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Dear Readers:

According to the meteorogists we
are due, this season, for one of the hot-
test summers ever. This is certain to
trigger trips to the country for weekends,
srmmmmee O (0 the shore for brief breathers. Hence,

I feel T must add a word of caution be-
fore you pack the car. Do, please, take care the breather
isn’t curtailed by some misadventure similar to the one
experienced by the vacationers in THE FAMILY AF-
FAIR, by Richard Hardwick, appearing in this issue.
These unsuspecting souls, about to enjoy the flora and
fauna in a rest area, fell heir to a living nightmare in
broad daylight.

If that isn’t enough to dampen your enthusiasm for
travel, you can vacation by bus and perhaps participate
in some horripilant hill-billy hijinks, as does the pro-
tagonist in the BUS TO CHATTANOOGA, written
for your entertainment by Jonathan Craig.

I also want to add a word of warning to trusting camp
counselors who think little “T™ shirts house innocent
hearts of gold. They should take counsel from Donald
Honig's JOURNEY WITH A MURDERER.

For stay-at-homes there is a wealth of air-conditioned
homicide and breezy, but intriguing, machinations less
violent, in this issue, authorized by your favorites.
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As Aesop so aptly said, “Little by little does the trick”. How-

ever, one must anticipate when that

attained the wultimate.

Tuwrry miles beyond Roanoke,
just past Christiansburg, Lucky
Tompkins spotted a car pulled off
the road. Slowing, he noted as he

drifted past that it was empty. Prob-

ably hunters, he thought, as there
. was a stretch of woods either side
of the highway along here. Parking
around the next curve, where his

car couldn’t be seen from the other,
he walked back. No one was in
sight.

The two-year-old car was un-
locked, but no key was in the igni-
tion. This was no problem to an
accomplished car thief. Tompkins
snapped into- place . the ignition
bridge he carried in his pocket al-
most. as quickly as he could have
inserted a key. There was still no
one in sight when he pulled away.

A report of the attempted bank

robbery came over the car radio ten
minutes later. He was more re-

ESCAPE ROUTE

slow progression has
/
lieved than grieved to learn that
both Gerry Cousins and Joe Mack
were dead. Now they wouldn’t be
able to rtalk.

© A hundred miles farther on he
learned from another newscast that
the bank guard had also died. That
tore it, he thought. If they caught
him now, he faced a murder rap.
Tompkins made it nearly to

Knoxville, two hundred and fifty
miles from Roanoke, before a third

-
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bulletin told him he was going to
have to switch cars again.

The newscaster said: “West Vir-
ginia state police and the FBI re-
port two new leads in the unsuc-
cessful bank robbery attempt in
Roancke at ten this morning. As
was reported in earlier newscasts,
two of the three bandits were shot
down by bank guard Henry Todd,
who was in the vault room out of
sight of the bandits when he heard

one of the trio announce that it was .

a holdup. The two bandits died in-
stantly from Todd’s fire. The bank
guard was critically wounded by
the return fire of the third, who
escaped without loot. Henry Todd
died in the hospital about an hour
later.

“The dead bandits have now
been -identified as Gerald Cousins,
thirty-two, and Joseph Mack, forty-
five, both ex-convicts, and both
wanted for armed;robbery in New
York State. From eyewitness de-
scriptions the third bandit, still at
large, is believed to be William
(Lucky) Tompkins, -thirty-eight,
also an ex=convict, and also wanted
for armed robbery plus car theft in
New York State. Tompkins is de-
scribed as five feet ten; one hundred
and sixty pounds, brown hair,
brown eyes and a medium com-
plexion. He has regular features
and a rounded face with no distin-
guishing marks. When last seen he

-was wearing a dark blue suit, white

shirt and dark blue necktie, and a
dark gray snap-brim hat.” He is
armed and chould be considered
extremely dangerous.

“An abandoned automobile be-
lieved to have been the escape car
was found near Christiansburg
about noon. Police and the FBI
theorize that the fleeing bandit had
another car waiting there to which
he switched, and is traveling south- -
west on U.S. Route 11.” '

What trash, Tompkins thought.
The fuzz knew it had been an

‘emergency dump, because the hunt-

ers must have reported their car
missing by now. They probably
had the description and license
number of the car he was driving

broadcast for five hundred miles in

all * directions from Roanoke. It
pained him a litde that they
thought he would be dumb enough
to tumble for a planted announce-
ment, '
At the same time, he felt a touch
of smug satisfaction that his strat-
egy had worked. Obviously they
didn’t really think he was heading-
southwest on Route 11, or they
would never have released that in-
formation. They assumed he "had
headed either north or south from
Christiansburg ‘on some secondary -
road, and hoped to throw him off
guard by making him think they
were searching in another direction:
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He had stuck to the main road and
the fastest route deliberately, know-
ing the cops and the FBI would
automatically assume he would
take evasive action. They did credit
him with a little brains, but not
enough. Figuring no old pro would
be stupid enough to run in a
straight line, they hadn’t even both-
ered to consider the main highway.
Which- was exactly what he had
guessed their reasoning would be.

Nevertheless, a routine bulletin
would have gone in this direction,

even though they wouldn’t suspect -

he was anywhere near Route 11.
It would be too dangerous to
drive through Knoxville in broad
daylight. .

‘Ten miles short of Knoxville he
found a dirt road off to the right
which looked promising. It proved
to be even better than ‘he could
reasonably have expected. There
were farms on both sides of the
road, but about a quarter mile from
the highway the road passed
through a heavily  wooded and
underbrushed area .which con-
cealed it from the nearby farm-
houses. :

Parking. the car, he got out to
study the situation. He located a

spot between two trees on the right-
side of the road where he would be

able to nose the car into the under-

brush by crossing a shallow ditch.-
He worked his way into the‘

ESCAPE ROUTE

growth on foot to plan exactly
where he wanted to drive. Minutes
later the car was deep in the under-
brush, fifty feet from the dirt road.
When he had straightened a few
bushes at the entry point and had
used a broken branch to- brush
away the tire marks, he surveyed
the result with satsfaction. There
was some crushed foliage, but he
didn’t think it was obvious enough
to incite any passing motorist to in-
vestigate. There couldn’t be much
traffic here, and there were so many
potholes, drivers were likely to
keep their gaze firmly fixed on
the road instead of examining the
roadside scenery. If the car were-
n't discovered by some hunter:
poking through the underbrush, it
might never be found. That
would end his trail over two hun-
dred miles back.”
. Glancing at his watch, he saw it
was only four PM. Working his
way back to the car, he sae in it
and ‘ran the battery down by lis-

" tening to the radio unul dark.

The periodic news . bulletins- re-
ported nothing new in the search
for him.

As it was the m1ddle of Iuly and
daylight saving time was in effect,.
it didn’t start to get.dark untl
nine P.M. He left the-car at dusk,
and by the time he had walked
the quarter mile to the highway, it
was fully dark.
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Tompkins walked along _the
edge of the highway toward
Knoxville, fading back into the
darkness alongside the road each
time headlights appeared from
either direction. Probably this was
an. unnecessary  precaution,  as
there were farms along here, and
there would be nothing unusual
about a man walking from one
farm to another; but he didn’t
care to-risk being spotted by some
cruising patrol car and having
some curious cop stop to make a
routine check.

About a mile beyond the dirt
road he saw the lights of a tourist
court on the opposite side of the
highway. There was a filling sta-
tion and an all-night coffee shop
in  conjunction  with the tourist
court. His stomach constricted at
sight of the coffee shop, for he
hadn’t eaten since eight that morn-
ing, but he couldn’t risk showing
his face when he planned to steal
a car. He drifted into the corn
field on his side of the road and
walked between the rows hidden
from view, until he was at the far
end of the court, beyond the glow
of lights from the filling station,
cafe and motel office. Then he
quickly crossed the highway and
faded into the shadow of a tree.

There was a new car in front of
the last cabin. There was a light in
the cabin, but the draperies were

drawn. Tompkins decided he
couldn’t risk taking the car until
the light had been off long enough
to make it reasonably certain the
occupants were asleep, but there
was no reason he'couldn’t quietly

prepare things so that the car .

would be ready to go when the
time came. ’ :

There was a car, with its park--

ing lights burning, in front of the
motel office about fifty yards
away, but no one was in-it, and no
one was in sight. Silently he
moved over to the new car.

The car ‘was locked, but Tomp-
kins had no trouble opening it
with the picklock he carried. Slip-
ping into the front seat, he pulled
the door closed only far enough to
shut off the dome light. From one
pocket he produced the wire igni-
tion bridge, from another a pencil
flashlight. A moment later the
bridge was fixed in place.

A man in shirtsleeves, and an-
other wearing a suit, suddenly ap-
peared from the motel office ‘and
moved his. way. ‘It was the pro-
prietor showing a prospective ten-
ant a cabin, he instantly guessed.
The two men couldn’t avoid see-
ing him if he attempted to slip
from the car, for opening the door
would' automatically turn on the
dome light. Tompkins simply

‘dropped flat on the seat.

He heard footsteps = approach
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the next cabin, then.stop. There
-was the sound of a door opening,
then a sudden glow of light as a
lamp was switched on and the
door was left open. Tompkins
risked a_peek and saw the shirt-
sleeved man standing in the door-
way, half turned toward him, but
looking into the cabin. The other
man presumably was inside exam-
ining the accommodations.
Tompkins lowered himself onto
the seat again and stayed there
until he heard the cabin door shut
and twin sets of footsteps recede
in the direction of the office.
Cautiously coming erect, he
looked after the men, deciding to
wait untl they re-entered the of-
fice before venturing to leave the
car. Just as they entered it, the
door of the cabin immediately in
front of him opened and a man
carrying a suitcase stepped out.
“Lucky” Tompkins, he thought
bitterly, dropping prone again. He

" had to pick the car of a night "

driver who_ probably had ‘been
sleeping all day. There was no
way to avoid discovery. He
snaked the gun from beneath his
arm and waited.

He heard the man round the
car, open the trunk, heave in-his
suitcase and slam the trunk door.
When the man. approached the
driver’s side, Tompkins didn’t
wait for him to discover the un-

-ESCAPE ROUTE-

latched door. Coming erect, he
shoved it open with his foot and
leveled the gun.

“If you yell, you're dead,” he
said" quietly. “Get in and pull the
door closed.”

The man blinked. He was about
Tompkins' size and build and of
approximately . the same age, per- .
haps a year or two older. He had
a smooth, round face similar ' to

.Tompkins’, -except his complexion

was darker. He wore a conserva-
tive gray suit, a dark gray hat, and
he held the car keys in his right
hand. _

“Aside from that one blink, the
man showed neither surprise nor
alarm. His expression was merely
resdgned Tompkins got the curi-
ous impression that he had ex-
pected something such as this to
happen.

Seeing that there was gomg to
be- no resistance, Tompkins slid
over to allow room behind the
wheel. When the man was seated
and had closed the door, Tompkins
said, “The ignition is bridged, so
you Won’t need those keys. Hand
’em over.”

The man dropped the keys into
his outstretched palm. After pock-
eting. them, Tompkins transferred
the' gun to his left hand and
reached out ‘his.right to .pat be-
neath the man’s arms. He was
surprised to find a gun under the
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left one. Removing it, he glanced

down long enough to identify it as
a thirty-eight Detective Special,
then thrust it into a side pocket.
He wondered if he had struck
more bad luck by running into a
cop.

There was no time to ask ques-
tions now. In a few moments the
new tenant.of the next-door cabin

would have finished registering

and would be dnvmg his car that
.way.

“Start the .car,”
dered. :

When the engine was going, the
man gave him an inquiring look.

“Pull out and turn left,” Tomp-
kins said.

The new tenant of the next-
door cabin emerged from the mo-
tel office and climbed into the car

with dimmers burning as the car
backed. Then they were pulling
out of the driveway onto the high-
way and heading back in the di-
rection from which . Tompkins
had come.

The driver spoke for-the first
time. “How'd you find me?” he
asked in a husky voice.

Tompkins or-

Tompkins considered this ques-

tion from all angles before decid-
ing to ignote it. The question sug-
gested that the man didn’t realize

this, was a chance encounter, but

thought Tompkins knew who he
was. His. first impulse was to ask

.the man what he was talking

about. Then he decided he might
learn ‘more quickly if he let him
continue to labor under his mis-

" apprehension.

“There’s a dirt road off to the
left  up -ahead,” Tompkins said.
“Start slowing down to watch for
it in about a half mile.”

The driver glanced at the mile-
age gauge and began to slow ex-
actly five-tenths of a mile later.

“There it is,” Tompkins point-
ed. “Swing left.”

The driver signaled, waited for
approaching headlights to pass,
and swung into the road. They
bumped along as far as the wood-
ed section, where Tompkins or-
dered the driver to park and cut
his engine and lights. Tompkins
switched on his pencil flashlight
as the car lights blinked out,
Reaching behind him to open the .
car door, without taking his eyes
from the driver, he backed out,
Then he ordered the other man to
slide across the. seat and come- out.
the same way.

When the man had comphed
Tompkins said, “Lean against the
front fender -with both -hands.”

Stoically the man assumed the-

. indicated position. After a quick

~

shakedown which turned up no
other fweapons, Tompkins lifted a
wallet from the man’s hip pocket.
Examining it by the pencil flash-
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light, he found it stuffed with
currency. There wasn’t a paper of
any kind in it, though.

“You don’t carry much identifi-
cation, do you?” Tompkins -said.

The man glanced over his
shoulder at him. “Can I straighten
up?”

“Go ahead,” Tompkins dropped
the wallet into a pocket.

Straightening, and slowly turn-
ing to face Tompkins, the man
said, “Can we make a deal?”

“Like what?”

“If you go back and report to

Duty that you made the hit, natu-

rally you're going to have to come
up with the money, because that’s

what he really sent you for. Duty
.wouldn’t care whether I was alive -

or dead, so long as I never turn up
again. If you tell him you never
found 'rne, you could keep the
money.”

The name Duty had a vaguely
familtar ring, but Tompkins
couldn’t quite place where he had
heard it. The mention of money

roused his curiosity more than the

odd name anyway.

He said, “Where’s' the money?”

Ignoring the question, the man
said in an earnest voice, “If you
hit me, my body is bound to be
found and identified,- so you
couldn’t afford not to turn in the
money. Duty would know you
found me the minute he read in

ESCAPE ROUTE

the papers that I'd turned up dead:
But if you let me go, I promise I'll
disappear forever. I've " got ar-
rangements all made to get a fake
passport and fake identification in
New Orleans. My flight to Rio is
already booked under - the fake
name. All you would have to
leave me is about three grand for-
expenses, and you could pocket
the rest. Gugino would never

“know you found me.” - \

A slight shock wave traveled
along Tompkins’ spine. No won-
der the name Duty had a familiar
ring. Salvatore (Duty)  Gugino
was currently in national head-
lines as one of the Cosa Nostra
council members under investiga-
tion by the United States Senate.

At the same instant Tompkins
realized who he had netted. Luigi
(Louie) Camelli, a licutenant of
Gugino’s, had triggered the inves-
tigation by squealing secrets to the
semate investigators, then had a

change of mind, and had fled the

- protection of the federal body-

guards assigned to keep him alive
until he could ¢omplete his testi-’
mony. The circumstances of his
disappearance had been such to
make it apparent it had been vol-
untary and the Cosa Nostra. had-
n’t gotten to him, and for some
days the papers had been speculat-
ing as to who would catch up
with him first—Federal Agents, or

9



the Cosa Nostra. Somebody would.

‘Apparently "Camelli had fi-
nanced his flight with money be-
longing to his former boss.

To test his guess, Tompkins
asked, “Why should I leave you
three grand, Louie? Why should-
n’t I take it all?”

“You want me out of the coun-
ty, don’t you?” the man asked,
showing no surprise at the name.
“If you just strand me broke, you
might as well burn me, because
I'd never make it to Rio, and
eventually either the Feds or Duty
will catch up with me. There’d be
no point in not telling that you
heisted me, and that would cook
you good Three grand is your
insurance.”

‘Tompkins made no immediate -

reply, because he was thinking.
" If Louie Camelli actually did have
arrangements made to get out of
the country under a fake name,
perhaps Tompkins could take
over the arrangements. With a
murder rap hanging over him and
the FBI after him for bank rob-

bery, no place in the United States -

would ever be safe for him again.
It looked as though he had run
into another bit of the amazing
luck which had given him his
nicknarme.

_He. said, “How do 1 know you
‘can make it to Rio, even if I leave
you three grand? As you just ad-

mitted, you'll squeal your head off
if you don’t make -it.”

“It’s all arranged. Honest I
can’t miss.”

“Convince me,” Tompkins said. -
“Just exactly what are the ar-
rangements A

“My cousin Tony set it up,”

Camelli said. “You must know
Tony Ricotta.”
Tompkins had never before

heard the name, but he nodded.

“Tony has the contact in New
Orleans. Itll cost me fifteen hun-
dred for a complete set of papers,
including a passport. ‘If you leave
me three grand, I'll have plane
fare, plus a little left over, until T -
can get established down in Rio:
Tony arranged it all by phone,
and the guy in New Orleans is
expecting me.”

“He know who you are?”
-'Camelli shook his head. “He
won’t know when he sees me,
either, because I never been in °
New Orleans. And Tony sure
ain’t going' to tell anybody, be-
cause it would be his head if Duty
ever found out he gave me a hft
There’s no possibility of a cross.”

“Who is this New Orleans con-
tact?”™

“Arnie somethmg or other. It's

_on a piece of paper in my pocket

“Get it out,” Tompkins ordered.
Luigi Camelli reached into- a .
side pocket of his suit coat and .
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drew out a slip of paper. Tomp-

kins examined it by the pencil
ﬂashhght On it was printed in
pencil, “Arnie DuBois”, and a
French Quarter address. Below
that was printed, “All is fair.”

“What’s this ‘All is fair’ stuff?”
Tompkins asked.

“That’s the password, so he'll -
know I'm the guy he’s expecting.
He doesnt know what I look
like.” - -

It seemed almost too good to be
true. Luigi Camelli had handed
him an escape route on a silver
platter.

“When’s he
Tompkins asked.

“Tomorrow night. That’s why
[ was driving on tonight after only
a couple of hours sleep. It’s still
over six hundred miles.”

There was only one other mat-
ter of importance to learn. Tomp-
kins said, “A lot could happen in
six hundred miles. With no identi-
fication in your wallet, what do
you show a cop if you get stoppcd
for speeding?”

“I've got brains enough not to
pull any traffic violations,” Camel-
li said.

“Yeah? How about this heap?
Is there a want out on it?”

Camelli shook his head. “I took
a bus from New York to Balti-
more and bought it for cash there.
It’s registered in a fake name, of

expecting you "

ESCAPE ROUTE

course, but nobody’s looking for
i.”

" Ordering Camelli to stand back
Tompkins walked around to the
rear of the car and focused his
light on the licehse plate. It was a
Maryland plate.

Returning to within three feet
-_of the other man, Tommes said,
“Okay, Louie, you've sold me.
Now where’s the money?”

“Youll let me keep
grand?”

“Would I want you loused up so -
Duty would find out I've got the
rest?” )
 Camelli breathed a sigh of re-
lief. “In the suitcase in the
trunk.”

“I guess that covers everything,”
Tompkins said, and shot  the man
in the stomach three times.

Tompkins had noted that after-
noon -that the nearest farmhouse
was a good five hundred yards
away. Even if the shots aroused
curiosity, it would be some min-
utes before anyone could get there.
Unhurriedly -he dragged the body
several yards into the underbrush.
Returning to the car, he backed
halfway to the main highway be-
fore he found a place wide enough
to wrn around. There was no in-
dication that anyone was coming
to investigate the shots when he
pulled back on Route 11 and headed
toward Knoxville,

three
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In Knoxville he stopped at an

all-night restaurant for his first
meal since that morning. It was
midnight when he drove on. He
kept well within the speed limit,
not caring to: chance blowing his
golden opportunity through some-
thing as petty as a traffic ticket.
-« Lucky suppressed his curiosity
about the amount of money in the
suitcase, deciding to wait_until he
could safely examine the contents

in some motel. And he wanted to
make a lot more distance before
checking into a motel. .

He reached Birmingham at. five
in the morning. By then he had

been up twenty-two hours, .had.

driven more than five hundred
miles and, in addition, had been

subjected to the emotional strain of

attempting a- bank robbery and

committing two murders. He was -
both physically and mentally ex-.

hausted. It was still three hundred
12 '

andv_> seventy miles- to New Or- -
leans, but he had until that eve-

- ning to get there. He checked into

a, motel and left a_call for nine
AM. o |
Exhausted as he was, he had to

check the contents_of the suitcase

“before falling into bed. In addi-

tion to. some clothing which
" looked as though it might fit him,
there were ten stacks of banded
currency. They were all hundred-
dollar bills and there were a hun-
dred bills in each stack.

In addition, ‘Luigi Camelli’s
wallet  held twenty-two hundred
dollars. Lucky Tompkins went to
‘sleep with a smile on his face.

He had eaten breakfast and was
on. the road again by ten AM.
Because' he held down his speed,
and also took a half-hour break
for lunch, it was past six PM..
when he reached New Orleans.
He had a leisurely dinner, then
drove to the French Quarter ad-
dress, arriving shortly. before
eight P.M. :

The place was in a basement
and had a sign on its window
reading, TATTOOS IN THREE
COLORS—§1.25 UP. A bell jan-
gled when he opened the door. He.
went in.

It was a cubbyhole of a place,
furnished with nothing but a
workbench containing - tattooing
equipment, and two low steols.
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Around the walls were posters
showing designs, ranging from a
heart with an arrow through it to
an elaborate drawing of a naked
woman entwined by a ‘snake, pre-
sumably examples of the skin art-
istry available.

There was no.one in the place,
but after a moment some draperies
across a rear door opened and a
small, slightly-built man with thin

features and gray-flecked dark
hair emerged. -
“Yes, sir?” he 1nqu1red

“I'm looking for ‘Arnie Du-
Bois,” Tompkins said. ‘

“You've found him.”

