ritter was happy to note that one lucite button
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had been torn from his emerald-green shirt.

Dr. Coffee guided the admitting intern in making a differential
diagnosis of Brown’s coma. Was it concussion or merely alcoholic?
After ten minutes of tests they concluded that the patient was
suffering from complete exhaustion, lack of sleep, emotional
trauma, and the remnants of a cataclysmic hangover. A nurse was
summoned to give Tiberius Brown a cold bath, intravenous
caffeine, and a few whiffs of oxygen.

Half an hour later the Bearded One opened his eyes, sat up,
blinked, then fixed Ritter with a dismayed stare. “You!” he said.
“I knew it would be you!”

“You’re under arrest, Brown, for carrying a concealed and
unlicensed weapon and for—"

“I know, I know.” Brown closed his eyes again. “For murder. I
killed her all right. Poor Phyllis! Okay, I'll go quietly.” He held
out his arms for handcuffs which were not there.

“Why have you been lying to me?” Ritter demanded. “Why have
you been handing out phony addresses? What did you have
against that girl, anyhow? Your financée, my eye! Missing, my
foot! You knew where she was. You knew—"

“Ah-ee-ee-ee!” The red beard parted in an agonized cry that
ended in a fit of sobbing. When he had pulled himself together,
Brown said softly without looking at anyone, “Yes, I lied. Had I
told you the truth Phyllis might stiil be alive. But no, I had to
be the big hero, the knight in shining armor who alone would
rescue the princess in distress. True, she was never my fiancée.
Phyllis didn’t give a damn for me, but she knew how crazy I was
about her and she used me when it suited her. I lied when I let
you think I'd been living with her.”

“Then who was?” Ritter demanded. “She was two months’
pregnant.”

“I wouldn’t know.” The Bearded One shook his head
bewilderedly.

“Guess.”

“Well...” Brown swallowed hard. “Logically, and I am not
logical at this moment, I should say it was someone she followed
to Northbank.”

“Like who?”

“Don Sutherland.”

Ritter executed five cynical ha’s in perfect rhythmic succession.
“You must be kidding,” he said.
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“I lied when I said he offered her a job. She offered to join him
without compensation.”

“You really think Sutherland could make her pregnant?”

“Oscar Wilde could and did beget children, despite the
Marquess of Queensbury and his son.” i

“Why did you go to see Gallick on Wednesday?”

Brown winced. “You're very clever at your trade, Lieutenant.
Let me tell it my way. I'd been to see Sutherland to upbraid him
for luring Phyllis to Northbank. He laughed at me. He suggested
it was more likely that Phyllis had followed Simon Gallick. I
didn’t believe him.”

“Why not?”

“l was sure he was diverting suspicion from himself.
Furthermore, he seemed more Phyllis’ type. She was a true hippie
in the original sense. The flower child. Gentleness and love.
Withdrawal from society, not revolt against it. Phyllis was not at
all militant.”

h"But she did know Gallick when he was making trouble out
there?”

“Everyone did. He saw to that. But as far as getting involved
with him—” Brown shook his head. “Incredible.”

“So you went to see Gallick on Wednesday,” said Ritter, “and
he had you thrown out?”

“Forcibly. How did you know?”

“I found one of your buttons in the weeds at the Love Farm.
Torn off. Did he deny knowing Phyllis?”

“He said he couldn’t remember the names of every coed who
fought for the privilege of sitting at his feet.”

“Why did you give me the routine of being frantic about the
gal’s disappearance when you knew she was at the Riverside
Motel?”

“I didn’t know it then, I swear,” said Brown, mopping his brow.
“I lied when I said she wrote me twice a week. I had only one
letter from her. And then this telegram. I should have showed it
to you. It read, ‘Ty dear I'm in trouble. Please come to Northbank.
Look for letter general delivery. Philomela.’ That was my pet
name for her. She hated it.

“When I saw you I'd been to general delivery. There was
nothing. After my encounter with Gallick I was desperate. I
dropped in at a bar and had a few drinks. Then I went back to the
post office. There was a letter for me, with postage due on it.
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Someone had apparently dropped it in a box without a stamp on
it. The envelope bore the return address of the Riverside Motel.
Inside there was just a scrap of paper on which were two words:
‘Help. Ty.” I went out to the motel and found there was no Phyllis
Emerson registered.”

“Didn’t Sutherland tell you that she was using names like Ellen
Terry and Minnie Maddern Fiske?” Ritter asked.

“Sutherland wouldn’t tell me the right time. I believe he is
allergic to professors of classical drama. In a word, Sutherland
does not like me.”

“What did you do when you were told the girl was not
registered?”

“I had a few more drinks, I’'m afraid,” said Brown. “I worked
myself into a state of great indignation, high courage, and firm
resolution. I then bought a bottle of bourbon and a hand gun,
which you have confiscated. I returned to the Riverside Motel.
The lobby was still crowded with Legionnaires with potbellies and
ridiculous garrison caps on their bald heads. I couldn’t break
through the mob. I was about to drive off when, at the end of the
row of cabins, I saw a man helping a woman into a car. It was
dark. I couldn’t swear the girl was Phyllis, but the resemblance
was certainly close, even at that distance.”

“So you followed them?”

“Yes. The car turned north on Interstate Seventy-five, which
convinced me that the man driving was Sutherland—the road
leads past the Summer Playhouse. The driver must have seen
that I was following, because he speeded up and took a side road
in an effort to shake me off. He knew the road better than I did. I
missed a turn and crashed into a tree.”

“That was Wednesday night,” Ritter said. “This is Friday
morning. Where were you all day yesterday?”

“I'm not sure.” Brown dug his fists into his eyes. “I managed to
stagger uphill into the trees before I passed out on Wednesday
night. I must have slept around the clock. It was dark when I
awoke. I had no idea what time it was. Somehow I made my way
to Sutherland’s theater. It was deserted. I thumbed a ride into
town. The driver had his radio on, and I heard the news—that
Phyllis was dead. I jumped out at the first stoplight and got
drunk all over again.

“This morning I decided to quit playing the hippie. I would
revert to being a square—get my beard shaved off, throw away
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my masquerade, and rejoin my generation from which I had
temporarily seceded in the hope of pleasing Phyllis. In that, too, I
apparently failed.”

“Pretty glib,” Ritter said. “Don’t you wish half of it was true?
Because I'm holding you on the weapons charge while I check
every damned thing you’ve been telling me.”

“Max, I've got to get back to the lab and read today’s surgicals,”
said Dr. Coffee, breaking his long silence. “When you’ve finished
the homework I've laid out for you, why don’t you round up your
cast of characters and bring them up to my lab—say, at five this
afternoon? I'd like to kibitz. I might even help a little.”

Lieutenant Ritter had a busy schedule after leaving the
hospital. First he booked Tiberius Brown on the weapons charge.
He next deployed a dozen detectives to canvass pharmacies and
hardware stores for information on buyers of such
thallium-sulfate-based pesticides as Dyratt and Pestkill. He had
Zona Billworth Gallick’s Cadillac towed to police headquarters for
a thorough examination and vacuum cleaning. The
Jaguar—Zona’s wedding present to Simon—was no longer at the
Love Farm. Neither were the two Gallicks. "

When picked up, the Gallicks were casing all probable sites for
television cameras at American Legion Hall so that their planned
reception for the Assistant Secretary of Defense would get
maximum exposure. They were, of course, indignant at being
interrupted.

Don Sutherland was indignant too, but he came quietly.

When the last of Ritter’s perspiring candidates for a first-degree
muider indictment had found a seat in the laboratory, Dr. Coffee
spoke.

“All this may seem somewhat irregular to you,” he said, “but
the circumstances are not exactly usual. I asked Lieutenant
Ritter to bring you here because Phyllis Emerson died in this
hospital, and I have certain medical findings bearing on her
death. You are all in some way a part of Miss Emerson’s past.”

“Not 1,” Zona Gallick interrupted. “I never laid eyes on her,
living or dead.”

“Your husband has,” said Ritter. “That makes you a member of
the club, too.”

“What the hell club are you talking about?” Gallick demanded.

“The Damn Liars Society,” said Ritter. “Mrs. Gallick says she’s
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never seen Phyllis Emerson, but a Southbank police officer sees
the dead girl getting out of a taxi at Mrs. Gallick’s so-called Love
Farm. Professor Brown is lying his head off since Wednesday
morning, but is he lying when he says Don Sutherland drove
Phyllis away from the Riverside Motel on Wednesday night? We
got evidence that Phyllis was at the motel, all right, and
Sutherland can’t explain how she gets to the stage of his theater,
passed out and baldheaded, to start dying.”

“You might at least tell us what she died of,” said Zona Gallick.

“She was poisoned,” said Dr. Coffee, “by thallium sulfate almost
surely obtained from rat poison.”

