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"Wur Knights of Pythias invite:

you to relax.

This cordial message in white
script ran across the green backs of
the several wrought-iron benches
anchor-bolted to the concrete walk
which skirted the small - urban

park. At the moment, time and -
i . N

/

clime weré hardly propitious to
acceptance of the fraternal offer. A
bleak dawn, lowering with-a sleety
mist, had already turned yester-
day’s snow into a dingy slush. Yet

one of the benches had a guest and
he appeared to be relaxed utterly.
Sitting in the slumped position of
one who has dozed off, the man’s
,hatless head of thick peppery hair -
sagged sidewise on his left shoul-
der. The- drizzle, freezing as a~
crust on his coat collar, failed to -
disturb him. Nor was he bothered
by the semi<circle of sound—shuf-
fling feet and muttering voices—
which grew steadily around him
in number and volume. Even the
icy voice of Captain Thomas Mc-

2 o ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



Fate left him totally unmoved.
_McFate said, “All right. Cover
the poor devil up.”

A police sergeant, who had al-

ready fetched a spare raincoat-from.
the nearby cruiser, draped it like a -

stiff yellow shroud over the dead
man’s head and forefront.

McFate next said, “Get rid of
‘these damned ‘gawks.”

Behind him a patrolman ‘turned
to face the crowd that had been
gathering for the past fifteen min-
utes and gradually inching closer:
“Okay, folks. Move along now.
That’s it. Right on home or wher-

ever you're going or youll all

catch cold and die.”

“A  high-powered rifle job if I
ever saw one,” McFate was saying
to the sergeant. “At-.long range
too.” Half turning, he aimed his
sallow hollow-cheeked face across
the street. “From somewhere in
that hotel. Sixth or seventh floor.”

“Could be, sir, I'm no coroner-

but—
“I'll take odds, Hanson As soon

as Bergeron gets back here with .

this Damroth, I want you and a
couple of men to go through that

.

All equations are not solved in the classroom. Herein a daugh- "(
ter and an undeserving wife vie for the solution. -

. trap W:th a ﬁne—toothed comb.” -

" Just then a second police cruiser .
ranged along the curb, sending a
sheet of dirty water among the re-

. luctantly dispersing onlookets, and
.parked behind the first. A lieuten-.

ant, surprisingly youthful, leaped
out and opened the rear door to as-
sist an elderly’ man who obviously

.didn’t desire assistance. He waved

the young lieuteriant aside and
emerged by himself. Erect, he was
a few inches over six feet and
looked much taller because of his

-nearly excruciating thinness. His
face was thin too, and long to the

point of fragility, but the wide
mouth was ‘strong and the dark
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" eyes were alive with mtelhgence
and a glint of humor. -
"McFate approached hii, -hold-
ing out his right hand. “Sorry to
get you up so early, Doctor.”
“Just call me mister,”
newcomer.
“honorary. Useful on the Founda-
tion letterhead but preposterous in
normal human intercourse. Now
what's the crisis?”
. “Bergeron told you nothing ?”
“The lieutenant was most dis-
creet.”
McFate nodded grimly. “He was
'followmg orders, Dr. Damroth.”
“To the letter. And ‘may I re-
mind you again that I prefer to be
addressed as mister.”,
“Pardon me. I'm Tom McFate.”
“I know. T've lived in this city

for twenty of my seventy .years, "

sir, and in the course of that time
I have familiarized myself through
the newspapers with- your name,
your face, and your exploits.
Whenever a journalistic account of
the day’s' news included the name
of Captain Thomas McFate, there
also was a crisis involving life or

~death:-Generally -death; and-genér- .
ally death due -to -homicide. That )

" is the reason I have already asked

you what crisis concerns you now..
And more to' the point, why does. .

it concern me at this ungodly hour
of such aninclement day?”"

McFate’s. cheeks grew. percepti-

said “the -
“All my- doctorates are
. congruency.”

_cigarillo.

bly more hollow as if he were sup-
pressing the cold cackle that some-
times served him for- laughtcr\
“Well, Mr, Damroth, you're right
about homxmde We got a clean

one. -
“Clean is not, I suppose, an in-

- “A  thirty-caliber slug is my

guess. Through the heart Death

instantaneous.”
“Clean indeed,” said Mr. Dam-
roth’ with a thin smile. From a sil-
ver -case he took a honey-colored
“Am 1 acqualnted w1th
the vicdim?” .
“We don’t know. But he seemed

to be acquainted with you.”

“Who is he? Or who was he?”
. “We don’t know that yet either.”
McFate held a match for Mr.
Damroth’s cigarillo. “Nothing on
him but an empty wallet with one
of those cards, ‘Notlfy ‘in case of
accident’.” ,
‘Mr. Damroth bent toward. theA
flame. “I can see my name on it.”
“That’s right, sir,” 'said McFate.
“Would you like to take a look at
him for 1D.?”
“Naturally> ™~
“This ‘way then, Doc—Pardon

I T

'me. Force of habit.”

- Smiling, the -old man accom-
panied McFate to the bench and
watched with clinical intentness as -

~-thé-upper part of the raincoat was .

drawn: back from- the face. The :

)



clinical intentness remained but
now was ]OIDCd by the hght of
recognition. .

“You know him?” asked Mc-
Fate. : ,

“Very well, yes.

“Who is he?”

But Mr, Damroth was posmg
questions to himself and o the
cigarillo. " “To go ‘like this. A
month or so before his time. In-
credible. Poor Ketch. I wonder
why?”

“That his namc? Kctch”’

" The old man nodded. “Yes,
that’s his name. Harlan Ketch.
Dr. Harlan Ketch. A superb
mathematician.” He turned to look -
sternly at McFate. “In his case, the
doctorate was not honorary.”

Hanson, - the sergeant, said, I
"knew he wasn’t no hoed. Tell by
his hands.”

McFate said to Hanson, “Tell
me something I want to hear when
you come back from that hotel
across- the, street.” Then to Mr.
Damroth: “Was he associated w1th
the Foundation?™ ~

“For the past ten years.”

“You said somcthing about a
month before his time. Or did I
hear wrong?”

“You heard correctly,” said thc
old man, still musing with his
,own thoughts. “The unfortunate
man was dying of - cancer. He
would have been dead within a

month. Two months at the most.”
“When did you see hlm last, Mr.
Damroth?”

“Just yesterday afternoon, At tea
we had our usual discussion, jocu-
lar on my part but quite serious
on his, about his mathematical ap-
proach to ethics.”

“A little out of rﬁy line” Me-

" Fate drew a crumpled handker-

chief from the pocket of his yel-
low slicker. “Did he have a cold
at the-time?”

" “A curious . question, McFate.”
The old man looked outward now
with a searching interest. “The
answer is no. In fact, he had been
immune to the common cold for
the past six months.”

“Some new drug at the Founda—
tion?”

“One of the oldest drugs in the
world, McFate. Morphine, It fot:
only kills pain but in many cases
it appears to kill the cold virus.”
. “Be damned,” said- McFate.
“Well, that proves something, sir.”

-He shook open the handkerchief

and held it up. Near the center
was a ragged hole the size of a
dime. “We found this -in his lap.
Hanson thought Ketch' had been
shot while getting ready to blow -
his nose. I thought dxﬁcrenc I
guess I was right.” :
Mr. Damroth apprccxatxvcly re-
garded the captain. “What a bi-
zarre implication!: The handker-



chief was an effective target.”

“Held over. his heart. White
threads in' the black fabric of his
coat where the bullet entered. A
" man in a room in that hotel over
there needed that kind of a target
at dawn. With a scope on a rifle he
could guarantee a clean job.”

“Clean, again. I see the meaning
now. But why should. Dr. Ketch
have himself assassinated when he
was so near death anyway? Have
you considered that?”

~“I'm con31der1ng it, sir. Intolcra-
ble pain maybe.”

“I think not. The morphine kept
him tolerably comfortable. He as-
sured me of this himself.. He tired
casily. He ate little. He was losing
considerable weight. But those
were the only symptoms evident to
me or his other colleagues, and we
saw him ‘daily.” :

“Then it must have been some-
thing’ else. Insurance. Double in-
demnity for accidental ‘death.”

Mr. Damroth slowly rotated the
cigarillo between his lips and nod-
ded. “Yes, that- might be it. It
sounds more in character.”

-————-“Then-he had insurance of that.-

sort?” .

“His financial arrangements were
~ never a topic of discussion between
us. I don’t know.” -

“Was he married?”

- “Yes. He remairied a few years
ago. His first -wife. died shortly

-
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after he joined the Foundation, I

_hardly knew her. I hardly know

his present wife—his widow, rather
—but I deduced - overtly that the
union was not a huge success.”

* Thirty minutes later, A. B, C.

" Damroth, president of the Tillary
‘Foundation, and Thomas McFate,

chief of the Homicide . Division,
debouched - from a cruiser "and -
made their way along a wet walk -
to the entrance of a modest apart-
ment building. It required five
well-spaced but prolonged press-
ings of a button under a mailbox
bearing Ketch’s name fo gain a re-
sponse. And not a very civil one "
at that, until Mr. Damroth identi-

“fied himself. Then the tone of .
sleepy annoyance left Mrs. Ketch’s -

somewhat “hoarse “voice to be re-
placed by gushing sufprise and
apology. “The 'buzzer sounded to
admit the oddly assorted pair and
they moved without a word down’
a long  echoing hallway to a
brownish door marked B-22; At
their knock it was opened by an
opulently endowed woman in her
early thirties who was still folding

a - fluffy negligee ~around herself
_while at the same time trying-to

do something with her orange-
colored hair. As, moving back-
ward, she ushered them into the
foyer and thence into the living-
room, she again- expressed sur- °
prise, apology, and even a féeling
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- of honor in having the famous Dr.
Damroth in her presence.

— When the torrent of feminine ex-
~ clamations and non sequiturs was
over,- Mr. -Damroth said softly,
“I'm afraid we have some bad
news about Harlan.”

Mrs. Ketch didn’t quite get the
gist. “I'm-afraid he’s not here.”

McFate said, “We know that.”
Then stifly, “He’s dead.”

. Mrs. Ketch lookéd momentarily
baffled, but she didn’t sit down.
“Dead,” she said, an expression
* just short of delight flitting across
her face. “Well, that’s. that’s that’s
—” her eyes widened now in com-
plete comprehension. “That was to

" be expected.” She sat down in a

chair.

McFate’s ]aundlced eyes studied
her sternly. “You expected him to
_die today?”

" “Not today necessarlly Then
the woman reacted to McFate’s icy
“stare. “Just who is this man, Dr.
Damroth?”.

The old gentleman performed
the 1ntroductlon and, while Mrs.
Ketch was repeating the word
~ “police” to herself, he added to Mc-
Fate, “With wyour permission, may
I ask her a few questions?”

“Take it. Sure.”

“I assume you were aware that

Harlan was mortally ill.”
Mrs. Ketch, mollified by this ap-
proach, said, “Yeah I -knew.
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Cancer. I didn't believe it at’ first.
But then he had me talk to his
doctor, It was incurable, just a
matter of time.”

“When did he tell you about it,
my dear?” said Mr. Damroth with
a_silkiness that caused McFate to
suck in-his cheeks.

“A couple of weeks ago.”

" “T see. And why didn’t- you be B
lieve him at first?”

“Because of all his rigamarole
about the insurance policies,” said
Mrs. Ketch. “Meek as a lamb, but
sly as a fox when it suited him.”

McFate cleared his throat; Dam-
roth prevailed, however, by saying,
“Exactly how did a discussion of

. insurance make you doubt that
your husband was a dying man?”

“It ‘was so out of character,” re-
plied Mrs. Ketch. “Or so'in char-
acter. His ethical self, as he called
it. Making me the sole beneficiary
of his policy and cutting his dar-
ling daughter out.”

“And he actually did thatP”
Even the old man’s life-riven face
betrayed another wrinkle: sur-
prise. '

“Yes, he did,™ said Mrs. Ketch a

.. bit defiantly. “And why shouldn’t

he? After all, his daughter has a
husband now, another poor book-
worm like Harlan, But what do I
have?” CoT

“Do you recall the face amount
of the policy?” asked Damroth.



. “Twenty—ﬁve thousand.”

“Then that’s what you have,
Mrs. Kctch "

Her face softened with satisfac-

tion. “Why, that’s right, So I do.”

McFate interposed.  “Maybe
more, with a double indemnity
clause.”

“No, he didn’t have that in his
policy and they wouldn’t let him
add it. But.they put.it in mine

" because I was so- much- younger.”.

She was proud of this.
~“In yours?” Damroth -took over

again. “Then you now have an in--

surance policy, Mrs. Ketch?”
“Why, sure. For the same

amount but with® that indemnity

thing. That was the deal. That’s

- what made me susp1c1ous when he

first brought it up.”

“And who, may I ask, is the

.~ beneficiary of your policy?”

“Who but his precious daughter?
But I can always change that now.
And don’t bet T won't” |

Damroth smiled oddly. “I see.
You agreed to take out a policy on
yourself, naming Harlan’s. daugh-
ter sole beneficiary, providing he

. made_you. sole beneficiary. of -his

existing policy. Is that right?”
“Yes, but I'm no dummy. .That
ethics stuff he liked to spout—act-
ing for the greatest good—1 didn’t
swallow that one little bit. Before
I signed on the dotted line, T’ made
him take me to his doctér. He had

cancer all right, no doubt of it.”
- Damroth remained thoughtfully

_sdent, but McFate didn’t. “It was-

n’t cancer that killed him,” he said,
“No? Then what did?”

. “Arifle bullet.”
“You mean he was shot?” '
“Yeah, that’s it,”
“Who by?” Mrs. Ketch was ob-

viously intrigued.

. “We don’t know yet. Any
ideas?”- :
“Who, me? No. But.what a

funny ‘coincidence! Just last night
he—Spooky, very spooky.” Her
frown. was more perplexed than
fearful.

Damroth  interposed quietly, .
“What is the comc1dencc, my dear

lady?”

“Well,.he gave me this envelope -
that was written on the front of it

. not to be. opened until after his.

death. Sealed with wax and all.
And inside was this key and a
note saying—" She stopped, lips
pursed. '

“May we see the - note?” asked
Damroth. N

“Of course not,” snapped Mrs,
Ketch. “Things like that are prl-—;‘
vate between.a man and his wife.”

“Indeed, yes,” the old man said,
agam with that odd smile.

Back in the cruiser five minutes

later, McFate said to Damroth,

“This is the first time ethics ever

" came into a. case with me. Could
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you educate me as we drive
along?”

The old man chuckled. “On that
subject, I'm not too well educated
‘myself, but perhaps I can com-
" municate the gist of Ketch’s the-

ory. He was a mathematician, not -

a ph1losopher But since. mathe-
matics is a logical science, the pure

© practitioner invariably begins to.

think that equations .can be de-
vised for the chief aspects of phi-
losophy which are said to be logic,
aesthetics and ethics. Descartes
~once wrote, Omnia apud me
" mathematica fiunt—with me every-
thing turns into mathematics. It
was the same  with Harlan Ketch.”
" McFate said, “I hear you but
that’s all.” '

“You were probably exposed to

, algebra once. You remember the
simple equation. a - & = ab. Well,
Ketch used equations like that,
though much more complex, to
determine a course of action wheén

he was faced by a problem. In the

simple algebraic example, 2 might
represent two apples and & might

represent three apples. Thus, when -

you saw the symbol ab you knew
it meant five apples. If squared, it
became twenty-five .apples. Now
in Ketch’s immediate history, he

may have used ¢, let’s say, for can-

cer and perhaps 4 for death, ¢ for
the time remaining, m for money,
h for his daughter’s welfare—"

“Mr. Damroth, I'm lost. Why 4
for his daughter’s wclfare instead
of dor w?”

“Well, not 4 because we assigned
that to death, Possibly » though.
I pxckcd h since her name is Ho-
nora.”

. “She’s mamcd X

“Yes, to a grammar. school
teacher named Speares whom I've
met possibly twice. Amiable lad.
They’re both quite young.”

‘“And not much liked by the
widow.”

“Evidently. In fact, I believe it
was this antagonism, especially be-
tween the—ah—widow and Ho-
nora that - precipitated the wed-
ding. The.young people planned
to wait until Bill—that’s Speares’
first name—took his master’s de-
gree.. But the situation in the

-

- Ketch household grew intolerable.

Finally, but reluctantly, Harlan
gave his consent. His only child,

- you Know; and she wasn’t more

than eighteen at the timé. Still, un-

like so many young-love matches,

this one has turned out well. I
gather that Harlan helped them
out with a little money from time

to time. Very little, however, for

Mrs. Ketch apparentdy was vora-
cious.” The old man produced an-
other cigarillo. “Enough ‘of 'this
gossip, McFate. Let’s return to -
your education.” ' '

“Not now, sir, thank you.” The



cruiser was pulling to the curb in

the city’s financial district.- “I’ve
y ]

got to learn something here first.”
“Where in the world are we?”
“At the headquarters of an in-
: surance.coinp,any..Want to come
np” . .
“I must 1f my own education is
.to be complete.”
After passing through a recep-
" tionist and several whitecollar per-
sonnel of progressively higher
rank, Damroth and 'McFate finally

gained access ‘to a glass enclosure -

occupied by an assistant vice-presi-
dent named Melrose. After listen-
ing to the police request, he spoke
on an intercom. A few minutes
later a pretty girl placed two per-

forated cards on his desk and,”

" with a pohte smile, withdrew.
Melrose exchanged the glasses he
was wearing ‘for a pair’ from his

pocket and exammed each card .

quickly:

- “Ketch, Mrs. Harlan B. paren-
theses Melanie,” he -said, “is in-
sured for twenty-ﬁve thousand
dollars. A clause doubles this. sum
in case of accidental death, except

~when such-death occurs-in-a*non-- --
scheduled aircraft flight. ‘The pre--
mium was paid in advance two

weeks ago for a-full year.
“Ketch, - Mr. -Harlan B, for
Broadbent; was insured by us in
the same amount, but without the
-so-called double indemnity clause,

-

‘proached a

until. four days ago. At that time,

.he terminated the policy and was -

paid its accumulated cash value of
seven thousand three hundred and
forty dollars and. twenty-six. cents.
By check. The check was honored
the next day by the Pioneer, Bank
and Trust.” Melrose .dropped the
cards. and removed  his glasses.
“Does that answer your questxons,
gentlemen?”-

“All but” two,” said McFate.
“Who is the beneficiary on st
Ketch’s policy?” -

Melrose plcked up a card, res
placing glasses. ¢ ‘Speares, Mrs. Wil-
liam S. parentheses Honora.”

" “And on the other policy?”

“Speares, Mrs. — No, that" had
been changed. At .the time of
termination, the sole beneficiary -

‘was' Ketch, Mrs. Harlan B.”

Again -outside the building,
Damroth said, “McFate, I begin to’
discern’ the shadow on an equa-
tion mvolvmg logic and ethics.”

“Then stick close.”

“l also believe I know wherc ]
we'll go next. The Pioneer Bank
and Trust.”

“T'll--say one thmg, -sir. -I8- 1
learned algébra as fast as you pick

. up police procedUre, I'd be a dep—
-uty commissioner tomorrow.”

They “arrived at the bank a few
minutes before_ten o'clock and ap-
starchy- blue-haired
lady sitting nearest the "door be-



hind a mahogany . railing. ‘The
nameplate on the desk identified
her as second assistant treasurer.
After a' keen glance at Damroth’s
cigarillo and McFate’s badge, she
murmured something about a Mr.
Kessler and left to go to another
- desk, a larger desk three rows
back. When shé returned, she

- pointed to it, saying Mr. Kessler

would see them. This gentleman,
brisk and prematurely bald, to
judge from his youngish unlined
face, proved to be the assistant
" treasurer, and he got down to the
business at hand immediately.

“Dr. 4Harlan'v Ketch - cashed -a
check here in the amount men-
tioned just four days ago,” said
Kessler,
and several files that seemed to be
miraculously at his fingertips. “He
did not deposit any of the cash. In
fact, he closed out his savings ac-
. count of two hundred and -three
* dollars and eighty-three cents.”

" “And walked out with all that -

cash?” asked McFate.

“Not all of it: Five thousand he
took in twenty-dollar bills. We pro-
vided the heavy manila envelope.
- The approximate remainder was
converted into a treasurer’s check
in the amount of twenty-five hun-
dred dollars. T handled the trans-
action pcrsohally, and I particular-
ly remember it because of his in-
sistence on the date.”

~
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- rillo,
- presume that means the. date of the

consulting memoranda

-

“Who was named on the check P
asked McFate. . ,

“George Tinker. It seems Dr.
Ketch hoped to consummate a
business deal with Mr. Tinker and
wanted the check to bind it.”

Damroth spoke around the ciga-
“You referred to the date. 1

check.” :

“Oh, yes.” Kessler consultcd an-
other document. “He was quite in-
sistent that the check be dated
ahead to—yes—it did not -become
negotiable until today.”

“I wonder,” said Damroth, that
odd smile on his old face, “if that

“check has already been cashed this
morning, Mr. Kessler.”

“The banks have only been open
an hour, sir. But—well, let me see.
With a treasurer’s ticket for that.
sum  we usually get prompt re-
ports.” He lifted a phone, spoke,
waited, spoke again with a frown
of faint surprise, and hung "up.
“Dr. Ketch and Mr. Tinker are
early birds, gentlemen. Mr. Tinker
cashed ‘the check at nine-ffteen
with the Merchant Savings. We
must assume the business deal was
favorably concluded.” He smiled
with commercial pleasure.

. “Irrevocably concluded at least,”
said Damroth, smiling oddly.”

An hour later Captain Thomas
McFate’s cramped office was the
scene of a report, a coffee break

11



and an. analytical conversation.
The report came from the youth-
ful lieutepant named Bergeron on
the resultsof a preliminary inivesti-
gation he had conducted in the
hotel across the street from the
Knights of Pythias bench. Room
727 had been rented the previous
afterncon to.one W, Collins who
- had checked out -this morring
shortly after daybreak.

-Nobody could recall what W.

Collins looked like because he
checked in at the latter part of the
afternoon when, as-usual, a lot of
people were checking in. And he
checked out during. the “last few
minutes of the night clerk’s shift
when the night clerk was half
. asleep and trying to keep his eyes
open just long enough to finish
the essential closeout paperwork

“Mr. Collins is a pro,” said Mec-
Fate after, Bergeron left,

“Mr. Collins is also Mr kaer, .

said Damroth.

“And a couple of other guys
too.”

A sergeant brought in two con-
tainers of..coffee and four sugared

crullers. The*practical man- and~-

the academic man, looking out the
grimy window. at the leaden day,

sipped and chewed for a few min-

utes in silence. Then the practical
man said, “How: would a gent like

Dr. Ketch ever find a way to meet

a hood like this Tinker?”

- The academic man said, “That
thought has occurred to me too. A
year ago Harlan’s interest in the
inevitable logic of numbers as they
appear in games of chance turned
him toward the gambling tables.

Purely experimental, I assure you.
The sums wagered were small and
the profits small too. But he .defi-

-nitely had worked out some sort

of .system, and for a few months
used the gambling dives as a labo-

ratory. The system. was not per-
fected, however, as I recall He

told me once that the house limit
in most places prevented numbers
from progrcssing to a real con-"
clusion.” .
“This Ketch was quite a thmk

”

er. -

- “The treasurer’s check was typi-
cal,” said” Damroth.

“Tell me about it,” said McFate

“As it appears to me, the key to
the transaction between Ketch and
Tinker was the payrncnt. Each had
to be sure that the other didn’t de- -
fault on his part of the deal. Ob-.
viously, nobody. could pay Tinker
for assassinating. Ketch at his own

request, except Ketch himself- And - -

since this type of agreement isn’t
exactly adjudicable, Ketch could
not afford to pay in-advance. Men
like kaer, I imagine, might not

_honor the contract Hence, Ketch

devised a’ way to: ‘pay Tinker only
after the service was satisfactorily
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rendered. That accounts for the
time—before the banks opened to-
‘day. And the predated treasurers
check.” -

“If Ketch was still alive when
the banks opened, he would have
stopped payment on the check.
That it?”

“Correct. In the business world
this is called incentive. Ketch gave

Tinker a strong incentive to kill -

him this morning before the banks

" opened.”

McFate™ swallowed more coﬁec
and then suddenly sat ‘erect. “In-
centive, that’s the word. He also
must have given this Tinker a

strong incentive to kil Mrs.
" Ketch.”

-~ “Correct again.” “The old man
wiped crumbs from his chin.

“You're getting a knack for these
cthical equations, McFate.”
“A good gamble. Seventy-five

hundred bucks against fifty thou-
' " ing to know him better today—he

sand.”

“With his daughterTas sole heir.
A nice equation. A slightly pre-
dated check, a slightly predated
death plus an ethical assassination
equals an estate for the deserving

daughter minus any possible litiga-

tion from the undeserving wife.”

“All right, sir,” said McFate im-
patiently. “But now that the sitting
duck is dead, how can he pay off
Tinker for killing Mrs. Ketch?”

“Tinker will collect from Mrs,.

Ketch “herself,” Damroth replied.
. “Five thousand bucks in a ma-
nila envelope. She doesn’t look the
type. He'd have to kill her for it.”

“And he. will. That’s. his busi-
ness, isn’t it?” : .

.McFate was now -on his feet.
“I 'm beginning to get it, yeah. The
key he gave her last night. And
that note.”

“In an envelope not to be opened
until after his death. He judged .
her well, didn’t he? Timed it well
too. When she broke the wax seal
last night and read the note, it was
probably too late to use the key.
But she would have used it this
morning whether Ketch was dead
or not. Greed -and curiosity. She’s

.probably using it at this very min-

ute.”
“You think it’s a kcy to a safety

deposit box?”

“Definitely not. If 1 know my
Dr. Harlan Ketch—and I'm grow-

placed that manila envelope in a

-baggage locker at some out-of-the-

way depot or bus station, a place
that would be fairly deserted- after
the morning commuters . left. A
place, in short, where Mr. Tinker -
could work unmolested.” '

McFate reached for the phone
and issued a command to the
switchboard. To' Damiroth he said,
“Maybe I can get her at home be-
fore she leaves,”



Damroth smiled: “I'd wagér 1t’s
too late.”

It was. Nobody.answered.

Therefore, McFate took the next

practical police step. With a coded
municipal map. spread out on his
desk and the phone still in hand,
he began assigning men to every
location within the city limits that
had pubhc baggage lockers, “add-

ing a personal description of Mrs

Ketch. :

* “She’s one of these orange—halred
dames about thirty-five,” hé was
saying for the sixth time when he
stopped abruptly to listen, his face

cold and -expressionless. Then he -
hung up and swiveled his chair -

around to face Damroth. “He got
-her. With a knife. They just found
the body of an orange-haired
dame in an alley near Brixon bus
terminal. That's the end of the
line.” / :

ment. Taking ~ another -
from his case, he placed it thought-

fully between his yellowed teeth. -

“Well, sir,” he finally said, “the

~ethical question that now comes to
my mind:is thisi*does crime some-

14 ° -

Damroth said nothing for a mo- -
cigarillo

times pay? Or shouldn’t I ask?”
- “Sometimes,” answered McFate.
“Why?” -_ .

“I'm trying to put myself in
Ketch’s frame of mind when he
was working. out his equation. He

‘must have considered the fact that

the insurance company -would -try
to invalidate the policy on the
basis of collusion.” _
“That’s automatic, uhder these -
circumstances,” said McFate. “But,

__of course, they’ve got to prove it.”

“It takes at least two to collude,
doesn’t it?”

“That’s what the lawyers say.”

“Then all that has to be donc is .
find Mr. Tinker.” .

“That’s all.” R

“To humor an old man, would
you tell me candldly what your -

chances are?” -

“Off the record, yeah. About one
in a hundred. Hell, one-in a thou-
sand.” ‘

Damroth nodded as if this con-
firmed a tentatively held~opinion.

"Then, lighting the cigarillo, he.

said, “You know, McFate, I'm just
learning to appreciate that mathe-

" _matics is a térrifying science.”
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Hziiting the big‘time for a “fast buck boy” may‘seem worth any (F

price . . .

. deadend for others.

+ Wuere are professions that allow
no margin for error: One mistake

and a man is finished—kaput—

dead. Barr Collard’s profession was
like that. He had seen pals fin-
ished, or had helped to knock

them off for making that one fatal ;

slip.
Barr Collard should have known
better, for at fifty-three he had been

a long time in the game, he knew

the rules, but still, sometimes even
the most cautious man will make
- a blunder.

even murder, to speed the process. However, success.
tainted by unsavory deeds is often shortlived for some, and a

e

His had happened ten months

"before, during -the Security Loan

holdup, when things had been go-
ing smoothly until a guard had
jumped him. Barr Collard had .
shot the guard dead, but that had-’
n’t been the mistake. The mistake
had been that a letter with his
name on it had been dropped in
the struggle.

Carrying personal identification
on a job was an error, but to leave
it behind—beside a body—was

much worse.




Connie Spellano was furious.

. about the mistake. Being the leader
of the gang, it was his job, to see

that Barr Collard made rio more

mistakes, Barr was hot,.too hot to
be allowed to run around loose, so
Spellano had given orders to have

- Barr Collard eliminated. For ten
had .

months  Spellano’s men
searched for Barr Collard.
The California_desert is a lonely
_place, where few people visit, and
it had made a good hideout spot
for Barr. He had landed a job at
Bert’s Roadside Diner. He lived in
a cabin behind the place and so far
no one had connected the rather

surly counterman, known as Doc.

Srmth, with
Barr Collard.
+ Not ‘even the Highway Patrol
~who stopped by each night  had
given him a tumble.
As usual, Doc Smlth_came‘out
" of his caBin at five minutes before
six in the evening. He crossed the
sandy stretch -to the back door of
the diner. He went through the
tiny kitchen, and the first thing he
did after entering the lunchroom
“was to feach under the  counter
and take out a gun. It was a P-38,

the much wanted

a-German handgun of WW 1I vin-

tage, and it looked almost small in
Doc’s hand. With a deft métion he
extracted the clip.-

“You ﬁgurmg on’ shooting yout-
self, or going rabbit hunting?”

"“He'll outgrow that.

Bert Benson rose. from where he

had been inspecting the plumbing

under the sink.
Doc snapped - the chp back, re-

-placed the gun and took a folded
apron -from the same shelf. “It
.might, come in handy,” he said. -

“I don’t know what for. The
thmgs been kicking around here
for ten years, ever since a guy left
it for a meal and’ nobody’s ever
fired it yet” Bert screwed up his
wrinkled face as he looked at Doc.
“Nobody even bothered to oil it
until you came along.”

“A gun should be cared for.”
Doc tied the apron around his flat
belly. His body showed no signs of
dissipation. His eyes showed noth-.
ing at all as he gazed out of the -
front window. His face was grey,
a dead and unemotional face. -

Bert followed his gaze to where
a slender young man stood beside
the gas pumps' in front of the
building. “How. are you and Spar-
ky hitting it off?” he asked.

“He’s a kid.”

“You can't” hold that against
him,” Bert said in a peppery voice. -
Sparky’s " a
fair ‘worker for a boy, and he’s not

(undependable like old Frank.”

Doc had opened the top ‘of the
cash register. He -checked the
amount and wrote it down. “I sup-
pose you ‘could call getting killed
in town undependable,” he’ said.
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~ “Old Frank was-drunk, the coro-
ner said so. They didn’t even look
for the car that ran over him. I
“was lucky that Sparky happened’
along,” otherwise I'd have been
~ hard put ta find someone to run
the pumps.”

"~ Doc looked at the boy agam “He
came to work early.”

“Said he had the chance for a
ride out, so he took.it.” Bert rubbed _
the stubble of his beard. “Maybe I
ought to fix up a place for him out
here, so he wouldn’t have to make
that trip back and forth every day.”

“I wouldn’t bother. I don’t figure
he’ll be here long.-The kid’s got
ants in his pants.”

“Well 1 hope he stays. awhile,”
Bert growled. “Help’s hard to get
_in a place like this.” He gave Doc
a hard, appraising look. “You have
to take what you can>get ‘and be
thankful.” He stomped across the

lunchroom. “And put up with a

lot to run-a place out here,” he
added.as "he went through the
screen door. ‘

“Doc watched his boss climb into
his dusty old car and swing out on
the. highway.