Tompkins glanced at the drap-
cries. “Anybody back there?”

The small man shook his head.

“All is fair,” Tompkins said.

Arnie DuBois smiled. “You're
right on time. Just follow me.”

Pushing aside the curtains, he
led the way into the living quar-
ters behind the tattoo shop.
Tompkins found himself in a
small combination livingroom and
bedroom. An open door beyond it
led to a kitchenette.

DuBois opened a closet door
and began to pull out parapher-
nalia. Unflurling a large white
cloth, one end of which was
tacked to a thin ‘wooden rod, he

draped it against the wall by fit-

ting the ends of the rod into a pair
of wall hooks. In the center of the

ESCAPE ROUTE

a  driver’s .

room he set up a camera and flood-
light.

“What’s this for?” Tompkiris
asked '

““Passport photo “Take off your :
hat and stand in front of the
cloth.” '

Tompkins did as directed.

When the picture had been tak-
en, the little man put away all the
equipment before opening a desk
drawer and taking out a number
of forms. Laying them. on the
desk, he’ gestured for Tompkins to-
sit.

“Passport application forms and
license  application-
form,” he explained. “I find it
easier to get all the necessary in-
formation by using the official
forms. Your plane reservation . is
in the name of George W. Harris,
so use that. Pick any address in
any town, so long as it’s in Louisi-
ana. I only furn out Louisiana
drivers’ licenses. If you want to
pick New Orleans, I'll ﬁll in a
street address.”

Tompkins spent twenty minutes
filling out the forms, answering
all questions pertaining to descrip-
tion truthfully. He listed New Or-

learis as his city of residence, leav-

ing the street address blank. After
examining the completed forms,
the little man emitted a satisfied
grunt.

"“Come in at noon tomorrow for
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the passport and youw’ll be all
ready to go by twelve-thirty. Your
plane leaves at six P.M. and you
have to pick up the ticket by four-
thirty. That'll be half in advance
now, the other seven-fifty when
you pick up your passport. and
driver’s license.”

Tompkins counted out - seven.

hundred and fifty dollars and left.
He checked into a hotel, went to
bed and slept for twelve hours.

" At noon the next day he re-
turned to the tattco shop. Arnie

DuBois - gave him the passport

and accepted the second seven
hundred and  fifty dollars. By
twenty after twelve Tompkins
walked out of the place again with
a Louisiana driver’s license in his
wallet, a passport in his inside
breast pocket, and a slip of paper
giving his flight number in his
coat pocket.

He was unlockmg the car when
a figure closed in from either side.
A gun muzzle jammed into his
left side, and simultaneously the
man on his right snaked a hand

beneath his arm and plucked out

his gun. Dropping it into a coat
pocket; the man flashed an open
wallet to disclose a badge.

Tompkins stared from one man'
-to the other. Both were , swarthy,

bull-necked men of about forty,

similar enough in appearance..to’

be brothers.

I

“What is this?” he asked them.

The man who had relieved him
of his gun took the keys from his
hand, walked behind the ¢ar and
opened the trunk. The other pro-’
duced handcuffs, ordered Tomp-
kins to hold out his wrists and
snapped them into place with one
hand, while keeping him covered
with the other. Then he put his
gun away, took Tompkins’ arm
and led him to a plain black se-
dan.” Several curious pedestrians
had stopped to watch the arrest,.
but neither of the men paxd any
attention to them. .

With neither man now holdlng
a gun in_his hand, Tompkins
wished he still had the gun in his
pocket he had taken from Luigi
Camelli, but unfortunately he had

“packed it in the suitcase.

“Tompkins’ captor' opened the
rear door of the sedan and shoved
him in, then slid in next to him.
The. other man carried the suit-

. case from the trunk of Tompkins’

car and heaved it on the floor in

.back. Climbing under the wheel,

he started the engine and drove
away. '
“What am [ being arrested for?”
Tompkins asked. -
Ignoring him, the man next to
him snapped open the suitcase,

looked a little surprised when he

saw the gun lying on top, then
pushed it aside and probed untl:
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v‘hvé found the money. Aftex; ‘count-
1ng the stacks, he dropped it back
in and closed the_ suitcase. Reach-

ing into Tompkms breast pocket,.

he drew out the passport and
pocketed it.

“Lean forward so T can get at
your hip pocket,” he commanded.

Tompkins leaned forward. He
felt the wallet slide from his. hip
pocket. The mman removed. the
driver’s license, dropped it into
the same pocket where he had put

‘the passport, riffled through the -

money and put the wallet into an-
other pocket. Producing his gun
and a small key at the same time,
- he unlocked the cuffs and pock-
eted them also, keeping Tompkins
covered as he did.

“What’s this all about?” Temp-
kins asked querulously.

“We wouldn’t want to louse up

Arnie by having some of his art

found en you,” the man said. “Not
after he kindly tipped us off.”
The car turned into an alley.
Tompkins felt a chill move along
his spine.
“You aren’t cops,” he blurted.
“You catch,” his seatmate said.

is your cousin. I. guess

SArnie always phoncs Big Nick

Palermo, the boss in Néw Orleans,
when he gets a nmew customer.
N1ck wouldn’t let him operate

_otherwise. When Nick learned one
-of " Duty Gugino’s

boys had
steered the customer to Arnie, he
phoned Duty long-distance to
check. They're kind of distant
cousins, you know; Almost every-
body in Cosa Nostra is related
some way. Just like Tony Ricotta
sy Duty
squeezed Tony a little and got the
whole story. Then he phoned
Nick back and asked him to take
care of it. We could have taken
you yesterday when you walked

into Arnie’s place, but Nick said

not to gyp Arnie out of his fee.
Arnie don’t even know his pass-
port and stuff "ain’t going to be

. used by you, of course. Nick don’t

take him into his confidence.”
Tompkins opened his mouth to
explain that he wasn’t the man
they were looking for, but the roar
of the gun cut him off.
The car slowed, the door

'_operied,b and he was kicked out

into the alley,

ESCAPE ROUTE
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In this modern age, one still ﬁnds applicable the plzzlosop/zy of (
. for of mortals most find friendship an unstable

Sophocies,
'anc/zomge

Avrv Carison listened- to the
faint howl of a dog, -and fifteen

seconds--later he .heard the. hum

of -an airplane. The sound of - the
motors grew rapidly louder until
the plane passed directly over the
house. .

In the glare of the naked over-
head - bulb, he glanced at hlS
watch. 2:32 AM.

Adam sat up on the -cot and
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stared about the room once again.
Twelve feet by fourteen. No win-
Solid concrete block . con-
struction except for the heavy oak
door. Almost soundproof, but not
quite. ‘The dog must be fairly
near. . -

How long had he been here?
It seemed like days, but actually

it had been only about eight

hours. It ‘had begun yesterday
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evening. Where would it end?

Adam had just put his car into
the garage and begun thé walk
up the long path to the house
when they stepped out of the

darkness. There had been two of -

them, both hooded,
held guns.

He had been startled, ‘of course,
but not really frightened. His
hands had gone above his head.
“Take the money, but leave the
wallet.” He had been thinking
about the nuisance of getting du-
plicates of his driver’s license and
various other cards and identifica-
tions if the wallet were taken.. -

But they hadn’t been concerned
about his wallet or the money.
The tall heavy-set man had mere-
ly indicated with the - automatic

and they

that he wanted Adam to walk-

ahead of them. _
They had gone back down the

driveway, past the two gaté posts,

and to the dark sedan parked by

the side of the gravel road.

Adam had been blindfolded and
bound and put on the floor in the
rear of the car. At first he- had
tried to keep track of the -direc-
tion in which they drove. But
they had turned again and again
until he had become confused and
given up. ‘

After an hour the car had
stopped and the ropes had been
removed from his ankles. With

‘CAPTIVE AUDIENCE -

the blindfold still on, he had been
led along a path. and he had
heard a door being opened. He
had been guided down a flight
of stairs and into this room.
When they untied his hands and
removed the blindfold, he had
blinked at ‘the sudden light. As

‘his eyes adjusted he had seen the

bare room with its cot, its single
chair, ‘its table, and the pen and-

paper.

The big man had. spoken for -
the first time. “Sit down,” he or-
dered. “You're going to write a
note to- your wife. We're asking
for two hundred thousand dol-
lars.”

Adam had stared at the hoodcd
figures. “Two hundred thousand
dollars?” .

Perhaps there had been a smlle
behind the hood. “That’s right,
mister. Maybe you got ‘it figured
out by now why we picked you
up.” - ‘

Adam had licked his lips. “My
wife left for Europe last week
with her mother.” '

. The two hooded men had
looked at each other. -Did they
scem uncertain? The big man
had raised the gun. “We want
the two hundred thousand. We
don’t care how you get it or who
gets it for you, but we want it.”

Adam had sat down at ‘the

table. “Harold Bannister. He’s my
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lawyer and’ long-timie” counselor.”
-The gun meved again. “Pick
up the pen. I’ll tell “you ~what
words to use.” ,
And Adam had wrlttcn
“Dear Harold: -
I want you to get two hundred
- thousand dollars together, none
of it in' bills largcr than one-
Bundreds.
* You will be phoned instruc-
‘tions about what to do wnth it
later.
Do rnot notify the police. If you
do, you will never see me alive
again. :

Adam Carlson

The big man had read’ the
note and then nodded. He and
his partner had left the room and
Adam had heard the heavy door
being locked. '
- Now 'Adam lay down on the

cot orice again. He closed his eyes
against the glare of the single
bare bulb overhead.

“Would they kill him after they
got the moneyP But if that was
their intention, ‘why would they
bother to wear the hoods? Adam
grasped " at that. As long as they
wore the hoods—as long as they
took the pains to make sure that
he could not identify them later
- ~his life’ was -safe.

Adam woke with a start as he
heard* a key in the door. He
glanced at-his 'watch. Eight twenty-

‘five. He'd managed to fall asleep

He felt his heart poundmg as he

‘watched the door open

The big man' entered alone
with a tray. And he was still
hooded. *“Your breakfast,” he
said,

He waited until Adam _indi-

" cated- that he’d eaten as much as

he wanted and then took the
blindfold out of his pocket.
“You’re going to phone your of-
fice. Tell your secretary that you
won't be in for at least a week.
Tell her you're taking a trip.”

He was led to a spot just out-
side the door.

“What’s your -number?” the big
man asked.

Adam told him and then heard
the dialing. He félt- the phone
thrust into his hand.  His seere-
tary, Madge, answered. the rings.
“Madge,” Adam said, “I won’t be
in for about a Week Pm taking a
little vacation trip.”

“Yes, sir,” she said. “Where can
I reach you in caseIhave to?”

“You won’t have to,” Adam
said. “Just put everythmg off.
Cancel all my appointments.”

The big man took the phone
from him. “Maybe there’s some- -
body else you ought to call, too?
Just remember, for your own -
health we wouldn’t want anybody
getting worried about” you and
telling the police.” '
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~ Adam thought for a moment.
“My housekeeper.” He gave the
big man his number and the
phone was once again' put into his
.hand. '
" “Mrs. ReganP” ‘

“Yes,” she said. “Is that you,
Mr. Carlson?”

“Yes.”

“Where are you? This morning
when you didn’t come down for
breakfast, I got worried. I sent
James looking for you, but he

couldn’t find you. He said that -

you must have come home last
night though,. bécause all the cars
are in the garage.” :

“I did,” Adam said. “But I left
again early this morning. A
friend of mine picked me up at
the gate.” He took a breath. “Mrs.
Regan, 1 won’t be home for
about a week. Just taking sort of
a vacation.”

“All right,” she said.
letter from your- wife came in
yesterday afternoon’s mail. 1 left
it on the hall table, but I guess
you . missed it.”

“Yes,” Adam said.' “I guess I
did”

“You'll want to pick it up be-
fore you go, won’t you?” -

“No. Just keep it- u»nnl I get
back.”

There was a shght pausc “I
could send it on to where you're
staying?”

CAPTIVE AUDIENCE

“But a *

“No,” Adam said. “AI don’t
know exactly where that will be.

‘Tl bc on the road most of the

time.”

Thc bxg man led him back into
the room .nd removed the blind-
fold. In the evening, his partner

.brought Adam supper.

They probably -take turns
guarding the door, Adam
thought; the big man during the
day and the little man during the
night.

Adam spoke. “Have you heard

“anything from Bannister yet?”

The small man shook his head.
He waited for Adam to eat. Im-
patxcntly, it scemed. He had the
habit of pinching the knuckles of
his right hand.

In the morning, the big man
brought Adam breakfast.

Adam first sipped .some coffee.
“Have . . . have’ you gotten the
money yet?”

The big man shook his head.
“No. We're giving Bannister un-
til Thursday.”

The. hours, the days, and. the
nights passed slowly. And then
on Thursday aftérnoon when the
blg man entered- the room, his
voice .was harsh. “Bannister’s
stalling.” He removed the blind-
fold from his pocket. “I'm going

-to let you talk to him and you'd

better be convincing. Tell him to
have the money by noon tomor-
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row or he can forget about the
whole thing. Do you understand
what I mean?”

Adam wiped perspiration from
his” hands. “Yes. I understand.”

At the phone, Adam waited
until he. got Bannister and then
said, “Harold, why haven’t you
got the money?”

“Adam?” Bannister said. “Is
that you?” :
“Yes.”

“Are you all right?”

“Yes,” Adam said. - “I'm all
right. But they say that you re
stalling.”

Bannister hesitated. “No, Adam.
But getting that much cash takes
a little time. And I've been think-
" ing, your Aliline Chemicals is at
28Y5 now. I thought that if we
could wajt until just Monday
there might be an upturn.”

-“Sell it,” Adam snapped. “Right
now.” :

Bannister right,

sighed. “All

Adam. And about your share in

the Shore Apartments, the best
offer T can get now is $75,000 from

Rogers.”
“Let him Have "it.” .Adam
gripped the phone. “Harold,

you've got to have the money
by noon tomorrow. If you don't -
have it by then, it will be too
late.” , -

The line was sﬂent for five
seconds. “I understand, Adam.

I'll get it together somehow. You
can count on me.” :
At one the next afternoon when
the big man brought him his
lunch, Adam rose from the cot.’

"“Did_Bannister get the money?”

The big man grunted. “We
phoned and he says he has. But
we'll find out for sure when we
make the pickup tonight.” He put
the tray on the table. “Bcttcr pray
that nothing goes wrong.” = _

It was past ten that evening
when Adam heard the key in the
door lock. He found his heart
pounding. Both of the men en-
tered and they were still hooded.

Ten minutes later Adam found
himself once again bound and
blindfolded and lying in the back
of a car. It seemed to him that

- they drove endlessly, but at last

the car stopped. He was dragged
out and thrown on the grass be-
side the road, _
Adam walted, stiff with dread
at what might happen in the

" next moment. Then he heard the

car drive away.

He lay there for a minute
breathing deeply with relief and
then began working at his bonds.
When he was free, he stood up.
The night was bright" with a full
moon’ and half a mile down the
¢ountry road 'he could make out
the dark shape of a farmhouse
and a barn. He began walking
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toward" them to ask for help.

It was after two in the morn.
ing before the police finished
questioning Adam. When he ‘was
released, he found Harold Bannis-
ter waiting. i

Bannister - looked tired. “The
police  have been- at me, Adam.
Claim I should; have reported the
kldnappmg to them whcn I got
your note.”

Outside the . building, they got
into Bannister’s car. Adam rubbed
his eyes. He ‘'was weary, but still
too tense for sleep. “I could stand
a drink.” :

Bannister turned. the ignition
key. “There’s probably nothing
open at this hour, but you can
try one -of my martinis.”

Twenty minutes later, in Ban-
nister’s livingroom, Adam sat
down-in an easy chair and tried
to relax. Bannister went to the
liquor cabinet. “The one who
phoned me had a mid-western

accent. Definitely’ a mid-western
accent. What "about the other
one?” R o

“T don’t know,” Adam said.
“I never heard him say a word.”

Then Adam heard the howl-
ing of the 1og.

He "stiffened as he caught the
sound of the approaching plane.

"The noise grew and grew until

the plane roared overhead.

Adam looked at his watch 2 32
AM. -

His' eyes widened. He had
heard the dog and that airplane
at the ‘same time every night since
Monday. o
. At the liquor cabinet, Bannis-
ter surveyed the bottles. “Now’
where the devil is that ver-
mouth?” Absently he pinched the
knuckles of his right hand.

“Ah,” he said. “Here it is.” He"
picked up the bottle and turned.
“Well, let’s hope that the police
catch up with your kidnappers.”

Adam had been staring at the
floor, almost seeing the small
room that must be in the base-
ment. Now he looked up at the
small lawyer. He smiled faintly
“Yes,” he said. “I have a fcchng'
they will.” '

CAPTIVE AUDIENCE.
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Trip-wires and man-pits may not constitute a better mouseirap, (
but one need not necessarily be concerned with the mechanism

if it achieves its objective.

P ane June Hiseins was still
sore from the strapping Uncle El-
more had given her yesterday af-
ternoon, and every so often she
would wince a little and shift her
position in ‘the rocker. It was hard
to sew by the light of the coal-oil
lamp, but she had had a lot of
practice at it and she was within a
few stitches of finishing the white

cotton dress she was patterning on

the oneé in the Sears, Roebuck cat-
alogue. ’

—
v

It wasn’t as” if she’d done any-

_thing wrong, she. reflected as she

changed her position again. She
hadn’t. It was just that there were-
n’t enough hours in the day to do
all the work Uncle Elmore fig-
ured a healthy young girl ought to
do. She didn’t know how much

.longer she could stand it. Ever

since Ma and Pa had died and Un-’
cle Elmore had moved in, life had
been just plain miserable. Uncle
Elmore had always been one of

~the meanest men in the hills, and
- lately- he- had been - getting even

meaner. It had got so that all she -
had to do was look at him slant-

.wise, and he’d go for the strap.
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“Mind you keep your eye on
that whiskey still, missy,” Uncle
Elmore had ordered her just be-
" fore he climbed in his battered old
car and started down the rutted
road- that wound through the
Smoky Mountains for almost ten ‘
miles before it finally came out on{ /s

THE BUS TO CHATTANOOGA



the highway to Chattanooga. “I
want that mash cooked right and
proper. If it ain’y, I'll be giving you
a birthday present you won’t hke
one little bit.”

“Yes, sir, Uncle Elmore,”
June had said.

“And don’t be leaving the cabin
after sundown. I don’t want no fe-
male kin of mine spooning around
in the dark with any of these young
bucks around here. You hear me,
girl?”

“Yes, -sir.”

“You better remémber it, too.
Unless you crave a whupping for
a birthday present. How old will
you be, myhowP”-

“Eighteen.” ..

“Well, that ain’t going to keep
you from getting whupped. And
being the prettiest girl on the
mountain ain’t going to keep you
from it, neither. You just better
learn to step a sight more lively,
Janie June Hibbins.”

“Oh, I will, Uncle Elmore.”

“Fetch me a jar of ’shine. I
plumb forgot.” '

Janie ran into the cabin, grabbed
up one of the quart fruit jars she
had just filled with corn whiskey,
and rushed back to the car.

“Mind what I told you,” Uncle
Elmore called back as the car rat-
~ tled off. “I don’t keep that strap
hanging on the wall just for show,
you know.”
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Janie

Now, as Janie June took the last
stitch in the hem of the dress and -
knotted the thread, she heard the
banjo clock in the other réom
strike three. It was later than
she’d thought, and she hurriedly

‘hung up the dress and blew cut

the lamp and crossed to the win-
dow to watch for the bus to Chat- -
tanooga. '

The bus came along up there
on Piney Ridge at a few minutes:
after three, and on nights when
Janie June was too troubled in -
her mind to sleep, she liked to
watch for it and dream about how
wonderful .it would be if only she
had enough money to run off to
Chattanooga where there weren'’t
any Uncle Elmores, or smelly-
whiskey stills, or hard work from
sun -to sun, or strappings that left .
a girl so sore she could hardly sit
down. There was a full moon to-
night, and Piney Ridge was so

" bright that Janie June could see

almost as well as if it were day-
time.

Just beneath the crest of the
ridge, straight across from the
cabin, Janie June saw something
which made her forget about the
bus completely. There, on the
abandoned road that led down-
from - the ridge through Nuzum’s
Notch, a car was moving very slow-
ly with its lights out. As she:
watched, the car halted by the
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mouth of . the China River Cave,
where she had played so often as
a child, and two men got out. She
could tell they were men, but no
more than that. They moved
quickly, their sh\adowy forms
merging briefly with the larger
shadow of the car before they
separated from it again and start-
ed toward the cave. But now they
were carrying something between
them, something that looked very
much like another man. They
. were swallowed by the black
shadow at the mouth of the cave
for a few moments; then the two
of them came back alone, took
what appeared to be a half-filled
gunnysack from the car, and went
back into the cave again. This
time, they. stayed inside much
longer. When they came out, nei-
ther of them carried anything.
They got into the car, still with-
out having made a sound of any
"kind, and’ let the car coast down
the road for a long way before
they started the engine.

Janie June stared across the hol-
low at the black mouth of the
cave, stark against the silver-gray
of -the moonwash on the sur-
rounding rocks, for almost a full
minute.

A person would be crazy to go

up there, she told herself. A per-
son- would have to be touched,
even to think about it.

THE BUS TO CHATTANOOGA

"which he

She was still telling herself- this-
as she went out to the other room,
took down the lantern from the.
nail on the wall, picked up some
matches from the box beside the
cookstove,. and. set out for- the
cave. :
She had been running up and
down these hills all her life, and
except for -slowing .down a little
when she circled the grove where
Uncle Elmore had his still, and
had surrounded with -
trip-wires and deep, covered man-
pits as a protection against reve-
nue agents and Sheriff Orv Loon-
sey, she ran all the way.

