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Denr Readers: 

At first glance one might think the 
cover of this issue represents, on the left, 
a man who has dined not wisely but too 
well, and is suffering from a surfeit of 
Thanksgiving turkey, while his opposite 
number, rosy-faced, wears the smile of 

a man who wisely refused all second helpings. 
This IS misleading. The basic idea for this cover comes 

from ancient Rome, and from one of the deities wor
shipped there, a two-faced god called Janus. He was said 
to be the deity of all gates and doors, hence of all be
ginnings If this symbolism is obscure to you, please try 
to relate it to modern times. Most of us wear one face at 
home and another when abroad. Or, to carry it a bit 
further, we wear one face for our friends and another for 
our enemies. 

Consider, then, the rosy-faced smile of welcome as di-
rected toward all new readers, and towards the faithful 
who have not only renewed their own subscriptions, but 
have purchased others for friends. The opposite side may 
be considered as viewing with alarm all those who have 
let their subscriptions lapse, and whose names no longer 
adorn our subscription list. Remedy this situation, if you 
please, and you shall once again see my smiling face on 
the cover. 

- ^ ^ ^ ^ - ^ ^ e - r N j ^ / z ^ ^ X d C ^ 

ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE U,:fri^SiJ\SS-il';'"on!"^ T"vi,f . S S 
Stdtts aid I*os t̂.•';sl(lIls elsmhere <Lj.oo (in U. S. fimtls) for one yoar. i'ubli.^lieil niotitlily by If. S.- P . 
I'uhlicitiuiis Inc 2441 TieaLh Conn I'alni Bfacli Shores. Uiviera Beach. Fla. I'lihliaUions omce. 10 Ferry 
s t r te i , ( oiicord N 11 Seoonci class postage paid at Contjord, N. 11. © 1!)61 hy H. S. li. l'ul)licatif)iis. Inc. All 
ri"-lits resLnod I'rottction secured under the International and I'an-American copyright conventions. Title 
regi-,lired b S Pat Office Ueprodiittion or use without express permission of editorial or pictorial content in 
,uiy nianntr is prohibited I'ostage niust accompany manuscripts if return is desired, but no responsibility will 
be as5U iied for un'-olicited niaierial .Manuscripts slioiiid be sent to Alfred Hitchcock's My-Stery Magazine. 
2441 IJeach Court Palm Beach Shores. Itiviera Beach, Fla. No similarity between smy of the names, cliarac-
tei->, peisoiii ami/or instiliition-> appearing in this magazine and those of any living or dead person or institution 
H intended and an\ similar't\ whuh may e.\isl is purely coincidental. Printed In tlie U.S.A. 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



VOLUME 6, NO. 11 NOVEMBER, 1961 

AlfRED HITCHCOCK'I 
mystery magazine 

CONTENTS 

Kl@VElLll¥7li 

H O M E FREE by Ed Lacy 105 

SM©KTr S¥©RDES 

THICKER T H A N WATER by Henry Slesar 2 

GET-AWAY by Borden Deal 16 

PROMOTION DEFERRED by Kenneth O'Hara 26 

M R . KANG VS. T H E D E M O N by Maxwell Trent 37 

T H E TRAVELING A R M by Jac/^ Ritchie 44 

MURDER EVERY THURSDAY by Art Lewis 49 

DEAD GIVE-AWAY by O. H. Leslie 55 

A H I N T OF HENBANE by Frederil^ Pohl and C. M. Kornbluth 64 

RELENTLESS AMBITION by W. H. Bell 70 

CASE FORECLOSED by Harold Rolseth 85 

A COOL S W I M ON A H O T DAY by Fletcher Flora 89 

TAINTED SENSE OF VALUES by Donald Honig 94 

LISA 
G. F. 

BELKNAP 
FOSTER, 

Editor 
Managing 

RICHARD 

Editor 
MEINRAD 

E. DECKER, Publisher 
PAT HITCHCOCK, 

MARGUERITE BLAIR 
MAYER, Art Director 

Associate 
DEACON, 

Editor 
"Illustrator 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



VERNON WEDGE didn't want to see 
the old man. Olga, his secretary, 
gave Blesker a sub-zero reception, 
but he sat on in the attorney's wait-' 
ing room. His shoulders were 
rigid, his crooked fingers inter
laced, his chalky face a portrait of 
stubbornness and determination. 
Finally, Vernon had to yield. 

"Sit down, Mr. Blesker," he 
said wearily, pointing to the leath
er chair in his office. "I know why 
you're here; my phone's been ring
ing all morning. Four newspapers, 
a youth worker, even a settlement 
house. What have you got, anyway, 
an organization.?" 
" The old man looked befuddled. 
"Please," he said. "I just come 
about my boy . . . " 

"Yes, I read the newspapers. 
And I suppose you think your 
kid's innocent?" 

"He is!" .• ' 
"Naturally. You're, his father. 

Have you talked to him since it 
happened.?" 

"I came from the prison this 
morning. They're not treating him 
good. He looks skinny." 

"He's only been in custody a 
few days, Mr. Blesker, I doubt if 
they're starving him. Look," Ver
non said testily, "your boy is ac
cused of knifing another kid in the 
street. That's what happened. You 

Blood, that vital life-giving fluid, numbers among its peculiar 
powers the confirmation of innocence and proof of guilt. Handle 
it with care, therefore, and do not spill. 

THICKER THAN WATER 
LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG

ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



know how many witnesses there 
are? You know what kind of evi
dence the district attorney has?" 

"I know he's innocent," the old 
man said.- "That's what I know. 
Benjy's a good, serious boy." 

"Sure," Vernon frowned. "They 
are ail good boys, Mr Blesker, until 
they start running with a street 
pack. Then, they're something 
else." He was almost shouting 
now. "Mr. Blesker, the State will 
pick an attorney for your son. 
You don't need me." 

"I have money," Blesker whis
pered. "The family, we all got to
gether. I run a, fuel oil business; 
I'm selling the big truck. I can' 
pay what you ask, Mr. Wedge." 

"It's not a question of money—" 
"Then, it's a question of what?" 

The old nian was suddenly trucu
lent. "Whether he's guilty or not? 
You decided that already, Mr. 
Wedge? From reading the news
papers?" 

Vernon couldn't' meet the chal
lenge, it was too close to the truth. 
He had prejudged the case from 
the newspaper stories, and knew 
from the accounts that this was 
one client he could live without. 
His record was too good. What 
was worse, he had lost his last 
client to Ossining. Every criminal 
lawyer is allowed a few adverse 
verdicts; but two in a row? 

"Mr. Blesker," he said miserably, 

"vvill you tell me why you came 
here? Why did you pick me?" 

"Because I heard you- were 
good." 

"Do you know what happened 
in my last case?" 

Obstinate: "I heard you were 
good, Mr. Wedge." 

"You told every reporter in town 
. that you intended to hire me. That 
puts me in a very compromising 
position, you know that? And 
you, too. Know how it'll look if I 
turn you,down? Like I think your 
boy is guilty, that the case is hope
less." 

"I didn't mean any harm," the 
old man said fumbhngly. "I- just 
wanted to get the best for Benjy." 
He was getting teary. "Don't turn 
me down, please, Mr. Wedge." 

Vernon knew a lost cause when 
he saw one; perhaps he had known 
from the start how this interview 
would end. His voice softened. 

"I didn't.say your boy is guilty, 
Mr. Blesker. All I say is that he's 
got a bad case. A very bad case." 

Motionless, the old man waited. 
"All right," Vernon sighed. "I'll 

think it over." 

The police blotter had Benjy 
Blesker's age' down as seventeen. 
He looked younger. The frightened 
eyes gave him a look of youthful 
bewildermeiit. Vernon wasn't talc-
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en in by it; he had seen too many 
innocent, baby-faced, icy-hearted 
killers. 

The boy's cell was clean, and 
Benjy himself bore no marks of 
ill-treatment. He sat on the edge of 
the bunk and kneaded his hands. 
When Vernon walked in, he asked 
him for a cigarette. 

Vernon hesitated, then shrugged 
and offered the pack. "Why not.?" 
he said. "If you're old enough to 
be here . . . " 

Benjy lit up and dropped a tough 
mask over his boyish features. 
"You the lawyer my old man 
hired?" 

"That's right. My name is Ver
non Wedge." 

"When do I get out of here.?" 
"You don't, not until the trial. 

They've refused bail." 
"When's the trial?" 
"Don't rush it," Vernon growled. 

"We need every minute of delay, 
we can get. Don't think this is, 
going to be easy." 

Benjy leaned back, casual. "I 
didn't cut that guy," he said even
ly. "I didn't have anything to do 
with it." 

Vernon grunted, and pulled a 
sheet of handwritten notes out of 
his pocket. 

"You admitted that you knew 
Kenny Tarcher?" 

"Sure I knew him. We went to 
Manual Trades together." 

"They tell me Kenny was a 
member of a gang called The 
Aces. You ever run with them?" 

"With that bunch?" Benjy 
sneered, and blew a column of 
smoke. "I was a Baron. The Bar
ons don't mix with those bums. 
You know who they take into 
that gang? A whole lot of—" ^ 

"Never mind," Vernon snapped. 
"We can talk about your social life 
later.- You were a Baron and 
Kenny was an Ace, so that made 
you natural enemies. You had a 
rumble last month, and this Kenny 
Tarcher beat up on you pretty 
good. Don't give me any argu
ments about this, it's ancient his
tory." 

Benjy's mouth was quivering. 
"Look, Mr. Wedge, we don't have 
that kind of gang. You know Mr. 
Knapp—" 

"The youth worker? I just came 
from him." 

"He'll tell you about the Barons, 
Mr. Wedge, we're not a bunch of 
hoods. We got a basketball team 
and everything." 

Vernon smothered a smile. "Why 
do you carry a knife, Benjy?" 

"It's no switchblade, Mr. Wedge. 
It's more like a boy scout knife; 
I mean, they sell 'em all over. I use 
it for whittlin' and stuff like that." 

"Whittling?" It was hard to 
hide the sneer. The end of Benjy's 
cigarette flared, as did his temper. 
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"Look, whose side are you on? 
I didn't stick Kenny, somebody 
else did! I swear I didn't kill 
him!" 

"Take it easy. I'm not making 
accusations, kid,' that's the court's 
job. Now sit back and relax. I'm 
going over the story, from the po
lice side, and then you can tell me 
where they're wrong. Every little 
thing, understand.?" 

Benjy swallowed hard. Then he 
nodded. 

"It was ten minutes to mid
night on June 21," Vernon said, 
watching him. "You and two other 
guys were walking down Thur
mond Street; you came out of a 
movie house. Kenny Tarcher came 
out of the corner apartment build
ing on Thurmond and Avenue C. 
You bumped into each other, and 
there was some horseplay. The 
next thing that happens, you and 
your pals start running down the 
street. Kenny falls down and tries 
to crawl to the stoop of his house. 
There were two people on the 
steps. They saw you running. 
They saw Kenny die, right in 
front of them. He had an eight-
inch gash in his stomach . . . " 

Benjy looked sick. 
"Ten minutes later, the cops 

caught up with you in your old 
man's fuel supply store on Chester 
Street. The knife was still in your 
pocket." He paused. 

6 

"I didn't cut him," the boy said 
grimly. "All the rest of that stuff, 
that's true. But I don't know who 
cut Kenny." 

"Who were the other two guys 
with you.?" 

"I never saw 'em before. I met 
'em in the movies." 

"Don't give me that!" 
"What the hell do you want 

from me.?" Benjy bellowed. "I tell 
you I don't know those guys! One 
of them must have done it, I did
n't! When I saw he was hurt, I 
ran. That's all it was!" 

"You had the knife—" 
"I didn't use it!" 
"That knife is Exhibit A," the 

lawyer said. "You know that, don't 
you.? The witnesses saw you hold
ing it—" 

"Leave me alone! You ain't here 
to help- me!" 

Vernon got up. 
"I am, Benjy. The only way you 

can be helped, kid. I want you to 
cop a plea." 

"What.?" 
"I want you to plead guilty. Be

lieve me, it's the only sensible 
thing to do. You put this case to a 
jury, I swear you'll be spending 
the rest of, your life in a cage. 
Plead guilty, and the worst you'll 
get is twenty years. That's not as 
bad as it sounds; you'll be eligible' 
for parole in five." 

"I won't do it!" Benjy ^ 
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screamed. "I'm imiocent! I'm not 
goin' to jail for something I didn't 
do!" 

"I'm talking sense, kid, why 
won't you listen?" 

"I didn't do it! I didn't!" 
Vernon sighed. The corners of. 

his mouth softened, and he 
dropped a hand on the boy's 
shoulder. 

"Listen," he said gently. "I really 
want to help you, son." 

For a moment, Benjy was still. 
Then he threw off the arm of 
sympathy, and snarled at the at
torney. 

"I'm not your son! I got a fa
ther!" 

Like father, like son, Vernon 
thought wryly, looking at the mul
ish mouth and marble eyes of the 
old man. He was sure Blesker had 
a softer side. Under other cir
cumstances, he would smile and 
tell jokes and hum old-country 
tunes. Now, faced with the law
yer's blunt advice, he was hard as 
a rock. 

"You've got to talk some sense 
into him," Vernon said. "He does
n't know what's good. for him. If 
he pleads guilty to murder in the 
second degree, the judge will be 
lenient." 

"But he -goes to prison? For 
something he didn't do?" 

THICKER THAN WATER 

"You're his father, Mr. Blesker. 
You're ignoring facts." 

"The facts are wrong!" Blesker 
put his fists on, his knees and 
pounded them once. When he 
looked up again, there was a new 
mood in his eyes. "You tell me 
something, Mr. Wedge—" 

"Yes?" 
"You don't like to lose cases, am 

I right? That's what they say 
about you." 

"Is that bad?" 
"If my boy pleads guilty, you 

don't. lose liothing. You still got 
your good record, right?" 

"Do you think that's my only 
reason?" 

Blesker shrugged. "I'm. only ask
ing, Mr. Wedge. I don't know 
nothing about the law." 

Unable to refute this accurate 
estimate of his inner thoughts, Ver
non tried to summon up an angry 
denial and failed. He shrugged his 
shoulders. 

"AH right," he said grudgingly. 
"So we plead Not Guilty. I'll do 
everything I can to make it stick." 

Blesker examined his face for 
signs of sincerity. He seemed satis
fied. 

Vernon came to the courtroom 
on opening day with a heart as 
heavy as his brief case. Surprising
ly, the first day didn't go badly. 

. • 7 
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Judge Angus Dwight had been 
assigned to the bench. In spite of 
his dour look, Vernon knew him 
to be scrupulously fair and sneak-
ily sentimental. Wickers, the prose
cuting attorney, was a golden-
haired • Adonis with a theatrical 
dehvery, a keen mind, and an ap
peal for the ladies. Fortunately, the 
impaneled jurors were men with 
only two,exceptions, and they were 
women far past the age of coquet
ry; During the first hour. Wickers' 
facetiousness in his opening re
marks drew a rebuke from the 
judge concerning the seriousness 
of the affair; Vernon's hopes lifted 
a notch. 

But it was his only good day. 
On the second afternoon, Wickers 
called a man named Sol Dankers 
to the witness chair. 

"Mr. Dankers," he said smooth
ly, "you were present at the time 
of Kenneth Tarcher's slaying, isn't 
that so?" -

"That's right,". Dankers said 
heavily. He was a hard-breathing, 
bespectacled man with a red-veined 
nose. "I was sittin' on the stoop, 
when these kids start foolin' 
around. Next thing I know, one of 
'em's stumbling to the stoop, bleed-
in' like a pig. He drops dead right 
at the feet of me and my Mrs. I 
was an hour gettin' the blood
stains off my shoes." 

"Is that all you saw?" 

"No, sir. 1 seen that boy, the 
one over there, runnin' away with 
a knife in his hand." 

Then it was Vernon's turn. 
"Mr. Dankers, is it true your 

eyesight is impaired?" 
"True enough. I'm sixty-two, 

son, wait 'til you're my age." 
He drew a laugh and a rap of 

the -gavel. 
"It was almost midnight on a 

street not particularly well ht. Yet 
you saw a knife—" he pointed to 
the table where Exhibit A rested 
—"that knife, in Benjamin Blesk-
er's hand?" 

"It was .sort of flashin' in the 
light, if you know what I mean. 
But to tell you the truth, I would
n't have noticed if Mrs. Danker 
hadn't said, 'look at that boy, he's 
got a knife!'" 

The crowd buzzed, and Vernon 
frowned at the inadvertent hearsay 
testimony. The damage was done; 
he didn't even bother to voice a 
complaint. 

Mrs. Danker testified next; there 
was nothing wrong with her eyes, 
she said stoutly, and she knew a 
knife when she saw one. It was the 
third witness who did the most 
harm. He was Marty Knapp, a 
dedicated youth worker serving the 
neighborhood. 

"No, Benjy isn't a bad kid," he 
said thoughtfully." "But he had a 
temper. And he never forgave 
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Kenny Tarcher for the beating he 
gave him." 

"Then in your opinion," Wickers 
said triumphantly, "this might have 
been a grudge kilHng? Not just a 
sudden scufBe or unplanned as
sault, but a deliberate, cold-blood
e d - " • 

Vernon was on his feet, shouting 
objections. Judge Dwight took his 
side at once, but the impression 
was indelible in the collective mind 
of the jury. When Vernon sat 
down again, he felt as forlorn as 
Benjy Blesker looked. 
, On the eve of the fourth day, he 
went to see him. 

"What do you say, Benjy.?" he 
said quietly. "You see the way 
things are going.? I'm pulling out 
the whole bag of tricks, and I'm 
not fooling anybody." 

"Try harder!" Benjy snapped. 
"If I knew how to work mira

cles, I'd work one. Look, this stiate 
doesn't like to hang kids, but it's 
happened before—" 

"Hang.?" the boy said incredu
lously. "You're crazy!" 

"Even if you got life, know 
what that means.? Even if you got 
paroled in twenty years, you'll be 
thirty-seven years old, almost mid
dle-aged, with a record." 

There were tears flooding Ben
jy's eyes. It was the first sign of a 
crumpling defense, and the lawyer • 
moved in swiftly. 

"Plead guilty," he said earnestly. 
"Plead guilty, Benjy. It's not too 
late." 

The boy's head snapped up. 
"No!" he screamed. "I didn't do 

it!" 

The fourth day was the worst of 
all. Vernon railed mercilessly at the 
prosecution witnesses. He called 
Bankers a weak-eyed, boozing liar. 
He forced Mrs. Dankers to admit 
that she hated the neighborhood' 
kids, and the Barons especially. He 
got Knapp, the youth worker, to 
recite every detail of Benjy's good 
record. But through it all, the jury 
shifted restlessly, bored, irritated, 
obviously unimpressed by the 
"character" testimony, eager only 
for facts, the bloodier the better. 

Wickers gave them what they 
wanted. Wickers treated them to a 
blow-by-blow reenactment of the 
stabbing. He bled for them. He 
clutched his stomach. He put the 
victim's mother on the stand. He 
let her cry through ten minutes of 
pointless testimony, until even 
Judge Dwight got sick of the 
spectacle. But it was working. 
Vernon, jury-smart, knew it was 
working. 

The trial was almost over. Wick
ers, waving the knife under 
Benjy Blesker's nose, got him to 
admit that it was his, admit that 
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he was never without it, admit 
-̂ that he had it in his pocket—maybe 
even in his hand—the night of the 
slaying. It was his curtain<loser. 
Wickers sat down, the prosecution's 
case stated. 

One more day, and it would be 
finished. 

There was a weekend hiatus be
fore the trial resumed. Vernon 
Wedge spent the time thinking. 

It was the old man's fault, he 
thought bitterly. It was old man 
Blesker who was behind all the 
trouble. His faith in Benjy was 
the indomitable, obstinate faith of 
the fanatic. Even if the boy was 
guilty, concern for his father would 
prevent him from admitting the 
truth. 

"The funny thing is," he told 
Olga, his secretary, "if I was on 
that jury, I wouldn't know -how 
to vote." 

Olga clucked. 
"You don't look well," she said. 

"You look anemic. When this is 
over, you ought to see a doctor." 

"A headshrinker, that's what I 
ought to see." 

"I mean a doctor," Olga said 
firmly. 

It was then that the idea was 
born. Vernon looked at his secre
tary queerly, and stood up behind 
the desk. 

"You know, it's a thought. May
be I ought to see one. You remem
ber Doc Hagerty?" 

"No." 
"Sure-you remember! On the 

Hofstraw case, 1958—" 
"But he's not the kind of doctor 

I mean. I mean a good all-around 
GJ>." 

"I'm going out," Vernon said 
suddenly. "I'll be at the Dugan 
Hospital if you need me. But 
don't bother me unless it's urgent." 

He found Hagerty in the base
ment laboratory of the Dugan Hos
pital. Olga was right: Hagerty was 
no chest-thumping, tongue-depress
ing practitioner; he was more bio
chemist than physician. But he was 
what Vernon needed. 

Hagerty was a white-haired man 
with shoulders rounded from years 
of bending over microscopes, and 
he smelt vaguely of sulphur. He 
turned out to be ignorant of the 
trial. Vernon summarized the facts 
briefly, and then talked about 
blood. 

"You mean there were no benzi
dine tests made?" Hagerty said 
quickly. "Of the murder weapon.?" 

"Yes," Vernon admitted, "and the 
test proved negative. There weren't 
any bloodstains on the knife, you 
understand, it was clean. The prose
cution claims that • all traces were 
wiped or washed off. It's never been 
much of an issue up till now. But I 
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once heard you talk about a more 
sensitive test than benzidine—" 

"There is," Hagerty grunted. 
"Benzidine is the standard blood 
test in this city, but there's another 
one. It's a lot more delicate, in my 
opinion, and it's not always em
ployed. It's called the reduced phe-
nolphtalein test, and dep_.ending on 
a couple of factors, it might be just 
what you're looking for." 

"The quality of the blade metal, 
for one thing. And even if the 
metal is porous enough to retain 
microscopic particles of blood, it 
may be impossible ' to determine 
whose. If your boy ever cut his 
finger, or somebody else—" 

"What do we have to do.'"' Ver
non said excitedly. 

"Get me the knife." 
"That's impossible. It's court 

property at the moment." 
"Then get me half a dozen like 

it." 
The lawyer spent all of Saturday 

morning searching for the weap
on's counterpart. His mental pic
ture of it was sharp; he recalled 
every curlicue on its handle; he 
even remembered the letters at the 
base of the blade: B.L. CO. USA. 

He finally found one in a dingy 
variety store four blocks from the 
scene of the stabbing. The proprie
tor had exactly five left in stock; 
he took them all. 

There was a two-hour wait that 

THICKER THAN WATER 

afternoon before he could see Hag
erty again; when the white-haired 
doctor joined him in the labora
tory, he didn't apologize. 

"I have the solution all ready," 
he said crisply. "You sure this is 
the same make of knife.?" 

"Positive." 
Hagerty sprung the large blade. 

Then he removed a bottle of 
whole blood from a' cabinet, and 
dipped it inside. Vernon swallowed 
in revulsion as Hagerty wiped the 
blade clean with a soft cloth, and 
marked the knife with a pencil. 

"Any trace .f"' he said, offering it 
for examination. 

"Clean as a whistle." 
Hagerty brought all five blades 

to a beaker filled with a murky 
liquid. Vernon helped him open all 
the knives,' and they were ready 
for the demonstration. 

"Mix 'em up good," Hagerty 
said. "It's like a magic trick; you 
shuffle 'em up, I'll fiiid the one." 

Vernon scrambled the knives. 
Then, one by one, Hagerty dipped 
them into^ the solution. 

The third one turned the liquid 
pink. It was the knife that had 
been- marked. 

"It works," Vernon breathed. "It 
really works." 

"The metal, is porous. If there 
were bloodstains on it from years 
ago, this test would show it up." 

"Thank you," Vernon said hum-
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bly. "You've saved my life, Doc." 
"Your life?" Hagerty said dryly. 

When Vernon entered Benjy's 
cell, the boy was reading a pulp 
magazine with' intense concentra
tion. He seemed detached, disin
terested. Vernon understood it; he 
had seen this before in the con
demned. 

"Listen to me," he said harshly. 
"Listen good. \ have an idea that 
might save you, but I have to 
know the truth." 

"I told you everything—" 
"There's a test," the lawyer said. 

"A test that can determine whether 
or not there was ever blood on that 
knife of yours." 

"So.?" 
"I propose to make that test in 

court on Monday. If it's negative, 
the jury will know you didn't kill 
Kenny • Tarcher." 

"I don't understand that kind of 
stuff—" 

"I'm not asking you to under
stand," Vernon said tautly. "If you 
stabbed that boy, a solution is going 
to turn pink and you can kiss your 
freedom goodbye. What's more, if 

. you ever cut anybody with. that 
knife, even yourself, it'll turn pink. 
So I want you to tell me now. 
Was there ever blood on that 
\nije?" 

"I told you I didn't cut him!" 
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"You moron!" Vernon shouted. 
"Do you understand my question ."̂  
Was there ever blood of any kind 
on that knife.?" 

"No! It was brand-new. I never 
cut anybody with it." 

"You're sure.? Absolutely sure.?"-
"I told you, didn't I.?" 
"This is scientific stuff, boy, 

don't think you can fool a test 
tube!" 
. "I said it's clean!" 

Vernon- Wedge sighed, and stood 
up. 

"Okay, Benjy. We'll see how 
clean it is. We'll ,give it a bath. 
And God help you if you lied to 
me. 

On Monday, Wickers rose to 
make his final peroration. He was 
bland-faced, a picture of confi-

" dence. Vernon looked at the v'acant 
faces of the jurors, waiting for 
their emotional rubdown. But he 
wasn't going to allow it. 

He stood up, and addressed 
Judge Dwight. 

"Your Honor, something oc
curred over the weekend which I 
consider of paramount importance 
to this case. I ask the court's per
mission to introduce new evi
dence." 

"Objection," Wickers said calm
ly. "The. defense has had sufficient 
time for the introduction of evi
dence. I suggest, this is a delaying 
tactic." 
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Vernon looked defeated, but he 
was only playing possum. Judge 
Dwight prompted him. 

"What sort of evidence, Mr. 
Wedge.?" 

"It's a demonstration, Your Hon
or," he said weakly. "In my opin
ion, it will clearly establish my 
client's guilt or innocence. But if 
the court rules—". 

"Very well, Mr. Wedge, you may 
proceed." 

Quickly, Vernon undid the 
clasps of the black box in front of 
him. He removed the wide-
mouthed beaker, and then the foil 
lid that covered it. He brought the 
murky solution to the bench that 
held the trial exhibits. 

"And what is this.?" Judge 
Dwight said. 

"This, Your Honor, is a chemi
cal solution specifically formulated 
for the detection of blood." 

The courtroom buzzed; on the 
prosecution's side of the room, 
there was a hurried consultation. 

Vernon faced the jurors. 
"Ladies and gentlemen. Exhibit 

A in this case is the knife which 
presumably killed Kenneth Tarch-
er. This is the knife which was in 
the possession of Benjamin Blesker 
the night of the slaying. Yet not 
one shred of testimony has been 
heard during this trial concerning 
the vital factor of blood" 

He picked up the knife, and 

sprung the long, shining blade. 
"This knife!" he said, waving it 

in the air. "Look at it carefully. It 
has never left the court's possession 
since my client's arrest. Yet this 
clean, shiny blade can still tell a 
story of guilt or innocence. For as 
every biochemist knows, there • is 
an infallible test which can deter
mine whether an object of such 
porous metal has ever been stained 
with even one drop of blood!" 

He poised the knife over the 
mouth of the beaker. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, I intend 
to prove once and for all whether I 
have been defending a boy falsely 
accused, or a lying murderer. I in
tend to dip this blade in the solu
tion. If it turns pink—you must 
punish him for his guilt. If it re
mains clear—you must do 
what is just, and set him free." 

Slowly, he brought the knife 
down. 

"Your Honor!" 
Wickers was on his feet, and 

Vernon halted. 
"Your Honor, objection! Objec

tion!" 
"Yes, Mr. Wickers.?" 
Wickers' eyes flashed angrily. 

"Defense counsel is acting improp
erly. The police laboratory has al
ready made the standard benzidine 
test of the weapon and found no 
bloodstains on the blade. We admit 
that the knife has been cleansed—" 
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"Your Honor," Vernon said loud
ly, "the sensitivity of this test far 

. exceeds the benzidine—" 
"This performance is irrelevant, 

immaterial, and _ completely im
proper!" Wickers whirled to the 
jury. "At no time during this trial 
has the prosecution denied the ab
sence of blood on Benjamin Blesk-
er's knife. Aiiy so-called "test" that 
corroborates this is completely 
'gratuitous, and is intended as, pure 
theatrics to mislead and befuddle 
the jury! I demand -this farcial 
demonstration be stopped!" 

There was a moment's silence. 
Vernon looked up at the judge hope-

. fully, waiting. 
Dwight folded his hands, 
"Mr. Wedge, I'm afi-aid you're 

not in a position to qualify as an 
expert .jn forensic chemistry. And, 
as Mr. Wickers says, mere corrobo
ration of the police laboratory report 
is gratuitous evidence that cannot 
be properly admitted. Therefore, 
the objection is sustained." 

"But Your Honor—" 
"Sustained," Judge Dwight said 

gravely. "You cannot rriake the test, 
Mr. Wedge." 

His summation was the briefest 
of his career. 

"I believe Benjamin Blesker is 
innocent," he said wearily. "I be
lieve this because of a test I was 

riot permitted to make. This boy 
knew that the results of this test 
might have condemned him, yet he 
told me to proceed. No guilty 
man would have allowed it; no in
nocent man would have had it any 
other way." -

The jury was out less than an 
hour. When they returned, they de
clared that Benjamin Blesker was 
innocent. 

Vernon was permitted the use of 
an adjoining chamber for a meet
ing with his client. It wasn't a vic
tory celebration. The boy seemed 
stunned, and the happiness in old 
man Blesker's face looked more 
Uke sorrow. When the lawyer en
tered the.room, he stood up shakily 
and held out his hand. 

"God bless,you," he whispered. 
"Bless you for, what you did." 

"I didn't come to be congratu
lated," Vernon said coldly. "I want
ed to see you both for another rea
son." 

The baiUff entered, and placed 
the beaker on the desk. When he 
left, Vernon took the knife out of 
his pocket, and pu t i t down beside 
the beaker. The old man picked it 
up and looked at the weapon as 
if he had never seen it before. 

"Wickers was right," Vernon 
said flatly. "What I did out there 
was theatrics. I didn't want to 
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make the demonstration; I was 
counting on t h ^ prosecution halt
ing it."-

"You didn't want to?" Blesker 
said blankly. "You didn't want to 
make the test.?" 

"I could have gotten an expert, 
a real one, like Doc Hagerty. But 
I didn't want to take the chance; 
if this stuff had turned red . . ." 
H e , looked at the beaker and 
frowned. "No," he said. "The risk 
was too great. If Wickers had 
played along, I would have been. 
forced to do it. But I figured they 
would object, and the jury would 
be impressed the right way. They 
were, thank God." 

Blesker let out a long sigh. 
"But now there's something we 

have to do," Vernon said. "Some
thing to satisfy us all." 

"What do you mean?" 
Vernon looked at the boy. Benjy 

wouldn't meet his eyes. 
"I still don't know the truth," the 

lawyer said. "I don't know it, and ' 
neither do you. Only Benjy here 
knows it." 

"You can't mean that I You said 
yourself—" 

"Never mind what I said out 
there. There's only one way we can 
really know, Mr. Blesker." 

He held out his hand. 
"Give me the knife, Mr. Blesker. 

We're going to make the test the 
judge wouldn't allow. For our own 
sakes." 

"But why?" the old man cried. 
"What difference does it. make?" 

"Because I want to ]{now! Even 
if you don't, Mr. Blesker, I want to 
know!" 

"Give me the knife," Vernon 
said. 