“I can’t think of anybody stupid enough to swallow rat poison
without a struggle,” Sutherland broke in. “It must be pretty
nasty. Even Phyllis would balk at that.”

“She might not have,” said Dr. Coffee, “if somebody had told
her she was taking an abortifacient. She was eight weeks’
pregnant, you know, and there are indications she was seeking to
terminate her pregnancy. In that case she might very well have
held her nose and taken anything that she was told would solve
her problem.”

The pathologist paused. The silence was broken only by the hum
of the air conditioner and the rustle of people shifting in their seats.
He continued, “It has been relatively easy to locate the source of
the rat poison that killed Phyllis Emerson. In 1965 the U.S.
Department of Agriculture banned the interstate shipment of
thallium-based pesticides for home use because of an increasing
number of cases of accidental poisoning of children. However, the
Department made no effort to recall old stocks on the shelves of
retail outlets until prodded by a Congressional Committee four
years later—last month, in fact. So Lieutenant Ritter had
relatively few stores to canvass before finding those still selling
thallium sulfate pesticide. Max?”

Ritter got up and opened the door leading to Dr. Coffee’s
private office. A wizened little man in a seersucker suit emerged,
blinking through thick spectacles as he smiled at the group.

“Mr. Stone is a pharmacist who owns a drug store on Taft
Avenue,” Ritter said. “Do you see any of your customers here, Mr.
Stone?”

“Only one,” replied the old man, squinting at each face in turn.
“The lady over there.” He pointed at Zona Gallick. “She bought
the last six cans of DyRatt I had in stock. Just last week.”
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“Of course I buy rat poison.” Zona was on her feet. Crimson
flooded her cheeks. “And with good reason. The farm would be
overrun with the filthy beasts if we didn’t keep the rodent
population explosion under control. I repeat, I've never seen the
dead woman in my life.”

“Where were you on Wednesday night, Zona?” asked Ritter.

“None of your business,” snapped Zona’s husband.

“Oh, stop it, Si. It’s no secret. I was addressing a meeting of the
American Legion Auxiliary, trying to persuade the women to join
our anti-war demonstration against the Assistant Secretary
tomorrow.”

“Did you drive your own car, Mrs. Gallick?” Dr. Coffee asked.

“I—no.” Zona turned suddenly to stare at Gallick. “Si needed
the big car that night.”

“I had to pick up some signs and banners and other heavy
protest material that wouldn’t fit in my Jag,” said Gallick.

“I bring this up, Mrs. Gallick,” the pathologist continued,
“because Lieutenant Ritter has been exploring the upholstery of
your Cadillac with a vacuum cleaner this afternoon and he has
brought me a handful of long blonde hair.”

“So what?” Zona’s cheeks were losing color. “We have many
fair-haired friends.”

“I'm sure you have,” said Dr. Coffee, “but this particular hair
was once Phyllis Emerson’s, no doubt about it. You see, thal-
lium has the peculiar property of causing human hair to fall
out. It also has the property, when ingested, of being absorbed by
all tissues of the body, including the hair. The hair found in your
car has been shown by photospectrographic analysis to contain
thallium. Likewise, the hair lost at the Riverside Motel. Likewise, on
the stage of the Northbank Summer Playhouse.”

“Are you implying, Doctor, that my husband transported this
woman to or from a motel while I was addressing the Legion
wives?”

“The evidence indicates that one of you did.”

“But why? Why?” Zona’s cheeks were chalky white.

“In your own case, Mrs. Gallick, you may have wanted to
remove a threat to your marriage.”

“Don’t make me laugh, Doctor. Do you think Si would
jeopardize his marriage, his career, and his whole life for some
fawning little trollop from nowhere?” She glared at her husband
who seemed to shrink visibly.
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“You said it, Zona baby,” said Max Ritter. “Your Si knows
which side his bed is buttoned on. He wouldn’t stop at a little
thing like murder if he thought a trusting little girl he’d made
pregnant was going to come between him and your old man’s
millions.”

“Don’t listen to that dirty fink, Zona.”

Zona had not stopped staring at her husband. “Si,” she said,
“did you? With that little tramp? Not that I really care, of
course—"

“Of course not,” said Gallick.

“In the interests of justice,” said Dr. Coffee, “I'm going to
propose a little scientific experiment. Dr. Mookerji here will take
a few drops of blood from each of you gentlemen, and then—"

“What for?” Sutherland asked.

“A paternity exclusion test,” said the pathologist smoothly. “I've
already typed the blood of the late Miss Emerson. She is type O.
Now by comparing the blood types of possible fathers with that of
Miss Emerson’s unborn child, we may be able to exclude all you
gentlemen from the responsibility of having been the sire. For
example, since Miss Emerson was an O, and if the unborn child
has AB blood, any one of you three who has type A, B, or O is
positively excluded. Any objection, Professor Brown?”

“None whatever.”

“And you, Mr. Sutherland?”

“Will it hurt?”

“No more than a pinprick.”

“Okay then.”

“You can go to hell!” Simon Gallick shouted before Dr. Coffee
could put the question to him. “Not one drop!”

“But, Si,” said Zona, “if this test will put a stop to these silly
accusations—"

“I know my rights!” Gallick’s tiny eyes bulged and his lips were
contorted as though he was about to foam at the mouth. “I refuse
to give my blood to or for anyone in this stinking society
anywhere—here, or in Vietnam or Korea or Northbank or any
place. I'll go to jail first.”

Dr. Coffee made a helpless gesture with both hands. “Draw
your own conclusions, Max. I suggest you get a court order.”

“I'm going to hold every screwball of this whole screwy lot as
material witnesses,” said Ritter.

“Don’t start reciting that stupid rigamarole about my right to
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remain silent and all that jazz.” Gallick stuck out his lower jaw at
the detective. “I know it all by heart. Phone your lawyer, Zona.
We’re entitled to that.”

When Ritter and his gaggle of bizarre characters had departed,
Dr. Mookerji held out a chubby brown hand to Dr. Coffee.
“Felicitations, Dr. Sahib,” he said.

“For what, Doctor?”

“You are doubtless preparing paper for medical journals
describing unique Coffee method of securing agglutination
reaction from blood of unborn embryos,” said the Hindu.

Dr. Coffee laughed. “Nonsense, Dr. Mookerji. You know as well
as I do that a two-months’ embryo has not yet developed
agglutinins in its blood. A baby may not even have agglutinogens
sensitive enough for testing several months after birth.”

“Nevertheless—” Dr. Mookerji wagged his turbaned head twice
to the left “—was able to detect overt symptoms of dismay,
consternation, and second-degree panic in person of Simon Gallick
when asked to volunteer blood sample.”

“I hope you noted,” said Dr. Coffee, grinning broadly, “that I
promised no actual result from an agglutination test. I merely
said if the unborn child had AB blood.’ I was only trying to
inspire the young man with the fear of God—Whom he doubtless
doesn’t even believe exists.”

Dr. Mookerji frowned. “Am somewhat nonplused,” he sald

“regarding focus of suspicions upon violent young gent with sad
mustache when poisonous hairs belonging to deceased were
g:gigved from motor car belonging to wife. Please elucidate, Dr.

1 .”

“I think it’s fairly obvious,” Dr. Coffee explained, “that Gallick
was scattering red herrings all over the place—assuming, of
course, that he’s the culprit. First of all, he went to great lengths
to keep the California girl away from his wife. I'm inclined to
believe Mrs. Gallick when she says she never laid eyes on Miss
Emerson, who stayed meekly put in her hotel until she found
herself in trouble. When she came over to the Gallick Love Farm
for a confrontation with Gallick, Mrs. Gallick was probably not
there, and he whisked the girl away to isolation in that motel.
The motel also had the advantage over the Hilltop Hotel in that
she would be unable to call a house physician when she began to
suspect that she might not survive the supposed abortifacient.
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“What inspired him to move the girl from the motel to the
Summer Playhouse I can only imagine. When she did not die at
once, I suppose he panicked and thought that somehow he could
implicate Sutherland by leaving the girl to die in the Playhouse.”

“Am further nonplused and perplexed.” Dr. Mookerji’s frown
persisted. “You are therefore of opinion that fear of God will
impel confession from youthful iconoclast? Or that courts will
accept godly fear as legal evidence of guilt?”

“Not at all. But we have reached a point in this case where
police science must now take over. Pathology has determined the
cause of death, furnished a likely motive for murder, and pointed
a way to unmasking the culprit. From here on it’s up to Max.”

The phone rang as if on cue.

“Pathology. Dr. Coffee...You have? Good, Max... You did?
Fine. Yes, of course I'll testify.”

“Leftenant Ritter has no doubt unmasked culprit?” said Dr.
Mookerji.