" -It was half an hour later and the

~ lunchroom was -empty when the
wall telephone rang. Doc answered
_it, then stood unblinking as the
voice at the other end spoke.

It was .Spellano’s voice.” “Hello,
Barr,” it said pleasantly “enough,

“long time no see.” There was a
pause before Spellano spoke again.
“You're hot, boy. The cops want
you bad.”
“Nobody’s spotted me out here.”
“We did, sweetheart, and if we .
could, so can the law. I guess vou

‘know what that means—” When
-Doc didn't speak, Spellano contin-

ued, “I just wanted you to know
that there ain’t anything personal
in what we got to do.” There was a
dead silence, a click then a hum-
ming sound.

Doc tdok the gun into the kitch-
en. He slipped it into his trouser
pocket - and- dropped the apron—
but as small as the gun had ap-
peared in his hand, it made a
bulge under the cloth. Doc pulled
aside the curtain that covered the
door to-the lunchroom, peered out,
then left by the back door.

Within three minutes Doc was
back, and again he peered through
the curtains before he entered the
lunchroom and put the gun back
on the shelf.

Sparky came in half an hour la-
ter, - his low-slung, hip-hugging .
jeans making every stép a swagger.
He greeted Doc, went behind the

-counter "and poured himself a' cup.

of coffee, then came out to the juke
box. “Corn,” he said as he exam-
ined the titles, “strictly corn.””
‘Doc sat on the end stoool. “Kid,”
he said in a voice that made



Spa/rky turn, “take off. Get out of
here tonight.” : .

Sparky’s face was too smooth
and youthful to show much expres-
sion of any kind. “What are you
talking about?” he said.

“Grab a ride into town—take in
a “dance.”

. The boy stared. “A dance? are
you kidding? There’s nothing like
that in this burg, it’s strictly Dulls-
ville, USA.”

“Go to a movie then,” Doc said,
his voice rising. “What’s the mat-
ter, can’t you get yourself a girl?”

Red flushed over Sparky’s al-
ready pink face. “Don’t you worry
about that,” he said hotly.-“I don’t
happen to go for these desert
chicks. They’re not my type.”

“Pretty choosy for a grease mon-
key, ain’t you?” -

The red deepened and Sparky
stood. for a moment, tense. “This is
temporary. I'm not going to make
a life career out of it.”:He walked
over-and put his cup on the coun-
‘ter, then made a ritual out of light- -
ing a cigarette. “T don’t get it.” He
finally said, “You trymg to get me
fired?”" ,

“I'm trying to give you a brcak
You just dont have the brains to
realize it.”

Sparky ran hls ﬁngers through -
his crew cut and ‘shook -his head. -
“I'm. going to stick around and go
in on that bus tonight,”

1R

“he said’
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stubbornly\ “I'm not going to take
off unless Bert tells me to, person-
ally.”

Doc closed his eyes, his face im-
moblle, then he opened his eyes
again and got to his feet. “You're a
smart punk,” he said flatly. “But a
punk can be too smart for his own
good sometimes.”

- Sparky started for the door. “I
don’t need your advice,” he said. “I
can take care of myself.”

Doc leaned against the counter

~until the screen door slammed. “I
- hope so, kid,” he said. “For your
sake, I hope so.”

Sparky stayed outside for the rest

-~of the evening. There was little
business, and the clock that Doc
looked at frequiently, moved slow-
ly. Doc left the spot where the gun.
lay only when he was forced to,
and when a car would come in on
the gravel he would freeze in a

* hovering position at the spot.

There were no more telephone
calls. _

The clock on the wall stood at
ten-ﬁfteen when the low black- for-
eign car glided to a stop, with the’
-rear half still in the-darkness ‘be-~
yond the reach of the floodlights.
Crouched over' the gun, Doc
watched as two men got out and °
talked to Sparky. Then they came
.toward the door as Sparky pulled

the car up beside the buxldmg to

the grease rack.



Thq men looked neither young

nor old. They wore Ivy League

suits as unwrinkled as their faces,
and they stopped in the center of
the room without speaking. One of
them stepped to the juke box and
" dropped a coin in the quarter slot.
He  pushed a button at random,
and when the machine began to

play a soft, dreamy waltz, he

jabbed another button, his eyes still
on Doc. The blare of Dixieland
music filled the room.

. Doc was crouched, his left hand
* grippihg the counter edge, his
_ right low. Not a muscle twitched,
" but his eyes shifted to settle on the

front door. )

Cautiously one man turned, then
_nudged his companion.
. A stocky, grey-haired man stood
just inside the screen door. He was
dressed in khaki shirt and pants
and he frowned as he looked at

the scene before him, then he made’

a move as though to turn back. -
Doc stood up quickly. “Could I
help you, sir?” '
The man hesitated, then came

forward to the counter. The two -

men. walked over a few stools away

and sat down. “I left my rig out

on the highway,” the stocky man

. said apologetically. “I walked in—
I didn’t want to block -your dr1ve '

with my big truck.”
“One coffee, Mac,” one of the
men down the counter said.

“The same,” said the second man.

Doc served the coffee, then put a -
glass of water in front of the grey-
haired man. “You ‘got anything
except sandwiches?” —the man -
asked.

“Ham and eggs——fresh eggs,”
Doc _said.

The trucker -nodded. “That’s
more like it. I've been tooling that
truck for eight hours straight—I'm
hungry.”

“It’ll take a httle time.”

“I'm in no big hurry, as long as
the meal’s worth the wait.”

In the ‘kitchen Doc went about
his task with slow, methodical

© movements-—every motion was de-

liberate. With the ham finally on
the griddle, he came out and put
a cup of coffee on the counter.

“You stay open all night?” the
trucker asked.

“No,” Doc said, “the’transconti-
nental bus makes a comfort stop
here at eleven.” He had spoken in
a voice that could be heard clearly.
Now he locked up at the clock.
“In about half an hour. We close
down the front because the kid -
goes on into town on the bus, but
I stay open for the Highway Patrol
boys.” ' ‘

“I get it,” the trucker said, grin-
ning. “Stay on the right side of the

law.” He wrinkled his nose at the ~

serving window. “Smells good,”
he said. "

o



thn Doc came back from turp-
ing the ham slice the two men
‘were walking out of the front
door. He rang up the coins left on
the counter and carried the cups
‘back to the kitchen. -
- “Unsociable cusses,” the trucker
said through ‘the serving window,
. “Were ‘they about to start some-
thing—I mean, any trouble?”

-“No trouble.”

“I just wondered—when I came
in—say, how’s that ham and eggs
coming?” He turned as a shower
of gravel hit the front of the build-
ing, followed by the protesting
scream of tortured rubber against
concrete as the black car turned
back down the highway.

As Doc brought the plate of food
in Sparky came through the front
door, his face filled with rapture.
“Man,” he said to no one, “what

a crate. A guy would be willing. to -
said to the trucker.

give his right arm for a job like
that and never miss it.”
The trucker grinned at him. “A
nice car.all right” he said, “but
- they cost a pile of cash. It’s a lot of
money  to spcnd for transporta-
“tion”

- “Who's thinking about transpor-
tation?” ~Sparky said, sitting at a
stool. “Look at the kicks dnvmg
lt "
 “I suppose so,” the trucker sa1d,

. reaching for the salt, “but I'll have
to-get my kicks some other way. I

‘face.

can’t afford one of those babies.”
Sparky jammed his chin into, his
hands. “That’s the point, If every-
bedy could afford one, what would .
be the percentage in owning one?”
“How’s that?” = .
Sparky didn't seem to have
heard the man. “T'll bet that heap
could climb up over a hundred
without a sweat,” he said. '
“Sure, and I've séen some of °
them that did it. I've seen the re-
mains along the highway.”
poked a solemn fork at Sparky.
“The guys that try to drive a hun-

"dred usually end up dead, son.”

“You can get just as dead from
pneumonia.” Sparky got up impa-
tiently, walked over and kicked
the juke box. “If-a guy’s worried
about dying, he might as well quit.
Live it up, man, that’s the only
way.”

“Sparkys a fast buck boy,” Doc

“There’s other things in life be-
sides money, son,” the trucker said
earnestly.

“Such as what?” Sparky de-
manded fiercely. His young face
was set in hard lines as he faced
them, his feet apart and his fists

‘jammed against his narrow hips. -

“And don’t hand me that peace of
mind routine, I'm sick of it. What
I want is action.” He looked ‘at the
other two with contempt on his
“You guys play it safe, but’

20 . ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

He



‘Sparky ain’t going to end up tool-
ing a truck or playing nursemaid
to a stack of hotcakes, you- can bet
on that”

The trucker looked distressed.

“Get- on outside, kid,” Doc said
‘in a hard woice. “Lock up those
pumps, so you can give me a hand
when the bus gets here.”

Sparky held his ground for~a
moment, his face” defiant, before -
he snorted and swaggered out
through the front door.

The trucker sighed and shook -
his head. “I don’t know,” he said,
“sometimes these kids scare me.”

“How about some more coffee?”

The bus arrived soon after the
trucker had left. It stopped with a
whoosh of air brakes and the pas-
sengers piled out, to stumble to-
. ward the rest rooms, or to stagger
into the diner. Sparky sulked and

refused to speak to Doc as he-

worked. Then when the passen-

gers left to board the bus again,
Sparky followed them out of the

~ door without saying good night.
Doc waited until the big vehicle

9

7

and went back to the cash register.”
Before he could.pick up the bills,

there was a scraping noise at the
back door. With one long, ghdmg
motion he slid down the counter
and grabbed the gun. Before he
could turn, the curtains parted and -

Sparky stood in the opening, an
automatic in his hand. The boy’s
~ face was no longer young and
fresh; it had been_transformed into
a harsh mask of squinted eyes and
lips drawn back to expose the teeth.

“This is it, dad,” Sparky said in
-ajerky voice.

Doc turned slowly and half
straightened, the gun still held in
his hand.

Sparky jabbed the automatic at

~him. “That gun you got won’t do

you any good,” Sparky 'said. “It’s
empty. I unloaded it myself. That .
was part of my job.”

“Your job?” '

The automatic looked too big
for Sparky. It appeared so heavy it
seemed that the sheer weight of it
was making’ the boy’s slender hand
“tremble. “Sure, I ain’t no grease

had pulled out and disappeared monkey. I'm one of Spéllano’s
down the highway before he boys. They got me this job by
. stepped out of the front door. The getting the old guy who-worked
" highway was deserted in both di- here drunk, -then running over
rections. There was not even an him. I was supposcd to set you up
insect chirp, and the star splashed for the killing.”
- sky was a dark dome over the sic  “You're talkmg too much, kid, |
lent desert. You're nervous.”

Doc turned out . the front lights  “I'm big time now—l"m with

e Pt Tre wTr A FTOM A T T - 1



the real pros—Connie Spellano.”

“You're - nervous because you
don’t know how to kill yet. The
first killing is the tough one. After
. that it comes easy, too easy—don’t
do the first one, kid.”

“Go on, beg—I want to see a bxg
shot beg me.’

Doc’s face was grey-white. “You're

about to make a mxstake—a big

m1stake, kid.” -

A high pitched giggle escaped'

Sparkys lips. “I don’t ‘make mis-
takes. You do. That's why you’re
on the spot.” =

“Spellano wouldn’t send you to
kill me. You're gothing but a
Alunky, an errand boy. Those two
hoods came to do the job, but the
trucker - queercd the deal. They'll
be back after the nghW'ly/Patrol
leaves. But you decided to move in
first, try to grab the glory for your-
self—

“You're so right, dad. I'm going"

to be somebody.”

“—all you can see is to get there
fast.”

Sparky ‘had worked hlmsclf up

o bow! string tautness. “I'm going.

4

places,” he screamed. “I'm going to

~.blast you!” The boy braced him- .

self. The cords on the back of his.
hand ‘'stood . out as he. squeezcd
down on the automatic.

. The P-38 in Doc’s hand swept
up and exploded in the same mo-

. tion. Sparky’s body-jerked, reared,
Under the unshaded .light bulb -

then started its slow slump down-
ward. The unfired automatic clat-

tered to the floor and sluddcd on
-the linoleum.

Doc looked down, hxs f'lce emo-
tionless. “I tried to warn. you not
to make the mistake, kid, but you:
were too .smart to listen. You
should have figured that I would
have another clip for this gun in.
my cabin.”

When ‘the black and whltc car
stopped before the diner, Doc was
still slumped on the stool. He
raised his head, and the flesh of
his face had sagged into an expres-
sion of infinite tiredness. “I actu-

ally did you a favor, kid,” he said .

“to the body with its frozen look of

startled disbelief. Then Doc looked

away. “Maybe the first kllhng isn’t

the tough one after all,” he .said

wearily. “Maybe it's the last one”
N v
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Rt HabN'T been by accident that
Mrs. Jane Crowley was driving on
that lonely road. The day had be¢n

an exceedingly trying one. The : -
temperatures had soared to the J; ., "’W/‘
mid-nineties, the humidity had ' SEMJQI% 4 .
been high, and the combination of . L :

THE' 1ONC WAY AROUND . ' . « 7

The longest way home can sometimes be the shortest route to
terror and near-tragedy.



these two weather phenomiena, rare’

for New England; always gave her
fierce headaches. Her two - girls,
Betsy five and Sarah two, had
 played long and hard in the stifling

heat of that morning. Jane hadn’t

the heart, nor indeed the ‘energy,
to rouse them from their extra-

long naps that ‘afternoon so she

could do her weekly grocery shop-
ping. Luckily, she thought, the
_stores were open until 9 that night;
- she'd shop then, in the relative
coolness of evening; and take the
‘girls with her. She reasoned that
it would be nice for Fred to have
the house to himself- for a few
hours anyway, and that the girls
would sleep better if the upstairs

were given a chance to cool off.
Fred had waved them off, stand-

ing knee deep among ‘his prize

tomato plants. ‘

- “Why: don’t you take the long
way around. The highways will
be jammed tonight with people
leaving the city for the weekend.
The country road will be less hec-
tic, cooler, and should make a pret-
ty nice drive.”

“Il take it -on the -way back T

want to get this shopping business
finished. 'Bye, honey.” The girls

had waved happily out the car.

window, echomg her goodbyes

to their father. Tt was such a treat -

for them to be allowed to “stay up”
and share the sunless, but. some-

‘behind her .older sister,

2

how bright hours. of “grown-ip
time, | ' '
Driving back through the cool
darkness with the front windows
open, she had a sense of well-being.
The weekly food” procurcmchts
were bagged and propped in the
trunk. Fred would be waiting to
greet them and he'd help her un-
load, one of the few truly distaste-
ful little tasks of her household
musts.
. Betsy was trying to téach Sarah
the words to “Pop Goes The Wea-

sel”. Their voices piped on, off key,

but they felt the beat.

“The monkey thot twas a .. . a
conallo o in fun)” a pause,
“POP goes the weasel” Betsy
clapped her hands smartly on
“Pop”. Sarah, always a few bars
echoed

“Pop” (clap) -“ohs da whee . ..

Zzul” Laughing delightedly, they'd

begin all over agaip, and Jane
joined in with them, “all around
the «co...ob...bler’s bench
. The steering wheel suddenly
jerked to the right and then began-

-quivering and-vibrating under her"

hands. The car was bouncing.
“Oh darn—a flat!”
Betsy’s voice sounded alarmed, -

“What's the matter;, Mommy?”

“Whassa mattah?” echoed Sarah.
“It’s just a flat tire.” She forced
_ her voice to sound cheerful, with-
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out a trace of the irritation she felt.
“Now you two stay in the back
seat; Mommy -knows how to fix it.”

She had changed two tires in her
lifetime and felt -adequate enough
for the task, “But such a nuisance!”
‘She pulled over to. the side of the

road, tugged on the emergency

brake and adjusted the knob to the
parking light position.

- The lid to the trunk was up, the
- last bolt had been placed into the
hub cap and she had just begun
. to wrestle with the tire. She was
awaré of feeling some apprehen-
sion when she saw headlights com-
ing toward.them. A new station
_“wagon drove slowly past. It pulled

well off to the side of the road and

stopped. Its lights went off. A shert,

yoUngish—looking man, judging by

his carriage and build, was walk-
ing towards her. :
“Having trouble?”

She straightened up, feeling

mildly relieved; the tire had been
heavy. “Not really. Just a flat.”

“That’s no job for a little woman
like yourself.” He seemed harmless
and agreeable enough. As he bent
down to the tire his face was-il-
luminated by the parking light. .
“Why, he’s quite young,” she’d not-
iced, surprised. She’d never been
particularly perceptlve on first im-
pressions.

His hair was wavy and black

Full dark lashes capped high, deli-
_cate cheekbones. “Why, he’s quite

pretty.” She was intrigued, “He'd
have been a beautiful girl, too pret-
ty for a man.” These thoughts had
come quickly, objectively. -

“It’s. nice of you to help,” she’d
begun, trying to make conversa-
tion. “Betsy, don’t let Sarah lean so
far -out the window. I've changed
tires before and I could have done
it ... her voice fell off to his
silence. “But it’s ‘nice of you to .

Le Vg



help,” she repeated again, ending

weakly. She guessed he just wasn’t”

the talking type.

" He was a fast worker and wast-

cd no extra movements, Silently,

* skillfully, the tire was changed.-
When the trunk lid had beén

slammed shut on_the flat - she
thanked him for everything and
turned to walk to the front of her
car. Her mind had already turned
from the present and was sounding
out the future. “Won’t Fred be sur-
prised when he hears. : . *
“Your two girls?” She’d been
so preoccupied with her thoughts
that at first.she didn’t realize he
had spoken to her.
. She turned to look at him,
“What? . .. oh, yes.” An agree-
able but rather shy smile was
" working around his lips. Things
looked a bit clearer than they did
_ before. They were in moonlight.’
“They must be nice. What are
their names?” He spoke softly and
his hand remained where it was,
lying on -the tailfin.. There "was
nothing wrong with his. words or

actions, but suddenly every sense.

" perception in her ‘mind-and body
was -alerted, sending out their in-
visible feelers, straining towards
him, scanning him.

“Sara and. Betsy, and they are

two tired little girls T'll tell YOU,
and in just a couple of minutes
thcy’ll be where they’ belong

in BED!” Her voice had that ‘no
nonsense’ quality of a mother and
she was surprised at.its. strength.

She wanted to give the impression
she lived nearer than she did. She

‘turned to open the front door to

her car.

- “You don’t live near here. -1
know this road.” A soft laugh,
and suddenly her two arms were.
pinned to her sides. For a split-
second she thought  she’d faint,
The pain where his fingers
squeezed her arms sustained - her.
She was heaved carelessly “but
forcefully into the front seat and
he climbed in beside her. '

_“Come on now, the keys, the

_keys!” he snapped his fingers im-

patiently. Surprised to find the keys
stilt in her hand, she handed them
to him numbly.

“Mommy?” Betsy’s" voice was
strained, questioning?

“Hi!” chirped Sarah.

The children’s - voices -snapped
her mind back to the present, the
situation. Her head cleared.

“It’s all right, girls. I guess we’re

- going for a little ride.” She stated

it. matter-of-factly,” and dared to ™~

-look at his profile directly. Her

palms were wet and cold..

The car was rolling - smoothly
now and she was glad for his si-
lence. She could think. It was too
early-to tell exactly what his inten-
tions ‘were, but she knew ‘he'd -al-
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ready committed one criminal of-
fense, kidnapping, and no—. Two
offenses. Stealing—they were  in
her car. She turned to him. . . -
“That was a pretty nice car you
were driving. Aren’t you worried
- about leaving it back there?” She
was leading him, drawmg him out.
You've got to know your enemy,
. she thought, what you're fighting,
what you’re up against. You've got
to know. She was afraid to ask
him, point blank, what he wanted
~ of her. She refused to think he
meant any harm to the girls.

-“No, I'm not worried about it,
so why should -you be? Besides,
it wasn’t mine.” She felt he’d
turned to glance at her and im-
agined he was smiling in that shy
way.

“He’s mad,” she thought a little
hysterically. “Probably a psycho-
path.” But all psychopaths weren’t
necessarily criminal. She racked
her brain trying to think of a defi-
nition her psych professor had

- given her. If only she’d taken more
psychology. Psycopath: somebody
who doesnt “know right from
wrong? No sense “of morality—
usually has a rather high 1.Q. but
can’t accept responsibility. But he
WAS a criminal, wasnt he? The

_kidnapping, stolen cars? Her

- thoughts raced on.

“Mommy, can we have an ice
cream cone?” -Betsy, in her own

e

way, was sounding out the situa-
tion. “Ice keam, ice keam.” The
magic words had been enough to
start Sarah off with her shrill per-
sistent little voice. Happily, excit-
edly she kept it up. “Ice keam,

- Mommy. Ice keam!”

Jane, horrified, noticéed some-

thing glitter for a minute in his .

hand. Something had been extract-
ed from under his belt. An unmis-

takable click was heard and - she

saw a knife lying in his palm.
She’d never seen one like it before,

" except on television. ‘A shiv. He

tapped it lazily agamst the rim of
the: wheel.

“I don’t like children or thc;r
noises. Get her to keep quiet or I'll -
stick her—like a pig!” His voice
was sibilant, so soft she had to
strain to hear it, but when she did
she automatically wrenched her
body towards the back seat, -her
arms reaching out protectively to
the girls.

“Maybe a little later. Not now
though, a little later.” She strained
for a pleasant but firm tone in her
voice, “Please girls—" Don’t sound
desperate, calmly now. “Betsy, 1
want, you to lie down and go to
sleep.” Her eyes tried to probe into
the litle girls’. (Do-as I say .
PLEASE!) “Sarah, ybu lie down

100, see, just like Betsy.” Her knees

were drawn up onto the seat and
she was facing them. Extending

P



her arms, she ptodded, patted and
pushed their little bodies into some-
what less than the perfect reclining
‘position. “If you’re very good and
‘take a nice little rest we'll maybe
get a surprise later.”

“An ice cream?” quened Betsy

..“Yes, an ice cream.”

When she'd turned ‘around the
k_mfc was out of sight and both his
hands were on the wheel..

“You're a good mother," he said,

“and a smart one.

.She .couldn’t trust- her voice to
-answer just then, -

“You're pretty too.” She felt that

his throaty laugh indicated some.

‘strange pleasure he was . feehng
with himself.

There was more fear in her now .

than before, Threatening the chil-

dren with a knife! Some inner per-

ceptiveness forced her to realize
that he was not only capable of us-
ing it but that he probably would.

He couldn’t leave them alive o

describe him or to recognize him
at some later date. The fear welled
up -inside ‘and expanded to her
throat. She felt she would suffocate
with its
scream. I mustn’t faint, the chil-
dren... . .” Their survival was ir-
revocably hnkcd with hers. .
She had thought at first that,

with the children. lying down. in
back, their bodies relaxed,. if she:-
should wrench the wheel and send

28

- “Oh- God, don’t let -me-

them crashing into a tree or tele-
phone pole they wouldn’t be hurt.

But she, herself, was in the vul-
The wheel would
shield him, he'd come out of it,
furious with her. She mentally dis:’

nerable seat.-

carded that possibility quickly.

They were approaching a light- -

ed farmhouse. Alone, she would

have chanced flinging- herself from

"the car, even just screaming out
“the window. They had passed her
- usual turn-off a few moments ago

and this part of the road was un-

. familiar to her: ‘
He extracted an empty package -
of cigarettes from his shirt pocket .

With a 'slight gesture of irritation
he crumpled it into a tight little ball
and tossed it out the window. “Do
you have any cigarettes?”

Jane reached for her pocketbook,
fumbling. “T don’t think so but Tll

“check.” She knew there was a

whole carton in‘the trunk with her
groceries but she didn’t mention it.
“Pm sorry, but I'm out.tco.”

They drove in silence until he
spoke again.

© “Tll bet you went to college » It

was a ‘question rather than'a state-

- ment.

“Yes,” casually, “dld you?”
“I could have if I'd wanted to.”

‘She mentally made a note to her-

self, high 1.Q. Again casually,
‘What kind of work do you do?”

' “Handyman, sort of. I like gar-
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. dening best, you're nosey, aren’t
you?”

“Not particularly. But I'm here,
we're here, we might just as well
be civil. You know, make small
talk, I mean.

He turned on her, his voice vi-
cious, “You don’t” have to be so
snooty. I know what ‘civil’ means.
I sure do!” She crmgcd against the
door. His sudden verbal onslaught
had terrified her. “Watch it, Jane.
Watch what you say from now

" on—"

He smiled suddenly, shyly. ‘You
are very pretty.”

Her right arm had been restmg
on the door frame, the window
still being open. She dropped it
and let it hang next to the outside
of the car. (If I had. my lipstick I
could write' ‘help’ on the outside
of the door; printing upside down
is simple, big caps . . .) She traced
it, practicing, pretending she had
the lipstick, not moving the upper
part of her arm at all. She decided

she’d chance it, and brought her,

arm in and rested it on her lap.
(How to get the lipstick?)
“Ice  keam, Mommy,”
mumbled- sleepily, wistfully, from
the back. He turned his head; Jane
stiffened  involuntarily, watching
his hands, ready to spring if they
should drop to his belt '
“That kid’s® got a one track
mind.” His hand went to his shirt

Sarah

pocket. “You sure you don’t have
any cigarettes?”
. “I'm sorry, I don’t. T'd kind of -
like one myself.” Her throat was
dry. e .

“We'll get some. I know a place.”

Jane loosened slighty. Thank
God, people—that’s all she really
needed—a public place, lights—just
one other adult person, really
She’d: scream, kick, snatch the ig-
nition keys, simultaneously. turning
the ignition to “off” if it weren't
already in that position, and then
throw the keys out the window.
He couldn’t take the time to hunt
for them with her screaming and
people around—

“I know just the place, not much

‘business, if any!” He laughed soft-

ly and turned his head to look at
her. He must have imagined her
thoughts. His words made her de-
spair. But she’d go through with it
anyway. She dared not chance con-

" tinuing on into the unknown, even

just ome other adult person.

- She’d known her gas had been
low when she started out. Her
glance flicked to the gas gauge.
The needle was wavering on emp:-
ty. Inwardly she pleaded, “Please
hold. out until we get there—for
cigarettes—it must be a store, or a
gas station!” Shé had a sudden,
horrifying thought. Suppose there

-was no such place! Suppose he had

just said that to fool her. Suppose -



he had something else in mind,
someplace other than a store or gas
station!

- She shoved this line of reasoning
out of her conscious mind force-
fully, viciously. That kind of sec-
ond guessing would panic her.
One thing at a time now. Don't
cross bridges!

The sound of his voice startled
her, interrupting her thoughts.

“I don’t want you to get any
" smart ideas when we get there. I'm

taking the little one,” he jerked his .
“the little one

head backwards,
with me: Just remember T'll have
the point -inches away from her
gut. If anything happens I don’t
like Tl stick her first—her firse,

like a pig!” He turned and grinned-

at her broadly, sadistically. “Like a
pig.” he repeated again:

“He’s mad.” Horror and despair
overwhelmed her. “He thinks he’s
so clever, so wonderful.” Her hands
came up involuntarily to her
mouth and fluttered there, ineffec-
tually. “Steady now, steady; easy,

calm. Yes, now thmk——alternanves, ‘

all the possibilities.” Her mind was
-gyrating furiously and then somje-
how it was functioning clearly.
He turned onto another country
road off to the right. Two_more
houses flicked past and they were
approaching reon lights slowly.
“Kathy’s Cupboard” ‘she. read.-
Propped up agamst the signpost
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was a blackboard. It advertised in
chalk, “Home made ice cream”. It
was on their side of ‘the road; to
the right, a little “roadside stand
and nothing more. There were no -
other ‘cars in thé gravel drive cir-
cling in front. He parked as near"
to the. street as possible and kept
the parking lights on. No house,

"nothing else around but woods, a

scrubby woods made up mostly of
low thick brush, young trees and
occasionally a large maple or. pine.-
Jane strained her eyes. Through
the screened windows of the out-

-door serving counter she saw a

young girl in a dirty white uniférm

which hung limply over her small

unobtrusive frame.
“Please,” -Jane - thought, “be ‘
stronger than you look.” She sud-
denly felt sorry for this girl, for
whatever it was that she would be
about to bring to her..
“Do “you have any change?”
Again the fumbling for” her
pocketbook. “No, just a nickel and
a five dollar bill.”
“Give me the five.”
She handed it to him and he
pocketed it along with the car keys. .
As he reached into the back for
Sarah, sleeping now, Jane just sat.
and clasped her hands together, -
digging her nails into her palms.

Let him take her now, it’s all right ~

now. Later, you've 8ot to wait un-
til later. '
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“Come on, little girl, come on.
- We're going for a little walk.” He
stretched his frame and lifted Sar-
ah gently; she scarcely wakened.

“Ice keam.” Jane could imagine
her little half-smile in sleep, her
sweet sleep, “with visions of sugar

plums”, her soft warm flesh so rosy- -

warm, vulnerable. Jane’s = teeth
were clenched, her raging heart
pumped blood, surging, . through
her veins. Sarah was swept up and
“over the seat and out the car door.
She clamped both hands about his
neck and her head lay on his
shoulder. The hand which was not
supporting her was hanging over
his belt, almost hidden behind
Sarah’s legs. He closed the car door
and the light went.out. Leaning
down,” he spoke through the win-

dow, “Like a pig.” He said it .

pleasantly, and then he turned his
back to the car and began walking
“slowly towards the counter.

He had taken but two steps
when Jane opened her pocketbook
and extracted a book of matehes.

Between tearing and biting she
ripped off the thick” sulphur-coated

end and discarded it. After a few
seconds of fumbling she inserted
the remainder of the match into
the ignition switch. With another
match she jammed and prodded
the first one way in, out of sight,

as far as it would go. She then:

reached quickly up to the roof and

grasped the frame encasing the
overhead light. She wrestled with
it furiously and suddenly it was.
wrenched free. Deliberately, care-
fully she unscrewed the litdle bulb

" and tucked it underpeath her seat
cover.

She saw him standmg at the
counter now—no! He was going
inside! This would help. Sarah was
still hangmg limply over his shoul-
der, asleep.

“Betsy, Betsy ...” Whispering,
Jane reached backwards and prod-

" ded her oldest gently.

“Yes, Mommy.” The child’s voice
was clear. Jane wondered if she’d
been sleeping at all.

“I want you to listen VERY
carefully now to what Mommy
tells you, Betsy.” :

Betsy interrupted her,. “He’s a

‘bad’ man, -isn’t he, Mommy?”

Jane forced- the fear and impa-
tience from.her voice. “Yes, dear,
he is, and he has Sarah now, and
we want to get her back, don’t
we?”

“Yes, Mommy, the ChlldS voice
was alert, trusting. ’

(Bless her, Jane thought Bless
her for her keen little mmd her
perception.).

“Well now, Mommy knows of a’
way, but you're going to have to-
do EXACTLY as Mommy tells
you, EXACTLY, Betsy,” she

paused, wanting her child to get

o



the full meaning of her words.
Betsy was silent, waiting.

-“In a few minutes I'm going to
open the door on the driver’s side.
I fixed it so the light won’t go on
when [ open. it “and he won’t be
able to see us. When the door is
open I'm going to lean forward
and bring the back of the seat-with
me. Now when Mommy does this
I want you to squeeze through as

_quietly as you can and step out- -

side. Then you are 6 walk quick-
ly. on TIP-TOE across the street.
When you're across -the street you
are to lie down quickly in the grass’
under the bushes. And - Betsy,
‘when you're going across the street
1 want you to keep the car between
you and him. Do you know what
Mommy means, dear? Once 1
watched you and Bobby playing
hide and seck.” You were behind
our big maple tree and when Bob-
by started to come around ‘to
where you were hiding you kept
moving around the tree. You kept
the tree between you and. Bobby,
and he didn’t see you, did he?”
* “No. That was fun.”

“Well, that’s-what you're to do.
. Keep the car between “you and®
him.” _

“He won'’t hurt Sarah wdl he,
Mommy?” »

“No dear, I won’t let him.”

“Will the car stay here?”

“Yes, Betsy. I fixed it so it. won’t

go./ Quickly now, shh . .hh hon-

ey, you know what you’re sup-

posed to do,-don’t you?”