Blesker picked up the knife. He 
touched its cool blade thoughtfully. 

"Of course," he said. 
Then, slowly, he drew the blade 

deliberately across the back of his 
hand. The sharp edge bit deep. 
Blood welled like a crimson river 
in the cut and stained his hand, his 
cuff, his sleeve, the surface of the 
desk. He looked at the^wound sad
ly, indifferently, and then handed 
the dripping weapon to the attor
ney, 

"Make your test," he said dream
ily. "Make your test now, Mr. 
Wedge." 

And as Vernon stared at him, he 
removed a crumpled handkerchief 
from his pocket and wound it 
about his injured hand. Then he 
took his son's arm, and they left the 
rponi together. 
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I*AUL WELTON lived,at the out
skirts of a great city. He lived al
so within the shadow, of a great 
international airport. An almost 
constant part of his home life was 
the sound of the great international 
jets taking off and landing, the 
ominous roar of their power beating 
in palpable waves through the 
thin walls of the house, beating 
upon the fabric of his life like a 
•metronome. He went to bed at 
night with the sound of them in 

his ears and they were the first 
thing he heard when he woke in 
the morning. 

Paul, unlike his neighbors, did 
not dislike living so near to the 
noise and the danger. He ' never 
signed the petitions that were cir
culated about the noise of the jets, 
about the danger of their near ap
proaches, about the desirability-of 
moving the airport away from the 
neighborhood. The truth was, Paul 
Welton liked living near the end 
of the runways, liked the constant 
sound of the engines in his ears. 
He had bought the house in the 
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Malting a get-awayy as every wrong-doer kjiows to his sorrow, 
is easier said than done, for we carry our consciences with us, 
no matter where we go. • -

first place only partially because of 
the extraordinarily low price. He 
had stood, that day of inspection, 
in the yard of the house watching 
a great jet rise slowly off the end 
of the runway, lofting itself into its 
incredibly smooth and rapid tran
sit through the atmosphere to an
other place, a foreign place, and 
the thrill of it stuck in his throat, 
speeded his heart, moistened his 
hands. In that moment he knew 
that he was going to buy the house. 

Perhaps, most of all, it was be
cause it seemed to bring his own 
dream closer to reality—that dream 
of being escorted like a VIP to one 
of those luxurious seats, of himself 
lofting and speeding to a foreign 
land with an enormous sum. of 
money in his pocket and an in
credibly lovely woman in the seat 
beside him. Mary, his wife, didn't 
like the house, didn't like its loca
tion. But Mary didn't like much of 
anything that he did, so he didn't 
let that bother him. He bought 
the house anyway, 

by Borden Deal 

The occasion of the purchase 
was also the occasion of his promo
tion in the bank. So perhaps it was 
the promotion to the position where 
he had access to the money that 
started his concrete planning as 
much as the proximity to the jet-
port. But it was certainly the jet-
port that sustained him in the 
nerve-racking endeavor of stealing 
enough money to sustain him and 
Roberta in the style in which he 
hoped to live in foreign cHmes. 
Roberta?—Oh yes, he had the love
ly woman, too. He found her soon 
after moving to his new house and 
assuming his new duties at the 
bank. She was just the woman he 
had wanted, lovely and black-
haired, with the added glamour of 
her work—modeling and bit tele
vision parts. It seemed as though 
it all began to fall into place the 
moment he commenced spending 
his nights and his weekends within 
the sound of the jet engines, as 
though the rhythms of the engines 
were at last shaping the rhythms 
of his life into the pattern he had 
longed for. 

Outwardly, but only outwardly, 
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this weekend was like any other 
weekend for Paul Welton. This 
was the weekend he was going to 
make the get-away. Only yester
day he had told Roberta of the 
plan, and she had agreed. He had 
kept it from her until the last mo
ment, almost afraid that she would 
not go with him. But when he 
had told her about the money, she 
was eager. She, too, lusted in her 
soul for strange lands and warm 
suns. 

So when Paul came home that 
day he stood in the yard for a mo
ment, looking up into the sky and 
listening to the great engines roar 
overhead, knowing that in a few 
hours now he would be on one of 
the planes. It was beginning to 
snow and the ceiling was very low. 
The snow blew coldly against his 
face, nunibing his • flesh, and be
cause of the ceiling he could not 
see the planes. But he could hear 
them. 

He. went into the house, took o£E 
his overcoat and hung it in the 
closet, and 'then went on into the 
living room. Mary was talking on 
the telephone. She looked over her 
shoulder at his entrance, and said, 
"Here he is now." 

She motioned to Paul' and he 
took the phone. "Yes.?" he said. 

"This is the airlines confirming 
your reservation," the voice said. 
•'Is this Mr. Paul Welton.?" 

"Yes," Paul said. "Will the flight 
leave on time.? This snow storm 
won't delay it?" 

"Our information is that the 
flight will depart on time," the 
voice continued. "Will you please 
check with the desk on your reser
vation half an hour before flight 
time.? Thank you." 

He turned . around. Mary was 
looking at him. "What's the airline 
doing calling you.?" she said. 

Paul, knowing he was going to 
be free .now in an hour or two, 
looked at her critically. He didn't 
really know, now,, why he had 
ever married her. They had sat 
next to each other in Biology at 
college. That was the only reason 
he could think of. 

She was a small woman. Eight 
years ago she had been rather 
pretty. And, he supposed, to an
other man she might still be pretty 
though she was just a shade too 
plump for his taste. Her only 
touch of culture from her college 
education was membership in the 
Alumnae Sorority Chapter and a 
subscription to the Reader's Digest 
Condensed Book Club. 

"The bank is sending me to Phil
adelphia again," he said. 

He had taken the precaution, on 
assuming his new job two years 
ago, of making an occasional week
end trip on presumable bank busi
ness to accustom her to his absence. 
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Actually, of course, he had been 
with Roberta, having carefully allot
ted a minimum share of the money 
for this necessary expense. 

"I suppose you'll be gone the 
whole weekend again," Mary re
marked indifferently. 

"I'm afraid so," he said. "Dinner 
ready?" 

"You know it's always ready!" 
She went into the kitchen, took the 
TV dinner from the oven, put it 
on the table in the kitchen nook. 
"I've already eaten." 

Paul sat down and looked at the 
dinner. It was turkey this time. She 
had put it into the stove without 
love thirty minutes ago, knowing 
he would arrive just in time to 
eat it piping hot and without love, 
also. Looking at the alumimmi 
tray, Paul decided abruptly that 
tomorrow night he would order 
lobster with drawn butter. He had 
never eaten lobster. 

Paul ate quickly without tasting 
anything. Then he went into the 
bedroom and changed clothes." He 
packed his suitcase quickly, thor
oughly, and came back into the 
living room, glancing at his watch. 

"Well, I'd better get started," he 
said. "Might take a Uttle time to 
get to the airport in this weather." 

"You sure they'll be flying to
night?" Mary said. 

"Sure," Paul answered her. "A 
Httle weather like this won't stop 
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those jets." A plane roared over
head. "Hear?" 

"If it wasn't for the fence, you 
could just walk across the airport 
to the terminal," she said. "You 
like to live so close to it, too bad 
you can't get them to cut you a 
gate." 

"I'll call a taxi," he said. "Wait a 
minute. I forgot something in the 
car." 

He went out of the house, hur
ried through the snow to the gar
age. He opened the trunk of his 
car and found the zipper bag with 
the money belt in it. He could put 
it on now that he was ready to go. 
He unbuttoned his shirt, feeling the 
cold air strike against his bare 
flesh, and. put the money belt 
around his middle. It was solid 
with the fat of his thieving, plump 
and comforting, and his fingers 
shook and knotted with excitement 
as he tied the belt securely. He 
tucked in his shirt, fastened his 
belt, and was ready. He' went back 
into the house for his suitcase, and 
made the phone call for the taxi. 

At the door, with the suitcase in 
his hand, he hesitated, looking 
back at Mary. "Well," he said. "I'm 
off." 

She was doing her nails and 
she did not look up at him. "Be 
careful," she said. 

"You know me," he replied. "I'm 
always careful." 
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He opened the door and went 
out into the yard. It would take a 
few rriinutes for the taxi to arrive. 
But he wanted to wait for it out
side the house. He stood on the 
snowy path, waiting, looking 
around him. He was leaving noth
ing here. He knew his neighbors 
well enough to speak to over the 
hedge, but that was all. Even in 
the beginning, between him and 
Mary, there had never been any
thing but Biology. He wished that 
class hadn't be?n seated alphabeti
cally. No. Nothing there except 
the sound of the jet,engines over
head. And he was going with 
them. The taxi drew up in front 
of the house and he got in without 
a backward glance. 

"The airport," he told the driver. 
"Looks like quite a night, " the 

driver said, starting the taxi and 
swinging it around. "You flying 
tonight?" 

"Yes," Paul said with quiet satis
faction. "I'm flying tonight." , 

"Paper said a big storm front is 
blowing in," the taxi driver said 
with relish. "Temperature way 
down, high winds, a blizzard, the 
works. Glad I'm going off in an 
hour." 

Paul entered the lighted warmth 
of the terminal feeling the excite
ment beginning to build in him. It 
was really happening; it was really 
coming true. He had been ' here 
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often, though he had never flovyn 
in his life. It had been his custom, 
ever since he had moved to the 
house, to come here occasionally 
just to watch the people coming 
and going on their mysterious jour
neys, to dream of the day of his 
own departure on his own myster
ious journey. . ' 

He knew where the reservation 
desk was for his airline. He went 
and stood in the line, waiting his 
turn. He could see Roberta in the 
hne ahead of him but she did not 
acknowledge his presence. That 
was part of the plan; they would 
travel separately until Mexico City. 
At last Paul put his suitcase on 
the scales, presented his ticket. 

"There will be a slight delay 
before takeoff," the reservations 
clerk told him. 

Paul's heart sank. This was the 
first break in the perfection of the 
plan. He turned his head, saw 
Roberta sitting on a bench looking 
at a magazine. 

"The plane will take off, won't 
it.?" he asked the clerk. 

The clerk looked at him. "There 
will be a slight delay," he said. 
"That is all the information that 
we have. Your flight will be called 
at Gate Twelve." 

Paul took the ticket, put it into 
his coat pocket, and walked to the 
center of the terminal where he 
bought a paperback book and a 
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chocolate bar. Then he sat down 
on a bench and tried to read the 
book. 

At flight time a half-hour delay 
was announced. Paul fidgeted on 
the bench. Outside the glass doors 
he could see snow swirUng heavily 
and when they were opened a gust 
of cold air bellied into the warmth 
of the terminal. It had all gone so 
smoothly up until now. 

At the end of the half-hour, 
another half-hour delay was :an-
nounced. Paul went to the counter 
to argue with the clerk but several 
people were there ahead of him. 
They got little satisfaction and less 
information and Paul decided not 
to say anything. He didn't want 
to draw attention to himself. He 
looked at Roberta again and she 
was looking at him. He had a 
sudden impulse to join her. They 
could sit together, have coffee, talk 
about the delay. It would be com
forting. But he restrained himself. 
Instead, he contented himself with 
studying her unobtrusively after 
she had looked back at her maga
zine, marveling at the knowledge 
that tomorrow they would be to
gether in Mexico and the day after 
that in South America and the day 
after that wherever they wished to 

go-
The time crept by and then the 

announcement came to board the 
plane. Paul hurried to Gate 

Twelve, handed in his ticket, and 
walked out into the open, heading 
for the plane. The wind was blow
ing very hard and he had to lean 
into it, holding his hat. The snow 
gusted against him and he was 
chilled to the bone by the time he 
reached the plane. 

The stewardess greeted him and 
he found a seat next to the win
dow. He was so excited by the 
imminent departure he was not 
bothered by the knowledge that 
for the first time in his life he was 
actually on an airplane, a jet. He 
only waited impatiently while the 
plane loaded and taxied, turned, 
and stopped, preparing for the 
takeoff. 

As the plane began moving he 
looked up the aisle to the place 
where Roberta was seated. He 
could see the back of her head, her 
hand gripping the side of the seat. 
The sound of engines buffeted at 
him, even louder, it seemed, than 
when they took off over his house, 
and the plane began to move. It 
seemed to move very slowly and 
to take a long time to get into the 
air. He gripped his hands together 
in his lap in a frenzy of excitement. 
He was gone how. He was going. 

There was a change in the sound 
of the engines. He looked out the 
window. The runway was slipping 
by, ghostly white with snow, iinder 
the wing. The plane shuddered 
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and it seemed to him it should 
have been in the air by now. He 
wanted to tell someone, but he kept 
quiet. He didn't want to show his 
ignorance of airplane travel. 

The plane lifted slighdy off the 
ground, bounced back, hard, and 
veered to one side. Then it was 
off again and he knew that they 
were in trouble. He saw car lights 
under him, on the expressway, and 
then the plane dipped again. The 
plane,was going down. There was 
a rending crash and people began 
to scream inside the plane. 

He had been in a mild car crash 
once on the expressway. This was 
much worse. The plane seemed to 
stagger and there was an explo
sion somewhere. Then the plane 
tore into the ground again and 
metal screamed as the people were 
screaming, and somewhere there 
was a blossom of flame. Paul 
thought, So I'm going to die. I'm 
going to die now and they'll find 
the money on my body. 

The plane stopped. Paul saw the 
big emergency door sign beside 
him. He didn't know how to open 
the door, but he. clawed at it, and 
the cold wind rushed in at him. 
He fell out of the plane onto the 
ground, pushed by the people be
hind him, crowding- for the re
vealed exit. 

He was on the ground and he 
was still alive and an engine on 

the other side of the plane was 
burning. People chmbed over him, 
fighting and clawing to get free. 

"Roberta," Paul called. He did 
not see her and he started back 
into the plane. He was flung aside 
by another rush and then he lifted 
himself up into the . doorway 
again. 

There were bodies still in the 
plane. A stewardess glared at him 
with frightened eyes, yelling for 
him to get out, get out for God's 
sake. Perhaps Roberta was out, 
too. He hadn't seen her. But she 
might have made it through an
other exit. 

He went up the twisted aisle to
ward her seat. She was still there, 
in the floor under the wrenched-
out seat, still buckled into it. He 
leaned over her, feeling for her, 
and realized with a shock that she 
was dead. Then he saw that the 
whole front of the plane was 
crumpled and burning. Metal had 
exploded through her part of the 
plane. . 

There was an explosion as Paul 
jumped free. Then he began run
ning, knowing that the whole 
plane would explode any moment. 
He ran straight away from the 
plane into the snow-filled, -wind-
filled darkness. 

He stopped at last, panting, and 
looked around. He knew where he. 
was. The plane had crashed into 
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a swampy area where there were 
no houses. It was less than a quar
ter of a mile from Paul's own 
house and it was -the only open 
ground around. So it had to be 
the swamp. 

Paul stood bewildered, half-in
sane with the frenzy of his mind. 
Everything had gone wrong. Ro
berta dead, the doubled and 
tripled risk of discovery—the whole 
scheme had fallen apart under him 
as the plane had fallen apart. He 
looked back toward the plane, saw 
a fire engine or ambulance, some
thing, anyway, with a siren and a 
red light. 

I'll go home, he thought. No
body will know I was on the plane 
then. I'll go home. 

He began thrashing through the 
underbrush toward the highway. 
Fortunately the swamp was frozen 
hard as a brick. He didn't have 
his overcoat and he was shaking 
with cold by the time he reached 

• the highway. He skirted away from 
the cars that were beginning to 
stop, and came to the highway 
farther down. He walked along the 
side of it, plodding with limbs 
numbed by the cold. 

He turned off the expressway 
and walked through the develop
ment to his house. He stopped in 
the yard, looking around, thinking 
he had never expected to see this 
place again in his life. It had been 

a short journey indeed. He walked 
up oil the tiny porch, furribling in 
his pocket for the key. Then he 
stopped. At the edge of the picture 
window there was a slit in the 

•curtains where he could see into 
the living room. 

They were on the living room 
couch. Mary—and a man. The 
sight shocked him more than the 
airplane . crash had. Mary—and, a 
man. He knew instantly that their 
affair had been going on for a 
long time. A very long time. On 
the days he had been in the office, 
tediously slaving to steal the mon
ey. On the weekends he had been 
away, establishing the pattern of 
his getaway. 

Anger flared in him. He had not 
loved Mary for a long time. But 
she was his wife. She had no right 
to betray him in his own home. 
There was no reason in the in
stant flame of jealousy, only an 
outraged possessive instinct that 
Paul had not known existed with
in him. 

He stepped back off the porch, 
ran around the corner of the house. 
With fumbling hands he opened 
the garage door, remembering that 
there was a gun in the glove com
partment of the car. He found the 
gun, holding it cold in his hand 
as he went back to the front of the 
house. 

He leaned against the front door, 
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slipped his key into the lock si
lently, and turned it. The door 
opened. He stepped into the foyer, 
lifting the gun as Mary's face 
turned toward him, her mouth 
open. The man jerked around and 
Paul began shooting, walking to
ward them. 

He emptied the gun into their 
bodies, shooting until they had 
stopped moving. Then he stood 
over them, looking down at them, 
holding the gun in his hand. 

"Now I've done it,", he told him
self aloud. The house was very 
still around him. "Now I've really 
done it." . . . 

He was cold again, in mind and 
in body. He turned and saw that 
the living room door was open. 
He went and closed the door. He 
would never get away now, with 
the money and the girl, to the 
good times in the tropics. He 
would never know the great surge 
and lift of the world-circling jets. 
His jet had not lifted. He would 
die instead, executed for murder 

He. stopped. No. He had the 
perfect alibi. He had only to get 
out of here, get back to the plane 
crash, be discovered there as one 
of the passengers. He could think 
of something to tell the bank why 
he was on the plane, if it was nec
essary. But it was certainly the 
perfect alibi for murder. 

He went to the door, opened it, 
looked out. There was nothing, no 
one, moving in the midst of the 
storm. He took a handkerchief out 
of his pocket, wiped the gun, threw 
it down on the floor. Then he fled 
out of the house into the storm 
once again, 

He did not go near the high
way this time. He cut through the 
housing development, moving 
quickly toward the swamp. Far 
ahead of him he could see the 
cars and lights around the plane. 
Nearer him there were people with 
flashlights, calling and searching 
through the swamp. He was shak
ing all over as he went toward the 
flashlights. 

He stopped before he came to 
them and sank down on the 
grotmd. He let them conie to him. 
They circled around him, holding 
flashlights on him, staring at his 
torn clothing and shaking body. 

"Here's another one," someone 
called against the wind and then 
helping hands were under his 
arms. He let himself be led to
ward the highway where they put 
a blanket around his shoulders and 
a cup of hot coffee into his hands. 
He did not have to pretend to be 
dazed and shaking; he could 
scarcely hold the coffee. 

After a while he was loaded into 
an ambulance and taken to the 
airport. On the way, he began to 
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think again. He could still get 
away. He had the money belt 
around his middle, he was unin
jured, he could continue his flight. 
That was all that mattered, to get 
away from it all. 

At the terminal he was exam
ined, questioned, comforted. He 
let it go on for a while, then he 
asked about another flight. 

"You can't fly now," 'he was 
told. "You just . . ." 

"I've got to," he said. "It's an 
emergency. I must get the first 
flight I can." 

They argued with him, but aft
er he had signed a release stating 
categorically that he was unin
jured, unshaken, undisturbed in 
mind or body, they told him they 
could book him on the next flight 
out, which would be in about an 
hour. 

It was a very quick hour and 
almost before he knew it he was 
walking through another gate to 
another jet plane. The wind was 
just as cold, though the snow had 
stopped now and the sky was 
clearing. He walked with his head 
down, holding his hat, and it felt 

exactly like it had the first time. 
He stopped. He raised his head, 

looking toward the plane. It 
stooped giant and ungainly on the 
ground. A tremor rippled through 
his body, shaking him from head 
to toe. 

He knew the truth, then, as the 
fear gusted through him. Never 
in his life would he mount into a 
great jet plane, bound for other 
climes, another life. He tried to 
make himself walk to the plane. 
He could not move a step in the 
direction of escape. 

The stewardess at the foot of 
the stairway was waving him on, 
then she was hurrying toward him. 
. He turned. The moment he 
turned he began to run, fleeing 
from the only freedom there could 
ever be for him. He ran with the 
deep fear inside him, panicking 
him, into the warmth and safety 
of the terminal. A jet took off as 
he ran and he screamed, putting 
his hands over his ears to shut 
out the noise. 

They caught him with gentle 
and forceful hands at the terminal 
entrance and led him away. 
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O N MONDAY afternoon during-a 
ten-minute telephone conversation, 
Lucie decided to murder her hus
band, Bruno. 

"Mrs. Minify?" 
"Yes." 
"This is Mr. Fry." 
Lucie Minify experienced the 

usual thrilling reaction to the 
sound or presence of her husband's 
boss, Mr. Fry, President of the U.S. 
Trust Bank. 

"Just a^minute, Mr. Fry. I've 
something on the stove." 

"Of course." 
Lucie waddled into the kitchen. 

Nothing was on the stove. Quickly-
heated TV dinners were good 
enough, for Bruno these days, but 
she needed two quick shots of 
Boiubon- that, as she tossed them 
off, made .her imagine Mr. Fry a 
figure of ruthless success, impa
tiently waiting behind his mahog
any desk. Ah, there was a real man, 
that Mr. Fry! Mr. Success, himself, 
personified. 

She ran back to the phone. "Yes, 
Mr. Fry.?" . 

"I'm sending your husband 
home early this afternoon, Mrs. 
Minify. It rriay do some good if 
you have one last talk with him, 
but as for rrie, I'm afraid my pa
tience is worn out." 

Lucie felt cold. "What's the mat
ter, Mr. Fry?" 

"He's turned down promotion." 
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Lucie sucked at her cigarette 
fiercely, as though it contained vi
tal oxygen. "A—big prornotion, Mr. 
Fry.?" 

"The U.S. Trust is merging with 
the Alhambra National Savings. 
Bruno turned down the chance to 
be promoted to Vice-president of 
another bank." 

"Vice-president!" Lucie said 
faintly. 

"I've given him until tomorrow 
to make a final decision, Mrs. Min
ify. Talk to him. But, frankly, if I 
may presume to be so personal and 

g- HCEWEtl-n) 
^M!HAI^4> 

direct, I don't think your husband 
is the executive type. He's brilliant, 
promising. Everyone admires and 
respects him. He even looks like a 
leader, but appearances are so de
ceptive, aren't they, Mrs. Minify.?" 

"Yes," Lucie said in a hoarse 
whisper. 

"I must judge a man by his self-
interest plus, ability, Mrs. Minify. A 
certain ruthless self-interest is a 

prime characteristic of an executive. 
Your husband seems completely 
lacking in this." 

"But—" 
"Mrs. Minify, most people are 

content to breed, vegetate and die, 
satisfied with what they have, 
wanting no more. I'm afraid Bruno 
is really not the exceptional char
acter we both once assumed him to 
be. I like Bruno. But I want men 
under my command who will grow 
and advance under my guidance, 
become a credit to me and my 
banks. Mrs. Minify, unless Bruno 
accepts this promotion, I'll have to 
release him from any further re
sponsibility—such as it is—to this 
bank." 

"Mr. Fry—" 
"Oh, I'll give him good letters of 

reference, Mrs. Minify. I just don't 
want him in my .bank, understand ? 
Bruno will always find work some
where—as a cashier." 

Mr.' Fry severed the connection 
with sickening finality. Lucie 
closed her eyes and rested her sag
ging forearm on the wall, and she 
kept hitting the wall gently with 
her fist and waiting. 

Hope deferred ma\eth the heart sic\, runs an old adage, which 
applies to the u/ife rather than the husband in this tale of 
thwarted ambition. 
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Waiting for Bruno. 

Her housecoat fluttered around 
her ample figure as she returned 
to the kitchen and sat. drinking 
alone in the graying afternoon. It 
was Bruno's fault, of course, that 
she sat alone more each day, con
suming more Bourbon than was 
good for her figure:. She'd had an 
elegant figure when she married 
Bruno. But you had to live in hope 
to keep yourself up, and Bruno's 
persisting lack of assertiveness, his 
stubborn refusal to be promoted, 
had stifled all hope. 

She pushed frizzled hair out of 
the puffed eyes that gazed into the 
past, destroyed by Bruno, and into 
the future, also destroyed by Bruno. 
She had given her prime peak 
years to Bruno, thrown them away. 
She couldn't go back and start 
over. And she could never land 
anyone now any better than Bruno, 
she. realized, as she shuffled from 
room to room glaring at all the 
unpaid-for gadgets. This was the 
way it was, and would always be. 
Nothing could ever be any differ
ent. She was trapped, trapped in a 
suburban clap-trap. 

But she could make Bruno pay 
for what he had done to her. There 
was some insurance. She could sell 
the house, too. She could get oiit 
with something! 

What.? How,? It came to her 
readily, the solution did, as if she 
might, subconsciously, have been 
considering it for some time. 

In her despair, she had taken to 
reading paperback mysteries all . 
day. One absorbs much data from 
such perusal, more perhaps than 
one realizes until an emergency 
calls upon stored information from 
the memory bank. 

Before she realized what she was 
doing she had riin across the back 
yard- to the double garage and 
brought a ladder back into the liv
ing room. Breathing heavily, she 
unfolded the ladder, set it up 
against the wall by a.,dusty picture 
of the Vanishing American. She 
tiked the picture, then sat down 
and nursed another double Bour
bon. 

It had to look hke an accident. 
Enjoyable though the anticipation 
of Bruno deceased might be, it 
wasn't, enjoyable enough to justify 
going to jail or to a gas chamber. 

Already she imagined herself ex
plaining to some interesting blond 
police offlcer how her dear husband 
met with his fatal accident. He had 
climbed the ladder to. straighten 
the picture, had fallen, hit his head 
on the corner of the cofJee table. 
It was important that it be simple. 
The wife was always suspected. 
But suspicion meant very little 
without proof. 
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she returned to the garage and 
brought a two-by-two piece of pine, 
about a yard long, into the Uving 
room. She propped it against the 
wall, poured more Bourbon and 
waited for Bruno. 

She had always been waiting, 
she mused sadly, in one way or an
other, for Bruno. Waiting for Bru
no to do something, start some
where, go ahead, particularly up 
the ladder of success. Mostly wait
ing for some indication that he 
really loved her. 

That was what it really came 
down to afterall. 

You could not, she thought bit
terly, think of love as some kind of 
mystical nonsense. It wasn't sweet 
talk or sharing or togetherness or 
simply coming home faithfully ev
ery night. There had to be real 
concrete ways of measuring love. 
Like, how much is someone will
ing to do for you.'' What would a 
man do, how far would he go, 
what risks would he take, to show 
his love for a girl.'' 

Well, Bruno had never loved her, 
that was all too obvious. He could
n't have loved her. He had never 
cared enough to provide for her in 
the way she deserved and had been 
led to expect. 

She began to sob in a thickening 
wheeze, a strange sound, punctu
ated with muttered, broken phras
es. Bruno -must have really hated 

her all these years. He must have 
hated her to have promised so 
much and denied her everything. 

She would get Bruno fairly well 
sozzled first, she thought, craftily. 
She plopped on the floor on her 
knees and examined the edge of 
the coffee table. She would smear 
a bit of blood and hair there for 
absolute authenticity, in case there 
was further investigation beyond 
mere questioning. 

Yes, Bruno should be fairly well 
sozzled first. That would make the 
accident look authentic to the po
lice. He didn't care much for liq
uor, but she could easily talk him 
into it. She had always been able 
to talk him into any little thing 
that wasn't really important. But 
this little thing would be more im
portant than Bruno could ever 
have imagined, she'thought, • and 
burped and chortled delightedly. 

Bruno came in a few minutes 
later and stood in the doorway. He 
was haggard, a bit wild in appear
ance as he shuffled in and stood 
near the television. His dark suit 
hung limp on his drooping frame 
as he leaned wearily against the 
cabinet. He looked as if he had 
been without sleep for days, and 
was too exhausted and dazed to 
realize he was finally home. 

But he still had that handsome 
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outer appearance with which he 
had misled her, and Mr. Fry, ev
erybody. He was the spitting im
age of a man who was bound to 
succeed. That paradoxical thing, 
that incredible discrepancy between 
aggressive exterior and shy, timid 
interior fired the smouldering hat
red to an almost uncontrollable 
pitch in Lucie. 

How could any man look so 
much one way and be completely 
something else.? He just didn't love 
her. He had pretended, but he was 
a miserable, hateful phony! 

And the way he just stood there 
silently asking for sympathy infuri
ated her even more. Why should 
he feel he deserved sympathy ? Did
n't he extend it unconditionally to 
all others.? Everyone, that is, but 
his wife.? He was so moral, so 
righteous, and he expected others 
to treat him that way in return. 
He gave loyalty and expected trust. 
He held an incurable belief in the 
decency of men, and an incredi
ble capacity to forgive. 

Oh, he had explained so many 
times why he only wanted to re
main a stupid little cashier the rest 
of his life. 

"Why, Lucie, I'd have to test peo
ple. I'd have to dismiss people, tell 
them they were incompetent! I 
couldn't do that, Lucie! But I'd 
have to if I were in an executive 
position. I'd have to send people 
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away who wanted to work and 
live. I'd have to be ruthless. I'd 
have to treat people not as human 
beings, but as things. I'd have to 
turn people away who wanted to 
borrow money, maybe to feed and 
clothe a houseful of hungry kids. 
And if I took a promotion, don't 
you realize that it would be at the 
expense of someone more deserv
ing.? There are older workers at 
the bank who deserve the prorho-
tion more than I do." 

She glared at Bruno through 
puffed eyehds. "Mr. Fry just called 
me." 

"Oh," Bruno said with a nervous 
start. 

"He'said you turned down the 
big promotion. The vice-presi
dency." • 

"That isn't important anymore," 
Bruno said. 

She almost screamed. "It never 
was important to you! You never 
wanted anything. You"̂ ^ could be 
vice-president!" 

"I never could be. But nobody 
understands that." 

"You'll be fired!" 
He shrugged maddeningly, al

most casually. "Yes. It's a pity. All 
I wanted was to be a cashier." 

"But what about what I want.? 
You don't love me! You never 
did!" 

His srtiile was tired apology. "I 
do love you, Lucie. I always have." 
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She waved her pale arms furious
ly, indicating the cheap unpaid-for 
rooms and their packaged furnish
ings. "Oh yes, and here it is, the 
evidence of your love." 

"I've done my best, Lucie. You'll 
be well provided for the rest of 
your Hfe." 

She snorted derisively and,eyed 
the two-by-two. 

"Very well provided for, Lucie. 
Don't you worry." 

"How you must have hated me 
all these years, Bruno, to make me 
live this way. When I think of my 
wasted life!" She began to sob. 

"It'll be different now, Lucie 
It'll be much better for you. Please 
believe me. And I want to say that 
I'm sorry for the way things have 
been, the way they've turned out. 
I'm sorry for having disappointed 
you and the way I've made such a 
terrible mess of things." 

She poured him a double Bour
bon. "Drink it," she commanded. 

He did. His face was pale. "I'll 
need it," he said, surprisingly. And 
even more surprisingly, he request
ed and tossed off another. 

She moved around to the side 
and slightly behind Bruno, and 
reached for the two-by-two. She 
studied Bruno's head and located 
an ideal' section of his blond crew-
cut. He sat with his head sagging 

forward, not turning or moving at 
all when she spoke. He was in his 
self-pitying stage. He was ready. 

"I'm leaving you, Bruno. I'm 
getting a divorce." 

He just nodded and slumped 
deeper into the chair. "I figured 
you would, Lucie, sometime or 
other. I've made such a terrible 
mess of everything. But that won't 
be necessary, I mean for you to 
leave. I'll leave, Lucie. In fact, I'm 
leaving right now.'' 

"Bruno!" she screamed in a fury 
of frustration and resentment. 

He had leaped with sudden reso
lution into the center of the room 
and ran out through the kitchen. 