“Max’s technical crew has developed a fine set of fingerprints
from Cabin Fourteen at the Riverside Motel. Simon Gallick,
standing on his civil rights, refuses to be printed unless charges
are placed against him. However, he was printed in California
when jailed for inciting to riot at Farwestern. The Henry
classification has just been telephoned in, and the match is
perfect.”

The Hindu resident beamed. “Am greatly gratified,” he said,
“that native land has contributed to solving criminous enigma of
lady with poisoned hair.”

“Really?” Dr. Coffee smiled with tolerant disbelief. “And what,
may I ask, is India’s contribution to this case?”

“Both essential and copious,” replied Dr. Mookerji. “Fingerprints
first used to trap felonious wrongdoers by Sir William Herschel
while Calcutta police functionary in 1877. Furthermore,
classification system just cited by San Francisco was invented by
Sir Edward Henry while Inspector-General of Bengal Police at
turning of century. Okey doke?”

“Okey doke,” said Dr. Coffee. “I'll inform Lleutenant Ritter of
his debt to Bengal.”

\\QI/



Robie Macauley

The Barrington Quality

A perfectly delicious story, told with grace and charm, by an
author whose work has appeared in “Playboy,” “Esquire,”
*Vogue,” and “Cosmopolitan” . . .

oshua Barrington, founder of the old and honorable London

house of that name, would undoubtedly have been hanged by
the neck until dead if he had fallen into the hands of George
Washington. He was a printer turned sergeant in the army of
General Sir William Howe, and in 1776 he took on the job of de-
feating His Majesty’s rebellious subjects by counterfeiting huge
amounts of the paper money issued by the colonies. It was one of
the earliest attempts to destroy the value of the dollar through
massive inflation and Joshua deserves to be remembered as a
pioneer in the field.

Fortunately for the cause of liberty, however, he was a con-
scientious craftsman of high standards. His fake continentals
were printed on a good, thick grade of English paper with excel-
lent engraving and presswork. The colonials immediately recog-
nized them as counterfeits—the bills were obviously so superior
to their own wretchedly printed legal tender. Thus Joshua barely
escaped hanging by General Howe and thus, out of failure, the
famous “Barrington quality” was born.

_+" The second Joshua, who inherited a small unprofitable printing
" house in Hammersmith, early showed promise as an artist-
engraver in a rather florid style. One day in the 1820’s, as he
pondered on his bad fortune, a simple but remarkable scheme for
making money occurred to him. He immediately closed down his
shop and began on a private project. Six months later he packed a
large sample case and a small portmanteau and set out to visit all
the backward countries he could locate on his map of the world.
On the paper currency of the ensuing period there is a great
profusion of heraldry, allegory, and calligraphic flourish. When

97
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postage stamps appeared in the 1840’s, there arose a demand for
heroic portraits of kings, princes, presidents, and generals. Bonds
and stock certificates called for an enormous amount of ara-
besque, scrollwork, decorative border—plus cornucopias, temples,
and overweight ladies in trailing, diaphanous gowns. ‘

The expansion of finance and the busy creation of still more
backward countries brought new markets for these impressive
pieces of paper. Barrington’s flourished. If anyone could make a
one-eyed bandit of a general look like the Emperor Augustus,
Barrington’s could; if anyone could make a country composed of
nomads, goats, and 70,000 acres of rock and sand appear to be
heir to the glory that was Greece, Barrington’s could.

The second Joshua’s son and successor was knighted as Sir
Kenelm Barrington. In time he became the master of a large
house in Kensington, a yacht, a fine stable of horses, an estate in
Surrey, a wife, six children, and a villa in St. John’s Wood where
lived his little friend, a girl with the sweetest face and trimmest
pair of legs in London. To the printing house Sir Kenelm added a
private mint which turned out excellent coinage for all those un-
pronounceable countries at the far ends of the earth.

The firm had become a solid institution by the end of the cen-
tury when Sir Kenelm finally passed on to that better place
where, it is said, large ladies in Grecian dress float about playing
on musical instruments and dispensing dividends of 35%, paid in
gold. His oldest son succeeded to his wealth and dignities, became
Sir Maurice, and, in the course of natural events, the father of a
lovely girl.

She was born about the time the Germans were being so dif-
ficult, and just about the time when both the Empire and the
house of Barrington began to feel a chill wind from over the sea.
Somehow the overblown symbolic figures, the gilt edges and the
arabesques, had started to decline in popularity. Primitive coun-
tries bought their own printing presses and began to turn out
their own ill-favored currency and hideous magenta-colored
stamps. “On the theory,” Sir Maurice used to say, “that what may
become worthless may as well look worthless.” Too often beautiful
engraving and heavy parchment had failed to inspire confidence
in a government whose treasury reserves were gone.

By the early 1930’s, Barrington’s was in deep trouble. Its best
customers of former days had either escaped by the back doors of
their palaces or had been marched out the front to firing squads -
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in the courtyard. Sir Maurice haughtily refused several orders
that called for stamping the portraits of usurping scoundrels on
some cheap new alloy. Finally, baffled, he began to devote most of
his time to hunting and fishing, and he left the grand old firm to
crumble slowly under the management of his director, Judson
Turbid. Stout, pink-faced gentlemen, sitting over walnuts and
port, shook their heads sadly when the name of Barrington came
into the conversation.

Now, lunching at the Savoy, stopping with friends on the Rivi-
era, supping after theater at Rule’s, or playing tennis at a long-
weekend houseparty in Bucks, Lucretia Barrington had no hint of
this. Being lovely and being pursued by several rich young men
and several poor young men of good family—that took up practi-
cally all her time. Despite the fact that Lucretia bought her
clothes in Paris, had once appeared as a minor character in a
novel by Mr. Evelyn Waugh, and had gone hiking in Scotland
quite unchaperoned, she was a most respectable young lady.
Sooner or later she would select and marry some worthy young
man who was as much like a Barrington as possible.

Then an odd thing began to happen. ‘

First with the poor young men—they no longer asked her to
dance or to go riding with them in the park. Then, one by one,
the rich young men stopped telephoning. A titled suitor who had
proposed to her four times, both drunk and sober, suddenly mar-
ried the fat daughter of a famous distiller. Lucretia put it down to
pure thirst. Then there were two left, and finally just one. But,
since that one was a young man with many solid virtues—he was
the son of a poor but honest baronet—she’d always had him in
mind as an eventuality. In fact, there was something of an under-
standing between them.

One day he asked her to lunch at Scott’s.

“Peter, what’s wrong with you? You keep smoking cigarettes
instead of eating your scampi.”

“Er—well, I'm afraid it’s something sticky I must tell you.
Promise not to be hard and bitter.”

“You’ve forgotten your money and I'll have to pay the bill.”

“I wish that were all. It does have to do with money though,
worse luck. You see, I'd hoped to ask you to marry me. But, as
you well know, I haven’t a penny.”

Lucretia laughed. It was the prettiest sound that had been
heard in Scott’s for months and quite a few people looked up from
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their plates to see who was so happy. “You dear old imbecile. I
have enough money for both of us. Why, Barrington’s print it by
the ton.”

“I don’t mean silly drachmas or pengos or whatever. I mean
sterling.”

“But I have lots of that, too.”

Peter looked down at his hands and didn’t speak for some time.
“I'm afraid the point is that you haven’t. For you to marry some-
one as poor as I am would be madness.” Finally he had to tell her
what all the world knew about Barrington’s. Lucretia turned pale,
gave a little shudder, and began bravely to talk about the yacht
show.

She cabbed to the house in Kensington, took a sleeping tablet,
and went to bed. In the middle of the night she woke up. In her
sleep the thought had come to her: I must marry a ruthless
scoundrel.

She waited for a few minutes and then the perfect solution
came to her: Martin Chance. She took another tablet and went
back to sleep.

As a matter of fact, Martin was the only real scoundrel she
knew. He was a handsome young man whose plausibility and
polish were well-known around gaming tables and in certain bot-
tle clubs familiar to the police. There was a Canon Chance living
in Yorkshire who, when asked about Martin, would reply dourly,
“I no longer have a son of that name.”

The first time Lucretia had met Martin, she had thrown a glass
of gin-and-french into his face because of something he had done
under the night-club table. The second time, they exchanged rude
remarks. Martin seemed to be attracted to her. She now decided
to use him as a weapon to restore the greatness of the house of
Barrington.

In a very short time Lucretia had engineered another meeting.
During the next few weeks thereafter, she could be seen with
Martin in any number of low places—the racecourse, French
casinos, Greek restaurants in Soho, and some of the more sinister
night clubs. Gradually a number of curious changes took place in
the two of them. Martin began to drop his sneering, sarcastic
tone. Lucretia found herself, at times, using some bloody awful
language she’d picked up here and there. Martin began to worry
about whether she might be seeing other young men. Lucretia
learned to enjoy gambling and soon lost £50 on the horses and
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another £50 at roulette. One Sunday, driving back from Hampstead,
Martin said a great number of foolish things, ending up with a
passionate proposal of marriage.