Jane. had lifted the door handle
slowly and was inching the door
open. It squeaked “slightly; she
waited and then pushed it again;
the door was still protesting and

.she dared not move it any further,

“OK., Betsy—I'll call you when
you can come back.”

“O.K.,” said Betsy

“Go on now—"

The child slid agilely thIOUUh ‘

the space open to her. Jarde prayed
fervently, “Don’t stop, Betsy, don’t
stop to say anything, just go—
go—" ..

" She realized-suddenly the child
was gone and she released her
hold on the seat, easing it back
into its upright position. Her fin-
gers were numb. She was straining
her ears, watching him through
the window apprehensively, hawk-
ishly. He was standing over some-
thing, a cigarette machine.. She
dared a glance toward the road-
and saw something move in the
bushes. Jane felt a lump in her

" throat-Good girl, Betsy: Bless her;

she must have flown, she’ll be -

_eaten by bugs, here he comes— *

God help me to do the right thmg
—Sarah, protect Sarah—

-She . leaned out her
“What kind didja get?” Her words

slufred and she grinned at him. .
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How fast her heart was pounding!
“Filters.” He ambled towards
her. smiling shyly and, reaching

her door, handed her a pack of °

~ cigarettes through the open win-
"dow. Keeping Sarah with him he
walked around to the front of the
-car. Jane waited apprehensively
for fear he’d notice his door wasn’t

really closed. Just as he was reach-

ing for his door handle Jane
lurched herself ‘into the driver’s
seat and pushed abruptly against
- the door, simultaneously .swing-
ing her feet to the ground.. .

The door frame bumped Sa-
rah’s back and his arm. “You
fool,” he hissed at her. Coming at
him unexpectedly as it did, the
door caught him off balance and
he had to take a step- backwards.
Jane was standing facing him
then, her hands clasped ﬁrmly un-
der Sarah’s arms.

“Give her to me now. 1 want
her now.” She “tried to. lift the
child up, out, and over the en-
circling ring of his arms. He
squeezed the little body to. him
viciously with one hand and the
other dropped to his belt. :

“No! No!” Jane’s abrupt shrieks

pierced the air. Both her hands .

flew to the arm extracting his
‘knife. She was pushing it, clawing
and raking it with her nails. Her
strength was such that she forced
his arm down to his side.

“Get in the car, you fool. Get
in there!” He slammed his body
into hers, pushing her.

“Let go of her, give her to me.

The car won’t go. I jammed the

ignition, it won’t go. Please give
her to me!”
He suddenly stood quite still.

*“You think' you're so smiart, so

VERY smart, don’t you? T'll get

‘you.”

Jane was unaware that Betsy
had risen from her bed of thorns -
across the street ‘and was- scream-
ing in short staccato-like little
bursts, “Mommy, Mommy!”

Jane was again clutching at Sar-
ah. : '
“I'll get you—" He had the child
with both hands now, and he
wrenched his body around facing
the woods, taking the child with
him. He half dragged Jane with
him as she clung to one of Sarah’s
small legs, but she realized she
had to let go; Sarah would be
pulled apart. She relinquished her
grip on the child in desperate re-
luctance. ,
 “Help—help! He'll kill Sarah—
murder, murder—" At first she
wondered who was calling for
help and then, with a strange ob-
jectivity, she Trealized the cries
were her own. He was running
towards the woods in back of the
stand now, holding Sarah in front
of him with both hands. Jane,



. pursuing him, stopped momen-
tarily and kicked off her- high
heels, her eyes riveted to his re-
treating- back, her screaming child.
The shoes off, she crouched a bit

beginning her pursuit and then

straightened up into a full free-
swinging run. She must never lose

sight of Sarah. Her full,. light

summer skirt rose and flattened it- '
self against her pumping thighs. .
* He had reached the-fringe of -

the woods and was crashing
through the underbrush. The den-

sity of it, and Sarah’s-awkward -

-weight, slowed him. It was easier
for Jane, following his somewhat
matted wake; and she, panting
now, her breath coming in rasping
- gulps, realized she was gaining on
him. Her stockings, shredded and
- torn by the grasping branches and
thorns, were - enmeshed with the
criss-crossing . gashes .in_her legs,
-butTshe felt nothing. She wasn’t
screaming any more but was delib-
erately concentrating -on her run-
* ning, the path before her, and
judging distances to avoid trip-
ping over the erratically patterned
-protruding  roots, - stumps and

vines. All these things she knew

could fell her if she weren’t ex-

_tremely alert and didn’t coordi-
nate her timing. in jumping - with"
her speed. - '

. She remembered fleetingly the
times when, as a .child, she had

A
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wondered whether in a real life
emergency she’d go to pieces. She
“was suddenly glad for her long
legs, her lean body. She remem-
bered the foot races she'd won in
the past against so many of the
neighborhood boys. Why had she

smoked so much?

In the scattered patches of moon-

light she realized they had left the

entangling fringes off the woods,

and the going was easier for her.
The trees were larger here, the
ground less cluttered with under-
brush. The still persistent strength
of her child’s cries urged her on
hopefully. As he filtered himself
in and out of the shadows in his
mad flight there were terrifying
moments when she couldn’t see
him at all; but she would plunge
ahead, relying on her ears, reason-
ing foresight and intuition to
- guide her. ‘

Suddenly he stopped in shad-
ows ahead and turned. to face her.
Jane narrowly avoided - plummet-
ing into him. She recoiled instant-
ly, jumping back, 'momentarily
confused.
Y | told you I'd get you.” Sud-
denly everything seemed so very
quiet, so very still. There were
just his words and the sound of
her heavy breathing. "Sarah had
ceased - her crying, sensing the
change of pace.

“Mommy.”

Jane stepped forward and he
flung the child to the ground care-
lessly. She landed on her side; her
head forced upward ' instinctively,
avoiding impact She screamed
again.

“Didn’t I tell you I'd get you?”
Jane couldn’t see his face but ima-
gined his shy, pleased smile.

“It’s me he wants—Oh thank
God, it’s .me!” But she had to be

sure. She suddenly whirled and

cut diagonally back, running deep-
er into the woods, luring him,
drawing him away from Sarah. If
he should “get” her she wanted to
fall'away from the child in a place
further on in his path of flight. It
wouldn't be likely afterwards that
he’d head back towards the road,
towards Sarah and people, but
would continue on into the heart
of the woods.

. She could hear him now, his
breathing, his short spurts of
laughter, so close. She knew she
couldn’t run forever. When he'd
catch up with her, as he must, her
back would be exposed -in this

flight position, she’d be too tired

to fight. Suddenly flashing into her
consciousness, a * television pro-
gram she’d seen brought to her
mind’s eye vivid, detailed pic-
turcs

* She stopped abruptly then and
bent down. Her fingers clawing
into the earth, she pivoted to meet



him. He came upon her suddenly
and recoiled momentarily, just as
" she had done beforé with him.
She.noticed he was holding the
knife in such a manner that it ex-
tended straight out' in a line’ with
his forearm, a-“hand shake” grip

on the knife handle. A split second -
flash-back revealed a time when

she had had a date with a marine,
a boy she’d known since grammar
school. He'd told her that if some-

one attacked you witha knife, the -

way it's done in the movies, with
the arm raised high, the business
end of the knife pointing down-
ward, you'd-have a much better
chance than if the knife were held
out in front of the attacker in the

“handshake” grip. She remem-.

bered vividly his demonstration
with a-butter knife. She'd said,
“Oh sure,  that'd be .just greaz,”
‘and she’d felt - tlever, somehow,
saying this.

As 'he lunged she saw only the
glittering blade reaching for her.
It seemied almost a picture in ‘slow
motion. For a second she seemed
to freeze, half crouched. Then her
~ dirtdripping “hands shot upward

and released their meager supply’

of miniature pellets and dust. Her
left arm heaved upward as it
thudded into his wrist and the
knife. It’s blade sliced pain into her
but her mind scarcely had the
time to register this:

2A

He screamed with rage. Jane

. ducked. and darted into flight once

mote, glanced back to see his pur-

suit. One band was raised out in _

front of him holding" the knife
downward the other was rubbing
his eyes.

She knew she was not exactly

the hunted one any more. To be '

on the offensive, suddenly, at
least to feel that way, solidified

the spirits; a new strength was

found in the cunning functioning

of the mind. For the first time she -

felt a glimmer of hope as she heard
his spitting curses behind her, his

- occasional roars of frustration as’
he stumbled in his fury after her.

“That's it—that’s it. Stay mad
and uncontrolled.” '

She headed towards a large ma-
ple, her mind ahead of this racing,
panting present. As she stumbled

over the obscure, large root she
thought she was going to fall

prone, but her arm partially en-
twined around the trunk ‘sustained
her, and she spun around the tree.

-

She knew the arm was skinned .

because it stung so. Leaning her-

head against-. the ~ trunk, she
strained for air and heard his noisy
approach. She filled her hands
with dirt once more.

- She stepped out from behmd the

" tree and he saw her. But she did-

n’t have to extend her foot into

“his path as she’d planned. The
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root, which had come so close to
felling her, barred his rising foot
- and he sprawled face down onto
the ground.

 Jane knew, rather than saw,
that his grip would be loosened on
the knife, but only for a second.
She flung herself at his extended
arms. Her fingers, grappling and
probing, found the knife. She

was ‘surprised to find it lifted so

easily from under his hand. The
breath had been knocked out of
- him; but she could suddenly see
and feel his tensing—now, now!
Her arm rose and fell swiftly,
persistently. Speed was of the ut-
most importance, speed and sure-
ness of aim. This was no man.
This was an animal, vicious, dead-
ly—an animal so much stronger
_ than she, faster and bigger than
" she, but for the moment the ad-
vantage of position, weapon,
strength, and time were =hers—
and wasn’t a cornered and wound-
-ed animal supposed to be more
dangerous than one that wasn’t?
She didn’t know, she didn’t care,
* she’d just make sure.
And even when the convulsive

¢

" movements had stopped compléte-

ly, and she heard sirens, Jane still
went on making sure.
‘She traced her footsteps back to-

wards the road, hesitating now

and- then, following the matted
wake when she could see it, or the
directions her mind indicated until
finally Sarah’s .whimpering could

guide her steps more surely. .

She picked the child up, nestlmg

the small body to her firmly, gen- -

tly. “There now, Sarah, there,
there—Mommy’s here, see. It’s all
right, sweetheart—my. love—"
They saw her walking towards
them, calmly, slowly, the woods
behind her, the child in her arms.
She was smoothing the back of the

" child’s head ‘with one hand.

Betsy broke away from the po-
liceman who'd ‘been questioning
her and ran towards her mother

and sister crying, “Mommy, mom-

my—" With an ‘effort Jane re-
sponded, “Betsy, - Betsy, it’s all
right, dear. Mommy ﬁxcd it, see.
We're all right now—" And then,
setting Sarah carefully on the
ground, Mrs. Crowley sagged into
a blissful unconsciousness.



Eor the last two hours Christo-
pher Henry had been sxttmg at his
‘desk in his attic room trying to
find the precise’ couplet with
which to complete hissonnet. He
had grown quite weary and sleepy,
the light from the desk lamp seem-
ing to grow thinner and less serv-
iceable -as his eyes became heavier.

At last he put his pencil - down

" next to the manuscript page. He
stared at the pencil and the mute
unanswering page as at madden-
ing ~and insurmountable stum-
bling blocks. '

‘No,” he said to h1mse1f ‘bury-
inig his head in his-hands in des- -
pair. Tt is in here, he said with
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excruciating despair, pressing his
hands against his temples as if to
squeeze out the recalcitrant words.
In here is where the trouble -is;—

.inside where the words would not
churn and blend and create. He

was not.like Gabriel whose poems
seemed to spring to life fullborn.
“My thoughts are like sparks, my
poems like ﬁre, Gabriel, that in-
sufferable egomaniac said, and said
over and over . again, proclaiming
his genius to all who- would listen,
and today they were listening, for
Gabrie] 'was being heralded as the.

- coming, man in- modern poetry.

But no, Christopher thought, I am
his equal, his superior. My poems
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It isn’t every Jay a cliche can induce murder and wing a meds- -
ocre poet into the footless halls of immortality on the coattails

of a genius. ’

will be read forever. I will be re-
membered forever .

He looked at the clock. It' was
almost midnight. Susan had prom-
ised to be there at ten. Abruptly he
became alert, sitting up. Why had-
n’t she .come? She had always
come, and promptly, to listen to
him read her his poems. When he
was through she would applaud
lightly "and quote aloud some
choice line. He would bow his head
accepting humbly and 'modestly
(but with his heart filled with ex-
ultant fire) her accolade. But to-
night she had not come, nor, as he
thought about it, had she been
there for a week. He pulled moodily
on his underlip. What was that she
had said last time, when saying

aloud- one of his images?—“Why,

. Christopher, that is lovely. Almost

- as graceful as one of Gabriel’s.”
Spoken ironically, he had thought
then. She meant it, he thought now.
She actually meant-it. ’

He got up, threw his scarf:
around his neck and went out,
hurrying down- the three flights of
stairs to the street. He walked hur-
riedly through the narrow crowd-

. ed strects, the stringy ends of his
scarf ‘beating against his back. He -
"was in such an agitated state . that
he failed to hear any of the greet-

_ings from his acquaintances as he
passed them by. He knew where
she was and yet he was hoping he
would not find her there. He
crossed the street, almost running
now, his eyes fixed upon the door
of the Black Cat Coffee House.




~

The ﬁrst thing he saw when he
opened the-door was Gabriel sit-
ting up on the counter, a sea of

blueish gray smoke hanging . di- -

aphanously across the warm, close

air. Gabriel, with his long, thick,
black hair and dark, mobile fea- -

tures fascinated even Christopher
who loathed him with particular
venom; even Christopher was com-
pelled to stare at this young poet,

-at the “tall, strong, yet somehow

effete figure, listening to Gabriel’s
sonorous voice réciting his lyrics

_ (which had already appeared in

the most' prized poetry quarterlies)
to the rapt and enthralled faces at
the tables. _ ° :

Christopher closed the door
quietly and stood with his back to
it. Susan was sitting in the first

chair, at Gabriel's feet, her face -

lifted to him, attentive, hypnotlc
Gabriel had the gift, the recogni-
tion—and now he had Susan too.
The hate and envy in Christo-

her’s heart were stinging.
Y ging

Gabriel saw him at that moment

“and stopped .in the middle of his
_recitation. _

B "‘éhr-isktopﬁer,’_’v

. smiling with- mock warmth, lifting
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his hand for a moment. Everyone

turned, in.a chorus of creaking
chairs, to stare at Christopher. “La-’

dies and gentlemen,” Gabriel’ said,

“allow me to present Mr. Christo- -

pher Henry, the mad poet of our

mad decade.

he called 'oi;f, :

Of course he’s not
really. mad, nor-is he a poet,
though he does try hard, eh, Chris-
topher?” -~

Chrlstopher came -away from the
door, moving through the tables.

“Have none of you heard of
Christopher Henry?” Gabriel said -
with mock reproach. “Why. he- is
going .to be one of zhe American
poets someday, an immortal.”

Christopher, oblivious of Gabriel
and the others, stood over Susan, -

“Why didn’t you come this eve-
ning?” he asked quietly. _

“Go away,” she said, not looking .
at him. :

“Well now,” Gabriel said, sitting ~
atop the bar with feigned serious- |
ness, his hands on his hips as
though he were directing a class in
calisthenics. :

“Susan,” Christopher said.

“Go away,” she said tersely‘.

“I must talk to you,” Christopher
said, his face flushed w1th shame
and anger. :

. “All right,” Susan said” with ir-
ritation. She left her seat and led
him_‘through the chairs and ta:
bles, out of the place They stood
on the sidewalk. :

“Now what do you want, Chris-
topher? Don’t you know that you
interrupted him?” - .
- “Is that so ternbleP” Christopher
asked. “Since when has that be-
come a cardinal sin?” '

L] I o



. “Haven’t you heard? Didn’t you
see the reviews of Gabriel’s latest
- yolume?” - - -

“No.I.

“Well, see them Read thern See4

" what they say.”
“What do they say?”
“They say that Gabriel is a gen-

 ius. They say he has the most won-
derful lyric gift since Keats. One

reviewer said this volume assures
him of immortality.”

Christopher stared at her, be-
wildered.

“I don’t believe it,” he said. Her
face turned so resentful that he
quickly ‘amended, “Yes, yes, of
course I believe.it. It’s )ust that
I never ...”

“It’s ]ust that it_hasn’t happened
to you,” she said sharply, turning
around and going back to the cof-
fee house.

Chr1stopher stood alone on the
sidewalk, staring in at Gabriel. As-
sures him of immortality. What
. he wouldn’t give to hear the critics

‘say that about. Aim, about his
work! To achieve a measure ' of
lasting fame. To be remembered;
- to be spoken about by future gen-
érations, to know that one’s name
would never _die. It belonged to
Gabriel. Standing on the sidewalk,
on the outside, staring in at that
" man, Christopher felt alone, and
- lonely. When all the others sitting
there now would be dead and for-

gotten, people would still talk of
that one man. o
He walked ‘away slowly, his

‘hands clenched in his pockets, his

heart heavy with sadness and envy.
To him it was as if Gabriel had
stolen something that rightfully be- -
longed to Christopher Henry.

He returned to his tenement and
climbed the groaning, vyielding
stairs which seemed interminable
now, up to his attic room, the sin-

gle small window of which al-

lowed "him to. look down upon the"
narrow . streets and the " lights
which seemed now to cast more
gloom and shadow than light. He

‘stood by the window for awhile,

watching the streets gradually '
empty, the lights die out one by
one. Then he went back to his
desk and stared gloomily at his un-
finished poem. He picked up his
pencil. It felt like a piece of straw.
He looked toward the window: He
could see the river, dark” and res-
tive, and further out the stars, tiny
and bright and everlasting—where

they were going to inscribe Ga-

briel’s name. It was true. Painfully
he made the admission to himself.
He had known it all along, from

the first moment he had read Ga-

briel's poems. And himself? He
had merely worked hard, too hard,
to attract posterity. He was an ami-
able mediocrity. His own work,

under his eyes now, showed him



~ .and walking into

the irrefutable truth of all that,’

He dropped -his pencil, lowered

* his head and, with tears welling _
hotly in his eyes, fell asleep on his

desk. -

The following morning Chnsto-
‘pher knocked .on the door of Ga-
briel's apartment. The -great poet’s
face expressed surprise when he
opened the door.

“Why, Christopher,” Gabriel
said. “Have you come to become

one of my disciples?” He laughed.

“Come in, come in. I'm sorry I was
rude to .you last night.”

“Are you really?” Christopher

asked skeptically, closing the door
the shabby, -
. book-cluttered apartment.
_“No, not réally, I suppose. It’s
nothing .personal you understand.
It’s just that I'm too sensitive and
¢an’t abide.bad poetry—and yours
is so abominably bad, and there-
fore when I see you I think of
your poetry and of all bad poetry
and it rubs me the wrong way.”

“I don’t think it -is so bad,”
Christopher said quietly.

“Good for you. But we all think
that—though how few of us are

right, eh? "Only the critics are.”,
“The critics certainly were kind
to you, Gabriel,” Christopher said

~putting his hands into the pockets

of his jacket.

“It’s simply to their own credit.
Well, some of us have the gift and
some don’t. A cliché, of course, but

_it’s as simple as that.”

“And you have it.” ,

“TIt seems so,” Gabriel said smil-
ing. ' ~

“For which I am now grateful,”
Christopher said.

“Grateful? You?
now, Christopher.” :

“I'm quite serious. If the name
of Gabriel Mason is to live for-
ever, what of the name of the man
who . . .

Christopher’s hand rose slowly
from his pocket, holding a gun.
He pointed it at -Gabriel.

Gabriel blariched. o

“You're taking me with you, Ga-
briel . ... into the stars,” Christo-
pher sa1d a mad wild grin sudden
ly on his face, -

Immortality and eternity banged
together out of Christopher Hen-
ry’s tiny revolver.

You? Come




lightly select new employees for its

ten stories of administrative offices ' 6]
in 'a Manhattin skyscraper. Drew
Whitney had already filled out

Br was practically an inquisition. ' .
Eastern Chemicals, Inc. did not '< : ’

" numerous application forms. He o M -
had undergone three gruelling in- . : »

terviews. He now opened yet an-

“other form headed: ADDITION-

One’s family tree means more than money in the bank to some.
A combination. of money and lineage may land one on the ¢nd

of alimb.

g

C
(

'/’



AL PERSONAL INFORMA-
TION, CONFIDENTIAL. :
- Flipping through it as he sat at
one of the small bare desks for job
apphcants set along a wall in East-
ern’s personnel office, he had trou-
ble keeping a sneer from his cold-

ly handsome features. -Screwball
stuff. -
Big “corporations these days,

Whitney reflected, sometimes nosed
into a man’s personal background
to the point of foolishness. This
questionnaire was about as bad as
they came. Probably doped out by
the psychologists and the bright
personnel boys to, in some wdy,
help st up an overall picture of a
man and determine what niches
he might fit, Whitney understood

the purpose all right, but to him it -

was still piddling hog-wash. “Have
you ever owned a sports car?” He
was applying for an accountant’s
job. What kind of a question was
that?

" Are you familiar with fine
wines? Do.you know any dentists
socially? the questions went on.

. This was_from outer space, Whit-

ney was thinking. If married, list
schools attended by your wife. Is
your wife’s hair color natural? Do
you skin=dive? Is there a history of
baldness in -your family? Brother!
- Forcing patience, Whitney began
filling out the form. -Objecting
would only get him out the door

AA

and he. wanted to work for East-

“ern, This was a deliberaté, consid-

ered choice. Eastern Chemicals
had what - he wanted—standing,
wealth, power, opportunity. It was
in a firm like this that he’d de-
cided t6 make his big push. A

~sardonic expression touched his -

lips. If they could see into his mind
he’d. lose his welcome here, fast. ~
He'd. thought out his methods
while gaining experience in small-
er firms. They were ruthless meth-
ods, but he meant to be a blg man
while he was still young. He
meant to climb to power, no mat-
ter how many throats he had to
cut. There was something in him
that needed power and money.’
Whitney wrote his answers néat-

ly, knowmg better than to let his
handwriting betray  impatience.
They’'d be watching for that, the
bright boys, the psychologists. - In
sober figures, he put down his age,
26, although Eastern already had .
that information. Have you ever
been arrested? the form inquired’
at another pomt Whltney wrote,
(‘No ”

. Father’s Without

occupanoh ?

- pride, Whitney wrote, “Waiter.” At

least he didn’t have to tell them -
what kind of third-rate joints the
old man had worked until he died,
or about the seamy life he'd given '
his family. The kind of a life,
Whitney thought, he was going to

B T



pﬁt far behind him, forex;er e

Do you know  of any criminal
‘record against your father? Whit-
ney blinked at. that one. He wrotc,
“NO bH

Your mother? Whitney bhnkcd
again. It wasn’t his parents who
were applying for this job. He an-
- swered, “No.” - ‘

Do you. know of any criminal
records against your -grandfathers,
paternal and maternal? Your
grandmothers?

Whitney stared at the form. This
was over the line. This was too
senseless and nosy- even for East-
~ern Chemicals. He had a fleeting
temptation to write in, “None’ of
your damned business!” but while
_ he hesitated- he realized that from
one of the nearby glassed-in cubi-
cles ‘he was being watched by the
coldly appraising eyes of Mr.
‘Johnson, the personnel man han-
dling his application. Whitney
knew that a show of annoyance
would mean a mark against him.

. He knew he'd made a good im-

pression so far. Tall, personable,
respectful, he was aware that one
of his assets was that he appeared
" the potential executive type- fav-
ored by large corporations. With-
out further hesitation, he answered
“No,” to the' question.: He. com-
pleted the form and handed it in
to Mr. Johhson with a calculated
smile, pleasant but not obviously

ingratiating. He spent the rest of
the afternoon taking an 1.Q. test,
then went home- to await results. -

Some days later, he was called
back to Eastérn’s offices, He was to
have -a final interview with the -
president of the corporation. “The
president himself?” Whitney said,
surprised that he raed this. He
was only being considered for a
minor accounting job.

“President Miichell personally
passes on all administrative appli-

_cants, regardless of grade,” Mr.
Johnson explained aloofly.

President Mitchell’s office was at
the top of Eastern’s tier, on the
thirty-seventh floor of the sky-
scraper. The room” was spacious,
deep-carpeted, mellow: with dark
wood, heavy with the air of tradi-
tion. One wall was covered by an
impressive mural depicting East-
ern’s mines and plants. On another
wall were several portraits in oils
of gloomy and. severe-looking peo-
ple who seemed to resemble Mitch-
ell. A bank of low-silled windows
afforded a spectacular panorama of
the city and the river beyond, un-
obstructed by any other nearby
tall buildings.

Whitney drew a quick, excited
breath. Here was the pinnacle, the
stronghold of power. He- wanted
this place for himself. Some day he
might have it.

President Mitchell was a mas-



sivc,"po.wcrful man whose shoul-
ders bulged like a lumberjack’s in-
side his expensive suit. Still under

sixty,” his voice ‘was forceful, eyes.

uncompromlsmg pits under loom-
ing brows. An overwhelming per-
sonality, but Whitriey did not feel
intimidated. He -met the scrutiny
guilelessly, while deep within him-
self the thought snuggled that
Mitchell’s throat, too, could be cut.

At last, Mitchell grunted. “You
seem the right type.”
- “Thank you, sir.” -

“We're fussy, yes,” Mitchell said.
“A company can be ruined by its
employees. We don’t want any-

body here who doesn’t fit our pic- .
we insist upon

ture. Above all,

- high moral character. Did -that
grandparent - question surp’rise
" you?”

“Well—a bxt sir,” Whltney ad

mitted cautiously.-
- “My own idea, that,” Mitchell
rumbled. “Based on a-theory that
hasn’t failed me yet. 1 believe in
hcrcdlty Crooks breed crooks.”

“Yes, sir, * said Whltncy, know-
ing ‘when to agree. President
Mitchell’s stare brooked no con-
tradiction.

“Blood w1ll tell,” Mltchell sald

“Yes, sir.”

“For your job level, we check
the grandparents. The higher the
job level and the trust we have to
place in an employee, the further

P

_back we check his ancestry. If an

individual has a marked criminal

" heritage, no matter how far back,

it will come out in him sooner or
later. We can t take any chanccs on.
that sort.”

“Yes, sir,” Whitney said, in-
credulous at the idea, not ventur- .
ing to comment that nobody could
have a model ancestry. ‘

As though divining his thought,
Mitchell said, “Oh, we’re realistic, .
we don’t expect perfection. We use
a crimetime ratio system - that

. passes -the great majority of our

employees, but determines the
worst risks. An unsatisfactory an-
cestry rating closes the more re--
sponsible positions to “an. em:
ployee. Serious ancestral crimes—

‘such as murder—carry 'the most

weight, naturally. Do you have
enough faith in your heritage to
work for us, young man?”

“I'm willing to trust my ances-
tors, siry,” Whitney said without
hesitation, knowing that it was
the right answer. His thoughts
were contemptuous. The personnel
boys in big companies were sappy
enough When the big wheel but-
ted in with his pet ideas it could
bé downright idiotic. Nothing to
worry about once you were in, he
was sure you couldn’t run a com-
pany that way. Mitchell, himself,
had just said that most employees
passed. Besides, how much could



be dug up about anybody’s ances-

try, especially as it got more an-

~cient? He didn’t know very much
Vabout his own grandparents, for
instance.

Again, as though understand-
ing Whitney’s thought, President
Mitchell said, “Our investigators
are expert and thorough. An indi-
vidual’s knowledge of his own an-
cestry is unreliable, so we do not
depend on it. Qur agents operate

all over the world. The past is ob-

“scure, certainly, but each ‘genera-
tion back doubles in number; if
they lose one trail, they switch to
-another.. They seldom fail. They
are, in effect, detectives who work
in the past. Understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

Mitchell raised a thick finger.
“This ‘may be a new idea to you.
It may seem harsh. I am satisfied
" that it works. Some of our key
executives were cleared as far back
as the Eleventh Century A.D.
.. They've proved to be men of the
highest - intégrity. Blood tells,
right?” ~

“Right, sir,” agreed Whltney,
feeling somewhat dazed.

“Well,” said Mitchell bnsk_ly,
“our check of your grandparents
bore out your statements, They’re
. cleared. This will suffice for your
- present job level. You may report
back to the personnel office.”.

Which, Whitney realized, meant

that he had the job. He smiled. -

Drew Whitney spent thé next
few months marking time, becom-
ing familiar with the company

-and his job, preparing for his first

ruthless move. Not for him the
slow merit promotions, the crawl-
ing advance in seniority which
might, in thirty years, bring him a
minor executive post. He’d doped
it all out. ‘The fast way was to
eliminate whoever blocked the .
road. It was a matter of watching
for opportunities, creating them if
necessary. Whitney found himself
chuckling. Let Eastern putter
around with the past and Mitch-
ell's stuffy ancestor theories. Some-
thing was going to happen in the )
near future which they'd never
understand. :

The department he was in was
Equipment Inventory. Whitney’s
first objective’ was to become head
of this department. There were
fourteen people with' more senior-
ity between him and his goal, all
jockeying for position, while the
incumbent head seemed to be set-
‘tled for years to come, a usual

“situation .in a_large firm. Every-

body wanted to climb, but nobody
had the guts or the brains to do

" what he was going to-do.

‘Whitney picked Ed Thorpe as
the most suitable victim. Thorpe, a

. slight man with hair that curled

around a bald spot, had been with



Eastern for twelve years and was
one of the hopefuls for department
head, when it became open. Whit-

ney cultivated Thorpe. He turned .

on the charm, so that soon they
were joking amiably together, en-
gaging in serious discussions,
lunching with each other. The
friendship ripened gradually to
the point ‘where they began get-
ting together with the wives on
occasional evenings. Whitney even
brought Thorpe’s three curly-head-
ed youngsters little presents, earn-

ing the name, Uncle Drew. Oh, a-

great' guy the Thorpes obviously
considered Drew Whitney, with
his clean-cut looks and sincere
manner. _ ‘

Naturally, when Whitney began
to ask -casual questions about
Thorpe’s work, Thorpe was glad
to explain. When the questions
grew sharper, Thorpe showed no
annoyance. Why not teach a friend
"a few things? Young Whitney
couldn’t be a competitor, he was
too far .behind in seniority: At
home, and in the office, Thorpe
__taught Whitney. the fine points 'of
his work,
essence of what” he’d learned in
twelve years at Eastern. “Hope this
helps  you, someday,” Thorpe
smiled: .

“Ob, it will, Eddle,” thtney
smiled’ back. “It will.”

.Once " the - brain-picking - stage

AO

transferred to. him the

was over, Whitney gave thought to
working ‘out the next step. Tax
time was approaching. This could
be useful. Whitney began looking
through certain folders from the
files, referring to some of the en-
try books that were amassed in
this accounting division. No one
paid any particular attention. He
worked here, he was doing 'his
job, the records were open to him.

Whitney felt confident he would-
get away with what he was plan-

ning, simply because it was un:.

thinkable. There were things that
just weren’t done in offices. ‘There
was a line that few, even the worse
back-biters, would think of step-
ping over. He was going to step
over that line. Because he had the

‘guts.’

From a current ﬁle of pencilled
tax work-sheets awaiting posting
to the permanent ledger, he chose
several entitled ALLOWANCE
FOR DEPRECIABLE EQUIP-
MENT. They had been prepared
by Ed Thorpe and carried his sig-
nature. They also bore the O.K. of
Lee Southerfield, who had. checkedA
Thorpe’s work:

From. -among thc .crowded en-
tries, he "picked out one which
read,
Pulverizer Unit, Model -G48, Se-
rial Number 879904R—$7,423.00.

‘Deftly, he erased the figures which

represented Thorpe’s calculated de-
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preciation allowance and substi-
tuted a figure of $9,898.00. He
chose. four more items scattered -
through the work-sheets and al-
tered those figures upwards too.
‘So meticulously . did he ‘make the
changes and imitate Thorpe’s fig-
ures that, when he was done,
Thorpe, himself, could not have-
detected the tampering.

He waited patiently some weeks
until after the tax-returns were in
and all entries posted to the perma-
nent ledger. Then he approached
Mr. Bobak, the department head.
His manner was that of one per-
'forming a reluctant duty.