"Bruno! You can't do this to 
me!" She ran to the rear screen 
door carrying the two-by-two plank 
and continued to yell out at Bruno. 
He turned and looked up the steps 
through a shaft of California sun
shine. "You'll be better off, dear. 
Don't feel too badly. It will work 
out fine for you, you'll see. You'll 
be well provided for." 

He nodded, waved, ducked into 
the garage. Lucie peered anxiously 
through the screen door, waiting 
for the car to back out of the ga
rage, quivering with frustrated 
rage. The idea that he should leave 
her was intolerable eiiough. But 
that he should deprive her, at the 
end, even of revenge, that was too 
much. 
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After ten minutes, when the car 
failed to back from the garage, 
Lucie ran quickly across the lawn 
to the side of the garage, hugging 
the two-by-two against her billow
ing housecoat, but still thankful 
for the redwood fence she had in
sisted that Bruno build around the 
yard. It now blocked the curious 
spying of the neighbors on what 
might, in retrospect, be considered 
suspicious behavior. 

She -peered carefully through the 
small window. Bruno sat hunched 
over the small writing desk he had 
rigged up in a corner of the double 
garage, where he had often done 
his homework for Mr. Fry. He 

•slumped now, scribbling away 
with a pencil. 

He's acting, Lucie thought, ut
terly crazy. But then, maybe he 
had always been a bit crazy. Any
body who would turn down,a pro
motion to a vice-presidency was 
not, could not possibly be, right in 
the head. 

She crept around and silently 
into the shadowy interior of the 
garage. She hesitated only a mo
ment with the two-by-two raised 
over her head. Then she rushed in 
with a speed and accuracy amazing 
in one so new to the work. 

"Oooo," Bruno said, the way he 
always said anything—gently. 
Then he slid down to the floor and 
stretched out on it as if he were 

still, even while dying, doing Lu
cie a favor. She dropped the two-
by-two, got down on her knees 
and gripped Bruno's limp wrist 
until she was positive no one could 
find any pulse in it. Then, curious
ly Jight-headed, airy and light all 
over, as if she had suddenly lost 
fifty pounds, she gave an odd little 
ballet dance around the interior of 
the garage. After that she looked 
at the message Bruno had been 
scribbling. 

My darling Lucie: 
This must be brief.. I might 

lose my nerve and not be able 
to go through with it. I'm writ
ing this because I don't have the 
courage to tell you to your face. 
I don't want-to expose my naked 
cowardice, confess my miserable 
failure. I'm so ashamed. By this 
time you will have gotten curi-. 
ous, and come out here and 
found me dead. As you read this, 
I shall have made th'e final cow
ard's exit, and be beyond censor. 
I'm going to kill myself, Lucie. 
It's the only way. I've made such 
a terrible mess of everything. 

You'll be well provided for, 
but you must be careful and fol
low directions given below. 
There's plenty of money, darHng 
Lucie, more than plenty. Soon as 
you read this, destroy this letter 
at once. 

The money is buried— 
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But that was when Lucie had 
dealt a fatal blow to the back o£" 
Bruno's head and thereby rendered 
the remainder of his note an in
triguing and even maddening mys
tery for all time. 

At first, Lucie only found it vast
ly amusing. She laughed ^ and 
laughed. Money.? Plenty of money.? 
From Bruno.? 

It was really too much, really too 
funny for words. He had been 
crazy all right, no doubt about it, 
really gone. Delusions of money. 
And then deciding to kill himself. 

She had gotten to him first and 
that was something, at least, to be 
grateful for. If he had succeeded in 
suicide it would have canceled out 
not only the pleasure of her venge
ance, but the few crumbs of insur
ance the miserable penny-pincher 
had taken out naming her as so-
called beneficiary. Not that the in
surance had amounted to anything. 
It had little to do with motive. 

But how had he intended to do 
the deed? She saw the bottle then, 
on the desk, the top unscrewed. It 
smelled of almonds and to anyone 
who read mysteries regularly this 
could only mean potassium of. cy
anide. The idiot had intended to 
poison himself! Well, from what 
she had read of the agony of it, she 
had made it easier for him. Even 
Bruno hadn't deserved to die from 
the effects of cyanide. 
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She brought the ladder out and 
tipped it over across Bruno's fallen 
figure. He could have a fatal tum
ble in the garage as well as the liv
ing room. She took Bruno's shoes 
off, implanted his shoeprints half
way up the ladder, then replaced 
the shoes. She carefully wiped her 
fingerprints from ' them with a 
greasecloth and tossed the two-by-
two into the gas incinerator where 
it immediately began to go up in 
smoke. 

What had Bruno been doing up 
on a ladder in the garage.? Well, he 
had climbed up to take some boxes 
down from where that stuff was 
stored on the boards placed across 
the rafters. She.measured the an
gles and everything seemed correct. 
She dabbled a bit of Bruno's hair 
and blood on a corner of his desk 
where he had hit his head coming 
down. Then she ran screaming into 
the back yard and collapsed there 
for the benefit of neighbors. 

The police came and then the 
ambulance. Everyone offered con
dolences, and there seethed no in
dication that foul play was suspect
ed. The police did not even seem 
interested in questioning the obvi
ously accidental nature of Bruno's 
departure. Bruno's body was re
moved for a brief sojourn with the 
coroner before going on to the 
mortuary. 

After an evening playing the la-
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meriting widow, Lucie ate a rare 
steak and slept peacefully for ten 
hours. She woke eagerly and ready 
to put in her claim to the paltry 
insurance money. 

As she shambled toward the tele
phone, yawning, it rang. 

"Hello, Mrs. Minify? This is Mr. 
Fry."-

"Oh," she sobbed. "Mr. Fry." 
"My condolences on your hus

band's unfortunate accident," Mr. 
Fry said dryly. "Now where in hell 
did he hide the money.?" 

"Money?" 
"Come, come, don't tell me you 

know nothing about the money!" 
"What money?" 
This continued a moment, and 

then Mr. Fry conceded that she 
might really know nothing about 
the money. "Bruno couldn't spend 
the money without giving himself 
away. If he told you, you might , 
have gotten impatient and spent 
some of it anyway. I suppiose he 
planned to take you and neatly dis
appear one fine day to some coun
try, like Turkey, where there aren't 
any extradition laws,- whenever he 
decided that the time was ripe. But 
he waited too long, Mrs. Minify," 

"Too long? For what?" 
"He certainly fooled everybody 

about everything, didn't he, Mrs. 
Minify? Seems he's been pilfering 
quite heavily from U.S. Trust. Ac
countants have just set the short

age in his books at a little over a 
million in cash." 

"Million!" whispered Lucie. 
"Been doing it for years. Cover

ing checks with juggled figures. 
But this bank merger caught him 
unprepared. Cooked his miserable 
goose. Made it impossible for him 
to hide his thefts any longer. But 
the money's insured, Mrs. Minify. 
Anyway, we intend to find it. The 
FBI will certainly locate it. It's 
probably in a strongbox somewhere 
a n d - " 

Lucie made continuing stran
gling noises in her throat. 

Mr. Fry gave a prolonged cack
ling laugh. "That's why Bruno, 
would never take a promotion, 
you see. Promotion would have 
made-it impossible for hini to cover-
his tracks." 

Lucie turned into a lamenting 
widow. She never discarded her 
widow's weeds. Poor, dear, misun
derstood Bruno. He had done it 
all for her. He had wanted to kill 
himself even, because he had failed 
.her, because, as he had said, he had 
made such a terrible mess of every
thing. But he had tried. He had 
wanted so much for her. He had 
really loved her after all. More than 
she or anyone could possibly have 
imagined. He had tried to get the 
world for her— în the only way he 
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knew how—and still not be merci
less and cruel to others. 

She kept thinking of the note. 
The money is hiried— 
Oh, dear Bruno, why did I act 

so impulsively ? Why didn't you tell 
me about everything? 

She began spading up the yard, 
oblivious to the gaze of neighbors. 
A week later she was still spading. 
Neighbors complained when Lucie 
began-working her way into their 
garden plots and patios with furi
ously swinging pick and shovel. 

But no one, including Lucie, ever 
found the buried money. 

Lucie spent the pittance received 
from Bruno's insurance going all 

over the country, visiting spiritu
alists and mediums. She left no 
mystical stone unturned in an effort 
to contact the departed Bruno. She 
received the heartiest cooperation 
of psychic specialists as soon as she 
mentioned the purpose of her visits. 
Particularly when she agreed to 
hire them on a percentage basis. 

"Darling Bruno, do you hear 
me.? We can't let your noble sacri
fice be in vain. Where is the mon
ey.?" 

But the only eery answer that 
was ever apparently elicited from 
Bruno in the Great Beyond was: 

"/ do love you, Lucie. I do love 
you—" • ' 

^•fl-P-fl-ILflJ-flJ>-gJ)JUUULfl.ft tUK^ 

I 
yo'tfTf'tt'tt'trrinnnrinrBTnrgy 

Every Tuesday 

Don't miss the most unusual and exciting suspense television show 
of the week—ALFRED HITCHCOCK PRESENTS. Chec\ your 
favorite TV program-guide for the time this top-rated mystery 
show reaches your area. 

PROMOTION DEFERRED 35 
LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG

ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



The novel, novelette, and short stories were selected 
by Alfred Hitchcock, as his favorites among the 
stories that have kept him up late at night. Published 
by Random House in September. A 200,000-word, 
hard-cover edition. Mailed to your door, postpaid, for 
$5.95. 

Alfred Hitchcock's Mystery Magazine ^' 
2441 Beach Court—Palm Beach Shores 
Riviera Beach, Florida 

Please send me Alfred Hitchcock Presents: STORIES FOR LATE 
AT NIGHT, for which I enclose |5.95. 

NAME . . 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE STATE 

36 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



A. FIRST CAUSE is ncvcr easy to find. 
In the case of Mr. Kang versus the 
Demon, however, it is possible to 
come close. The blame belongs 
mostly to the cartoonists who 
brighten the dull pages of certain 
national magazines. For years they 
have been drawing the typical Man 
from Mars as a plump, big-headed, 
quasi-human individual with spin
dly legs and an expression of bland 
disbehef of what he saw here on 
earth. To be sure, he was apt to 
have small antennae on his bald 
dome, and other minor divergen
cies from the anatomy of homo sa
piens, but often enough he resem
bled your Uncle Wilbur at the age 
of sixty—that unmarried, prissy 
one, who looked just like a neu
tered cat, so well preserved, sleek, 
and sterile. 

Yes, it was the fault of those car

toonists, and Mr. Kang's own 
build, of course, that must have 
put the Demon on his track. Mr. 
Kang had a flabby torso shaped 
like a large fig, pointed end up. 
On the skinny neck, apparently 
straining it to the point of causing 
a permanent oscillation, was a 
huge head, largely pink scalp. His 
features were so small and bland 
that a more literate boy would 
have thought of Humpty-Dumpty; 
but the Demon never read any
thing except comic books of the 
most lurid type. Finally, Mr. Kang 
had a wide, froglike mouth which 
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There are those who feel that we tnay expect visits from Martians 
or Venusians any,day now. If you met Mr. Kang in full regalia, 
you might believe it, too. 

nobody had ever seen opened in a 
smile, or indeed at all, since the 
little man habitually hissed and 
sputtered his words from between 
clenched lips. 

In some neighborhoods even an 
rl'.v»11 eccentric individual may dwell in 

peace, although frozen out socially. 
But Mr. Kang had moved to an 
area of transients and unskilled 
laborers, many of them the reject
ed, the futile, the incompetent, and 
the bitter elements of the commu
nity as a whole. They worked ir
regularly, drank large quantities of 
cheap liquor, and raised numerous 
imps which they thought were 
children. One of these, the Demon, 
soon became Mr. Kang's scourge. 

The boy's real name was Henry 
Gordon Bates, but at the age of 
nine, while attempting to capture 
and torment a cat, he had been 
ignominiously routed by a dirty 
old lady who screamed while bran
dishing a mop: "Get away from 
Fluffy, you little Demon, or I'll 
break every bone in your body!" 
At least, that was the core of her 
threat;, she had embeUished it with 
fifty adjectives learned in as many 
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dives, most of them having once 
employed her as a B Girl. None of 
the words she used was unfamiliar 
to the child she drove off. 

After that, the Demon acquired 
a small following, and became the 
official nuisance of the neighbor
hood. His ingenuity in devising 
frightfulness was unsurpassed; in 
addition, he had courage and a 
forbidding scowl too old and fierce 
for his ten years. Since he was usu
ally dealing with people as unin
hibited, as himself, men and wom
en unacquainted with the dicta of 
Spock and Gesell, there were limits 
to his unsocial activities. Mrs. 
O'Hara would- not hesitate to 
break a beer bottle over his young 
head; and any member of the 
Pereira clan from their two-year-
old to a senile grandmother would 
carve him up first and worry about 
the law later. 

So. whein Mr. Kang moved into 
a small house on the corner of 
his own street, the Demon was 
greatly intrigued. Here was a man 
who plainly didn't belong. He was 
neat, quiet, left no empty wine bot
tles in the trash heap, and lived a 
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>edate life without even one brawl 
:o liven the atmosphere. He was 
ilone, and obviously had few fe-
[aliatory powers. It was even pos
sible he might have qualms about 
:lobbering a child. 

AH of this was gratifying 
enough, but better yet was the lit
tle man's anatomy, which was 
dearly aUen throughout. There 
could be no mistake about that; 
the Demon had seen Mr. Kang's 
likeness in hundreds of cartoons 
and comic books. The antennae 
were' missing, and the talons, but 
it was well known that Martians 
didn't hesitate to remove or clev
erly conceal such damning ap
pendages when spying on earth. 

Before he had been in the neigh
borhood a week, Mr. Kang found 
himself being trailed on the street 
by gangs of ragamuffins yelling 
gleefully: "Man from Mars! Mar
tian spy!" or "Venusian, go home!" 

Led by the Demon, they de
stroyed his flower beds, the only 
ones on the block, and scribbled 
offensive messages with paint on 
the side of his house. He seemed 
quite helpless to deal with thern. 
Once or twice he attempted pur
suit, but was ludicrously slow and 
clumsy. This the Demon promptly 
ascribed to different gravity, al
though his explanation was lacking 
in clarity as far as the gang was 
concerned. 

But the Martian tag finally lost 
its savor, and their leader came up 
with something better. It happened 
on a Spring morning, just after one 
of the Valdez children vanished. 
Even though she had nine others, 
Mrs. Valdez became hysterical. Her 
grief, instead of-being one ninth 
that of a mother with only one 
child, paradoxically sounded more 
like nine-fold despair, and the 
whole neighborhood was soon 
aware of her loss. 

Shortly after hearing the news, 
the Demon led a new foray 
against Mr. Kang, just missing 
with a decayed tomato when the 
little man came to his door in de
fense of some recently planted 
dahlias. 

"Yah! Man from Mars!" the 
Demon shrieked, dancing nimbly 
out of his victim's reach. "Where's 
Jimmy Valdez.? Bet he's killed little 
Jimmy! He's a People Eater! Kang, 
the People Eater!" 

The phrase was irresistible. From 
then on, Mr. Kang was known to 
the gang, and in fact to most adults 
in .the neighborhood, as "The Peo
ple Eater." 

In an area favored by transients, 
where there are many cheap board
ing houses aŝ  well as flimsy cot
tages in peeling disrepair, there are 
frequent disappearances. Families 
vanish overnight, usually leaving 

, small, unpaid bills, since large ones 
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aren't permitted by the wary mer
chants. Boys—and girls, for that 
matter—from twelve on, finding 
their homes intolerable, rim off to 
the nearest large city, determined 
not to grow up like their parents. 

Every time anybody left in such 
a fashion, the Demon came to Mr. 
Kang's house. "Who ate up the 
Zimmels.'"' he would chant; and 
his followers, well schooled, cho
rused the answer: "Old Rang, the 
People Eater—he ate up the Zim
mels, and the Reillys, and the 
Drakes!" 

The victim' was quite helpless. 
At first, he made the mistake of 
going to the parents. They were 
sullen and uncooperative, obviously 
resentful of his neatness and care
ful, if accented, English. Their re
ply to his charges was either 'Boys 
will be boys;' or a tacit admission 
that the children were no longer 
controllable. 

It was equally useless to chase 
them, since Mr. Kang was no 
match for youthful agility. He 
would hiss and sputter angrily 
through his wide frog-lips, but that 
only added to their fun. Certainly 
his enunciation was bad, and what 
got through the narrow opening 
was further distorted by a heavy 
accent, middle European in texture. 

"He's talkin' Martian!" the De
mon would yell. "Say some more, 
ol' People Eater! Whyn't yah go 
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back to Mars so's they kin unner-
stand.?" 

At the end of five weeks, even 
this was beginning to lose some of 
its appeal. Then, providentially, 
little Mary Hogan, aged six, van
ished for real. In all .the other cases 
—for example, that of the Valdez 
family—the lost member turned 
up sooner or later, or was heard 
from. But Mary was gone; she was 
far too young to run away, so there 
was no doubt a crime had been 
r^r^rvw^irt •,^^^A 

The police, even had .they been 
greatly concerned about a slum 
area, were helpless. There vvere. 
stories that the child had gone off 
in a car; others that she had been 
walking hand-in-hand with.a small, 
dark man; still others that a blonde 
woman, expensively dressed, had 
taken the pretty, blue-eyed girl. 

None of these accounts satisfied 
the Demon. He stood in front of 
Mr. Kang's house and shrilled: 
"Where's Mary Hogan? Did you 
eat her all up, you dirty little Peo
ple Eater.?" Then later, inspired by 
the adulation of his friends, he dar
ingly came to the front door, and 
left a note which read: "Beware 
People Eater Im coming in soon to 
find Mary." 

It's doubtful, that he meant to be 
taken seriously; in this he made the 
mistake of other, more notable dic
tators who had to implement 
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boasts they assumed would be 
passed over as mere pep-talks. To 
his gang, the Demon had unwit
tingly committed himself to an act 
of derring-do. It quickly became 
clear to him that unless he really 
faced Kang alone, in his den, the 
other boys would no longer accept 
him unquestioningly as their true 
leader. Instead there would be a 
struggle for power; and Jesus Mar
tinez, of the smouldering black 
eyes, was next in the line of suc
cession, and very impatient. It was 
not certain that the Demon could 
whip him in a fair fight—or the 
other kind, either. 

So, driven by circumstances, a 
minor Caesar at his Rubicon, the 
Demon swore to invade Kang's 
lair, there either to rescue Mary 
Hogan, or ' acquire proof of her 
foul murder and consumption by 
the People Eater. 

As they congratulated him on 
his daring, large eyes, rnore yellow 
than brown, were watching from 
inside the house; and on Mr. 
Kang's bland face was a strange 
expression, one that made him 
look sinister . . . 

That night, at eight thirty, while 
the gang waited outside the picket 
fence, which Kang re-built with 
antlike persistence every time they 
tore it down, the Demon recon-

noitered. Inside it was almost dark, 
with just a faint, glow from the 
second bedroom near the back of 
the house. No doubt it was there 
that the Martian lurked, picking 
the frail bones of Mary Hogan. 
Well and good. If some window 
near the front was open, the De
mon's chances were excellent. He 
was quite experienced at such en-

. trances, having helped to rob three 
small groceries and a liquor store, 
which he invaded through win
dows too small for the adults who 
sponsored, these operations. 

Now, to his relief, a window in 
the dining room was half open. He 
could climb in, a safe distance from 
Kang, stall for a minute or two, 
and then retreat, perhaps taking 
something of value along. More 
than that he had never intended to 
accomplish. It was no part of his 
plan actually to confront the little 
man on home territory. After all, 
he was only ten, and while con
temptuous of adults in general and 
this one in particular, the Demon 
was a realist. A child simply could
n't fight a grownup on his own 
terms; instead you used agility, 
guerrilla tactics, and ridicule. No, 
the Demon would invent some ex
citing tale about catching the Peo
ple-Eater at his unnatural feast, 
outfacing and eluding the monster, 
and leaving him with empty, 
blood-stained talons. They would-
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n't believe him; but neither would 
the gang dare give him the lie to 
his face—riot after he actually broke 
in and robbed Kang. And, in any 
case, none of the others had the 
guts to go in and check up—not 
even Martinez. Sure, they knew 
old Kang was no Martian, and no 
cannibal, either, just as the Demon 
did; but it still took plenty of nerve 
to break into any house with an 
adult there. 

Now, as he prepared to slip 
through the window over the low 
sill, Wally Johnson—stupid, -loyal 
Wally—pressed something thick 
and cold into his sweaty hand. 

"Here, you might need this. De
mon," he mumbled. 

It was his prize possession, a 
switchblade knife; the kind that 
opened to an eight-inch dagger. 
Pleased, the Demon wordlessly 
punched his disciple hard on one 
shoulder. Then he glided into the 
room, raising the sash all the way, 
so that he could get out in a hurry 
if anything went sour—a precau
tion his adult sponsors had taught 
him. 

The room was dark and still. If 
Kang was awake in that lighted 
bedroom, he was awfully quiet. 
Perhaps one peek would do no 
harm. It was a cinch to outrun the 
guy; the window was readily avail
able in any emergency. Besides, 
Kang was just a fat little odd-ball 
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who probably couldn't hold the 
Demon even if he did catch him. 
More than one angry adult had 
found it impossible to hang on to 
a wiry ten year old who used feet, 
nails, teeth, and a round, hard lit
tle head all at once. 

Very cautiously, his heart thump
ing, the boy went down the long, 
shadowy corridor towards the 
back bedroom. There were faint 
sounds inside; Kang was awake all 
right, and doing something; The 
Demon crept closer, and was about 
to put one eye to the keyhole, when 
the door was flung open, throwing 
a flood of queer greenish light into 
the hall. Before he could move, 
Kang stepped out, facing him 
squarely. There was something ter
ribly different about the little man. 
His eyes seemed phosphorescent in 
their dark sockets; small antennae 
wriggled springily on his great 
bald head. He looked at the boy 
and smiled—a humorless shark-
grin full of evil gloating. It was 
now clear ' to the Demon why 
Kang kept his lips together in pub
lic; for behind them was a fantastic 
array of huge fangs like glass 
splinters, running to the very back 
of his throat. No human dentition 
ever took such form. 

Frozen in place by the apparition 
before him, the Demon heard 
Kang say in a thick, bubbly voice: 
"You were right all the time, boy. 
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I am a People Eater." He raised his 
right hand so that the green light 
struck it direcdy; and the Demon 
saw a human head, one that by its 
colors had not been buried yester
day. The monster Ufted it to his 
lips, and rasped a mouthful of pu
trefying flesh from one cheek. 
Then he dropped the loathsome 
thing, and with arms outstretched, 
came towards the boy. The Demon 
saw glittering talons that worked 
in and put like a cat's claws . . . 

His paralysis broken, the boy 
whirled to run'. Escape seemed cer
tain; even easy; then one toe caught 
in a torn strand of carpeting, and 
the Demon tumbled to the floor. 
The People Eater bent over him, 
groping, and weird, snarly noises 
came from the fanged mouth. It 
was clearly impossible to get away 
now, so in his terror the Demon 
did what all his training and expe
rience had prepared him for. He 
pressed the release button of the 
knife, and as the gleaming blade 
snapped free, jabbed upwards with 
all his strength. 

There was a thin, gurgling cry, 
oddly incongruous for such a fear

some figure; then Kang crumpled, 
vainly clutching at his torn flesh. 
The Demon scrambled to his feet, 
and whimpering ran for the win
dow . . . 

"Make-up," Captain Wallace was 
saying. "The damndest thing. He 
worked for Majestic Pictures un
til they got wise to his outside 
amusements. And all that stuff— 
the teeth, claws, and that crazy 
head with a place on one cheek for 
chicken meat—just props from 
some horror picture he made years 
back: 'The Mad Ghoul Strikes.' 
Kang was obviously trying to 
scare the kid; and the boy was 
scared, all right. That was Kang's 
mistake—the boy was so damn 
panicky he felt cornered, and just 
had to use the knife. 

"Well, it's illegal entry; but self-
defense or manslaughter, or what, 
God only knows. Ten years old! 
We'll let the little devil sweat for a 
while; it may be good for his soul. 
No hurry about telling him we 
found Mary Hogan buried in the 
basement." 
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V '<. 

T H E THIRD DRINK from my pint 
bottle made him curious. He indi
cated the cardboard box between 
us on the car seat. "Anything spe
cial in the box.'"' 

"My arm," I said. 
A sharp knife and a hacksaw 

were also wrapped inside. 
He glanced at the sleeve pinned 

half-way up the right arm of my 
suitcoat and then back at the box. 
"You going to bury it.?" 

"I'll see that it gets buried." 
He chuckled. "Sure. It's not like 

with appendixes or gallstones. You 
can't keep it in a jar and look at it 
every once in a while. How did it 
happen.?" 
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I guided the car around a curve 
with my ~left hand. "Automobile 
accident. I was going too fast on a 
strange road and missed a "curve." 

"Did they cut it ofJ below the 
elbow or above.?" 

"Below." 
"That's good. I mean, they'll be 

able to do something for you as 
long as you got the joint." He 
watched me take another curve. 
"Are you allowed to drive.?" 

"I didn't ask anybody." 
"Well, automatic transmission 

helps." He tilted the bottle and 

then wiped his mouth. "It's pretty 
rough when something Uke that 
happens. But it's not the end of 
the world. People adjust." 

"That's right." 
He extended the pint. "Have a 

drink. It's your bottle." 
"Not right now. I'd have to stop 

the car to .handle the bottle." 
But I wasn't going to drink from 

. that bottle now or later. There 
were two dozen sleeping pills dis
solved in the whiskey. 

"I guess you'll be getting an ar
tificial arm.? When you're wearing 
gloves nobody could tell the dif
ference. When did it happen.?" 

"Eight days ago." 
That surprised him. "They let 

you out of the hospital that soon.?" 
"I wanted out." 
Yes, I had wanted out. The po

lice had come to see me for their 
accident report. I'd had some work 
done on my face in Chicago a 
month ago and they hadn't recog
nized me. But I didn't want to lie 
there' and keep counting on that. 
They might start thinking things 
over and remember something fa
miliar. 

Many and various are the-dire prophecies concerning lost limbs 
rising up to rejoin the original bodies, on the Day of Judgment. 
This one did not wait for Judgment Day. 
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I passed a slow-moving truck. 
Five miles more and then I would 
turn into the dirt road and stop 
at the ravine. I'd been over this 
road a dozen times until I found 
the right spot—a place where there 
were no people, a place where 
there was no traffic. 

He yawned. "My name's Witten. 
Joe Witten." 

"Bragg," I said. "Sam." I won
dered if he would recognize my 
real name. But maybe Sam Tyson 
meant nothing to him. 

"What's your line, Sam?" 
"Insurance." That was as good 

an answer as any. 
"I suppose you travel a lot?" 
"That's right." 
Yes, I traveled a lot. Chicago. 

St. Louis. The Twin cities. But I 
did most of my work in the smaller 
places. There was the fourteen 
thousand from the Savings and 
Loan in that town just south of 
Minneapolis. I couldn't even re
member the name of the place 
now. I didn't know the name of 
the clerk there either. But I re
membered that I had made him 
die. 

How much did I have in the 
safe deposit box in Kansas City 
now? Two hundred grand? Some
thing like that. 

Time to quit. 
If you didn't quit, they'd get you 

sooner or later. 

The police knew who they were 
looking for. There were enough 
witnesses scattered throughout the 
Mid-West to agree on my picture 
in the mug file. 

The police would keep looking 
for me until they found me. They 
wouldn't stop. 

Unless they thought I was dead. 
Joe rubbed his eyes tiredly. 

"Thanks for picking me up." 
"No trouble." 
I'd waited in the crossroads res

taurant and had coffee. Two cups, 
three, four, while I watched. 

The corner was a good place 
for hitchhikers and I'd let half a 
dozen try their luck and get picked 
up by somebody else. I was looking 
for the right man. 

I glanced at Joe. My height, my 
body size, my weight. He would 
do. 

Joe yawned again. "Getting 
sleepy." 

"Why not take a nap ?" 
"Might give it a try at that." He 

leaned back and closed his eyes. 
After the doctor had told me 

the arm had to come off, he'd got
ten to the next point. "What would 
you like us to do with the arm? 
In some cases, the patient likes to 
give it a burial hiniself. Otherwise 
we . .-. dispose of it," 

"Throw it in the furnace," I'd 
snapped. 

But the idea came to me just as 
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he'd put his hand on the doorknob 
to leave the room. 

"Doc," I said. "I changed my 
mind. Put the arm on ice. No em
balming. I'll take it with me when 
I leave." 

Joe was asleep now and breath
ing gently. 

After another mile I slowed the 
car and turned into the dirt road. 
A minute later I brought the car 
to a stop on a slight downhill slope 
and pulled the emergency brake. 

I put my box on the side of the 
road and removed a two-gallon 
gasoline can from the trunk of the 
car. Then I put the car into neu
tral, turned the wheel to the right 
slightly, and released the emer
gency brake. 

A little push got the car rolling. 
It picked up speed, rolled onto the 
shoulder of the road, and then 
bounded down the steep slope, 
turning over and over and crash
ing through the bushes and small 
trees. When it finally stopped, it 
rested on one side at the bottom 
of the ravine. 

I put the box under my arm, 
picked up the gasoHne can, and 
found the path I'd scouted the day 
before. I made my way slowly 
down to the car. 

Joe wasn't dead, but he was iin-
conscious and bleeding. His arms 
were lacerated by the sharp glass 
and one of his legs was twisted 

THE TRAVELING ARM 

in a sharp right angle. I used a rock 
to finish him off. 

I opened the box and took out 
my severed arm. I used the knife 
to destroy the surgeon's neat cut 
and then placed the arm in a clear 
space near the car where it would 
not be touched even if a brush fire 
started. 

Back at the car I \yent to work 
with the knife and the hacksaw 
again. It took a little time. 

When that job was done, I put 
the gear shift back into Drive and 
iginition key to On. Then I poured 
gasoline on the body and the car. 

I fixed a stub of candle inside 
the car where no breeze, could 
bother the flame and lit it. I could 
have worked something with flash
light batteries and a timer, but they 
would leave traces. The candle 
would burn up with Joe and the 
car just as soon as the flame reached 
the gasoline-soaked upholstery, in 
one big blaze. 

I climbed back up to the road 
with the empty gasoline can and 
the box. Now it held the knife and 
the hacksaw—and Joe's right arm. 

The story of the crash would 
read simple. The car had gone ofl 
the road, down the ravine, and 
burst into flames. The body had 
burned beyond recognition, but the 
crash had severed the right arm 
and it had been thrown clear. 

The fingerprints would show 
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that the driver of the car had been 
Sam Tyson. 

I walked about three hundred 
yards before I hid the gasoHne can 
behind some bushes on the oppo
site side of the road. I kept the 
box. I would bury that later far 
away from here. 

At the main road I hitched a 
ride with a truck. 

.When I looked back a wisp of 
smoke was rising in the sky and 
getting blacker. 

The knock at my . hotel room 
door came three days later. When 
I opened it, two men stood in the 
hall and looked me over. 

The taller one made the recog
nition. "Your face is a little differ
ent, Tyson, but it isn't hard to 
trace a mail with one arm." 

There were two of them and 
they had gotten to me when I was 
not ready. There was nothing to 
do but let them take me in. 

The tall man did the talking for 
both of them. "We figured that 
you'd hitch a ride to the nearest 
town with a bus depot. The man 

who sold you the ticket remem
bered your empty sleeve and the 
place where you were going. And 
when we got here, we just checked 
the hotels for a man with one arm." 

He saw the question in iny eyes 
and answered it. 

"We found the arm all right. 
Just the way you planned for us 
to. And we took the prints and 
sent them on to Washington. When 
we got our answer, that should have 
been enough to convince us that 
Sam Tyson was dead." 