Of course this was a definite item in Lucretia’s long-range
scheme. She had planned to marry Martin and train his sharp
talents for bigger things. What she had failed to foresee was that
he was not nearly so bad as she had supposed, and she was not
nearly so good. What was worse, she had fallen in love. Muddles
like this often end up in marriage, willy-nilly.

They eloped—but they might have saved themselves the trou-
ble. Sir Maurice did not notice; in fact, he welcomed Martin with
much cordiality when he learned that he was the son of Canon
Chance (who had been up at Oxford with one of the Barrington
cousins), himself suggested that Martin take a position in the
firm, and then went back to snuffing out the lives of fish and
birds.

Martin grew a mustache, took a flat in Knightsbridge, took in
The Times, and made it a point to cut all his old pals. He ap-
peared every morning at eight sharp in the office, to the extreme
mortification of Judson Turbid, who always stayed behind to
count the money after Martin had left in the afternoon. It was not
long, however, before Turbid had an inspiration.

He would make Martin a salesman. On the one hand, that
would take him away from London for long periods of time and,
on the other, it would give him something harmless to do. Nowa-
days a salesman for Barrington’s had very little he could possibly
muddle up. Thus Mr. Bede, the single remaining traveling sales-
man for Barrington’s, was retired at the age of 68 to a small cot-
tage in Sussex, and Martin was installed. Very shortly after that,
Judson Turbid received a visit from a fat olive-colored little man
who introduced himself as the Consul-General of the Republic of
San Isidro.

Far away in this little-known country General César Romulo
Fuego y Caliente was busy sweeping out corruption and putting
San Isidro to rights after the recent revolution. His first act in the
way of cultural improvement was to send to Italy for an eques-
trian statue of himself to be set up in the capital’s principal plaza.
His second reform was to be a new issue of government bonds and
currency. As the consul explained to Judson Turbid, the United
States of America, tired of disorder in that part of the continent,
had recognized General Fuego as an outstanding patriot and had
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granted extensive credits to his new régime. As a result, the new
certificates would be worth something more than the paper they
were printed on. What was more, the successful bidder for the
contract would do very nicely indeed.

When Lucretia heard the news she was quite pleased for a mo-
ment and then quite upset. “Oh, Martin, I hope that you won’t let
any of those Spaniards tempt you back intc your old habits!” she.
said.

“My darling, as you know very well, 'm completely reformed,
thanks to you,” he replied.

Martin worked long and hard supervising the preparation of
samples. When all was ready, Lucretia and Judson Turbid saw
him off on the boat train. One of them was imagining his frium-
phant return with all sorts of success and fat orders. The other
was thinking of possible shipwrecks or, perhaps, a sudden
counter-revolution in which all foreigners would be lined up and
shot. Judson would settle for any luck that would prevent the old
firm from falling, at last, into the hands of a cad.

Judson Turbid was also aware of something he had not
bothered to tell Martin: Barrington’s had not the faintest of for-
lorn hopes. The San Isidreans had invited several more progres-
sive English firms. A couple of American companies with quite
up-to-date artists (they went in for Rockwell Kent-style views of
buildings and industrial complexes) were also competing—to say
nothing of an odd lot of German, Japanese, and other firms. Jud-
son took a mournful pleasure in knowing all this.

Once aboard at Southampton, Martin got his luggage stowed
away in the broom-closet-sized tourist-class cabin and im-
mediately headed for the first-class lounge. Much to his astonish-
ment he discovered Herr Helmuth Trinker (Die Staatspapiere
Druckerei, Hamburg), Monsieur Jacques Delaine (Imprimerie De-
laine, Paris), and two English engraver-printer representatives
engaged in a friendly game of chance.

“Quelle surprise!” said M. Delaine, making room for him,
“Bareenton’s is still showing the flag, hein?”

“More than that,” said Martin coolly, “we have a new line that
will make San Isidro delirious with joy.”

“You haf discovered how to crowd even more classic antiquities
on the paper?” Herr Trinker asked in a sarcastic tone.

“Exactly,” said Martin, “and we’ve made them so they glow in
the dark.”
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Then, by tacit agreement, they stopped talking business. Many
drinks and many games later they saw the coast of the new world
come into view over the horizon. They disembarked at a hot and
squalid tropical port. After no more than a two-day wait they
were able to board a hot and squalid train for San Isidro.

The Grand Hotel Monte-Carlo, San Isidro’s best, is situated on
a sun-scorched plaza, directly across from the presidential palace.
After a brief tour of the town and the worst dinner in living
memory they went into the bar and called for the cards. Martin
was sitting with Solmson (Imperial Engraving) and Higgs
(Marker and Son, Ltd.) and Herr Trinker. After a while they were
joined by Delaine, a Japanese, and two Americans. These gentle-
men had just returned to the hotel after discovering that all
places of entertainment in the city had been temporarily closed
down by the revolution. Having played with great luck and skill
all during the voyage, Martin now found seven-card stud with
almost everything wild too much for him, and he lost heavily.

“I think you got the jitters, kid,” said a lean American named
Stanley Barton.

“And no vondaire,” said Delaine, “all of this boring voyage to
no purpose. One may assume that Imprimerie Delaine has the
contract in the sack.”

“Not so fast, old boy,” Higgs said. “Whose designs are taking
the Balkans by storm? Not Delaine’s. It’s Markers’, that’s whose.”
A general argument followed. Since there was now no point in
keeping any design a secret, they finally agreed that everybody
should show his samples. Each one of them seemed to have a de-
sire to overawe the competition—and so Higgs invited them all to
his room for whiskey and the viewing.

Higgs was first. He brought out a large wooden case, unlocked
it, and folded the two halves back. Lying under glass, on a rich
background of blue velvet, his samples were most impressive. The
one, five, and ten peso coins glinted sharply. The twenty, fifty,
and one-hundred peso notés caught the eye. On a background of
flaming oranges and purples the battlefield triumphs of General
Fuego were shown in lavish and heroic detail.

“I believe that the skirmish in front of the brewery was the
only real military action of the revolution,” said the Japanese.

Evidently Mitsayama felt a little encroached on because his
own bonds and bills—which were next—were also devoted to
General Fuego. The dictator was shown in many noble attitudes:
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as a statesman, as a leader addressing the multitude, and as a
planner clutching compass and blueprints. They were all very ar-
tistically done. The viewers were silent. Finally Higgs said, “You
have made him look a bit slant-eyed, you know.”

Helmuth Trinker’s designs tended to brawny husbandmen and
strong horses. Then, on the bonds, were shown two muscular
pioneers clearing the jungle with ax and machete. The beholders
took silent satisfaction in noting that the real San Isidro seemed
to be largely cactus and dry, eroded hills.

They caught their breaths when Delaine’s samples came out.
And for a long time they stood entranced, staring at the delicate
curves and the bare bosoms of imaginary Indian girls from San
Isidrean history.

At last the company turned, with somewhat patronizing expres-
sions, in Martin’s direction. “Well, gentlemen,” he said, “truth to
tell, Barrington’s have stuck by their traditional designs, and
there’s nothing new to see. Our currency appeals to the basic
sense of beauty and proportion instinctive in man—and not to
passing whims and fancies.” They all took the words as an open
confession of defeat.

The next morning they were gathered again in the anteroom of
the presidential office. One by one each was called to bring his
samples in for the interview. Finally it was Martin’s turn. He en-
tered an enormous room, rather bare except for some large oil
portraits on the wall. Martin assumed that the vacant places
where portraits had been removed indicated corrupt cabinet
ministers no longer hung but perhaps hanged. General Fuego was
dressed in civilian clothes, but he had a military jaw and a mar-
tial scowl as he sat behind his huge uncluttered desk.

“Ah, Sefior Shans?” he said. “From the ancient house of
Barrington’s, no? I hope that your company has moved with the
times, no?”

Smiling broadly and doing his best with the sales talk, Martin
brought out his small case of samples.

The general scowled harder. “But it is not possible!” he said.
“The workmanship she is good, si, but the ornamenti and the rep-
resentations, they are so antique, no? Is that the goddess Ceres I
see bringing in those sheaves? And we have no Parthenon here,
Sefior Shans. San Isidro will become a modern country
—skyscrapers, income tax, traffic jams, just as in London.”
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“The thing about bonds and paper currency,” Martin said, “is
that they should inspire confidence. Make people think of the
Roman Empire and all that. Look at this thousand peso note
—remarkable likeness of Mars, don’t you think?”