China River Cave—called that
because, it was said, the small but
rapid river inside it went all the
way to China—wasn’t much big-
ger than the cabin. Janie June
lighted the lantern, set it on a
rock, and looked about her.

There was nothing there. Janie
June knew the cave as well. as she
knew her own room, and there
was no place where even a half-
filled’ gunnysack could have been
hidden, much less a man’s body.
She picked up the lantern again
and walked over to the edge of
the underground river and stood
looking down' at the raging water.
The river poured through the cave
so fast that the water seemed to
boil, and Janie June shuddered a-
lile with the thought of what
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had happened to the man the oth-
er two had carried into the cave.
The current would have sucked
him out of sight in a second, and
now the onrushing river would
speed him through the bowels of
the earth forever. ,

As Janie June “turned away to
leave, the lantern glinted on some-
.thing in the dust just in” front of
her, and she picked it up. It was a
narrow gold tieclasp with- the
name Duke engraved on it in
very small script. She studied it
thoughtfully, and then threw it
in the river. She wouldn’t want

anyone to know she'd seen zhar,.

because then they might suspect
she’d seen a whole lot more. She
put out the lantern and left the
cave. .

As she started down the slope,
Janie June saw headlights on the
road that led to the. cabin. They
were still a long way off, but they
were coming fast. That would be
Uncle Elmore’s car, she knew, and
if she meant to reach the cabin
before he did, she’d really have to
hurry” What he’d do if he found
her gone was just too awful to
think about. ‘

. It was_a good thing her skirt
was so. short, she reflected as she
ran across’ Froggy Bottom _and
started up. the opposite slope to-
ward the cabin; this was no time
to be hampered. She ran faster
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than she ever had before, even in
the daytime, and every time she
came to one of Uncle Elmores
trip-wires or covered- man-pits,
she leaped right over it, rather
than lose the time it would take to
run around it. But. still,. she had
to circle around in back of the
cabin, to- keep herself out of the
headlights of the approaching car,
she reached her bedroom
window only half a minute before
the car pulled into the yard. By
the time she’d climbed inside,
Uncle Elmore and some other
man were already stomping across
the creaking planks of the front
porch.

Then Uncle Elmore was ham-
mering on her door. “Wake up in
there,” he yelled. He was drunk,
she could tell. Real drunk.

“That you, Uncle Elmore?” she
called, trying to make her voice
sound as if she’d only ]ust awak-
ened.

“You know durn good and
well who it is,” Uncle Elmore
said. “Get yourself on out here,
girl. We got company.”

Janie June waited about as long-

as it would have taken her to put

on her dress, ‘and then she went

out into the other room.
“Breakfast,” Uncle Elmore sald

as soon as she appeared “And

-don’t let the grass grow, neither.”

He was bald and. toothless, but -his
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shouldérs and chest were enor-
mous, and when he moved his
arms, the bulging  muscles
writhed beneath the freckled skin
like so many snakes. He was sit-
ting at the table with another,
much younger man, and right
now he had that mean grin on his

face, the one he always got when

he was mighty pleased-with him-
self. “Eggs and ham and grits
and taters and some of them
damson preserves,” he said. “Stir
your stumps, Janie June.”

“Yes, sir, Uncle Elmore,” Janie
June said as she hurried over to
the cookstove.

The young man sitting at the
table with Uncle Elmore had dark
hair and eyes and a small, neat
mustache, and he was every bit
as good looking as Uncle Elmore
was ugly. He smiled at Janie June
and started to get to his feet.

- Uncle Elmore laughed scorn-
' fully “No need to get up for
her,” he -said. Thats only Janie
June. My niece.

“Good  Lord,”
softly.
© “What in tarnation’s wrong with

you, Burt?” Uncle Elmore asked.

“You didn’t tell me your niece

was so pretty,” Burt ‘said.

“All it does is make her sassy,”

Uncle Elmore said.

“I never would have believed
it,” Burt said, staring at Janie

the man said
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June, occupied with her cooking.
- “Hurry up with them victuals,
girl,” Uncle Elmore said as he
turned on the old battery. radio on
the table. “I figure there just
might be something interesting
on the radio—eh, Burt?”

“Maybe so,” Burt said. “My
name’s Burt Connor, Janie June.”

“I'm right pleased to meet you,
Janie June said.

Harsh and strident guitar music
filled the room, and Uncle El-
more turned the radio down a
little. “Fetch us a jar of shine, girl,”
he said.

Janie June took a jar of whiskey
and two water glasses to the table
and went back to the stove.

“You got a steady boy friend,

“Janie June?” Burt .asked.

“No, sir,” Janie June said.

Uncle Elmore laughed. “You-
re growing calf eyes, I swear,
Burt,” he said, filling his glass.
“You must've seen a gitl or two
some time or other.”

“I've seen a lot of them,” Burt
said. “But I never saw one as—"

“Hush!” Uncle Elmore said, the -
glass halfway to his mouth. “Lis-
ten.” 4

“...and the Chattanooga po-
lice still have no leads in the rob-
bery and abduction of notorious
gambler Duke Mahannah,” the
voice on the radio was saying.
“Iriformed sources, however, have
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revealed that - Mahannah’s . wall
safe, which his kidnapers appar-
ently forced him to open; con-
tained almost thirty thousand
dollars. . .. And  now ° your

Nightow! Newscaster- would like -

just -a moment of ‘your time to
tell you about—"

.Uncle Elmore sthchcd off the
radlo, downed - the entire glass of
moonshine in two long swallows,
and winked at Burt. " ‘

“Well, now, what do you think
of ‘that?” he said. “Dang if it don’t
look like somebody’s gone and
stole that poor man’s thirty thou-
sand dollars.” He shook - his head
and .clucked his tongue. “’Course,
you can’t believe everything you
hear. on the radio, now can
you?”

Burt smiled, hls eyes still -on
Janie ]une “No,” he said. “You
sure can’t.” He drank-some of his

whiskey, coughed, and drank some -

more, “You make good liquor, EI-
more.”

“Well, - thanks,” Uncle Elmore
said. “I take my pains with it,
* Janie .June, what’s slowing up
them victuals?” -

“Don’t rush ‘her;” Burt said.

“I'll rush her with a strap,” Un--
cle Elmore said,

“Oh, you - wouldnt. do that,”‘

Burt said, laughing.
“I wouldn’t eh?” Uncle Elmore
said, reaching - for the -fruit jar.
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““How about s some more “’shine. in
that glass, Burt?”

“Thanks,” Burt said.
mind if I do.”

“Too bad we ain’t got anythmg
to celebrate, eh, Burt?” Uncle El .
more said, grinning broadly.

Burt grinned, too. “Yes, isn’t
it?” he said. '

“Hurry up with that food,” .
girl,” Uncle Elmore said.

“Yes, Uncle Elmore,” Janie
June said. “It’s all ready.” She
filled two plates at the stove and
carried them to the table. “Can I~
go back to bed now, Uncle El-
more?” she asked.

“Why not stay up with us a-
while?” Burt said. “You like to
dance, Janie June?” '

“Go on to bed,” Uncle Elmore
said. “I want you peart and live--
ly tomorrow. You hear?”

“Yes, sir,” Janié June said as
she opened the door of her room.
“I was real glad to meet you, Mr.
Connor.” -

“The same,” Burt said, smllmg.-
“I'll. be seeing you again, Janie
June. In fact, I just mlght be see-

“I. -don't»' :

- ing you a lot.”

Janie June bolted the door be-
hlnd her and lay down on her-

~ . bed with her clothes .on and lis-

tened to the voices in the other
room. An hour crawled by as the-
voices grew.. thicker and. sleepier
and the silences came oftener and -
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lasted longer. Then there was a-
silence that stretched en for sev-
eral minutes, and finally Uncle
Elmore began to snore. . When
Janie June tiptoed.to the door.and
put her eye to the crack between
it and the jamb, she saw that Un-
cle Elmore was asleep on his cot
and Burt Connor was asleep at.
the table, his head resting on his
forearm and his mouth slightly
pursed, as if he were whistling.
N Well, Janie June reflected as she
crawled out the window, Uncle
Elmore and Burt Connor wouldn’t
have thrown a bag of money in
the river, the way they had poor
Mr. Duke Mahannah’s body, and
. that was’ for sure. She knew now
what .they’d done with the money
—the only thing they could have
done with it. :
Twenty minutes later, the lan-
tern beside ‘her, Janie - June was
lying flat on her stomach beside
the: rushing water in the - China
River Cave, her arm in the water

up to the elbow, feeling along the -
- knobby surface of the undercut

rock beneath her, probing for what
she knew had to be theré.

At last she found it—a taut wire
tied to a fist-sized projection on
the rock. The pull of the current
on whatever was on the other end
of the wire was so strong that the

wire almost cut her fingers as she -

drew it up hand over hand, and
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if - she hadn’t been such a strong-
girl for her size she wouldn’t have
been able to pull it up at all.

It wasn’t a gunnysack on the
end of the wire, but a clear plastic
bag as big as one, and it was
more than half full. of paper
money.’ : -

Just as Janie June started to undo
the wire from the gathered top of -
the bag, she thought she heard:
something. Her fingers seemed to

freeze on the wire, and she
crouched there, motionless, not
even breathing. She heard it again
—the sound of pebbles dislodged
from the slope beneath. the cave.

It had to be either Uncle El-
more or Burt Connor, she knew.
Whoever it ‘was, he'd kill her for
sure. He'd know she knew what
had - happened to poor Mr. Duke
Mahannah, and he'd kill her and
throw her in the river. '

She’d never thought so fast in
her life. Whoever it was, he. would -
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already have seen the light of the
lantern, so theré was no use try-
ing to do anything about that.
But if he dido’t already know
who was in the cave; she still had
a.chance to- keep from beidg
caught. <
That chance was to hldc in the
water. And since a wet
would give her away later, she’d
have to take it off: She dropped
the bag of money back into the
river, and then whipped the dress
—which was all she had on—
over her head and wedged it
into the crevice between two
rocks, where no one could see it.
Then she slid into the water, and,
" making sure' “of each handhold
before she trusted her life to it,

worked herself back beneath the -

overhanging stone shelf of the
~ river bank, just as she had done
so many times in play when she
was a little girl. .Only her head
and shoulders were above the hiss-
ing surface of the water now, and
she hooked her fingers over a
small ridge in the rock and
fought the savage tow of the
current that threatened to tear her
hands loose at any second and
send her hurtling through the
earth for all eternity. ' ‘

She heard the hollow pound of
heavy boots in the cave, and then
Uncle Elmore’s surprised curse
when he found no ‘one there.
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dréss’

Swearing to himself steadily, Un-
cle Elmore began to pull up the
wire attached to the money bag.
The bag broke through the sur-
face of the water, and a moment
later Janie June heard the soft plop
as Uncle Elmore dropped it on
the cave floor.

Uncle Elmore’s swearing broke
off abruptly. “Burt!” he sa1d “I
didn’t ‘hear you come in.

“l didn’t mean for you to,”
Burt Connor’s voice said. His
voice was flat and cold, not at
all the way it had been back at
the cabin. “Caught you red-
” handed, didn’t 1?” '

“What the Sam Hill are you

talkmg about?” Uncle Elmore
'demanded.
Burt’s laugh was ugly. “I kind

of figured on you double-crossing
me; but I didn’t think it’d be so
soon.”

“Listen here—” Uncle Elmore
began. “Hey, now! What're you
doing with that knife?”

“You’re a dead. man, Elmore,”
Burt said. “Did you know that?”

“You got me wrong, Burt”
Uncle Elmore said, his voice
breaking. “I" wasn’t going to

take the money. I seen a light up
here and 1I—"

~ “Stop lying,” Burt said. -

“Get away from. me with that
kmfe, Burt!” Uncle - Elmore
yelled. “Don’t do it, Burt! Buit,

ALFREQ HITCHCOCK MYSTERY MAGAZINE




listen to me, I swear T never—" .

“Géood-by, Elmore,” Burt said,
and then Uncle Elmore’s body
splashed into. the water only a
yard from ]ame June’s head, and
in spite of herself, Janie ]une
heard herself gasp.

The next instant, a blg, hard
hand had fastened on her wrist
and was pulling her out of the
water. ,

But when Burt had hauled her
up beside him and saw that she
was completely naked, he gaped
at her in stunned disbelief and
forgot for an instant to retain his
~viselike grip on her wrist. That
instant was all Janie June needed
to jerk away from him and dart
for the mouth of the -cave. Burt
lungcd after her, but his clutch-
ing hands slipped off her wet body
and he could not hold her.

Down the slope she raced, with
Burt just behind her. His legs
were longer than hers, but she
knew every foot of the way and
he did not.
reach the cabin before he caught
her, she could grab the rifle from
over the fireplace and keep him
from killing her.

And then, just as she was al-

most halfway across Froggy Bot-

tom, she slipped on the dew-
slick grass and fell. She was up
- and running again almost * at
. *once, but now Burt was only a few

THE BUS TO CHATTANOOGA

If only she could .

steps behind her. As she started up
the slope to the cabm, she cast a
terrlﬁcd glance over 'her shoulder

and saw that he’ was even closer - -

than she had _thought, the kmfe
in his hand ﬂashmg horribly in
the moonlight. She’d never reach -
the cabm now, she knew; she
was as good as dead" this very
second.
~And then she remembered.
The pits! The brush-covered
man-pits around the grove where
Uncle Elmore had his stlll

The nearest . pit was only a
dozen yards away. She veered to-
ward it, and at the last instant
swerved to one side, hoping that
Burt would crash through the
thin layer of brush and fall into
the deep pit below.

But it was not to be. Burt had
changed - his own .course when he
saw her change hers, and his

‘pounding fcet sklrted the pit by

inches.

He had her now for sure,
Janie June knew. There wasn't
any other pit she could lead him
to without doubling back ‘the way
she had come. She could -already
imagine the knife sinking into
her back, and she heard herself
begin to whimper. She tried to,
run even faster.

Then she felt another sudden
surge of hope, and she did run
faster. She’'d forgotten about the
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trip-wires. There was one in the
ankle-deep grass thirty yards
ahead. It was the last one be-
tween here and the cabin, and it
would be the last chance she'd
have to save her life.

She reached the trip-wire a
heartbeat before Burt did, leaped

over it, and sprinted on. Burt’s

" foot caught on the wire and he
" went sprawling headlong,” his
body skidding across the wet
grass to come to a sudden stop
against a stump.

Janie June ran into the cabin,
jerked the rifle off the wall, and
ran back out. She’d just have to
shoot Mr. Connor, she guessed;
there didn’t seem to be any other
way to keep him from killing
her.

Burt Connor Iay
still, and as Janié June cautiously
* approached him, she saw that his
neck was bent at an odd angle
and that his eyes were wide open,

staring at nothing. He was dead,

she realized; the fall had broken
his neck.

Janie June stood looking down
at him for a long moment, and

of Piney -Ridge

compIetely_

then she took a deep breath and
let it out very slowly. She would -
have to put Mr. Connor’s body
in the river, and that was going
to be.an awful chore. She would-
n’t have .any trouble getting it

«down the slope to Froggy Bot-

tom, of course, and towing it
across ' the slippery grass in the
hollow wouldn’t be too hard,

-either. But pulling it up the far

slope to the cave was going to
be mighty tiring work.

Three hours later, when Janie
June waved down the bus on top
and climbed
aboard, she was wearing her new
white cotton dress and carrying
Uncle Elmore’s scuffed, twine-
bound cardboard suitcase..

She found an empty seat, put
the suitcase on her lap, and sat
smiling out the window as the
big bus roared back to life and
started off down the mountain
on its way to Chattanooga.

“Look how tight that girl's
holding on to that old wreck of
a suitcase,” she heard a woman
across the aisle. whisper. “You'd
think she had a fortune in there.”
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Transposing sentiment into the relatively harsh realm of busi- (

-

ness economics, one finds that, according to Browning, “Life’s (
) <«

a little thingl”

A puvorep and thirty to the
ounce—and each one worth up to
twenty dollars, with no questions
asked! And over eight ounces have
disappeared without a tracel”
-“Almost ‘as compact and valua-
ble as dope,” Professor Middlebie
said thoughtfully, shifting his

bandaged ankle to a softer spot on.’

the hassock. “Ironical, in a way,
that two things so different in pur-
pose and consumption should

A MODEL CRIME

share such qualities as lightness
and high cost. ‘Are you sure of
those figures?” he demanded; head
cocked, grey eyes steady. “They
scem a. bit remarkable, even for
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transistors, small as they. are.”

“I'm giving it to you just as I
heard it Sergeant Black- said,
looking slightly hurt. at the sug-
gestion that he, of all people, was a
fallible witness. “They’re like pin-
heads, with two hair wires coming
out. Precision made; custom made;
you ought to see the place. Dust-

“free, air . pressure inside so that.

nothing- can blow in;-and all the
technicians wear llntlcss coveralls.”
“Well,” Middlebie said, “If you
want me to try another Mycroft—
we dido’t do too badly on that
locked room murder a.few weeks
ago, at that,” he interjected with
just a trace of complacency—“I'm

willing. Maybe I should quit while -

I'm ahead. Armchair deduction is
chancy stuff, with a big element of
luck. But, frankly, I'm sick of being

immobilized, especially with all the .

migrants flying through the val-
ley.” He shot a wistful glance at his
binoculars,-lying on the sill of the
old-fashioned bay window.
“Good,” Black said. Then a rath-
er puzzled expression crossed his
face. “You know,” he said slowly,
“I’'ve taken you at your word—I
mean as to, your qualities. I've
thought of you as the scientist who
coldly, logically, examines all the
possible hypotheses that "account
for the tricky facts, and then selects
the best one—presumably the only
one—after which I do the final leg
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work to get legal evidence.” He
paused, and the professor, once a
lecturer on the History and Philos-
ophy of Science, and-now an occa-
sional crime consultant for his for-
mer pupil, raised a pair of bushy
eyebrows.

“And now you have another
opinion?” the older man asked..
~“In a way. Sure, you see every-
thing with a nacuralist’s eye, and
you have the scientific background
to interpret all .the data. But,” he
added trlumphantly, “basically it's
your imagination that’s so’ good!
Forming those' hypotheses is a
matter of invention, speculation.
The fact is, Professor, youre as
much an artist as a scientist.”

“Thank you,” Middlebie said

“drily. “The most casual study of

past discoveries in science would
have taught you that with much
less effort on your part. Every suc-
cessful investigator has had to have
as much imagination as technical
skill. Once you come up with a

“really brilliant idea—like Mendel’s,

or Einstein’s—any one of hun-
dreds, with. no - imaginations ~ of
-their own, can check:it out. But

~while ‘you're working out a philos-

ophy of science,” he added, smil-
"ing, “those’ transistors are getting
farther away every minute.”
“Ouch!” Black said. “Here’s the
story, brief and to the point.
“Three days ago, at Morton. Elcc—
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tronics, eight ounces of .transistors
turned up missing. The company
can’t make ‘em fast enough to sat-
isfy the demand. They're the best
available, custom-built by the finest
technicians around. Morton uses
most of them in its own products,
but whenever ‘there’s a surplus—

usually very small—they sell the:
transistors alone. The going price -
is twenty dollars each. So eight’

ounces, at a hundred and thirty to
the ounce, are worth about twenty-
one thousand dollars—quite a haul.
Besides, on the black market, the
thief might get as much as fifty
thousand. _

“The factory makes a lot of val-
uable stuff—the best oscilloscopes,
special radio receivers, things for
satel]lites—small items that are
worth a lot of money. So they’re
careful; they have to be. Nobody

takes anythlng out, and even what °

" they bring in is inspected—don’t
ask me why.”

I could think of one reason al-
ready,” Middlebie said with a kind
of boyish glee. ,

“What's that?”

“A catapult, or crossbow—to

" shoot a package of transistors fifty
or a-hundred yards away from the
‘building, to be picked up later.”

“Say-y-y,” the sergeant said,
“that’s damned good.” Then he
shook his head. “But it wouldn’t
work. It’s a big plant; you’d have

A MODEL CRIME

to shoot a couple ‘of blocks to get
anything from the factory to the
nearest fence—which is twelve feet
high, topped by barbed wire,
guarded day and mght and flood-

lit, too!”

“How
guards?”

“The best. You may have heard
of the Safeguard Organization.
They've never had a crook work-
ing for them. Their men are -grad-
ually given more responsibility and
top wages. Nothing doing there.
~Oh, we’re checking, too, but I don’t
expect any weak links.”

_“All right,” Middlebie said,
“since we're back with the Socratic
method again, let me ask you this.
Are all the people who work in the
factory .possible suspects?”

“No, luckily. Only five men—the
chief engineers of various depart-
ments—have access to the room
where the transistors were stolen.
The other employees sign for every

dependable are the

-item of that-sort from supply.”

“Tell me about the chosen five.”

“Well, they’re high-paid experts,
naturally. Each has a private of-
fice.”

“Really private?”

“So I gathered,” Black said. “The
doors can be locked, and often are,
since some of the engineers keep
secret and very valuable blueprints
handy. They're often working on
special projects of their own. Some
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of the offices are almost like labs.”
“Secretaries come in and out,
surely.”
“Some have to knock first, unless

they’'ve been rung for. You know

how these young geniuses act at
times. If they. don’t want to be
bothered even the president of the

company may cool his heels out-

side.”

Middlebie was silent for a mo--

ment, a cloudy look in his eyes.

“No chance, I take it, of smug-
gling the transistors out.”

“None,” Black said crisply. -“A
complete change of clothes before
leaving. Maybe the president is ex-
empt—I didn’t check that—but no-
body else.”

“Could they have. gone out in
small batches?” ' .

“No. It was easy to pin down the
time. All eight ounces were taken
Wednesday night.” -

“You mean they work such
hours?”

“Around the clock. As 1 said,
they can’t turn out the stuff fast
enough, and the overtime pay could
buy a nuclear supmarine.