^'Butwhat.?" 
"But we also got your descrip

tion. It didn't match that of the 
body." - ^ . -

"The hell it didn't! He was my 
height, my weight. And he was 
burned." 

"That's right. The whole outside 
of him. But in cases like this we 
always do a routine autopsy. When 
your description came from Wash
ington, it mentioned that you had 
an appendectomy scar. The body 
we found in the car still had an' 
appendix." He smiled. "And so we 
kept looking for Sam Tyson. A 
one-armed Sam Tyson." 
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CAROLINE MASON slammed the 
door shut. She wasn't going and 
that was that. She was too old, too 
fragile and too sensible to run 
screaming through the streets 
again. If the Hathaways wanted 
her to babysit, it would have to be 
in the afternoon and not at night, 
in the dark, and on Thursday. 

She walked back into the living 
room of her eight room house. In 
the middle of the room among the 

antimacassars and Queen Anne 
furniture she reached up and 
pulled the hatpin out of her hat, 
yanked the hat off her head and 

• stuck the pin back into the fabric. 
"I'm never going out again on 

Thursday night," she said to the 
credenza, the baroque mirror, the 
quartet of Audubon birds near the 
bay window, and to the painting of 
Fred on the fireplace wall. 

She sat down on the needlepoint 
rocker that faced the front door 
and put her knitting bag on the 
floor beside her. 

"Enough is enough." She placed 
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It would seem that the present-day hunger for excitement 
\nows no bounds. Murder Every Thursday may crowd Bingo 
'Every Wednesday and Fish Fry Every Friday off the boards. 
Deplorable, is it not? 

each of her hands firmly on the 
rocker arms and rocked vigorously 
back and forth until she was quite 
winded. "I sat for them every 
Thursday for almost a full year, 
and they can just find someone 
else." 

Last ' week Lucille Hathaway 
had had to give her a sedative and 
put her to bed until she'd recovered 
enough for Mr. Hathaway to drive 
her home. And the week before 
she had cried for half an hour be
fore she'd recovered enough for the 
Hathaways and the police to leave 
for the evening. Then after the 
children had been put to bed she'd 
cried some more because it was her 
anniversary and Fred had walked 
out on her almost a year ago after 
thirty years of marriage. 

The telephone rang. 
She let it ring three times and 

then she got up and went into the 
hallway and answered it. 

"Mrs. Mason, haven't you left 
yet.?" It was Lucille Hathaway., 

"No." Caroline hung up and 
went back to the rocker. Her hand 
was shaking. She sat down in the 
rocker, both hands in her lap. 

She really didn't have to baby sit. 
It wasn't that she couldn't use the 
extra money but she could get 
along without it. If she managed 
she could live out the rest of her 
life on the rrioney Fred had left 
with her. And it could be a long 
life if she stayed home at night. 
She would ,go without a new hat 
this year and a new coat next year 
and a new something-or other the 
year after that, but she didn't have 
to starve. Nobody could say that 
Caroline Mason couldn't manage 
things alone. 

To the empty room she said, 
"Do you hear that, Ffed.'̂  I can 
manage very nicely alone." 

She vyalked over to the mirror 
and looked at herself. Smooth skin. 
It ran in the family. Her mother's 
face was round and smooth at 
ninety. 

To the mirror she said, "Caro
line, you' don't look sixty-three. 
Fifty, maybe . . . fifty-one at the . 
oldest." 

She walked across the room and 
straightened out an antimacassar 
on the back of the wingback chair. 
The grease that Fred used on his 
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hair stained the backs of all the 
chairs. He was such a boy in so 
many ways . . . so many ways 
. . . leaving her for a forty year 
old woman. 

The telephone rang. 
The noise seemed to gather in a 

knot in the living room and then 
explode in Caroline's ears. Her 
hands were shaking now, and she 
touched them together to quiet 
them, and then while the phone 
rang again she went to the front 
door and checked to see if it was 
locked.' On the next ring she an
swered the phone. 

"Mrs. Mason, you hung up on 
me the last time." 

"You asked me a question and I 
answered it." 

"I have to catch the train in 
twenty-five minutes. Mr. Hatha
way took the car to the city this 
morning." 

"I'm not coming this evening." 
"You can't leave me stranded 

like this!" 
"I'm not leaving this house." 
"Mrs. Mason, why didn't you 

tell me earlier.? I would have made 
other arrangements." 

"I didn't know earlier. It just hit 
me as I was ready to leave and I 
remembered what happened last 
Thursday and I'm not going 
through that again." 

"But Mrs. Mason, they caught 
the man last Saturday. You told 

the police yourself that he was the 
man. There's no danger for you 
any more." 

"I'm not coming." 
"Look. I'm frantic. My husband 

will probably be standing on the 
street corner half the night if I 
don't show up. I'll tell you what. 
I'll call around and try to get an
other baby sitter. I'll call you back." 

"It won't do you any good." 
"I'll call you back. Mrs. Mason, 

try to understand. I know you've 
had a bad fright. But there won't 
be any more murders." 

Caroline went back to the rock
er. She picked up the knitting bag 
and then put it back on the floor 
again. It was no use. She couldn't 
hold it. Her eyes kept traveling 
from the front door to the un-' 
draped bay window. 

When she had discovered the 
body, it had been like looking at 
herself in the mirror. Only the eyes 
had been wide and staring. And 
the mouth had hung open in a 
crazy sort of way. She'd stared at 
it a full minute before she realized 
it was more than a dark shadow in 
the street. 

Not much blood. Just a little 
trickle down the front of the dress 
and then Caroline had heard the 
sound behind her and she saw a 
figure run under the street light, 
stop for a minute, turn and smile 
in her direction, and then run off. 
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The next thing CaroHne knew she 
was screaming on Lucille Hatha
way's front porch a block away. 

It had been almost like that the 
week before. The night of her an
niversary. She couldn't remember 
it all now. She had almost stum
bled over that body and she had 
seen that smile under a street lamp. 
It was too much. Too much. An
other old lady. An ex-schoolmate 
of hers. There had never been a 
murder in River Rock before and 
now there had been two in two 
weeks. 

Then it was sharp and clear. It 
had been in her mind when she 
slammed the door and wouldn't go 
out. The murderer was looking for 
her. The murderer knew she sat 
for the Hathaways every Thursday 
night, had staked himself out and 
then. . . . , 

When the police had picked up 
the man, they had called her in to 
identify him. But in the strong 
lights in the police station, well it 
wasn't like a lamplight just after 
discovering a body and shaking 
and all that . . . 

He was a stranger, a drummer, 
staying at the hotel. It had to be 
a stranger. Nobody in River Rock 
would ever do a thing like that. 
Why, they'd all known each other 
practically forever. 

He was the same height and 
about the same build as the figure 
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she'd seen. And he had the same 
smile. They'd made him smile 
just for her. Sariie smile? Not 
quite. . . . It was a little forced in 
the police station. As if he didn't 
feel the smile inside him. And who 
could blame him.? A man accused 
of murder. 

Caroline told them she wasn't 
even sure, it was a man. But the 
pohce said it could be no one else 
but the stranger. And the police 
knew their business, so Caroline 
identified him. 

The man's sniile bothered Caro
line. Caused her not to go to the 
Hathaways. 

But who would want to kill 
her.? 

The telephone rang. 
She walked right up to it and 

then stood over it and hugged her
self tightly and let it ring six times. 

It stopped and then as if it had 
changed its mind it rang again, 

Caroline answered it. 
"Mrs. Mason, I can't get any 

one." 
"I'm sorry." 
"Please, I won't ask you any 

more. Just tonight." 
Caroline had to stop Mrs. Hath

away. The calls were a nuisance 
and very disturbing. After all, Lu
cille Hathaway had been good to 
her. There was always a pot of hot 
coflfee on the stove and those de
licious little cakes from Brennan's 
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Bake Shop. But why not? Wasn't 
she good to the Hathaway chil
dren? Lucille said the children 
looked forward to Thursday night 
as an event in their lives. 

Caroline said, "Mrs. Hathaway. 
I don't feel well. I don't feel well at 
all. I didn't want to worry you 
earlier but I've had dizzy spells all 
day. I just couldn't take a chance 
and pass out while I was watching 
the children. I imagine it would 
frighten them to death." 

There was a pause, then, "Mrs. 
Mason, do you see spots? White 
spots that seem to dance around in 
front of your eyes?" 

Caroline jumped in with both 
feet. "Ever since five o'clock this 
evening." 

"You poor dear. You shouldn't 
be alone." 

"I'll have some tea and go to bed." 
"There's a new visiting nurse in 

town. She's' been here a month. 
I'll call her and have her come over 
right away." 

"That isn't necessary. I can man-
age." 

"Now, Mrs. Mason, you'ye got 
to accept the fact that there isn't a 
man around your house any more 
and there are times when you 
shouldn't be alone." 

"Lucille Hathaway; I can man
age alone!" 

"I won't hear of it." She hung 
up. 

MURDER EVERY THURSDAY 

"I can manage alone!" The hne 
was dead. 

Caroline thought, "I'd rather be 
alone than have some nurse fuss 
over me. It's not so bad to be alone. 
I can do as I please. Just as I 
please." She looked around the 
room. "Now what would I please 
to do?" She tapped her fingers 
against her chin. "Anything, any
thing my heart desires." 

She straightened out an anti
macassar on the chair. There! Now 
what else? She lined up the four 
Audubons. There! 

There was a spot on the bay 
window. A big smudge as if some
one had pressed his nose against 
the glass. She lined it up with her 
nose. It had been her nose. Now 
why would she press her nose 
against the glass? And when? She 
was getting forgetful. She went 
back into the kitchen and got a soft 
cloth and wiped off the smudge on 
the bay window. 

She was tired, and sat down in 
the rocker and picked up the knit
ting bag. . 

The front doorbell rang. 
She wouldn't answer it. 
It rang again. 
She called out, "Who is it?" 

. "Mrs. Fisher, the nurse." 
Caroline got up and put the knit

ting bag back on the floor. She 
opened the door just a little and 
saw the round matronly face of 
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Mrs. Fisher, smiling kindly at her. 
"Come in." 
Mrs. Fisher huffed just inside 

the door. "At my age I ought to 
remember not to run any more, 
but Mrs. Hathaway insisted I get 
here right away." 

Carohne went back to the rocker 
and sat down. She looked away 
from Mrs. Fisher to the picture of 
Fred over the fireplace. She lifted 
the knitting bag onto her lap again. 

Mrs. Fisher moved between Car-
oHne and the picture of Fred. She 
stood very close. She was still 
heaving with shortness of breath. 

Mrs. Fisher said, "Mrs. Hathar 
way was worried because you were 
all alone." 

Caroline said, "At our age we 
have to learn to get along alone. I 
was married thirty years. It's not 
so easy at first to be alone, is it.?" 

"Who's alone.? I have all my in
laws living .with me." 

"I never thought I'd get through 
my first anniversary without Fred. 
It would be much easier if they 
took a gim to you right away. 
Then who would know?" 

Caroline looked at Mrs. Fisher's 
smile. It was blank and her eyes 
were puzzled. "Mrs. Fisher^ I 
know how lonely you must be." 

"Me?" : 
Caroline looked beyond Mrs. 

Fisher to the picture of Fred. Fun
ny, she hadn't noticed until Mrs. 
Fisher was there that Fred was 
smiling! And it was like no other 
smile. It was the same smile he had 
on his face the day he walked out 
on her. It was the same smile she 
had seen under the street lamp. 
Fred had murdered those women! 

Fred had murdered those two 
women and he was going to mur
der Mrs. Fisher. CaroUne would 
pull the trigger just as she had 
done twice before. But it was really 
Fred and his smile. No woman 
should be left alone after thirty 
years of marriage. No woman 
should be left alone. . . . 

She reached into the knitting 
bag and her hand closed around 
the gun. She took it out and point
ed it at Mrs. Fisher. 

Caroline said, "With women like 
us, this is a blessing." 

i 
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A N Y UNDERTAKER will tell you 
that the thost difficult problem of 
the profession is the procurement 
of competent help; Amos DufI, 
owner and proprietor of the Silver 
Glen Mortuaries, was no excep
tion to the rule. His latest assist
ant, a depressingly cheerful young 
man named Bucky, was not only 
clumsy, slothful, and disinterested; 
he had the annoying habit of per
forming his duties while whistling 

..r^00m^^-^ 

through his teeth. But Amos 
gritted his own and bore it; the 
little mortuary, with its dwindling 
profit pattern, couldn't afford more 
than Bucky's weekly pittance. 

Amos was a small dapper man 
with sad eyes, and on the Tuesday 
morning he entered the back room 
for purposes of inventory, he 
looked smaller and sadder. There 
was only one item on display at 
the moment, a sallow corpse with 
a protruding stomach and an ex

pression of pouting indignation. 
The item was ticketed for what 
Amos' catalog called the Economy 
Service. The gentleman who had 
made the arrangement was the de
ceased's business partner, and he 
had flatly declined anything better 
than a fifth-class burial. 

Amos turned, wincing, at the 
shrill sound of , Bucky's whistle. 
"Hi, Mr. Duff," the boy said 
cheerily. "What do you think of 
Mr. Kessler.'' He's a fatty, ain't 
he?" 
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Encasement in cement was once the favorite method of disposing 
of an enemy by those outside the law. Cremation has its draw
backs, though tidier, some feel. 

"A little reverence," Amos said 
gravely. "How many times do I 
have to tell you?" 

"Say, what happened to the old 
guy anyway ? The head's okay, but 
the rest of him is smashed up 
pretty bad." 

"It was an auto atcident. A very 
sad business." 

"Boy, he's a mess, all right," 
Bucky said conversationally. "All 
them busted bones, and that punc
ture—" 

"What puncture.?" 
"Looks like a bad puncture over 

the rib cage, but maybe I'm wrong. 
Say, Mr. Duff, would it be okay 
if I took half ,an hour off.? I got 
an errand to do for my mother." 

"All right," Amos signed. "But 
half an hour, remember." 

"Sure, Mr. Duff." 
Bucky exited, hands in pockets. 

His whistle seemed to remain be
hind him, drifting around the 
room like a lost soul. Only when 
its echo faded did Amos approach 
the corpse, pull back the sheet, and 
explore the damage. 

There was a puncture, all right; 
for all his faults, the boy had sharp 
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eyes. It could have been caused by 
a great number of things; an auto 
smashup was a brutal business. 
But Amos, for no other reason but 
idle curiosity, made a closer in
spection. Then he decided to 
probe, to see if any foreign object 
was still lodged over the rib cage. 

After a few moments, he deter
mined that he was right; the ob
ject, deep as it was, was definitely 
there. 

He straightened up, the shock 
of recognition apparent on his 
face. This was not the first time 
he had seen this type of wound, 
and only the multitude of other in
juries on Mr. Kessler's battered 
body had made it seem trivial be
fore. But now he knew it wasn't. 

It was a bullet hole. 
His first thought was to extract 

the bullet, but he changed his 
mind. Poor Mr. Kessler's death 
certificate had credited the auto in
juries for his. demise. Obviously, 
there was more here than had met 
the eye of the coroner. Shouldn't 
the police be informed.? Or at 
least Mister—Mister-

He tried to remember the cli-
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ent's name. Foley! That was it. He 
visualized Foley's arid face and 
thin lips. He hadn't liked the man, 
even before he knew the small 
price Foley was willing to pay to 
give his partner a decent farewell. 

, "Bucky!" Amos shouted, and 
then remembered that Bucky was 
out. He hurried to the front office, 
and found the Kessler file on his 
desk. The details were scant, and 
didn't satisfy him. 

He was in an agitated, but 
pleasantly excited, state when his. 
assistant returned an hour later. 
Before Bucky had a chance to 
make his excuses, Amos gave him 
an assignment. 

"I want you to go down to the 
Times building," he said. "Look 
up the papers, March 9th and 
10th, and see if you can find the 
story on Mr. Kessler. The accident 
case." 

"What for, Mr. Duff.?" 
"Do I ask what for you're 

breathing.? Get over to the Times 
and find the article. Write down 
every word and-bring it back. And 
hurry!" 

Bucky grinned, and saluted. 
"Oui, m'on capitaine!" 

"Get out of here!" 
Bucky wheeled and went out 

the door. Amos, alone, slid deeper 
into his swivel chair and tapped a 
pencil against his teeth, thinking 
of possibilities. 

DEAD GIVEAWAY 

It was two hours before Bucky 
produced what he wanted. It 
wasn't much of an item, but it was 
helpful. Kessler had been riding 
home from a hunting trip with his 
partner, Marvin Foley; both lived 
in Scarsdale; Kessler was a wid
ower with no children. Foley 
claimed he was blinded by a 
truck's headlights, and went off 
the road. Luckily, he was thrown 
clear, but Kessler remained in the 
car as it swerved off an aqueduct. 

A series of delicious specula
tions crossed Amos' mind. Foley 
had obviously lied to the authori
ties. Nobody shoots a dead man. 
Had the "accident" occurred only 
after Foley, in a fit of passion, had 
shot and killed his partner.? And 
then manufactured a convenient 
auto crash to conceal the true 
cause of death.? Or had it been 
more carefully premeditated.? Yes, 
Amos thought, remembering the 
crisp manner, the words falling 
from the colorless lips like dead 
leaves from a thin, bare tree." Foley 
had planned it all beforehand, to 
enjoy his business success - all by 
himself. 

There was no longer any 
thought in Amos Duff's mind 
about calling the police. He would 
rather talk to Mr. Foley first. He 
searched the telephone directory 
and came up with the informa
tion: KESSLER & FOLEY, 
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Mfgrs. Playtime Equipment. He 
dialed the number slowly. 

There was a clown at the door 
of Mr. Foley's office. It was made 
of plastic, and a punch on its bulb
ous blue nose wouldn't knock it 
off its weighted base. The secre
tary who guarded the door gig
gled when Arnos looked at it. 

"It's one of our best numbers," 
she said. "Mr. Foley said to_^show 
you right in." 

"Thank you," Amos said. 
There was less gaiety in Foley's 

office. It was spartan, wood-pain-
eled, hunting-printed, and uncom
fortably overheated. Foley, who 
didn't rise.to greet his visitor, sat 
in a high-backed leather chair, 
wearing a woolen scarf around his 
neck, looking chilled despite the 
heat. 

"Please get to the point," he 
said. "I explained that Mr. Kessler 
had no family, so I want nothing 
elaborate. Just do what you have 
to do, and be done with it."-

"Oh, it's not the funeral I came 
to talk about, Mr. Foley." Amos 
seated himself carefully. "Not ex
actly. It's just that—well, I discov
ered something unusual." 

Foley's eyes were normally nar
row. Now they vanished. "What 
do you mean, unusual.?" 

"Well, you remember that you 

instructed me not to bother about 
—cosmetic repairs to poor Mr. 
Kessler. But I found a rather, shall 
I say, unsightly wound." . 

"Go on," Foley frowned. 
"Perhaps I don't have to be ex

plicit." 
"I rather think you do." 
Amos had sudden doubts. Was 

it possible that Foley was ignorant 
of the bullet in his partner's body.? 
He decided to risk all in a test of 
truth. He stood up. 

"I'm sorry. I suppose I've made a 
mistake. I'll make the customary 
poUce report and—" 

"Sit down!" Foley said, his 
voice like the snap of a swagger 
stick. "You can't make a statement 
like that and walk out. Why should 
a police report be necessary.?" 

"It's just a formahty, Mr. Foley. 
Besides, I could be mistaken about 
the wound; the police will per
form an autopsy and we'll know 
for sure." 

Foley did the unexpected. He 
smiled. 

"Sit down and have a smoke," 
he said amiably. "Do you like 
cigars ?. I don't smoke myself, but 
I keep some in the office for my 
better customers." 

"I rather do enjoy a cigar, now 
and then." 

Foley lifted the top of a humidor 
and passed a corona across the 
desk. Amos lit it, puffed appre-
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ciatively, and said: "It's my guess 
that it's a rifle bullet, possibly steel-
jacketed. I've seen a lot like it, but 
I could be mistaken." 

"I can't imagine how it got 
there," Foley said. "I'm sure there's 
a reasonable explanation." 

"Naturally." 
"But being*in business, I'm rather 

reluctant to have any sort of fuss. 
I'm sure you know what I mean." 

"Of course." 
"Do you like the cigar.?" 
"Delightful." 
"They cost two dollars apiece." 
"Really.?" 
"I'll send you a box," Foley said 

graciously, and stood up with an 
extended hand. "Well, it's been a 
pleasure, Mr. Duff, be sure and let 
me know when poor George is 
buried. I won't attend myself—I 
find funerals morbid—but I would 
like to send a few flowers." 

"Mr. Foley, I'm afraid I haven't 
made myself clear." 

"Haven't you.?" 
"Oh, it's not that I want to make 

any kind of juss." Amos blew a 
smoke ring. "It's just that—well, 
to be blunt, it seems a shame that 
a man of Mr. Kessler's standing 
should be put away with so little 
fanfare. Rather an insult to his 
memory, don't you agree.?" 

Foley sat down and folded his 
hands. "And just what do you 
suggest.?" 

DEAD GIVEAWAY 

"I would suggest something 
more—fitting." 

"Mr. Kessler was a widower, 
you know, with no family." 

"It's the thought that counts," 
Amos said. 

"And just what is your 
thought.?" 

"For something—grand. A full-
scale funeral, with nothing but the 
best. In our catalog, we refer to it 
as the Class A. I'm sure Mr. Kess
ler deserves it. Don't you agree.?" 

"No," Foley said flatly. "He was 
a humbler and a bankrupt. If you 
want the truth. And just what is 
the difference between a Class A 
funeral and an ordinary burial.?" 

"Well, to begin with, the dis
position of the remains—" 

"I don't mean that. I mean the 
cost difference." 

"Oh." 
"The funeral service I specified 

was three hundred and fifty dol
lars. Just what will the Class A 
cost me?" 

Amos looked at the glowing ash 
of his cigar; 

"It's eighteen hundred dollars. 
But that includes—" 

"Never mind what it includes." 
Foley took a checkbook from 

the drawer. He began writing 
with a scratchy fountain pen, in a 
cramped hand. "This is a deposit," 
he said, "for six hundred dollars. 
My previous deposit was a hun-
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dred and fifty, so the total is seven 
hundred and fifty. The rest will be 
payable to you as soon as Mr. 
Kessler is comfortably interred. 
Then I don't want to hear from 
you again, Mr. Dufl." 

"Of course," Amos said eagerly. 
Foley ripped ofi the check and 

handed it over. 
"You're doing the right thing," 

Amos said. "Some things can't be 
1 measured in money." 

"Really,?" Foley said drily. "Such 
as what.'"' 

Three days later, the service ful
filled, Amos dropped his bill into 
the mail, listing the balance of 
One Thousand and Fifty Dollars. 
When no check was received by 
the week end, he called Kessler & 
Foley and learned that Mr. Foley 
had been called out of town. He 
waited patiently until Thursday of 
the following week, but no check 
arrived. On Friday, he called the 
office once more. Mr. Foley was 
present, but in conference. Could 
he call,Mr. Duff back.? Yes, said 
Mr. Duff. But he didn't. . 

The following week there vyere 
no new customers, no Bucky (he 
had quit the previous Friday upon 
receipt of his paycheck) and no 
money from Mr. Foley. Another 
telephone call produced another 
excuse, and Mr. Duff began to 

worry about the sincerity of Mr. 
Foley's intentions. 

On Tuesday morning, he was 
allowed to talk to the man him
self. . 

"Thank goodness," he said, with 
a false laugh. "I'd almost given up 
hope, Mr. Foley. About your bill, 
I mean." 

"What bill is that?" 
"Why, the bill I sent you. For' the 

funeral." 
There was a pause. Then Foley 

said: "I believe you made a mis
take. I paid you in full for your 
services. If you don't believe it, I'd 
suggest you consult your own 
catalog." 

"But Mr. Foley—" 
"I'm well aware of your price 

lists, Mr. Duff; I checked them 
carefully. You don't have a service 
that costs more than seven hun
dred and fifty dollars, and I have 
the cancelled checks for that 
amount." 

"But these circumstances were 
different—" 

"Were they?" 
"Now look," Amos said angrily. 

"You know damn well they were 
different. You know what I'll do 
if I don't get that check—" 

"What will you do? Call the po
lice?" 

"You think I won't?" 
Foley chuckled. "Of course you 

won't. Remember, you put poor 

60 ALFRED HITCHCOCK S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Mr. Kessler underground, Mr. 
Duif. If you ask the police to dis
inter him, you'll have to explain 
why you didn't report this so-
called bullet wound before. Do 
you think you can do that, Mr. 
Duff?" • 

Amos sputtered; it was a sub
stitute for an answer. 

"I thought as much," Foley said, 
so sure of himself that Amos 
would have loved to have him as a 
customer. "You can't implicate me, 
without implicating yourself. And 
you have no guarantee that your 
accusation will be believed. So I 
think it's best you forget it, Mr. 
Duff. I know full well that if I pay 
now, I'll pay forever. I don't intend 
to start." 

Then he hung up. 

Somehow, Amos found the po
lice precinct station even more 
morbid a place than his own fun
eral parlor. He sat impatiently in 
Lieutenant Morgan's office, wait
ing for something to happen. Fi
nally, the police detective entered, 
with Mr. Foley preceding him. 
There was tight cold indignation 
on Foley's face; his cheeks were 
red, as if the woolen muffler 
around his throat was choking 
him. 

"I want to know what this is 
about," he demanded, glaring at 

Amos. "You have no right to bring 
me here—" 

"Please sit down," the lieutenant 
said. "The charge is serious, Mr. 
Foley, so we felt justified in is
suing the warrant." 

"What has he been telUng you ?" 
Foley said furiously. "The man is 
a liar. A liar and a thief. If you 
knew how he tried to overcharge 
me—" 

"Mr. Foley, our officers found a 
hunting rifle in your apartment, 
the weapon you had in your car at 
the time of the accident. We've im
pounded it as evidence, along with 
a box of steel-jacketed bullets. Mr. 
Duff here seems to think you used 
that rifle, to dispose of your late 
business partner, George Kessler. 
Now I wouldn't advise you to say 
anything you don't want to, but 
on the other hand, you can save a 
lot of grief by being honest with 
us." 

"Anything he said is a lie! Kess
ler was killed in the crash. I've got 
the death certificate—" 
- "We have a photostat of that, Mr. 
Foley." 

"Then how can you believe this 

-penny-ante mortician ?" 

Amos stirred miserably. 
The heutenant said: "Mr. Duff 

seems to have evidence, Mr. Foley. 
That's why-we brought you in." 

"Evidence? What evidence? 
Kessler's buried! Dead and buried. 

DEAD GIVEAWAY 61 
LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG

ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



You can't dig him up now—" 
"We could, if we had to." 
Foley jumped to his feet. "Ask 

him how he knows!" he cried. 
"Ask him how he knows there 
was a bullet!" 

"We did ask him," the lieutenant 
said, and looked at Amos. 

"Well," the mortician said, clear
ing his throat, "I actually didn't 
know. Not until after the services. 
Then it was quite obvious, not 
just to me, but to everyone there. 
You see, the bullet didn't really 
mel t - " 

"Melt?" Foley screamed. "What 
do you mean, melt.?" 

"Well, you see," Amos said, "the 

Class A funeral includes crema
tion. It's ideal, we believe, espe
cially in cases where there is no 
family. However, we do supply a 
memento to the closest kin or 
friend, if they so desire." 

The lieutenant went to his desk, 
and slid open the bottom drawer. 
He withdrew a delicate porcelain 
urn and placed it on the desk. 

"You see.?" Amos said gravely. 
"When they found it among the 
ashes, they included it among the 
remains. That's why I had to come 
to the police." 

He picked up the urn, and shook 
it gently from side to side. It went: 
tin\le, tin\le, tingle. 
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A HINT OF 

I USED to think that my wife sys
tematically lied to 'me about her 
family, but one by one I met them 
and found her tales were all true. 
There was Uncle H—, for one. He 
earned his unprintable nickname 
on the day in 1937 when he said to 
the bank examiner, "Oh, h—!", 
walked right down to the depot 
and got on a westbouncl train, nev
er to return. He sounded like a 
wish-fulfillment myth, but two 
summers ago we drove through 
Colorado and looked him up. Un
cle H—was doing fine; brown as 
a berry, and gave us bear ham out 
of his own smokehouse for lunch. 
Andj just the way the story went, 
his shanty was papered with color 
comics from the Chicago Sunday 
Tribune. 

Uncle Edgar, the salesman, was 
real too. Sarah claimed that in 1942 
he had sold a Wisconsin town the 
idea of turning over its municipal 
building to him so he could start a 
defense plant. Well, last year I vis
ited him in his executive suite. 

which used, to be the mayor's of
fice. He had converted t6~ roller 
skates. Whenever anyone hinted to 
him that he might start paying rent 
or taxes or something he would 
murmur quietly that he was think
ing of moving plant and payroll to 
Puerto Rico, and then there would 
be no more hinting for a while. 

Grandma and Grandpa were 
right off the cover of the Saturday 
Evening Post, rocking and dozing 
on the porch of their big house. 
Grandpa^ if pressed, would mod
estly display his bullet scars from 
the Oklahoma land rush, and Sar
ah assured me that Grandma had 
soine too. Great Grandmother, 
pushing the century mark a couple 
miles down the road, gloomily-
queened it over five hundred cen
tral Ohio acres froni her dusty 
plush bedroom. She had decided 
in '35 to take to her bed, and 
there she had stayed while subur
ban housing developments and 
shopping centers and drive-in mov
ies encroached on the old farm and 
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the money rolled in. Sarah had a 
grudging respect for her, though 
she had seen her will and her mon
ey was all going to a Baptist mis
sion in Naples, Italy. 

There was even, at last, a 
strained sort of peace between Sar
ah and her father. He came out of 
World War One with a D.S.C., a 
silver plate in his skull and a 
warped outlook on civilian life. He 
was a bootlegger throughout most 
of the 20's. It made for an unpleas
ant childhood. When it was too 
late to do the children much good, 
the V.A. replaced his silver plate 
with a tantalum plate and he 
promptly enrolled in a theological 
seminary and wound up a Luth
eran pastor in Southern CaHfornia. 

Sarah's attitude toward all the 
aforementioned is partly "Judge 
not lest ye be judged" and partly 
"So what.?" but of̂  her cousin's 
husband, Bill Oestreicher, she said 
dogmatically: "He's a lousy so-and-
so." 

We used to see more of him 
than the rest of her family, as an 
unavoidable side-effect of visiting 
Sarah's Cousin Claire, to whom he 
was married. Sarah was under 
some special indebtedness to Cou
sin Claire. I think Claire used to 
take her in during the rough 
spells with Dad. 

On the way to meet them for the 
first time—they lived in Indiana, an 
easy drive from Detroit—Sarah 
told me: "Try to enjoy the scen
ery, because you won't enjoy Bill. 
Did I warn you not to lend him 
money or go into any kind of 
business deal with him.?" 

"You did." 
"And another thing, don't talk 

to him about your own business. 
Uncle Edgar let him mail a couple 
of customers' statements for him, 
and Bill went to the customers of
fering to undercut Edgar's prices. 

Our modern pharmacopeia rests on a firm foundation of herbs 
and simples, known to our forefathers, who harvested them 

\jrom field, forest, and stream. Mere change in 'name does not 
iaffect their powers, as our story proves. 
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There was great confusion for a 
month and Edgar lost two custom
ers to the Japs. To this day Bill 
can't undei^tand why Edgar won't 
talk to him any more." 

"I'll come out fighting and pro
tect my chin at all times." • 
. "You'd better." 

Claire was a dark, birdlike little 
woman with an eager-to-please air, 
very happy to see Sarah and will
ing to let some of it splash over 
onto me, She had just come from 
work. She was a city visiting nurse 
and wore a snappy blue cape and 
hat. Even after eight hours of help
ing a nineteen-year-old girl fight 
D.T.S she was neat, every hair in. 
place. I suspected a compulsion. 
She wore a large, incongruous cos
tume-jewelry sort of ring which I 
concluded to be a dime-store aniii-
versary present from good old Bill. 