“A serious tax error! An over-
deduction for depreciation?” Bo-
bak’s round face was incredulous.

“Yes, sir,”  Whitney said. “In-
ternal Revenue’s sure to spot it. If
we don’t amend it first, it’s: liable -
to hurt us with them in the fu—

. ture.”

Bobak’s blue eyes had turncd
frigid and unblinking. They plain-
ly conveyed- his opinion of this
young upstart. “Thanks for the.
warning,” he said. “So, out of all
the experts we got here, you were
the one to find it out, hey?”

“Well,” said Whitney diffidently,
“I noted the figures in the ledger.
“They didn’t look right to me. I
computed the items according to

“our years-digit method The ﬁg—

ures were incorrect.”

_with brief-cases

“A genius,” Bobak murmured
tiredly. “So who did the original
accounting on this?”

“Uh ... Ed Thorpe,” Whitney
answered with a nice show of hesi-
tation. -

_ “Yes.” Bobak Ieaned back in his
chair. “Look. Thorpe’s been with

‘us- twelve years. He knows his ]ob

Southerfield does the checking in
that section. Another top-notcher
I’ll go by them. We can't spend all
our. time re-checking complicated
figures. This is very conscientious
of you, young fellow, but I think

youre speaking from inexperi-
ence.” A
Whitney left, outwardly sub-

dued. In fact, he was quite satis-
fied. So much the better that Bo-
bak hadn’t risen to the bait at
once, the shock would be all the
greater when it came. Internal
Revenue would see to that. But
 Internal Revenue was slow. How- -
ever, they could be safely acceler-
ated. They did. not reveal their in-
formants. Whitney posted a note
to the Treasury Department.
Within a week, two polite men
visited Eastern
Chemicals, Inc. and spent some
time going over the books in Bo-
bak’s department. As one of the
results of this visit, Bobak emerged
red-faced from what was apparent-
ly a severe chewing-out by his su- .
périors, He, in turn, chewed out



Thorpe and Southerfield. “Don’t
know how I made those.errors,”
* Thorpe muttered. “Don’t un'der-
stand it at all.”

To Whitney, Bobak said pnvate—
ly, “Eastern doesn’t like spots on
the record, especially with the tax
people. I don’t know why in hell
I didn’t listen to you, it would’ve
been less damaging then. You

seem to be a sharp young man. No

one else caught this. Thorpe seems
to be slipping . .. and if I can’t
trust Southerfield . . . look, Whit-
~ney, I'm going to try you out on
more_responsible work

“Thank yjou, sir,’ thtney said -

gratefully, reflecting that the next
throat to be cut would be Bobak’s.

Thorpe’s chances for the depart-
menit head slot, were gone. So were
Southerfield’s. And Bobak’s status
had -been weakened. Eastern

Chemicals was’ not tolerant of ma-

jor blunders in any of their. de-
partments. ~ .

Whitney “applied hrmself to his
work during the next few months.
He knew that he was sharp
~ enough, that much was tiue. He'd
picked Thorpe’s brains. He had no
-difficulty applying . what he'd
learned. And- he’d turned- the
‘charm on Bobak, he was high in
‘his favor; acting as his’ watch-dog.

He made a practice of locking for’

- the inévitable small errors in other
people’s work and’exposing thém

=N

to Bobak. Inexorably, he was tak-
ing over an increasing share of Ed
Thorpe’s duties and responsibili-
ties. Thorpe had the seniority; but
his title was losing much of .its
meaning. Whitney now had only a
distant politeness for Thorpe. The
man. had .served his purpose.
Eventually, Whitney received of-
ficial promotion. “The .day before
this happened, however, a messen-
ger from Personnel dropped a
sealed envelope on his desk. Inside

‘he found papers headed, CONFILs -

DENTIAL ANCESTRY K RE-
PORT—EMPLOYEE'S . COPY.
“Congratulations!” it said. “Your
ancestry has -passed further exami-
nation. You are cleared for this
promotion.”

Whitney had almost forgotten
about President Mitchell’s pet proj-
ect. He read the report, impressed-
despite himself with its thorough-

‘ness. He d never known this about

- his

ancestors Four gcncranons

back, a Stafford Whitney had op-

“erated a sawmill in Turnbull, Mis-

“souri.

There had been a Silas

Whitney, ' intrepid Indigp' fighter.
- Barbara Sherman, who later mar-

ried Colin Whitney, trader, -had, as
a girl, been noted in the town of
Amesworth,” Pennsylvania for her
skill with the needle.: 5 .

- They dug hard enough, reflected
Whitney with contempt. Let them,

"as long as they dug only in the’



past. The future concerned him.

He continued to work diligent-
ly, often putting in extra hours on
" his own. He was the first to arrive,
the last to leave. He was creating

* the picture of a dedicated, depend- -

able, and -highly capable company
man, and-he knew that the picture
was in time noted by S. D. Simp-
son, head of division and Bobak’s
' superior. : '
Meanwhlle, he continued to
deftly snipe away at the others in
his department. Thorpe and South-
_erfield, who

strong contenders for department-

head, were now out of the run-

" ning. The others  in the depart-
‘ment were not serious executive
possibilities, but Whitney was tak-
ing no chances. He never relented
from undermining them, trusting-
ly backed up by Bobak.
He let another year go by, to
“ build- up more seniority and solid-

ify his status. Then he went after

Bobak.

His plan was simple, but he con-
sidered it safe, because again it .

was unthinkable, something that
wasn’t done. Again, he was will-
ing to step over the line.

He managed a private talk with
the white-clad cafeteria man who

brought up their orders during .

coffee-break.- He showed the man
a bill'which made his eyes narrow
in greed. “Just some office fun,”

hid been the two-

Whitney smiled. “You know. But

'you've got to keep your mouth

shut or you might get us both in
a little trouble. Everybody' might
not understand.” '
- The man nodded slowly, but
still with a shade of doubt. “Oh,
sure, I know you guys kid around
sometimes up there. But I don’t
wanna take any chances. You sure
those pills are harmless?”

_“For Pete’s sake,” Whitney said
with a show of impatience, “I'm
letting you buy them yourself,
what more do you want? They
couldn’t harm a baby. Ask the
druggist. All you got to do is slip
a couple into Bobak’s coffee order
when I tell you t. But if you'd
rather forget about it .

The man rcachcd for thc mon-
ey, convinced..

Shortly afterwards, some time
past one of the coffee breaks, the
office was astounded to see Mr.
Bobak sound asleep in his chair.

- 'The sleeping pills were working

very well. :

Gradually, Bobak slumped to his
desk, pillowed his head comfort-
ably on his- arms and began a
piercing, regular snoring. For. the
benefit of the others, Whitney tried
to shake him awake, but Bobak
was too deep in sleep to respond.

Later, Whitney was gratified to ob-

serve S. D. Simpson looking in
disgustedly through- the glass parti-



tion “at the slumbering Bobak. Bo-
bak -awoke in a couple of hours,
horror-stricken when he realized
what he’d béen- doing.

A couple of weeks later, the

same performance was repeated.

”

. “Don’t know what got into me,”.

Bobak muttered, aghast. “I don’t
usually " feel sleepy during the
day . ..”

Whitney was not surprised to
find- himself in-S. D. Simpson’s
office one afternoon. “Of course,
you're on the young side,” Simp-
son' told him, “and not as long in
experience as some of the others,
but, by George; we’re convinced
you're the most capable man in the
department. And we're afraid Bo-
bak’s losing his grip.  That tax
trouble in his department last year

.-and when a man keeps falhng_,

asleep at his work .

Again, another c_onﬁdential an-
cestry report appeared on Whit
ney’s desk. With somé curiosity,
Whitney noted that one of his for-
bears had been a naval officer un-
der Drake: Well, well. There was
a-physician, a magistrate, a couple
of clergymen. Another line showed
blacksmiths, cobblers," other - arti-
sans, still in England. A few mi-

nor indiscretions had been noted,

but the sum total was a satisfac-

tory rating. Cleared- for promotion

to department head." :
Bobak ‘was removed t6 an ob-

scure niche. “Too bad, Bobak,”
Whitney told him, having shed his
respectful tone. “This is as much”
a surprise to me as it is to you. But -
you've still got. your seniority.’
You've still got a pensmn to look
forward to.” .

Whitgey invested two more years”

" in consolidating his position, pre-
senting the ideas of underlings as

his own if they had  merit; run-
ning his department with a strict
and efficient hand, calculating ev-
ery move towards impressing the
big -wheels. He didn’t mind doing

.. a little waiting now; he was in the

executive class. His next step could
be abig one.
When at last he moved up again,.

‘it ‘'was to by-pass-three high-level.
- executives, including S. D. Simp-
-son himself. A .bit of blackmail

could be useful.

While he waitéd, Whitney had
had a firm of private detectives
secretly snooping for indiscretions
in the lives of Eastern’s top offi- -

‘cials. They couldn’t all be -angels,

reasoned. He'd

Whitney had

struck pay ‘dirt in the case of .the . -
 Comptroller, Van Shilder. There

had been a liaison between Van
Shilder and a certain blonde mod-
el. Van Shilder had boosted Whit- .
ney up the line to avoid a scandal
that would:have ruined his reputa-
tion-and his domestic serenity.
‘He was getting closer to the in-

59 AT EDET LITTFALICOAT e AT ED U R A A ™ A 57 TRTT



ner circle now. He disposed of the
next man in his path in short or-
der. Whitney had built up a rumor
mill,_a private corps of spies and
toadys, to which he consigned the
“reputation of R. J. Fredericks. Ru-
mors soon spread all over Eastern
that Fredericks was an alcoholic,
that he was given to placing bets
ori the horses with bookies, that he
"~ was accepting under the table

kick-backs from Eastern’s venders, .

that he was selling out Eastern
trade secrets to competitors. There
were no open charges, nothing
* that Fredericks could defend him-

‘self against, only rumors, but the-

rumors kept coming to the ears of

the top echelon, until at last, dis- -

quieted, unwilling to run risks,
they removed Fredericks to a
harmless sinecure. Whitncy moved
up again.

Barely thirty years old now, he
was in line for a Vice-Presidency
in the huge Eastern Chemicals
Corporation. A most amazing ad-
vancement. He was regarded as
one of the brightest young men in
the industry, a man who undoubt-

edly must have remarkable execu-
- “tive ability to rise so fast. -

With his promotions, further an-
cestry checks had been run, of
course, far back into previous cen-
turies, ‘but had given no trouble.
Whitney had -anticipated none—
that far back in the past, how

“much could be learned? And how
much could it count?

.He was somewhat surprised
when President Mitchell, meeting
him in the corridor, placed a hand
on his shoulder and with a relax- .
ing of his features that might have
been a smile, rumbled, “Ah, Whlt—
ney.” _

“Yes, sir?” Whitney said re-
spectfully. Beyond some occasional
routine contact, Mitchell had had
little to do with him. Mitchell was
a remote, unbending figure, in-
habiting a world of forbidding

~dignity penetrated only by Vice-
Presidents, members of the Board,
and others of equal importance.

“I’'ve read your latest ancestry re-

port,” President Mitchell said. “An
interesting point—in- the Thir-
teenth Century, your ancestors

* lived in Wicklington, Cheshire in

old England. So did mine.”

-“Really, sir? Then they must
have known each other.”

“Precisely,” said Mitchell, in a
kindly tone. He chuckled. “In a
way, that makes us old acquaint-
ances, doesn’t it?” He took : Whit-
ney’s arm, walked him along the
corridor, chatting cordlally about
Thirteenth Century hfe in Wick-
lington.

‘While Whitney responded to the
huge man in the proper tones of
respect, interest and geniality, he
was thinking that here was his

-~



ultimate target. This was the man
who held the position he wanted
above all. This was the most im-
portant throat he.was going to cut.
The king is dead, long live . ..
President Drew Whitney of East-
ern Chemicals, Inc. It would have
a fine sound. . - -

During Whitney’s othér opera-
tions, he-had also steadily been
gathering data on Mitchell; seek-
ing out his weaknesses. This an-

cestry business was one of the

weaknesses. ’Whitney had discov-
ered that it was not popular
- among the other high- level com-
pany officials, considered  little
more than one of those eccentrici-
ties to which men of great achieve-
ment and power were entitled.
Mitchell sometimes delivered talks
on heredity to his officials.
ity is not a.dead record,” he would
say. “The past lives in us. We fol-
low the patterns of our ancestors,
we are, in a degree, rcsponsible for
their actions. . . .” Whitney had
detected notes of weary boredom
in the polite agreement of the oth-

“Hered-

er executives. There was no doubt .

that’ the ancestor policy’ would be
thrown out when Mitchell was out
of office—meanwhilé, it was a
chink in Mitchell’s armor, possibly
it could be useful in some way to
help discredit the man with the
Board of Directors when the time
came.

a4

But Whitney was not ready for
Mitchell yet: He needed -a Vice- °
Presidency first. He needed the:
job of his immediate superior,

'Vice;President F. Griswold.

And Griswold proved to be the
most difficule obstruction he’d yet
faced. Griswold was comparatively
young and vigorous;_there seemed
little chance that he would retire
in less than fifteen or twenty years. .

‘He was efficient, capable, sharp,

powerful. He was strongly en-
trenched—his reputation was top-
drawer. Blackmail was out of the
question. Whitney’s agents had
been unable to get anything on -
him. Whitney felt that it would be
dangerous to repeat any of his pre-
vious tactics, and against this man -
it would be futile. Griswold was _
too highly placed and impervious.

Griswold was blocking the road.

Whitney debated a long time be-
fore he-reached his decision. He
was willing to do the unthinkable,
he was willing to step over the
lme, but-this far? He would prefer
some other way. It was a serious, -
risky act -he was contemplating,

" the kind of thing which belonged”

in some other incredible, unreal
world. Yet, would not its very im-
probability be its strongest point?"

-And against Griswold . there
seemed no other way. He wanted -
the Vlce-Premdency badly, he need-

ed it, lxke his right arm.
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Whitney then made up his mind.
Once this was done, he acted
.with his usual thorough-going
resolution and efficiency. During
his investigations he moved cau-
tiously and warily until he was
sure that he had found the right
man. “I'll pay top money,” he told
the man, “but I want a perfect job.
Not just an m]ury Injured people
can recover.

The thin man Iooked at him.

from under light, almost invisible
eyebrows. “I_got a rep, mister,” he

. said softly. “When I go after a guy,

*r”n

he’s through. Quit worryin’,

The office was shocked by the
news of the tragic accident. Vice-
President Griswold had been
struck down and killed by a hit-

run driver. They had not been .

able to .trace-the car.
Another ancestry report reached

Whltneys desk. Whitney had

. stepped into the Vice-Presidency. -

Sorrowfully, he stated: “It is with
deep regret that I take over poor
Frank Griswold’s duties. These are
painful circumstances under which
to accept the honor of a Vice-
Presidency. I shall try to respect
" Griswold’s memory by doing the
best job I can.”

Actually, Whitney did-have faint

- misgivings about what he had
- ‘done, brief feelings of guilt. They

soon vanished. He was almost
there . . . Nothing must stand in

his way. Nothing. He'd see to that.

In the third week of his Vice-
Presidency, while he  was still sa-
voring the change in his status, the
prestige, the new deference accord-
ed him, he was summoned to
President Mitchell's office. = He
walked into the room expecting
that this would be an executive
consultation on high-level affairs.
He was not prepared for the grim-
niess in the big man’s face. He saw
that they were alone. He closed
the door behind him, hearing the
automatic click of the snap lock.

“Sit down,” Mitchell grunted.
Whitney took a chair. Mitchell
went to the bank of windows that
looked out upon the vast pano-
rama of the city, flung open a cou-
ple and took a deep breath. “This
air conditioning’s all right,” Mitch-
ell said, “but I like to get some real
air in here every day.” Whitney
waited. Mitchell returned to his
desk, extracted a folder from his
drawer and opened it. His heavy
brows drew together. His deep-set -
eyes regarded Whitney so steadily
that the younger man’s glance
flicked away uncomfortably for an
instant, registering again the heavy
dignity of the foom, the mural, the
oil portraits of a few of Mitchell’s
forbears. “Got some new informa-
tion here,” Mitchell said at last. “It
came late. Our investigators in
England just turned it up in the



old vaults at Wicklington, ' Che-
shire. It concerns your ancestry,
Whitney. Belongs with ydur last
report, by rights.”
"~ “My ancestry?” This was the
furthest * thing from Whitney’s
thoughts. _ ‘
“That’s right. It’s a deathbed con-
fession. by an ancestor of yours,
Garth Whitney, fletcher of Wick-
lington. It’s dated August 12, 1173.
Almost eight hundred years - ago.
- Now, listen.,”
Mitchell read:

knowe that Baker Mitchell was a
- man of mache welthe, 1 did hie
me to his abode on this darke

nighte and did spie thru the win-

dow that he was alone and did
~ knock. uponne his dore and he did

- averaged out

comen and openne. Then did 1

smite with a cudgel uponne his.

hed agen and agen and he did

“dye. 1 did find muche store of gold -

inne his cotage and I did flee and .
hyde the gold, so that when muche
hue and tumulte was afterwards
raysed, none. did wot it was I who
had donne this. So did I lyve out
my dayes in-Wicklington and later
have gude wuse of the gold, and
none did suspecte, but nowe I lye
on my dying bed, 1 wishet that

: o " the treuthe be. knowne.
- Synce I, Garth Whitney, did:~

-There was a silence. “It ap-
pears,” said President Mitchell at
last, “that you have murder in
your heritage, Whitney.”:
Whitney did not allow the stir of
concern to show in his face or
voice. "He. knew how seriously

" Mitchell took this stuff; it had to
-be minimized. He said lighdly,

“Sorry to hear that, but I disown
the old boy. My other ancestors
all right, didn’t
they?” ' ;

Mitchell’s severe expression did-
n’t change. “Did you note the

" name of the man your ancestor = _
" murdered?
- My own ancestor.”

Mitchell, . the baker.

It struck Whitney. He stared in-
credulously at Mitchell. Of all peo- -
ple, did old Garth have to pick on’

_a Micchell ... ? He forced a
“smile. “But that -happened in the

Twelfth Century, sir. Surely, you

Y



»

don’t hold that deed against me.
“Well,” Mitcheﬂ said, not return-
ing the smile, “as -you know, I
hold that we’re all in some degree
responsible for our ancestors’ ac-
tions. However, I don’t wish per-
sonal bias to enter into company
affairs. The main point here is that
the murder drops your ancestry

rating below .that required of a
Vice-President. You'll have to give

up that position,”
“You'd take away my office be-
cause of this?” '
“According to our present rat-
ing system, yes. You're still quali-

fied. to hold certain limited lower

positions. Sorry, Whitney.” -

A wave of bitterness swept

through Whitney. To have come '

so far, to have risked so much

and to have it snatched away be- ,

~cause of the asinine theories of this
man. . . . For an instant he con-
sidered 'ﬁghting, lodging a com-
plaint with the Board of Directors,
trying to rally other company offi-

cials to his support. Then he knew_

that it would be hopeless. Mitchell

was unassailable right now. East-:

ern Chemicals had achieved much
. of its greatness under ‘his leader-
ship. Like many other strong men,
he could afford a few eccentrici-
ties. No, he couldn’t get Mitchell
‘now, he needed more time, an-
other couple of years.
Desperately, feeling that it was

futile, Whitney said, “But this is~
ancient hjstory. How about the
present? How about my own rec-
ord? You'll admit that it’s top-
notch. I've given my best efforts to
Eastern. Doesn’t that count?”
Mitchell rose, -went to the win-
dows and looked out, At last, he
said slowly, “It carries weight, yes.
As I say, you're still qualified for
some responsibility. But, as for a
Vice-Presidency, I'm afraid . . .
"It was while Mitchell was talk-
ing that the thought came to Whit-
ney. The man was no'more than a
step or two away, back towards
him. The window was open, the



sill low, ankle height. One firm
push would do it. He'd say it had
been an accident, Who. could prove
otherwise? Who could think other-
wise? Mitchell’s habit of breathing
deeply in front of the open win-
dow was known. The man might
have tripped or had a dizzy spell,
~he was getting along in years—
He’d  destroy - the report on
Mitchell’s
gone, nobody would concern
themselves - with ancestry .. reports
anyhow. ‘The whole foolish busi-
‘nes§ would be thrown out; from

‘the Directors on down, there was

no real sympathy. for the thing.
He'd retain his Vice-Presidency;
might even have a chance at the
vacant Premdcncy sooner than he’d
expected.

Whitney rose -silently. Yes, he

was willing to go this far. He'd al- .

ready done so with Griswold. The
decision was easy this time. One
quick push would give him every-
thing he wanted.

Whitney took a step and lunged |

at Mitchell's back.

He hadn’t thought. the big man

desk. With Mitchell -

could hear him or move so fast.
He found his arms imprisoned .
in a crushing grip, Mitchell’s deep-
set eyes locked' with his own. He
tried to struggle. It was. useless.
The man was too powerful.
" “Murder me, would you?”
Mitchell said quietly. “I thought
you might try that. Proves my

_point, doesn’t it? There’s murder

in your heritage. Blood will tell.”
“Let go of me,” Whitney said.
“In a moment,” Mitchell said.
His eyes held the detached con-
tempt of a judge’s regarding a vi-

.cious . criminal. “The law’s practi-

cally helpless against you right
now, it can’t punish you much for
what_you tried to do to me. Let -
you go free and in time you’ll suc-
ceed -in murdering someone, if it
suits your purposes.. And- there’s
another small consideration. Garth

"Whitney never paid the penalty for

his crime. Eh?” For an instant
longer the two- men’s eyes re-
mained locked. Then Mitchell
said, “Well, over you go, my lad,”
as he heaved Whitney out the win-
dow.
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E» Jesson got .into -the business,

the cemetery business that is, by ac-

cident. Or maybe more properly

speaking, by nécessity. Because Ed-

had a body to'get rid of. And what

better place is there to plant a. body

than in a cemetery? )
Problem was, Ed didn’t own a

cemetery. The owners and opera:

tors of such properties are all

wealthy—a fact Ed was to discover '

later—but back in 1949 Ed Jesson
_was far from being a rich man. He
was a working stiff, nothing more,
a guy who got paid by the hour.

Ed wasn’t looking -for- trouble
'that summer night in 1949. Sure he
was rcstlcss, irritable from the heat.
He'd spent the whole day in the
saddle of that bulldozer, shoving

junk around, and the sun had been -

blazing down, He came home to

‘that crummy apartment with no .

air conditioning, and then when

’ i

nnif:i M,”,g
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he suggested they go to a movie t
get cool, Naomi said she had a pre
vious engagement to play bridgc
with the girls.

Left to his own devices and una.
ble to endure that stuffy apartment,
Ed went down to Mike’s. Mike's
wasn’t much of a place, but it did
have an air conditioner, and ‘the
beer was ‘ice-cold and slipped
down the throat real easy. Ed

oy -

knew Mike and most of Mike’s
customers, so the conversation was
easy foo.

But that partlcular night there
was a stranger there. Name of

. Wadc That was all the name Ed

' ”»s
i MU -?mammng‘
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ever knew him by. By some stroke
of fate the bar stool next to Ed was
vacant when . Wade wandered in,
so that was the stool he -took.

. They started to talk. Wade, it
seemed; was a stranger in town,
and he wondered if Ed knew any

girls. Ed said he didn’t, he was a -

married man. Oh yeah, then why
was he sitting here in this bar all
alone? - Because Naomi was out
playing bridge, that was why.

. Wade laughed nastily. He knew

Afparehtly it makes no difference how decp we bury our
evil deeds, they usually come to light just as we are lulled into

a sense-of well-being.

-

women, he’d divorced two .of them,
and Ed could. believe that story -
about bridge if he wanted to. Ed

- resented the laugh and the insinua-

tion. They argued, so loud, finally,
that Mike told them to take their
argument elsewhere. :
They went, outside, "into the
parking lot. It was one of the dark-

~est nights Ed ever remembered, so

nobody saw what’héppéned. They
drifted over toward Ed’s car, Wade
saying all the time that he wouldn’t

. -

;



i

trust any woman in the world, and
Ed miintaining that Naomi was
different. They’d drunk quite.a lot

of beer, and maybe it was natural’

for the argument to develop -into a
fight. ,

They - were both big men,
brawny men, the kind who worked
with their muscles. The fight could

have gone either way, with the.

combatants half drunk and the
night so dark that it -was hard to
see your fist in front of you, much

less the man you wanted to hit.
with it. But Ed got in a lucky .

punch that landed right: on the
point of .Wade’s chin. The target
just disappeared.

Frightened, Ed went to the glove
compartment for “his flashlight.
With the aid of its illumination,-he
found Wade’s body stretched -out
on the gravel. The back of his
head was bloody, and he lay abso-
lutely still. There was also some
blood on the bumper of the car. In
the fall his head had hit that.

In a rising panic and suddenly
sober, Ed Jesson_ realized that he

had killed a man. Not deliberately,
it had been an accident. He knew

only vaguely about situations like
this, but he was pretty sure they’d
call it manslaughter. That meant
prison, five years, maybe ten.

Ed Jesson had often complained
about his lot in life, his unattentive
wife, their lousy apartment. But he

“surface - eventually.

had things good enough that he
didn’t want to go to prison.

He had an overwhelming urge
to flee. But the body. would be
found, if not tonight, then in the
morning. And Mike, who wasn’t
going to risk trouble for the sake
of one customer, would tell the po-
lice that the stranger and Ed Jes-
son had had an “argument, been
thrown out, and had last been seen
leaving the-place together, still ar-
guing. It would be pretty hard to
talk his way out of that.

Actmg on a blind instinct, and be-
cause it was the only thing he
could think of to do, Ed opened
the trunk of his car, lifted the body
and stuffed it inside. Afterwards he
scuffed gravel over the blood
stains. -
- When he drove away from the
parking lot he had no clear idea of
where ‘he was going. He had vi-
sions of dumping the body by the
side of the road somewhere, or into
the river, or of burying it in the
woods. One by one he rejected. all
of these alternatives. Bodies thrown
into the water always came to the
Even bodies
buried in the deep woods were of-
ten discovered, by nosey dogs or -

.Boy Scouts on a hike or something.

And then identification, and Mike

*saying .he remembered the argu-

ment the stranger had had with -
Ed Jesson.
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He drove aimlessly for two

hours, and when he finally went-

home he still had the body in the
.trunk. He debated about confiding
- his troubles to Naomi, but decided
against it. He spent a sleépless
night, secking a solution and not
finding it

* He rose with the dawn and ate a
- sort of breakfast by himself. Naomi
always slept late after bridge nights.

Then he went out to the car, and:

with his problem still unsolvcd
drove to work.

The minute, however, that he

came within-sight of the place, he
knew exactly what to do. It was so
utterly simple that he felt like kick-
ing himself for being so dumb, for
driving all over and spending the
night awake and worrying, when
he had the perfect set-up all ready

" and waiting: What better place

could there be for the disposal of a
corpse than a sanitary landfill?
No hurry, do it right, he told

-himself. The first trucks with the"

- garbage and the trash wouldn’t ar-
rive for hours yet, and meanwhile

 he was out here all alene in what

-was practically a wilderness.
Could there be any slip-up, any
-mistake? It seemed impossible, but

yet he ought to think it out first to -
make sure. This ought to fit right -

in with his normal operations. The
landfill site was a big area, a series
of undulating, semi-wooded - hills,

like a giant washboard. The idea
was to fill up the ravines one by
one, and some day this would be
level land, maybe useful for some-
thing besides a dump. Ed’s job was
to bulldoze flat the stuff that the

‘trucks- unloaded, then cover it up
" with a layer of fresh dirt. All he

had to do now was to drop the
corpse in the middle of the trash,
and bury all of it.
*Was there any danger? He dou-
ble-checked in his mind. A body
buried here wouldn’t be like a body
buried in some shallow grave in
the: woods. Nobody came digging
out here. The dozer did .a thor-
ough job of covering everything
with dirt. That was what was
“sanitary”- about it. . :
But there was a problem, a sin-
gle small one. Mr. Stuart,. who
owned this-land, had explained it
several times to Ed so Ed would
do his job right. Mr. Stuart was in
the business to make money. He'd
bought this nearly worthless land
for a song, and he made a little

- money out of using it for a dump.
Mainly though, Mr." Stuart was .
thinking of future worth. Though -
-it was miles and miles from town,

Mr. Stuart intended to sell this
land some day, after it was filled in
and smoothed over. It could be a,
residential subdivision, or even a

- factory site. Maybe Mr. Stuart was:
. pipedreaming, but Ed had instruc-



tions to make everything well
packed and solid, and the top layer
of dirt plenty thick.”

" All of which pointed to just one
thing. "Wade’s body had to be
planted deep enough so that, even
years later, some guy- digging a
basement for -a house wou_ldn’t
come up with a human skeleton.
. Ed hadn’t the slightest idea of how
long it took. bones to decay, or how
good the laboratory people were
-on identifications. But why take
the slightest chance? Bury him far
down, plenty far down, so no base-
ment digger would ever find him.
Ed set to work, took his time.
He chose a ravine at least twenty
feet deep,  and lugged the body
there. No one saw him, the place
was too remote, not even close to
any farms. Then he cranked up the
dozer. When be’d finished a few

turns, the man called Wade had.

disappeared forever,, in an un-
- marked, nameless grave, in a_place
* that wasn’t even supposed to be a
cémetery.

That was in 1949 Ed ]esson
watched the papers, and no men-

tion of Wade ever appeared. There -

wasn’t a body, so anyone who
knew Wade must have assumed
that! the transient had merely
moved on. Ed felt that he had done
the right thing. Wade had been a
- pretty worthless guy. What good
“would it have done for him, Ed

A

P

“Jesson, to have gone to prison on

account of an accident?

In 1951, the trouble with Naomi
started. Actually, things had been
going on for a long time without
Ed’s* knowing about them. The
bridge games with the girls had
been just a blind, a cover-up. With
the connivance of a girl friend to

‘corroborate the alibi, Naomi had

been seeing another man. ‘
He made the discovery quite by
accident, ‘wandering about town
alone one night when Naomi was
supposed to be playing bridge. He
saw her with the man. But then he
was too shocked to accost them, to

‘confront Naomi with her guilt. In-

stead he followed them. And m
side him, the hurt grew.

Later, he was waiting for her -
when ‘she came home. He being
awake at this hour was unusual.
Naomi wasn’t accustomed to being
met at the door, and she sensed
that something was wrong.

“Whatsa matter, Ed?” she started
warily. “Why aren’t you in bed?”

He had calmed considerably by
this time, and had already begun

‘to accept the situation as real.

“Couldn’t sleep,” he told her.
“Yeah? Well, I'm dead.”

+ He let her walk past him, but he

noticed things about her. After six

'years of marriage, he had come to

accept Naomi-like he accepted the

“wallpaper on the wall. But now he
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saw her differently. Maybe she'd
gained a pound or two, but her

figure wasn’t bad. And she had a

way of walking that sort of called
attention to her womanly features.

Her hair, helped by the rinses he.

paid for, was shiny and blonde.
She used too much lipstick and
other goop, but her face was still
-kind of pretty. She would certainly
interest a guy who wasn’t looking
for a permanent attachment.

- He followed her into the bed-
room. “Where've you been?” he
asked nonchalantly.

“Bridge at Dottie’s. You know

- where I've been.”

“I mean, where've you really
been?”

She went on shppmg into her
robe, and she sat ‘down in front of
‘her boudoir table before she an-
swered. “T said brldge at Dottie’s.”

“And T say you re lying.”

She brazened it out as long as
she could. “I don’t know. what
you're talking about.”

He crossed to stand behind her
and looked at her face in the mir-
ror. She met his gaze boldly, and
he saw something in her eyes that
he had never seen before. A hard-
ness, a callousness toward him,
where always before she had
seemed so gentle and tender and
loving.

“I saw you with the guy,” he
said.

‘Her eyes narrowed. “Okay. It
was bound to happen, I guess.
What are you going to do about
it?” _

* “The question is, Naomi, what
are you going to do about it?”

“Nothing.”

“You’re not going to stop seemg
him?”

“NO."

- “Do-you love him?”

“Yes.”

“What about me?”