“Hmmph!” the professor said, a
narrow  furrow appearing in his

brow. “Could they still be hidden

in the plant anywhere?”

" “I don’t see how. The place is on
a dust-free routine. so’ that every-
thing is rounded, smooth, polished,
and cleaned a million times a

 week, There simply “are no lock-

ers, cabinets, or the like—they’d be
bad dust .catchers. . The factory’s
like one big tiled bathroom—or
even more like the inside of a re-
frigerator, with the shelves and
gadgets out.” -

“This would send even Mycroft s
bloed pressure up,” Middlebie said
ruefully  “Maybe that’s why .
Holmes consulted him only a few
times—two, 1 think.. What about
the five suspects? Did all of them
go to the supply room that day?”

“Unfortunately, yes.” <

“And were all of them out of
sight when the transistors disap-
peared?” )

“Fortunately, no. Two were with
colleagues or secretaries.”

“So, really, there are just three

) main SUSpCCtS

“I suppose so.” Black sounded
doubtful. “It’s not that clear-cut.
Maybe even with others around
somebody had a clever way to work
it. How. can I say, without-the
faintest idea to start on?”

“Well,” the professor said judi-
ciously, “T think it’s. time for the
essential leg work. Even Mycroft
needed Sherlock’s data to accom- -
plish anything.” '

“Fine,” Black said in a somewhat
sour voice. “What do I look for?”

“Anything unusual that anybody _

might have  seen,” heard, felt,
smelled, or inferred psychological-
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ly. That includes people—especially
children, who are the most’ curious
of individuals—who live near the
plant.”

“How about the ones overhead?”
the sergeant suggested, his voice
even more sour.

“Overhead?
mean?”

“A plane flies over the factory
every night at 8:45—it’s bound for
San Francisco, from Los Angeles”
—here Black’s tone became a sing-
song chant— ‘with a crew of five,
and forty passengers. It flies at
twelve thousand feet at a speed of

k2l

you

What do

“I get the point,” Middlebie said.
“You don’t feel that they let down
a rope for the loot, nor do you sus-
pect they swooped low the way
planes picked up agents in enemy
territory during the war—hooking
" a man off the ground in a harness.”

“If you—"
but the professor, still smiling, con-
tinued.

“Nor do you beheve they could
have seen or heard anything in
the dark at twelve thousand feet.
.Do you know what I think?”.

“What?” Black was thoroughly
bewildered.

“I agree one hundred per “cent.”
Then, in a serious voice, “But
please ask around as I suggested,
and then report back. Meanwhile,
I'll use that imagination you overly

‘A MODEL CRIME

the sergeant began,

praised a few minutes ago. Before
you go, get me a beer from the re-
frigerator. 1 need some high-test
brain fuel.”

As Black left, the professor was
mixing the horrible tipple he fa-
vored: beer, whiskey,' and brown -
sugar—called by some, Bullfrog
Gin; drink a little, hop a little, and
croak.

He sipped the concocnon, gave
a small sigh -of pleasure, and gave
his imagination free rein. A guard-
ed factory; a competent engineer;
eight ounces of treasure ‘sent
through, around, or over all bar-
riers—how? Middlebie began to jot
down some possible answers . .

When Black returned the follow-
ing evening, he had nothing to re-
port. Nobody had seen or heard a
thing, except for "the regularly
scheduled plane already men-
tioned.

“We're not going to get any eye-
witnesses, that’s certain,” the ser-
geant said gloomily. “And not
much’ evidence of any kind. Talk
about a case for pure reason, this
is it.in spades!”

“Let’s plug a few more holes,”
Middlebie told him. “What about
the stuff being shipped out in some
routine consignment—radios, am-

. plifiers, that sort of thing.”

- “I thought of that. They inspect
everything several times—perform-
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ance tests, completeness, the works.
Besides, the engineers have no di-
rect dealings with the shipping
room, and if one of them had been
around there, even for a minute,
we'd know about it” ‘

“All right. Then, this: what’s the
size of an eight-ounce parcel of
transistors?” " .

“Fairly bulky. They’re sealed in
litde plastic pods to keep out air,
dust—anything .that might hurt
’em. I'm- told the crook must have
carried out a package about the
size of a cigarette carton—maybe a
bit smaller, if the thmgs were com-
pressed.”

“That’s the

very mterestmg,

professor said. “It means almost-

certainly that they weren't taken
-out on the thief’s. person; not with
the kind of inspection you de-

scribed. So I'm back, oddly enough,

to my first rather wild speculations.
Neyer underrate intuition,
boy.

“I don’t follow you,” Black said.
~ “Sherlock Holmes had a dictum,

often discussed, to the effect that

when one has eliminated the im-

possible, whatever remains, how-

ever improbable, is the answer:
The rule actually avoids the main
difficulty, for who is qualified to
" know. when all the impossible solu-
tions have been considered? That
little word ‘all’ has bedeviled logi-
cians for centuries.” Then, seeing

my

the sergeant’s glassy stare, he -add-
ed, “Sorry. All I mean is that we’re
narrowing down the number of
reasonable solutions.”

. “So that’s all you mean,” Black
grinned. “The word again!”

Middlebie ignored him.
“l need more data,” he said
briskly. “Find out what kind of

equipment each suspect has in his
office, particularly if there’s any-
thing for metal working, like a
jeweler’s lathe, or the like. "‘And
then”—here the sergeant groaned—
“get me the most complete dossier
possible on each engineer, going
well back in time.”

“Like how many times they
asked to be excused in third
grade?” .

“If the information is available,”
was the bland rcply -

Black, didn’t dclve qulte that
deeply, but after a week he brought

. back a thick folder on each man.

The professor read . each one
through with great patience, miss-
ing very little. Finally, in a high
school yearbook—how in the world
had Black come up with that?—he
found something concrete.

“By. the way, on that cquxpmcnt
question;” he asked the sergeant.
“Does Brenner have a lathe in his
office?” ~ - ‘ :

“No,” was the prompt reply. “A
lot of electronic stuff, and plenty

38 ) - ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



of tools, but nothing to turn met-
al” . .

“You're sure—it might be inside
the desk.” :

“It ‘isn’t. And in addition,. he
never had one. I checked that on
my own,” Black said reproachfully.

“Do they use any gasoline in the
plant?”

“Not that I know of. They have
a special solvent for cleaning parts,
though.”

-“Hmmph.” The professor’s ex-
pression suggested he was at a
dead end. “No metal; that means
no engine, even with gas avail-
able.” He held out the yearbook.
“See that?”

Black studied the blurry photo,-

and his ]aw muscles knotted.

He said. “You think—but that’s
impossible!”

“That’s a model plane, and the
yearbook mentions how far ‘ad-
vanced young Brenner was in that
field, back in 45. Yet, in these re-
cent biographical notes you and
your men made, he never said a
word about such a hobby. Why
‘should he hide it now?”

“Maybe he just outgrew it.”: :

“Maybe. We'll see.” Middlebie
pointed to a shelf. “Get me that
thick, reddish book.”

The sergeant did so, and the old
man riffled the pages. Then he
stabbed one triumphantly.

“Aha! Who won third place for

A MODEL CRIME

endurance only eight years ago?
R. T. Brenner. And was the plane
radio-controlled? You bet your
sweet lifel”

“But—but—" Black sounded like
an outboard motor gone wild.
“You said no lathe, no motor, no
g'as_9’ .

“Right. But Brenner’s an electri-
cal engineer. Nowadays, with new
cadmium batteries, you can fly a
plane pretty well by electric motor.
Remember, he didn’t need more
than a few hundred yards, and he
probably left off any landmg gear.
Just over the fence, out into the
dark, and then ...” He paused
for a moment, as if in doubt.

-“And = then?” the sergeant
prompted eagerly.

“He could have had an accom-
plice, but I think not. These pa-
pers”—patting the dossier—“sug-
gest he’s always been a-lone wolf.
My guess is he just crashed the
plane out there at some convenient
spot. Is there any open ground,
fairly isolated, around the plant?”

“Only to the East. Fifty acres of
scrub-bush, gullies, and rattle-

- snakes—just the thing for a new -

housing development.”

“Then look for traces there.”
. Black gaped at him.-

“Look, sir, you know he couldn’t
possibly have carried in a model
plane big -enough to- fly eight
ounces over a thousand yards.”

39



“Of course not,” Middlebie

" sounded .annoyed.. “Obviously he
built the plane at intervals in his

office. He didn’t need a lathe, since

no gas engine was involved. All he

wanted was a basic airframe, a

light electric totor, and one or

two good batteries of the new type

the  government first used—re-

chargeable. All such stuff a chief

engineer could take without any- -

body paying attention. Maybe he
used radio control; or. maybe he
didn’t need to. Perhaps he knew’
from dry runs at home with a pro-
totype how far it would fly on a
given charge. With fifty acres to
crash in, he didn’t have to be per-
fect. Probably he turned the model
. loose just when the real one roared
over, just in case. some sharp-
eared busybody heard the faint

whir of the props. It was such a

good plan,” Middlebie said, his en--

thusiasm growing, “that it ought
to have succeeded.”
“Who says it didn’t? Even if

you're right, there’s nothing for the’

D. A. to take hold of. And I'm
beginning to worry about you,
Professor,” the sergeant added

gravely. “Lately you seem more on,
the side of the criminal than the
law-—emotionally, I mean.”

“I'm on the side of imagination
and ingenuity,” Middlebie retort-
ed, his voice chilly. “As for evi-
dence, search that field. If the
plane crashed there, you may find
some traces. Dig until you can at
least get a warrant, then maybe
something will turn up at Bren-
ner’s house. Maybe he was over-
confident enough to save the pro-
totype or some of the material he
made it from. And run a_bluffl—
you've -done it before. Let hio
know you’re on to him, and maybe
he’ll ‘break.” ‘

“Naturally I'll do all that,” Black
said with dignity, and Middlebie
grinned at him until he had. to
smile ‘back.

“Mycroft couldn’t do leg .work,
and neither can 1,” the old man
said. “Don’t think I like lying
here; T'd rather be out ‘at the bay
watching the avocets.”

" “You'll be back there by the time
I get my case against Brenner,”

- Black assured him. And that’s the

way it was.
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1 humbly bow to Jokn Dryden for the following words of (‘
wisdom: “Errors, like straws, upon the surface flow; and he who
would search for pearls must dive below.” )

At seven minutes past midnight

‘{[ the desk lieutenant rang and said,
L@@Y /ﬁ “Lew, I think this is a crackpot
» call. Something about seeing a mur-

’ . der but the guy sounds nuts to
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me. See what you make. of it.”
" “Okay, sir.” Lew waited for the
connecting click, then said, “Detec-
tive Moran speaking.”
“Is this still the police station?”
a man’s small voice asked.
“This is the Detective Squad
room. What's the trouble?”
“No trouble. My name is How-
ard Burton and I...eh...as1
, told the other officer, I want to re-
‘port witnessing a murder.”
“What's your address, Mr. Bur-
ton? I'll send a radio car over. Are
you in any danger?”
“Me? Oh no, sir, no danger at
all. And there’s no need to rush.
I'd come down to the police sta-

.tion myself but it's too bulky to

carry.”
“Bulky? Do you mean. thc body?
Have you killed somebody?” Lew

-asked motioning for another "de-
tective to call a car from the ga-

rage.
* “No, no, I merely happéned to
witness the killing. A man was
knifed in the back. The . . .”

“Can you still see the killer?”
Moran cut in.. _

“Sure. He’s right in my living-
room. I mean, I ¢an see him here.”

“What’s your address, Mr. Bur-
ton? Where did thi$ killing take
place?”

“I live at 27 Moore Place. As for
the murder, it took place about
twelve hundred miles from here,

wooden house.

some two weeks ago. But I just -
saw it now.” '

“Burton, what the devil are you .
talking about?” Lew growled. “If
this is a_drunken joke or . ..”

“Officer, I'nT quite sober: and it
isn’t any joke. My wife and I re-
turned from a cruise to Nassau
about nine days ago and tonight we
were out . . .’

“What about this killing?”
~ “That’s what I'm trying to ex-
plain, officer. When we came home
tonight we ran off some movies I
took. In the pictures, near the
docks, behind the Straw- Market,
well, it seems we unknowingly
took a picture of a man being -
stabbed to death. My projector is
too heavy to bring down to the
police station but we thought we
ought to report it.”

“I’ll be right over.”

The Burtons lived in an old
Howard Burton
was a thin man in his late fifties .
while his wife, Eunice, was a
plump fifty. They both- were up-
set. Howard said, “You see I'used
to own a small candy and news-.
paper store over on Twelfth Street.

- Wesold it recently.”

“Ran the store for nearly twenty-
eight years,” Eunice put in nerv-
ously “Best years of our, life went
into the store.”

“Yes,” Howard said. “The pomt
is, the entire block is being demol-
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ished to build an apartment house
project. We sold the store for a fair
price and decided to take a vaca-
tion, the first we've ever had. We
took one of these cruises. We were
in Nassau for two days, returned
the Saturday before last.”

“It was lovely,” Eunice added.

“I sent my movie films to be de-
- veloped and we found them in the

mailbox when we came home to-

night. I was running them off and
© we saw ... Well, look for your-
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self, officer. Eunice please turn off
the lights.”’

There was a new projector on a
table in the center of the living-
room, facing a small white screen
on a stand. Moran saw pictures of .
a sleek liner as Howard said,
“That’s thé boat. Now, I took these
from the tender ferrying us ashore, -
There, that’s the Straw Market, fa-
mous for its straw bags and hats.
Now you see Eunice haggling
with one of the native sellers over
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a hat. They expect you to haggle.”

“I' bought quite a few hats,” Eu-
nice said.

As Lew watched the sharp, clear,
color pictures, Howard told him,
“That’s the post office and . : .”

“No dear, that’s a hotel.”

“It doesn't matter, On another

. roll T have shots of us at Paradise
Beach. But watch this. Eunice had
bought several hats and I thought
it would be funny to take shots of
her trying them on. There, you see
her, with the docks in ‘the back-
ground. Watch.”

Eunice’s smiling fat face was
looking at them from the screen as

she modeled several gay straw hats.

Suddenly her. face became a blur
as it went out of focus and the tall
grass in front of an empty dock
came into sharp view. A grey-
haired man, wearing a white linen
suit and a straw hat, was walking
along when a burly man with a
dark skin, wearing ragged pants
and shirt, ran out of the tall grass,
plunged a knife into the other
man’s back. As the man in the
‘linen suit staggered, Eunice’s
* sweaty face came back into focus,
~ giggling as she put on a cone-
shaped hat ‘several feet high.
Burton shut the projector and his
wife snapped on the lights, both of
them staring at the detective. Eu-
" nice said, “I have the hat here if
you'd like to see it.”

-

Blinking at the light Lew said,
“Let me see that knifing again.”

“Yes, sir.” Burton rerolled the
film and when Eunice darkened
the room "again he started the pro-

jector, stopping the film as the -

ragged man stuck the knife into
the other man’s back. It was diffi-
cult to. make out either man’s fea-

tures but the one in the linen suit"

seemed to be a white man and the
other a native. Burton said, “I'm
not too good with the camera. We
bought it just before taking the
cruise, and I must have accidental-
ly zoomed in on the killing. That’s
why Eunice is out of focus in the

foreground. Now, when I run it

. . Okay to run it, officer?” -

“Go ahead.”

“Now you see Eunice is back in
focus and the dock area is just a
white blur. T'll finish the roll
That’s another shot of the boat as
we were returning and here . . .”

“Turn on thc hghts, please,” Lew
said.

“Roll will be finished. in a sec-

ond, officer. There’s Eunice sitting

beside the shlps swimming pool.,

That's me, jumping into the pool
waving at the camera. And .
The screen turned a bright wliite
and the reel was over. Snapping
on the lights Eunice said,-“I'm so
plump, looks like the suit is ready
to burst.”

Lew grinned politely. “Do you
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know either of those two men?”

“No, sir,” Howard said.

“Did you ever see them before?”

“Of course not,” Eunice said.
“Soon as we saw the pictures I told
Howard to phone the police. I
mean, even though it happened
outside the USA we thought we
should report it.”

Lew asked, “After you took the
pictures, before you got on the
tender again, did you notice a
crowd gather where the man was
stabbed, any of the local police?”

“No, sir, 1 didn’t” Howard
looked at his wife. “You recall see-
ing any crowd, hon?”

Eunice shook her head. “If there
had been a crowd we would have
gone over .to sce what was going
on. You know how nosey tourists

are. Matter of fact, I remember after .

posing we started back toward the
main street to buy some rum.
From the liquor store we went to
the tender. It was very hot. I was
hungry and there was no sense eat-
ing ashore when we'd paid for the
meals on the boat” -

“That’s right,” Howard added’

“Care for a drink, officer?”

Lew shook his head. “Did you
pass the spot where the man was
knifed when you returned to the
tender?” -

“I don’t see how we could have.
The tender was tied up at a dock
on the other side of the Straw
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Market. No, 'm sure we didn’t.”
“That’s so,” Eunice said. “I re-

call the first time we stepped off

the ‘tender, we walked right into
the Straw Market.”

“Was the man in the linen suit a
passenger?” Lew asked.

“I don’t think so,” Howard told
him. “Didn’t hear anything about
a passenger missing. As I told you,
we never saw him before.”

“Was there anything in the pa-
pers down there about a killing?”

Eunice giggled. “You don’t go on
a cruise to read papers. Besides, the
ship left that same afteroon, a few
hours after we took the pictures.”

Lew took out his notebook.
“Can you give me the exact date
when this happened?”

The Burtons stared at each other.
Mr. Burton said, “Let’s see; we re-
turned on Saturday, that was the
Saturday before last, which would
make it September 23rd, so. 2

“September 21st, dear.”

“Anyway, we sailed from Nassau
on Thursday. Wednesday we'd
been out to Paradise Beach, left our
shopping for the last day, Yes, this
had to be on Thursday, September~
19th, around noon, since we were
going back to the ship for lunch.”

“That’s right,” Eunice said. “The
ship-'was sailing. at four and I
wanted to go ashore again, to buy
a few more souvenirs. But Howie
said we’d spent.enough and, be-
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sides, it was so hot I was tired. We
remained on the ship, took a swim
after . lunch. Oh I remember that
day very well. I won in the bingo
game that night!”

Lew stood up. “I have a car out-
side, Mr. Burton. Can you take the
film and the projector down to the
squad room, run it off for us
there?”

“Certainly, officer.”

“I'm going to bed,” Eunice said,
adding with a giggle, “I do hope
the other policemen wont laugh
at me in my bathing suit.”

At 8:30 am, Lt. Dave Wintino
told Lew, “You ‘might as well go
on home. Downtown has been in
touch with Nassau. An American,
one Leonard Wyckoff, was found
murdered there on the night of
September 19th. Their coroner puts

- the time of death at about noon,
so that checks. The Nassau police
reported it to our officials there.
Wyckoff was a retired man, quiet
sort, kept to Himself, been living in
Nassau for the last five months.
The killing was a sensation down
there. Not only is homiicide rare,
but tourism is a major industry
and this . . .»

Lew yawned.

" “You're off-duty, go home. This
isn’t our baby. Mr. Burton has
agreed to let us send his film to
Nassau. That ends it.”

“Maybe. One angle on this hit

~

‘me wrong. See what you think.”

Lt. Wintino was a short man

‘with wide shoulders which made

him look even shorter. Hunching
his shoulders now, in a mock ges-
ture, he said, “Come on, Lew. We
have a busy house here so don’t
play the all-seeing-TV-eye on a case

in another country. But what’s the -

wrong angle?”
“Just the way the Burtons kept -
saying murder, they seemed so sure
the man was dead. Okay, it turned
out that way but every knifing
doesn’t end in death, Dave.”
Wintino shrugged again. “Look,

_if a layman sees a knife parked in

somebody’s back, what else would
he think but it’s a killing?. Get
some sleep,. Lew. Let me be the
eager-beaver of the squad.”

Moran reached his apartment by
9:30 as his wife was making break:
fast. Kissing him, she said, “What
a novelty, I see my husband!”

“You know my shift of tours,
Ruthie.” :

“You bet I know. You're com-
ing home as I'm leaving for the of-
fice. If you get to sleep fast per-
haps we can take in a movie to-

‘night, before you return. to that

precinct house! Other wives can
look forward to a Saturday night
with their husbands, but if you’re
married to a ¢op you ...”

“You éxpect him home when
you see "him,” Lew ‘said, kissing
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her again. “I'll eat a light breakfast
and try to hit the sack at once.
We'll be able to have supper to-
gether and then take in a show.”

At noon Ruth Moran shook her
‘husband awake. “Squad room on
the phone. Bad enough you have
these crazy hours, but they don’t
even let you sleep. Sometimes I
wish you'd never passed the
exam!” . .

Lt. Wintino asked, “Lew? This
is Dave. Sorry to get you up but
something new has broken in that
Nassau knifing. Turns out the de-
ceased was a vault attendant in the
bank on ‘14Ist Street and Broad-
way, in our squad area. He retlred
on a pension seven months ago.”

“Lucky him,” Lew sald
what?”

“Exactly what I told Downtown
but they seem to think it gives us
an interest in the case. I have a
squad car on the way to your place
with the film, expense money, and
a ticket on the 1:30 jet to the Ba-
hamas, so pack a. fast bag.”’

"“Me? Youre sending me?” Lew
Moranasked, sleep vanishing from
his voice. L

“Sure. It’s your case and you de-
serve an ecasy assignment for a
change. Take your swim trunks
~ along. If you want to relax for a
day down there, okay, but I expect
you back within four days. Under-
stand?”

“So
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“Yes, sir! And thanks, Dave. Oh,
one thing, while I'm gone check
out the Burtons for me.”

“Will do. Now stop ya.kmg and
get dressed.”

As he jumped out of bed, Ruth
asked, “Will you be back in time
for supper; can we still take in the

‘movie, Lew?”