Bill's first words to me were: 
"Glad to meet you. Tommy. Tom
my, how much money can you 
raise in a pinch.?" I came out fight
ing. I've got an automotive uphol
stery business with a few good ac
counts. The Ford buyer could ruin 
me overnight by drawing a line 
through niy name on his list, but 
until that happens I'm solvent. I 
concealed this from Bill; It was 
easy. At fifty-odd he was a fat in
fant. He was sucking on candy 
sourballs, and when he had 
crunched them up he opened a box 

of Cracker Jack. I never saw him 
when he wasn't munching, gulp
ing, sucking. Beer, gum, choco
lates,, pretzels^he was the only per
son I ever saw who lapped pretzels 
—pencils, the ear pieces of his 
horn-rimmed glasses, the ends of 
his mustache. Slop, slurp, slop. 
With his mouth open. 

Bill maneuvered me into the 
kitchen, sucked on a quartered 
orange and told me he was going 
to let me in on a can't-miss scrap 
syndicate which would buy Army 
sui-plus and sell it right back to the 
government at full price. I told him 
no he wasn't. 
-His surprise was perfectly genu

ine. "What do you want to be like 
that for?" he asked, round-eyed, 
and went over it again with pencil 
and paper, sucking on the end of 
the pencil when he wasn't scrib
bling with it, and when-I said no 
again he got angry. 

"Tommy, what're you being so 
stupid for.? Can't you see I'm just 
trying to give one of Claire's peo
ple a helping hand.? Now listen 
this time, I haven't got all day." 
Well, what can you do.? I told him 
I'd think about it. 

He shook my hand. Between 
chomps and slurps he said it was a 
wise decision; if I could pony upj 
say five thousand we'd get under' 
way with a rush; had I thought of J 
a second mortgage on my house?/ 
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"Let's celebrate it," he said. "Claire. 
Claire, don't you hear me?" 

She popped in. "Case of beer," he 
said. He didn't even look at her. 
"The beauty of this, Tomtny, is it's 
Air Force money. Who's going to 
say no when the Air Force wants, 
to buy something.'' Tommy, what 
about borrowing on your insur
ance.'"' 

Cousin Claire came staggering 
up from the basement with a case 
of twenty-four bottles of beer. 
"Nice and cold," she panted. 
"From the north corner." . 

He said, "Giddadahere. Now the 
markup—" She fluttered out. He 
turned to the case of beer and his 
eyes popped. "How do you like 
that?" he asked me incredulously. 
"She didn't open any. She must 
have thought I wanted to loo\ at 
beer." 

"Well," I said, "you know." Mar
tyred, he got a bottle opener from a 
drawer. 

Driving back ,to Detroit I was in 
a state of shock for about twenty 
miles. Finally I was able to ask 
Sarah: "Why in God's name did she 
marry him.?" 

She said helplessly: "I think it's 
because they won't let you be an 
old maid any more. She got mid
dle-aged, then she got panicky. Bill 
turned up and they were married. 
He gets a job once in a while. His 
people are in politics. . . . She's 
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still got her ring," Sarah said with 
pride. 

"Huh?" 
"The Charlier ring. Topaz sig

net—didn't you see it?" 
f'What about'it?" 
"Bill's been trying to get it away 

from her ever since they were mar
ried, but I'm going to get it next. 
It's family. It's a big topaz and it 
swivels. One side is plain and the 
other side has the Charlier crest 
and it's a poison ring." 

I honked at a convertible that 
was about to pull out in front and 
kill us. "You'll hate me for this," I 
said, "but there aren't any poison 
rings. There never were." 

"Nuts to you," she said, indig
nant. "I've opened it with my own 
little fingers. It comes apart in ,two 
little sUces of topaz and there's a 
hollow for the poison." 

"Not poison. Maybe a saint's 
relic, or a ladylike pinch of snuff. 
In the olden days they didn't have 
poisons that fitted into little hol
lows. You had to use quarts of 
what they had. Everything you've 
heard to the contrary is bunk be
cause everybody used to think ev
erybody else had powerful, subtle 
poisons. Now, of course, we've got 
all kinds of-" - . 

She wasn't listening. "Somebody 
unwisely told Bill that the Ford 
Museum offered my grandmother 
a thousand' dollars for the ring. 
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Ever since then he's been after her 
to sell it so he can 'put the rhoney 
into a business.' But she won't. 
. . . She doesn't look well, Tommy." 
I spared a second from the 
traffic to glance at her. There were 
tears in her eyes. 

A week later began a series; of 
semi-literate, petulant letters from 
Cousin Bill. • 
• He was, or said he was, under 

the impression that I had pledged 
my sacred word of honor to put 
up $30,000 and go in with him on 
the junk deal. I answered the first 
letter, trying to set him straight, 
and ignored the rest when I real
ized he couldn't be set straight. Not 
by me, not by anybody. The world 
was what he wanted it to be. If it 
failed him, he screamed an_dyejled 
at the world until it got back into 
line. - • 

We saw them a couple of months 
later. He bore me no malice.- He 
tried to get me to back a chaiii of 
filling stations whose gimmick 
would be a special brand of oil— 
filtered crankcase drainings, picked 
up for a song, dyed orange and 
handsomely packaged. He took to 
using my company name as a cred
it reference, and I had my lawyer 
write him a letter, after which he 
took to using my lawyer's name as 
a credit reference. We saw him 
again and he still was not angry. 
Munching and-slobbering and pry-
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ing, he just didn't understand how 
I could be so stupid as not to real
ize that he wanted to help me. At 
every visit he was fatter and Claire 
was thinner. 

He complained about it. Licking 
the drips off the side of an ice 
cream cone he said: ".You ought to 
have more meat on your bones, 
the way the grocery bills run." 

"Has. it ever occurred to you," 
Sarah snapped, "that your wife 
might be a sick woman.?" 

Cousin Claire made shushing 
noises. Cousin Bill chewed the 
cone, looking at her. "No kid
ding," he said, licking his finger. 
"For God's sake, Claire. We got 
Blue Cross, Blue Shield, City 
Health, we been paying all these 
years, won't cost a nickel. What's 
the matter with you? You go get a 
checkup." 

"I'll be all right," said Cousin 
Claire, buttering a slice of pound 
cake for her husband. 

Afterwards I burst out: "All 
right, I'm not a doctor, I supply 
auto upholstery fabrics, but can't 
you get her to a hospital.'"' 

Sarah was very calm. "I under
stand now. She knows what she's 
doing. In Claire's position—what 
would you do.'"' 

I thought it over and said, "Oh," 
and after that drove" very carefully. 
It occurred to me that we had 
something to live for, and that 
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Cousin Claire obviously had not. 
My wife phoned me at the office 

a few weeks later and she was cry
ing. "The mail's just come. A letter 
from a nurse, friend of Claire's. 
Bill's put her in the hospital." 

"Well, Sarah, I mean, isn't that 
where she ought to—" 

"No!" So that night we drove to 
Indiana and went direct to Claire's 
hospital room—her one-seventh of 
a room, that is. Bill had put her in 
a ward. But she was already dead. 

We drove to their house, ostensi
bly to get a burial dress for Cousin 
Claire, perhaps really to knock 
Cousin BilLdown and jump on his 
face. Sarah had seen the body. The 
ring was not on Claire's finger. It 
was not in the effects I checked 
out at the desk, either. "He took 
it," Sarah said. "I know. Because 
she was three weeks dying, the 
floor nurse told me. And Claire 
told me she knew it was coming 
and she had hyoscine in the ring." 
So Sarah had her triumph after all 
and the ring had become a poison 
ring, for a sick, despairing wom
an's quick way out of disappoint
ment and pain. "The lousy so-and-

so," Sarah said. "Tommy. I want 
her buried with the ring." 

I felt her trembling. Well, so was 
I. He had taken the ring from a 
woman too sick to protect herself 
and for the sake of a thousand 
lousy bucks he had cheated her of 
her exit. I don't mean that. I'm a 
businessman. There is nothing 
lousy about a thousand bucks, but 
. . . I wanted to bury her with the 
ring too. 

No one answered the front door, 
and when we went around to the 
pantry and found it open we found 
out why. Bill was slumped in a 
kitchen chair facing us, a spilled 
bottle of beer tacky on the lino
leum, a bag of pretzels open in 
front of him and his finger in his 
mouth. You know what hyoscine 
is.? They used to get it from 
henbane before they learned to put 
it together in a test tube more 
cheaply. It was a good, well coiisid-
ered substance for a nurse to put in 
her ring because it kills like that. 
Bill had not been able to resist tak
ing the ring from her. And then he 
had not been able to resist putting 
it in his mouth. 
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^S%7'HEN Roger Ross decided to do 
away with Elliot Lawn, it came al
most as a revelation. It wasn't that 
he didn't like Elliot; on the con
trary, he was very fond of hini. 

• He had always found him to be 
gay and amusing and even stimu
lating; but there were all those 
negative aspects, too. Roger knew 
Elliot to be fondly patronizing, ef-
fervescently condescending and in-
herendy selfish. Elliot always 
seemed better informed and yet at 
the same time intellectually disin
clined. He always seemed better 
dressed and yet well able to coun
teract this suggestion of superior-

Both of them had gone with the 
same company soon after gradua
tion and somehow EUiot had con
trived to become a vice president 
while Roger had had to content 
himself with being merely a lower-
echelon executive; and Elliot free
ly admitted when they were in 
private that Roger knew twice as 
much about the business as he did. 
It was maddening. So after years 
of being roundly pushed into cor
ners, after years of declination 
and waste, Roger suddenly real
ized in a burst of self-analysis that 
what his Ufe really needed was the 
exquisite flavor of vengence. When 
the decision to kill Elliot was 
made, Roger suddenly felt ten 

ity with just the barest whisper of 
casual mediocrity. In addition, El
liot had usually managed to take 
away every female that Roger had 
ever been interested in and this 
had been going on since they Were 
at college together. It had contin
ued, to Roger's profound distress, 
up to and including Elliot's mar
riage three years ago to Madge 
Teniple of Baltimore and Ocean 
City, Md. And then there was the 
problem of getting ahead in life. 
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years younger. 
. Of course society, in general, 
frowns upon murder. There are 
laws which have been designed to 
make it reasonably unsafe to go 
around removing anyone who dis
pleases or who doesn't rise to cer
tain desired heights of expectation. 
Roger was well aware of this and 

ALFRED HITCHCOCK S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Ambition's drive may carry you to the top, which is presum
ably where one would wish to be. It may carry you even further, 
to where no one would wish to be. 

C 
t 

he rightly judged that he would 
have to approach the matter with 
great deUberation and some degree 
of skill. 

It was then that Roger had still 
another, somewhat mystical, dis
closure. Instead of doing away 

• with Elliot all at once, he would 
slowly apply a sort of mental tour
niquet to confuse and harass his 
old friend. When the pressure be
came strong enough, only then 
would he administer the unpleas
ant finalities. This plan would not 
only placate Roger's slender con

science but it would allow him 
more time to work out the more 
mundane and sordid aspects of the 
inevitable climax. 

When Roger returned to his 
bachelor apartment that evening, 
he began to devise and draw up 
extensive charts and graphs show
ing Elliot's movements and lisyng 
his weaknesses. There were lots of 
little things on which he could be: 
gin his campaign. He knew more 
about EUiot than anyone else alive 
for it was to Roger that Elliot in
evitably turned when he wished to 

*^>^W> 
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garner bravados over' his numer
ous questionable peregrinations. 
For example, Elliot's young and 
sparkling wife Madge had been 
devoted, for years before her mar
riage, to an ordinary tomcat which 
had been moved to Westpbrt along 
with Madge over Elliot's too-deli
cate remonstrations. Taking ad
vantage of his wife's absence last' 
summer, Elliot had packed up the 
cat's sweater and basket and eating 
dish and had driven them and the 
unsuspecting animal far into the 
night to some nondescript town 
where he had given them all their 
walking papers. On Madge's re
turn Elliot had most convincingly 
invented an imaginary illness for 
the cat and had garnished the lie 
with decorations of mock sympa
thy. Of course Roger couldn't come 
right out and tell her what had 
really happened but he could pre
sent her with a new cat even big
ger than the old one, anonymous
ly. When EHiot appeared at the 
office the next day with his old 
familiar allergy: watering eyes and 
the sniffles, Roger felt that his cam-' 
paign had gotten off to an auspi
cious, if humble, beginning. 

But Roger Ross wasn't one to 
rest on his past accomplishments. 
That evening he returned again 
to his hidden charts and graphs 
and began to compile lists of pos
sible devices by which he could 

methodically undernaine Elliot's 
subconscious defenses. By mid
night he had almost finished a 
complete filing system with cross
checks and counter-balances. Then 
to try it out he sat back and tri
umphantly dialed the letter-S. It 
read: Shaving: (See Razor). And 
under Razor was a complete plan 
to embarrass Elliot in front of his 
business associates. There was only 
one If (in red). He had to make 
sure that Elliot had remained in 
town that evening instead of going 
home. He reached for the phone, 
dialed the familiar number in 
Westport and waited patiently for 
the electric impulses to come to 
life. Four rings, five, six. Finally 
Madge's sleepy voice answered. 

"Hullo." 
"Hello, Madge.?" 
"Yes.?" 
"I hope I didn't wake you." 
"Oh, it's you, Roger." 
"Yes, it is. Look, will you -put 

ElHot on the phone, please." 
There was a suspicious pause. . , 
"I can't. He's not here." 
Roger, felt elated but he was 

careful to modulate his voice cor
rectly. 

"Then he's staying in town.?" 
"Obviously. Say,, what's going 

on.? Elliot called a little while ago 
and said he was at your place. Isn't 
he there.?" 

This was ultimately better than 
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he had hoped for. The seeds of El
liot's guilt had only to be dropped 
into the furrows of Madge's 
aroused suspicions. 

"Oh, that's right, Madge. It must 
have slipped my mind. I think he 
did say . something earlier about 
staying here tonight." 

"Really.?" 
Her voice reflected delicious dis

belief. 
"Shall I ask him to ring you 

when he gets here.?" 
"You're very sweet, Roger." She 

was now using her China accent; 
cold and damp. "That just might 
be a good idea." 

"Okay, Madge. So long." 
He replaced the receiver quickly 

before she could change her mind. 
It was inevitable that his last few 
conscious thoughts before drop
ping off to sleep would be of 
Madge. He clucked his tongue 
gently to himself as he remembered 
how happy they'd been that first 
ten days; that is, until he'd made 
the mistake of introducing her to 
Elliot. Oh well, perhaps he might 
even get her back, too. Make it a 
package deal. 

The sky over Madison Avenue, 
early the next morning was a deep 
Renoir blue and this coupled with 
the bus being practically empty 
gave Roger a feeling of good will. 

aELENTLESS AMBITION 

When he saw that even the recep
tionist was not in yet, he inter
preted it as a sign that destiny was 
at last looking back, in his direc
tion. Humming a gay unrecogniz
able marching song he strode pur
posefully into Elliot's corner office 
where he removed two electric 
razors froin the mahogany wall 
cabinet. Then he carefully un
wrapped a package which he had 
hidden under his overcoat and put 
the contents underneath the desk 
where it would ,be out of EUiot's 
sight and yet in full view of his 
secretary. It was a half-empty bot
tle of whiskey. There would be 
time later on in the morning to or
der, in Elliot's name, three cases 
of inferior whiskey to be delivered 
personally to him at the office. Be
fore he left, Roger lingered just 
long enough.to glance around El
liot's tastefully-decorated suite and 
to sigh enviously. When he re
turned to his own windowless cu
bicle he didn't seem to mind it as 
much as usual, because a new nerv
ous tingling of success had already 
begun to rise up on Roger's nor
mally-frustrated horizon. He asked 
the firm's operator for an outside 
line and dialed 411. 

The voice on the other end was 
pleasantly acquiescent. 

"Good morning. Information." 
"Oh, good morning," Rbgef re

plied, somewhat flattered, by her 

73 
LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG

ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



tone. "I'd like a little information." 
"Certainly, sir." 
"Will you get me the number of 

the Loomis Fuel Oil Company in 
Westport, Connecticut and also the 
number of that town's main tele
phone office." 

"Just a moment, please." There 
was a clicking pause. 

Roger quickly scribbled down 
the forthcoming telephone num
bers. 

"Thank you, operator," he said 
graciously. 

He dialed the code and then a 
number. 

"HeUo. Loomis Fuel Oil." 
"Good morning," Roger said. 

"This is Elliot Lawn." He hoped 
his voice sounded authentic. But 
then he had gone all over this care
fully. With all their customers they 
wouldn't be likely to remember one 
voice. 

"Yes, Mr. Lawn. What can we 
do for you?" 

"Can you tell me when our next 
delivery of fuel oil is scheduled.?" 

"I have it right here. You're due 
for one tomorrow." 

"Good. I'm glad I caught you in 
time. You see, we're closing up the 
house for the rest of the winter so 
we won't be needing any more 
deUveries. I'll let you know when 
we get back." 

"Right, Mr. Lawn. I'll cancel 
your order right away. Thanks for 
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calling and checking with us." 
Roger was perspiring slightly as 

he hung up the phone even though 
it had gone perfectly. He could ~ 
hear the people outside beginning 
to straggle in so he decided to put 
off the second call until later. It 
was a wise decision. A moment 
later Elliot appeared in the door
way and Roger was happy to note 
that Elliot's face boasted a full 
night's growth of stubble. 
' "My God, Elliot," he said. "You 

look terrible." 
"Have you a razor I can bor

row.?" 
"Where have you been ? I tried to 

call you at home last night. But 
don't worry. I straightened every
thing out." 

"Roger," Elliot said patiently. 
"Someone has walked off with my 
razors. May I borrow yours.?" 

"You didn't answer my ques
tion," Roger persisted. "Where did 
you spend the night.?" 

Elliot winked. 
"Out," he said. "Now may I 

have the razor.?" 
Roger shrugged. 
"You know I don't believe in 

keeping a razor around the office." 
ElHot muttered something under 

his breath. 
"Why don't you go to the bar

bershop downstairs," Roger sug-. 
gested pleasantly. "I hear they have. 
an excellent barber there." 
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Elliot capitulated. 
"I guess I'll have to. But do me a-

favor and let Miss Kearnes know 
that I'll be a little late for the meet
ing. You know how Ramsey feels 
about punctuality." 

"What'll I tell her?" 
"Tell her my train was delayed. 

Tell her anything." 
Roger straightened his shoul

ders. 
"You can depend on me," he 

said. 
Miss Kearnes,-a crisp and brittle 

woman, was the president's perso
nal secretary. Roger and she had a 
telephone friendship of sorts al
though her overly-cultivated voice 
annoyed him more than usual this 
morning. 

"Hello, Miss Kearnes.?" 
"This is Miss Kearnes speaking." 
"This is Mr. Ross." 
"Who.?" 
"You know, Roger Ross. Down 

in Accounting." 
"Oh, yes. But we're a little busy 

this morning, Roger. Would you 
mind caUing back later?" 

"I'm calling for Mr. Lawn." 
"Oh dear, I hope he's not ill. Mr. 

Ramsey is absolutely depending on 
his being here. They're making a 
final sales presentation today but 
you • wouldn't know about that." 

Roger ignored this obvious 
thrust at his ego. 

"No, he's not sick. He just want

ed me to let you know that he'd 
be a little late for the meeting to
day." 

"Late for the meeting?" Her 
voice was indignant. 

"That's right. His train was de
layed. However," his voice became 
conspiratorial, "if anything really 
important comes up he can be 
reached at the barbershop down
stairs." 

She was almost shouting now, 
"At the barbershop downstairs?" 
"Perhaps I shouldn't have told 

you that." 
"On the contrary, Roger. I'm 

very glad you did. I've always 
thought that Mr. Lawn's attitude 
was just a bit too relaxed. I have 
a feeling that Mr. Ramsey will find 
this most interesting." 

"Glad to be of service. Miss 
Kearnes." - Roger was grinning 
broadly as he replaced the receiver. 
He was fairly. sure that in the up
per reaches of Miss Kearnes' do
main, his name, as the informer, 
would soon be forgotten in the ec
stasy of Miss Kearnes' own sense 
of importance. 

The morning went gliding 
smoothly by. Roger busied himself 
having Elliot's phone in Westport 
disconnected and ordering flowers 
to be sent to Madge with a note 
enclosed reading: 

To Sonja with love, 
Elliot 
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On his way out for lunch Roger 
was gratified to see a group of the 
office girls huddled intently out
side of Elliot's office. It was ob
viously one of those lovely rumor 
mills. It was all going so beauti
fully. When he passed the reception 
desk he paused to light a cigarette. 

"Too bad about Mr. Lawn, isn't 
it.?" 

The girl glanced up from her 
magazine. 

"What's too bad.?" 
"His X-rays came back yester

day." Roger shook his head sadly. 
"Too bad." And then before the 
inevitable question could come he 
stepped into the Down elevator. 

Poor Elliot. In the next few 
weeks he became known around 
the company as 'that poor man 
who has only six weeks to live'. 
Half-empty bottles of cheap whis
key kept appearing mysteriously 
under Elliot's desk and no attempt 
was made to remove them by his 
secretary- nor were they ever re
ferred to. Indeed, his secretary or
ganized among her friends around 
the office what became known as 
'the ice cube pool' whereby car
tons of ice cubes were delivered 
every morning to Mr. Lawn's of
fice. After all, they couldn't have 
him drinking his. whiskey full 
strength 'with him being sick and 
aU'.. 

And things were no easier at 

home for Madge. When she re
turned from shopping one after
noon the lawn was covered with 
strange objects all ordered from 
some television show. There, clus
tered around her little boxwoods, 
was a freezer, an electric range, a 
bar-b-cue wagon, an electric type
writer, four sets of unbreakable 
dishes, three sewing machines and 
fifteen storm doors. It was a sight 
and Madge just sat down and 
cried. 

Madge truly loved Elliot but she 
had had all she could stand. After 
all, hadn't he humiUated her in 
front of their neighbors.? Hadn't 
he tried to freeze her out of her 
own home.? Hadn't he tried to 
keep her inconamunicado.? And 
those flowers which had been in
tended for Sonja? Not to mention 
that anonymous telegram hinting 
at Elliot's constant infideUty. It was 
all too much for her to cope with. 

When Elliot arrived home that 
evening Madge was gone. The 
note she left was bewilderingly 
cryptic. 
Dear Elliot, 
I'm leaving you. Food for the, cat 
is in the pantry. 

Your unloving wife, 
^ Madge 

As Elliot was reading the note the 
lights went out. Roger had put a 
call into, the Westport electric com
pany that morning. 
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Now came the second and more 
difficult phase of the business. Ro
ger began devoting his Saturday 
afternoons to the pursuit of violent 
knowledge in the New York Pub
lic Library. It was extremely il
luminating. He wandered through 
Macbeth and Hamlet and The 
Gold Bug. He studied ancient 
Greek tragedies and leafed through 
book after book on tribal witch
craft. He considered all the normal, 
if not generally acceptable, meth
ods of murder: poisoning, knife, 
gun, push someone off a cUfI, make 
it look like suicide; but none of 
these at first glance seemed very 
worthwhile for his own purposes. 
He was suspicious of guns himself 
and heights made him feel uneasy. 
To use poison on such an old and 
trusting friend was unthinkable. 
And the dagger.? Well, he didn't 
picture himself as the EHzabethan 
type. He still hadn't fig
ured out exactly how he was go
ing to do it but from all his 
thought and research he had dis
covered that the removal of a 
friend should always contain three 
basic elements. It should be quick. 
It should be decisive. And, when
ever possible, it should look acci
dental. 

Time was now an important fac
tor since Elliot was soon to be 
transferred to one of the branch of
fices out west. Roger felt that he 

RELENTLESS AMBITION 

had done the preliminary work 
well. Elliot was extremely de
pressed about his demotion. He 
was especially despondent over 
Madge's leaving. He had never 
realized before just how important 
she really was to him. And he was 
confused and shaken up by all the 
strange things which had been 
happening to him lately, things 
over which he had no control. He 
dimly realized that there must be 
more to it than just plain coinci
dence but he couldn't seem to put 
his finger on it. If it hadn't been 
for Roger, Elliot wouldn't have 
known where to turn. He had 
taken to" sitting around Roger's 
apartment. until all hours of the 
day and night, just staring into 
space. And Roger, on his part, 
knew that it had to be done now. 
But how .' 'And where? 

The final act of creation came 
to Roger one evening on upper 
Madison Avenue. He had left his 
bus several blocks earlier than 
usual in order to savor the first 
faint comings of spring weather 
that had appeared out of context 
that March evening. It was while 
he was walking along vaguely gaz
ing into shop windows that the 
solution hterally dropped into his 
mind: he would make it look like 
self-defense. Everyone knew that 
Elliot had been slowly climbing 
out of a valley of depression up to 
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the fine edge of hysteria. All Roger 
had to do was make it look like 
Elliot had finally gone over the 
brink. He would even use Elliot's 
own gun, a service revolver left 
over from World War II which 
Madge, not wanting in her own 
home, had obligingly brought into 

, town. Though it had been safely 
tucked away between the sheets in 
a bureau drawer, it had long been 
at the fingertips of Roger's mind. 
True, this was the unsettling part, 
but in the final and irretrievable 
analysis he could always find the 
temporary courage in the contents 
of a bottle of hard liquor. He could 
prove premeditation on Elliot's 
part of intent to do bodily harm by 
sending himself a series of threat
ening letters. He could easily get 
Elliot's fingerprints afterwards.) 
And the motive.'' That was the 
easiest part of all. That could only 
be the brilliant plan for reorganiz
ation of the company which Roger 
had been working on for years. 
The existence of such a document 
"was no secret to either Elliot or 
Madge. Hadn't they teased him 
about it many times even though 
neither had ever actually seen it.? 
In their, hearts they knew that he 
was capable of such an undertak
ing. 

He went over the coming events 
carefully in his mind as a broad-
jumper approaches each hurdle. 
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Elliot would arrive at the apart
ment at a prearranged time. Os
tensibly they had quarrelled. Elliot 
had drawn the gun, they had strug
gled and it had gone off accident
ally. All that would be left to do 
then would"be to call the police 
and the ensuing publicity might 
even make him something of a 
hero, a defender of hearth and 
home. At least the hmelight and 
the sympathy would be his and of 
course the opportunity to console 
Madge would be tantalizingly 
forthcoming. 

Now • that the last hurdle had 
been reached and was about to be 
surmounted; now that all those 
late nights of planning were near-
ing fruition, Roger's creative mind 
relaxed for the first time in weeks 
and he stepped off the curb against 
the light. It was something of a 
test. It was an unnatural thing for 
him to do but he did it magnifi
cently, crossing the street with the 
confident stride of another, though 
somewhat smaller, Paul Bunyon. 

The letters were the most fun 
to do. He did them with his left 
hand, backwards, making them 
seem as if they had been printed 
by a child. But the words them
selves were poisonous, and far 
from innocent. He mailed the let
ters to himself one at a time. Ev-
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ery night that week he would 
hurry home and approach the 
mailbox in the vestibule with a 
curious pang o£ excitement. It was 
as if he had never seen them be
fore and as he read each letter, tiny 
ripples of fear would come swim
ming up to the surface of his skin. 

He was extremely thorough. He 
destroyed all of the charts and 
graphs and plans to do away with 
Elliot by shredding thern into lit-
de piece's and flushing them away. 

And the gun, Elliot's passkey to 
oblivion, was oiled and cleaned 
and polished and loaded. 

At the end of the week, Roger 
casually invited Elliot up for cock
tails. He instructed Elliot to come 
at eight and Elliot, having spent 
almost every evening there for the 
past few weeks, was momentarily 
puzzled and partially amused and 
then fatalistically acquiescent to the 
odd request. 

At seven o'clock that evening 
Roger gulped half a tumbler of 
whiskey and began to attend to the 
final details. He did what he 
knew must be done. He ripped 
his clothes and rolled over and 
over on the floor until they were 
suitably soiled. He bruised his fists 
badly by smashing them again 
and again on the wall, the pain 
being strangely dulled under the 

bright light of the approaching 
climax. Then he began to break up 
the furniture. It was the one thing 
which he thought he would hate 
doing the most but once he got 
started he discovered that there 
was a certain vicarious pleasure in 
destroying the very things which 
had unconsciously kept him pris
oner for so long. The couch fell 
meekly under his onslaught. The 
desk caved in without protest. And 
he was just about to jump on top 
of the defenseless coffee table when 
the doorbell rang. He straightened 
up guiltily. His breath was uneven 
and coming with difficulty. 

"Just a -minute," he called out. 
He took several deep breaths 

and then walked slowly across the 
room. 

"You're a httle early," he said as 
he opened the door. 

The two men dressed in dark 
blue uniforms looked quite formi
dable and Roger suddenly felt 
compromised. 

"Police. We got a complaint." 
"What's the trouble, officer?'' 

Perspiration was beginning to form 
in neat little rows of beads on his 
forehead. "• 

"We got^a call from one of the 
neighbors. Said they thought there 
was a riot going on in here." 

"No, it was just .me. Rearrang
ing some furniture." 

"Mind if we come in?" 
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"I don't think there's any need 
for that. I'm all alone here. I'll try 
and keep the noise down." 

"I think we better take a look 
around." 

The policemen edged by Roger 
and walked into the room. Their 
raised eyebrows reflected puzzle
ment at the absurd disorder around 
them. 

"You're all alone here, you say?" 
"Absolutely." 
"What'd'ya think, Joe.?" 
"I don't know. Say,'Mac, is that 

blood on your hands.?" 
Roger acted as if he had never 

seen his hands before. 
'Til be darned. I must have cut 

myself." 
"And your suit. How did that 

get torn?" 
"Oh that. Why, I did it myself. 

I've never Hked this suit." 
The policemen exchanged know

ing looks. ' , 
"I think you better come along 

with us." 
- "Oh I can't do that." 

"Is there a phone around here?" 
"Yes, over there on the floor. 

But I can't go anywhere with you. 
That would spoil everything." 

One of the men dialed a num
ber. 

"Hey, Ralph, this is. Barnes. I 
think we've got another one. We'll 
drop him off at the usual place 
and check in when we get back 
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uptown. Right." He gently re
placed the receiver in its black 
plastic cradle. 

"Look, officer," Roger protested, 
"you've come too early." 

"Yeah, we know. C'mon, Mac, 
make it easy on yourself." 

The hospital room was bare ex
cept for the necessities, and anti
septic except for Elliot's cigar. 
Roger sat on the edge of the bed 
and nervously pulled his hospital 
dress down over his knees.. 

"Now look, Elliot, you've got to 
get me out of here.". 

"How can I? Under the law 
they can keep you here for five 
days' observation. How the hell 
did you ever get into this mess 
anyhow?" o 

Roger lapsed into a far-off ex
pression. 

"Believe me," he said, "you 
wouldn't like it if I told you." 

"Then how can I help you if 
you won't level with me?" 

The dim' light of resignation 
came slowly into Roger's eyes. 

"I think there's a way," he said. 
"There is?" 
"Do you' remember that reor

ganization plan that you and 
Madge were always teasing me 
about?" 

"Sure I do. But it was just a fig
ment of your imagination, wasn't 
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it? Tell the truth, Roger." 
"No. It's real allright, and who

ever presents it to old Ramsey will 
be able to write his own ticket." 

"Is it really that good?" Interest 
was beginning to curl like smoke 
around Elliot's words. 

"It's better than that. It proves 
conclusively that the company 
wastes over a million dollars a 
year in needless billing." 

Elliot whistled softly. 
"Suppose there is such a plan," 

he said after a moment. "What 
good will it do you jin here?" 

"It should prove my sanity be
yond a doubt." 

A suspicious expression moved 
around Elliot's face. • 

"Why haven't you done some
thing with it before this?" he 
asked. 