“Mars, si,” said the leader. “But where is Fuego? Not a single
portrait of my own self. Ah, well, Sefior Shans, all the entries
shall be judged by me and the Minister of Commerce. We shall
inform the bidders of the result this evening.” In lieu of a goodbye
he scowled slightly less.

That evening the Minister of Commerce appeared in the hotel
lounge. He made a speech in which he thanked all the com-
petitors, one by one, with lavish compliments. Each began to
think that he had triumphed. Then the minister announced that
Barrington’s had unquestionably won the contract. There was a
simultaneous gasp.

A happy Martin signed the papers and stood everybody to a
drink. The others were shattered, but they were as sporting about
it as foreigners can bring themselves to be. “It is the tradition of
English solidity. The extreme thickness of that paper,” said Mit-
sayama.

“Certainement, it is inartistic stuff,” said Delaine, “but, unfor-
tunately, that very fact makes it appear to be real money.”

Martin’s voyage home passed like a pleasant dream. He arrived
in Knightsbridge, kissed his pretty Lucretia many times, and
telephoned Sir Maurice with the good news. That afternoon the
three of them, with Judson Turbid, sat in Sir Maurice’s office over
celebration sherry. Turbid pretended that he’d never had a qualm.

“In the long run quality always wins,” he said.

“Quite,” said Sir Maurice. “But I'm curious to know how you
convinced the good general. What was your spiel, as I believe it is
called nowadays?”

“Oh, the money spoke for me,” Martin said. “I'm afraid that 'm
hardly very good at hawking things.”

“The Barrington quality, of course,” Turbid broke in. “The ar-
tistic appeal, the fine parchment, the—"

“Actually,” said Martin, “the general detested the look of the
stuff, as I thought he very well might. So I had prepared a little
surprise. Just as the general was dismissing me and saying that
he and the Minister of Commerce would judge the competition, I
had several large crates of our currency brought in through a side
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door. All our rivals, you see, had brought one-of-a-kind samples,
but I'd had a few thousands printed up, mainly of the large de-
nominations. It seemed hardly necessary to point out that when
the new currency went into circulation, the general would have
the good luck to possess the largest personal fortune in the coun-
try. All backed by the reliability of the Yankee loan, of course.”

Sir Maurice mused a moment. Then he raised his glass in a
toast to the portrait of Joshua Barrington on the wall. “Ah, ances-
tor,” he said, “if you'd only had the wit to do the same with that
fellow George Washington, the course of history might have been
a bit happier.”




Michael Harrison

The Clew of the Single Word

another ‘“‘unknown tale’’ of Edgar Allan Poe’s C. Auguste Dupin

If Monsieur G , the Prefect of the Parisian police, and
Dupin’s sometimes fatuous foil, deliberately set himself the task
of giving the great Chevalier the most difficult ratiocinative
problem imaginable, truly the most taxing deductive test, it
would be the case of Colonel Feydeau, suspected, accused, ar-
rested, charged, tried, and convicted of treason of which he was
completely innocent . . .

Detective: **C. AUGUSTE DUPIN*’°

he wind was moaning and shrieking among the chimneypots as

we heard G—'s carriage enter our courtyard. It was a wild,
gusty night in November, 18— that G—— had answered Dupin’s
summons to our old mansion, No. 33, Rue Dunét, Faubourg St. Ger-
main. All was warm and snug, however, in our little back library or
book-closet, au troisieme, and G—— expressed his pleasure at seeing
the glowing fire to which he rushed with extended hands.

“It is true,” said the Prefect of the Parisian police, when he had
accepted the cup of hot spiced wine that Hyacinthe, our domestic,
had brought to him before retiring from the room; “it is true that
the evidence upon which Colonel Feydeau was convicted by
court-martial was of the kind called ‘circumstantial’; but we need
not reject it because of that. Simply put, gentlemen, the Colonel
was found Guilty in the proven absence of any other possible sus-
pect.”

“But there was no motive,” Dupin remarked.

“I would not say that there was no motive, even though it
was never actually brought out in the evidence laid before the
court-martial. But, all the same, there is strong presumption that

107
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Colonel Feydeau is disaffected toward the present King. The
warmth with which he refused to accept the Cross of July from
his present Majesty nearly cost the Colonel a forced resignation;
and the words he is said to have used when it was proposed to
congratulate the King on his escape from Fieschi’s infernal
machine led to a duel with General ——, who has found it very
profitable to support the new régime. No, if there has not been
positive evidence of treachery, there has been strong evidence of
disaffection.”

“In that case,” said Dupin dryly, “it is most mysterious that
Colonel Feydeau should have been the officer chosen to act as
confidential Military Secretary at the meeting he is supposed to
have betrayed. Why was Colonel Feydeau chosen? The two
Marshals of France who met to discuss our country’s future must
have been satisfied that Colonel Feydeau would not betray his
trust?”

G——, in an odiously vulgar gesture, laid a thick finger
alongside his nose. To this vulgarity he added a wink.

“Marshal B—— and Marshal H—— are not notorious for their
liking of The Citizen King.”

“Bah!” said Dupin impatiently. “That’s merely begging the ques-
tion! Whether or not they like King Louis Philippe, the two
Marshals must enjoy the confidence of the present régime. Ergo,
they would not have appointed a Military Secretary of whose at-
tachment to the present King there could be the slightest possible
doubt. Whatever the outcome of this secret meeting at the Ecole
Militaire, it is clear that it was begun under no cloud of suspicion.
If the two Marshals trusted each other—and were trusted by the
Government—then all three must have reposed implicit confi-
dence in the honesty and honor of the Colonel. So much is clear.
Why, then, did suspicion fall afterward upon the Colonel? I take it
there is positive evidence that the secrets of that secret meeting
were betrayed, that there is no possible chance the Colonel is
falsely accused?”

“We have positive evidence that most of what Marshal B—
and Marshal H—— discussed was conveyed, within two days, to
the Military Attaché of Prussia, whose King may be accepted as
the European monarch most interested in the matters deliberated
by the two Marshals of France. Yes, Dupin, I assure you there
was a betrayal. Now you will ask me why we are so certain that
Colonel Feydeau was the traitor? The explanation is simple: no
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one else had either the means to acquire the information or the
opportunity to disclose it to a Foreign Power.”

“And the motive?” Dupin murmured, puffing away at his pipe,
and regarding our visitor steadily through the drifts of fragrant
smoke. “And the motive, my dear Prefect, which led this man of
apparently indubitable military honor to commit the worst crime
in a soldier’s code?”
hiG_ threw up his hands in a gesture most characteristic of

m.
aﬁ‘:Who can say? That is the most mysterious part of the entire

air.”

“You mean that you have failed to uncover a plausible motive?
But this is scandalous, my dear G——! The establishment of mo-
tive should have been the first consideration.”

“In the absence of a proven motive the prosecution was entitled
to accept circumstantial evidence of the most convincing nature.
That is good law, my esteemed Chevalier.”

“True, but to proceed to such a charge without a motive! The
Colonel is not in debt? He does not frequent card-parties? He
keeps no expensive mistress or—perhaps even more costly—a
string of English thoroughbred horses? No? Very well, we shall
return later to the question of motive. Pray be good enough now
to explain to me the irrefutable proof upon which the Colonel was
charged and condemned?”

I have said that the night was a gusty one. As we had been
talking, the wind had risen and was now blowing, as the sailor
says, half-a-gale. The wind moaned about the ancient roof of our
mansion; but above the moaning of the tempest came a higher
sound—something between the sharp stridulation of a piccolo and
the deep organ-note of a bass viol.

I had observed that G——'s attention had been caught by this
singular noise, and that it had been filling him with increasing
nervousness and irritation. At the best of times not a patient
man, G—— could bear the vexation of this inexplicable sound no
longer. Cutting with deliberate boorishness across the even flow
of Dupin’s patient questioning, the Prefect of the Parisian police
held up a hand with the same peremptory gesture as that with
;hiph an agent-de-ville arrests the traffic in the boulevards of

aris.

“Dupin! Do I require the attentions of the aural surgeon—or is
that some excessively singular noise I hear over and above the din
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of the storm? It sounds as though all the hobgoblins of legend are
wailing on your rooftop!”

My friend smiled.

“What you hear is indeed a singular sound. But reassure your-
self, my dear Prefect: you do not need the attentions of a surgeon.
Nor, for that matter, of a necromancer. There is a sound. It comes
from the direction of the rooftop. Demons are not making it—wire
stays supporting the ruinous old chimney are responsible. It was
necessary to brace the brickwork, and when the wind blows, the
wires hum.”

“Hum? They shriek. And—forgive my odd fancy, Dupin—but
one could almost imagine that these wires of yours are speaking.
There is—hark now!—something almost articulate in the sounds
which emanate from those vibrating wires.”