_Stopping to give his wife a fast
kiss as he raced for the bathroom,
Lew said, “Hon, I won’t be back
for a few days.”

“Oh for ... ! Another lost week-

-end for us. Really, Lew, this is too

much. Where are you going?”

“Nassau,” Lew called over the
sound of the shower.

“Nassau? Out in Long Island?”
Ruthie asked loudly.

“No, Nassau in the Bahamas!”

“You're going to the West In-
dies? Why you-you big bum! Can
I go along?” she shouted, almost
screamed. ’

Wlpmg the persplratlon from his
face Lew stared at Detective In-
spector Davis-Johns, the dark
brown face in sharp contrast to the
snappy white uniform, including

“the tightly buttoned, stiff collar,

and Lew wondered how the man
could look so ‘cool in the tropical
heat. They "were standing in an
empty lot not far from the Straw
Market (which hadn’t impressed
Lew much, although he bought a
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few items to bring home to Ruth-

ie). An .empty dock stood in the -

background. Pointing to the spot
"where .Wyckoff’s body had beén
found in the tall grass, Davis-Johns
said with his very clipped, British
accent, “The body of the deceased
lay here for over five hours, hidden
by the high grass. Now, assuming

the man taking the pictures of his -

~wife was about over there, roughly
two hundred yards, the question in
my mind is this: if his camera
saw the blooming stabbing, why
wouldn’t the man have seen it?”
Lew touched ‘the cheap motion
picture camera he’d purchased on
the way to the plane, now hanging

-from his neck. “For one thing, on a.

bright, sunny day, it’s pretty hard
to see anything two blocks away.
Secondly, I've been fooling with
- this camera a bit and if Pm look-
ing through the rangefinder, or
whatever they call this thing, all
my attention would be on the per-
son I was photographing. The
knifing probably happened so fast,
a thrust in the back and the killer
-ran, that Burton wouldn’t notice it.

I understand robbery was the mo-

tive, sir?” . :

Davis-Johns shook his dark
head. “In light of the film I've
seen, I now doubt that. It is not in
the criminal pattern of our island.
True, we have petty thefts and
somie bashings, but never an unpro-

voked sta.bbi_n.gv. as a robbery pat-.

tern. Mr. Wyckoff was an .elderly
man, could have been easily over-
powered. Also, while his- wallet

.was taken, his watch and ring were
-not touched. At first, I thought this _
-was because the killer had been

bloody well rushed, but the film

_shows no one around him. Your

Mr. Burton claims he saw no-one,
so if theft was the ‘motive,” why
didn’t the- robber crouch in the
high grass and weeds -beside his
victim, and take the ring and
watch?”

Lew shrugged. “Any prints on"
the murder weapon?” '

“None, a cheap knife of German
make, a type sold the world over.

-Detéctive Moran, it is my belief the

solution to this crime will be
found in the victim’s past.”

“Mind if I take a few pictures of
you, sir?” Lew asked. ¢ ‘Since I have

the camera handy.”

Lew focused on . Davis- ]ohm
who looked a bit..annoyed, .but
struck a pose. Lew-wondered if the
inspector was - trying to put the

- blame for the murder on an out-

sider for the sake of the tourist
business. He asked, “You mean a

. hired killer, sir?”

“Exactly, sir. Perhaps a klller ex-

pressly sent from the United States

”

to...
“Sir, this is-a vmovie camera, SO
wave your hands or walk about.”
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“Blast your cameral This isn’t a
bloody cinema studio; we're here
to solve a murder!” Davxs-]ohns
.exploded.

“Yes, sir,” Lew said quietly, tak-
ing pictures of the angry officer.
“Do you know anything about Mr.
Wyckoff’'s past?”

“Indeed not. He was a :etlred
chap, in all ways, I am told. A
timid-like man whom one would
never associate with a crime, which
is exactly why his murder arouses
- suspicion of an outside killer in my

mind. Mr. Wyckoff was rather
good with silver, wanted to open a
shop here to manufacture souve-
-nirs. Of course, in our poor coun-
try for a non-citizén to go into
‘business, well, I'm afraid the ven-
ture was bogged down in red-tape.
Would you care to see some of
. Wyckoff’s: silver work? He was
really quite an artist.”

“I would,” Lew said, putting his
camera away. “And I'd also like a
tall drink in the shade, if possible.”

.Davis-Johns smiled at him.
“Very possible. Your face is lob-
ster-red. You Americans burn easi-
- ly;. don’t drink enough tea, you
know.” _

Three days later Lew. ran off his
~reel of film in the squad room,

using Burton’s projector. When he
finished and had turned on .the
lights, Lt. Wintino asked, “Okay,
‘Lew, I rushed to have your film
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developed and what does it prove,
except you cut off hands and
heads, jerked from one subject to

-another? - Plus that, Davis-Johns

isn’t much of an actor. You sure
got a nice tan down there.”

“It proves I'm a lousy movie
photographer,” Lew said. “But it

also proves Howard Burton has a

very expensive camera and is a
damn good photographer, although
he claims he only purchased the
camera shortly before they took
the cruise.” -

“Still on the Burtons, Lew?
They're a tired, middle-aged cou-
ple, not killers.”

“Maybe, but Dave, the quiet of .2
jet is a great place for thinking
about a case. Wyckoff also was a
tired, middle-aged joker. In fact, he
and the Burtons have that in com-
mon. Now, isn't it a fat coinci-
dence that the only slip Burton

"makes in his reel, his only mistake,

he manages to zoom in on a man
being stabbed? Not even a profes-
sional photographér could be that
lucky! Also, Burton idoesn’t say he
saw a man being hurt, but that the
man was murdered.” L
Dave shook his head. “Too
much sun has melted your one-
track-brains. Lew, if Burton was
involved in this, why would he
start an investigation by showing
us the movies in the first place?”
“I gave that a lot of thought, too.
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Dave, there’s a brace of reasons-

why he showed us the film. First,
he’s an amateur killer, thinks he’s
. pulled the perfect crime, and like
~all perfect crime nuts, he gets a
charge out of rubbing our-noses in
his alleged cleverness. But .. .”

“Come on, -even a nut doesn’t
take pictures of his crime.”

“On thie contrary, Dave. Burton
thinks the movies not only give
him and his wife an alibi, but he’s
so smart he’s showing us the actual
murderer!” )

“Now Mrs. Burton is in on the
killing, ‘too?”

“I think so. But the film isn’t an
alibi. I took that shot of myself on
the beach by starting the camera,
then stretching out on the sand.
Simple enough to do with these
- automatic, battery-driven cameras.

According to the Nassau police,

Wyckoff always took a pre-lunch

stroll along the docks, which were

near -his rooming house. See the
picture? Assuming the Burtons
came to Nassau to kill him—and
it’s another coincidence they went
to Nassau, not to San Juan, or.one
of the other islands—they had two
~days to 'learn of his walking . hab
its.”

““Come on, Lew, thousands - of

tourists go to Nassau. Don’t forget
that in Burton’s films the killer is
obviously a heavyset, dark-skinned
man.” © S '

"Burton - doing

 tive connects - the

- Léw nodded. “I considered that,
but a single can of make-up turns a
white skin brown. Dave, suppose
Burton came ashore with some
ragged - clothes and -make-up, plus -
padding—stuff he’d brought from
the -States? " Be a cinch to take it
ashore in one of the straw baskets
they'd -bought thé day before.
Knowing where Wyckoff takes his
usual walk, he sets up the camera
and then changes into his disguise
in the tall grass.

. “Now, when we see the killing,.

. his wife is out of focus. All we see

is the blur.of her cone-shaped straw
hat, so they could have put the hat

on a stick -in front of the camera.

Then she took over, zoomed in on

the killing. He
changés back to his slacks and

sport shirt, wipes off the make-up -
with a sponge, shoves everything

into a straw basket and returns to -
finish taking pictures of her. Later,
at sea, they throw the rags over-
board.” ‘

“Lew, you're the one going over-
board. You saw the reports on ‘the
Burtons, a couple of small-time
store keepers. What possible mo-
Burtons and
Wyckoff?” Tl o

-Lew pointed to a silver pin of in-
tricate ‘design on the table “ThlS
could ‘be the connection.”

Wintino looked blank. '
. “Dave, let’s go ovér what we
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know about Wyckoff. He’s a guy
~ who put in thirty years as a bank
vault attendant, finally retires on a

small pension. Three years ago his

wife died after a long illness, prob-
ably using up every cent they had.
Wyckoff’s silver-work hobby had to
be something he’s been. doing for
years. Okay, his retirement is com-
ing up in a year or so and he’s
broke, but dreams of retiring to the
West Indies, also a dream of long
standing. He needs a few grand to
set himself up so he’ll be able to
live on his pension. Now, and this
is pure guess work on my part,”

Lew added, ﬁngermg the silver

pin, “but if .

“Im glad you admit it’s only a
guess, Holmes. That jet flight went
to your head like booze.”

“Just listen, first, Dave, If I want
to rent a safety deposit box I fill out
a signature card, pay for the box
and the attendant gives me two
keys to the box. Right?”

“I never had anything to stash
away in a vault box, but that’s the
procedure. What's it add up to,
Perry Mason?”

“It adds to this: a guy like Wyck-
off, an expert with metals, has
those two keys around his desk
until the box is rented. Now, when
I wish to open my box I'hand him
my key and he inserts it, then uses
the bank’s master key. The supposed
safety measure.is that two different

sAY “cHEESE”

_keys are needed to open the box.

Okay, Wyckoff is about to retire
and broke. Now, let’s say he has
sets of keys for, say, twenty empty
boxes waiting to be rented. It
would be simple for him to make-a
duplicate key for each of these
boxes. Now let’s suppose I rent a
box. Wyckoff is down in the vault,
alone most of the time. Using the
duplicate he’s already made of my
keys, plus his regular bank key, he
can open my box and examine the
contents at his leisure. No chance
of his being caught, as he has to
come out of the vault and unlock
the gate before anybody can énter.”
“You mean he’s looking for
somebody stashing away money to
escape taxes?” Wintino asked.
“Right. Suppose I have ten grand

. in my box, he can be fairly sure it’s

shady money of some kind, and if
he takes a grand or two I'm/in no
position to raise a fuss.”

Wintino threw up his hands.
“That’s a far-out theory, and there’s
still no connection. The Burtons
ran a hand-to-mouth candy store.
Also, we've checked the list of
vault box owners; no Burton.”

Lew rubbed his sun-tanned chin.
“I've done a little checking on my
own, with-a few stoolies. True, the
Burtons’ store wasn’t much but,
like many candy-newspaper shops,
it was used as a numbers drop.
Nothing big time, Dave, but two
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grand.a year from the numbers is
peanuts, so let’s say over the years,
being thrifty folks, the Burtons

managed to put away $20,000. My _
to sell their store. This is their

idea is Wyckoff helped himself to a
grand or two, then went to Nassau.

He learned that he needed $4,000 to
open his shop down there. The
deal got snarled in red-tape but

Wyckoff always said he could raise

the money. Again, as a pure guess,
_he wrote the Burtons for money.
He claimed it would be his first
and only bite, but if he didn’t get it
he’'d tell the tax boys about their
dough and’ collect the reward
there. The ... ' i

“Lew, you're running off at the
mouth like a TV: badge, making a
. lot of wild deductions. Doesn’t
give us any basis of fact on which
to move.”

“I think we have a move, Dave,
and a simple one which will tell us
if I'm right or cockeyed. Let’s think

about the Burtons, a hard-working:
couple, with their little kitty from

the numbers  stashed away. Their
problem is they can’t spend it with-
out attracting the attention of the
tax boys.. If they bought a new
house, or an expedsive car, for ex-

ample, they’d have a lot of explain- .
Okay, Wyckoff has.

ing to do.
helped himself to.a grand or two
and there’s nothing they can do

about it. They might not even be

sure it was his hand in their vault

S

box, although they must have sus-
‘pected him. Suddenly the dawn
breaks for the Burtons. This hous-
ing project is. going up, they have

chance to live it up a little; sup-
posedly using the money. from the
sale of the shop..Then Wyckoff
writes asking for a few grand and
they figure they’ll be blackmailed
for the rest of their lives. They de-
cide to kill him. There "are two
things you can do about a' shake-
down: either blow the whistle or

kill, if you don’t want to pay. That’s

motive enough for me, sir.”

“Lew, while I appreciate your
devoting so much thought and time
to the case, so far your theoryis all -
supposition and could result in a
far suit for false arrest. Also, you
keep overlooking the hard fact that
the Burtons never had a box in the
bank!”

“They could have rented a box
under a phony.name or in Mrs.
Burton’s maiden name. It would
mean our checking every box hold-
er, especially any who cancelled
their boxes a few months before

-Wyckoff retired. Lot of work, but
'sir, 1 have this quickie idea which

will test my theory in minutes.

-There hasn’t been anything in the

local papers about this, but have

syou told the Burtons that we know

the name of the deceased?”
’ “No t2]
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“Great. We phone them and say
this is Jack Wyckoff, Leonard’s
brother, that we have a letter
they’d be interested in, and to meet
us at once on some street corner.
It’s that simple. If they show, we're

‘in, on the right track, and can

probably secure-a confession from
the Burtons while we take our time
checking the names of the vault

box renters. If they don’t show, it -

means they never heard of Wyckoff
and my theory is a zero. Is it worth
a phone call, Dave?”

Lt. Wintino smiled. “TI'll invest a
dime to- prove how wrong you
are.” :

"Dave phoned from a corner
booth near the Burton house. He
said quickly, “This is Leonard
Wyckoff’s brother. 1 found a letter
from him you’ll be interested in
buying. I'm on the corner of Grand
Avenue and 143rd Street. If you’re
not here within fifteen minutes the
letter goes to the tax. people,” and
hung up. ' ‘

Wintino and Moran were wait-
ing in a car outside the Burton
house when Howard and Eunice

" SAY “CHEESE”

T
came rushing out minutes later.
On frisking them, they found a
gun in Howard’s pocket. All the
way- to the precinct house Eunice
screamed hysterically at her hus-
band, “I told you to pay him off! I
told you! I told you what’s five
thousand! But you never did listen
to me! You and your great brain,
your stupid ideas!” ~

Later, over containers of coffee
in the squad room, Dave said,
“Well, this case is all wrapped up
in record time. Real smart arm-
chair brain work on your part,
Lew, and 1 almost booted it. I'm

~ recommending you for a promo-

tion to. . ..”

“Dave, that can wait. I mean,
thank you, but first can you do me
a big favor? Advance my vacation
so I can take it next week, sir?”

"“Sure, I think it can be arranged.
But why the rush? You just re-
turned from a kind of vacation.”

“That’s exactly why. If I don™
take my wifc to Nassau, there will
be no living with her! Every time
she looks at my sun-tan, she sees
red.”




| =

Today the TV medium is often credited with stimulating the

younger generation with ideas, especially with the innocuous
ones. But some of us “oldies” will recall when the Katzenjammer
Kids were given that questionable recognition.

-

Blzar mirages shimmered wetly
far down the gleaming pavement
of the interstate highway. Hot air
blasted in.the open windows of the
car. But neither the heat nor the
condition of the road occupied
Tom Carlton as he sat  with
moist-palmed hands clutching the
wheel.

It was the man in the back seat,
the stranger sitting close beside his
_daughter with one arm about her
slim waist, the other hand grip-

)
L

ping the haft-of a knife—thar was
the reality overpowering Carlton’s
consciousness.

In the rear view mirror he could
see the blade touching against the

" bright fabric of her dress. This

can’t be happening, he told himself
incredulously. It can’t! He glanced

-at his wife who was sitting stiffly, -

terrified, and he -had to add, Buz it
is!

The interstate had been a wel-
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come change after some of the by-
ways on which the Carltons’ vaca-
tion had taken them. So welcome,
in fact, they had hardly noticed the
time, and it was almost thrée o’clock

when Sally touched her husband’s-

arm. “Tom, isn’t that one of those
roadside park signs ahead? Let’s
stop and eat.”

The small - square sigr rapidly
grew legible as they bore down on

it. From the back seat Melinda -

read it aloud, “$200 Fine for
‘"Throwing Litter on Highway.”

“Golly, Pop,” Tommy piped up,
“I’'m starving! Can’t we stop?”

“You're always starving,” said
Melinda, with the disdain of a six-
teen year old for one four years her
junior—especially a brother. “In
fact, little one, you're always grip-
ing about something.”

“Yeah? Yeah? Look who's talk-
ing.”

“Knock it off, you two,” Carlton
snaDpcd

Sally turned. “Read the funnies,

Tommy. Leave your sister alone.”

“I didn’t start it. You’re always
taking up for her like she’s a queen
or somethmg

A FAMILY AFFAIR

‘ forehead and rubbed his eyes.

Carlton’s knuckles whitened on
the wheel. “Knock it off!”

Tommy frowned darkly at his
sister, ihen rattled through the
Sunday paper on the floor, slipped
out the comic sheets, and put his
foot back on the paper to keep it
from the wind.

Melinda pointed ahead. “There’s
the sign, Dad. Roadside tables, one

“mile.”

“Good,” Carlton sighed. “I'm
with Tommy. Hungry as a bear.”

They pulled off onto a curving
drive that led through a grove of
trees. A tractor-trailer and small
sports car were just moving back
onto the highway-at the other side -
of the park. Carlton passed a sta-
tion wagon into which a Lalf dozen
people were crowding, then eased
into the shade of a tree at the very
back of the park and stopped.

He pushed his glasses up to his
“Get
the lunch basket out of the boat,
Tommy.”

But the boy was now absorbed
in - the comics. “Just a second,
Dad.™ .

Hot, tired, Carlton
“Pon’t just a second me!”

Smiling, Melinda patted her fa-
ther’s cheek. “T'll get it.”

As she walked briskly back to-

snapped,

. ward the boat and trailer, Carlton

watched her, finding it again al-
most impossible to believe that this
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girl with the shape and smile of a
woman was really his daughter. It
seemed such a painfully short time
ago that she was all bony knees
and elbows and teeth braces.

He grinned to himself and
closed his eyes again. 4 sure ngn
of age, old buddy.

The station wagon, the only oth-

er vehicle in the park, moved past
them. A small boy leaned from a
window and stuck out his tongue.
. -Carlton watched absently as the

car paused at the highway, -then -

turned and began to pick up speed.
Sally said, “You wanted to check

the boat, didn't you, honey?”

" He nodded. “Right. You wom-

enfolk get the chow ready.”

Sally scemed about to say some-

thing else, but it was at that in-
stant that Melinda screamed-.

That had been little more than
ten minutes ago. No warning.
Nothing. All of them—Carlton,
Sally, Tommy—had leaped from
the car. They had seen the man
holding Melinda roughly against
him. He was young, maybe twen-

ty-five, dirty, unshaven, and only

slightly taller than the girl. 'As he
glared back at them he held a
knife against Melinda’s throat.

“I been waiting . . .” he said
nervously. “I been waiting a long
time for just one car to be in here.

Now then, mister, everybody back-

“to. What else they-say?”

inside and let’s roll. Move! Pronto!”

Melinda, her blue eyes wide with
unspeakable terror, cried out,
“Daddy .

Carlton took a step toward his
daughter, but the stranger bran-
dished his knife wildly. “T'll kill
her, mister. If you try anything,

I'll kill her! Now, get back in the |

car. Movel”

The appetites of a few- moments
before had vanished. The stranger
—in the back seat with Tommy on
his left and Melinda on his right—
was the only one who ate. He .
wolfed a sandwich, keeping the
knife pressed against the girl’s ribs.

Tommy was the first to speak.
“Mister . . . you're that fella the po-.
lice are lookmg for, aren’t you?
You're™. . . Joe Whitlock.”

The man paused and. looked sus--
piciously at the boy, then at the -
folded newspaper beneath Tom-
my's feet. “You seen it in the pa-
per, huh?” He tore at-the sandwich

~ with his teeth. “What'd they say

about me, sonny?” . _
. The boy’s lower lip trembled and
his eyes flicked to his sister. “They
said you broke out of prison—that
you killed some people.”

“And I'll kill some more if I have

“That you were . . . real danger-
ous . ..” The boy cleared his'throat
and hls voice grew firmer. “Mr.
Whitlock . . . would you-hold, that
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knife against me instead of Melin-
da? She’s ]ust a girl, and girls get
scared easy.”

Whitlock grinned, wiping: his
mouth on the back of one hand.
+ “There ain’t such a thing as just a
girl'”” He turned and looked in-
“tently at Melinda. “Not when you
been in stir long as I have.”

The rear view mirror showed
only the trailing boat, so Carlton
had casually shifted it to view the
back seat. Now, secing the way
Whitlock was looking at his

daughter, a wintry chill stabbed .

through him.

If only to get the man’s attention
off the girl, Carlton said, “What do
you want from us? We don’t have
much cash, but take what we have.
Take the car, put us out on a back
road someplace—"

“Mister, keep your mouth -shut
‘and. drive. I nced you people. 1
need all of you . ..” His eyes again
went to the temﬁed girl at hxs side.

. for now.”

Carlton could feel Sallys plead-
ing thoughts. Do something! For
God’s sake; help my baby!

As the car rounded a long sweep-
ing curve, they all saw it at once. A

black and white sedan was parked

-at right angles to the highway be-

side an exit ramp, the state’s em- -

blem blazoned on the door.
Whitlock snapped forward, forc-

ing Melinda with him. He moved

A FAMILY AFFAIR

the knife to the side of her neck so
that Carlton could see it clearly in

" the mirror. His voice was as tight

as a guy wire. “No funny stuff! I
don't want that cop giving us-a
second look.* We're just one big
happy family.” '

Carlton was like a drowning
man, ready to grasp at a straw.
Slam on the brake . .. ? Hope to
disarm him, or at least hold him -
until the trooper could, perhaps, get
to them...?

“She’s your kid, mister,”
voice rasped in his ear.