"You know as well as I do that 
no one in the company takes me 
seriously. Least of all Ramsey or 
that mechanical secretary of his." 

Elliot stood up. 
"Maybe I can do something with 

it," he agreed. "By the way, where 
is it?" 

"All of the papers are on the top 
shelf of the kitchen cabinet. Under 
the breadbox." 

"One other thing, Roger. Are 
you sure of your statistics? They 
can be juggled around sometimes, 
you know." 

"These haven't been." 

"Okay, old buddy, your worries 
are over." 

The thin ineffectual wave which 
Roger bestowed on Elliot was 
born out of the inevitable and sad 
acceptance that comes with a meas
ure of defeat. 

Elliot followed the nurse to a 
cubicle just off the main corridor 
where the doctor was waiting. It 
was a place of hope and of disap
pointment and the doctor's expres
sion was pleasantly noncommital. 

"As you know, Mr. Lawn," the 
doctor began, "we should keep Mr. 
Ross under observation for five 
days after which time he either has 
_to be released or definitely com
mitted. You're his best friend and 
since he has no living. relatives I 
believe we could release him in 
your care." 

"I see." Elliot had one leg care
lessly slung over the arm of a 
chair. 

"Mr. Ross spoke of a plan," the 
doctor' went on. "A reorganization 
plan, I believe, for the company 
with which you are both em
ployed. If it could be located it 
would go a long way to definitely 
establishing his sanity before the 
hospital board." 

"There is such a plan, doctor." 
"Well, that's fine." 
"Unfortunately," Elliot ex-
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plained, "it isn't Roger's plan. It's 
'mine. He only imagines that it's 
his and I've let him go on think
ing so." 

"Oh, that's too bad. I was hop
ing. You see, we try to release as 
many as possible providing, of 
course, we think it wise." 

"Of course," Elliot agreed. ^ 
"However," the doctor reasoned, 

"we still could release him in your 
care. Although when he was ad
mitted to the hospital he did have 
multiple cuts and bruises, evident
ly self-inflicted, he hasn't shown 
recent signs of a violent nature." 

Elliot yawned slightly. 
"I hate to say this, doctor," El

liot hesitated, "but he does get 
quite violent from time to time. I 
should know. I've had to replace 
his furniture several times this year 
already. It's always embarrassing." 

"I should imagine." 
"In any case," Elliot continued, 

"it would be almost impossible for 
me to take care of him. My wife 
and I are planning a reconciliation 
and there will be children. I'm not 
sure that such an environment 

would be good for him or them." 
"Yes, I see what you mean." 
"But very soon now I should be 

able to afford to place him in a 
very good private institution. And, 
of course, I'll visit him whenever 
you think it- wise." 

The doctor stood up and held 
out his hand. 

"Mr. Ross," he said, "is awfully 
lucky to have a friend like you." 

"It's ^the least I can do," Elliot 
said. "The very least." 

As Elliot walked out of the 
quiet'gray building his step was a 
little jauntier than it had been 
lately; his spirits were a little light
er than they had been lately; even 
the sky over First Avenue was a 
little clearer than usual. He hadn't 
liked telling all those lies to the 
doctor but what else could he do.? 
That reorganization plan was the 
key to all his problems. It was 
either he or Roger and for once he 
thought it would be nice to let it 
be Roger. After all, what are old 
friends for.? 
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SHERIFF HOLT eased himself lower 
in his chair and a third chin 
popped into view above the collar 
of his shirt. 

"The trouble with this case," he 
said, plucking idly at his badge, 
"is that there are too blame many 
suspects." He spoke with the same-
aggrieved air he used when there 
were no suspects at all. 

I nodded sympathetically and 

six months in Hillsdale, Zeke War-
ton was probably the most likely 
candidate for foul play in a fifty 
mile area. 

Bill Altman, my handyman, 
summed it up neatly when he said 
that Zeke's idea of a good day was 
to start out by drowning a litter of 
pups, give his elderly sister, Sarah, 
a few lumps, and then foreclose on 
a round dozen of the fifty or sixty 

helpfully moved a stack of papers mortgages he held. 
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¥«#$«$« FORECLOSED 
over when he decided to put his 
feet up on his desk. I needed all 
the information I could get from 
the sheriff. 

Court Records show that mur
der is committed in Hillsdale only 
about once every fifty years. So I 
have to pick the day on which the 
last one of the twentieth century 
was committed, to be over at For
rest City on a piddling little court 
case involving a Hillsdale citizen. 
That's me, Sam Caldwell, owner, 
editor, and reporter of the Hills
dale Weekly Gazette. 

What the sheriff said about sus
pects made a certain amount of 
sense. From all I could gather after 

CASE FORECLOSED 

bu J^arold '^ 

rColdeifi 
There seemed little doubt that 

Zeke had asked for it, and abso
lutely no doubt that he had got it, 
since he now lay in the back room 
of the jail with the top of his bald 
head crushed in. 

I had to be patient with Sheriff. 
Holt. I already knew but had to 
hear again that Zeke was a bache
lor, age 65; that he lived with his 
sister, Sarah, age 70, who kept 
house for him and who reputedly 
got the same deal he gave everyone 
else; that Sarah had arthritis and 
could not raise her hands more 

85 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Foreclosing on mortgages is generally thought to be the favorite 
sport of bankers. They win no popularity contests, and their 
departures front this life are unmourned, as a rule. 

than shoulder high; that Zeke's 
huge old-fashioned house stood 
well back on a five acre plot on the 
west edge of Hillsdale. 

The sheriff finally got around to 
facts that were new to me. Zeke's 
body had been found at five o'clock 
the afternoon before by Jim Car
ter's boy when he delivered a 5 
gallon can of fly spray which-Zeke 
had purchased*in the morning at 
Carter's Hardware • Store. The boy 
had found the body at the edge of 
the walk on the west side of the 
house. Curtains on that side had 
been drawn to keep out the after
noon sun, so Sarah's statement that there.?" ! asked. 

The sheriff sat for a time con
templating his possible fate. Then 
he said, again, "Just too blame 
many suspects."" 

The thought must have cheered 
him for he settled himself more 
comfortably in his swivel chair and 
added, "Don't seem to be no start
ing place." .̂  

But there had to be a starting 
place if I was going to get a good 
story for the Gazette. And I had 
to have a good story if there was 
going to be any Gazette much 
longer. 

"How about Sarah.? Any motive 

she had seen no one about seemed 
plausible. 

All during the time the sheriff 
was giving me these facts a crazy 
feeling kept pushing into my mind 
that he didn't want to find the 
murderer. This feeling didn't make 
sense until a couple of old timers 
drifted in during our interview 
and earnestly assured the sheriff 
that should he perform such a pub-, 
lie service as to solve the murder 
he would unquestionably lose the 
next election. , ''^' 

" 'Bout forty years accumulation, 
I figure. But Sarah couldn't raise a 
fly swatter let alone a weapon heavy 
enough to dent Zeke's skull. Be
sides, she'd have had to stood on a 
ladder to do it. Zeke is well over 
six feet, and Sarah can't be more'n 
five or so." 

I was, sorry Sarah wasn't a six 
footer too. It would have made 
things so much easier. 

"How about the murder weap
on?" I asked. "Any sign of it.?" 
:̂  "Nope . . . only it was some-
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thing heavy and used with plenty 
o£ force." 

r pondered over this for a while. 
Then I said with slow forcefulness, 
"Sheriff, the man we want is . . ." 

The sheriff got to his feet sur
prisingly fast for a big man, shock 

V written clearly on his round face. 
"You know who done it.?" he de
manded. 

"Not the individual," I said, "but 
it's got to be a tall, powerful man 
with a strong motive." 

The sheriff eased himself back 
into his chair, did some mental 
tabulating and was visibly cheered 
by the results. "That being the 
case," he said, "we can cut our 
suspects down to about two hun
dred or so." 

"But most of them would have 
alibis," I protested. "That would 
reduce . . . " 

"All of them would," the sheriff 
cut in agreeably. "Like I said, 
there's just too blame many to 
know where to start. Men like 
Zeke oughtn't to get themselves 
killed." 

I lit a cigarette and adjusted my 
hat from back-tilted reporter posi
tion to snap-down private eye. 
"Mind if I go over and talk to 
Sarah.?" I asked. 

The sheriff studied me for latent 
powers of detecting, found me sat
isfactorily wanting, and said, 
"Nope, go right ahead." 

The grounds on the west side 
of Zeke's house looked as though 
Ringlings had been there for a 
three day stand. If any clues had 
existed, they were gone forever. 

I had never seen Sarah Warton, 
nor, I gathered, had many other 
people in Hillsdale. In my mind I 
had pictured her as a dull, brow
beaten old woman probably cov
ered with scars and bruises. 

But the Sarah Warton who an
swered my knock was anything 
but that. Old she was, but with a 
birdlike perkiness that canceled 
years from her age. She bore no 
outward evidence of Zeke's mal
treatment,, and I decided her scars 
must be the mental type. Tiny little 
eyes like jet beads darted over me. 
as she studied me from the door
way. 

I introduced myself. 
"How nice . . . how very nice," 

she trilled. "Please come in." 
I seated myself in a massive oak 

chair and Sarah sat^down in a 
rocker across from me. 

"A terrible thing, Miss Sarah," 
I said as a starter and in a tone I 
worked hard to make sorrowful. 

"Poor Zeke," Sarah chirped mer
rily, "what a surprise it must have 
been to him." 

While I gulped 'over this, she 
went on, "I warned Zeke what 
would happen but he never would 
listen to me." 
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Fumbling for my notebook, I 
said, "You mean. Miss Sarah, you 
knew Zeke was going to be killed?" 

Sarah chuckled delightedly, 
"Why, of course I knew. How 
coiild I help it?" 

I counted ten before I opened 
my mouth. Then I asked, "Who 
did kill Zeke, Miss Sarah?" 

Sarah's eyes paused in momen
tary surprise at my density. "Why, 
I killed him," she said., Then her 
eyes resumed their restless, chase 
and she added as an afterthought, 
"He must have been awfully sur
prised. He never would believe a 
word I said." 

I relaxed iti my chair. "Miss Sar
ah," I said gently, "Zeke was killed 
by a powerful blow on the top of 
his head. It took a strong man. 
You couldn't possibly . . ."-

"Laws," Sarah interrupted, "it 
wasn't a blow that "killed Zeke." 

"It wasn't?" I said weakly. 
"Land, no. It was a flat iron I 

dropped on his head from my bed
room window. But I warned him. 
I just couldn't put up with his 
meanness no longer." She shook 
her head over Zeke's brutalities. 

"But didn't Sheriff Holt ask you 
if you knew who killed Zeke?" I 
asked. 

"That man," Sarah sighed, 
"nothing but questions about sus
picious characters. Land, there ain't 

been nobody suspicious around 
here. I told him so." 

I sat there wondering who 
would be the next sheriff, also who 
would be the next owner of the 
Gazette when my story broke. 

Sarah pulled me out of my 
trance. "Let me fix you a cup of 
tea," she said, her eyes darting six 
places at once. 

"No," I said hastily, the hair on 
my neck prickling.' "Some other 
time," I said more quietly. "Only 
one thing more. Miss Sarah . . . 
tell me, why did you kill Zeke?" 

Sarah lowered her eyes and 
smoothed her dress with a child
ish motion. She, raised her head 
slowly and flashed me a look of 
sad reproach. "What else could I 
do?" she asked. "He was getting 
meaner and meaner all the time." 
. She "leaned forward and steadied 

her eyes momentarily in a last ef
fort to make me understand. "I've 
always had a time with Zeke. Or
nery as a polecat he was, but I was 
always able to bring him around 
and make him do what was right. 
But yesterday . . . do you know 
what?" 

"What?" I whispered back. 
"Yesterday . . ." she paused to. 

shudder at the awfulness of it, 
"yesterday three mortgages fell 
due and Zeke wasn't aiming to 
foreclose on a single one of them!" 
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SUDDENLY awake, he opened his 
eyes in a glare of morning sun. 
The glare was blinding and pain
ful, and so he closed his eyes again 
quickly and lay without moving 
in the soft shadows behind his lids. 
He could hear a clock ticking in 
the room. He could hear a cardi
nal singing in the white light out
side. Something seemed to be 
scratching at his brain. The re-
niembrance of something. 

And then he remembered. He 
remembered the night and the 
night's shame. The focus of the 
night was Ellen's face..The sound 
of the night wais Ellen's voice. The 
face was cold and scornful, remote 
and strange. The clear and precise 
articulation of the voice was moie 
appropriate to proud defiance than 
to a confession. Lying and remem-

\^^^A^i,^ 
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Regression is the term employed by psychiatrists when a mind 
unhinged projects itself bacf^ward in time, rather than face 
painful reality. Temporary regression may become permanent. 

Bering, fixed iii despair, he held 
to the slender hope that he remem
bered a' dream. 

After a few minutes, needing to 
know, he got up and walked 
across the room and into a bath
room and through the bathroom 
into a roorii beyond. Ellen was 
lying on her bed in a gold sheath. 
He had put her there himself, he 
remembered, after shooting her. 
Ankles neatly together and one 
hand folded upon the other below 
her breasts. The hands covered 
with a definitive gesture of mod
esty, as if it were something inti
mate or obscene, the • small hole 
through which her life had slipped 
out and away between her fingers. 
He had removed her shoes. 

So it was not a dream. He had 
killed her indeed in the shameful 
night, and there on the floor where 
he had dropped it was the gun he 
had killed her with. He looked at 
the gun and back at her. Oh, gol
den wanton. Oh, sweet and tender 
harlot wife. Having killed her, 
having laid her out neatly on a 
quilted satin cover, he had gone to 
sleep in his clothes in his own 

room. But this was an oversimpli
fication and therefore a distortion. 
He had not merely gone to sleep. 
He had withdrawn, rather, into 
a deep and comforting darkness in 
which, if nothing was solved or 
made better, everything was at 
least suspended and grew no 
worse. He had slept soundly. 

Now, of course, he was awake 
and faced with the necessity of do
ing something, and what he must 
do was perfectly apparent. The 
loaded gun was there, and he was 
there, and he had now, since last 
night, not only the negative moti
vation of not wanting particularly 
to Uve, but also the positive one of 
wanting and needing to die. But 
there was no urgency in it. He 
felt a kind of indolence in his 
bones, a remarkable lassitude. 
Walking over to the gun on the 
floor, he bent and picked it up 

. and put it in a side pocket of his 
jacket, in which he had slept. He 
stood quietly, with an air of ab
straction, watching Ellen on the 
bed. In his heart was a movement 
of pain which he fancied for a 
moment that he could hear faint-
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ly, like the dry rustle of cicada 
wings. Turning away, the gun in 
his pocket, he went out of the 
room and out of the house and 
began walking down the street in 
a tunnel of shade that breached 
the bright day. 

He had no destination. He did 
not even have a particular purpose 
in leaving the house, except that 
he was not quite ready to die and 
felt compelled to do something, al
most anything, until he was. He 
had a vague notion that he might 
walk into the country and kill him
self there in some quiet spot, or 
perhaps^ after a while, he might 
return to the house and kill him
self in the room with Ellen, so 
that they might later be found, to
gether. This was an enormous 
"problem, where finally to kill him
self, and at the moment he felt in 
no way capable of coping with it. 
His mind was sluggish, still fixed 
in the gray despair to which he 
had wakened, and now, besides, 
his head was beginning to throb 
like a giant pulse, measuring the 
cadence of his heart. 

It was a very hot day. A bright, 
white, hot day. Heat shimmered 
on the surface of the street in an 
illusion of water. The sun was ap
proaching the meridian in the 
luminous sky. The shimmering 
heat had somehow entered his 
skull, and all at once he was very 

A COOL SWIM ON A HOT DAY 

faint, hovering precariously on the 
verge of consciousness while the 
gaseous world shifted and wav
ered and threatened to fade away. 
He had left the tunnel of shade 
and was now hatless in white 
light, the sun beating down direct
ly upon his head. 

Still walking, he pressed a hand 
across his eyes, recovering in dark
ness, and when he removed his 
hand at last, looking down at his 
feet, he was filled with wonder to 
see that his feet were bare. On the 
tip of "the big toe of the left foot 
was a small plastic bandage, signi
fying that the toe had been lately 
stubbed. The" bare feet were mak
ing their'way on a gray dirt road. 
The dirt was hot and dry and 
powdery, rising in little puffs of 
dust at every step and forming a 
kind of thin, gray scum on faded 
blue denim. 

For a second or two he coidd not 
for the life of him remember where 
he was or where he was going or 
how he had got there, but then it 
all came back clearly—how he had 
been sitting under the big cotton-
wood in the side yard at home, 
and how he had been thinking 
how good a swim in the creek 
would feel on such a hot day, and 
how at last he had decided to walk 
out and have the swim. So here he 
was, on the way, and everything 
was farniliar again after being'mo-
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mentarily strange. He had just 
crossed Chaffee's pasture to reach 
the dirt road where it junctioned 
with another road at the north
east corner of Mosher's old dairy, 
and there ahead was the stand of 
scrub timber along the creek in 
which the swimming hole was. 

With an odd feeling of comfort 
and assurance, he said softly to 
himself, "I am Dewey Martin, and 
I'm going to have a cool swim in 
the creek on a hot day." 

It appeared to be only a short 
distance on to the creek, but it was 
farther than it looked, nearly half 
a mile, beyond a corn field and a 
pasture which were part of Du-
gan's farm. Dewey left the road 
and crawled between two strands 
of a barbed wire fence into the 
field. He walked around the edge 
of the field to the other side, 
around the standing corn, and 
stopped there by the fence and sur
veyed the pasture to see where 
Jupiter was. Jupiter was Dugan's 
bull, and he was dangerous. 

There he . was, sure enough, 
down at one end of the pasture, a 
safe distance away, and Dewey 
slipped through the fence and hur
ried acros^ before old Jupiter could 
make up his mind whether to 
chase him or not. The creek was 
quite near now, no more than, 
twenty yards away, but Dewey sat 
down in the shade of a hickory 
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tree to rest before going on. He 
was curiously tired and still a little 
light-headed, and he was slightly 
disturbed by being unable to re
call anything between the time of 
leaving home and the time of siid-
denly seeing his bare feet on the 
dusty road by Mosher's dairy. He 
had a feeling of having come a 
long way from a strange place, but 
this was surely nothing but a trick 
of the heat, the bright white light 
of the summer sun. After a few 
minutes he.quit thinking about it 
and went on to the creek and 
stripped off naked and dived into 
the dark green water. 

It was wonderfully cool in the 
water, and he stayed in it for about 
an hour without getting out once, 
but then he got out and lay for 
quite a long time on the bank in 
a patch of sunlight, his bare brown 
body shining like an acorn. After' 
that, when his flesh was full of 
clean white heat, he dived back 
into the. water, and it was cooler 
than ever by contrast, the purest 
and most sensual pleasure that 
anyone could hope to have on 
earth. Altogether, he spent almost 
all the afternoon by himself at the 
creek, and he could tell by the po
sition of the sun when he left-that 
it was getting late, and that he 
would have to hurry on the long 
walk home. 

It was not quite so hot going 
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back. A light breeze came up, 
which helped, and he made it all 
the way to town without stopping 
to rest or feeling light in the head 
a single time. Cutting across sev
eral blocks to the street on which 
he lived, he started down this street 
in the direction of home, hearing' 
as he walked the good and com
forting sounds of mowers and 
sprinklers and the first, cicadas, and 
smelUng a supper now and then 
among flowers and cut grass. 

Ahead of him, standing beside 
the walk, was a -girl about his own 
age in a pink dress. It looked like 
a party dress, with a blue sash at 
the waist and a bit of lace at the 
throat. The giirl had golden hair 
woven into two braids, and she 
was far and away the prettiest girl 
he had ever seen. As a matter of 
fact, he had instantly a notion that 
he had seen her before, although 
he couldn't remember where or 
when. This could not be true, 
however, for if he had seen her, 
pretty as she was, he would not 
have forgotten. 

As he came abreast of her, she 
smiled and spoke. 

"Hello," she said. 
He stopped, watching her, and 

said hello. 
"Do you live in this neighbor

hood.'"' she said. 
"Down the street a few blocks." 
"I live here. In this house. We 

just moved here yesterday." 
"That's nice. I hope you like it." 
"I don't know anyone yet. I'm 

a stranger. I may like it when I get 
to know someone. Would you come 
and talk with me sometime?" 

"Sure. Maybe tomorrow." 
He was painfully conscious of 

his dusty jeans and bare feet with 
the plastic bandage, somehow a 
survivor of the swimming and 
walking, still stuck on the one 
big toe. He edged away and began 
to turn, lifting a hand in a brief, 
shy gesture of good-bye. 

"What's your name?" she said. 
"Dewey. Dewey Martin. What's 

yours?" 
"My name is Ellen," she said. 
The sound of it was like an 

echo in the fading afternoon as he 
hurried on his way, but he did not 
recognize it as a name that he had 
known in the future. 
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A grieving spouse, one would thin\, would gladly pay any 
price for the return of a loved one. Yet the bargaining habit 
is too strongly ingrained in some to yield, even in a crisis. 

money, fishermen lead one another 
to secret streams, undertakers 
recommend certain doctors, and so 
on. 

This intimate communications 
I system is no different in my pro
fession, which is quite highly spe-

< I 

THERE are people who receive tips 
on the stock market, others "who 
are recipients of information on 
horse races. In fact I would say 
that'in every commercial or intel
lectual enterprise there is a cer
tain amount of insulated knowl
edge that is passed from lip to ear. 
One street cleaner will tell another 
of the street where the leaves fall 
lightly, artists pass the word about 
soft-headed patrons who have 
nothing to spend but time and 
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cialized (there is no room in the 
scoop-'em-up business for ama
teurs or sentimentaUsts). Once you 
select your subject you have to de
vise a way to Uft him and then to 
salt him away, and after you've 
done that, to keep a cold grip on 
your emotions until after you've 
held all the ransom money up to 
a strong light. • 

It was through the tip system 
that we learned of Anton Kopeck. 
The tip came from an old friend, 
Henry Stumm,.who was an em
ployee of Kopeck's doll manufac
turing firm in midtown Manhat
tan. Henry told us that Kopeck 
was gloriously wealthy—an essen
tial thing. (If there's one advan
tage the poor have, it's an immuni
ty from being scooped up). But 
two other bits of information were 
also taken into consideration. (Our 
subjects have to be thoroughly re

searched; not everyone is available 
for scooping up). One was that 
Kopeck was not a very formidable 
person; in fact he was quite timid, 
and therefore easy to handle. The 
second vital factor was that he 
didn't get along so well with his 
wife. This seems to produce a sub
conscious desire to cooperate in our 
subjects, reducing hysteria and sup
pressing the natural impulse to re
sist. 

Anton Kopeck lived in a rath
er modest house just outside of the 
city. My preliminary investigation 
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revealed that Kopeck had a rather 
austerely fixed routine and so 
would not be a difEcult subject to 
lift. We could, of course, have gone 
right into his house and bundled 
him up and hustled him away. But 
that would have been an unpar
donable invasion of privacy, and I 
don't believe in that. There is a 
sanctity about a man's home that 
should be respected. 

So, with my capable associates. 
Buck and Jack, I began an around-
the-clock reconnaissance of the Ko
peck house, fronj all sides. We dis
covered that every Saturday morn
ing, weather permitting, thin, pallid 
Mr. Kopeck napped in his ham
mock in the back yard while Mrs. 
Kopeck, a terse, determined look
ing woman, took the family car to 
the nearby center and did her. 
shopping. Once the regularity of 
this routine had been satisfactorily 
established, we devised quite a 
simple plan. 

Kopeck's back yard was closed 
in on all sides by trees and shrub
bery. You could have had every
thing from barbaric charades to 
Bacchanalian pleasures in there 
safe from the eyes of the most in
quisitive Puritan. 

So one Saturday morning, after 
Mrs; Kopeck had driven off, we 
parked in front of the house and 
while Jack sat at the wheel with 
the motor running, Buck and I 
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dressed in gray coveralls like the 
most legitimate representatives of 
American labor, strode into Ko
peck's driveway" and swung noise
lessly into the yard. There we saw 
the blissfully reposing figure of 
'Anton Kopeck in the hammock 
in one corner of the yard, eyes shut 
to the affable sunlight. . 

Working with the swift efficiency 
that is our hallmark, we unhooked 
the hammock from its poles with
out disturbing its suspended occu
pant, laid it gently on the grass and 
proceeded to wrap him up like a 
Christmas gift. A muffled cry of 
protest started to rise from the sud
denly wakening Mr. Kopeck, but 
T told him to be still. 

"We're desperate ' men," I 
growled. "Don't make us have to 
prove it. Lie still and keep calm." 
Then I winked at Buck and we 
closed the hammock round Ko
peck as best we could and hauled 
him up by both ends like a catch of 
fish and began carrying him back 
down the driveway. He struggled 
briefly once, and I gave him a 
subtle tap with my knuckle to re
mind him of our ruthless resolu
tion, and he desisted. 

. Jack leaned over from behind 
the wheel and threw open the rear 
door and we slid the bulky ham
mock onto the floor. Then Buck 
and I got in and*shut the door and 
Jack got the car moving. 
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We released the sides of the 
hammock and Mr. Kopeck looked 
up at us.-He began to pant. 

"My pills," he gasped. 
"What pills.?" I asked. 
"I've been dreadfully ill these 

past weeks," he said. "I've got to 
take care "of myself. The certain 
pills I ought to have: now are. in my 
breast pocket." 

I reached in there and lifted out a 
litde plastic container. I shook, out 
a pill -and Kopeck opened his 
mouth like a babe to be fed and I 
popped the pill right in. The pill did 
its job fine, for as soon as it had 
had time to bounce through his 
ribs he seemed to compose himself. 
He closed his eyes peacefully for a 
few minutes. Then something 
seemed to occur to him. His eyes 
opened and regarded me with sly. 
suspicion. 

"Where are you taking me?" he 
asked. 

"Up to the country," I said. "To 
a fine place where the robins sing 
by day and the owls hoot by night. 
You'll have lots of fresh air and 
cow's milk and good cooking." 

"Good cooking? My stomach 
can't stand it;" he- moaned. 

"Well, when I say good cooking 
I'm flattering the cook." 

"I've got to have my wife's touch 
on all my meals or else I'll die," he 
said. "She understands my stom
ach." 

TAINTED SENSE OF VALUES 

"There, there, you just relax, Mr. 
Kopeck," I said. "We intend to give 
careful attention to your- stomach." 

"You're abducting me, aren't 
you?" he asked with touching re
alism. 

"In a way. You might say that 
we're taking you to the. most ex
clusive vacation place in the world. 
You'll be treated with the utmost 
courtesy. Your every whim will be 
received like a king's command. 
And no tipping allowed. We do 
charge exorbitant rates, however." 

He groaned. I wondered which 
pill would pacify this sound, but 
apparently it was only distress. 

"How long will this last?" he 
asked. 

"Until Mrs. Kopeck gets up the 
money." 

He groaned again. "I wish there 
was some other solution," he said. 
"She nurses every nickel like a hen 
sits on an egg." 

"But you're her husband." 
"My money is my greatest rival 

for her affections." He groaned 
once more. "Well, at least I have 
my pills." 

It'was then that I noticed the 
pills. His belt was a. veritable ban-
doher of pillboxes, each tucked into 
a loop the same way Mexican ban
dits wear their cartridges. Each 
container, we soon learned, repre
sented a different ailment—and 
Kopeck seemed to have them all, 

97 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



from short breath to stomach 
cramps to curHng toes. 

"How long has this been going 
on?" I asked, trying to take an in
terest. 

"I told you, for the past few 
weeks. You realize, of course," he 
said, "the responsibility you're 
taking.? I'm not a well man." 

"Don't you worry," I said. "Jack 
here, in front, is a pseudo-doctor 
of the first order. He'll be able to 
administer to any ailment you 
might possess." 

Jack half turned and gave me a 
wary look. When I asked him if 
that wasn't right he nodded his 
head vigorously, but I could see 
him thinking / have to be a coo\ 
and now doctor too. 

"Well," said Kopeck from the 
floor, "I'm quite a special case." It 
makes an ailing man feel a bit 
more content if he believes he's a 
special case. 

"We specialize in special cases," 
I said. 

"It's my stomach, primarily." 
"I used to have the same thing." 
"You did.?" 
"Why sure. Feeling like a young 

mule kicking about in there, 
right?" 

"Why, that's it exactly," Kopeck 
said, smiUng with delight. 

"Jack's most successful doctoring 
comes through his mysterious 
cooking powers. He makes the 
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damndest beef broth you ever ate." 
"Broth you say?" 
"I said broth." 
"Can't stand it," Kopeck said. 

"I love tuna salads and sandwich
es. I almost exist on them." 

"You hear that. Jack?" I called 
up front. 

"I hear," said Jack. 
"We'll lay in a goodly supply," I 

said to Kopeck. 
When we' arrived at the cottage I 

had rented for this job, in a quiet 
and scenic part of the Catskill foot
hills, Kopeck looked around criti
cally. 

"There won't be enough ventila
tion, I can tell," he said. "I've got to 
have lots of fresh air, otherwise my 
stomach tightens up." 

"We'll see that every window is 
open "at all times," I said. 

"But that will let in mosquitoes,", 
he said. "I can't afford to lose any 
blood to those vampires." 

"Then we'll put in screens." 
"I have a.theory that screens filter 

the vitamins out of the summer 
air," said Kopeck. "I once wrote an 
article on the subject." 

So you can see what sort of man 
we had scooped up. He believed 
that the whole world was in a con
spiracy to undermine his health. He 
was constantly being beset with 
some pain—real or irnaginary, I 
couldn't tell—and each time he'd 
reach unerringly for one of the 
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pillboxes in his belt and shake 
loose a few pills and drop them 
into his mouth. Then he'd sit down 
and Jack or Buck would have to 
fan his brow with their handker
chiefs because Kopeck believed 
that the pills raised his temperature 
and caused a resultant rise in 
blood pressure. - "'' 

That first night Kopeck retired 
early, and soon after there began to 
emit from his room a series of 
moans and groans that sounded 
like a man filling out his income 
tax form. We rushed in and found 
him writhing on the bed. 

"Here, let me have a look," said 
Jack (after I'd pushed him forward 
to become the doctor). He peered 
with professional impudence at the 
grimacing Kopeck. 

"Looks to me like an acute 
scherzo of the obligato," he an
nounced after a peek into Kopeck's 
throat. 

"What's that?" Kopeck asked 
with alarm. He stopped writhing. 

"It has to do with the stomach," 
said Jack. "Do you have a strange 
dancing pain.?" 

"Yes, yes, that's it," Kopeck 
cried exultantly.-

"Do you have a pill for it?" 
"No." 
Jack made him drink a quart of 

warm water, after which Kopeck 
relaxed soddenly. 

"It drowns the germs," Jack 

said gravely, and with authority. 
"That makes sense," Kopeck 

said. Then he fell asleep. 
The following inorning I drove 

into town to make the phone call to 
Mrs. Kopeck. She answered rather 
anxiously. 

"Mrs. Kopeck?" I asked. 
"Yes. Who is this?" 
"Never mind that. We have your 

husband." 
"Where is he?" 
"That information is at present 

classified." 
"Is he all right?" 
"He's doing quite well. He has 

his pills with him, and we have a 
doctor among us. Now, I advise 
you to say nothing of this to the 
police, if you want to see your hus
band again." 

"Have you abducted him?" she 
asked. It was a rather direct ques
tion, put forward in a voice im
pressively calm and unexcited, a 
voice almost cold, disapproving, as 
if I were a juvenile delinquent who 
had squirted a policeman with selt
zer. " 

"Yes, we have," I said. "But very 
professionally, I can assure you. 
He's quite comfortable." 

"You sound like a civilized per
son," she said. "What do you 
want?" 

"Thirty-five thousand, in small 
bills, and absolute secrecy. We're 
vain but shun the spotHght." 
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"That's understandable. Well, 
Anton is no bargain, but I guess 
I'm obligated to get him back. 
How much did you say?" 