We listened; and indeed it was as though we could distinguish
words here and there. I remarked that, perhaps, man might learn
in truth to talk along wires one of these days.

“Small boys certainly can,” said the Prefect, “when they send
paper disks aloft on the strings of their kites—so long, that is, as
the strings are kept taut. Dupin, could you not slacken off your
wires? They might not then hum so much in the wind.”

“They are not as tight as they might be. They are purposely
left slack. If one tightened them more, the noise would be insuf-
ferable, and the strain on the old chimney would bring the
bricks tumbling down.”

Monsieur G. sighed and then proceeded to recount the facts on
which the Colonel had been condemned to death.

“For some years past, in the interests of the Government, the
secrecy of such meetings as that between the two Marshals had
been safeguarded by changing the rendezvous for each meeting.
Sometimes the meeting would be held in a room in the Ministry
of War, at another time in a room in the Ministry of the Marine;
sometimes in the Prefecture of Police; sometimes in the Ecole
Militaire.”

“There is no regularity from one rendezvous to another?” Dupin
asked.

_ “None. To remove all possibility of a pattern establishing itself,
the place of the meeting is drawn by lot. The various names of
the rendezvous are written on slips of paper, the slips placed in a
hat, and a slip is withdrawn.”

“A slip might be palmed?”
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“T have often made the draw myself. If not I, then someone of
equal trustworthiness. Sometimes, to make certain there has
been no substitution, I have ordered a second draw, using a dif-
ferent person to make it. You ask me if it would be possible to
dig a tunnel to within hearing distance of the room? Well—which
room? Even the participants in the meeting do not know until
their carriages have drawn up where they are meeting; and
as for us, we draw the name of the rendezvous only a few minutes
before giving directions to the participants’ coachmen. But let me
explain to you the precautions taken to insure that the meetings
are held in complete secrecy.”

Imagine (G—— went on) a rectangle whose four sides we shall
denominate, for easier comprehension, North, South, East, and
West. Now this rectangle represents a large room, thirty metres in
width—that is, between the West and East boundaries—and ten
metres in depth—that is, from North to South. We have then, in
English measures, a big room about one hundred feet wide by about
thirty feet deep.

In the centre of the West wall and in the centre of the East
wall there are heavy doors. There are no windows in any walls,
but illumination comes from small barred skylights through
which not even a dwarf could make his way. To prevent eaves-
dropping, the skylights are glazed with ground glass, through
which it is impossible to see, though, of course, as the glass is
translucent, the light of day may penetrate.

Now (G—— continued) imagine that, at a distance of forty-five
feet from the West wall and at a distance of forty-five feet from
the East wall, the room had been divided by two walls parallel
with the outer West and East walls into three compartments:
two compartments, to West and East, measuring forty-five feet
across by thirty feet deep; and one smaller compartment between
these two larger compartments—this much smaller room being only
ten feet in width by thirty feet in depth.

In the West and East walls of this smaller compartment two
doors had been cut and so placed that, if one were to draw a
straight line connecting the West and East doors of the original
room, this line would pass through the doors of the smaller com-
partment.

“But,” said G——, “perhaps a rough sketch will make the mat-
ter clearer.” He drew his memorandum-book from his tail-
pocket, and with a pencil rapidly completed this plan:
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“The position of the central, smaller room, entered by two
doors—one to the West, the other to the East—is now evident,”
G—— commented.

“Just so,” said Dupin, picking up the sketch and subjecting it to
intense scrutiny. “And, save for the skylight you have indicated,
there is no other entrance to the conference chamber?”

“None.”

“No trap-door in the floor? No hatch in a wall through which
food and other things might be passed? Nothing? Just so! And,
doubtless, the same applies to the two larger rooms which flank
and guard the central chamber? Now, I observe that you have
marked the letter S, ringed, on the sketch. This, I take it, sig-
nifies the soldier-guards. Were there more than one?”

“Yes. Two. Be so good as to turn again to my poor chart. In the
West wall of the central chamber there is a door; in the West wall
of the outer room—I mean the room to the left of the central
room—there is also a door. Both these doors were closed and
double-locked. Outside the door in the wall of the outer room sat
a soldier whom I have indicated as S1.”

N‘Sat?l)

“Yes, sat. In a chair. Why, Dupin, what is so extraordinary
about that?”

“That soldiers sit and not stand is sufficiently extraordinary.
Besides, one of the two Marshals of France whom they were
guarding has the reputation of being something of a martinet.”

“Let me explain. There is no relaxing of discipline implied in
the fact that the two soldiers sat, rather than stood at attention.
Both are picked men—this special guard is one that they have
been mounting for years.”
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“Indeed!”

“Indeed. Once the bona-fide character of a guard is established
it would be most imprudent to change.”

“Hem!” said Dupin.

“You do not agree? Well, let us discuss that later. To return to
the system of guarding the conference, the soldier to the West sits
outside two locked doors—locked doors which are never opened.”

“Never?”

“Never. Entrance to the conference room is only through the
two doors to the East.”

“You forgot to explain why the guards sit rather than stand?”

“Ah, so I did! They sit because they have no relief guards. As
they may have to wait outside the conference chamber for many
hours, it would be an intolerable hardship if they were asked to
stand beyond the regulation Army watch of two hours. If they
become too fatigued, their attention might be dulled.”

“In a comfortable chair their attention, I should venture, might
become dulled even sooner. Or perhaps the chairs are not
comfortable?”

“If they were supplied to the order of Marshal H—— I should
hazard a guess that they are far from comfortable. But that, my
dear Chevalier, is why the guards sit, and do not stand. Now let
me explain to you the precise routine which is followed at each
conference.”

“Always the same routine?”

“Always. No variation in the rules laid down some years ago is
permitted. Though the venue of the meetings may change, the
guard-mounting never varies. Even the plan of the
room-within-a-room is scrupulously followed.”

“Followed, in the case of each venue, to the point that the
dimensions of the rooms are always the same?”

“To the last centimetre. This, of course, facilitates the work of
the guards. They know exactly what to do, exactly where to take
up their positions.”

“I am convinced of it,” said Dupin, with a dry intonation which,
to both G—— and to myself, betokened a private sense of
merriment.

Monsieur G. frowned.

“Dupin, I do believe that you find something amusing in all
this! Let me remind you that the honor and life of a French
officer is at stake!”
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“You do not need to remind me of the gravity of the situation.
But, on the other hand, I cannot fail to be amused when naiveté
puffs itself up to a mere pompous imitation of responsibility.”

“What on earth do you mean, Dupin? [

“No matter. I see that you have marked S1, S2, and S2a on
your sketch. Would you, pray, explain?”

“Gladly. S1 and S2 are, of course, the soldier-
guards—Jean-Baptiste Vourc’h and Michel Nettier, respectively.
As the doors on the West are never opened, Corporal Vourc’h
takes up his seat outside the outer wall, and there remains until
ordered to quit his post.”

“By whom?”

“By Colonel Feydeau—or whoever is acting as Military Secre-
tary for the conference.”

“Colonel Feydeau does not always act as Military Secretary,
then?”

“No. Usually the senior member of the conference—there are
not always only two—names his choice, and the officer in
question is seconded to the conference for its duration. Well, the
Military Secretary posts the man to the West—in this last case, it
was Corporal Vourc’h—and then, through the outer door to the
East, enters the inner room, the members of the conference
preceding him.

“The other guard—in this case, Sergeant Nettier—then locks
the inner door and for a few minutes takes up the position I have
marked S2. Inside the central chamber, the Military Secretary
examines the room, paying particular attention to the fact that
both doors are locked and that the skylight is firmly closed. As
soon as he is satisfied that the security is perfect, he raps on the
East door of the inner room and orders the guard—in this case,
Nettier—to leave the outer room, lock the outer door, and take up
his position on a chair at the point that I have marked S2a on my
sketch.

“Here Sergeant Nettier remained until a signal from Colonel
Feydeau announced that the conference was over. The Sergeant
then unlocked and opened the outer door, and entered the Eastern
outer chamber; he then unlocked and opened the Eastern inner
door, and stood aside to let the two Marshals and Colonel
Feydeau out. That is how the routine goes in every case.”

Though “Lights Out” had sounded before we arrived at the
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Ecole Militaire, the Orderly Officer for the Night willingly
complied with Dupin’s request that the clerks on duty when
Sergeant Nettier had sat on guard be roused and brought down.

As this was being done, Dupin examined the room that had
been set apart for the conference, as well as the flanking rooms,
and appeared to pay excessive attention to the hooks from which
the bell-cord hung. However, after the most minute examination
of the Sergeant’s bell-ringing device, Dupin looked at us with a
smile upon his lips, and something of rueful self-reproach in his
expression.