“You!” She snickered, swung
around on the boudoir stool, and
rose to confront him. “Why should
I worry about you? What have you

- ever done for me?” '

“I've loved you. I've supported
you .

“Hah’ You bum! A lousy bull-
dozer operator in a trash. dump!”

She shouldn’t ‘have -said that.-
The idea might never have popped
into his mind if ‘she hadn’t. men-
tioned bulldozer and trash dump.
Ed Jesson hadn’t been a ‘man ac-
customed to settling problems by
violence. But when she made that
crack he had a sudden vision—a
vision of Naomi. lying at the bot-
tom of one of those ravines and
then being covered over by gar-
bage and junk and dirt. It was ]ust
too easy to pass up.

When his hands leaped to her
throat, he took her completely by
surprise. He had big, gnarled, sun-



burned hands, accustomed to ma- -

nipulating the heavy steel levers.
By contrast, Naomi’s throat was
soft and no test whatsoever for his
“strength, He squeezed tighter and
tighter, and the fact that she fought
and kicked and pleaded dumbly
out of her staring eyes made no
difference in the outcome at all.
Her struggles, hopeless from the
beginning, grew weaker quickly,
and then ceased. She hung limp in
his hands, and when he finally let
go, she slid gently down to the
floor and didn’t move.

Later .on, as he drank beer from
‘the refrigerator, he realized -that

maybe he hadn’t had to do what .

he’d done. Not that he really re-
gretted ‘it, or still loved his dead
wife. And going through the mo-
tions of strangling her had.been a
satisfying experience, revenge for
his spurned love and for the insult
she had given him.

" But he could have reacted less
violently. He could have asked for
" a divorce, for instance. That would
have been 4 complicated business,
of course, costing money and tak-
ing time. His-way had been sim-
pler and surer:

Anyway, it was done now. He
loaded Naomi’s body into the
trunk of the car, and then after a
bit of thought, he put a lot of other
stuff in too, her clothes, all the
junk on her . dressing table, the
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things around the place that were
her personal property. Afterwards
he went to bed and slept soundly.
. He was up early though, and
drove out to the dump in the pink
dawn. He had already decided in
his mind where to plant her, so
when he arrived he simply backed
his car to the proper spot and
quickly unloaded the contents of
the trunk. He took the same pre-.
cautions as before, of course, mak-
ing sure the body would be down
plenty deep. In. fact, Naomi would
be even deeper than Wade had
been, thirty feet eventually.

That evening, explaining to. the
neighbors, Ed said that he’d put

"Naomi on a train that morning to -

go. visit her .sick mother. Naomi
did indeed have .a mother, and a
couple of sisters and brothers too,
but it was: the kind of family
whose members didn’t care wheth-
er the others were dead or alive.
Ed also told the-landlord he was
moving out immediately. When_ he -
arrived at his next home, a little
bachelor’s kitchenette, he described
himself as a single man.

~Which he was, -since he: had no

wife. But also he was a changed

man. “A lousy bulldozer operator
in a trash dump!” Those were the
last. words. Naomi had spoken to
him. He brooded on them now.
Was his job, and the accompanying
fact that he didn’t make a lot of

’

=~ ALFRED HITCHCOCKS MYSTERY . MAGAZINE



money, the reason Naomi
gone to another man? Maybe old
Wade had been right about wom-
en. You couldn’t trust any of them.
They simply went for the respecta-
ble guys, or the guys with the most
. money. .

But what was he, Ed Jesson, go- '

ing to do- about that? He had no

education, and he hadn’t been real
smart to begin with. All he could

do was push a dozer around a
trash lot. How could he make that
pay? How could he become a big
shot that way?

The answer wasi’t long in com-
ing. Because Ed Jesson had some-
_-thing -nobody else had. He had
w_hat business men call a “valuable
asset”. In this case, a place to dis-
pose of corpses when it wasn’t con-
venient that these corpses should
be disposed of in the ordinary
manner. In other words, Ed Jesson
had at least a potential bootleg
funeral - and cemetery service.

There ought to be people, he
reasoned, maybe lots of people,
who could use a service like that.
The big problem was where to
. “find them, how to contact possible
customers.

He had no worries at all about
‘the operation. That was slick and
foolproof. The town wasn’t mov-
ing out in the direction of Mr.
Stuart’s trash dump at all. So the
site would be available for years

had .

and years. And if he buried his-
corpses deep enough, somebody
could come in and build at this lo-
cation, and Mr. Stuart and Ed Jes-
son, partners sort of, could move
to another place. :

If he just had the customcrs'

And then he read something in
the ‘paper about a2 man named
Nicky Albert. Albert was a gang-
ster, the head of a gang in fact,

who -operated not in Ed Jesson’s

small town, but in the city, seven-
ty-five miles away. Nicky Albert
was being suspected of the murder
of another hood named: Jimmy
Trask. They didn’t know for sure.
And they didn’t even know for
sure that Jimmy Trask was dead.
Just missing. But there were some
very suspicious circumstances.

Ed took time from work and
drove to the city looking for Nicky
Albert. The gang leader wasn’t an
easy man to find, and a big rough-
looking, weather-tanned man like
Ed wasn’t the sort to be granted an
immediate audience with the high
mogul of gangland.

But Ed was persistent and hung
around. Finally a pencilled mes-
sage, “I can do something useful

for you, Mr. Albert,” managed to

get through. A couple of small,
dapper underlings, with their right

‘hands suspiciously .in their side

pockets, arrived to escort Ed into
the presence of the great man.

o



‘Nicky Albert was a tiny fellow,

which was maybe the reason he
- kept small’ men around him. He
wore a gray suit that gleamed like

silver, and a bzg diamond- shone

out of a crease in. his necktie. He
sat behind an enormous walnut

desk, which didn’t help his size

any. But his head was large, indi-
cating the presence of a brain, and
he had piercing black eyes. =

“So what can you do that weuld
be useful to me, Mr. ‘]esson ?” he
wanted to know.

Ed had decided to be bold “In
case the body of Jimmy Trask is
~ hanging around somewhere and

getting 'in your way, . I could gctv

rid of it for you.

The. expression on Nicky AI
bert’s dark face never changed. He
used the same words he must have
used to the police.
anything about Jimmy Trask.”

“I didn’t say you did, Mr. Al

bert.” Somehow he found hlmself-

talking easily and confidently. “
just- said ‘in case’. But 'm‘in a
kind of business, you see.. I'm al-
ways getting rid of things: people

don’t want, trash; garbage, all sorts -

of junk. T operate a bulldozer in a
sanitary landfill.” :
Nicky Albert flicked sharp
glances at his hirelings, both of
whom shrugged. “Mr. Jesson,” he
said then, “describe to me what's a
sanitary landfill.” C

“I don’t know -

Ed obliged, giving full details.
All except, that is, the information
that Mr. Stuart’s property: already
contained two bodies. Over the
last couple of years Ed had devel-
oped.a.certain self-protective wari-. |

. nEss.

“I think it would also be a good
place to get rid of ‘dead bodies,” he
finished. “Especially for people
who can’t afford expensive funer-
als, cemetery lots, tombstones, and
stuff. You know, friends of the

. dead man who -want to see him

decently buried, but don’t want the
publicity, and™don’t want strangers
noseying in on the final services. I-
know exactly when to expect the .
trash trucks, and 1 can see ’em
coming for a-couple of miles. So
most” of the time I'm alone, and
anything I happen to have in the
trunk of my car I can dump in
with the rest of the garbage -and.
junk. It's guaranteed.”. _
Nicky Albert pursed his thlck
sensual lips, and was thoughtful.
As far as Ed was concerned, the .
gangster had already given himself
away. He had a body stowed away
somewhere. Ed noticed "another
thing about Albert too. He was .
just a little nervous, a little eager. -

" That body was kind - of embar-

rassing to the gangster. -
“How do I know you’re not a

" police stooge?” Nicky asked. -

« “You can check on me,

where 1
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work, how long I've been there.:
You can come out and see the
place if you want to.”"
Albert waved a soft, girlish little
hand that was decorated with big
.rings. “No, I don’t want to be seen

there. The cops might have a tall'

on me.

Ed was ushered out, there was a’

debate in Nicky’s inner office, and
finally one of the underlings told
Ed he could go home and he might
hear from them later. Ed did as he
was told, but he had a feeling he’d
accomplished something.
"~ Next day as he worked he was
sure that he was being spied upon.
Probably by someone”quite a dis-
tance off, someone using. powerful
binoculars maybe. Then he hap-
pened to see Mr. Stuart in the aft-
ernoon, and Mr. Stuart was curious
about a party who’d been around
asking questlons about Ed .
The evening of the "following

day, Ed received a long distance.

phone call. He was told to bring
his car to a certain corner in the
city that same night to pick up a
- package.

“How much do I get for deliver-
ing the package?” Ed wanted to
know. .

“Two hundred bucks,” the un-
known voice ‘said.

“Make it a thousand and Il be
there,” Ed replied.

The voice hesitated. for a full ten

" seconds before. it answered. “Okay,
a thousand.” -
Driving his car into the city, Ed
felt “better about himself than he
had for a long time. ‘Already he
was a real pro in the business. And
as for his old job of pushing the
bulldozer around, he was finally
collecting some fringe benefits.

The corner where he’d been told
to go was a dark one. There was
an old delivery van there with the
name of some dairy on the sides.
Ed was given two objects, the first
a nice fat bulky envelope, and the
second a big stiff oblong thing
about -six feet in length’ wrapped
in brown paper.

“Why is it so stiff?” he. won-
dered.

“Been in the ice box,”
said. '

The ob]cct was $o r1g1d that Ed
had te take the spare tire out of his
trunk to get it to fit. The driver of
the van cursed all the time he was
deing it. But the job got done, and
Ed made a .mental note not to
make the same mistake next time.

In the morning when he planted
the package he had the same feel:
ing as before, that someone was
watching him from a distance. He
didn’t care about that. He was do-

the man

“ing an honest job for honest pay.

There’d been an even.one grand
in- that little envelope.
That was only the beginning, of
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course, back in 1951. The begin-

ning of a lucrative, secret career-

for Ed Jesson. He'd picked a good
customer in Nicky Albert. Nicky
-apparently had an inexhaustible
. supply of enemies, and he was the
sort who believed that. the best way
to eliminate an enemy was to elim-
inate him permanently: And there
was nothig more permanent,
more final; more complete, than
planting in. the sanitary landfill.
The police never did figure out
how .so: many unsavory characters
could disappear so- entirely with-
out a trace. Ed even started to
. imagine that he was engaged in: a
kind of social work, helping get
rid of a lot of people whom society
could better do without. -
Sometimes there were so many
of those brown packages that Ed
got the impression that they were
being imported from all over the
country, that maybe Nicky had
. started a profitable sideline of be:
ing the middleman in this corpse
dispesal business. " Maybe: Nicky
was charging the boys in Chicago,
" Frisco'and other places, two' grand
for'the job and: thensplitting with
Ed. Ed thought about arguing the
point, but. decided against it. Nicky
had all the contacts. He handled
the sales end, while Ed was in
production.

Besides, he didn’t. want to: take a
chance on ruining a good thing.
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Ed Jesson was becoming. wealthy.
He was careful not to be too ob-
vious about it. In fact, he’d become
a pretty sophisticated “individual.
He’d heard about such dangers as

curious Internal Revenue men, so

when anybody casually inquired,
he explained that he was a frugal,
saving ‘man, and also he could af-

ford a~lot of nice things since hls ,

wife had left him.

The nice things. in Ed’s life in-
cluded a new apartment; comforta-
ble though not fancy, and a well-
stocked home bar. Semetimes he
had companions to share these

modest .delights with him. The.
companions were invariably young; -

pretty and fun-loving. Ed never re-
married. He wasn’t ene -to make

the same mistake- twice.

Seme day, he reckoned, as. hlS
secret. hoard of greenbacks accu-
mulated, he would retire and real-
Iy live it up, somewhere in a for-
eign.  country - where strangers
wouldn’t be so curious. He planned
for this day by studying travel lit-
erature. This was part of his en-
joyment of life, planning. for the

future: like any sohd citizen ought'

to do:

He thought that future had sure-

ly- arrived one afterncon when Mr.
Stuart brought a man out to view
the property. Mr. Stuart intro-

duced the newcomer to Ed as a °

Mr. Macklin, but didn’t say who
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he was exactly. And then when
Mr. Macklin went away, Mr. Stu-
art was still secretive.

“What's up?” Ed demanded to
know. He’d always known that
Mr. Stuart had -hoped to sell this
property and make a profit from
it. Only the town had refused to

expand in the direction of the

trash dump, and although Ed had
marched - his bulldozer - across ra-
vine after ravine, leveling the
countryside to the flatness of a bil-

liard table, it didn’t look as if it

‘was going to make anything but
a nice farm or pasture land. “Mr,
Macklin going to buy this place?”

“Looks as if he might,” Mr.
Stuart admitted. “But don’t you
worry, Ed. You ain’t going to be
out of 'a job. If I sell this, I'll buy
me another place north of town
that T have my eye on, and we'll
still be in the sanitary landfill busi-
ness. I might even buy you a new
dozer, Ed.”

Ed Jesson relaxed for a’ while.
But he had t be careful these
days, because Mr. Macklin started
to show up at odd times, and he
usually brought surveyors and

\
¥

‘other people with him. And then

one day he brought 2 man in a
gray-blue uniform with a lot of
gold stuff on the visor of his hat.

Ed quit work and rushed to Mr.-
Stuart’s office. “What’s going on
out there?” he asked in real ap-
prehension.

Mr. Stuart leaned back in his

chair, plopped his heels up on his
desk top, and smiled kind of
sheepishly. “Guess we can’t keep
the secret any longer, Ed. The Air
Force is going to buy my land.
Going to install Minuteman mis-
siles. Underlying rock strata seem
to be just right or something.
They’re going to dig silos for those
missiles sixty feet or so straight
down into the ground.” -
- Ed started out the door, and only.
half heard Mr. Stuart’s next re-
mark. “Ain’t that just like the gov- .
ernment though? We've been fill-
ing in for years, and now they’re
going to dig it all up again.”

Ed went home and ‘looked at

‘his travel folders." Also he thought

he’d better check on extradition -
laws, He was really a sophisticated

" fellow finally.
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My naMe is Fred T. Banks, age

twenty-seven. I am married and

my wife’s name. is Louise. I own

and operate a radio and: TV repair .
shop -in Burbank, California,
known as

I employ only one man, Dick
Larsen.

Dick was out on a house calk
that afternoon: when a Mrs. Smith

brought the TV portable into my

shop for repair. She d_id'nl’ti com-
plain. when I
would probably be a week- before

I could get around' to repairing it. -.
That, in itself, was a litdle strange;

but at the time I paid no attention

toit. The other part was even
stranger, but, again, I gave‘ it lietle -

thought. Instead of giving me her

: ad'd‘re‘ss, she stated she’d be back

in about a week to pick it up. I

had never seen hér-prior to that and
I haven’t seen her since then.

She' told me that the sound and
picture on the portable kept fad-

ks ]

Bank’s Radio: & TV
Service. It's a small business and

told her that- it

ing, out shortly after the set had
been turned on. When she depart-

ed my shop I turned on the set to

give it a.preliminary test.

‘At that moment. the phone. rang,

and, while 1 was getting, the perti-
nent. information from a. customer

needing a house call, I noticed that.

both: the sound and picture had

come on. the portable TV. I didn’t. -

“pay much attention: to it, however; .

“but I do recall that there was a

shot of the crowd at Hollywood‘

Park, and the sportscaster was re-
porting that Cathy’s. Girl, a long
shot, had ' won the feature race and
paid §14452. .

«. The picture and sound faded out

before 1 finished with: the. phone

call. On my way out: I turned: off

the: TV-set; picked: ups my repair -

kit, and got into my truck.

locking: up the shop and getting

ready to go home, I chatted briefly

with" Larry. Green. He owns the

‘furniture shop- immediately next

door to my shop. We both park our
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- That same evening, while I was .
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The ability to foresee the future’is not accepted by many. We
suggest each individual assess this case in his own-way.

cars in the back of our shops, and

he was also getting ready to go
home. . :

" Larry and I kidded around a bit,
the -way we-always doy and I said,
“I haven’t seen much of you late-
ly,” or words to that effect. Larry

- told me that since Hollywood Park
had opened he’d been out there
practically every afternoon.

I asked, “Weére you out there to-
day?” '

When he told me he had, I said
he must have won a bundle if he
bet on Cathy’s Girl. Larry said that
he didn’t even know that horse
had béen running.

Again 1 should have realized
that something strange was- going
on, Larry is a true horse player.

}
je

He knows more about the horses

‘going each day than he does about

the cost of each piece of furniture
in his store. But, because 1 was
eager to get home to Louise, I
didn’t give Larry’s remark a second
thought. Not until the next after-
noon. ~
That's when ‘Larry called me
from Hollywood Park and thanked
me for the-hot dp I'd given him.
I didn’t understand what he was
talking about until he told me that
Cathy’s Girl had run that after-
noon, and that the horse had won
and paid exactly the price I'd told
him the day before. Naturally, Lar-
ry had bet heavily on the horse,
and now that he’d won he wanted
to know the name of my tout.
While Larry was pressing me,
trying to learn my source of in-
formation,- I kept looking at the
TV portable that belonged to- Mrs.
Smith and that was still-sitting on .
the bench. I felt a little silly telling
Larry that I'd seen it all on a TV
set, and so I merely told him that
I'd dreamed the horse race se-

© quence.

Horse players like Larry will bet
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on nothing more than wild hunch-
es, and I knew- he believed me
when I told him it had been a
dream.. After he’'d hung up I
went over to Mrs. Smith’s portable
and turned it on.

There was a picture of a town,

faint and quite blurred, and a few_

minutes later the newscaster’s voice
faded in. He reported that three
men, masquerading in clothes re-
sembling space suits, had robbed
the bank in that town and escaped
with more than fifty thousand dol-
lars. Again both picture and souind
faded out, as Mrs. Smith had re-
ported it would, and I turned off
the set and went home. .

While Louise and I were having
dinner, we talked about the day’s
activities, the ~way ‘we always
do. I mentioned that I'd caught the
report of the space bandits getting
fifty thousand in that holdup.

Louise said she’d had the radio on’

all day but somehow she’d missed
that news report.
I was getting ready to tell her

about the strange Mrs. Smith as-

well as the Hollywood racetrack

sequence on heirportable. But at’

that moment the telephone rang.
After that, both of us were too
concerned with the condition of

Louise’s -mother to “even think-

about TV sets.
-The phone call had been long

distance from Louise’s sister in II--

“racks.”

linois. Their mother had had a
heart attack and she was now in a
rather critical condition. Of course,
Louise wanted to see her mother

"as soon as possible, but she didn’t

want to go because of the expense
of the trip. I insisted she fly back
home, and I finally convinced her.

to leave as quickly as possible.

I got Louise a reservation on
Flight #27, non-stop. It was a_pro-
peller driven plane, but depart-
ing early énough next morning so .
that she would land at 11:15 a.m,,
Chicago time. :

While we were at the airport,
waiting for the plane to begin load-
ing, Louise and I both noticed the
actor, Rod Bayless, getting ready
to board the same plane that Louise
was taking. Louise and I kidded
around about that—how she might

_be discovered and I'd then be her

head cameraman. The plane took

off, right on schedule. Then I had

‘a leisurely breakfast on the way
to the shop. :
When-I came out of the restau-
rant I stopped to read the head-
lines on the mormng papers. in. the

~ SPACE BANDITS
BANK OF FIFTY GRAND .
I bought the paper and read the
story. The holdup had _not oc-
curred yesterday, as I thought at
first. It had occurred that very
morning, just as the bank opened

ROB
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" its doors for the day’s business.

That meant that Mrs. Smith’s
portable had again screened the
holdup in advance, just as it had
previewéd the race at Hollywood
Park.

I hurried to my. repair shop and
immediately turned on the ‘port-
able This time when the picture

faded in it was so fuzzy I couldn’t’

distinguish the locale. But I did
hear the newscaster’s voice.

' He stated that an airliner, flight
#27, had just crashed a few hun-
dred miles out of Chicages. All pas-
sengers, among them the well-
known actor, Rod Bayless, had
been killed.

The newscaster continued, but

his voice was fading out rapidly,
and a second later both the sound .

and the blurred picture had dis-
appeared completely.

. When I had entered my shop:

minutes prior to that I'd felt
a strange eéxcitement. Perhaps
through some unexplainable reasor
Fate had endowed the TV set with
the ablhty to predict future events.
I could imagine all sorts of won-
derful things that could happen
for Louise and me, if 1 were able
to foresee the future.

" Now, when it had previewed
the death flight to Chicago, the
flight that Louise was on, I felt
only panic and fear.

I. immediately telephoned the

27

airlines office and inquired about
Flight #27. 1 was told it was pro-
ceeding on schedule and that the
‘plane” would be landing in Chi-
cago right on time, The girl I was
speaking to even verified the fact
that actor, Rod Bayless, had taken
“that plane. >

The plane was still several hours -
‘out of Chicago at that time, and
my only thought was that it could

- not be allowed to proceed to Chi-

cago. I told the girl that thé plane -
should either be stopped or turned
around, and made to land some-
where other than the Chicago area. '
Anything to keep it from nearing
Chicago. I knew I was begin-
ring to sound like a babbling idiot,
but I kept thinking of Louise and
the reporton the TV portable.

I tried to explain that I could

. predict future events, and that it

would crash. But that did little
good. I told her that I'd seen the
crash on my TV set. She tried to
humor me, but I knew that she
‘considered me mentally deranged.

I pleaded with her to stop the
plane from proceeding further be-
cause my wife was on it

And then I told her that I'd
put a bomb on the plane and that
it would explode  any minute. .

-Immediately she switched me to
one of her supervisors, and I re-
peated the “story about the bomb
to him. He talked to- me for quite

- —



some time, getting a lot of infor-
mation about me, where I was
calling from, my name, occupa-
tion, address, and all the rest.
When he finally hung up he'd-as-
‘sured me that appropriate steps in
the matter would be taken.
" Seconds before that a man had
already entered my shop and he
was standing inside the. door now,
waiting for me to finish my call
He identified himself to be Agent
Forbes of the FBI, and he asked
me to accompany him to hxs of-

fice.

He advised me of my. rights. He

explained that placing a bomb on a
plane was a serious offense, as well
as merely reporeing it as a prank.

Then he asked me to make a state--

ment..

Voluntarily, and " without any
force or coercion of any kind; 1
have made the statemnent, and I
have read it in its entirety and it is
true and correct to the best of my
knowledge and belief.

As Fred Banks finished reading
-it, he glanced across-the desk and
saw’ that Agent Forbes was offer-
ing him a pen,

“Will you sign i, plcase, Mr '

BanksP”

Banks’ head dropped as he starcd
numbly at his wristwatch. While
he’d been reading the statement

the minute hand had crept around
the dial. The plane had already
been, schedulcd to. land at Chi-
cago. :
~ “Would you call, please,” Banks
asked, “and let me know how it
happened?” .

“As soon as you 've signed the-
statement.” B

Fred Banks signed quickly. Aft-.
er Agent Forbes had inspected the
signature and placed the statement
on the desk in front of him, he
picked up the phone.

Fred got out of his chair and -

walked wearily over to the win-
dow. He looked outside and saw
the brilliant California sunshine
and the trafic moving along the
street.- On the far sidewalk - he
watched the 'young couple, walk-
ing slowly. They were talking ani-
matedly, and stopping often to
laugh. And they were holding
hands. -
He remembered other times in
the past, when he and Louise—
*—Mr. Banks.” :
“Mr. Banks!” the voice repeated
urgently. :
He turned away from the. win-
dow ‘and saw that Agent Forbes

- had called his name.

“Yes?” . _

“I've got good news for you, Mr. -
Banks. Flight #27 landed - quite
safely hours ago. Not at Chicago,
but at another airport. Because of .
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your bomb threat they made an
immediate emergency landing and

searched the entire plane. You’ll be
happy to know that they didn’t.

find ‘a ‘bomb, but they did ﬁnd
something else.”

Agent Forbes paused a moment
before he continued. “The pilot
found that a crack had developed
around the edge of one of the win-
dows'in the forward cabin. Had it
gone undetected, the
would have blown out the weak-
ened window and undoubtedly
the plane would have crashed.”

“And Louise—my w1fe——shcs all
right?”

Agent Forbes nodded. “I under-
stand she’s already on a train. Prob-
ably at her mother’s side by now.”

Fred Banks was blinking rapid-
ly as he turned his back on Agent
Forbes and went to the wmdow.

pressure -

After a while he heard Agent
Forbes asking, “Do you suppose

‘we could take a look at that TV

set?” : ..
“You bet,” Fred said. “I'll call

'my assistant and have h1m bring

it right down.”

Fred Banks used the phone on
the Agent’s desk.

“Gee, Chief,” Dick Larsen an-
swered, “where have you been?”
' Fred ignored the question.

“Dick, that TV portable sitting on

the bench—run it down here, will
you. 'm at—"

“~—the one belonging to Mrs.
Smith, you mean?™

“That’s right.”
_ “She picked it up a'couple of
minutes ,after T came to” work. 1
told her it hadn’t been fixed but
she wouldn’t leave it here. She’s

a strange one—that Mrs. Smith.”

Dear Fans: ' .

My desk is so weighed down with mail, requesting m)‘ormatton about the Alfred
Hitchcock Fan Club, 1 hope you won’t mind if I reply in an open letter. Here are the
particulars: -

Memberslnp dues are fifty cents which covers matlmg costs and handlmg (Please
send coins br money orders, no stamps.) For this you will receive an autographed -
photo of Mr. Hitchcock, his biography, and a bulletin of current news, which will be
issued four times a year. You can’t imagine how rewarding it is to hear from so many
loyal readers, and active, and incoming Fan Club members. I want to thank all of -
you. for your enthusiastic interest. :
Most :mccrely,

Pat Hitchcock

~P.0.Box 434 - "Tarzana, California

" e~y - - - o



KFravcs Ernerice was sitting on
the floor of a small closet at the
foot of -the stairs that ascended
from the front hall into the shad-
ows of the second floor of the rent-
ed house in which he lived with
his mother and father. Francis had
always lived with his mother and
father in rented houses. The house

. was always old and shabby, fur- "
nished with odds and ends that al- -

ways gave the impression of being

_ strangers to each other, and it was -

always just a temporary expedient,

something to afford shelter until *

Mr. Etheridge could find some-
thing suitable to buy. The funny

thing about these houses, as Fran-

cis knew them, was that they were
all alike. Although they-were in
different locations and varied
somewhat in age and the number
of rooms and stories they had, they
pdsscssed, nevertheless, a kind of
strange and pervasive common de-
nominator that made all these vari-
_ations unimportant, so that Fran-
“cis, thinking ‘back, could not re-
member a’ s1ngle significant  dif-
ference.

- Francis had not been happy -in -

these houses, and that was why,
when you came right down to it
he was sitting now on the floor of

.the small closet inthis one. He had .

learned that any house, no -matter
how shabby and ‘depressing in gen-
eral, always had a particular place,
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a.corner or a closet or an attic or
someplacc, where 6ne could with-
draw in secret- to security and
peace.. You could sit the;e, as Fran-
cis'was now sitting, and do noth-
ing whatever except listen to the
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‘Foll'ow in father's footstép;c" has been a parenial credo for years
and, though many sons fight the inevitable, a crafty young one

is apt to recognize its advantages.

silence that formed a soft protec-
tive perimeter around a golden
_core of fantasy. If someone came
near, you remained silent. If some-
one called, you did not answer.

It was dark in the closet. The
only light was a dull diagonal
swath that fell across the floor

from the narrow crack Francis had’

left in the door.-He liked darkness,
which was comforting, but he did
not like total darkness, which was
terrifying. From where he sat, he
could look through ‘the crack and
up the narrow, steep stairs to ‘the
landing above. The upper hall was
full of shadows, but an odd layer
of light, abdut eighteen inches

%” /m 7%‘

SETTLEMENT OUT -OF COURT

thick, lay along-the floor like a
blanket of fog just at the head of
the. stairs. Francis was watching
this layer. of light, because it was
odd and interesting and something
to watch, and that was how he
happened to see the legs move sud-

-denly into the light and stop. The

dim scene took on instantly a qual-
ity of eerie farce, as if it had been
arranged by an intelligence with a
sense of insane humor, for the legs
appeared to be detached at the
knees, the body above them ob-
scured by shadows.

The legs were thin and ugly, a
woman’s legs, and they seemed for
that reason, their ugliness, to
heighten the farcical quality of the-
scene. Francis felt compelled to

- laugh, and-he covered his mouth
‘with a hand to smother any inad-

vertent sound, but he did not laugh
after all, for there was suddenly a
subtle change; an added ingredient
of irrational terror. Behind, and a
little to one side of the first pair of -
legs, there was all at once a second
pair, simply not there one instant
and soundlessly there the next; and
it was perfectly clear to' Francis,
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with all the surety ,of revelation,
that the first legs were not aware

of - the second, and were not meant

to be aware.

. All was static in utter silence,
the four detached legs in a layer of
- light and Francis. watching " from
the dark closet below, and then the
first legs, spoke in a high, queru-
lous voice. '

“Francis!” -the legs said. “Where
. are you, Francis?”-

* Francis did not answer. He nev-
er answered unless there was a
practical certainty that- he “would

be discovered anyhow. The legs,

which had remained static, became
* silent again for an interval of sev-

" eral seconds before speaking again’

in the same high querulous voice.

They did not speak, this time, to

Francis, or to anyone else, unless it
' could be considered that they spoke
to themselves.

“Where is the boy?” the legs
said. “Why is he never around
" when I need him? Now 1 suppose

D must go down myself for the as-

pirin.”

The first legs were hlS mother,
 of course, and the second legs were
his father. His mother was always
taking aspirin, and it seemed that
she was always leaving them in a
place where she surely wouldn’t be

. when she needed them next. She

was thin and sickly and afflicted
" with migraine headaches.

" His mother’s legs did not begin
immediately to descend the -stairs.
They did not move, the legs of Mr.
Etheridge did not move, every-
thing was still and fixed in abso-
lute absence of sound and motion.
Then, with startling and almost
comic abruptness, like an explo-

sion, the legs of Francis’ mother

seemed to fly straight upward into
shadows, and an instant later her
entire body came flying down
across the narrow range of Fran-
cis’ vision. It looked for all the
world as if she had deliberately
dived head foremost down  the
stairs, and all this odd and comic
action was punctuated by a sodden
sound that was like the sound
made in the imagination by a big,
splashy period in an exclamation
point.

Francis, who had stopped
breathing, took a deep breath and -
released it slowly with the softest-
sigh. He -continued to sit motion-
less, Indian fashion, his eyes fixed
in the path of his narrow vision.

- The legs of his father began to de-

scend, steps on the treads exactly
cadenced, as if measured. slowly by

"count, the body of his father
‘emerging step' by step from the

shadows, until it was precisely -in

- view, bounded by door and jamb..

His father’s face was like a stone.
In his hand, hanging at his side,

" was a short, heavy piece of wood.
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or dark metal. He passed from
sight, slowly descending, and
Francis listened to the cadenced
steps until they stopped. At almost
that instant, the instant of the
steps’ stopping, there was a low
moan, a whimper of pain, and aft-
“er that, quickly, a second sodden
sound.

Francis waited, his eyes now re-
moved from their vision of the
stairs, his head cocked a little in a
posture of .intent. listening. He
heard his father in the ‘hall, his
steps receding briefly toward the
rear- of the house. Then he heard a
familiar sound and knew that his
father was -dialing a number on
the telephone. A few moments: la-
ter his father’s voice spoke urgent-
ly a doctor’s name. The telephone

was behind the stairs, out of view,

and Francis, self-schooled” in the

_preservation’ of silence and soli--

tude, arose in the closet without

the slightest” sound and slipped .

into the hall and from the hall into
the living room, and so through
the dining room and kitchen o
- the back yard.

At the rear of the yard, its
branches spreading over the alley,
was a big mulberry tree. No care
was taken of it, but the berries,
‘which were large and sweet and
‘dark purple when -ripe, somehow
escaped the ravishment of worms.