"Thirty-five thousand." 
"That's ridiculous. We're not 

millionaires," she- said. "Fifteen," 
she said. 

"Thirty," I said. 
"Fifteen." 
"Twenty-five then." 
"Fifteen." 
"You're blackjacking us," I said. 
"Fifteen," she said. When I de

murred she repeated the figure, 
adamantly. It was the first time one 
of these conversations had ever 
taken such an unpleasant turn. The 
precedent disarmed and conquered 
me. 

"All right," I said. "Fifteen." 
"It will take me two or three 

days to put that rhuch money to
gether," said Mrs. Kopeck. "I'm 
afraid you'll have to keep Anton a 
few days longer." 

"That's quite all right," I said. 
"He's been no trouble at all. I'll 
call you back in a couple of days,'' 
I said and put up the phone. 

When I returned to the cottage 
Kopeck was just finishing ofl his 
second tuna fish salad. I had never 
seen a man eat with more zest. 

"Delicious, Mr. Bu&hel," he called 
to me, waving a piece of bread and 
then sweeping it into his mouth. 

"Glad to hear it," I said. ;^How 

are you feeling.? Digestion O.K.?" 
"Splendid," Kopeck said loudly 

as if impressed with the new bold 
sound of his voice. 

Kopeck told us later that eve
ning that this was the first day in 
weeks it hadn't been necessary for 
him to take any of his pills. He was 
feeUng perfectly wonderful. I could
n't have been more pleased. I al
ways want our guests to be happy. 

He was up at five-thirty the next 
morning. We found him in the liv
ing room doing knee bends. I was 
amazed. The exhilaration in his 
face was something to see; it was 
like a fanatic's, wild and fierce. 
When he was through with the 
knee bends—and he . wasn't 
through until I'd heard him count 
to a hundred—instead of collapsing 
and reaching for his pills as I ex
pected, he asked if ,he might be 
permitted to do a little roadwork. 

"Roadwork?" I asked. 
"Yes," he said, dancing his knees 

vigorously up and down and 
pumping his arms in simulation of 
great running. "I used to be quite 
an amateur athlete before I was 
married. I haven't felt like doing 
roadwork for a long, long time." 

"It's most irregular, Mr. Ko
peck.'^ 

"You can send one of your boys 
along with me. I'm not trying to 
run away, I can assure you, but 
send someone along if it will make 
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you feel any better, I won't object." 
I picked Jack. He was the young

est and had the most vigor. He pro
tested but I winked and told him 
to go out and humor Kopeck. 

"And make sure he doesn't over
do it," I whispered. "Remember, 

, he's not a well man." 
"Amazing transition," I said to 

Buck. "Two days ago I thought we 
might have to bring in some oxy
gen for him. Now he's running as 
though he's training for the Olym
pics." 

"I wish it could happen to me," 
Buck said morosely. 

"Well, why don't you go on a 
tuna fish diet like him.?" 

They came back two hours later. 
They weren't running. My first 
glance made me think that Kopeck 
had had his fill of ruiming; but 
then I saw that it was Jack who 
was being helped up the path to 
the house. 

"Here," Kopeck called, "give me 
a hand with him." 

"What happened.?" I asked as I 
hurried out and helped him sup
port Jack's slumped, gasping body. 

"Couldn't take it," Kopeck said 
brightly. "We ran up the road and 
down the road and through the 
woods," he said through hard and 
hearty breaths. "He just couldn't 
take it. I'm surprised that a man of 
your foresight lets his men get so 
badly out of shape, Mr. Bushel." 

We took Jack inside and 
stretched him out on his bed. Ko
peck insisted Jack take some pills 
and while Jack held his mouth fee
bly open Kopeck popped several 
pills in. 

"That'll make him feel better," 
Kopeck said, standing up and flex
ing his muscles. "Now, how about 
some grub.? I've worked up quite 
an appetite." 

That's how it started. Kopeck 
became acrobat, gymnast, and 
health-faddist rolled into one. Just 
the sight of him whirling through 
his-exercises was enough to debili
tate me. He would bounce up sud
denly and climb the maple next to 
the house with the frenzied agility 
of a young monkey. Or he would 
insist on doing some more road 
work and I had to send Buck out 
with him. Kopeck was back in a 
half hour, Buck in an hour and a 
half, worn out, gasping, through 
for the day. , 

I was at a loss to explain this 
sudden transition from timid, nerv
ous hypochondriac (for I believed 
that was what he was) to energy-
burning wild man. My penchant 
for cynicism led rrie to believe that 
it was the exhilaration of a man 
released from an unpleasant wife. 
In a way I was pleased, for we 
seemed to be making a man of Ko
peck; I assumed that when he 
went home he would pop his wife 
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on the nose and proclaim a new re
gime under his roof. 

The next morning Kopeck again 
leaped from bed at five o'clock. 
This time he roused us from bed 
and insisted on a sparring session 
on the front lawn. Jack emerged 
from this with a cut lip and black 
eye. Then Kopeck raced outside 
and began doing sit-ups and push
ups and all sorts of contortions, 
chanting one-two-three over and 
over until we had to close the' door 
and windows to drive away the 
buoyant sound of his voice. I didn't 
know sheer joy could be so de
pressing. 

Then he insisted upon a game of 
leap frog;" after which I was unable 
to straighten up for two hours. To 
save the lives of my men I had to 
rule out road work, sparring ses
sions and leap frog, but compro
mised on hikes. Kopeck took Jack 
on a hike through the woods that 
lasted until- two o'clock in the 
morning. This time he came.home 
with Jack on his back. And then 
ate three mountainous tuna fish 
sandwiches. 

The next day I called Mrs. Ko
peck again. This time my voice 
was more anxious than hers. 

"Do you have the money.?" T 
asked. 

"Yes," she said. 
"And have you' maintained se

crecy 
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/?' 

"Yes," she said. 
I then proceeded to tell her when 

and where to leave the money, as
suring her that as soon as I re
turned I would see that her hus
band was released and sent back to 
her. -

Well, Mrs. Kopeck was as good 
as her word. The money—$15,000 
worth—was delivered to the place 
specified. When I returned to the 
cottage, however, I found a new^ 
problem awaiting me. 

"I'm not leaving," Kopeck said. 
"I want to stay here." -

"You can't do that," I said. 
"Why not.?" he demanded. 
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"Because I agreed to a business 
transaction with your wife. She's 
kept her end of the bargain and 
now I must do likewise. You have 
to go back." 

"I'll never go back," Kopeck- said 
stubbornly. "I've never felt so boor
ishly healthy in my life. Why, do 
you know what I did this morn-
ing?" 

"He swung from tree to tree," 
Buck said.-

"When could I ever have done 
that before.?" Kopeck asked. "I've 
regained my health here, with you 
fellows. I refuse to leave." 

"But, Mr. Kopeck," I said, "it 
isn't ethical. You've got to go back. 
My professional reputation is at 
stake." 

"That's your problem." 
"But I've made a deal with your 

wife." 
"Aha, but I was not consulted," 

said Kopeck, folding his arms, 
drawing himself up like a waiter 
who has been insulted- "I was not 
a party to it so I don't have to abide 
by it." 

"But the money . . . " I said help
lessly. 

"Give it back," sai.d Kopeck. And 
with that he left the house and be
gan tearing through the woods. 
Jack told me that Kopeck looked 
for stone walls to jump over or tall 
trees to climb. Jack was very tired. 
He was taking Kopeck's pills these 
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days. He was wearing the pill belt, 
too. . 

"What are we going to do, 
Bush?" he asked as Kopeck's Tar-
zan cry came flying back through 
the wdndow. "I can't stand it any 
longer. Every time I look at him 
bouncing around I age ten years." 

"I can't take it anymore either. 
Bush," said Buck. He had to sleep 
with a heating pad, his back was 
so bad. 

"All right, boys, don't panic," I 
said. "There's a solution to this. 
There's always a solution." One 
solution could have been to turn 
the place into a health farm, using 
Kopeck as Exhibit A. 

"We've got the money," said Jack. 
"Why don't we just leave him 
here.' He'll get tired of running 
around and go back home." 

"It wouldn't be ethical," I said 
sternly. "And besides, his wife is 
expecting him now. She's paid the 
tab and expects him home. If he 
doesn't show up she might just get 
perturbed enough to call the police 
—she'd be within her rights, you 
know. And while I'm sociable and 
friendly and like to be wanted, I 
don't want it to be by the law." ' 

"Well, I don't see any way out of 
it," Jack said. 

"Let's try and analyze it," I said, 
sitting down. "What do you think 
has caused this absurd rejuvenation 
in him?" 
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"He claims it's my cooking," 
said Jack. "But all I give him.is 
tuna fish salads and sandwiches 
and not much else. He says it's the 
same stuff he ate at home." 

After some deliberation I had an 
idea. 

"Boys," I said, "I'll be back later." 

Later- that evening I was sitting 
with Jack and Buck at the dinner 
table. Kopeck had just finished his 
pile of tuna sandwiches and re
tired to his room. 

"You look confident, Bush," said 
Jack. "Tell us what it is." 

"It's this," I said. "When' I left 
here this morning I ,went to town 
and called up Mrs. Kopeck and 
quite frankly informed her of the 
situation. She said she wasn't sur
prised, that in fact she had found 
out what had been rhaking him 
sick. It seems she's been mixing 
his salads with mayonnaise out of a 
half gallon jar she bought some 
time ago and that she discovered 
last night that the mayonnaise was 
spoiled, so that's what has been 
making him sick. Our mistake was 
giving Kopeck fresh mayonnaise." 

"What a blunder," said Jack. ^ 

"But I've seen fit to rectify it," I 
said. "I asked Mrs. Kopeck if she 
still had the jar on hand and she 
was able to retrieve it for me. I 
took it from her and it was that 
mayonnaise which you mixed into 
his salad tonight. Jack old boy," I 
said pridefuUy. 

There v/ere bright smiles all 
around the table..And at that mo
ment Kopeck's door opened and he 
stood there. Gone was his bounce 
and buoyancy. He looked quite ill. 

"I want to go home," he said 
weakly. "Give me my pills and take 
me home. I don't want to die in a-
strange bed." 

WeU, we honored that melan
choly request posthaste. And that 
ended the job. I read once', a few 
months after, that Anton Kopeck 
became the oldest man in history 
to run the four-minute mile, so I 
guess his wife was seeing to it that 
he was getting fresh mayonnaise in 
his salads. I wish she would have 
done it sooner though, for she 
would have saved us a lot of mon
ey, because, shrewd woman and 
hard-headed bargainer that she 
was, she held out for half the ran
som money back as payment for 
the half jar of spoiled mayonnaise. 

i 
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I AWOKE feeling crummy. I'd been 
feeling "wrong" for a brace of 
weeks now; a sense of restless de
pression I couldn't understand. I 
had a few bucks, some good story 
ideas cooking, and I also had Syd
ney. But I was so jumpy I couldn't 
work. 

Of course right now it wasn't 
just a mood—I was badly hurig-
over from a real binge—getting 
stupid drunk, and smoking reefers. 
I had a foggy idea I'd even tried 
skin-popping with the real thing. 

But in my condition I wasn't sure. 
I was not sure of anything ex

cept that it was a sunny Tuesday 
morning. I could see the blue Med
iterranean through the window 
and from the angle of the sun the 
hour was around 9 A.M. On a chair 
before the open window, shorts, 
socks, and a sport shirt were dry
ing. It suddenly hit me that some
where'along the line I'd lost Syd
ney last night. 

Sydney is a young and rather 
scrawny Australian gal and not' 
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In this tangled tale of switched passports, drugs, and the dubious 
joys of carefree Bohemian life, the word "home" ta\es on a 
new meaning for an expatriate. ' ) 

bad fun. I could recall playing 
boule with her at the Casino and 
getting bored with the characters 
who were making like bit roles 
from a bad movie as they worked 
out 'systems' of beating the wheel 
on paper, and/or nervously suck
ing on long cigarette holders . . . 
and most of them, were taking it 
so big with 20 franc chips, or a 
fat 50! Syd had won several chips 
betting on red and black and was 

V rather pleased with herself. Be
cause it had been my 39th birthday • 
the day before—an historic event 
known only to myself; I hadn't 
even received a card from niy ex-
wife, or anybody else—I took one 
of Syd's chips and played 3. We 
won and now had 160 francs. To 
her horror I let the chips ride. 3 
won again. When I still let the pile 
remain on 3, Syd said, "I say, so 
much money . . . Are you mad.""" 

"Stop it, all we can lose is our 
original 20 francs." 

3 turned up again, then follow
ing my hunch, I shifted it all to 9 
—something over 10,000 francs. 9 
came up, on time, and we walked 
out with about $165. 

Rolling over' on my hot bed I 
stared out at the sea and remem
bered =a wild ride on Sydney's 
scooter. I sat behind her, my hands 
clasping her waist as I held on to 
her. We decided it would be bad 
luck, not to. blow every franc we'd 
won, and stopped at many bars. We 
had raced down a number of nar
row steep streets—probably Ville-
franche—for I could dimly recall 
U.S. sailors on the sidewalk wise
cracking at us. 

But now on closing my eyes, Syd 
vanished from the picture, and 
there was this big blonde—really 
big—with-shoulders and thighs like 
those of a huge tackle I once knew, 
who later became a TV wrestling 
clown; The fact is, the blonde had 
a tough, craggy face like his, too. A 
fantastic blonde: fantastically large, 
ugly, and with out-size measure
ments. 

I sat up and yawned—the picture 
vanished. I didn't feel too rough. I 
glanced at my wrist watch on the 
table—9:17 A.M. It seemed odd I 
could feel this rested after less than 
four hours' shut-eye. Moving to a 
cool part of the bed, I debated get-
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ting up and stretched out again, 
watching some flies buzzing the 
high ceihng of the ancient room. 
I'd slept in cheap hotel rooms all 
over Europe . . . coarse linens, 
dim bulbs, and inadequate plumb
ing. Still, I'd come over under my 
own steam and free-will. 

Was that 15 or 16 months ago? 
Anyway, it had been long enough 
to raise and shave off two full 
beards. I'd come to do a "bit of 
writing," as my fellow bull artists 
back on 8th Street would say. I had 
worked hard without writing any 
better or worse than I had in the 
States, nor selling any less or more 
—but the money stretched farther 
here. I glanced at my laundry dry
ing on the chair. Yeah, it lasted 
longer if you went in for franc 
pinching . . . and when you start 
scrimping on a -^^ you're really 
living low on any hog. 

I closed my eyes to try for more 
sleep. What had become of Sydney 
last night.'' You find quite a few 
lonely American and English gals 
floating around Europe. About 30 
years old, they saved like crazy for 
this great "adventure"—dreaming 
they'll find romance, marriage, a 
Prince Charming with a villa, and 
whatever else girls of 30 dream 
about. The American gals very 
soon find it ain't so, the USA buck 
is no longer a big deal. I don't 
know what the British gals find. 

But after the first few disillusioned 
and lonely weeks, they're all will
ing to go Dutch with any guy who 
befriends them—in a pitiful, last 
ditch effort to save the whole trip 
from being a dud. Which is where 
guys on the mild prowl, like me, 
enter the picture. 

I turned over and slept for a few 
minutes, dreamt of the great blonde 
again, seeing her coarse face and 
gross body. When I awoke it was 
still minutes before ten and the 
clear dream of her body puzzled 
me. I'm fussy about picking up 
strays. 

Finally, getting out of bed, I was 
astonished to find my 'wash' com
pletely dry. On the street under my 
window I saw two cripples ped
dling lottery tickets—and it came 
to me that this had to be Wednes
day, the day of the weekly lottery 
drawing. For some reason, French 
people thought it lucky to purchase 
chances from the mutilated, and on 
the last days before the drawing 
the maimed were out in numbers 
hawking tickets. No wonder I felt 
rested—I'd slept around the clock! 

Dressing, I found I had less than 
500 francs on me. But I still had 
travelers checks from my last sale 
to a magazine. I dug my passport 
from the pocket of my old suitcase 
and took off. The old babe at the 
hotel desk gave me a nasty hello 
and mumbled something about us-

HOME FREE 107 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



ing her hot water for laundry. So 
she had come into my room while 
I was out cold, seen my things dry
ing on the.chair. 

It was a real hot day, the sort of. 
weather which used to excite me 
when I first came to Nice from 
the raw cold of Paris. I stopped for 
.coffee, and as. an afterthought laced 
it with rhum. I bought a hunk of 
bread and ate it as I walked to the 
nearest catnbio. I'd. changed checks 
into money here once before and 
the guy nodded to me as I signed 
a $20 American Express check, 
then took my passport out of its 
plastic bag. The man counted out 
9,700 francs and opened my pass
port. 

We both reached for the money 
but his thin mitt got there fifst. 
Jerking the francs away, he pointed 
at my passport—his sharp face full 
of suspicion. He said in French, 
"This is not yours." 

"What.?" I pulled the thin green 
booklet to me. Okay, it was impos
sible but the picture in the passport 
was of a young guy with a crewcut 
topping a silly, weak face. I'd never 
seen the face before, either. The 
name was Robert Parks, and he 
had been born 23 years ago in 
California. Turning the page I saw 
he had entered France exactly nine 
weeks ago. 

I blinked my eyes. I tried to 
think. I stared at the plastic bag— 
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it was the same bag I carried my 
passport in: had this cake ad on it. 
When I'd first landed at Le Havre 
I'd bought a bag of cookies, kept 
the bag to protect my passport. 
What was I doing with another 
inan's passport.? Far more impor
tant—where was mine? Being 
without a passport gave me a 
sickening, naked, feeling. 

The change man said in French, 
"I will call the police." 

"No, no. There's some . . . kind 
of mix-tip. I'll take care of it." I 
yanked my check from his counter, 
and stepped outside. I could walk 
into town, cash the check at the 
American Express, without a pass
port. I generally went there every 
few days to see if I had any mail. 

I went oyer the passport again, 
studying the signature, the photo, 
all the details. I'd heard there once 
was a market for stolen USA pass
ports, but diat had vanished long 
years ago with most of the other 
post-war rackets. This one had on
ly been issued three months before; 
it was still good. If this was a pass
port theft, what was the point of 
leaving a good one with me? 

While I was trying to make my 
sleepy brains come awake, a flic in 
a white pith helmet, blue uniform, 
with his httle toy white nightstick 
hanging from his belt, came up— 
walking fast. He was a short cop 
with a belly: So the catnbio guy 
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had phoned. I was too confused to 
be tangled in red tape with the 
French poHce. 

Now the cambio joker was out
side, saying something in rapid 
French to the cop, who motioned 
for us to step back into the change 
shop; I hesitated and the cop said, 
"Inside!". 

Walking in, I told him in my 
best French, "Really, this is noth
ing but a mix-up. I have a friend's 
passport. That's all." 

The cop examined the passport 
for a few seconds and then said I 
would have to go with him. 
"Why.?" I asked. "I took a pal's 
passport by mistake. Is that a 
crime.?" 

The cop grabbed my shoulder. 
I hate to be touched. When I pulled 
away he raised his toy nightstick 
and I started to boil. "What is this} 
Are you crazy.?" 

"We are looking for Monsieur 
'Robert Parks. Where is he?" 

"I don't know." 
"So! You said he was your 

friend . . . Come along!" He 
pushed me toward the door. Or 
maybe he punched me on the 
shoulder. 

I side-stepped. There was this arc 
of white as the nightstick cracked 
the side of my noggin. It sure was
n't any toy. I staggered a few steps, 
seeing all kinds of bright colors 
exploding before my eyes. But I 
wasn't hurt, I'd been groggier than 
this when I'd played football. I 
haven't been in even a bar fight in 
the last dozen years but when the 
cop raised his club again, I stepped 
inside his swing, and belted him on 
the jaw. I felt the shock up to my 
elbow. It felt fine. As the flic crum
pled to the floor, the change man 
started to yell. I quieted him with a 
clean poke on his pointed chin. I 
felt much better than I had in many 
months. 

Picking up the passport, I 
walked out. The hot sun really 
awoke me—the fine feeling fled. I 
was in great shape—carrying the 
passport of a wanted man and 
socking a French cop! 
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Two things had to be done fast: 
I needed money and I had to find 
my passport. The puzzUng bit was 
the theft—if that's what it was—of 
my passport. It didn't make any 
sense. What good would my pass
port do the wanted Mr. Parks, un
less he changed my photo to his? 
Not only was it a job calling for 
great skill, but since I had his pass
port, he couldn't even do that. 
Even more puzzling—how did I 
get his passport? 

Although our State Department 
solemnly advises you to carry your 
passport around at all times, it's far 
too big for a hip pocket, and who 
wears a coat in the summer? I al
ways kept mine in my suitcase, ex
cept when traveling. 

I was walking back toward the 
hotel. It seemed like a safe idea— 
there was little chance of the ex
change man remembering my ho
tel. I figured I had at least five min
utes before,the cop could get him
self together, and checking my 
name against the hotel registrations 
at the police station would take 
hours. 

When I reached the joint, mad-
ame was still in her surly mood 
and mumbling about my washing 
clothes, and all that. I went to my 
room and carefully went through 
my bag—not much of a job as I 
make a point of traveling light. My 
passport wasn't there. I went out 

into the shabby lobby and cut mad-
ame's jabbering of? by showing her 
Parks' photo on his passport, ask
ing in French, "Have you ever 
seen this man here?" 

She said no and how about the 
cost of coal for the hot water I'd 
used? Didn't I know about the sign 
in -the room, strictly forbidding 
washing? 
. "Was anybody in my room yes

terday while I was sleeping?" 
Madame snickered, giving me a 

full view of her mossy teeth. "Only 
you, and the big sewer. The wine 
stain on her dress she has to wash 
with my hot water. Bring a girl to 
your room, even a sewer, is your 
business. But when right in my 
kitchen she stirs up the stove and 
dries her dress. . . !" 

"Wait a minute," I managed to 
cut in. "What girl?" 

She shrugged her thin shoulders, 
glanced at me with cunning eyes. 
"I do not ask such trash to give me 
her name. Some blonde, big as a 
cow . . . two cows." 

"I brought this blonde to my 
room yesterday?" I couldn't believe 
it since I didn't remember a thing 
about bringing any gal to my 
room. I'd be ashamed for a girl to 
see the dump. 

Madame told me, "About six in 
the morning, yesterday, you come 
in, badly drunk. The blonde trash 
is almost carrying you. Like all 
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cheap girls, she is making much 
noise. She put you to bed, and in 
your basin washed the spot on her 
dress. In the nude this sewer then 
marched, without shame, into my 
kitchen and dried the dress over 
the stove. She was so powerfully 
built I was afraid to tell her about 
the rules, the use of my hot wa
ter." 

"She mention her name.?" Soon 
as I said it I realized how silly it 
sounded. 

Madame drew herself up. "To 
me? I told you, I do not talk to 
such a sewer!" 

I nodded. "Listen, can you cash 
a travelers check for me?" 

"Tonight, perhaps. Now I have 
but a few francs on me. The thieves 
around here would steal a poor 
honest woman's . . . " 

I walked out and over to the 
Promenade. No wonder rny dream 
of the big blonde had been so real
istic! But who the devil was she? 
Had she taken my passport? I cer
tainly wasn't carrying it on me and 
if she'd noticed it in the room, 
why. . . ? Noticed? She had to 
dig into my bag to find it! So now 
the first order of business was to 
find a giant and nameless blonde. 
Sydney would know where we'd 
been Monday night, possibly even 
know the blonde . . . or at least 
know her name. 

Actually the blonde wasn't the 

first order of business—avoiding 
the cops had top priority. It was 
risky walking the Promenade—by 
now the police would have an 
alarm out for me, or however they 
worked such things in France. For 
all I knew Sydney's hotel might 
be staked out . . . But on a hot 
morning like this she would be 
sunning herself at the plage near 
the port. I went down to the rocky 
beach and stripped to my shorts. 
Folding my slacks arid shirt into a 
neat bundle, I walked along the 
edge of the water—trusting I 
looked like one of the hundreds of 
bathers. 

It was a long walk and I tried 
to think, but my mind seemed a 
spinning blank. I finally had one 
piece of good luck—Sydney's slen
der figure could be seen on her 
long green beach mat. For a mo
ment I "cased" the beach—in my 
best amateur manner, not sure 
what I was looking for. Then I 
walked over and casually sat beside 
her. Opening her eyes—which 
were too large for her small face, 
Sydney said, "Well, well, if it isn't 
the baggy American! I must say 
you have your bloody nerve—talk
ing to me again!" 

"Syd, skip the small talk. I'm in 
a king-size jam and .-. ."' 

"So, it's small talk I am for you! 
I can assure you yoia're in a ruddy 
jam with me! Getting falling 
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down drunk and leaving me in 
Villefranche to . . . God knows 
what, while you went off with that 
blonde beast. Then you add insult 
to possible injury by not even see
ing or phoning me all day yester
day. I could have been killed in an 
accident, assaulted, or . . . for all 
you cared!" Her words broke off 
as her thin pale lips began to trem
ble. 

"Syd, I was out cold all day yes
terday—never left my bed or . . ." 

"I bet!" 
"Listen to me, Sydney, I'm in a 

rush and it's damn important I 
find this blonde Amazon to . . ." 

"Why? Are you having an af
fair with her.'"' 

"Look, Syd, I . . . " I stiffened as 
a policeman walked by on the 
boardwalk in back of us. He didn't 
seem to be looking for anybody— 
or did they already have me spot
ted, waiting to close in.'' I shook 
myself—I sounded like a character 
in one of my worst books. I was 
about to tell Sydney about the pass
port but didn't—she was a nice girl 
and there was no point involving 
her in my mess. 

She sat up, adjusting the bra 
strap on her modest bikini. "What's 
wrong with you.? I say, .you look 
iU." 

"Syd, without asking questions, 
tell me—what's the blonde's name 
and where did I meet her?" 

"You have your cheek! Come off 
it—what kind of a line are you 
handing me?" 

I glanced about impatiently. I 
was wasting time with- Syd and 
time was something I had little of. 
"Have you any money ? Can you 
cash a check for me?" 

"Hear the man, and the way you 
were throwing money around the 
other night! Didn't you pass your 
beloved American Express shrine 
on your way here? Ditch me and 
then come begging for. . . ." 

I jumped to my feet. "Damnit, 
have you any money or not?" 

"No! Ask your blonde, Noel, in 
that strip-tease joint where she la
bors!" 

So the blonde finally had a name 
—^Noel. I squatted beside Syd once 
more. "Listen, this isn't what you 
imagine . . . at least I don't think 
it is, or was. Some day I'll explain 
it all." This trite line sounded even 
siUier than asking my landlady the 
blonde's name. "Look, where does 
Noel work?" 

"You dare ask me that? Leaving 
me alone in that filthy bar, half-
stoned, while you took off for 
Monte Carlo in her car. True, I 
have only a scooter but . . ." The 
tears came, spilling, out and run
ning down her cheeks. : 

The dialogue was getting me 
down. Tasked, "Do you know an 
American named Robert Parks?" 

112 ALFRED HITCHCOCK S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



She kept bawling into her beach 
mat. 

I patted her brown hair, but that 
only seemed to increase the water
works. I strolled on down the 
beach, wondering how I could 
reach Villefranche. Of course I 
could walk, but an American 
walking the road would arouse cu
riosity. Certainly the train and bus 
stations would be watched . . . A 
couple pedaled-by in a boat, work
ing their legs lazily as they leaned 
back on the canvas seats and held 
hands, the pontooned little craft 
riding the mild swell. 

I could take out a pedalo too: 
Villefranche was but around the 
next cape—about two miles by sea. 
But I'd need at least 400 francs for 
that, which I didn't have. Also, out 
there I'd be a sitting fool if the cops 
ever came after me in a motor boat. 

I kept on walking. As the Prom
enade turned and went down hill 
toward the port, the beach ended. 
I jumped up on the sidewalk— 
keeping an eye out'for police vans 
and motorcycle cops. A flashy new 
green Chewy—looking as large as 
a Caddy among the little European 
cars—whizzed by. I walked to the 
next traffic light, bought a French 
paper, and sat on a bench. I held 
the paper close up to my face, as 
if I was near-sighted. It really was
n't much of a disguise and it took 
a good 15 long minutes before 

what I wanted came by: my nerves 
were-dancing by then. 

A low-slung new Jag roadster 
with U.S. Armed Forces In Ger
many license plates stopped for the 
red light. The man behind the 
wheel was slight and wearing a 
white silk shirt—^an officer type. 
More important, he was alone. 
Walking off the curb I asked, "Mac, 
any chance of a lift to Ville
franche?" 

"Why, sure," he answered in a 
voice which hadn't left the mid-
West many months before. "Hop 
in. Going to San Remo, myself." 

As he gave her the gas, the leath
er seat warm against my worn 
slacks, he asked, "You a G.I..?" 

"I was—during the war. Are you 
an officer.'"' 

"Heck no, just a sergeaint sta
tioned in Berlin. Got me another 
year to go over here." He laughed. 
"It ain't too hard to take." 

When he laughed I realized he 
was only a big kid, about 20. "You 
must be the world's best crap-shoot
er," I told him, wondering if I 
should ask him to cash a check. 

"What?" The puzzled look fled 
from his long face and he laughed 
again. "You mean this sharp heap 
—nope, I'm paying for it out of my 
salary. Hell, ain't nothing else to 
do with the dough. Figure Jaguar 
will always be a ritzy car. I got a 
good buy on this and before I re-
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turn stateside I'll sell it. Like mon
ey in the bank. You say you were a 
G.I. during the war.? The war 
here?" 

I nodded. 
"Heck, didn't think you were 

that old." ' 
"Old.? I'm not talking about 

World War 1." 
"Neither am I. Probably no vets 

still living from that war," the 
fresh punk said. That also ended 
any chance of asking him to cash a 
check as I kept my mouth shut— 
I'm kind of touchy about my age— 
except when he slowed up at Ville-
franche and I thanked him as I 
jumped out; 

He called back, "Glad to oblige, 
Pops," as he gave the Jag the gas 
and sped away. 

Being a regular port of call for 
the U.S. Navy, Villefranche has a 
number of bars and clubs. I walked 
by several joints proudly advertis
ing "strip tease." In a country 
where stage nudity has long been 
a common practice, I could never 
see the popularity of the strip here, 
but every club had one or more. 

Finding Noel was almost too 
simple: Outside a basement dive 
called Jazz Shocf{er there were the 
usual photos of a number of bare 
babes and seeing Noel's picture was 
like reliving my dream. Her home
ly face and exaggerated curves 
served as a sort of comic relief for 

the slim figures of the other tease 
artists. Walking down a few steps, 
I rattled a gate closing off the stair
case. The inside of the club seemed 
small, with chairs upside down on 
the tables, the walls painted gaudy 
colors. The bartender was watering 
the bottles. Not a thing about the 
place rang any memory bells. The 
barkeep called out in bad French 
that I must see the place was closed. 
I said I wanted to find Noel. Com
ing over to his side of the gate, he 
handed me some nonsense about 
the ]azz-Sh'ocker having a policy 
of never giving the home addresses 
of their entertainers. 

The lids above his beady eyes 
seemed permanently puffed. As he 
chattered, the eyes took stock of me 
like two cash registers—taking in 
my cheap clothes, the fact I was an 
American, and finally speculating 
on if, and how much, I might pay 
for Noel's address. I'd have gladly 
offered him every franc on me— 
which wouldn't have made him 
yawn. 

I went off into a song-and-dance 
about the blonde being a buddy of 
mine—and the bartender couldn't 
have cared less. On the spur of the 
moment, I gave him the change-up 
pitch: "Noel will want to see me. 
Phone her and say Robert Parks is 
here." 

He tried not to show any reac
tion but the new alertness in his 
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little eyes was a dead giveaway. He 
said, "I was about to go for lunch, 
anyway, and as a friend I shall take 
you to Noel. Of course I can not 
say if she is at home, or will wish 
to see you. But we see." 