“I confess that, as Monsieur le Préfet complained of the noise of
the wind in the wire braces of our old chimney-pot, and further
remarked that small boys can send messages aloft on the
strings of their kites, I suspected that the Sergeant had contrived
that the wire linking this outer door with the inner door—the
door of the room in which the two Marshals were discussing the
foreign policy of our country—could be so tightened that the
vibrations of the Marshals’ voices would be carried along to him
as he sat silently at his post outside the outer door.”

“How do you know that he was silent?” G—— asked.

“I doubt very much that the Sergeant permitted himself—or
was permitted—to speak. But we may soon verify my supposition
that he was silent. Ah, here come the clerks. You, Monsieur, were
on duty as a clerk when this room was being guarded. I believe
the non-commissioned officer on guard sat in a chair?”

“Yes, sir, he did. I understand it is usual in such cases.”

“Just so. You observed the Sergeant as he sat on guard?”

“Conformably with my duties, sir,” said the clerk. “I cannot say
that I observed him with any particular attention.”

“Of course not. As you say, you had your duties to attend to.
But you probably saw what he did? How he passed the tedious
hours of waiting? Did he engage you or one of your fellows in
conversation?”

“No, sir. From the moment he closed and locked the door until
the ringing of a small bell caused him to unlock that same door,
he spoke not one word.”

“Most commendable! Did you not address a word to him?”

“No, sir. We were on duty. Talking is not permitted. In our
ten-minute recesses, we go outside or into the recreation room.”

“I see. The Sergeant did not talk. Presumably he did not sleep.
What, then, did he do? Did he read?”
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“No, sir,” said the clerk, “he wrote. A table had been provided
for him, at his request, and he had ink and paper. He appeared to
be writing all the time, save when he broke off for a few moments
to drink the coffee that an orderly brought to him.”

“Did you, or one of your companions, venture to ask the
Sergeant what he was writing? No matter!—I see that you are
properly scandalized at the mere suggestion. I must bear in mind
that I find myself in a milieu strictly military, where one does not
ask questions. Yet you did observe the Sergeant from time to
time?—the exigencies of your labors,” Dupin asked, not without a
tinge of irony, “permitted you to do that? Very well.”

Then, turning to the Orderly Officer, Dupin requested that he
be permitted to continue the examination of the military clerk
alone—that all, except the Orderly Officer, be sent back to their
beds. This being done, Dupin continued his questioning.

“I desire you now,” he said, “to describe to us exactly what
happened when the conference came to an end. Please try to
recall every detail, no matter how trivial it may seem to you.”

“Well, sir,” said the man, after a glance from his superior
officer had given him permission to speak, “the bell tinkled,
Sergeant Nettier rose from his chair, lifted the writing-table out
of the way, and unlocked the outer door, leaving it ajar. Then we
saw him walk from the outer door to the inner door and unlock that.
He opened it wide, stood well to one side, and after a few
moments Messieurs les Maréchaux, followed by Monsieur le
Colonel Feydeau, came through the inner door and then passed
through this door. We, of course, sir, all stood at attention, and
Monsieur de Barrére here”—the clerk glanced at his Orderly
Officer—"saluted. The senior of the two Marshals acknowledged
the salute, and the two other officers bowed.”

“Then?”

“Then? Well, sir, the three officers—the Marshals leading, and
Monsieur Feydeau following close behind—continued on through
that door—over there.”

“Which leads—?”

“To the Officers’ Mess, sir.”

Dupin rubbed his chin, staring hard at the clerk, who appeared
to be somewhat discomposed under the intense scrutiny of my
friend. .

“And Sergeant Nettier? Did he join the distinguished party?”

“Oh, no, sir. He went back to lock the inner door, then he
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locked the outer door, and then he followed the party after they
had passed through that door there, on their way, I suppose, to
the Officers’ Mess.”

“Yes. Now pay the strictest attention to what I ask. You saw
Sergeant Nettier go into the inner room—?”

*Oh, no sir! He did not go in. He merely closed the inner door
and locked it. I could see him clearly from where I was still
standing at attention by my desk.”

“So! Very well then: another question. As the two Marshals
came out, was anything said? I mean: did anyone speak? You
seem to be in some doubt. Did someone speak? Was anything
said? Were the two Marshals in conversation?”

“No, sir.”

“Good. We progress. You saw the faces of these officers clearly?
Yes? Well then: was any emotion visible on any face? Joy?
Mortification? Stern resolve? You take my meaning?”

“To be sure, sir. But—no. I cannot say that I detected any
emotion. These gentlemen, sir, preserve correct military reticence
when in public.”

“One might argue,” said Dupin, somewhat nettled at the
implied rebuke, “that these gentlemen were not in public.
However, you could detect no emotion on any face?

“Now, this is of vital importance. Was nothing said as the party
came through this outer door? Ah, you begin to recollect!
Something was said, eh? By whom? And what?”

The clerk frowned, and then his face cleared as memory re-
turned.

“I had almost forgotten. It was just a remark. But, yes, as the
gentlemen came through the door and the senior Marshal looked
up to return the salute, I saw him staring, as though he had seen
a ghost, at something behind me. Perhaps, monsieur, you would
ask the Orderly Officer if he, too, noticed it?”

Yes, said the Orderly Officer, he had caught this strange look
on the Marshal’s face, and it had astonished him.

“What was the cause?” Dupin asked.

The clerk was silent.

“You could not have seen what was behind you,” said the
Orderly Officer, “since you were standing at attention.”

Dupin said gently, “There are grave matters of state involved
here. It so happened that this clerk was standing—strictly at
attention, of course—but in such a way that he did just manage to
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see what had astonished the Marshal. You may tell us what it
was.”

With a dubious glance at the Orderly Officer the clerk
muttered, “The door had opened there, and I saw the Marshal
staring at one of the corporal-cooks. He was stripped to his waist,
but wore his tall linen cap and was brandishing a large ladle. He
was so amazed at seeing the Marshal that he stood there gaping,
and I saw the Marshal turn his eyes upward, and heard him say
something to the other Marshal before they passed out of this
room.”

“What did you hear the Marshal say?”

“I cannot be quite sure, but—"

“You can—and will—be quite sure!” said Dupin sternly. “Rack
your memory and recall exactly what was said! Come, you may
take your time, but it is of crucial importance that you recall
what was said.”

“T crave your indulgence, sir,” said the clerk, “but I caught only
one word. I thought I heard the Marshal say ‘sublime’.”

“And the sentence of which that word formed a part? Can you
remember any thing more?”

“Well, sir, seeing that the Marshal was obviously commenting
upon the ludicrous apparition of the half-naked cook, wielding a
ladle, and looking like some apprentice of Satan, I assume the
Marshal may have remarked to the other Marshal: ‘From the sub-
lime to the ridiculous, eh? Does not that seem possible to you,
sir?”

“Bravo!” said Dupin, rubbing his hands with immense satisfac-
tion. “Yes, it does seem possible to me. Now, you say that you
caught only the word ‘sublime’ because the Marshal spoke some-
what under his breath, since he was also gravely returning the
salute of this Orderly Room. Could Sergeant Nettier have heard
more? Was he nearer than you? Of course he saw, but do you
think he heard all that the Marshal said? Perhaps the word ‘sub-
lime’ rather stood out—pronounced a little more loudly, eh?”

“Perhaps, sir. I only know that I heard but the one
word—sublime’.”

We returned to our mansion in the Prefect’s carriage by a
leisurely route which took us along the Petite Rue des Acacias,
through the Place Breteuil, and so along the Rue de Vaugirard to
No. 33, Rue Dunot, Faubourg St. Germain.
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Dupin refused the importunities of the Prefect to
explain—though he had permitted himself to tell the Prefect to
order Sergeant Nettier’s arrest.

“I shall explain all,” said Dupin, “as soon as we are comfortably
ensconced in our little book-closet, au troisieme.”

In a short time we were sitting around the fire, with the
meerschaum and two cigars pouring their foggy fragrance into
the air and mixing it with the steam rising from three glasses of
hot brandy grog. Whereupon Dupin began his explanation.

“First of all,” he said, “you are correct, Monsieur le Préfet,
when you say nothing can be heard from the inner room by any
one outside the outer door. My theory that the bell-pull was a
listening device proved untenable. It was simply a bell-pull, and
nothing more. No notes were passed. Sergeant Nettier could not
hear what was said. He could not even learn, from the blank
expression on the Marshals’ faces, or on that of Colonel Feydeau,
to what conclusion the conference had come. Yet I know what
decision was made.”

“Good gracious, Dupin! What are you telling me?”