Francis often climbed the tree and

SETTI EMENT OUT OF COURT

sat there for long periods eating
the berries and thinking about all -
sorts of things real and unreal, and
he went there and climbed it now
and sat on a sturdy limb with his -
back at rest against the trunk.
Sitting so, now and then eating
a berry, he began to wonder why
his father had killed his mother.
The days before his mother’s fu-
neral were desolate days. The
shabby rented house was full of
relatives who had to be fed and
bedded down, and Francis was
even forced to give up his room to
a maternal uncle and two cousins.
There was simply no place to go to
be alone, no place in all the house,
not even the small closet in the
front hall, to spin securely the
golden gossamer web of fantasy.
The mulberry tree was invaded
daily by the two cousins, both of
them too young, in the tolerant
opinion of the adults, to behave
with the decorum of grief for a
woman they had hardly known.
“Francis himself felt no grief. He
merely felt confused and lonely
and violated. He spent most of the
time. alone in corners, and he kept

_wondering all this time why his

father had killed his mother. He
had pushed her down the narrow
stairs, and then he had certamly
given her a definitive blow with
the heavy piece of wood or metal,
and Francis wondered ‘why. His
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mother had been a submissive and
oppressive woman, oppressive to
.the spirit, but she had been kind in
her own way, within her limited
capacity to sense the need for kind-
ness, and if she had not created
love, neither had she incited ha-
tred. : :

There were reasons, of course,
‘why men killed women. One of
the reasons was other women, or
another woman, but Francis could
not believe that this was true of his.
father, for he had long .ago per-
ceived dimly, - although he was
very young, that his father had .no
interest in women, not even in his
wife, whom he had killed. He was,
in fact, a rigid and moralistic man
who abstained from tobacco and

alcohol and insisted upon clean

speech. He said grace at table and
spoke up for old-fashioned modesty

as opposed to- contemporary wan-..

tonness. It seemed strange to Fran.
cis, when he thought about it, that
his father and mother. had ever-
married, or that they had, having
married, continued to live 'so, long
together. It ‘'was impossible to be-

lieve that either was.in. the least in- -

terested in the other, and that they.
had, sometime in these years, by
deliberate design or in eruption. of
distorted passion, given birth to’
him, their son, was entirely beyond
credence, an intolerable ‘obscenity.

He did not think of this so spe- .
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cifically or so precisely, of course.
He merely sustained; because -it
was essential to what he was and
had to be, the illusion that his rela-
tionship with them did not ante-
date the deepest probing of his
memory.

Another reason why men some-
times killed women, he thought in
his corner, was to gain money or

“ something valuable that the wom-

en had, but this was even more un-
tenable than love or hate as a mo-

-tive for his mother’s murder by his

father. His mother had ‘been as
poor in goods as in spirit and body,

“and she had left nothing to his fa-
.ther except the expense of burying

her and feeding for two or- three
days all the relatives who came to
help him do it. There seemed to
be, in fact, no rational reason for
killing her at all, nothing to be.
gained that could not have been
gained -with less trouble and dan-
ger by simply going away. Francis,
pondermg the mystery, was filled
with wonder, if not with grief.-

It was a great relief when the
funeral was finally over. Services

-were held in.the chapel of the

mortuary that had received the
body, and Francis sat beside his
father in a cool, shadowy alcove
lined with gray drapes. He could -
look across the chapel to the casket
in which his mother lay under a
spray of fern and red and whlte
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carnations, and by lifting his eyes
he could see, high in the far wall,

a leaded window of stained glass

that transmitted the sunlight in
glittering fragments of color. Most
of the time he watched the win-
dow, but once in a while he would

glance sidewise from the corners of

his eyes at his father’s face. He
was curious to see if the secret his
father thought he shared with no
one would reveal itself, here in
this dim alcove, in some naked
expression, however fleeting. But if
there was such an expression,
Francis could not detect it, was not
looking, perhaps, in the instant
that it came and passed. His father
sat ‘as still as stone and stared at
nothing with empty eyes.

After the chapel, there was the
ordeal of the cemetery. Francis
rode out there with his father in

the back seat of a big black limou-,

sine furnished’ by the mortician.

Beyond the edge of ithe cemetery.

where the earth had been opened
for his mother’s entry, a meadew
of green grass, growing brown in
the sun, sloped down to the bank
of a stream lined-with poplars and
oaks and elms.
the service was read, a crow flew
lazily \and constantly cawed. Fran-
cis watched the trees and- listened
to the crow. _

- Happily, the graveside service
was brief, and after it was com-
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‘Overhead, while:

pleted everyone went away, and
Francis went home with his father
-in ‘the limousine. All the relatives
began to leave then, to go back to
wherever they had come from, and
that was the best of a bad time, as
the shabby old house approached
emptiness and silence. After a
while, before dark, no one was left
but Francis and his father and
Uncle Ted. Uncle Ted, who had
to wait until morning to catch a
train, was the oldest brother of
Francis’ mother, and he -and Mr.
Etheridge, wher all the others had
gone, sat in the living room and
talked. Francis, hardly noticed, sat
behind~ them 'in" a high-backed
chair and looked out a window
into the side yard and listened to
-what was said. .

“Luther,” Uncle Ted snd to Mr.
Etheridge, “I haven’t wanted to
discuss this with you previously, -
but if you don’t take action in this
business, you're a fool, and that’s
all I've got to say.”

_“I intend to take action,”
Etheridge- said.

“If I were you, now that the fu,
neral is over, I'd see a lawyer im-
mediately.”

“I've made an appomtment for
tomorrow, Ted.”

“Good. In my opinion, you have
a perfect case. ‘Surely your land-
lord carries liability insurance.”

“Oh, yes. Certainly. He has nu:
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merous rentals, and could hardly,

afford to'be without it.”
“It’s always easier if there’s in-
surance. If it comes to a jury, they
- have much less compunction about
soaking a big company.’
“I have a notlon it will be set-
tled out of court.”
“Quite likely. You mustn’t ac-

cept too little, however. After all, -

your wife is dead and buried.”
“So she is, and I'll not forget it

for a moment. Any settlement will

have' to be most liberal.”

~ “Well, the liability is perfectly

apparent, I should say. It’s almost

criminal. That broken board at the’

head of the stairs should have been
replaced long ago. It’s a landlord’s
obligation to take care “of - such
matters,” :

Then, of course, Francis knew
why his father had pushed his
mother down the stairs. There
was no longer the least need to
wonder about it.

He was in his room upstairs
when the investigator from the in-
surance company ‘came. Francis
knew that the visitor was an in-
vestigator - because Mr. Etheridge
brought him right upstairs and
showed him the loose board, and

then they stood there in the shad- "

owy hall ‘at the head of the stairs
and talked about what had hap-
pened. Francis had his door closed,
and in the begmmng could hear
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only the voices, not the words, and
so he walked over silently from his
bed, where he -had been sitting,
and opened the door a crack. Then
he could hear clearly what was be-
mg said, and could. see, by apply
ing an eye to the crack, the inves-

.tigator and his father standing’

* face to face there in the shadows.

“It happened very suddenly,”"
-Mr. Etheridge was saying. “My
wife and I were in our room. She

-had a severe headache and wanted

some aspirin, but she had left the
bottle dewnstairs. I offered to get
it for her, but she said no, she
couldn’t remember just where she
had put it and would have to look
for it. She went out of the room,
and 1 followed her; a few steps be-

" hind, thinking that I might be of .

help. When she reached the head ~
of the stairs, she simply seemed to
pitch- down headfirst, almost as if

“she had dived. It -happened so sud-
* denly, as 1 sdid, that I couldn’ -

reach her, although I tried. She
struck her head on the edge of one
of the lower steps. Her collar bone
was broken also, as you know, but

.~death’. was caused by the head in-

jury. The has
that”. .

“I know.” The investigator was
a squat man with arms and torso
far out of proportion to his legs,
" which were remarkably short. His

voice had a harsh, rasping sound,

doctor certified

ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S h(YSTERY MAGAZINE



,as if he had a sore throat that was
painful to talk through. “Are you
positive she tripped? She didn’t
merely faint and fall? You said
yourself she wasn’t feeling well.
She had a severe headache.”
“No,-no. She tripped. She didn’t
merely collapse, as she would have
done in fainting. She pitched for-

ward with considerable momen-

tum. That’s surely obvious from
the distance she fell before striking
the stairs. -'You can see the board
here. It had rotted away from its
nails and come loose. It projects
above the others perhaps a quarter
of an inch.”

“T see. It's quite dangerou_s, be-
_ing right at the head of the stairs.
I'm surprised that you didn’t fix it
yourself, Mr. Etheridge.”

“I should have. I reproach myself
for not having done so. But I'm
not handy at such things. It’s the
landlord’s duty to keep the house
in repair, and I reported the board

to him." He assured me that he

would have it replaced.”
“I assume that you were the only
one who witnessed the acadentP”
“Yes.”
“That’s too bad. It would sim-
plify matters if there were someone
to corroborate your testimony.”
“Well, there isn’t. My wife and 1
were ‘alone in the house. The boy
was outside playing.”
It was then that Francis opened

SETTLEMENT OUT OF COURT

‘epening,

the door of his room and walked
out into the hall and over to his fa-
ther and the investigator. The door
made a thin, squeaking -noise in
and both men . turned
their heads in the direction of the
sound and watched Francis ap--
proach.

“I've been in my room,” Francis
said, unnecessarily. “I heard you .
talking.” -

“Did you?” Mr. Etheridge’s
voice had an edge. “You shouldn’t
listen to conversations that don’t
concern you, Francis. It’s bad man-
ners.”

“Pm sorry. I just thought I could
help.” -
“There is nothing you can do.
You had better go back to, your

room.” ‘

“Help in what way?”-the inves-
tigator said, '

“Well,” Francis said, “I heard
you say that it would simplify

things if there were someone ‘else

who saw what happened, and I
saw.”
 “What's that? You saw the acci-

~dent? You saw your mother fall

down the stairs?”

“Yes. T was sitting in the closet
down there in the hall. I often sit
in there, because it’s quiet and no
one knows where 1 am and it’s a_
good place to be. The door was
open a little bit, though and I .
could see right up the stairs, and I
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saw just exactly what happened.”
Francis looked from the investi-

gator to the face of his father, and
his father’s face was just like it had |

been in the alcove in the chapel, as

‘gray as the drapes, as hard as

stone. He did not move, watching
‘Francis. .
“All' right, son,” the investigator
said. “Just tell me what you saw.”
"Francis turned his eyes back -to
the investigator. The ‘eyes were
‘pale blue, complementing his pale

hair, the wide remote eyes of a

"dreamer. )

“It was just as Father said.
Mother tripped and fell. She )ust
came flying down.”

There was a long, sighing sound
that was the sound -of Mr: Ethe-
ridge’s breath bemg released in the
shadows.

“If you saw your mother fall;” he
said, “why didn’t you come out to
help her?”

“T don’t ‘know: I was afraid, T
- guess. It was so sudden and so ter-
rible that it frightened me. I don’t
know why. Theh you came down,
and I heard you calling the doctor,

- and so I just went out the: back -

way and sat in the mulberry tree.”

“Well, I'll be damned!” The in-

'vestlgator shrugged at Mr. Ethe-,

ridge. “Kids are odd little ani-
mals.”

* “Yes,” Mr. Etheridge said, “they
are, indeed. Now' you W111 please
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return to your room, Francis.
Thank you for speaking up.”

“You're welcome;,” Francis said.

- He went back into his réom and
closed the door and sat on the
floor in a swath of 'sunlight. There
was' a large book: there' that he had
beenlooking at earlier, and he be-
gan now to look at it again. It con-
tained thousands of colored pic-
tures of almost every imaginable
thing, and Francis was still' look-
ing at the pictures about a quarter
of an hour later when his’ father
opetied the door and came into the
room and stood looking down at
him. -

“What are you locking at, Fran-
cis?” Mr. Etheridge said.

Francis looked 'wp from the
bright pictures to his father’s gray
stone face. His pale blue eyes had
a kind of soft sheen on them. The

sunlight gathered and caught fire

i hls pale hair. - _
- “It’s a catalog,” he said. “There

are so many beautiful things in the

catalog that I've always wanted.
Are we going to get a lot of money
fromr the insurance company? If

we-ares-maybe-we could” get some | -

of the things. Maybe even a piano
that I could take lessons on.”
The soft sheen gave to his eyes a
look of blindness. He did not seem
to: see his father at all
Yes,” Mr. Erhendge said. “May-

be even a piano.”

Ve
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Wue case was only a week old tor and the Chief of Detectives. It
when a querulous call began in ended where all peevish, last-re- -
the DA’s office. It filtered down sort calls end—in the Office of the

through the offices of the Police Bureau of Special Services and In-
Commissioner, the Chief Inspec- vestigations.
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Should a university trained detective, thoroughly schooled in <
new techniques, try to compete with an oldtimer who relies on
intuition? ' e



Captain Charles W. Beaufort’s
ponderous  countenance , turned
glum and. overshadowed as he lis-
tened. to the voice of sordid’ reality
shattering another daydream; a
dream in which Captain Beaufort

was not a cop, but a famous inter-

‘national antique - collector, slim,
impeccably ~ dressed;,  strolling
among beautiful things. He closed
a collector’s publication
The Victoriana Quarterly, and
with it his plan to attend an an-
tique auction on 3rd’ Avenue ‘that
. afternoon. -

“ .. so find Betty Myers,”
the Chicf of Detéctives. “Find the
body dead or alive, but. find it, or

a reasonable explanation of where

it" went. and how it got there.”
Captain’ Beaufort hung -up; then:

called his three favorite stoolies..

None of them: knew a thing about
‘what the papers referred to as the

“vanished nude of Seam Street”.

- He brooded then for two. minutes
in angry pouting speculation while
caressing his second chin like a
goatee. This case
‘becn easy. The murderer had con-
fessed almost at once. He éven in-"
sisted on his guilt and there was
no reason to deny it. Only the
“'murderer couldn’t” prove he had

killed Betty Myers. Nor could any- .

one else, so far. The nude body of

the supposed: victim insisted: on re-

- maininig invisible. There was no

called

said

should have

evidence of her having actually
been murdered. “There was no
clue ‘as to how she had disap-
peared.

Captain  Beaufort’s .thick eye-
brows massaged together wearily
in an expression of interior pain.
As head of the Bureau of Special
Services and’ Investigations, he en--
joyed a clean supervisory detach-
ment from: most cases. Squad com-

.manders enabled him to. avoid

personal contact by keeping him
informed of important develop-
ments and' arrests.. Buf his author-
ity made it impossible to avoid all
sordid direct involvement = with
crime. When. local precinct detec-

tives: were stumped, Beaufort was -

usually forced te sink personally
inter the swampy degradation of"
pelice procedure.. Then there was
nothing for it but to hold your
nose and get through it as fast as
possibl'c,'much‘ as you speed past
a duck farm ‘on a hot summer
day .

“I .been following this case,
boss;” said’ Sergeant Risken exu-
berantly as he drove uptown’
through—a: bleak gray December
morning: “A fascinating puzzle.”

Captain Beaufort sat in the 'rear
munching his third ham-and-egg
sandwich. Direct contact with the
murky and: sordid world: of de-
tection: always. inflicted: him. with:
a terrible hunger, insatiable wuntil
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the case was solved. “A: fascinating
puzzle, is it?” he said, wryly, and.
continued to study the peculiar
shape: of the back- of Risken’s: red
head. He considered it oddly
shaped, extraordinarily large to
house such. an ordinary and: plati-
tudinous brain. He was in awe of
Risken’s remarkable ability to ad-
just, to feality; his dumb lack of
complaint; his admiration. for uni-
forms and officials procedures; hisi
stupid inability to be introverted,
repressed, resentful of the way
things were; the way he enjoyed
crime, every vulgar thing, includ-
ing the wheeling of a car wildly

through traffic with overbeasing . .

vigor and zeal.

“A real baffler, boss. It fascinates
me.” S
“A beautiful woman, drunk,
hysterical, naked, is assaulted and
ostensibly murdered: in: an alley,”
Beaufort said wearily. “There’s no
accounting for taste.” ’

“Those boys at the: seventeenth:
precinct aren’t: dumb;, but .they’re
stopped: cold. This; case isi a fabu-
lous enigmal” '

“College "grads, the new cops;’
Beaufort said,. scowling’
gloomy. “Brains trained to think
like computers. Fhey know alll the
rules, they go by the:book.. They’ve

—

and. _

“But everyone can’t overlook a
gorgeous blonde without ‘a stitch
on, boss.”

“There’s a reasonable explana-
tioni for everything, except why
people’ chose to be what they are.
For example why anyone would
be ar garbage collector, or a cop.”™
He licked succulent residue from
his lips. “Maybe there never is a’
choice for anyone.”

“Only reasonable explanation

.
==

for this is what that oné witness
swore to. Saw it in'the paper. Says:
early’ that morning he sees a fly-
ing saucer hovering right where
she disappeared.” '

Captain.  Beaufort = frowned.
“Over ten: theusand people disap-
pear around: here every year. Most
of’ them are' somewhere else living

got no imaginations and: they ig~ under assumed names. Others get

nore the obvious as though by

deliberate intent.”
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killed and disposed of. Some may.
be hoisted by a saucer but we can’t
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ever write that up in a report, you"

damned fool. The Commissioner
would never stand for it.”

“Yeah, he’s too square,” Risken
said, then he turned north past the

Garment Center where the alleged

crime had occurred, then east to
the 17th Precinct
The confessed murderer was still
being held there as.a material wit-
ness. The DA couldnt charge

him with murder that he was

afraid he couldn’t prove, while the

confessor kept on stubbornly in-

sisting that he had done the deed.

Captain Beaufort wanted a word
with him,

Young Detective - Fn‘st Grade
Joe Straub regarded the obese, ill-
kempt Beaufort with sardonic
amusement. He didn’t resent in-
terference from Headquarters. -As

far as he was concerned, Beaufort:

was just an old horse retired to
pasture on a charitably disguised
pension. He, knew he: could solve
this case in time, but meanwhile
Beaufort was a shuffling bore to
be humored and gotten from un-
derfoot as soon as possible.

‘Captain Beaufort read -all this .

on the young detective’s up-nosed
features like a headline, and it de-
pressed him even more as he stood
in the illsmelling squadroom near

Straub’s desk. It was piled with .

file folders, and clipped data on
the Betty Myers case.

Stationhouse.

“At  your - disposal, Captain,
Complete record. Youwll find we.
didn’t overlook a thing.”

“Except the body,” Beaufort
said and . Straub’s sardonic smile
disappeared. “You don’t always.
have to -have a corpus  delicti
around, sonny, but it helps the
DA hand out murder charges.
Anyway, there ought to be good
circumstantial evidence that there
is one, that the body is somewhere,
with reasonable motivation as to
how it was disposed of, or made
to disappear or whatever the hell
happened to it!”

“But I know that Don’t you
think 1—"

“This is an cspecxally bad case
to lose a body in, my boy. Beauti-
ful young woman, famous ‘model’s
face and figure. It ' disappears
naked into thin air. Foul play
more than hinted at, but no proof.
Now nothlng works up like a

pretty - woman, sonny. The van-

ished nude stuff splashed all over
the papers. The hard prod comes
from the DA. He has to have evi-
dence to go ‘before the grand jury
and come up with an indictment.
A man’s confesswn by itself isn’t

enough.”

“I know, Captam I happen to

“have a law degree from North-

eastern,” Straub said with deferen-
tial. patience.
Beaufort gazed at Straub with a
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frown of puzzled disapproval, as
something  bi-

though viewing
zarre, Sergeant Risken ran in car-
rying a large flat white cardboard
box containing a large mushroom

and anchovy pizza pie. “Bring that
pizza to the interrogation room.’

And you, Straub, bring Veronsky
. in there too, on the deuble.”

“But his'testimony is all there .

in the files,” Straub protested.
But Beaufort -was lumbering
away, muttering. Moving, Straub
thought, in a formidable way,
something like a glacier . .\

-

Hal Veronsky, thirty, slim, in
rumpled slacks and sweat-stained
shirt, was good looking in a too-
sensitive, pale-skinned way. His
flourwhite face was accentuated
by black beard stubble and long
black hair, and large black eyes so
hurt they were turning dull like
nerves numbed from being beaten
too long. He sat under a light in
the interrogation room. He sat in
a steel chair, leaning forward,. his

hands rasping together between
his knees like insect wings. He-

waited, bowed, to be punished.
“I said it already. I killed her.
I want to die for what I did.

What more. do you want me to,

say?”

“I want to hear you say how you

killed . Betty Myers and why. I
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don’t care if. you've told it a thou-
sand ‘times. Tell it again.” Beau-
fort sat in the shadows hunched
over a steel table bolted to the con-
crete floor. He watched Veronsky
while . working with compulsive
stubbornness at the pizza pie. Ris- -
ken and Straub sat on steel folding
chairs in back of Beaufort.

“We had been married only a lit-
tle less than two years. I loved her.
I would put up with anything be-
cause, whatever she was, I knew it
was my fault. But it was hell. She
worked all the time. I almost never
saw her. Nights she wouldn’t usu-
ally have much to do with me.
But I figured it might get better
and T did all I could to help.”

. Beaufort said, “You were her

agent?”
“Yes. Veronsky and . Bedelman
Agency. We specialize in the best

fashion show girls. She—Betty
preferred us to one of the photo-
graphic agencies. I saw right

away, when she walked in to the
office, that she was the ideal. I
took her as a client at once, T

“taught her how to walk, how to

eat, how te: live. I had her altered,
rebuilt. T had her nose fixed, her
teeth: fixed, a piece of bone put
into her chin, her hairline cut
back, her whole bedy changed.
Well, T also fell in love with her
and later we got married. You see,
she was only " thirteen then, and .
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her mother = was .
around all the. time.”
“How long ago was this?”

“About seven years. I loved her..

I mean really, for herself, because
I'd seen her before, how she. really
was. 1 knew the real girl nobody
‘else knew or saw: anymore, includ-
ing Betty. She couldn’t love me
though. She couldn’t love anyone,

you see, because she was too lone-

ly, frightened. I mean, alienated.
She couldn’t beheve anyone could
love-her, so—"

.“Okay,” Beaufort interrupted.

“Let’s get up-to-date. A week ago,
Friday last, you were at this busi--

ness party at Milady Lucid’s Fash-
ton Frock dresshouse on Thirty-
Sixth. Office staff employees were
there, as well as out of town buy-
ers, models, fashion coordinators,
merchandise  managers,
and you. Is that right?”

. “But I didn’t take Betty there. -

She had been there all day work-

_ ing. You se¢, she'd left me two

months ago. She was living in a

litle apartment - on  Fifty-third
Street. I was crazy trying to” get
. her back. I hadn't slept for days.
I went there to try to get her to
come back, to quit the business, be
a wife and mother and all that. I
went there and she’ told. me to get

the hell our, we were through .

‘but I wouldn’t accept that.”

“Tell me what happcncd then,”

leading her

stylists,

Beaufort  said. “Everything this
time. If you left anything out be-

“fore, put it in.”

Veronsky nodded, but "didn’t

look up from the floor.

“Everyone was getting loaded

-and it was crazy. They were

looped silly, wandering in and out
of office . rooms. 1 kept finding
Betty, losing her. She kept getting
tighter and crazier, laughed at me,
then disappeared with some guy.
I'd look, find her, lose her again.

-She’s getting dirty floppy drunk.

She’s parading around .in a show-
ing room before a lot of drunks,

showing off clothes. 'm drinking .
and I can’t stand it anymore. I've
had it'. .. I run across the room,

"grab her and’ keep yelling at her

to come home, get out before it’s
too’ ldte, She screams and claws

~at me. The drunks are laughing,
"This is part of the show. Then I'm

ripping her clothes- off.”
“Why?” Beaufort asked with
pessimistic curiosity. ‘
.“] wanted her to stop kidding
herself and everybody else. I want-
ed her to be exposed to herself, to
the world, as a real human being..
I guess that’s the reason. I been
thinking about it. Maybe I did it
because I was responsible. for -
changing her, making her what
she was. Maybe I wanted to tear
the phoniness away and make her
what she had been once ... or
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could have been: I don’t know. It
doesn’t .matter - now because she
was sick anyway, getting sicker,

and it would never have worked

out anyway.”

“What happened then?” -

“I ripped her clothes off. She
went crazy, hysterical. It was awful.
What made it worse, no one cared.
They all thought it was a good

show. They'd come all the -way .

from Texas, some of them, and
this. was bonus stuff. Betty was

screaming crazy and she got away

from me. I tried to catch her, but
she went out the window, went
down the fire-escape. 1 followed
her and chased her a little way
down the alley. You see, it was
too much by then. It had-all gone
too far, and it was too far out to
be-any good again. I knew it, but
I tried to tell myself 1 could bring
her back, and I-chased her. But it
was cold. Freezing cold...”

“By naked,” Beaufort said. “You

mean ‘she didn’t wear anythmg at’

alt?”
“Nothing at all. Freezing. 1
caught her. She screamed and

fought me. It had gone too far

. it 'was no good ... I know
that now. I'd helped create ‘some-
thing bad and it was better to get
rid of it. I felt guilty but T couldn’t
turn it back to what it might have
been, and it was better to end it,
like someone’s got an incurable

THE MANNEQUIN

<

agonizing disease. So I hit her

and knocked her down. She tried

to get up. I hit her on the back
of the head with-a brick and she
fell' down stillin among those gar-
bage cans . .. and she died ...”

Beaufort twisted another slice-of
pizza and thrust it into his mouth.
“Of course no one hearing the
screams, seeing you chasing her
naked, came down to help or any-
thing. They never do.”

Veronsky nodded. “They didn't
care, too loaded. Maybe they did-
n’t know what was really happen-
ning. Who does?”

“But you're positive you leCd
her, that she lay dead among the :
garbage cans?” .

“Sure. I'm sure. | was sorry
dfter that, and I kept walking, but
c6ming back, hoping she wasn’t
dead. She always was  dead
though. In a way, she kept get-
ting deader. The stuff from all
those filled-up garbage cans lay
over her, and it was all freezing.
All that junk piled around. She =

“kept getting stiffer and colder
and far away. I couldn’t touch

her even though I wanted to drag
her out of the garbage. I ran.”
“What time did you kill her?”
“Around ‘midnight” =~
“You kept going away, coming
back. Where did you go?”
“Walked around."Up and down
the streets. Went to that all-night
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dlner several timeés between walk
ing” :
“Betty Myers was always there
when ‘you came back?”

“Until the last time.”

“When was that?”
- “Around five a.m. maybe, sort
of just before dawn. I remember

she wasn’t there and I went crazy

for 'a while, yelling and looking
and falling all over those garbage
cans, and then the cans were roll-
ing away, banging down the al-

ley. T couldn’t find her. Then I

calmed down. She had been
found, that was all, and taken
away. So I walked some more and
finally went to the cops and told

- them. They looked and I guess

nobody else can find her either.
It’s driving me nuts again. They

~keep asking where did—what did -

I do with her? Nothing. I just
killed her, that’s all, and I started
killing her years ago when 1 3tart-
ed making her over . ..”

“What do you mean about her
bemg sick?” Beaufort asked “with-
out mercy.

“Any model making good mon-
ey, she’s-got-an analyst-and couch.
Betty was always trying out some
néw analyst. Looked into mirrors

all the time, searching for her real.

self, she said. She thought she

" .was ugly and unworthy of love, .

the whole bit. All of them are like
that, more or less. Pretend, try to

act like you're. the image projected
and paraded around. It didn’t
work. Sick, scared to be alone. No
one, she kept saying ... no one
“Was she physically sick?”

“Starving. All models are starv-
ing to death. She didn’t come by
her basic figure by chance. She
began dieting ‘when she was thir-
teen, when she first decided to try
modeling. She knew what it takes.
She couldn’t stand it, she said, to

. see- girls thinner than she was.

And she’s gone now. A has-been,
used up at twenty, dead, burned
out. A bottle of liver pills, a bottle
of high potency vitamins, stand-

ard equipment.in all the models’

workbags.. They wind up like-
Betty. Anemia, low™ blood pres-
sure, no resistance . . .”

“And all for what?” Beaufort
asked. “Did Betty ever say?”

“Start out, they want to be Miss
Beauty Queen, the model’s mecca,
Into the movies or to the altar
with  a moneybags. Starved,"
worked like a horse, took insults
from slobs. Modeling, showing, '
fittings -all -day.- No- time to- eat
anyway. - Modeled for “dummies.
Sometimes she made $150 a day.”

“She was a'good ‘model?”

- “Ask anyone. The best on Seam
Street. The hottest on the row.

“What made her bcttcr than ‘the

others?”’
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. Veronsky gave a bitter laugh.

“1 did. 1 made her what she was.-

I destroyed her.”

Beaufort stood up with a -
bored, long—drawn—out grunt, his
lips curled in a spiteful scowl. He
looked down at Veronsky with a
puzzled sadness mixed with nau-

sea. Then he ducked out the door

with the amazing agility of a huge
scuttling crab. :

. Beaufort picked up another
glossy. photo from the pile on
Straub’s desk. “No nudes?”

- “No nudes. Those are all the
pictures we could find of her.”

 “No old- family albums. or ‘any-

thmgP” '
“Only these professional jobs,”
Straub said.  _

-“Her mother have any fam11y>

photographs of the girl?”

. “We went through the apart-
ments. None. The mother’s out of
reach, gone schizo in Mannitabon
Asylum. She really -cracked up.”

“Poor Mom,” Beaufort said mo-
rosely. “These are the pictures
used-by the Bureau of Missing Per-
sons? Hell, look at that face, the
‘poses, the clothes! How would
anyone, seeing these, know what
she really looked like: without
makeup, .in ordinary human
clothes? How = could anyone
know? These aren’t pictures of
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anyone real. An artificial doll.”
- Straub bfistled. “Those are the
only pictures we could find.”
Beaufort’s corrugated face soft-
ened a little. “You see a beautiful
creature here in . these pictures.
Classic. Pieces of sculpture. Notice
the delicate boned face, the range

* of body.” He shook his head mas-.

sively. “But where is. the real
Betty Myers?” :
“That’s still the big problem,
Straub pointed out, with a careful _
hint of sarcasm. ~
“Everyone’s different,” Beaufort
said. - “Everyone’s
uniqueness colors the way he lives.
It always makes everyone’s death
different too. And the way ‘some-
one chooses to be murdered. I've
often thought™ that if you know
enough about someone, you’ll
know the unique way they’ll die.
Now TI'd like to see that back alley
where Miss Myers ended her glam-
orous career. Not’ w1th beer, but
with garbage cans.”
‘A raw bitter wind whined down
the narrow alley. Risken - and
Straub, hunched inside topcoats,

~watched Captain Beaufort. “He’s

about ready to crack the case,”

Risken said, teeth chattering.
Straub only sneered hopelessly.

- Beaufort poked about with tor-

pid enthusiasm around the gar-

Qg5
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bage cans at the corner of a build-

ing and next to the beginning of a -

flattened area where a number of
old buildings had been demolished
to make way for modern housing.
The cans, ten of them, were dent-
ed and stained, lids chained to the
‘brick” wall to .prevent their being
stolen or blown away. The demol-

ished area covered at least half a

square block, was a lake of flat-
tened rubble like-the aftermath of
a ‘bombing. Knobby slabs of whitg
rubble had been bulldozed into
flat-topped heaps. Thousands of

bricks had been leveled. Across -

the alley ‘was Milady Lucia’s Fash-
ioned Frock dresshouse, rear view.
There was the fire escape down
which Betty Myers had -clambored,

nakedness grating cold rusted iron-

in freezing cold, and not caring
anymore. Above were - offices.
Above those, factory windows,
dirtier. Behind them were pale-
faced garment workers, green eye-
shades bent over tables. Beaufort
could feel the never ending pulse
and beat and whir and merciless
grinding of the factory.