The speedometer held on a
steady sixty. There was only the

noisy rush of wind to be heard. In
the mirror Carlton could see the
knife, held lower now, invisible
outside the car. Whitlock’s ‘eyes, as
if held by magnetic force, fastened
on the police car. They came
abreast. There was a brief glimpse
of the lone cop sitting at the wheel,
mopping with a handkerchief at
his forchead beneath a thatch of
ﬂammg red hair.

Then they were past, the boat
blotting out the view behind, and
the chance—if chance it had been—
was gone. - ‘

the

" “We'ré low on gas,” Carlton told
him. It was almost four o'clock.

“Sign back there said there’s a sta-

tion at”the next exit.”

W‘hidock leaned forward and
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looked at the gauge. “Okay. But
everybody stays in the car, undcr-
stand?”

The car and traller rode the clo-
verleaf and came to a halt beside
the pumps of a spacmus service
station.

- “Fill her up?” -the attendant
asked. .

Carlton” nodded He had to get a
message to this man. The only
chance would come when  he
signed the credit ticket.

While the automatic device noz- .

zled gasoline into the tank, the at-
tendant busied himself with the
routine of checking the water, oil,
cleaning the windshield. Carlton,
his mind churning, watched the
acts which usually seemed to tran-
spire with such deliberate -slow-
ness, and which now were ‘done
all too quickly. The credit card
was handed out, the ticket made in
the little  machine, the clipboard
passed across the sill.

“Anything else, sir?”

“No.” The ballpoint pen was in

his hand. No name, he told him-.

self. A message .. . short . . . to the
point, and hope he catches on . ..
But as the pen touched the card,
- Joe Whitlock—looking over his
shoulder—said, “Just.sign on the

_dotted line, mister. While I'm
watching.”
It was almost dark as they.

neared the state line. It was the
58 .

night that held terror for Carlton.

" Night, and the way the man kept

his eyes on Melinda. It would have -
been better if he hadn’t mentioned
the gas, if he had let the tank run
dry.

“Hey!” Whitlock said suddenly.
“What’s that?”

A large sign loomed on the road-
side, apparently a temporary one:
All Vehicles Stop at State Line for
Agriculture Department Inspec-
tion.

“Do. you want me to stop?”’
asked Carlton. )

“Hell, yes, you stop! I don’t

want anybody chasing us!”

As they pulled off the highway
before a small building at the state
border, a uniformed man walked
back after waving the preceding
car on. - '

“What’s this all about?” Whit-
lock demanded. .

“The man looked inside. “You
folks ain’t heard? Japanese beetle
epidemic. Gotta be sure you ain't
bringing ’em in.” The man fo-
cused his attention on Tommy.
“Usually, it’s the kids that bring
'em. Hop out, sonny.”

“But—" the startled boy began.

“Just take. a second, son.” The
man opened the door on Tommy’s

: 51de

“Make it quick, buddy,’f Whnt—

Tock said testlly

* “That I will . ..” It happened so -
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fast that none of them knew what
was going on until it was over.
The man let Tommy out, then
suddenly he leaped inside the car

and tore Whitdock’s knife away .

from him. Then he had the es-
capee out of the car and lying flat
on the pavement.

“That’s it, folks,” he said. “It’s

all over now.”

Highway patrol cars of both
states seemed to come from every-
where. From the one that stopped
just behind the Carlton’s boat, a
big red-headed trooper climbed
out.

cop they’d seen hours before.
“What .. ?” Carlton started. “How
did you..?” - o

-The big fellow grinned. “After
you people passed me I cranked
up, all set to throw the book at you.
But when I got on' your tail, I got
. to wondering. I've been patroling
highways a long time, but T never
_ seen anything like that. You didn’t
drive like you was ecither crazy or
drunk, so I radioed in to headquar-
ters. The sergeant said to keep on
your tail. Well, after you stopped at
that gas station we talked to the
.boy - that waited on you, and we

-devil would anybody

They all recognized him as the

figured the man in the car was
Whitlock, so . . .” He waved his
hand around. “We set this up. Best
thing we could come up with.”
Carlton broke in, bafled: “You
never saw anything like what?”
The trooper looked from Carl-
ton to Sally. “No . . . I reckon it
wasn’t you.” He clapped a ham-
like hand on Tommy’s shoulder.
“It figures. It was a boy’s stunt.

- You see, there I was in plain sight,.

and I asked myself, ‘O'Hara,’ I
says, ‘with a sign every few miles
telling ’em it’d. cost $200, why the
toss the
whole bloody Sunday . paper out
the window right in front of a
cop!™ _ .
Carlton stared at his son. How
.. . with Whitlock sitting right be-
side him? And then he thought
back. Windows were open, the
noise of the wind, Whitlock’s gaze
intent on the police car. The boy
simply slipped the paper over the
sill and no one had seen. it because
of the boat behind the car. . ..

Melinda. wasn’t the” only one
growing up. Tommy suddenly
seemed a great deal older. That is,
until he grinned up at the big cop
and-said, “Boy, I'll bet it sure made
some mess, huh?”

A FAMILY AFFAIR
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‘by any means, until fear of disclosure tightens its grasping fin-
gers? T/wn, sua’denly, . the road lies straight and dusty to
the grave” ' :

Strange, isn’t it, how one may secl( t0 dispel ill-natured gossip (
)

.
|

““F uE superintendent of the county -
hospital down in Dover is calling
you,” said the district attorney’s sec-
retary. “I tried to take the message
but he won’t talk to anyone else.”

Bartlett picked up his phone and
spoke a grudging hello. A carefully
paced voice answered.

“Mr. Bartlett, this . is Samuel
Hawes at the county hospital. We
have a situation here that—well, I
wonder if you could come down?”

“Dr. Hawes, I don’t mean to put
you off, but this is a bad morning.
I'm. getting a case ready for trial.
Are you sure it isn’t something the
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local police can handle capably?”
There was a brief pause:

“I wonder if you wouldn’t rather

come down,” said Dr. Hawes with
mild insistence. “This matter could
generate some rather sensational
publicity with political implica-
tions. We are a county hospital, of
course, and with the election com-
ing up—~"

“T'll be there in thirty minutes,”
said Bartlett. He tossed the brief he
had been studying into a basket
and rose from his chair while he
was still talking.

The county ‘hospital was housed
in a modern brick building, - high
. on a hill overlooking the small
town of Dover. From Dr. Hawes’
office a picture window afforded a
breath-taking view of the fertile
river valley where the village nes-
tled, and the foothills of a moun-

COST OF THE CASKET

tain range beyond. The district at-
torney could not help pausing to
admire the panorama ashe en-
tered the office. - o
“Yes,” said Dr. Hawes, “I, too,
find that sight a pleasant one. In
the old hospital, if you recall, I was
in a sort of dungeon. I have never
ceased to feel grateful for the work
you and the‘committee did to take

" the funds avallable for this build-.

ing.”.

“Well, the old hospital was a fire-
trap,” said Bartlett. -“Besides, we
got a lot of help from you and your
friends in the last election.”

“It’s' good of you to remember
that,” said Dr. Hawes, “because I
should hate to have to leave here.”

“Leave?” said Bartlett, surprised.
“Are you thinking of it?”

“I'm not thinking of it at all. But
if there is any substance in what I
heard yesterday 1 suppose I might
be askcd to resign, or at best to re-
tire.”

“Is it really that serious?”

“T don’t know yet. Please . sit
down, and I'll tell you about it.”

They moved their chairs so that
both could look out the plcture
window.

“You know what euthanasxa is,
Mr. Bartlett?”

“Euthanasia? Planned- death for
the incurably ill, isn’t that right?
We had a doctor upstate, some
time back, that lost his license to
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practise because of that. Recall?”
“Yes. Quite a few -cases have
come to light over the years. 1

think you can see that a doctor"
might wonder, sometimes, how far.

he should try to prolong the life of
a patient who was clearly beyond
recovery, and perhaps in~deep suf-
fering. But ethically he hasn’t any
choice. It’s his duty to keep the pa-
tient- alive if he can.”

“And you suspect one of your
doctors of pracusmg euthana51a, 1s
that it?”

“There’s more to it than that.
What I've been told is that this doc-
tor had some sort of arrangement
with an 'undertaker.”

“An undertaker!” Bartlett passcd
a hand across_his forehead. “Holy
smoke!” he said. “I can see what

" you mean by publicity and political
implications:” _

“Yes, but 1 don’t really have
much information to go on. The
first I heard of this was yesterday
morning. We have a very elderly
patient here, Charles Richards,
who sent word by one of the
nurses that he wanted to see me
-privately. Wouldn’t talk to anyone
else so I went in to see him. Rich-

ards is very near the end but he

seemed quite lucid and said he
wanted to tell me something in
confidence,’something old Jud Bil-

lings, the undertaker, confided to.

him before he died.

“Billings and Richards shared a
semi-private room for a while, up
to the time Billings died, about a
week ago. Billings was in his late
seventies himself, and he had a
heart condition. I don’t know how
much you know about this town,
but -Billings had ‘been the local un-
dertaker here for as long as I can
remember, and I'm almost seventy.
It was a small businessbut a very
old one, going back to his father, I
think. Very highly regarded.

“Well, the night before Billings
died he did some talking, Rich-
ards says. Told-Richards in confi-
dence that he believed his doctor,
Dr. Poirier, might do him in.
Richards-thought he was out of his
head, but Billings went on with
quite a story, said Dr. Poirier had
been sending him ‘cases’, as he
called them, whenever his . under-
taking business was in a slump.

““You watch out or he'll get you,
too, Billings said, "according to
Richards. Poirier is Richards’ doc-
tor too. As a matter of fact, I guess
his patients include most of the old
people in this vicinity.- He’s a re-
markable man, in his eighties him-

self. A lot of the older people were

his patients when they were chil-
dren. Dr. Poirier has always been a
very popular doctor. And quite
ethical, I've always thought.”
“Then surely,” said Bartlett,
“you don't believe any nonsense

62 . ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE




about sending ‘cases’ to Billings to
help his undertaking business?
Don’t you think it’s likely . that
story originated in Richards’ se-
nile brain? Or was some feverlsh
fancy of Billings?”

“Ob, of course, I simply couldn’t
take it seriously. But to calm Rich-
ards I-told him Iwould see Dr.
Poirier right away, and I made
Richards promise to keep the mat-

ter a secret until I saw him again. -

As a matter of fact I did try to see
Dr. Poirier -immediately, to warn
him of what Richards had said,
and get his.help in quieting the old
man down. But-when I called Dr.
Poirier at his house and asked him
to stop in here—told him it was
urgent—he didn’t show up. I called
him again ‘a couple of hours later
and he hung up the phone.
Around noon I went down to his
house but he didn’t answer the
doorbell, though I could hear him
moving around inside.

“Well, I began to wonder what
was going on, and I went to see the
manager at the bank, who is a
good friend of mine, and ‘made
some inquiries about Jud Billings
"and his undertaking business. It
turns out that Billings had an ex-
traordinary number of funerals the
last year or so, and before-he died
the Morticians -League started
looking into Billings because he
had cut all his funeral rates to

COST OF THE CASKET

something like half price, and they
were pretty upset aboutijt. They
dropped it, of course, when Bil-’
lings died, because his business was
pretty much a one-man affair. :
“Well, this morning I called Dr.
Poirier -again, but there wasn’t any
answer. That was when I called
you. If you go down with me, Dr.
Poirier can hardly refuse to talk to

us. It seems to me this is the kind -

of thing we've got to choke off
right at the .outset; before old
Charles Richards gets talking with
someone else. With the state cam-
paign just starting, our enemies
would have this all over the front .
pages in no time. And it does come
back on me - personally, because,
after all, I am responsible for what
goes on here at the- hospltal even
though—"

“You're right,” Bartlett inter-
rupted, gettingto his feet. “This
could be a bombshell. Let’s go and
see-if Dr. Poirier is in.”

If Dr. Poirier was in, he was be-

[ing very quiet, and he was still not

answering his doorbell. .

“He must be in,” said. ‘Dr.
Hawes. “His car is here. Maybe
he’s taking a nap.” He tried the
door and, finding. it' unlocked
pushed it open. “There.he is,” he
said. *He 7s taking a nap.”

Through the.open door of his
office they could see the doctor

stretched out on a couch. They - -
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stepped into- the quiescent house.
“Wake up, will you, John?” said

Dr. Hawes. “I've brought District

Attorney Bartlett with me.”

But Dr. Poirier did not wake up.

Dr. Hawes strode to the couch
and picked up Dr. Poirier’s wrist.
“He’s dead!” :

Bartlett pointed to an envelope
on a table at the head of the couch.
“That has your name on it,” ‘he
“said.

- Br. Hawes plcked up the en-
velope and tore it open. There were
several typed sheets inside” A few
errors had been crossed out and

corrected, bit there were many -

others that the old doctor had just
not bothered about. . .

“To Dr. Samuel Hawes, County
Hospital,” Dr. Hawes read aloud.
“Dear Sam, I'm writing this_to let

cian’s arm again. It was noticeably
stiff. “I'd say any hope for that ex-
pired several hours ago.”

““Then we might as well read the

rest of what he has to say.”

The situation I want to tell you
about (Dr. Poirier’s letter contin-
ued) started one night about a year

“.ago, while I was playing Tummy

you and my other friends know .

about something I did, so there
-will not be any doubts: in any-
body’s mind. I have been worrying
about this since you phoned me
this morning, and 1 think it is best
‘to put it all down -on paper, be-
cause I am not sure I 'am going to
last- through another morning, the

way my heart is acting. I can’t say I .
blame the old ticker, it has done -

- quite a. ]ob for me the last eighty-

four years.”
Bartlett interrupted.
chance of reviving him?” he asked.
. Dr. Hawes raised the old physi-

64

/

“Any .

with Jud Billings. Jud and 1 have

. been friends since we were small

boys, as you know. Jud wanted to
be a doctor, but he didn’t quite
make it, and he ended up under-
taking. I believe he always thought
of it as a sort of extension of the
doctor’s work, in a way.

‘The night I'm speaking about,
Jud was feeling quite upset about

magazine. This writer, he said,
was claiming that undertakers
were a bunch of racketeers, getting
rich off the sorrow and sadness of
the deceased’s relatives and charg-
ing ten times as much for a funeral
as the casket cost them, when an
ordinary businessman would not
get away with charging a quarter
as much for his services.

“Well, Jud,” T said, “you charge
about a thousand dollars for a fu-

‘neral, don’t you? How much do

you. pay for the casket?”

“Léok here, Doc,” said Jud, get-
ting kind of hot under the collar,
“are you taking the side of this

feller in the magazine? Maybe it
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only costs me about a hundred and
- fifty dollars for a casket, but what
 about the slumber. room, and the
- place to entertain in, and the casket
coach with attendants all properly
dressed. up?* What about all those
_things that people. are bound and

determined . to have these days?
Why, some families will go over to

. the city and. pay..an extra three or

four hundred dollars more than 1.

. would charge them heré, just be-
cause’ I play my music on an am-
- phﬁer -and dont have a. real electrlc
pipe organ.”

- “That may be so, Jud,” I said,
“but just the same, some families
- really don’t have that much money

to spend for a funeral. I don’t like
to' see them having to .scrape and
- scrimp for months aftcrward, the
. way.-they do sometimes.”

“That was when Jud broke down
and made an admission.

“Doc,” he said, “I'll grant you
_-thc charge for the funeral seems

pretty high; and maybe it seems as
if I .ought to. be asking a Iot less
-when you look at what goes into i,
but how is an undertaker like me
going to stay in business unless he
can average out with enough at the
end-of the'month? Why, last week
I could have had four funerals in

. one -afterncon, but I could only
handle one, so the other three went"

to the city. Now this week I have-
n't-got any. Can I run a special

~ COST OF THE CASKET

when things are slow? Can I :call
up ‘an elderly friend and say, ‘Bill,

_if you'd care to throw in the towel

along about Thursday T could give
you half off the usual price?’ No, 1

‘have to sit and wait, the same as

you ‘have. to wait for somebody to
get sick. At that, you can depend

-on a patient needing you about ev-

ery so -often, but hc is going ‘to
need me only once” .

I could see that Jud had his
problems, and besides, I have never
been much for telling. people” how
they ought to run their personal
affairs. When I was a boy, a funeral
was mighty simple and not very
costly. But then, when I was a boy
they would put you in jail for driv-
ing more than twenty-five miles an
hour, and the other day I was on a
road where -the sign said it was
againstthe law to go less than
forty. Times do change, and you've
got to bow to the new customs. If

.people want fancy funerals, I guess
- they ought to be allowed to pay:for

them, if they can.
About a .week or’so after I had
that conversation with Jud, a pa-

- tient of mine died, an elderly wom-

an. The family was in poor-circum-
stances but they had a great deal of
pride and I knew they- were plan-
ning to go to the city for an un-
dertaker to make sure -their :aunt
got the best. T remembered what
Jud had said and I called him up
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and .inquired. casually how things.

were going with him that week.

“Terrible,” said Jud. “I'm- just.
sitting here.” ' :
“Tud,” T said, “if T could drop a

case in your lap right this minute
would you take it for half price?”

Jud hemmed and hawed about
ethics for a while, but finally he
said he would. I gave the news to
the family and when they realized

Jud was prepared to give them all-

the extras and charge only half his

usual price, they were very glad to

let him have the funeral.

It worked out so well for every-
body that a little while later, when
I had -a death in similar circum-
stances, I called ‘Jud again and it
turned out he wasn’t busy, s6 he
took this funeral for half price, too.

I suppose there would have been
no great harm if that’s where it had
stopped, but it didn’t. One- night
“when I'was again- playing rummy
with Jud Billings and he was
grumbling about how slow things
had been, I recalled an elderly and
complaining patient that I had
been striving to keep going for
some months, though he had long
since ceased to appreciate the favor.
I mentioned this patient to- Jud and
said that was a case I guessed ev-
- erybody would be grateful to see
hith have soon, most especially the
patient himself. This led to some

talk 'about the new drugs, and Ehe’
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way they have increased the life

_span.

When T was a -young doctor, it
just seemed as if there were some

" natural force that took the decision

out of the doctor’s hands when the
patiént got to the point where he
wasn’t any good ‘to anybody, in-
cludmg himself. I remember say-

ing to Jud that I wondered -if I

weren’t presuming on a- higher
function just as much by keeping
someone going after he. got to the
state of a vegetable, as I would by
helping him over the edge.

Well, it just happened this par-
ticular patient chose the next day to
go to- his rest, despite everything
the drug compahies and I could do,
and without thinking anything
about the conversation Jud and I
had had the night before, I called
Jud and asked him if -he ‘would
like to take the funeral at half
price, because this family certainly
could use the discount. Jud did,
and I hadn’t any idea he thought '
this one was any different than the
others...

JIf Jud got the mlstaken notion
that I made a little adjustment in
the. time schedule of this.case, may-.
be that put the suspicion .in-.his
head that 1 adjusted some- other
cases. T 'don’t know. The fact is,
I'm-an old man and a lot of my pa-

-tients grew up. with - me,” and

they're about my age or not much
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younger. They've been thinning
out pretty fast the last few years,
and it didn’t take any adjusting to
refer a case to Jud once in a while
when he wasn’t busy,

But now, Sam, I'm coming to the
part where you can clearly see the
mistake of thinking this kind of
thing could ever work out.- Jud
decided he ought to make the half
price his regular rate if the busi-
ness was going to continue this
way, especially since he was get-
ting complaints from people who
were called on to pay the higher
figure, so-he let the word.about the

new prices’ get around quite gen-

erally. That brought more business
and 1 could see that Jud was start-
ing to get nervous and edgy, with

all the work he was trying to han-.

dle at his advanced age.

I got so worried -about Jud’s
health that I stopped referring
cases to him, but the mischief wis
already afoot. Pretty soon, instead
of the local business going to the
city- the way a lot of it used to, the

city business began coming here to

Jud instead. Jud simply wasn’t able
to keep up with it. The Morticians
League that got-after him about his
prices didn’t help any, either. His
- heart wasn’t too good, and it gave
out on him from the extra effort,
and the worry.

I never did realize until today

that Jud ever thought I made any .

COST OF. THE CASKET

adjustments in the timing of those
cases. This morning I Wwas calling
on Charlie Richards, an elderly pa-
tient at the hospital who had half
of Jud’s room while he was there,
and Charlie said Jud had told him
about some ssuspicions he had.'
Charlie .said he was going to call
you in privately, Sam, and tell you
what Jud said, and he just wanted
to know that he was “onto me”
and I had better watch my step.
Well, Sam, I never did try to ad-
just anybody’s time schedule ex-
cept in the direction the doctor’s
oath bound me to do. I guess one
reason is, I never wanted anyone
else deciding when it was time for
me to go.

That is just about all T have to
say, Sam, You know as well as any-
body that I have been having quite
a problem with my heart lately.
Except for .the pills, I could not
have got through the nights this
past. week, and I'm going to be
grateful for them now, because 1
have a feeling tonight is the end of
the line for me. That may be a
good thing. Charlie Richards has

“always been a natwural gossip. I'm

sure he'll do a lot more talking
about. this  affair before he gets
through, and at my age I do not
wish to get involved in the kind of
argument and wrangling that is go-
ing to result.

You can use this . information
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any way you like, just so the facts

are made plain. I want my friends

to have the story straight.
Good luck, Sam.
John Poirier

. “Welll” exclaimed Dr. Hawes,
laying the typed sheets on the ta-
ble. “At least it’s a relief to know
that's how it was. You know, right
up to the end of that letter, I hon-
estly wasn’t sure . . .”

*“Ifs dynamite either way,” said
" Bartlett. “Don’t think it-isn’t. The
opposition can make political hay
with this thing if they get hold of
it. A doctor on your hospital staff

in cahoots with an undertaker! It

- would be a lot better if this letter
. just didn’t exist.”

“Well,” said Dr. Hawes, “if a
story was going to get around, he
wanted it to be the right one.”