“The decision taken by the Marshals was this: should Prussia
intervene in Spain, France would invoke her secret understanding
with Turkey and supply the Turks with arms and men to move
up from Bosnia and Herzegovina into the Austrian territories,
causing Prussia to go to the aid of Austria-Hungary which would,
of course, be instantly under attack from the Italian rebels. This
would leave Prussia with the alternatives of abandoning the
Spanish adventure or of gravely extending her commitments over
more than a thousand miles of territory, almost all of it hostile to
King William.”

“Merciful heavens, Dupin! How on earth did you learn this?
Who, in the name of all that is holy, gave you this information?”

“The Prussian Government,” said Dupin coolly, “through their
Military Attaché in Paris.”

“But, Dupin!” said G——, his face black with suspicion.

“Be seated! I am no traitor. But if the Prussian had not given
us correct information, Colonel Feydeau would not have been
arrested. Eh? Ergo, the information from Prussia was correct?
Agreed? Yes. Well, now, the information came in the first place
from Sergeant Nettier, and not to him from Colonel Feydeau,
either. Sit down, G——: the solution is simple. Nettier heard no
more than the clerk did—that one word, ‘sublime.” He passed it on
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to his Prussian paymasters, as he had been instructed and well
paid to do. It was not much, to be sure—just that one word,
‘sublime.’

“But in all truth it enabled the experts of the Prussian Foreign
Office to do precisely what I have done—to reveal the decisions on
political and military action to be taken by France in the event of
Prussia’s intervening in Spain. The fact that you arrested,
charged, tried, and convicted the Colonel proves that both the
Prussians and your humble servant deduced correctly. There was
no information from the conference or from any individual
member. All that Nettier had to report was that Marshal H——
had mentioned the single word ‘sublime’.”

“And what on earth did that tell the Prussians?”

“It told them that France intended to call on Turkey. What is
the other, the official, name for Turkey, Monsieur G.?”

“Gracious heavens! Dupin, I should never have associated the
word—"

“Nor did the clerk, which makes him innocent of any
complicity. He would not have mentioned the word otherwise. But
you do see mnow: Turkey, known as the Otto.nan
Empire—otherwise, and officially, known as The Sublime Porte.
That little word unloosed a torrent of shrewd and accurate
speculation on Prussia’s part.

“But, Monsieur le Préfet,” said Dupin coldly, “pray refrain from
saying what is springing to your lips—that ‘it was all a silly
blunder, and really no mystery at all.” That the tragedy we have
Jjust avoided came about through a trivial accident, I agree. But
would you have seen, in the single word recalled by the clerk,
the means of tracking down a spy and of restoring the honors of a
French officer, while saving him from a shameful death?”

G—— does not often pay compliments; rarely indeed does he
pay one to Dupin. But this time his generosity, such as it is,
overcame his natural prudence in the matter of acknowledging
my friend’s superiority in ratiocination.

“Congratulations, my dear Chevalier,” he said with a smile,
raising his glass in a toast. “Your performance merits only one
word—sublime!”
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The Pleasant Assassin

Dr. Basil Willing, the former medical assistant to the District
Attorney of New York County and the famous forensic
psychiatrist and crime consultant, is faced with a contemporary
problem in communication—a problem within a much larger
problem involving one of today's most important dangers to
law and order and to the health of our future leaders. In a
word, drugs. Or to borrow one of the author’s phrases and use
it metaphorically—"a costume ball without masks” . . .

Detective: DR. BASIL WILLING

he high place had been a grassy knoll a few hundred years

ago. It still revealed a view of the countryside beyond the city.
Once a watchtower had stood here and beacon fires had been lit
when the watchers saw Indians. It was still called Beacon Hill.

From his windows on the twentieth floor Basil Willing looked
down on the golden dome of the Bulfinch State House. Beyond,
he had a bird’s-eye view of huddled roofs and chimneypots. Leafy
tree tops traced the paths of old streets winding down to the river.
Here and there a church steeple stood, sharp as a needle, against
an angry sky.

Black clouds had brought on premature twilight. A hidden
sunset touched the lower edge of darkness with flame as if all the
fires of hell were banked just beyond human vision.

As indeed they are...Basil was remembering the clash
between students and police on Boston Common the night before.

He could see the Common now as a mass of tree tops on his left.
He could see the river beyond the chimneypots. Little sailboats
were tacking to and fro in a cluster, as busily unimportant as a
cloud of hovering gnats.

His doorbell buzzed. Twenty floors below someone must have
touched his button by mistake. No one in Boston knew he was at
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this address except his daughter, and she had left him only
moments ago. She had not mentioned coming back this
evening.

He pushed the button that opened a two-way speaking tube to
the vestibule downstairs. “Yes?”

“Dr. Willing?”

It was a man’s voice, distorted by the echo-chamber effect of the
tube. “My name’s Grogan—Aloysius Grogan, Boston Police
Department. Inspector Foyle of New York gave me your address.
May I come up?”

“Of course.”

Basil pressed the other button that opened the door, but he was
still puzzled. Foyle had retired to Florida and only came to New
York for occasional visits. When, and why, had Foyle been in
contact with the Boston Police?

The doorbell rang. On the threshold stood a tall man with a
face so young that just seeing it made Basil feel ten years older.

“Frankly, I've come to ask your help,” Grogan said. “It’s sort of
off the record.”

“It would have to be,” said Basil. “Inspector Foyle is not the
only person who has retired lately. I'm no longer a medical
assistant to the District Attorney of New York County.”

“But you're still called in as a psychiatric consultant.”

“Only now and then, but I have no official standing in Boston.
I'm here because I was asked to deliver a series of lectures at
Harvard. I was glad to accept because it gave me a chance to live
near my daughter for a while. She’s a student at Wheaton.”

“I realize all that, but—" The young man sighed. “When I saw
Foyle in New York he seemed to think this was your kind of case.
Of course I don’t want to impose on you. When a man is old
enough to retire he wants people to leave him alone.”

0Ol1d? “Suppose you tell me about this case.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Basil’s lips were dry. He recalled a remark of his father’s: The
worst thing is when they start calling you “sir” . . .

“You’'ve heard of Professor Jeremiah Pitcairn? Known to
students as the Pit Viper?”

“Author of After the Family: What?”

“That’s our boy. Brave New World stuff.”

“Stress comes from partial control of environment. Ergo, let’s
eliminate stress by controlling the environment totally from the
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moment of birth. Pavlov could never have got those dogs to
salivate every time that bell rang if he’d had only partial control
of their environment.”

Grogan laughed. “Youre not in sympathy with Professor
Pitcairn’s theories?”

“No, but I really cannot see how they could bring him into
conflict with the law.”

“I'm with Narcotics.”

It took a great deal to startle Basil, but this was a great deal. “A
full professor! Pitcairn?”

Grogan sighed. “You see? Nobody’s going to believe it. That’s
his strength. But it’s not impossible, you know. Small amounts of
mood-changing drugs are accessible to experimental psychologists
as to doctors.”

“I don’t believe it, Pitcairn’s much too conservative.”

“Is he really? Not if you read between the lines. He wants to
change things. He wants escape from conflict. Control the
environment of children from birth and they’ll escape all conflict
with environment. I'd say that’s pretty revolutionary.”

“It would certainly end progress,” said Basil. “For progress
depends on some people refusing to accept environment as they
find it.”

“Who wants progress? Not Pitcairn.”

“How do drugs come into it?” asked Basil.

“They can be used experimentally to modify reactions to
environment. This enables you to command the reaction you want
when you want it, for the length of time you want it, so you can
study it at your leisure. But suppose you become so interested in
drugs that you decide to try some of them on yourself? Like
Baudelaire and Gautier, to say nothing of De Quincey and
Coleridge. And suppose you get hooked on an expensive illegal drug.
Not just marijuana. Something stronger. What then?”

“You’d need money. Lots.”

“A hundred dollars a day or more. Just for the drug. You're a
full professor, too smart to take to petty crime, like stealing or
forgery. So you go into the business of distributing drugs. You
become a middleman, recruiting pushers for wholesalers—pushers
who are racketeers. That’s profitable and you think it will be
safe. Who’s going to suspect the distinguished author of After the
Family: What?”

“But you do suspect him. What happened?”
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“Stool pigeons. We’ve had tips—or shall I say ‘information
received’? The dope is sea-borne. Pitcairn lives down near
Buzzard’s Bay and comes up to Boston two or three times a week.
He always drops in at one place we’re watching—The Den of
Iniquity.”

Basil couldn’t help laughing. “Surely with that name the place
must be innocent!”

“You can’t be sure. We've just arrested a pair of burglars who
specialized in rifling summer cottages while they were empty in
winter. Those boys sold everything they stole openly, at a
roadside antique shop, and their sign read: Thieves Market.”

“You think The Den of Iniquity is another double bluff?”

“I'm sure of it, but I can’t prove it. We had a tip that Pitcairn
was going to be there 