Here, by these cans, right by the
edge of the demolished area, she
- was supposed to have died. Refuse
was everywhere, junk; tin cans,
_halfburned, discarded scraps of
cloth from the dress factories. To
the right the alley dead-ended in
" a concrete building. To the left it

opened onto Seventh Avenue. The
demolished area was heavily
fenced off by wire mesh -topped
with barbed wire. Beaufort’s
cheeks puffed vaporizing air as he

- noticed the dark secret scuttling

of rats in the refuse. He stood
cumbersome and pouting, unmov-
ing, seeming caught in a melan-
choly sulk, the sacks under his
eyes turned hollow and black. He
forced himself to ruminate with
cold and calculated severity.
Detective Straub had been thor-
ough in"his pedagogic way. Ve-
ronsky’s walking about after the
alleged murder had been checked
out and verified, as well as his
entire story. Witnesses backed up
his statement of what had oc- -
curred at the factory party. His
trips later to the diner between
midnight and five were substanti-
ated. He couldn’t have had time
for a fancy, complex, unplanned
disposal of the body. If he’d killed
her, confessed, why bother with
disposal at all? The vacant lot had
been gone over. She wasn’t buried
there, nor had she, in whole or in
part,“béen” turned up in any sur-
rounding building, or in the sew-
er. Missing Persons had gotten no
reports of her likeness alive or -
dead, clothed or not. Cab compa-
nies had checked their driver’s
trip sheets to see if a pickup or

letout had -been’ made in or near
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that alley between midnight and
five Friday morning. None. A car
might have been cruising, carted
her off—this theory assuming she
might not have been killed. But
an old man who ran an all-night
newsstand near the open end of
the alley swore no car like that
had gone in or out of the alley
-all morning.

The poss1b111ty that someone
had dragged her into a factory, a
basement, some upstairs loft, all
had been checked out. A thorough
search had been made of every
floor, factory, building for blocks
around. Every night-watchman
“had been checked out.

The tech men could make noth-
ing out of her clothes that had
been up in the office. No blood-
stains. No sign of dragging. No
murder weapon. The brick al-
legedly used by Veronsky had
_been tossed away into the demol-
" ished area to join a few thousand
other pieces of brick, - although
Straub’s men were still sifting.
The usual crackpots, compulsive

confessors, advancers of fantastic’
theories were checked out. Hun- -

dreds of anonymous tips followed
through. Nothing. Everyone pres-
ent, at the factory party checked
out. Nothing. Betty Myers had no
men friends, except perhaps Ve-

ronsky. Those spicy stories about .

“steady” models floating along

TTIT ALANTINTNTITANT

‘Seam Street didn’t apply to Betty

Myers. No tape-measure Romeo
had ever been encouraged to study
her design. She was strlctly busi-
ness, intent on sewmg up a big
future.

Wind whlpped “three garbage
cans away and rolled them bang-
ing down the alley. Beaufort
watched them go away from the

- others ‘too loaded to blow after

them. Then he squatted laborious-
ly, dipped a gloved hand into a
refuse clot. He came up holding ‘a
woman’s arm.

Risken and Straub ran up, then
stopped ds Beaufort wiggled the
arm, bringing a rusty squeak from
the elbow. “Dummy,” he said,
while his ponderous cheeks tint-
ed with patches of reluctant en-
thusiasm. Using the plastic arm he

_ probed up more odds and ends of

discarded dummies, a torso, a leg.
Abruptly he turned, lumbered
across the alley toward the rear
entrance to Milady Lucia’s Fash-
ion Frocks.

“He’s hard on the scent now,”
said Risken with vicarious pride.

Straub gave a nasty laugh. “The
scent of what, more ]elly dough-
nuts?”

“No, that’s why he’s about to
wrap t_hls case up. He’s losing h1s
appetite.”

“He’s' uncovered nothing new,
not a thing,” Straub said.

o7



Mr. Rosen, in charge of display
and the hiring and handling of
. models, showed Captain Beaufort
around his lushly,” period-fur-
nished office suite. Beaufort ad-
mired a genuine,. walnut, early
Virginia Chippendale: chair.- “I
need that to complete my set,” he
said. :

Mr. Rosen, a w1llowy, fussy old-
er man with a’ puckered mouth
and the up-ilted twitching nos-
trils- of a white rabbit, was sur-

prised. “You're a collector of Vic-

toriana?” :
" “Within the limits of my pro-
fession,” said  Captain Beaufort,

* while Straub clenched his eyes and

snapped them open. Risken had
been sent out for more pastry, just
in case. Beaufort admired blue
Bristol. goblets, a statue of ~boy

with bow. “It was a saner, -more

genteel time, Mr. Rosen.”
“Yes indeed, an age of assurance
and optimism,” said Mr. Rosen.
“At least identity wasn’t a prob-
lem,” Beaufort mused, then turned
suddenly toward . Rosen.
hired Miss Myers?”

“Yes; four years ago, through""

her mother, of course, Miss Myers
being -under age. She was soon
very popular,
she’d have. fittings, showings in
perhaps six different houses.”

“A showing, she paraded clothes
before buyers. What’s a fitting?”

“You ..

During one day ’

“In each establishment a dummy

- is made to the best ‘model’s figure. -

Then the designers "and tailors
work on the dummy. The girl
comes in for the fittings of the
samples. They . make the basic
form on the dummy and design
the neckline.and the little touches
on her.”

“There are plenty of these dum-
mies around?” .

“Thousands. Used for floor and
window displays. They wear out
and must be discarded.”

“Miss Myers was a favorite mod-
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el for making dummies from?”
“Really a dream, .a sculptors
dream. She would fit anything.

She’'was known in the trade as a

basic.”

““What's that?”

.“She was perfect. 5-foot-7, bare-
foot, 104 pounds. Exactly right,
basic. In demand to do fittings
for every house on Seam Street.
Basic, a favorite designer’s dum-
my.”

“Did
nude?”

“Oh po!” Mr. Rosen’s hand flut-
tered. “Our “clothing models don’t
do it. Not even cheesecake jobs
like posing in lingerie and bikinis.
Too thin you know.” ,

“Do you' have-a dictionary?”

Rosen blinked, then got a Web-
ster’s from a glass bookcase. Beau-
fort opened it. “Mann, Horace

. Mann, Thomas, Mann - act.

- Ah, mannequin.” He read, then
snapped the book closed, frowned.
“Webster defines a ‘mannequin.
" One, a model of the human body,
- used by tailors, window dressers,
artists and so forth. Two, a wom-
an whose work is ;exhibiting new
clothes in stores, and so forth, by
.wearing - them. Tell me, Rosen.

she ever pose in the

Did you, like Webster, make so
lictle distinction between a woman

and a dummy?”

“I don’t believe' I understand?” "

“Pm sure you - don’t. Did you

»

know this MlSS Myers intimately ?”
Rosen blushed. “That, contrary "
to myth, doesn’t go here. Models
are in demand, good ones are ex-
tremely independent and rare, and
not required to be more coopera-
tive than they wish to be. They
only have to be good clothcs
horses.”
“Or
growled.
.Risken came in; red- faced sniff-
ing, carrying a bag. “Nobody else
around here saw a flying saucer,”
he said seriously. )
“Rosen,” asked Beaufort, “did
you ever take a -personal, just a
human .interest in Miss Myers?™
“That is never good business. It

dummies,” Beaufort

" was enough that she was a hard,

steady, dependable worker.”
“Now that Miss Myers has been

retired, who is next in lineto be the. -

basic thing on Seam Street? Who
will you make your favorite dum-

" mies from now?”

“Miss Gloria Meredith.”
~ “I want to talk with her.”

Mr. Rosen made a query on the
housephone, told Beaufort she was
at a showing upstairs; room 203
and that he could go right up.

“Thanks,” Béaufort said and left
without further cominent.. '

Beaufort waited in the dressing
room, squeezed among racks of
dresses, a’ wall covered with photo-

graphs of Miss Meredith, a dress-



ing table piled with cosmétics. The
air reeked with. powder and per-
fume. He watched, through the
partly opened” door, Miss Mere-
dith, a brunette; walk before buy-

ers seated in easy ‘chairs. Their in-

terest . was that of shoppers, bored,
in a market. Miss Meredith went
through the formal movements;
like a wound-up mechanical toy,
Beaufort thought, then she came
back into the dressing room, shut
the door, slumped at the dressing
table, stared into the mirror. “I'm
beat, always beat. I got dizzy
again. I've another fitting soon.
Whatever you want to know, ask,
Mr. Policeman.”

- Beaufort noted that, except for
her being a brunette, she looked
much like the photographs of Bet-
ty Myers, same bone structure and
‘build. Then she slipped her hair
off. It was a wig. -Her blonde hair
-seemed false. Her artificial eye-

lashes peeled away. She wxped her -

mouth off.

-“Did you know Miss Myers

well?” ‘ ‘

_“We had lunch, talked. That’s

par for these days, isn't it?”
“T've been - led’ to bcheve shc

wasn’t exactly happy.”

She laughed harshly. “Who is

on Seam Street? This place is an
_occupation- hazard. I don’t mean
" danger of tripping in high' heels
on a heavy «carpet, or walking off

1TAN
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-a. platform because "you always
have to look up, dear, and step-
ping into space and breaking your
"neck. She was bugged like all of
us. You’re you to start with. First
thing happens, they -make you
over. You don’t notice it at first.
It begins slow, you're glamor-
blind. Finally you dont know
who or what you were. Or are.
You flip with being alone.”
“Why?”
-~ “Men are afraid, at first, of mod-
els. They seem in awe of us. We
don’t look like ordinary females.
Then- maybe they take a chance.
They run like they'd becn tricked
by someone riding a bfoomstick.”
“I don’t understand.” -7
“Fashion designers, artists who
cook up styles we're stuck with,
know what those creeps are’?
Plotters out to .dewomanize the
American female. We're scare-
crows, “spooks, all bone. Walking
celery sticks, they say.” She talked"
louder. “Not typical women at all,
\Betty used to say, but string bean
fashion images. Images. Stylized
creatures. We can’t eat. We live on.
_vitamin injections. We die of am-
nesia and neglect and - narcissism
turned sour.” She gave a long
laugh. “We starve, our nerves go
kaput. We take benzies, then Mil-
town, but can’t sleep: We end up.
on the couch. That answer your
question about little us?” '

t]



“Partly,. What about dummies.

made to your measurements?”

“What about it? I don’t know.

I get an eerie feeling going, by
show-windows, seeing those dum-
mies created 'in my image. Hun-
dreds, like seeing yourself hun-
‘dreds of times in different ces-
tumes in a wax' museum. Maybe
you get a crazy little feeling hkc
if maybe you’re dead!”

- “Did Miss Myers feel that way?”

“She said something about not be-

ing a personality, but something be-’
ing illustrated. Not a woman, she.

said, just a figurine. You don’t knew
what you look like when you're
working You make a long eyebrow
line, it’s a look you haven’t seen be-
fore. You're different people, dif-
ferent images all day. You make up
little games to play. ‘Now I must be
so and so or this or that.’ Only Betty
couldn’t laugh at it. She cried too
much. Not personalities, . she - said.

We exist in pictures, exhibitions, -
dummies. Spend most of our time

looking like something else. What's
our skill? Being able to changé all
at once into someone, an image. Oh
yes, Betty cried. She really felt she
was losing her identity. Ask any
model if she thinks she’s beautiful
and she’ll l1kely as not start crying
her eyes out.”
- “T see,” Beaufort said gently “It’s
like—well—like some sort of effigy.”
“Let me alone,” Miss Meredith

said and started to cry. “I don’t want
to talk about her. I can’t stand think-
ing about what happens.”

“All right, thank you, Miss Mer-
edith. I hope you find things getting
easier.”

She laughed wildly after him,
“Sure, lover. But who am\I?’ »

At the 17th Precinct’s squad-
room, - Beaufort  was no longer
hungry. His body felt torpid, bil-
ious, his mouth nasty-tasting. Ser-
geant Risken gloated over Detec-
tive Straub who sat chastened at
his desk. “Naturally we checked

those guys. out. Both of them!” -

Straub said it again. “Thcre “was
no reasen,to assume—"
- “I know,” Beaufort said. “They
were innocent. They couldn’t have
known what they had dene. But
that’s the only way it could have
happened. Veronsky says he killed
her, left her among the garbage
cans. They were full then, he said,
spilling over. He came back later.
Cans fell and banged and rolled
away as he looked for her. They
rolled down the alley. They did
that then only because they had
been emptied. Check. the time. At
five or a little after, the truck
comes round.”

“Sure,” mumbled Straub, hxs
eyes lowered. .
- “The newsstand guy. didn’t see



anything suspicious about the
. truck going in and out. He knew

those guys, knew they were okay, -

or thought they were. Anyway, a
lot of used dummies are dumped

there. The junk truck comes in -

about five, to pick up garbage and
junk. The guys see the dummies,
see the corpse of naked Betty.ly-
ing half covered in refuse. She’s

been dead since midnight. Rigor

mortis plus freezing.. Suff ‘as a,
board: Thin, bony, light, soiled,
stiff in the dim light. She’s. there
- with other discarded dummies.
The two junkmen don’t know the
difference. Even if they could see
clearly there. wouldn’t have been
a helluva lot of difference between

what was left..of her and one of*

the dummies. Don’t forget, those
dummies had all. been designed
from her measurements. Her ex-
act size and shape, down to the
fraction of "an inch!”

Beaufort made an unpleasant
snorting sound. “Webster didn’t
make much distinction between a
woman model and a. dummy. Nei-
ther did anyone else in Betty’s life,
inclading her mother. Neither did
a couple of cold junkmen. They

hY
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ture, Sergeant.
“hollow girl, like a' Dresden porce-

tossed her into the truck with the
other refuse, hauled her off."
“It figures,” Straub said. “T'll go
right -out to the Jersey flats and
dig’everything up. It figures—"
- “Youwll find what's left of her
wherever ‘they dumped last' Fri-
day’s garbage,” Beaufort said in
corpulent self-approval.
“Now you want me to bring the
bromo-seltzer?” asked Risken.
' “Yes, then bring around the car.
I can still catch that auction.”
On the way back to Headquar-

- ters, Beaufort sat in the back seat

looking at a photo of Betty Myers.

“Her unique way of life made
the way she died and was disposed
of sort of inevitable,” he' mused,
as though to himself. “Fate. Who
ever has a choice? Take this pic--
Glazed, flawless,

lain. A plastic girl, a living doll,
a better thing for- better loving
through modern chemistry.” He
dropped the picture and looked
through the window into a gray
winter evening. “But there was a -
human heart inside. And the only

one who knew or cared about that
was the guy who killed her.”.
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Hwsme the police station, I found I cleared my throat. “I'd like -to
the Motor Vehicle Section ‘and-ap- report the -theft of an automobile.”
proached the sergeant. - He -yawned, opened a desk
“He took his time about going  drawer, and reached for some
through- some papers'on his desk, forms. o
but finally he looked up. “Well?” “It 'was a 1963 Buick,” I said.

This could be called the two faces of Hagen . . . a resourceful )<
fellow who courted crime by day and death by night. ‘/_ )



“Four door. The body 1s dark
green and the top cream.

He looked up. “Buick ?”

“Yes. I parked it on the bluff
above the lake, on Lincoln Drive.
I just got out for a minute or two
and walked around. When I came
_ back, it was gone.” ‘

- “The license number?”

I rubbed the back of my. neck
for a moment. “Oh, yes. E 20-256.”
" He looked at the civilian clerk at
the next desk. They both grinned.
- “As soon as-I found that my car

was gone,” | said. “I flagged down
a taxi and came’ here. This is the
right place to report this, isn’t it?”
* “Yeah. It's the right place” He
turned to the clerk. “Fred.”

Fred.left his desk and came over.
- He had a slip of paper in his hand.

The sergeant glanced at it and

then looked up again. “Let’s see
your ignition keys.”
- “Ignition keys?” I reached into
my right trouser pocket. Then I
tried my left. I began patting my
other pockets. Finally I smiled
sheepishly. “I guess I ‘must have
lost them.”
- “No, mister.
them.” . His face lost the grin.
“Don’t 'you know that if’s against
" the law to leave your ignition keys
in an unlocked car?”

I shifted - uneasxly “But I was

gone for ]ust a minute.”

. “You were gone a lot Ionger than -

1NA

Yeu didn’t  lose

that, mister. The boys in the squad
even took the trouble to look for
you. They couldn’t find you any
place around there.”

I frowned. “The boy’s in the
squad?”

“That’s: rxght They waited fif-
teen minutes and then one of
them had to drive the car away.

“A policeman took my car?”

“He didn’t steal it. If that’s what
you mean. He just took it to the
police garage for your own pro-
tection.” 'His eyes ~became cold.
“Mister, did you know that in’
eighty percent of automobile thefts,
the owner left his keys in the ig-
nition?”

“Well . .
thing about that, bue. . . .

“No buts,” he snapped. “It’s peo-
ple like you who make it "possible
for the punks to steal cars.”

I bristled. “Wouldn’t it have been
simpler just to lock the car and take
the ‘ignition keys? And maybe
leave a note under the w1ndsh1eld
wiper?”

“Sure it would be simpler, but it

. I guess I read some-

"

“wouldn't teach people like you any-

thing. But this you'll remember.”
He seemed to relent a little, “It’s

. just your tough luck, mister. We've

got-orders to crack down this week
and haul away any car if we can't
find the owner. You should have
read about it in the papers.”’ He
reached into another drawer this

’
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time and came out with a  smaller
form. “Like I said, it’s against the
“law to leave your keys in the igni-
tion. The fine is twenty-five dol
- lars.”

“Twenty-five dollars?”

“You can pay right here or take
it to court. So far that’s never done
anybody any good. Just adds
twelve dollars and ten- cents to the
tariff. That’s costs.”

I exhaled slowly. “I'll pay here.”

I took out my wallet and put two
tens and a five on his desk.
. “Let’s see your driver’s license.”

I put the wallet on the desk in
front of him.

He filled out the form, shoved it
toward me, and pointed. “Sign

there.”

- T signed. Where can I p1ck up
the car?”

He tore off the stub along the
perforated line and handed it to
me. “Your receipt. Show that to the
sergeant in the basement garage.

He'll let you have your car and’

“keys.”
Seven minutes later I drove out of
the garage.

It was a clean car and handled'

nicely.

I wondered who it belonged to.

Earlier that morning, I had
parked my car where the Lincola
Driveway arched down to the lake
front;

It had been cool and only a scat-

tering of cars were parked along
the drive. I lit a cigarette and
walked easy, taking in‘ the auto-
mobiles I passed. Some of them
were occupied and the .empty ones
appeared t be locked.

And then I came to the 1963
Buick. It was parked two hundred
yards from the nearest other car
and the keys were in the ignition.

1 investigated the paths near the
car and saw no one. At the bluff’s
edge. I looked down. '

A man and a woman strolled
along the beach far below and it
seemed like a good.bet that they
belonged to the Buick. Even if
they started back up right now, it
would take them fifteen minutes
to get up the twisting path to the
top. , _ -
I walked back toward the Buick
and was almost there when '] saw
the squad car parked behind it.

Both cops were outof their car.
The taller one glanced my . way.
“Your car, Mister?”

" “No. But I wish it was.” T kept
walking and got back to my car
ten minutes later,” -

I looked back down the long
drive. One of the cops was still at
the Buick, but the other had dls—
appeared. '

I watched. Five minutes later the
tall cop. reappeared. I guessed that
he’d been looking for the owner

of the Buick and hadn’t found



- him -down there on the beach.
He:got into-the Buick and pulled
away. The squad car followed.
I'turned on my ignition and kept
about two blocks behind them.
They took the Buick to the down-
town police headquarters and it
disappeared into the basement ga-
rage.
| parked my car and slowly
smoked a cigarette. The tall cop

finally' came out of the basement .
" should get your money in the mail

_drive and got back into the squad
-car. It'drove away.

I thought it over and then-
_grinned. 1 opened my glove com-.

partment and took out the wal-

let that had once belonged to some-
body named Charles Janik.

I got out of the car and went

into the police station. -

I drové the Buick the half mile to
Joe’s Garage and he opened  the
doors when I blew the horn. I
eased the car to the pair of-doors at
the rear of the shop and into the
room no legitimate customer of
Joe’s ever saw.

In twenty-foum hours the Buick
would have a different paint job,
the: motor blggk number would be
changed, and it would leave here

with a new set of license plates. By -
tomorrow afternoon it would be

across the state line and on a used
car lot
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Joe closed the doors behind . us
and looked the car. over. “Nice

buggy.”
I nodded. “Cost me twenty- five

" dollars.”

He didn’t get that “Where Jdid

“you pick it up?”-

I grinned. “You'll probably read .
about 1t in the. papers thls after--
noon.’

We went into his ofﬁce.

“Pll phone in,” Joe said. “You

tomorrow.”

“Have it sent to the Hotel Mere- -
dith in St. Louis.”

“Taking a vacation?”

“You might say that.”

‘But it was more than a vacation.
After what I'd just done, every cop
in the city would have a complete
description of me down to the last
button. .

I phoned for a taxi and took it
back to where I'd parked my own
car.

At my apartment I packed a suit-
case and then drove to ‘St. Louis.
The trip took three hours and I
checked in at the Meredith at two-
thirty in the afternoon.

The ‘clerk swiveled the register
bac_k}so he could read my name.
“How long are you staying, Mr.
Hagen?” .

“I'don’t know. It all depends ”

Maybe I would stay three or _four :
wceks‘ before I thought it was cool

~
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enough to go back. Or maybe 1
wouldn’t have to go back at all—
if 1 got the telephone call I was
hoping for.

The story got into the St. Louis
evening papers, all about' the man
who walked into a police station

_and stole a-car. The newspapers
seemed to think it was hilarious,
but the police didn’t, especially
" not the sergeant I'd talked to. He
had been suspended.

I stuck to my room and the -

phone call came the next afternoon.
It was a voice I'd never heard be-
fore.

- “Hagen?”

“That’s right.”

He iwanted to be a little more
sure he had the right party. “Joe
says we owe you some money for
the last -errand.”

“Send it here.”

He scemed to rclax..
got into the papers

“Not my picture.”

He laughcd slightly. “Some peo-
ple would give a lot to have it.”

I waited, because I didn’t think
he had called just to congratulate
me.

“The man in Trevor Park wants

to talk to you,” he said. “You koow -

who I mean?”

“I know.”

“Eight tonight.” He hung up.

I got to the main gates of Trevor
Park at about seven-thirty.

“I see you-

“You couldn’t call Trevor Park a
town. It had no stores or gas sta-
tions and the big houses were far
apart and not even numbered..
But it was a place of trees and
acres and money. It had its walking
guards to keep the ordinary people
out and a private police'forcc to

~ help them.

The cop at the gate ¢came to my
wmdow .

“Hagen,” I said.

He checked the clipboard he car-
ried and nodded “Mr. Magnus is
expecting you.”

“Which is his place?” :

“The fourth one on your rlght

The fourth one on my right did-
n’t come up until half a mile la-
ter. There was another gate at the
entrance, but it was open. Another
two hundred yards brought me to 2
circle driveway in front of a three-
story Norman.

Eventually I found myself in a
-large study facing two men. _

Mac Magnus was big and gray-
ing at the temples. Looking at him
you would have thought he was
born to the-clothes he wore. He
‘was that far away from where he
had started.

The other man was tall and thin,
with shrewd gray eyes,-and when.
he spoke I recognized his voice as
that I'd heard on the phone. His
name was Tyler.

We got. drinks servcd on:a tray



and Magnus looked me over. “Did
you read about yourself?”

“In St. Louis. Page three.”

He indicated some -newspapers

on the desk. “You did better than.

that locally.”
1. walked over and glanced

down. The front page, bottom.-

There was a picture of the unhap-
py sergeant too, but I didn’t think
he ‘would save it for his scrapbook.

When I looked up, Magnus was
still studying me.

“I suppose you know you cut
your,own throat,” he said.

I shrugged. .

“You'll never be able to go back.
- At least, not for a long time. Right
now if you passed even a rookie
patrolman, he’d look you over

. sharp and wonder” xf he should .

have a talk with you.”

I sipped my drink. “There are
“other cities.”

Tyler spoke now. “Hagen,"-)ust
why did you take a chance like
that.in the first place?”

“I just wondered if it could be
done. And so I tried.”

__But_that hadn’t been the real.

reason. I stole the Buick in the way
I did because I wanted someone up
high to notice me. I didn’t want to
be doing nothing but stealing cars
the rest of my life.
: Magnus glanced at Tyler. “I stlll
think it was a fool thing to- do.”
“Maybe,”I said.
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.two hundred

My eyes went around- the room,
taking -in the expensive. furnish-
ings. “The car rackét must be good;

- if 'you. can afford all this.”

Magnus laughed softly. “Not

-that good, Hagen. But I'm like a

supermarket. I got all departments.
The canned goods, the fresh vege-

‘tables, the meat counters, the froz-

en foods. Hot cars is just a little
counter somewhere in the back of
the store.”

But I had known that too. Mag-
nus_had his finger_in everything
that- paid. He was everything. He ‘

‘was on the top, and safe.

Magnus looked at Tyler “Hes‘
got your okay?”

Tyler nodded.

Magnus went to the map on “the

wall and pointed. “Ever been
thete?” :

I looked at the dot. “No §

“It’s a medium-type city of about -
thousand. I don’t
have a big operation there, but I.
want: you to report to Sam Bx-
nardi.” - -

“I go to work for him?"

“No. You replace him.”

- “You don’t like him any more?” .

Magnus selected a cigar from a -
humidor. “Don’t - gét any - movie
ideas, Hagen Sam’s sixty-five and
worried about his ulcers. He wants
to retire to one of those_colonies in

Florida and play golf all day.” He

lit the cigar. “Like I said, Hagen,
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it’s not a a big operation, so don’t get
excited. And you can thank Tyler
for the promotion. He seems to
think you got something—nerve,
maybe—but as far as I'm con-
cerned you’re still only a second
lieutenant, and that’s way down on
the ladder.”

I decided to find out just where
Tyler stood in the organization.
“Tyler's second-in-command?”

Magnus laughed. “There #s no
second-in-command. You might
say that Tyler's my Personnel and
Recruitment Ofhicer. And that’s
only for the operating personnel.
Not the bookkeepers. He'’s got his
job and I don’t want him to know
any more than that.”

I reported to Sam Binardi the
next day. .

Sam was a small, florid man
with nervous gestures, and his of-
fice was on the second floor of a
toy factory.

He shook hands. “Tyler phoned.
Said you were taking over.” He
indicated a cabinet. “If you want a
drink, help yourself. 1 dont drink
myself. Bad for the stomach.”

“Later, maybe.”

He looked me over. “They're
sending them up young these days.
I been in this business forty years—
thirty before I got to sit behind this
desk.” He sighed and looked at
some papers. “Well, let’s get at it
We've got ninety-six people on the
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payroll, and they’re all good men.”

“Counting the toy factory?”

“No. That’s legitimate. Thirty-
two employees. Mr. Swenson is the
supervisor.” He looked down at
the papers again. “The real busi-
ness is organized into four divi-
sions. D-1. That's all the gambling,
including the bookies. D-2. Junk.
Riordan in charge. He’s not
hooked himself, so you can depend
on him. D-3. Mable Turley. The
girls like her. And D4. Cars.”

“What do I do? Just sit here?”

“Most of the time. There’s the
toy factory to consider too. That'll
keep you busy a couple of hours a
day.” He beamed. “We cleared
twenty-eight thousand last year.
Mostly because of the Dottie Dee
dolls. Ever see one?”

“No.”

“I'll show you around the fac-
tory later.” He got up and went
to the city map on the wall. “This
is our territory. Everything north
of the river, including the sub-
urbs.”

I looked at the map. The river
divided the city into two almost
equal sections. “What about the
south side of the city?”

Binardi shook his head. “We
leave that alone. That's Ed Will-
kie’s territory. We mind our busi-
ness and he minds his. That way
we got no trouble.” He came back
to the desk. “We got a treaty like.

109



There’s no sense in fighting. I play
" golf with Ed twice a week.”
He sat down. “I'll be in every
day for about a month to break
you in.”

I phoned Captain Parker and we
arranged a meeting at the Lyson
Motel just outside of Reedville.

Walt Parker listened to what I
had to say and then grinned. “So
it was you who stole the car?”

“I had to get attention from the
right people some way. This fell
into my lap.”

Parker agreed. “You could be
stealing cars for twenty years and
maybe never got noticed by Mag-
nus. You got away with five cars so
far?”

“Including the Buick.”

He nodded. “They ship them to
a place called Karl’s Used Cars in
Hainsford. Just across the state
line. We could clamp down, but
there’s no point to that now. We're
after bigger things. So we dip into
the fund, buy up the cars for real,
and store them in the garage for
now. After this is all over, we'll
make the adjustment with the
owners or their insurance compa-
nies.”

“Pretty rough on the fund.”

“If this all works out, everyone
will forgive us.”

“What about the sergeant?”

11N

“In a way he’s got it coming,
considering how he let you get
away with what you did. But we’ll
pass the word to the chief and it
won’t be too hard on him.”

Parker sat down on one of the
beds. “So now you’re a second lieu-
tenant in the operation.”

““It’s still a long way from the
top. Magnus won’t be handing me
any secrets for some time yet.”

“At least it's a toe hold. Mag-
nus has got himself a great big or-
ganization. I wouldn’t be surprised
if it covered every one of the fifty
states and Puerto Rico for frosting.
And this isn’t the type of opera-
tion where you can carry the book-
keeping under your hat or in a
litle black notebook. There's got
to be a central bookkeeping head-
quarters and we’re out to find it
It's the only way we can really
nail Magnus.”

Parker lit a cigar. “We know
how Magnus runs the operation.
Take Binardi’s, for instance—it's
just like any of the hundreds of
others Magnus controls. Once ev-
ery month Magnus has a crew
come in to microfilm Binardi’s
books. The film is mailed to a box
number. Somebody picks it up and
mails it somewhere else. Maybe it
goes through five or six hands be-
fore it reaches that bookkeeping
headquarters. But Magnus has so
many safeguards on the way that
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we've never been able to follow the
mail all the way through.

“And when the film gets to
headquarters, half a dozen or more
trusted accountants get to work on
it—and the hundreds of others like
it—and Magnus gets to know how
much he made and where and
when and by whom.

. “Magnus’ empire is like a head
of hair. We can snip off alittle here
and there—maybe even give him

a crew cut—but the roots are still”

there. We've got to get at those
roots, and our best bet is to find
out where in these whole blessed
United States " he’s hidden that
bookkeeping headquarters.”

After a month, Sam Binardi left

. for Florida, and I was left to play-

golf with Ed Willkie on Tuesday
and Thursday . aftcrnoons ,

Willkie was in his ﬁfthS, tanned,
and played in the' eighties. His
wife was dead, but he had a
- twelve-year-old son named Ted.

I learned that Willkie’s organiza-

tion was long-established and con-
servative. Everybody waited pa-
tiently for his promotion. There
was no idea of mutiny. Everyone
took his orders from Boss Willkie
and didn’t feel frustrated about it.

On a Tuesday afternoon, two
‘months later, when I pulled up in
front of Willkie’s house, I noticed

Ted duck back behind the garage.

" T was about to ring Willkie’s

doorbell, but then I changed my
mind. I went to the garage and
found Ted hiding behind it. “Are-
n't you supposed to be in school?”

He glanced uneasily toward the
house. “There’s no school today.”

-

“On a Tuesday?”
He didn’t meet my eyes. “Well
.1 didn’t feel so good So. 1

stayed home.”

“But your father doesn’t know
that?”

Ted didn’t say anything.

“Do you play hookey a lot?”

“You're not going” to tell my
father?”

“No. I never cared much for
school myself. How do you get
away with sklppmg school ?”
~He grinned. “I write the excuses
and sign Dad’s name.”

“What do you do when you skip



school? You go somewhere special?”

His eyes brightened. “Mostly I
go down to the lake and watch the
boats. They have races almost ev-

He had one more question. “You
don’t expect us to do any rough
stuff? I mean ... well ... those
"days are gone, I got-a wxfe and

ery day now. There’s a blg one ...

Thursday afternoon.”
“And I suppose you'll be there?”
He grinned. “I guess so.”

I went back to the front door and"

pressed the button. Willkie and I
drove to the Wildwood course. He

shot an 82 and I came in with a 76..

The next morning I left the of-
fice for an inspection trip of my
territory. I found the two big men
T thought T could use and had them
. report to my office in the after-

noon. " :

I came right to the point.. “I've
got a little job for you.”

They looked at each other a httler

uneasily. “Job?”

“It’s about the simplest thing
.you've ever done in your- lives. T
just want you to sit on the back
. seat of my car. I'm going to pick up

Ed. Willkie tomorrow afterrioon. -

I'll drive the three of you a cou-
- ple of blocks, and then I want you
to get out. Go back to work and
forget-everything” ~ -~

They looked at each other again
and then the bigger one spoke.
“Just that? Nothing else?”