“Maybe it doesn’t need to get
around,” said Bartlett testily. “Old
Richards promised he wouldn’t
‘'say anything more.until you’d seen

-Dr. Poirier. I dont know why

Poirier had to go and assume that
Richards' would tell anyone else—"
Bartlett- paused as his eyes met

those of Dr. Hawes and for a brief
embarrassed instant each read the
thought that flashed, ‘uninvited,
through the other’s mind. Bartlett’s
éyes fell away.and his glance went
to the typed sheets on the table.

“What's that under his signa-
ture?” he asked, suddenly. “Some-
thing in pencil.” He picked up the
sheet. Scribbled faintly under Dr.
Poirier’s name was the word,
“Over”. He reversed the page and
began to read the note that was .
pencilled on the other side.

“Sam, you have been after me so
much today, maybe you will be the
first to find this envelope. I just had
a thought .that is probably un-
worthy of me, but I wouldn’t want
to be the cause of you having to
make a bot_hersomé decision, so 1
believe I had better tell you—"

- Bartlett broke off. “Oh, hell,” he

“said:

“Tell me what?” sa1d Dr. Hawes,
He snatched the sheet from Bart-
let’s fingers.

“—I believe I had better tell you,”
he read, “that I just went out and
mailed a carbon copy of this letter'
to the editor of the local paper.”

5

1
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From the 18th Century comes the axiom, “His pride in reason- (
ing, not in acting, lies.” The modern version seems. to emerge
conversely. : '

Tue afternoon sun made opaque
" black pools of Clay McBride’s eyes.
He gazed unblinkingly at the
bleary-eyed, whiskered man before
him on the dusty street. His face
was impassive and his eyes steely
above his huge brown moustache.
He inclined his head slightly.

“Unless you want the same as
them,” he ground out, “get out of
. this town and dont ever come
‘back!” the man looked over his
shoulder at the three bodies lying
crumpled in the street like so
- many heaps of dirty laundry. He
swallowed. T
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“I'm goin’,” he muttered. “Ain’t
no room in these parts for two
guns—not when one of 'ém is
yours, Sheriff.” He turned,
climbed on his horse with a servile,
crawling motion. There was a dull
clatter of hooves and a spiraling of
dust and the man was gone. Clay
~ stood there, staring after’ him, his
_big hand stroking his moustache
as was his habit when another
bank robber was run out of Dry
Gulch.

“Cut/” rang in a new voice
sharply. “That was great, Clay.
That wraps it up!”

The extras, who had been stand-
ing around on the wooden side-
walks watching the showdown, re-
laxed, lit cigarets and began to
converse in low voices. Beasy
Weatherwax, veteran of some 75
“westerns, got to ‘his feet’
walked out to where the tall figure
of Clay McBride still stood motion-
less.

“That was great, Clay!” he said,
slapping the tall man on the back.
“Bet you're not sorry that’s the last
‘corney ‘varmint’ you're going to
have to run out of town!™ He
smiled up at Clay, and was sur-
prised “there was no answering
smile on the flinty features.

The director walked up to them,
“I just wanted to say it’s been a
great series,” he said. “In fact, I
guess- I've got to say it’s been a
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great series of series. What are your
plans Clay? Going to take a long,
well-deserved vacation?”

Clay shook his head slightly, as
a person does who has had difficul- _
ty waking up. “Uh, I'm not. sure,
Sam. Beasy here has some plans,
but I'm not sure.

“What do you mean? ” Beasy de-
manded. “I thought we were go-
ing to Hawaii together—just lie
around on the sand and watch the
girls. Aren’t we going to do_that?”

“We'll see,” Clay answered. He

shook hands with Sam Bergman,

waved ‘at the rest of the cast and "

“crew, turned and walked slowly

down the street, tiny clouds of
dust rising behind each spur.®
Beasy scurried to his side.
* “Hey, where you going, Clay? .
You going out on the boulevard
with your cowboy suit on? Your
dressing room’s the other way!”
:Once again there was that al-
most imperceptible shake of -the
head. “Oh, sure, Beasy. Guess I
was just -headed back to the sher-
iff’s office out of habit.” He turned
and went in the other direction,
Beasy following along with him
like a. nervous satellite.

“Bet you're not a bit sorry they
cancelled the series, are you, Clay?
You must be awfully sick of being

brave. What do you care if the doc- *

tors and the hillbillies -are taking
over TV? You've made your bun-
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dle. Who' needs television?” They
approached a trailer -on the back
lot just off the set, and Clay

ducked his head and entered. He "

peeled-off his plaid shirt and leath-
er vest and sat down before a bat-
tered mirror in his undershirt. He
reached up and stripped off the
moustache. His = face looked
strangely naked and wvulnerable
without it. He dipped his hand
into a big jar of cold cream and
bégan methodically to cream off
his deep western tan.

Beasy had collapsed behind a ta-
* ble” and slouched there watching
 him. “It surprises me every time I
see you do this, Clay,” he said.
“That make-up—well, it makes a
different man out of you. Without
.it you’re completely different—like
a bookkeeper, or something. It’s
almost like, when you get that
moustache off and hang up your
gun, you change completely.”

Clay said nothing, merely finished
toweling off the heavy brown

grease paint and watched his own

almost blue-white face appear from
beneath it. He looked down at the
moustache lying like-a small dead
animal on the dressing table before
him. His hand automatically passed

over his own' cheeks, smooth and

“almost devoid of any masculine
growth. : '
" Beasy watched him, thén
laughed as he changed from his

THE FASTEST GUN IN THE WEST

western garb into ‘the southern

‘California uniform of light slacks

and painfully bright _sportshirt.
“Remember when you decided to
grow your own upper lip handlebar,
Clay? That was funny. That long
skinny thing on your face made
you look more like the villian than
the hero. How ’bout it, anyway?
You about ready? I've got'a cou-
ple of live ones lined up, and 1

 thought that since you're all through

here you'd. ... Now what’s the
matter?”

Clay stood. stockstill in-his un-
derwear, his gunbelt in his hand.

“Come on, Clay,” Beasy went
on. “You're not going to hand me
that stuff about being too busy, or
having to get up early or any of
those other excuses I've been hear-
ing for years. This time, man, we're




gonna move, and not with any- of
those gingham covered jobs you've
been kissing right after you kiss
the horse! Now, hurry up. I'll wait
for you out by the gate.” He clat-
tered down the wooden steps out-
side the trailer and was gone.
Clay looked at the narrow tap-
ered pants draped over the back of
his chair, then slowly stepped into
a pair of dark slacks. He pulled a
shirt over his head, then took one
long, slow look around the interior
of the trailer, his eyes resting on
each item as though he were try-
ing to memorize it—everything
from the carefully dented ten-gal-
lon hat on the table ‘to the rich
brown moustache on the dressing
table. ‘
He sat down to put on his shoes,
and a few minutes later he
grinned. ‘He had automatically
pulled back on his boots. He fin-
gered the spurs for a moment,
then his expression tightened. De-

cisively he got up, strode across .

the room and strapped on his gun
belt. It fit snugly around his hips
and, when he shoved his arms into
his long suede jacket and straight-
ened, it was unnoticeable. -

He stepped around the corner of
one of the artificially weathered,
false-fronted buildings and walked
slowly up the main street, his spurs
echoing hollowly on the now emp-
ty set. His eyes 'squinted into. the
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western sun, occasionally flicking
from side to side as if to check the
empty buildings for possible am-
bush. When he got to the studio
gate he turned and gazed back at
the ersatz town. '

“What kept you?” Beasy called to -
him. “Come on, Clay, let’s go.” He
hurried up to him and, by tugging

at his arm, managed to turn him -

around and steer him out the gate.

Outside the high walls of the
studio the air was fretful with the
sound of complaining brakes-and
automobile horns from the nearby
freeway. Clay stood still on the side-
walk a moment, frowning at the

-people jostling h1m as they hurried

by.

Beasy said impatiently, “This last -
paycheck is burning a hole in my
pocket. I've got to get to the bank

. before it closes at.six. Then we’ll

have time to grab a sandwich be-
fore it’s time to meet the girls. I
don’t know about you, but I'm hun-
gry.” '

“Reckon that’s a good idea,” Clay
drawled. “Man spends. an after-
noon gunnin’ down two men, it
makes him hungry.”

Beasy looked up at Clay’s expres-
sionless face 4s he tripped along
beside him: Then he started to
laugh. “Hey, you had me going
there for a minute. You sounded
like the old sheriff of Dry Gulch

himself. I don’t know how we've

N
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* kept a straight face all these years.
Think of it Clay, you roaring into
a saloon and saying, ‘I'm gonna fill
this room full of smoke and bodies,’
or, ‘Come on, men, we’ll head ’em

off at the pass!” Or this gem,” he

stopped and bowed stiffly, unmind-
ful of the smiling glances of on-
lookers, “ ‘I'm right proud to have
made your acquaintance, Miss Ju-
lie!’ ” He shook his head as they
continued. “So help me, I think
most of the writers grind out that
stuff in their sleep.”

Clay McBride said nothing.-He
just ambled along, his spurs audibly
clanking above the growing noise of

the freeway. The fringe on the arm’

of his jackét swayed slightly as he
patted the barely -perceptible bulge
underneath. A

They turned the corner and start-
ed to walk west. They crossed over
the pedestrian bridge spanning the
Hollywood Freeway, and Beasy
. looked down at the six lanes of
cars, inching along like shiny bee-
tles in the bumper-to-bumper traf-
ficc. He coughed as the exhaust
fumes arose in the close air. “May-
be the horse should never have been
replaced,” he observed. “At least
horses don’t make smog!”

Clay glanced down at him, his
eyebrows raised. - “Sometimes 1
don’t understand you, Charlie,” he
said. “That sounds plumb loco!”

Beasy looked up into his face

THE FASTEST GUN IN THE WEST

quickly and uneasily. “Say, what's
with you; anyway?” he asked nerv-
ously. “I quit being Charlie back
there when Sam hollered, ‘cut’. Are
you sure you’re . . .” He broke off
as they crossed the street on the
other side of the freeway. “Anyway,
here’s the bank. Comin’ in?”

“Nope,” Clay answered. “T’ll jest.
lean here on this post and kind of
keep an eye on things while you re
gone.”

Beasy looked at him a minute,
then shrugged. “Suit yourself. I'll
be just a. minute.” He ran up the
steps, shoved open one of the big
glass doors and disappeared.

Clay leaned back against a pillar,
reached into his pocket and pulled
out a bag of Bull Durham and a
packet of brownish papers. Seem-
ingly in one expert motion he
rolled himself a cigaret, lighted it
and inhaled. He looked down the
cluttered boulevard through slitted
eyes. '

At that moment, an old car mak-
ing a turn onto the freeway back-
fired sharply. Clay straightened,
flipped away his cigaret, and flat-
tened himself against the marble
pillar of the bank. He squinted over
his shoulder just as the bank guard
approached the door to lock it. With
the dying sun’s reflection on the
double doors, all Clay could see
were the upstretched arms of the
guard and the gun. holster along-

73



side his leé. Clay didn’t hesitate.

He moved with the speed of a cat.
He leaped at the door, springing it
inward, and landed right in front

of the bank guard in a half-crouch,

his right hand reaching backwards.

“All right, stranger,” he said easily,
though his black eyes snapped, “I
thought I told you to clear out of
town.”

A spear of hght caught the flash
as the bank guard whipped out his
gun, and the air was split with the

“almost simultaneous report’ of two
guns. Somebody screamed and in
seconds a knot of people had gath-
ered. Beasy shoved aside a balding
man in a wrinkled suit. “What hap'
pened?” he demanded.

The bank guard ashen and trem-
bling said, “I ‘don’t know. -He
rushed in, went for a gun and. . .
Is he hurt bad?”

Beasy knelt by the crumpled form
of Clay McBride. Gently he turned
him over. A growing stain spread
through the pattern of Clays shirt.

“I thought he was gomg to rob
the bank,” the guard said.

Clay’s eyelids flickered and once
more the black eyes opened. “Wh—

what happened?” he asked. “I
know I outdrew him. There ain’t a
man in the west can outdraw me.”

Beasy stared at him at last with
understanding. He swallowed hard,
then said, “You got him, Clay. He
just managed to graze ‘you as he
went down.” )

A faint smile touched the corners
of Clay’s mouth. “That’s good,” he
said, his voice much fainter. He
reached up, tried feebly to stroke
his upper lip with his hand, then
it fell back and ‘he was still

The bank guard found his voice.
“Will somebody please tell me what
is going on here? Who is this guy

anyway?”

Beasy looked up and his eyes
were filled with tears. “Mister, this
here was the sheriff of Dry Gulch,
the fastest gun in the west. . .
West Hollywood, anyway. Trouble
was, he never shot anything but
blanks.” ,

Beasy eased Clay’s lifeless body
gently to the floor and got shakily
to his feet. “You call the cops,” he
said to the guard. “I think the least
thing I can do is to go back for his
moustache.”
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- Lwonder if the principal of this little chronicle ever considered, - (
conversely, the old ap/z‘ori:m‘,. “Once is enough, but a second ) )( .

time will confirm it.”

Bp just come out from under the
welding hood and was inspecting
a silver seam intended to staunch

- a leak in a battered radiator when

“Fat” Carson, the welding shop

1

=

KA
hack, touched me on the arm.
“You're wanted in the warden’s of-

fice, Toland,” he said. He led the

A

- way to the door, unlocking it 'and

then carefully re-locking it behind

i)
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us, observing the regular procedure.
. We marched down the echoing
stone corridor while I tried to
think where I could have put my
foot down .wrong. I was no~strang-
er to such summonses, but I had-
n’t been up before the mast in

some. time. Carson left me at the
door of Warden Wibberly’s office,

and I went in and braced in front |
of his desk, standing stiffly at atten--

tion. To the left. of the chunky,
_gray-haired Wibberly, a -big man

in a dark business suit sat off to

one side. .It took a second look
from ‘the corner of my .eye before
I recognized Tom Glick, .the pre-

cinct. police captain- from my home .

town who'd sent me up. I'd never
“seen . him out ‘of uniform before.

“Have a chair, Toland,” Wibber-
ly said. “Smoke if you like.” He
actually -sounded pleasant.

“Thank you, sir.” I lit up quick-
- ly. You can’t smoke under a weld-
ing hood. I sat at attention.in the
designated chair.

‘Wibberly opened a file folder on
his desk. I knew it was mine, be-
cause one of the mug shots taken

when I arrived at the prison was

pasted to the outside of the tan

folder. It showed a black-haired,

rugged-looking type with big
‘shoulders and a to-hell-with-you

look in the eyes. ;I -hadn’t seen

much of that look lately in my
shaving mirror.

“I've been looking over your
record here,” Wibberly began.
“Upon arrival you were close to
being an incorrigible, but I note
that in the past thirty months no

disciplinary action has been neces- .

sary. Except for your choice of
friends, I'd say that you made a
good, if belated, adjustment.” I
didn’t say anything. I wondered
what he was leading up to. Off to
the side, Glick was elaborately .
studying the lighted tip of his
cigarette..

Wibberly = closed ‘the folder,
cleared his throat, and looked di-

-rectly at me in my chair. “I have

news. for you, Toland. A profes

_sional thief- named -Danny Lualdi

was shot’ and critically wounded
by a policeman. Before he died,
he gave the police a list of the
crimes he’d. committed. The Gur-
nik Baking Company safe job was
on the list, and bullets fired from
Lualdi’s pisto]l matched the one
fired at the Gurnik watchman in
the getaway, and which was la-
ter removed by the police from a
door. There’s no question Lualdi
did the job.”

I could feel the old adrenalin
coursing through me. I couldn’t
sit still; I bounced upright, pinching

out my cigarette and automatically -

dropping the butt into my pocket.
“Then where does that leave mep”
I demanded. “I've done three years,
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. two months, and seventeen days for
that job on the strength of a positive
. identification by Spider Hames, the
- Gurnik night watchman.”

“It-leaves you a free man.” Wib-
berly gestured at his desk.” “The
governor has signed a pardon for

. you that takes effect at noon to-

Mmorrow. When it does, you'll be
walking out - that gate down
- there.” - He pomted to the steel
“doors:-in . the forty foot gray wall
that: could be seen from his office
window.
. A buzzer sounded, signaling the

4:30 P.M. end of the prison work
day. “In that case,” I said, “if you've
nothing more to say, I've got peo-
ple to see and things to do.” "

I'd stopped saying “sir”, and he’d
- noticed it. His mouth drew down
- at the corners: “Captain Glick has
a. word to.say to you before you
- leave this. office, Toland.” Wibber-

ly' got up and left, closing the out-

side door behind him.

“T suppose you'’re already spend-
- ing the' money you’re going to get
for suing the- state and the depart-

~ment for false arrest and imprison- .

ment?” Glick rumbled at me.
“I-hadn’t had time to think of
+ it yet, but thanks for the idea.”
. “Don’t"do it,” he said. His tone
was flat and unemotional.
“I'd like to see you stop me.” 1
warmed to the subject., “I'd like to
see you try. -Even with a pardon,

THE SHORT AND SIMPLE ANNALS -

what kind of a job can I get when

employers know where I've been?
You bet your life I'm going to sue!
Julie .and thc baby can use the
money, t00.”

“Don’t do it,” he said again,
“There are people who wouldn’t
like it.” He rose from his «chair.
I'm no midget, but he outbulked
me in all directions. “You're no
rose, Toland. You had a previous
record—" :

“Misdemeanors!” 1 -burst
“A couple of fights . ..”

“The rap sheet says the charges
were reduced from assault. And on
the Gurnik job, Haines identified
you.”

“With you twisting h1s arm!”

Glick’s rocklike expression nev-
er changed. “I picked up Marsh
Wheeler the other day,” he said.
“Used to be a friend of yours,
didn’t he?” He was watching my
face. Fear nibbled at me, sharp as_
a rat’s teeth. “Old Marsh is going
up this time. Open and shut case.
He got careless.” Glick was -still
watching me. “Didn’t seem to ‘be
any point in it before, but maybe

-out,

- I ought to lean on .him and ask

him who his partner was in ‘the
days before you went away?”:He

- waited, but. I. didn’t say anything.
I couldn’t

have said anything.
Glick seemed satisfied with the im-
pression he had created. “You're _
a machinist, or were,” he said.
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“Work ar it. Stay out of my sight.
And forget the sumg " He strolled
to the doer.

Wibberly re-entered immediately.
“All right, Toland,” he said brisk-
ly; “See” jou témorrow.”

I got out of there, so mad I could
hardly sée. They thought they had
me nailed down, did they? Well,
I'd show them.

I had the guard who picked me
up at the ‘door take me down to
the gym, where 1 usually ‘went
- after work. Benny the Weasel

Krafcik and Trigger Dunn were
- sitting on stools beside the lifting
mat, talking. They were my clos-
est friends in the prison—the choice
of friends of which Wibberly had
disapproved—but 1 didn’t know
how to break the news to them. I
stripped to the waist and loosened
up with the fifteen pound dumb-
bells,
worked up a sweat. [ hoisted a bar-
bell over my head a few times,
then let it drop to waist level and
did a few curls. It’s good for the
arms. I'd gone from a medium to
a large size in shirts since I'd been

on the weights, and I was only

another layer of muscle away from
extra-large.

Finally 1 broke int6 the low-
pitched conversation. “I'm leaving
tomorrow, fellas,” I told them.

“That’s too bad, Igor,” Benny
said. He called everyone who lifted

shifted to.the thirties and’

weights Igor, his idea of a joke.

“Year,”. Trigger chimed in.
“What'd you do to get yourself
transferred out? .An’ where they
shippin’ you to?”

“OUT,” I emphasized. “On thc
bricks. Clean. A pardon.”

“Their smiles were both quick
and genuine. It’s not hard—in
fact, it’s extremely easy—to dislike
the man getting out ahead of you,
but these were my friends. Benny
was a safe mechanic, and a good
one. Trigger was a gunman. No-
body except a few intimates called
him “Trigger” to his face. Benny
lifted weights, too, but not Trigger.
“How strong do.you have to be to
pull a trigger?” he’d ask, and laugh.

“How to go, man,” Benny said
softly. “This change your plans
any?”

“It’s gomg to speed them up con-
siderably.”

Trigger smiled. “Hope you re-
member everything Benny’s pound-
ed into you,” he said.

The conversation died. T could-
n’t think of anything to say. T
knew what they were thinking:
here’s a guy making it to the
street. By tomorrow this time he'll
be doing all the things we'd like to
be doing out there. Anything I
said would be so'much rubbing it
in. “You sure you got it all straight?”
Benny asked finally, I rattled off
names, addresses, and telephone
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numbers. They both nodded. Ben-

ny had a few special questions. I

answered them, He smiled, satis-
fied. The buzzer- sounded for the
end of the recreation period, and
I-exchanged a cross-handed hand-
shake with them, both at the same
time. They each said the one word:
“Luck!” and we went off to our
cells. _

That night I wrote Julie a long
letter. T told her about -the par-
don. I didn’t tell her I was get-
ting out the next day; I told her
I' loved her and the baby. Baby?
Lucy was four years old now. And
that I'd be secing them the first
of the week. The first part was
certainly true, and I hoped the last
part was just as true.

I was processed out by one
o'clock the next afternoon. The
prison clothing shop outfitted me
with slacks and a sport jacket that
fitted reasonably well. The -warden
handed me my pardon, 2 copy of
my release papers, a one-way bus
ticket to the city, my wallet, and
$86 14, the money I'd earned in
prison. I went out through the
steel gates, walked to the bus ter-
minal, ‘and caught the one-thirty
bus, settling down in it for the
ten-hour ride.

En route, during a stopover, 1

bought a cheap briefcase, shaving-

gear, a toothbrush, a shirt, and a
couple of changes of underwear.

THE SHORT AND SIMPLE ANNALS

I'd left all my things behind me in
favor of a fresh start. The brief-
case was my only luggage when
we reached town. I took a cab up
to the Hotel Carlyle, where no one

‘questioned .my skimpy luggage. or

hatless, crew-cut head. I signed the
register with my right name. When
they came looking for me, I want-
ed to make it easy for them.