In less than a minute we were 
walking down the narrow, twist
ing stairs, which pass for streets in 
Villefranche, toward the port. I 
could see a sleek American destroy
er anchored out in the harbor. I 
was also aware my newly found 
'friend' was careful to walk at my 
side and never in front of me—or 
was that my imagination? In the 
sunlight he seemed far more mus
cular than I'd supposed. He was 
wearing shorts and his legs were 

-powerful . . . the slight flattening 
of his nose, and the scar tissue 
above his eyes, hinted he could 
have been a pug not many years 
ago. 

Sydney -had mentioned Monte 
Carlo and somehow I thought we 
were heading for a garage and a 
car, but we turned into a deadend 
street of ancient houses, and then 
into the oldest of these. The street 
was strangely empty—at noon peo
ple are usually out buying a snack 
for lunch. We marched up four 
flights of worn stone- steps with 
him behind me. An uneasy feeling 
was building up inside me. Still, 
he looked about 40 and for all his 
muscles I had a good 60 pounds 

plus a foot in height on him—60 
slightly flabby pounds, it was true. 

We reached the top floor and he 
knocked at the lone door, then 
abruptly turned and came at me, 
his hands set for a Judo chop. 

I've written a dozen times exact
ly how my characters used the Judo 
chop. I have read Judo books as 
part of my research. My bartender 
buddy had probably never read a 
single such book—he was a pro. I 
blocked his, left, threw a right 
hand myself . . . and felt as if the 
back of my head had jumped into 
orbit. 

I came to inside the apartment, 
in a room full of ridiculous old-
fashioned plush furniture. The ri
diculous angle was—the junk 
looked new. My head was still soar-
ing-^this was my day to get my 
noggin whipped—and when it set
tled back on my sore neck, I was 
able to get the two men into focus. 
One was my "friend," the other 
looked so much like the stock mov
ie conception of a gangster I could 
have laughed—under other circum
stances. He was also , short, but 
with a bull neck and barrel chest. 

. He had the swarthy, over-hand
some face, the brittle eyes, and gold 
teeth in his large mouth. His very 
black hair—except for the right 
touch of grey at the sides—was well 
acquainted with a brush and oil. 
There was a thin gold chain 
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around his heavy neck, a thicker 
gold chain about his powerful 
wrist . . . his neat slacks, white 
sport shirt, and elevator shoes were 
both casual and very expensive. 
There was a small automatic in a 
hip pocket holster that completed 
the picture—even if that wasn't 
casual. 

They were going over my wallet, 
my thin book of travelers checks, 
and Robert Parks' passport. I 
shook my head. "Get up," the 
gangster said—in . English—and 
there was the "proper" throaty 
growl to his husky voice. "Where 
did you get this passport.? 

"Why.? Your picture isn't in 
there, nor your . . ." The gangster 
sent a vicious kick at my side. I 
rolled out of the way, trying not to 
shout, "I found it in my bags!" . 

I stood up, feeling pretty steady. 
The two of them were in a whis-
pered-French conference. I man
aged to "catch the name of the big 
blonde—Noel—several times. 

Gangster-type stepped toward 
me. "Listen you, I want some level 
talk from you! Who are you.? 
Where did you get this passport.? . 
You a friend of Parks'.?" 

I rubbed the back of my neck to 
give. me thinking time—a foolish 
gesture: I nearly screamed with 
pain. Perhaps it was the pain, for 
I became brave, decided to stop 
being the frightened cluck and do 
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sonie shoulder-talking myself. I 
asked, "I don't like being pushed 
around. What's this all about? 
•What do you slobs think you're 
. . . .?" 

Handsome started for me, so did 
the bartender—^his chopping' hands 
spread out like a crab's. I kept my 
back to a wall. Now the big deal in 
Judo is the surprise element—I'd 
already had my share of surprises 
for. the day. I suddenly spun on 
the bartender, feinted with my left 
hand as I kicked him on the knee. 
He yelled and sat down hard as I 
caught the 'gangster' with what I 
thought was a nifty right to the 
side of his face. I expected him to 
go down. He merely grunted and 
crossed a left F. Patterson yvould 
have been proud of. 

Floating away on a sea of white
ness, I thought: this is also my day 
to tangle with pros. For quite a 
time I seemed to be swimming in 
thick brightness, sort of a vast 
ocean of smooth cream; then night 
came on fast. When I opened my 
eyes I was in a cell-like room, the 
only light coming from the sun 
streaming through a small open
ing high up on one wall. I had to 
close my eyes again to stop the 
throbbing in my head and jaw— 
when I opened them seconds later 
I was able to see some dirty clothes 
piled on a chair, copies of Life. 
and the Paris edition ot the NY 
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Herald Tribune on.the stone floor 
next to the cot. 

Mr. Robert Parks was sitting on 
the cot, wearing only torn dirty 
shorts, pimples all over his skinny 
arms. He looked terribly pale and 
sickly, his eyes were watering and 
his nose was running. He looked 
worse than his passport photo. For 
a moment we stared at each other. 
Suddenly he dug under the lumpy 
cot mattress, pulled out my pass
port, opened it and cackled in a 
shrill voice, "Why, of course; it's 
you! You must be . . ." He waved 
the passport at me. "You didn't 
come alone.'"' 

I tried to talk but my lips were 
numb. The gangster-type sure 
could wallop. 

Robert Parks rubbed the slight 
blonde fuzz on his chin, went on 
in the same shrill voice, "Dear, 
dear, my, my, I thought . . . Oh, 
I was so certain you'd bring the 
police and . . . instead, here you 
are . . . like me." His eyes began 
leaking tears and he rocked back 
and forth on the' smelly cot, gig
gling insanely. 

After several false starts I man
aged to stand and then I jerked 
him to his feet—he didn't weigh 
in at much over 115 pounds, every 
bone and muscle of his chest and 
scrawny neck showing, as in a 

medical drawing. "What's the big 
joke.?" I asked. "What are you do
ing with my passport.?" 

His watery eyes ditln't even see 
me as I pulled the green booklet 
out of his thin hand; feeling a 
quick sense of relief at having my 
passport back. I even thumbed 
through it with my free hand— 
everything was in order including 
my old fat-faced evil-looking pass
port photo. 

"Come on, what's this all 
about?" I snapped, shaking him 
again. I was holding Parks by one 
bony shoulder and he waved a 
hand at the sunlight coming down 
from the opening in the wall like 
a stage spotlight. 

Flinging his arm at the light he 
asked > in the same shrill voice, 
"What is this all about.? Why not 
go for the larger question—what 
is life all about.? Gaze at the sun's 
golden staircase! You know some
thing.? Often I actually crawl up 
that golden gangplank, away from 
this filth. Then I fly out of here 
into a world of dazzling colors. 
Shades no man ever saw before, 
fantastic reds and greens and . . . 
Oh, if only I could put those colors 
on paper. . . ." 

I shook him hard. "Come on, 
cut the silly chatter! I've been 
slugged and . . . and I want to 
know what's going on! What's 
your story. Parks.?" 
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He blinked and tears started 
down his gaunt cheeks. "My story ? 
Haven't you heard? I'm Robert 
Parks, the junkie artist. Utrillo 
. . . others, turned to drugs for in^ 
spiration and . . . My story is I 
came to Europe to study that elu
sive passion called art . . . and 
now I'rn carrying the world's big
gest monkey on my back . . . Oh 

•God, what a lousy term; monkey-
on-your-back. I have the whole 
darn zoo. . . . " ^ 

"Will you talk sense!" I slapped 
him. It wasn't much of a slap but 
his nose began to blee^ and he 
crumpled in my arms. I let him 
fall on the cot. The watery eyes, 
the pale skin, all the sores and pin
holes on his arms-^he wasn't kid
ding about being on dope. Okay, 
that was his own private little red 
wagon and he had to pull it . . . 
but how did my passport fold into 
this mess ? Far more important, 
how was I going to get past the 
goons outside and out of this 
dump? 

I tried the door, as if doubting 
it would be locked. One of these 
heavy old doors, real solid. I 
couldn't even shake it. Pulling the 
cot and Parks out of the way, I 
stood on the chair. The opening 
was about a foot square in a thick 
wall—far as I could see, which 
wasn't very far—we faced the sea. 
Squinting at the sun I could see 
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part of the destroyer out in the har
bor. Getting up on my toes for a 
moment, I had a slightly better 
view—of nothing., The room was 
on the top floor of one of_these 
balconyless ancient buildings. Even 
if it was possible to climb out—and 
I couldn't even get my head 
through the opening—I'd be facing 
a sheer drop of several hundred 
feet. 

I came down off my toes and 
rested. A cool sea breeze swept 
through the opening and the cool
ness calmed me down. One thing 
was for certain, I'd never be missed, 
there was no one to bother looking 
for me, even if they knew where 
I was. The only way out was to 
tangle with gangster-boy and the 
Judo-bartender. Perhaps if I could. 
just talk to them, explain I didn't 
know which end was up in this 
deal,- that I was the innocent 
by . . . 

There were dragging sounds 
outside the room. The heavy door 
swung open for a second—the big 
blonde was flung into the room, 
landing hard on the stone floor 
as the door slammed shut again. 
She was a rough sight—they'd 
worked her over. The fleshy face, 
never prettyj was bruised, one eye • 
already puffed shut and turning a 
deep purple. 

Noel lay on the floor, whimper
ing and moaning. I glanced at 
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Parks—still out cold on the c o t -
then crossed the room to an old 
pipe and faucet sticking out o£ the 
floor in one corner. Noel was 
wearing a flair-skirt and thin-
blouse. I tore off a hunk of the 
ripped skirt, seeing a lot of heavy 
thigh, wet it and ran the damp 
rag over her face. Her good eye 
finally came open, blinked up at 
me. She said in hysterical French, 
"We thought you would come, 
with the police! Now we all die!" 

"Take it slow. What do you 
mean you thought I'd bring the 
police.?" 

"They are going to kill him." 
She nodded toward Parks. "He's 
a childish fool b u t ! want no part 
of murder. When he is not high 
with the drug, he understands his 
situation. He offered me $5000 to 
help him escape. I thought a good 
plan would be to switch passports 
with another American—you came 
along. We thought you would go 
to your Consulate, remember the 
club, and bring the police. But 
you had to come alone." 

"Why didn't you go directly to 
the police.? Why bring me in.?" 

Noel sat up and felt of herself as 
if taking inventory, then waved 
her fingers. "And end up in jail.? 
Or be dead, if any of the gang 
escaped the police. This way, no 
one would know it was me,- and 
Robert agreed that once the police 

came, in private, he would urge 
them to let me off. Then with the 
money I could return to my home 
in Corsica. Now all is lost. You 
don't know these swine, they'll kill 
us without a second's hesitation 

~"I think I got all your French, 
Noel, but let's do it once more, 
from the start. What gang, and 
why do they want to kill Parks?" 

"They used to deal in the black-
market, run a brothel. Now all 
that is done. This fool, an artist 
he says, came in drunk some two 
months ago. He tried a shot of 
heroin—for what you call kicks. 
Then he returned for another shot. 
But made the mistake—boasting 
of his wealth—he had over $6000 
in travelers checks and a letter of 
credit for another $10,000. They 
kept him drunk and in a few days 
forced the habit on him—strong. 
Then they keep him prisoner and 
sell him the junk, cashing his 
checks after he signs them, some
place in Tangier. He has about 
$500 in checks left—when that is 
finished they plan to give him a 
big overdose, which will kill him. 
I do not know if they can use the 
letter of credit, even in Tangier, 
but $6000 is a good haul. My job 
was to . , . take care of his . . . 
other wants." The good eye in her 
large face grew misty. "That I 
didn't mind . . . nor did I have 
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any choice. I must do anything 
they say, this. is the kind of pig-
men they are. To them I am not 
even a woman but only for laughs, 
a.big clown. But when I knew of 
the murder they have in mirid . . . 
well, Roberto and I figured out 
this plan. It didn't work." 

"Some plan!" I muttered, trying 
to think. With a "plan" like that 
. . . I wondered if she was on the 
stuff, too. "Noel, if we get the 
gangster . . .?" 

"Henri?" 
"Yeah, Henri, if that's the hand

some one. Suppose you start holler
ing and when he comes in I'll 
jump him, try for his gun.? Maybe 
we can then force him to let us 
go." As I mouthed the words I 
realized that wasn't much of a 
plan either. 

She shook her pumpkin head, 
all the bright dyed-blonde hair. 
"There are others—we would nev
er leave the building alive. No, we 
three are done. Let us pray they at 
least will have the decency to kill 
us without torture . . . you have 
no idea of the beasts these swine 

are. 
"I don't intend to find out," I 

said, mosdy to myself. For a long 
time I sat there on the cold floor 
beside her, trying to force my al
leged brains to come iip with 
something. Noel pulled a compact 
out of her pocket, saw her bruised 

face, and started to weep once 
more. 

Perhaps a half hour passed—it 
seemed like a day—before Parks 
came around. He ran a hand over 
his nose, stared at the dried blood 
which came away in crumbs of red 
on his palm. His eyes seemed al
most normal now, sunk deep into 
his head. 

When he finally saw us he said, 
-"I thought . . . I mean, I dreamt 
you were here. Really, I know it 
sounds asinine to say, but I am 
sorry to involve you in all this." 

^"Write it on a postal card to 
.Henri—maybe he'll believe you! 
Parks, what do the French cops 
want you for.?" 

"Want me.?" 
I told him what the cop had 

said upon seeing his passport in 
the cdmbio. Parks scratched his 
ragged blonde hair as he said, "I 
imagine my lawyer—the executor 
of Dad's estate—not having heard 
from me in months, looked into 
the matter and found I was cash
ing travelers checks like crazy, 
probably suspects I'm in trouble— 
again. He might have asked the 
French authorities to look for me. 
Any chance this cop you hit will 
find us?" 

"Nobody knows where I am. 
Have you ever tried to escape?" 

He'grinned, showing' neat white 
teeth. "Naturally. For a few hours 
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now—between shots—I'll be okay. 
Not soaring, that wears o^ within 
fifteen minutes. But in two hours 
from now I'll need a fix . . .. oh, 
my God, how I shall need one! 
But in my few normal hours I 
think only of escape. It's hopeless." 

"What's below the Httle win
dow.?" 

"Waterfroiit street. I know what 
you're thinking—I've tried stand
ing on the chair and waving my 
arm, or waving part of my shirt. 
Nobody noticed. I once wrote 
FREE ALGERIA on a rag with 
Noel's eyebrow pencil—thinking 
that would bring the police. But 
the wind carried it away. You see, 
the damn wind is always blowing 
in from the sea. Why once I tried 
waving my pants out the window 
—first lighting the cuffs. The only 
result was filling this lousy room 
with smoke until I choked, and 
then a beating from Henri." 

"How about throwing books, or 
something, out.?" 

"No, no. I've tried everything. 
Directly below there's only rocks 
and rubbish. You'd have to throw 
an object at least 200 feet or more 
straight out, for it to fall on the 
street. The main difficulty is you 
can't put your head through the 
opening, to see what you're doing. 
I suppose you realize what they 
have in store for all of us now.?" 

I nodded. Noel was still on the 

floor, powdering the bruises on her 
big face. This was an odd time for 
vanity to . . . I suddenly grabbed 
the compact mirror from her thick 
hands. Standing on the chair 
again, I held the mirror at an an
gle outside the opening. 

Parks got off the cot. "Say, do 
you think you can signal the war
ship in the harbor?" 

I shook my head. But via the 
mirror I at least had a view of 
the area below. Directly back of 
the house were the rocks and gar
bage, then a narrow cobblestone 
street with a few push carts and 
passing cars. On the other side of 
the street more rocks and the sea. 
Two men were fishing from the 
rocks. I shouted at them. 

Parks called up, "It's no use. 
I've stood up there and screamed 
myself hoarse—as the wind blew 
the words back down my throat 
and . . . " 

I jumped down off the chair, 
holding the mirror carefully. "Lis
ten, can you get this Henri in 
here ? If he thought I was killing «< 
you would he come in.?" 

"I imagine so. I'm still worth 
$550 to him—the last of my checks. 
That's a daily tug of war we play; 
he knows I need a fix and I know 
if I signed all my checks at one 
time, I'd be signing my death war
rant. So we haggle over the price 
each day. Don't say it—I tried 
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signing my name and making a 
mistake in the spelling. Got me a 
beating. Henri is rotigh with his 
fists." 

"Why do you sign any o£ the 
checks.?" • . 

Parks gave me a sad smile before 
he said, "Man, when that time 
comes— / have to have a shot! 
You don't know what urgent need 
and pain are until you're wanting 
a fix. Sometimes . . . I try to en
joy it . . . I mean, pure pain can 
be the most exquisite of sensations. 
But then, nothing remains in this 
world, no 'if or 'buts,'—the sum 
of the entire world is simply get
ting that shot. If I can only get 
into a drug hospital, I have a good 
chance of kicking the habit.- I 
haven't had the, habit long, you 
see, or . . . " 

I had no time for a narcotics 
lecture from this silly slob. Going 
over to the water pipe as Parks 
kept on talking—irnpressed by his 
own conversation—I tried to bend 
the pipe loose. Nothing gave. Noel 
stood up and put her 200 odd 
girlish pounds to it; together we 
broke off a wicked hunk of pipe. 
A small gusher came out of the 
broken end in the floor. 

I told Parks, "Listen, here's the 
play: you start screaming and car
rying on, yelling for help. When 
Henri comes in, I'm going to stiff
en him with this pipe, take his 

gun. Using Noel's mirror to see 
where, I'm aiming, I think I can 
shoot from the window, attract the 
fisherman's attention." 

"You mean shoot them.?" 
"Shoot around them. Anyway, at 

this distance a small automatic 
slug won't have power to more 
than nick 'em. Besides, I'm not that 
good a marksman. The idea is, 
they may get mad enough to call 
the cops." 

We'd been talking in English 
but Noel understood enough to 
add in French, "But once the oth
ers hear the sound of scuffling, 
they will come in here and finish 
us." 

I nodded. "That's your job, big 
honey. The second I clout Henri, 
you slam the door and lock it. 
These old doors are rugged, so 
let's pray they can't bust in here 
until the cops come . . . if they 
come." 

Parks shook his head. "A far 
fetched plan which will . . ." 

"When it comes to dizzy plans, 
your idea of having Noel exchange 
passports wins the silver bed pot! 
We haven't got much time—they 
may not bother with your last few 
checks, may knock us off any rnin-
ute—either you start yelling . . . 
Or I'll give you something to really 
scream about!" 

"I suppose it is better than hav
ing no plan," Parks said as he 
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crossed the wet floor to the door. 
"The water is delightfully cool. 
Lord, you know I haven't had a 
bath in weeks. I . . ." 

"Come on, start yelling! Noel, 
you stay against that wall, ready 
to pull the key out, slam and lock 
the door," I told them, getting a 
good grip on the lead pipe, sweat
ing at the thought I might be about 
to kill somebody. 

Robert Parks started calling for 
help, crying he was being killed— 
his shrill voice carrying through 
the house. After awhile we heard 

, steps rushing up the haUway out--
side. I motioned for Parks to get 
out of the way, back on his cot, as 
I suddenly wondered what I'd do 
if two of the goons showed. 

A man's voice asked in English, 
"What is going on in there.?" 

"He's choking me," .Parks 
wailed. 

The door opened and Henri 
canie dashing in, his little auto
matic out. Things happened fast, 
almost as in an old time slapstick 
movie—if I'd been in the mood 
for comedy. I stepped toward Hen
ri, swinging the pipe like a base
ball bat . . . I skidded on the wa
tery floor and missed. He fired at 
me, the bark of the gun thunder
ing in the tiny room, the bullet 
ricocheting from wall to wall like 
a crazed bee. Still skidding, my 
feet went out from under me and 

I sat on the floor with a thud 
which forced me to let go of the 
pipe. Parks started toward Henri 
as he stopped to take careful aim 
at my head, but Noel suddenly 
hurled herself at the thug, flatten
ing him. In the flash of a split 
second I saw she was bleeding 
badly at the shoulder as skinny 
Parks reached the door, got the 
key out, then strained to shut and. 
lock it. 

Rolling over in the water I 
grabbed Henri's wrist, trying not 
only for the gun but also to keep 
it from getting wet. He was grog
gy from the blonde's body-slam, 
and we wrestled for a moment. 
Just as I realized he was probably 
a pro as a wrestler too, and getting 
better as his head cleared—Noel 
found the pipe in the water and 
gave Henri a terrible whack across 
the side of his face. She started to 
tee off for another swing when 
Parks grabbed her hand, hanging 
on like a terrier. 

Holding the gun, I stood up, 
told her to stop it. Henri's face 
seemed out of shape and before I 
could wonder if he was dead, Noel 
let out a small scream and sat in 
the water, holding her bloody 
shoulder, where the slug had hit 
her. 

Parks and I helped her to the 
cot. It was a nasty wound, but still 
only a flesh cut. Tearing off more 
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of Noel's ,skirt, I asked Parks, 
"Can you make one of those Boy 
Scout things—a tourniquet?" 

"I can try, using the key. You're 
bleeding, too." 

Following his thin pointing 
finger, I saw blood on one side of 
my wet blue slacks^-a pinkish spot 
slowly spreading like a faint water 
color wash. I picked parts of the 
broken compact mirror from my 
back pocket as I cursed my stupid
ity. But half of the mirror, a piece 
a few ragged inches long, was still 
intact. 

Standing on the chair, I stuck 
my gun hand out the opening and 
held, the mirror above my head 
with my left—like' a trick shot in 
the circus. Henri had fired once, 
there probably were five shots left. 
In the mirror I studied the view 
below: a kid with a large plastic 
float was watching the fishermen 
as his mother motioned for him to 
walk on. 

I waited for the boy to move. 
There were sounds in the hallway 
now, blows on the door. I .didn't 
even turn to look. The little boy 
still stood next to one of the fish
ermen. Mama came over and 
slapped the kid's rear. He dropped 
the plastic float and jumped up 
and down, yelling—I guess. The 
fisherman touched his ear and said 
something to the woman. 

The kid and mama disappeared 

ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



from my mirror view, leaving the 
brightly colored float. I aimed at • 
the water directly in front of the 
nearest fisherman and fired. The 
bark of the gun was loud—in the 
opening in the wall—the breeze 
blowing a strong stench of acrid 
gun powder back at me. But nothr 
ing happened down below. 

Parks called out, "Any luck?" 
"No." I tried aiming again, not 

sure what I was doing. Vague fire 
pattern diagrams from army days 
flashed through my mind. I fired 
the next shot far over the fisher
man's head, figuring I had to al
low for the trajectory arc the slug 
made as it fell. 

I thought I saw a splash in the 
sea but was too far away to be cer
tain. Anyway, my fisherman did
n't notice anything. With three bul
lets left, I had a foolish feeling I 
was merely wasting the precious 
shells. I lowered my arm, took a 
fast breath, and fired directly at 
the fisherman's back. The plastic 
float near him suddenly exploded. 
The .fisherman jumped and looked 
around, even up toward me. The 
yelhng kid appeared in my busted 
mirror again, along with mama 
who was waving her fist at the fish
ermen. 

I called back into the room, 
"Get me some matches and a 
hunk of paper, or a rag—toute 
suite!" 

Noel said there was a lighter in 
her pocket and Parks handed it 
up to me, along with more of her 
dress. Once a stripper always a 
stripper—it seemed. Carefully lay
ing the gun on the bottom of the 
opening, I lit the cloth and hung 
it out the window. For a second 
the fisherman, now joined by his 
pal, kept staring down at the bust
ed plastic float, arguing with 
mama. There was a. great deal of 
hand-waving going, on. As the 
flames started to lick my fingers, 
one of them looked up. Then they 
all were pointing up at our open
ing. Dropping the flaming cloth, 
I stuck the gun out, waved it., 
They probably couldn't tell it was 
a gun from down there. I fired a 
shot in the air. They were still 
looking our way, but no reaction. 
I fired the last shot at the legs of 
one of the fishermen. 

I didn't hit him but they saw 
the orange fire of the shot. Mama 
hugged the still-crying kid to her 
as both men shook their fists at 
me. I kept waving the small auto
matic around, holding it by the 
trigger guard so more of the gun 
was visible. A small crowd gath
ered. 

Shoving my arm put as far as 
possible, I heaved the gun at them, 
kept waving my hand in a come-
on-gesture. A man left the crowd 
for the junkyard back of the 
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house, but I couldn't see if he 
found the gun. My arm weighed 
a ton. I climbed down of? the chair. 

Half-naked Noel was on the col, 
reminding me of a beaten pug 

. gone to lard, holding the tourni
quet around her thick left shoul
der. Parks stood in the water on 
the floor, ridiculously thin and 
pale in his soiled shorts as he con
centrated on wiggling his toes. 
Henri was on his back and alive, 
tiny bubbles of light red foam 
breaking over his lips. The,racket 
out in the hall was going full 
blast—it seemed to me at least three 
guys were trying to break down 
the door, calling Henri's name in 

- French, English, and Spanish. 

Parks gave me a sickly grin. 
"How's our chances?" 

"Nobody. would give odds on 
us." 

The door shuddered as they be
gan banging against it with some 
heavy object. Then they fired a 
couple of shots, but despite movies 
to the contrary, it's difficult to 
shoot out a lock. I stood on the 
chair again, held up my busted 
mirror for an outside view—the 
road and rocks were completely 
empty of people now! 

Parks must have read what I was 
thinking on my face, for he 
shrugged as he said, "Oh well, I 
doubt if I would have made the 
grade as a true artist, anyhow." 
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"Who cares what you . . .!" The 
rest of the angry words died in my 
sore mouth. There was a sudden 
and heavy silence outside our door 
—I had a feeling of men crouch
ing out there—followed by a vol
ley of shots farther down the hall
way; a short scream outside the 
door, footsteps in flight, more thick 
silence . . . then the sound of 
many and new steps. 

Noel touched Parks with a wide 
foot. "The flicsl Do not fail me, 
keep your promise!" 

Parks nodded, pale eyes on the 
door. 

In the hallway a man shouted 
in French, "We are the police— 
open at once!" 

I glanced at Noel and Parks: all 
had the same thought—this could 
be a trick. We didn't move or make 
a sound. Minutes later came this 
crash and the old door burst open: 
four sweaty cops in their odd blue 
shirts and white helmets, stood 
there; guns drawn. They were in
deed a lovely sight. . . . I blew a 
kiss at them. 

Parks let out a shrill, childish, 
giggle. 

The rest was one crazy blur! 
There were patient explanations 
on'our part to the four cops, then 
to some.police sergeant, then once 
fnore to a higher police official. 
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and again to a doctor. Finally the 
three of us were taken downstairs 
and through the crowd outside to 
a police station, Noel and Parks 
were taken from there in an ambu
lance while I told our story again. 
About this time a clean-cut type 
with brushed grey hair, from the 
American consulate, appeared and 
I had to tell him my tale. Then 
for a short time I was left alone 
and I think I dozed off, only to 
be shaken awake by a huffy French 
police bigwig who tofd me I could 
get some clean clothes, as I had 
requested. 

While I couldn't recall request
ing anything, I was driven back to 
my hotel in what passed for a 
French squad car, with its sing
song horn working as a siren. I 
had two burly cops with me at all 
times. 

• On the way back to the police 
station I felt a little better wearing 
my "other" suit—another sport 
shirt and old slacks. As we passed 
the American Express office on the 
Promenade, I asked my beefy 
guards if I could stop—I still 
wanted to cash my' damp checks. 
To my surprise they said okay. We 
marched in, making a scene for 
the tourists to write about on 
their postal cards. I explained why 
the checks were damp and at long 
last cashed all of them. I also 
picked up my mail—there was an 

airmail from my agent—I'd sold a 
book and would get a two grand 
advance in a few weeks. The good 
news didn't start any bells of joy 
ringing in my aching head, al
though it meant I could stay over 
for another year, perhaps longer. 

At the police station they left me 
in the bare room again, but I was 
too jumpy for sleep. Robert Parks 
came in. Dressed and shaved he 
didn't look too bad, although his 
eyes had that mixedrup watery 
look again. He said, "I have to ask 
you for one last favor. Do you 
know the American colony here.''" 

"After a fashion. Why.?" 
"I've chartered a plane. In two 

hours I'm taking off from the Nice 
airport, flying directly to the big 
drug hospital in Lexington, ~Ky. 
I'll be there early tomorrow morn
ing. They've given me a small 
shot, but in about five or six hours 
I'll need a fix and . . . Hiring a 
French male nurse means red-
tape, perhaps another day. But I 
must have somebody with me. I'll 
pay . . . " 

"What happened to- Noel?" 
"She's off the hook. I gave her 

the money I promised and she's 
probably already on her way home. 
The point is, do you know any 
American—man—who wants to go 
back to the States.? I'll make it 
worth his while." 

"I'll go." . 
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"Oh no, no. Please, you've done 
enough. I've put you to so much 
trouble I can't possibly ever repay 
you or . . ." 

"Shut up; I'm not thinking of 
you. I want to go home." As soon 
as I said the last five words, the 
fog I'd been in for weeks lifted. I 
felt relaxed. Then I knew what^ 
had been wrong with me—when I 
could call a lovely country like 
France moth-eaten, I'd had it. It 
was time I went home. 

"I've already caused you . . ." 
^'I'm going with you. That's set

tled! I can pick up my few things 
on the way to the airport." 

"But are you sure you want to 
go.?" A slightly puzzled look came 
over the blank eyes. 

"Yeah, I'm sure." 
When he left I was alone for an-. 

other few minutesj then clean-cut 
came in, scowling a bit. He told 
me, "Quite rightly, the French take 
a very dim view of your striking 
one of their poUce officers. They in

sist that if you hadn't bolted, they 
would have found Parks without 
all the shooting. I did my best, 
tried to explain the circumstances 
under which you took a . . . eh 
. . . poke at the officer, but . . . 
There's nothing more I can do at 
the moment. They've given you 
48 hours in which to leave France. 
I'm sorry. Go to Italy and I shall 
try my best to ^ . . What are you 
smiling at.? This is hardly a joke, 
or the time for . . . " 

Suddenly I was laughing, real 
solid, old-fashioned laughter. When 
I was able to talk, I told him, 
"Thanks for trying, but they're 
46 hours late. I'm flying back with 
Parks in a few hours." 

"Go to Italy, or Spain. I mean 
you understand the French only 
have authority to make you leave 
here, but that you don't have to 
return to the States?" 

I rrierely nodded. I could never 
make him know how much I had 
to go back to the States . . . home: 

And .now that, you Rave finished reading Alfred 
Hitchcoc](s Mystery Magazine, how did you li\e 
it? I should find it gratifying to receive your 
reaction to the stories in it. Write to me at 2441 Beach 
Court, Palm Beach. Shores, Riviera Beach, Florida. 
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New York 

is a phony — and hi 
KOt to (ind her^belc 
i l ie REAL ,bhe 'ge 
killod' V." 

© The Case of the 
SHAPELY SHADOW 

Tlie j u d g e w a n t s 
rnusinal, favoring-P( 
rv But, Perry doesn 
even though it wot 
siive his c'Mentfrom t 
DEATH PENALTY! 

© The Case of the 
DUPLICATE DAUGHTE 

T l u n e s look b lac 
Perrv "s s t a r . witne 
u on't talk'.. But t 
D A .'H s ta f -^wi tne 

HAVR-Vto ~ i 
rrrn/ HIMSELF! 

O The Cose o( the 
WAYLAID WOLF 

So n;uc-h evidence sa 
Ailene Ferris DID k 
••Wolf'_ Lambnt 'th 
Pei 1 y IS forced to t 
hVr s i i e ' s go ing--
prihon for life - or c 
much sooner! 

© The Case of the -
smcING SKIRT 

A t, ' i imbling h o s t e 
gets Po r ry ' into rt 
liot water. In fact, t 
D A. charges-him wi 
being an accessory 
murder! 
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