“Nothing else.”

“I don’t get it.”

“You're not supposed to. ]ust do .

Jas-you're told.”
112 .

“No rough "stuff. Nothing but
what I told you. I'll pick both of
you up at noon on the corner of
6th and Wells.”

At noon Thursday I packcd my
golf bag in the trunk of the car
and stopped at 6th and Wells. We
drove on to Ed Willkie’s big house

"~ and I honked the horn.

Willkie came down the walk
carrying his golf clubs. "He opened
the car door. “A foursome today?”

- “No,” T said. “Just’ ngmg them
a life.” :

. I drove two blocks and then
pulled to the curb. The two men

got out of the back seat. :
When I pulled back into traffic,

" Willkie said, “Who were they?”

“Just a couple of friends from
Chicago.”

After the eighteenth hole; Willkie
and I went to the clubhouse. We
got some cokes and sandwiches at

the counter and took a table near
~ the window overlookmg the first

tee.

I glanced at- my watch, “As soon
as you're-through eating, Ed, you'd
better call a meeting of your di-
vision heads.” 3

Willkie took a bite of his sand-
wich. “WhyP"
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“l want you to make the an-
. nouncement that -you're retiring
because of your health. And you're
appointing me to take your place.”

His eyes narrowed. “You're
crazy.”

“No. You'll make that announce-
ment if you ever want to see your
son alive again.”

He stared at me. unbehevmgly

I smiled. “Remember those two
nice men: who were in the car
.when I picked you up? They've
got your son by now.” I tried my
sandwich. “He’s perfectly safe,

Willkie. And he will be As long

as you do what I say.”
He glared at me for thirty sec

onds and then rose abruptly. He

strode to the telephone booth. I fol-

“lowed and kept him from closing
the door. “I'll listen. I wouldn’t
want you to say anything rash.”

I watched him ‘dial his home

number. He got his housckecper,
Mrs. Porter.
“Amy,” he said. “Is Ted there?”
“Why, no, Mr. Willkie. He came
home for lunch and then went
« back toschool.”
Willkie hung up and began pag-

ing ‘through the phone book. I

watched his finger run down the
list of public schools. He dialed the
number of Stevenson Grade and
got the principal. “This is. Edward
Willkie. Is my son, Ted, in his

class?”

It took about ten minutes for the
principal to get the information.

“No, he isn't, Mr. Willkie. And
" I've been meaning to speak to you
_about the number of times . .

”

1-touched the hook ‘on the side
of the telephone and disconnected
us. “Are you satisfied, Willkie?”

His face was gray. “I want to
speak to Ted. I want to be sure
he’s all right.”

“I- can’t -accommodate you, Ed.
I don’t know where they took
him.”

He didn’t understand that.

“Self-preservation,” I said. “If I
knew, you might be able to beat
it out of me. But this way it would-
n’t do you any good.” .

I gave him another minute to’
think things over and then cracked
down. “All right. Start phoning
your division heads. Have them -
meet at your office.”

By the time we got to his office
on the third floor of a furniture
factory, his chlef lieutenants were
waiting.

Willkie took a deep -breath and
made the announcement, and the
reason for it. They seemed to be-
lieve him. He didn’ look too

" healthy.

I watched their faces for signs of
resentment over the fact that an
outsider had been promoted over
their heads. 'T didnt see any. If
there were some, they kept it.off



their faces. And possibly they were
just specialists in -their line. None
of them ever really. expected to. get
the number one position.

When they were gone, Willkie
turned to me. “Now do I get my
boy back?”
~ “Not for a week. You’ll be gone
at least that long yourself.”

I drove him to the airport and
exphined things on the. way.
“You'll take the first plane out of
. here to Los Angeles. You'll stay
there one week. At the end of that
‘time you can come ‘back. and you'll
get your son safe and sound. One
week will give me enough time to

. consohdate everything here. By the

time you come back you won’t be
able to do anything about any-
thing.”
“But if I wcre/ you, I wouldn’t
bother to come back at all. It might
not be too healthy for either you or
your son. Why not just send for
him? 1 think he’ll like California.”

At the air terminal I bought him
'a non-stop ticket to L.A. and we
-walked ‘to ramp 202. T glanced at
the waiting passengers. They were

The smile left my face. -

" all strangers to me, but I nodded

to a heavy man whose luggage
seemed to indicate that he collected
hotel stickers. He "nodded back,
- probably wondering who the hell I
was.

I turned my back on him and
© spoke to Wx]lkxe “See that big man

114

all wrapped up-'in the hght tan
coat?”

‘Hig eyes flicked that way. “Thc
one you nodded to?” = .

“That’s right. When you get to
Los Angeles, I want you to follow
him.”

“Follow him?”

I nodded. “Check in at the same
hotel he does. Stay there one whole
week. He'll always be somewhere
around to see that you do.”

“He’s one of your. . . .?”

“Dont talk ‘to him. And dont
try to buy him. He doesn’t know
any more than his part of the job.
And remember, no phone calls to
anyone: I don’t want you arranging
things behind my back. Remember,

we've got your son. Don’t even-

try phoning your. home. If you

-do, I'll know about it. Mrs. Porter

has orders to . . . .” I stopped and
shrugged irritably -as though I'd
revealed something.
Willkie must have felt surround-
ed. He certainly looked that way.
Ten minutes later, I watched
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. him walk up the ramp and disap-
pear into the plane. He was still
wearing his billed golf cap and
sports shirt. He looked small.

When the plane took off, 1
phoned Mrs. Porter and told her
that Willkie would be gone for a
week and not to worry. It was a
business trip.

I expected a telephone call that

night, but it didn’t come until eight
days later. Tyler told me to report
" to Magnus right away.
When I pulled into "the circle
" drive in front of Magnus’ house I
noticed a dark-haired girl on the
lawn near the lake. She had set
up an casel and was painting. She
gave me only a momentary glance
and returned to her work:

Her picture was in the Mac Mag-
nus file. Valerie Magnus. Twenty-
three. His only child.

Tyler and Magnus were waiting
for me in the study. |

Magnus let me stand for a while
and then he said, “I héar you took
over the south side.”

I nodded. -

- “That was eight days ago,” Mag-
nus said. “Why didn’t you Ict me
know?”

“I wanted to be sure the erger
would take.”

“Did it?” i

“Willkie could come back today’

and I don't think ‘anybody would
listen to him.” :

anything to me about that.”

" ‘Magnus went to the humidor. ~

He took out a cigar, looked it over,
and finally lit it. He walked to the
TV set and tapped it with a
knuckle. “If T turn this thing on
I'll probably find somebody giving
a spiel about soap. The talk will be
that there’s only one thing you're
supposed to use when you do your
washing. Soap. Don’t use harsh de-
tergents.”

He tapped the set again. “And if
I turn to another channel; I'll prab-
ably find somebody else pushing
detergents. Detergents are the new,
the modern thing. Don’t use old-
fashioned inefficient soaps.”

I noticed that Tyler was smiling.

Magnus went on.- “What most
people don’t know is that the same
company . . . the same syndicate

. . manufactures the soap and the
detergent. They really don’t give a
danifi which you buy'. . . as long

- as you buy one. The money all

goes into the same pocket.”
He waited for that to sink in

-and then he said. “Willkie works

for me too.”
I blinked. “Bmardl didi’t say
“Binardi didn’t know that. And
Willkie doesi’t know that Binardi -
worked for me either. I wanted it
that way.” ‘
Tyler spoke. “Divide and rule,
Empires are built that way.”
Magnus held up a-hand. “I don’t .



want one finger to know what
the other’s doing, but I want to
control the hand.” He took a deep
puff of his cigar. “Tyler, I'm begin-
ning to think -that you made a
mistake about Hagen.” S

Tyler rubbed his jaw. Hagen,'

how many people helped you pull
this off?”

“None.” And 1 told, them all
about it.

Magnus was impressed in spite
of himself. “Damn. You scared
Willkie silly. He -didn’t do a thing
but stay in ‘that L.A. hotel for a
“week. When he got up enough
nerve, finally, to phone his home,
he found that his son hadn’t been
kidnapped at all. The next thing
he did was to phone me.” Magnus
glared at me. “T told Willkie to
‘come right back. And as for you,
Hagen, I want you to get back to
the _north 'side -and stay on the
" north side.” - o
“Tyler stepped forward. - “Pve
* been thinking, - Mac. If Willkie
scared that easy, maybe he’s not
the right man for the job.”

_“He_was scared because of.: hls,.'

' ,kld Magnus said.

“Sure. But he still shouldn’t have -

waited eight days before he told
* us what happened to his organiza-
tion. Do you want somebody like
that working for you?”

‘Magnus worked on' the ‘idea for
half a minute.” “Tell Willkie he’s
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through. He should have reported.”
Tyler nodded. “And as long as
the district’s consolidated, why not
leave it that way?”
Magnus showed ‘teeth. “And [
suppose you mean leave Hagen in

charge?”

“Why not? I'd-say he can handle
the job.. He has been, as a matter
of fact. And it would cut down
on overhead.” _

Magnus looked as though his
arm had been twisted, but he said,
“All right, Hagen, you got -it.”
Then he glowered. “But if you get
any other fancy ideas, you'd better
clear- them with me before you do -
anything.”

Outside the house, T stopped for
a moment to watch Magnus’
daughter. Her back was toward
me and she was still at the easel.
She was slim, but from the picture

"in the files, you cquld hardly call

her pretty. I had the suspicion that
she did a lot of painting mostly
because there was nothing” else to
do with her time.

I wondered what kind of a part

she_ played as Magnus’' daughter. ~

Did he try to keep her ignorant of
what he was? It seemed almost im-
possible that she could fail to know

about him. Maybe she knew a lot

more than he thought. |
- It was tempting to walk over .
there, admire her painting, and in-
troduce myself. But on the other
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hand, I thought that if I were that
- direct, and Magnus heard about it,
I'd be’broken ‘down to private.
And yet, it might pay to know
her. '

my car and let the air out of the
tire, The wind came off the lake
and I didn’t think she could hear
" the hiss.

I got the ]ack and handle from ,

~my trunk and made some noise
doing it.

As I jacked up the car, I covert-
ly glanced her way. ' She had
turned and was watching.

. When I pried off the hub cap,

1 allowed the iron to slip and
strike my knuckles. I jerked to my
feet, holding the fingers of my left
hand. T walked stiffly in a circle,
cursing softly. It hurt more than I
had anticipated.

- That brought her over. “Are you
hurt?” .
“No. I always dance thls way
. She looked down at the jacked-
up wheel. “I can get somebedy to

change that for you.”.

“Thanks. But I think I can man-
~ age -as soon as my wound heals.”
I flexed the hand. “Nothing seems
to be broken.” I knelt down and
began removing the bolts from the
wheel. “Do you work here?” -
© “Would I be sitting on the lawn
painting second-rate pictures 1{5 I
‘dldp,,

I went to the left rear -wheel of

“Why not? I imagine you'd get
time off and all the- free “scenery
you can eat. No reason why a maid
can’t paint.”

_“I'm Magnus’ daughter.” .

‘th ” I said. I removed one bolt
from thie wheel. Then the ext.
And the next.

“You're still allowed to talk to
me,” she said acidly.

I shrugged, but still said noth-
ing. T removed the fourth bolt.

, - She took an exasperated breath.
“I suppose you work .for my fa-
ther?”

I nodded. The fifth bolt came off -
and I removed the wheel. T went
to the trunk for the spare. She fol-
lowed me. “You just don’t talk to
anybody at all? Is that it?”

I took the spare out of the trunk
and when I-straightened, we were

“eye to eye. I kept it that way for

about ten seconds, then I smiled
faintly. “Let me put it this way.
You're country club and P'm eor-
ner tavern. Kismet.”

“I am not country club. As a mat-
ter of fact, we've never even been
invited to join the one in. Trevor
Park.” )

- I grinned.-“Why not just buy the
place? Your father ought to be able
to do that”

“Of course he could. But you
just don’t do things like that.
You've got to be asked..It makes all
the difference. in the world.”



“To you?” I was mildly curious.

~ “No. T really don’t care much
one way or the other. But 1t does

bother Dad.”
I rolled the wheel to the side of

the car. “Why doesn’t he just send

the club a five thousand dollar glft
But make it anonymous.”+

“Anonymous? What good would
that do?”

“The members of the board, or
_ whoever runs the placee, won’t be
- able to send the money back, be-
- cause they won’t know who gave it

‘to them. So they’ll think, ‘Well,

now, that’s nice, and we do nced

a new bar.” And they’ll spend it.”

I began tightening the bolts.
“That’s the first hook. A. month
later, your father ought to send an-

other five thousand. Again anony-’

mous. Keep that up for four.or
five months.”
She was interested. “And thcnP”
“And then stop sending money.

But by now they’ll be accustomed

to getting the money regularly.
They'll be wondering how they
ever got along without it. They've

_ begun to depend on it. As a matter

of fact, they wouldn’t have started
building that new swimming
pool if- they hadn’t expected the
dollar rain to continue.” :

I tapped the hubcap into place.
“And then let it leak out that your
Dad is the one who'’s’ been send-
- ing all that beautiful cash—out of
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the goodness of his heart, and in
the spmt of general nexghborh—
ness.”

I looked up at her. “And’ so
there’ll be a meeting of the board,.
and nobody will say anything di-
rect about money,but someone will
clear his throat and say, ‘Everybody
in Trevor Park belongs to the coun-
try club, except Mr. Magnus. Now
I was thinking, isn’t that just a
little inhospitable?’

“And somebody else will say,
‘After all, he’s never been convict-
ed of anything. There are just
rumors. And this is America, isn’t
it? We shouldn’t convict a man just
on hearsay.’

“And they’ll all feel good, and
American, and virtuous, and be-
sides they still need another five
thousand to finish .that swimming
pool. And the next thing you know
a delegation will call on your fa-
ther, - and within another six
months he’ll be the chairman of
the Memorial Day Dance Commit- -
tee.” ,

She ‘grinned when I finished.
“Ill be sure to tell Dad.” .
And “don’t forget to mention
who gave you the idea, I thought.
I put the spare in the trunk and

. wiped my hands on a rag. This -

time I looked at her longer, bolder.
I grinned faintly. “I stll wxsh you'
only worked here.”

. Then I got into my car. and drovc
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away, not pausing to look back.
"I thought I had played things
just-about right. I didn’t press the
“situation, yet I thought that she
would_spend some time thinking
about me.

-After I told Captain Parker how

I'd taken over Willkie’s territory,

he frowned. “But we know thdt

both Binardi and Willkie worked -
for Magnus. It’s in the files we gave’

you to study. You should have -re-
membered that.” -

. Igrinned. “1 did ”

“Then why .
* “Because it was time for me fto

get noticed again. To move up an-

other notch. And I did just that.”
Parker rubbed. his jaw. “What
did Magnus think about it?”

“He wasn’t too happy at first, and -

maybe he’s not enthusiastic now.
But the point is that he was im-
pressed.”

Parker sighed. “You have a lot
of luck.”

“Maybe some. Tyler seems to

think I've got possibilities. As a-

matter of fact, I might not have
been able to make it if Tyler had-
n’t been on my side.”

Parker still

you do any of these crazy things?”
“I never really know what I'm
going to do next. I make plans and

looked unhappy.
“Why don’t you let us know before

wait for the situation. If it doesn’t
show up, I forget them. But if it -
does come up, I have to act fast.”

Something else bothered Parker.

"“We can have you stealing cars,

because we're working on a bigger
thing.. But this kidnapping. . ~.”

- “There wasn’t any kidnapping.”

“Not actually, I suppose, but still
if Willkie had _some ,other trade -
and could be in a position to com-
plain, you'd get yourself into trou-
ble' we couldn’t get you out of.”

He took an envelope out of his
pocket. “Your check. If you'll en-
dorse it, I'll bank it for you.”

I looked at it. One month’s pay.
Twenty years from now the figures
probably wouldn’t be much differ-
ent.

I turned it over and signed my
real name.

When I got back to the c1ty, I had
Willkie’s chief clerk bring in the

" books. I went over them, hoping
* to. find something wrong, some-
" thing- I could run to tell' Magnus

about and get another gold:star in
my record, but the books were .
clean. oo =
I did - notice something else
though. Even if there were noth-
ing wrong with the books, the
handwriting had changed abrupt-
ly eighteen months ago. -
- T called the clerk back into the
office and wanted to know why.
“That was when Fielding retired,



sir,” he said. “And 1 took over the

job. Is there anything wrong with
. the books?”

“NO k1]

“Fielding was a very sick man,
sit. His kidneys. You might. say
that he didn’t exactly retire; he

- just wanted to spend his declining
" days in a warmer climate. Cali-
fornia, sir.” )

“How is he getting along?”

The clerk sighed. “I received a
letter from his wife last week. Field-
ing passed away.”

When the clerk was gone, I lita

cigarette and mulled things over.
What the heéll, I thought finally,
you can’t hurt a dead man.

I studied Fielding’s handwriting
and for_a while considered trying
to imitate it. But T gave that up. I
didn’t think anybody was going to
be comparing handwriting any-
way.

I got some blank paper and cop-
ied two of the pages from the ac-
count books Fielding had filled
out. I kept the items the same, but

T changed the figures.
I folded the paper and rubbed it_
" on the floor a few times. T wanted
to make it look at least eighteen
months old, but it wouldn’t have
to pass a laboratory test.-

At one o'clock I made a call to
Magnus™ place in Trevor Park.

T got a formal voice, “This is the
Magnus residence.”
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“Could I speak to Mr. Magnus?”

“He isn’t here, sir. He won’t be’
home until five. Do you wrsh to
leave a message?”

“No.” 1 hung up. Perhaps it
was just as well Magnus wasn’t in.
While. I was working on this, I
might ‘as. well keep something else
going too. And make 1t seem acci-
dental. -

I phoned the Magnus
again.

“The Magnus residence,”
butler said again. .

I hung up  without saymg a
word. Five minutes later 1 called
again and did the same thing.

Eventually the butler would get
tired of picking up the phone and
having no one to talk to. I thought
he'ld go to somebody and com-
plain. And since Magnus wasn’t
there, it would be Valerie.

He must have been a patient

place |

‘the.

man. It wasn’t until twelve calls. -

later that 1 ﬁnally heard Valerie’s
voice.

“Who is this?” she demanded

“I’d lrke t0 speak to Mr. Mag-
nus.” -

“Have you been phomng every
five minutes - and ‘then hanging-
up?”-

““Why, no. L1 ]ust got to my ofﬁce
and . ...” I stopped. “The voice
is. familiar. Is this the girl who -
paints?”

“HagenP Pete Hagen?”

AT TRED HITALAOCE e AIVvOTEDY AAM A7 TN



“1 didn’t think I left the name.™

“You didn’t. T asked Dad.” She
laughed lightly. “He sent the first
five thousand to the country club.
He liked the idea.”

“Good. Can I talk to hirnP”

“He’s not here right now.’

“Tell hlm I'll be there around
five.”

“Now look, Pete ... Hageﬂ.
Nobody just says that he’s coming

here. That much I know. You .

»

wait untl .

I hung up.

At a little after five, the patient
butler showed me into the study
once again. Tyler was with Mag-
nus and they had evidently just
returned from a golf course.

Magnus glowered, but held him-
self in until the butler ¢losed the
‘door. “Damn it, Hagen, nobody,
nobody calls up and tells me he’s
coming here. If I want to see any-
.body here, I m the one who docs
the ‘inviting.”

“I thought I ought to $ee you
personally. I don’t know how clear
" your phone line is.’

He seemed to.go along with that »

precaution, but he still wasn’t hap-
py. “All right. What is it?”

I took the sheets out of my pock-
et. “While I was going over Will-

kie’s books, I found this. It must

have slipped behind one of the
shelves.”
‘Magnus glanced at them. “So?”

et o YT I & Y~ T

“I checked these with the ledgers
and found the right pages. The
items are identical, but the figures
are different. It looks like you were -

. being taken, Magnus. For about

five hundred a week.” -
He wouldn’t believe that. “T have
those books checked every month.”
“There’s nothing wrong with
the . books. The juggling takes
place before the entries themselves

"are made.”

He frowned. “Willkie?”

“No. A clerk Willkie used to
have: Fielding. I compared the
handwriting and it checks.” '

The name Fielding meant noth-
mg to Magnus or Tyler. He was
just another one of hundreds of
clerks. -

“I thought I'd let you know be-
fore T did anything about it,” I
said. “You told me you wanted
things that way.” . |

He studied me. “You want to do
something about it?”

1. nodded. “Fielding retired
exghtecn months ago. To Califor-
nia. But that isn’t good enough for
us. I-think Tll take a trip out
there.”

Magnus waited.

“At least - we’d have his hlde,”
said. “If not the  money. We can’t
let anybody in the organization
get away with something like this.”

“And you'd take care of that ht-
tle thing yourself?”



“Sure. But I wanted to clcar it
with you first.” .

Tyler looked worried and I

thought he'd say something.
- But  Magnus laughed _softly.
“Thanks for volunteering. But all
"1 need is Fielding’s address. I've
got a division that specializes in
peoplc like him.” :

And Magnus would arrange for
Fielding to have visitors. But thé
visitors- would discover that he
had unfortunately died before they
could see him.

Y

But I had scored two points. For

one, I could be trusted to keep the
books honest. For -another, so far
" as Magnus knew, I was willing to
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commit murder for the orgamza-
tion.

The phone on ‘Magnus’ dcsk
rang and he picked it up. He lis-
tened for a minute and then hung
up.

His eyes. were thoughtful “Ben-'

" son’s dead.”

Tyler and I looked at each other
The name didn’t mean a thing to
cither one of us.

“Heart attack,”

Magnus sald

“Went just like that” He puffed

his cigar and finally looked at Ty-
ler. “You once mentioned that you
had some kind of a degree in ac- -
counting?”

Tylér nodded.
I\
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- Magnus let things ride for a
quiet half a minute. Then he said.
“Tyler, you got the job.”
© “Thejob?”

Bensons job,” Magnus said.
“It’s a promotlon, Tyler. You'll be
the only one beside me who knows
where central bookkeeping ... ."
He stopped and looked my way.
Evidently he had forgotten I was
still there “You can go now, Ha-
. gen.”

Outside the room, I walked past .

doors to the front of the house.
None of them opened.

. I began to wonder about Valerie.
I’d made the phone call specifically
so that she’d know I'd be here, and
when.

At my car, 1 waited. Stll noth-
ing.

I'd been wrong before in my life
and this looked like another time.

I got_into my car and drove
down the winding drive. .

" Valerie waited at ‘the gate. She
gave the hitchhiker’s sign. and 1
slowed the car to a stop. :

She smiled. “Hello.”

“Hello.” |

“How about a lift?”

I rubbed my hand along the

steering wheel and tried to look;

uneasy. “Car break down?”

“No.” She smiled. “Are you
afraid of something?”
I took a breath.-“No. Get in.”

1 waited until we were out .of

- one on to me.

Trevor Park before I said any-
thing. “How will you get back?”
© “T'l] take a taxi.” _

“Wouldn’t it have been much
simpler if you'd just taken your
car?” -

“T walked down to get the mail.
There wasn’t any, so I decided. to
go to town. Flash of the moment
type of thing.”

“Does the mail come this late in_
the day?” '

She looked at me. “Did you
think that I deliberately waited for

“you to come along?”

I didn’t say anything.

She stiffened. “You might as
well stop right here. 'll walk the
rest of the way.”

I slowed the car down to about
twenty and then stepped on the
accelerator again. I sighed. “Care
for a cigarette?” I took the pack
and lighter out of my pocket and

“bhanded it -to her.

She lit two cigarettes and passed
“Suppose 1-weren’t
Magnus’ daughter?”

“Maybe I'd ask you for a date.

~Maybe.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean, ‘why?’”

Her eyes were level. “I have a
mirror. People don’t ask me for
dates.” .

I stared at her as though I didn’t
have the faintest idea of what she
was talking about.



“Watch the road,” she said. ,But
she had blushed, and she was
‘pleased.

I got the car back into my lane.
“You wouldn’t happen to know if

there’s a good restaurant in town?

I'haven’t had anything to eat since
breakfast.” '

“There's Henrich’s.”

After a while I asked
you had dinner?”

(‘No ”

"This time when I looked at her,
I smiled. And so did she.

In the restaurant we kept the
talk small, but- at coffee she said,

“Have

“I wish you didn’t work for my .

father.”
" “He gives out nice money

“No, he doesn’t.” She lookcd
~ away. “As my. father, I love him.

- And he loves me. But I know

what he does. What he is. I'm not
~ a little girl who thinks her father’s

“in the investment business.”

"After I paid the -check, I drove
her back. At the entrance to Mag-
nus’ estate, she touched my arm.
“Tll get out here ‘and walk the
rest_of the way.”

1 had mtended to stop here any‘
way. I didn’t want Magnus to see
me with his daughter. But I made
the motions of “protest. “I'll -take
you up to the house”

“Ne. I thmk it would be. bcttcr
if wejust ...

“Sure,” I Sald 4T guess you re
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right” We're both right. -It’s better

“to say goodbye.”

“I didn’t mean that,” she said
desperately “I mean——]ust for
now. :

I stopped theé car, got_out, and
opened her door. She stepped out,
looking small and lonely.

It was evening and a full pale

‘moon hung in’ the sky. I looked

down at her. “I.like that restau-
Henrich’s. I don’t suppose -
you'd like another lift to town?
Say tomorrow night-at eight?”

Her smile was sudden. “T'll be
here. I will” A

When 1 drove away, I glanced
back. She stll stood beside the
road, watching me.

I got back to my "apartment at
about nine. I made myself a stiff
drink- and walked to the mirror.
I looked about the way I felt. A
litdle dirty.

I went to the window and stared

out over the lights of the city. How

long would it take before 1"found
out where Magnus kept that damn
bookkeeper’s nest? One year?

Two?

‘And then what? Another ass1gn- -

ment and a three-figure monthly-

check? . )
I took out my wallet and count-

»ed the money. Nineteen hundred
“ dollars. And that was just spend-

ing money. Something you car-
ried around to keep from feeling
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. insecure. Just for odds and ends.
But I'd never had that much in

my wallet before. I'd never ex-.

pected to.
“I.had a good deal going here.
Suppose I kept it that way?

Suppose I told Captam Parker to
go to hell.

I swallowed half the drink.

There was a lot of money, to be
made with Magnus. A lot.” But
there was something else too. Just
working for him was one thing,
but suppose . . . suppose. .

It could be done, I thought. Get
Magnus to see me more often. Get
him to invite mé to his house. Like
Tyler. Get Magnus to trust me
‘completely. Depend on me.

Make it so that when he saw
what was happening between Val-
erie and me, it wouldn’t bother
him at all. Maybe I could even get
him to think_that it was his own
idea.

Yes. It would take . time. But I
could sell it

And what about Parker? -

There wasn’t much he could

really do except to let Magnus-

know why I.had gotten into the

organization in the first place. '
How could T get Magnus really

to believe that I'd switched sides?

How could I convince him? HowP
"My phone rang.

~ It.was Tyler. “Hagen? I'm at the
Carson Hotel in Bellington. That’s

about an hour’s . drive north of
where you are. I'd like to see you
right away. Room 408.”

When I got there and knocked,
Tyler opened the door. I noticed a
bottle and two glasses on the table.

Tyler patted me on the shoul-
der. “Come on in and help me
celebrate.”

+ I closed the. door  behind me.
“Sure. Your promotion.”
He grinned. “I just finished in-

specting Magnus’ central bookkeep-
ing headquarters. It’s right here in

Bellington. The front - is the
Spencer Insurance Agency. The
complete books are there, Hagen.,
Everything.” ' :
I frowned. “I thought that kind
of information was something you
were supposed to keep under your

“hat.”

Tyler laughed again. “There’s no
reason why I can’t téll you, Ha-

.gen. We're both workmg for the

same orgamzanon

“I know. But .

Tyler’s face bccamc serious. “Ha-
gen, did you think that in’ some-
thing this big, Captain Parker
would have only one man work-
ing on the job?”

-I.stared -at him.

“There are at least a half dozen
besides: you and me, Hagen. 1

- don’t know who the others are, but

I was told about you.”
It took a little while for what



he had said to sink in. I shook my
head. “Why didn’t Parker tell me
about you? Or the others?”
“Because if something went
‘wrong, he didn’t’ want any- smgle
man to pull down -all the rest.”
“But still he told 'you about me.”
“Because I was in a position to
. help you along. Did you think that

you alone made all your luck?.

You might still be stealing cars if
I hadn’t been there to keep calling
you to Magnus’ attention.”

He- poured whiskey into two
- glasses. “I've been on this assign-
ment for five years, Hagen. And
 that's a long, long time. But it
looked like I'd gotten into a dead
end. So my instructions. were to
help you along .whenever I could
—try to get you to the top, and
maybe you could do what I hadn’t
been able t0. And then this good
thing came along. Benson died.
Luck? Sure. But it wasn’t "luck
that 1 was up there for Magnus to
tap on the shoulder.”

I took one of the glasses and al-
most emptied it. “Have you told
_. Captain Parker about. the. books?”
- “Not yet. I phoned his office and
got referred to his home. But his
daughter told me that Parker and

his wife went out for the evening. .
She didn’t know where they went..
"I left a message for him to call me -

here just as soon as he gets home.”
- Tyler lifted his glass in a toast.

@~

“Parker will get his squads busy
and we ought to have this thing
wrapped up before morning.”.

" I stared at the liquor in my glass.
No one knew about the books yet,
but Tyler.

He frowned slightly. “About this
clerk, Fielding. We've got to stop
that. We don’t want: anything to.
happen to him.”

“Fielding - died about two weeks

ago.”
Tyler grinned slowly. “You're a
smart -operator, Hagen. For a

while there you had me worried. -

Murder’s going too far.”

“Is it? I smiled faintly to myself..
I would kill Tyler. I would kill
him and tell Magnus who he was.
What' he had been.
And then T would tell him who
I was—and that I'd changed sides.
Even then he might not believe

" me—until I told him I knew where

central bookkeeping headquarters.
was and hadn’t gone to the depart-
ment with the information.

I reached for the bottle and ﬁlled -

- my glass. '
" “Easy on the liquor, Hagen,” Ty-xA

ler said. “You want to be on your

feet for the raid, don’t you?”

“Sure.”
drink. )
" The phone on the table rang.
‘When Tyler picked it up, his back
was toward me.

I shpped the 38 out of my hol-

But I took another long



-

ster, leveled it at Tyler’s back.
. Tyler spoke into the mouthpiece.
- “Parker?”

I found myself perspiring. Just
one shot and it would be all over.
It could be as simple as that. My
finger touched the trigger.

And then I closed my eyes.

No. I couldn’t do it. ~

I cursed myself for being a fool.
A sucker. But I slipped the .38 back
into the holster.

Someday I would figure out why
a badge was more important than
a million dollars. but.I didn’t want.
to work on it now.

When Tyler was through, he

turned. “It’s all set. Parker’s get- -

ting the wheels moving. He’s even
going to pick up Magnus tonight.”
A reflective haze came into Ty-

ler’s eyes and he grinned wryly.’

“There’s a lot of money to be made
with Magnus. There were times
. well . %, you know . . . there
were times when I' was a litte
tempted to change sides.”
I pulled a cigarette slowly from
my pack. “Yeah. I know what you

mean.” ,

I parked and waited outside the
car. The road ahead was whlte
with moonlight.

There wasn’t any reason for be-

- ing here, I thought, Not now.

I glanced at my watch. Eight-
fifteen.

" Then I heard the footst_cps, and
in a moment Valerie stood at the
gates.

She was a nobody now, I told
myself savagely. Shedidn’t mean
millions. She didn’t miean informa-
tionI wanted. .

And yet I was here.

She walked slowly to the car.
“Why did you come?”

“I don’t know.” Was it pity?

SEverything was planned, wasn’t
it? Meeting me? Talking to me?”

“Yes. I planned it.”

“You didn’t have to come back
now,” she said. “Everything has
been done.”

“Tknow.” \

“Did you travel all this way just
to say goodbye?”

I wouched her face lightly and
she began to cry.

I held her and I knew why I'd
come back.
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