~Despite my late arrival, I show-
ered and shaved. Then I went out
to a nearby steakhouse and sa-
vored every bite of a $6.50 porter-

-house. After strawberry shortcake

and three cups of coffe¢, real cof-
fee,”T went to a pay phone and
made two calls. Both parties as-
sured me they’d had .the word and
would expect to see me the next
day. I went back to the hotel, and
after half an hour’s tossing and
turning on the strange bed, I final-
ly fell asleep.

The first address in the mormng
turned out to be a barber shop-in
a rundown neighborhood. I called
here last night,” I said to the bald-
headed barber who was alone in
the place.

“You're Trigger's fnend who
just got out?”

“That’s right. I'd like to borrow
a 45 Colt automatic and a clip-on
holster.” o )

“Borrow? . Thas not what
makes the world go round; mis-
ter.”
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. “Trigger said you owed. h1m a

. favor.”

He shrugged, and went to the

front door and bolted it. He led
me to another door.in the back..
and up two steps into a.narrow.

- hallway. that opened on what

looked like an aparument in the -

he said in the

rear. “Wait here,”

. hallway.. In five minutes he was.
back with the automatic, the hol-

. ster, and a dozen rounds of am-
munition. I wrapped the bullets in
my handkerchief to keep the grease
off my pants, and dropped the
. handkerchief in - my pocket. I
clipped the holster on my belt and
holstered the automadc. It felt
..heavy, but it felt right. -

Back out in the barber shop, I
pointed to the large mail slot in
the front door. “I'll drop these
- things back in here tonight,” I

_said, “Wrapped.” He opened the

door and let me out.

- The second stop was a -cab ride
-across .town. It -was a barroom. 1
. introduced myself to the bartender

as a friend of Benny the Weasel,

and he pointed out to: me Benny’s
friend. who was waiting for .me.

“I want to borrow. Benny’s vest,”
I told him, “and the kit. I'}H return

. it tonight and you can put 1t away'

. for. him again.”

the diner in half an hour,” he said.
He was ten minutes late. 1. was

on my-second cup of coffee: when

- he showed. He put down-a heavy,

brown paper-wrapped package on

~the counter beside me. T hefted it.

It -must have weighed - twenty
pounds.- “I'll have it back. by mld

~night,” I said. -

-“Good enough,” he’ sald,‘ and
took off.

In a nearby pawnshop I bought
a used - suitcase. At:-a-:hardware
store I bought a small can: of paint
remover, -a- large sheet -of :-heavy

‘brown wrapping paper, and a-ball

of twine. I put everything into: the

-suitcase and moved on to a drug-

store. I.bought two dollars worth
of stamps at a stamp. machine. 1
added the stamps to’ the collection
in the suitcase, and took another
cab back to the hotel. S
At the front desk I bummed an
address label from. the clerk.:Up in

the room ] addressed the labelto a

fictitious address in a nearby town.

“In the upper left hand corner of
_the. label I -put Julie’s..name.‘and
return address. When: the: parcel

turned out - to be  undeliverable
eventually it would be returned to
]uhes apartment.

I opened ‘up. the brown paper

:package and examined . Benny's -

canvas. vest. It was an .adjustable

. type, and I had te loosen the straps
‘Tl brmg it across thc street to-

before it fitted .snugly under,. my

sports jacket. It had. twenty-two

large and small pockets,.and I.took .
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~--a careful inventory of.the contents.
- Everything seemed to be there.
- Because of a small drill motor in

a pocket on the right hand side, I -

-.had to unclip my holster- and re-
- fasten ‘the pistol on ‘my left, to
avoid a suspicious bulge. With the
weight of the- kit distributed
around the trunk of my body, I

- hardly felt I was carrying anything.
-+ I looked at my- watch. Two-
--o'clock. T.took off- the vest and -

stretched-out on the bed for a nap.
.- At six-T got up and put the vest
- back on, re-clipped the holster,

.and buttoned the jacket over every-
« :thing. T was ready to go. I would-
-n’t eat until after the job:

I ‘walked the two and a half
miles to- Gurnik’s. 1 had plenty of
time, and no. desire to test cab
drivers’ memories for faces in ‘a
police. roundup. The bakery cov-
. ered-most of a block, and I came
- -up on the rear of it, passing'a mail

. - box on the corner. The watchman’s

shack:was just inside the four foot
stone-wall, behind the closed gate.
- I passed it on-the:wrong side of the
. street, and 1 could see the white-
haired Spider Haines at his desk in
the shack,” the same wizened Spi-

* der- Haines whose testimony' had .

~ sent -me up.

" When he left the shack on his
- eight. o’clock rounds, I vaulted the
-wall.. Benny’s information was that
.Haines - made a tour- of the .plant

~THE SHORT AND SIMPLE'ANNALS

“every two hours. At the back’ door

of the main building I unloaded
the suitcase; I put paint remover,

twine, address label, and  stamps

in my -pockets, and folded the
wrapping paper and carried it un-

~der my arin. When"Haines came
back out the door after punching

his clocks, I met him halfway
through it. He took one "look. at
the gun in my hand and another
at my face and went right ‘down
on his skinny knees. “Don’t do it,
Toland!” he begged “Glick made
me testify!”

He had nothing to worry about
but he didn't know it. I wanted
him very much alive. I prodded
him upright - with the pistol and
hustled him down' the corridor to
where the cashier’s office should
be, according to Benny’s informa-
tion. It was there, all right, and

~so was the safe, a large double-

door model.

I tied Haines into a chalr His
eyes rolled up at me; he was shiv-
ering as though with’ an ague. I

-pulled the chair into a’ corner out

of sight' of the safe,~and left him
there. He wasn’t- about to make

. any noise; he had to-figure he was

a” big winner. Besides, after. sun-
down in.that warehouse neighbor-
hood, not even a good-sized explo-
sion" would . have had ‘an audience.
. On my way to the safe:I took
the can-of paint remover from my -
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pocket. I opened it, and spread a
four inch border of it around the
upper half of the door containing
the combination dial. I gave it
time to soften the paint, and then
scraped it off with a putty knife
I took from the vest. The bare
metal of the safe door was now
exposed. Working quickly, I-took
a two-pound lead block from the

vest and screwed a steel handle

into it. Using it as a mallet, I
struck the face of the door sharply
several times. Cracks appeared
around the heads of previously
invisible rivets that had been ma-
chined flush w1th the surface of
the door.’ '

Successful safecrackmg requires
specialized knowledge, -skill with
tools, and physical strength. 1

centerpunched each rivet, and then.

drilled off the head of the dial. I
took the pry-bar from the vest. It
~ consisted of " four sixzinch steel
lengths that scréwed together. One
of them had been the mallet han-
dle, and it had several interchange-
able tips. I used a flat tip first to
loosen the front plate, and then
switched to a hook shape to bend

the plate down, exposing the con-
crete lining. After shifting again to

a pointed tp, I knocked out the

concrete to get at the bolt works."
_at the back door -to pick up the

It was hot, dusty work. A fine
film of cement dust settled over

everything. When I had the bolt

works exposed, all I had to do was
refnove one-pin from the main bolt
arm. The bolts retracted easily. The
doors opened smoothly. This was
no safe with another steel door be-
hind the first one. The cash was
right out in plain sight.

I scooped it.out and piled it on
the floor. The denominations on
the packages of bills made. pleas-
ant reading. I found some card-
board for a stiffener, made a neat
stack of the whole business, ard
wrapped it all up in the heavy
brown wrapping paper I'd brought
along. I tied it securely with the
twine, using double knots, applied
the previously prepared label and
over two dollars worth of stamps,
and was ready to drop it into a
mailbox. In the post office’s own

‘good and sufficient time, the pack-

age would arrive at Julie’s marked
RETURN TO SENDER.

I slipped out of thé vest and
wrapped it, too;.and 1 made two
small packages of the guri and the

" holster. I went over everything in

the place carefully with a damp

* rag, erasing .pdssible fingerprints,

I didn’t forget Benny's tools. With
the same rag I cleaned my shoes.

After brushing off my .slacks, I

picked up my packages and. went
out the way.I'd come in, stopping

suitcase and take that with' me,

.too.
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I dropped the money package
into the mailbox at the end of the

block. The suitcase -1 shoved into -

a doorway after wiping it for
prints. I walked rapidly away
from Gurnik’s.-When Haynes didn’t
make his ten o’clock round, some-
one was going. to investigate. My
nerves were screaming for trans-
portation, but I made myself walk
a mile before I hailed a cab. I made
my first stop the barber shop,
‘where I pushed the wrapped, pis-
tol and holster through the mail
slot. At the diner I left Benny's kit

- with the short order cook. Back at
" the Carlyle T took a long shower,

THE SHORT .AND SIMPLE ANNALS

dressed again, and stretched out
on the bed to wait. '
I knew it wouldn’t be long, and

‘it wasn’t,

When the pounding started on
the door, I was sure it was Glick,
even before I opened it. “Let’s go,”
he ordered without preliminary.

“What's the charge this time,
Captain?” I asked him. “Spitting
on the sidewalk?”

He refused to answer. We rode
downtown with a detective on
either side of me on the back seat,
and Glick glowering up front be-
side the driver. An Assistant Dis-
trict Attorney was waiting when
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they brought me in. “Gurnik’s safe
was burglarized tonight, and the
watchman says you did it,”- he
started in on me. “You must be
out ‘of your mind, even-if you
think you did get a bum rap be-
fore. Now, if you turn over the
money-and make a full statement,

I'm sure the judge will take it into

consideration when he hears all the
facts in the case”

I laughed in his face. “Mister
Whatever-Your-Name:Is, 1 don't
know’ what happened at Gurnik’s,
if anything did, but I'll tell you
something. Spider Haines’ testi-
mony will never convict anyone
again, let alone me. Didn’t he al-
ready iden’tify me once in error?

You think a jury’s going to beheve :

him again?”

It wasn’t -that easy, of course.
There was brow-beating and
breast-beating, and telephone calls,
and hurried,” whispered consulta-
tions. They rushed me from room
to room, fingerprinting me, and
taking my picture. And-at 2:00

" AM. they gave up and threw me -

out on the street. Glick’s face was
like a thundercloud. I walked
along, laughing to myself. It was

beautiful, just beautiful. I'd really
put it over on them. All I needed "
now was to get rid of the load of
tension that had built up in my -:
fingernails to see if any of it match-

stomach like a”tight, hard ball. 1
ducked into a bar for a couple of

" quick ones, liquid. tranquilizers,

- T had three. I felt fine. I ordered
a roast ‘beef sandwich:-I'd. forgot-
ten I hadn’t eaten, and I was
ravenous. I could feel - the-tension

-oozing away, and being ‘replaced

by a wonderfully expansive feeling.
I counted my money. 1 'wouldn’t
have much left after setiling up*at
the hotel, but Julie wouldn’t. mind
the drought before the payoff.~It

‘would take me a while to-catch up

on home- living. 1 was looking

forward to it. I didn’t expect to

mind a bit, waiting for the pack-
age to be returned by the post of-
fice. ’
I cabbed back to the Carlyle and'

went up in the elevator. T'd chetk
out in the morning, but first I
needed a good night’s sleep. At
the room I had trouble with the
key inthe lock, and for a second
I wondered if Glick’ had turded
nasty and ordered. the lock plugged
to keep me out.' Then" the door
opened and I walked in: I couldn’
believe my eyes when T saw-Glick
inside my, rocom. With him was a
big sergeant and ‘a bigger patrol-
'man, and an assistant - manager-
looking type with a passkey. “An
afterthought,” Glick said, moving
between me and the door. “Ser-
geant Bonar here is going to take
a specimen of the dirt under your

es the cement dust down.at. Gur-
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‘nik’s. So hold out your hands.

The long hot shower should
have taken care of that, I thought
hopefully.

“And he’s going to vacuum the
cuffs of your slacks,” Glick con-
tinued.

All T could think of was the
fine layer of powdery dust filming
everything in front of the Gurmk
safe.

It must -have been the three
drinks that made me bolt for the
door. 1 tried to run right over
Glick. The next thing 1 knew, 1
was on the floor, looking up at
him from my back. “Put your little
vacuum on him, Sergeant,” he was
saying. I heard the bzz-bzz-bzz of
a small electric motor. “Looks
fine,”
-you can babysit with our friend

.- here, while.1 check this out.”

When the rest of them left,

Glick announced. “Mooney, |

Mooney and ‘I sat there like two.

bumps on a log.

After awhile the phone rang, and

I took another ride downtown.
They're still after me about the
money.
I haven’t told thcm anything,

YHE SHORT AND SIMPLE ANNALS

and I won’t. I'm sure of that.

The insurance company is mak-
ing the most noise. The district
attorney’s office is. embarrassed by
the newspaper publicity going back
to the first Gurnik safe job, and
they’d like to forget the whole
thing. They as much as said that,
if I'd come up with the cash, they’d
see to it I was eased out the back
door of wherever I was sent as
soon as the headlines died down.

But there’s Julie and the baby.
I'm a real loser now. When I get

" out, I'll be good only for more of

the same, or the ash heap. Either

way, it doesnt leave much for

them. ' :
So I'm leaving it up to Julie.
When the package is returned,

she’ll know where it came from. If

she wants to return it, and get me

" a lessened sentence, that’s fine. If

she doesn’t, that’s all right, too.
She doesn’t owe me anything ex-
cept one small vow, and I figure I
tarnished the brass on that a good
while ago. '

If 1 don’t hear anything in an-
other week, T'll bc pretty sure of
the answer.



%

Purcha;cs today are related closely to trust in the advertising - (

media. Thus, we can see how “publicity of an zrrepambly bad

nature” is to be peremptorzly avoided.

Mark was the kind of little boy

whom you disliked on sight. One
of the reasons for this was that
there was really nothing little boy

about him. He was unfortunately. -

without a- shred of adolescent
charm, eleven years old, and al-

ready he had the somewhat-warped -

and sinister look that comes to chil-
dren who are precocious, malicious,
and spoiled. Of average height, his
head was just a trifle too large for

his thin"body, giving him an ap-

pearance of a sunflower on a stalk.

He wore silver-rimmed glasses be-
hind “which his. eyes alternately
glowed and leered like a mad
scholar’s. His teeth were slightly
bucked, so that when his lips came
together they looked like a su-
perior smug.

Mark had a talent -for frustrat-
ing and aggravating people, and,
as.is the case with .people of excep-
tional talent, he found great en-
joyment and satisfaction in exer-
cising it. He was quite intelligent,
and did not deign to mix with the
other children. He was by temper-
ament and preference a loner at all
times. . ~

}

. When the Cam‘p Director
phoned me a day or two before we
left for Camp Tomahawk in the
Adirondacks, he told me-1 was go-
ing to "have Mark Russell in" my
group.

I must say I was, at first, priv-
ately pleased upon -hearing that 1
was to have him in my group. I
thought I could give him the sym-
pathetic treatment he would so ob-
viously need. A few months previ- -

*ously the boy had been victimized

by a tragedy. His parents had died
in their beds, mysteriously killed
by carbon monoxide poisoning.
Mr. and Mrs. Russell -had been
quite prominent people. Mark was
an only child, so it was all very

sad.

The police were at a loss to ex-

=
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plain’ the deaths and, though they
suspected murder, were unable to
get much further than that. The
son (the newspapers and everyone
else remarked 'upon his poise and
his “bravery”) went to live with an
aunt, and now the aunt had
shipped him off to summer camp
and he was coming into my group
with five other little fellows.

I was prepared to like Mark.
Young counselors are prepared to

like everyone. We leave the hot city

assured of the fact-that we, and

only we, will be able to make the
children happy for the summer.
We are prepared to teach them to
. swim, dance, play the guitar and
sing folk songs, and to teach them
baseball and basketball and all
about nature and - astronomy. We
are prepared to be. patient, sympa-
thetic, understanding, and helpful,
for we have all read at least one

book by the indisputable Freud.

After one week I hated Mark. I
hated him with a loathing that as-
tonished me. Everyone in camp
hated him. But I hated him the
most, for he was my charge. I was
responsible for him.

While the rest of the camp was
engaged in activities, he would
stand off by himself, arms folded,

legs crossed at the ankles, smiling
at me with those smug lips. It was
my job to engage him in one activ-

-ity or another. If I moved toward

him he ran away. And if he ran
away I had to chase him through
brier and bramble. I would gladly
have let him go, and so would the
Camp Director except that, in the
latter’s words, “If we misplace a
child, it will give the camp pub-
licity of an irreparably bad na-
ture.” :
Mark wasn’t full of mischievous -
mischief. No throwing of ketchup
at the table for him, This little sad-
ist would whisper to one child or
another that he had just heard that

87



one of their parents had died.
More than once some wailing
child went flying across the length

of the camp, rent with Mark’s sa-

distic lie. Several .times I caught
him torturing some species of wild-
life that he had captured, a frog or
garter snake or some such thing.

"And then there were those other
times, when he went off by himself
and it was not to torment me or
make me run after him. It was
when he wanted to be alone, when
he began to brood. He did it most
often in the rain, when we were
confined to our bunks. T 'would
watch him putting on his raincoat,
his rubbers, his Maine fisherman’s
rain hat, and heé would stare back
at me, waiting for me to deny him
permission. But T never did. T had
learned that it simply did not
work. _ ‘

I would watch him from the
window. He invariably went
down to the lakeside and there
would stand or pace, watching the
rain spill into the lake. He: could
look so forlorn that even I, his
most devoted” foe, could feel a
twinge of pity for his loneliness.

I ought to tell a word about my-
self. It has some bearing to the
story. I was no bargain in - the
camp. Oh, I did all jobs as best I
could, was honest and forthright
and hard-working. But I came to
be_known as the “Foul-up  Coun-

_selor”.

It “developed that I could -
not swim, for one thing. Oh, I had
known about that, but I had neg-
lected to “inform the Camp Direc-
tor. of it when he hired me.

“I took it for. granted,” he said
to me, “that any sensible human
being who applied for a counselor’s
job could swim.

I was abashed. He had asked me
to take a few deserving lads on a
canoe trip down the lake. I told
him I would glady-do it, but that
if the canoe overturned the boys -
would have to save me, instead of
me them. I did take several canoe
trips down the lake, where it was
very lonely and beautiful, but that
was in the company of other coun-
selors. I, got to know the lake quite
well and loved it, despite the fact
that if the water were an inch or
two over my head it could have
drowned me. .

Not swimming was one thing. 1
would ‘not take a group on an
overnight camping trip because I
was allergic to something or other.
And there were other things.

So there I was, having to work
doubly hard to earn my keep, and
stuck with Mark Russell in my
group, a boy who made my life

and my job miserable,” whose re-

calcitrance detracted from the gen-
eral enjoyment.

- I tried to-give my loner the ben-
efit of every doubt. T theorized, in
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the beginning, that perhaps the

recent, brutal loss of both parents -

had temporarily demented the boy.
If that was the case then he had no
business being among normal, hap-
py children. But before the sum-
mer was over I had changed my
theory. 1 was convinced that the
boy had murdered his parents.

Why did I think this? Well, cer-
tainly not for any reason that
would have lasted five seconds in
a court of law. I had nothing to
bring to even the most zealous
district attorney. It was simply my
. own intution, biased maybe, but
yet there it was.

Mark had a way of starinig at me.
He would do it during the rest
periods that were a part of the
daily routine after lunch and be:
fore the afternoon activity. 1
would be lounging on my bunk
when I would happen to glance
across at him and there he would
be, stretched out on his cot, hands
clasped behind his head, those in-
human little eyes—so inhuman
they seemed almost part of his
glasses—watching me. And he
would be wearing his smug little
smile. I would stare back at him.
‘He wants me to know something,’
I'd think. There was something he
wanted me to know which he
could not tell. : -

One night, before putting them
to bed, I told the boys a story, It

JOURNEY WITH A MURDERER

was a good camp story, one with a
moral. It involved the taking of
human life and the severe punish-
ment that befell the slayer. After
telling the tale and reciting the
moral to my solemnly engrossed
little band of boys, T glanced at
Mark. He was staring directly at
me, one eyebrow slightly. arched,
as if to say, “Is that so?”

The cynicism of that arched eye-
brow chilled me. I think it was
after that when I became con-
vinced I had a murderer in my
group. ~
" I mentioned this suspicion rather
casually, half-jokingly, one night to
one of my fellow counselors. He
seemed startled, then interested.

“But why should he have done
it?” he asked. -

“The little monster doesn’t need
a reason,” I said. “Why does he do
any of the things that he does?
He’s just vicious and malicious.
Maybe his parents wouldn’t buy
him. something he wanted, and. he
became piqued and took his re-
venge.”

“But the police don’t even know
how the carbon monoxide got into’
the room,” my friend said. “I re-
member reading about it. They
don’t know a thing about any of it
—motive, method or murderer.
And did it ever occuf to you that
it might somehow have been an
accident?” .
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No, it never occurred to me, not
from the way that boy looked at
me. No accident.

But he was still a young boy

and no matter how precocious or -

self-reliant he might have been,
- many of his instincts, impulses and
emotions were immature, As the
summer- wore on I became more
and more convinced that Mark
wanted badly to tell me something,
and not because he liked, trusted or
respected me in any way. I felt, in
fact, that he rather strongly dis-
liked me and would have liked to
shock me with some bit of infor-
mation, shock me, and also give
himself the opportunity to brag. To
keep a secret is a difficult.thing for
a child, and when that secret con-
tains evidence of his own prowess
or ingenuity, then it becomes the
more troublesome to keep un-
spoken.

By mid-summer I was the only
one in camp who paid any atten-
tion to Mark. The Camp Director
had given up all hope of disci-
plining the boy, of.getting him to
cooperate, and as long as Mark
did not interfere with the activities
of the other children he had per-
mission to do as he pleased, pro-
viding he remained on the camp
premises.

I suppose my increasing interest
in him was evident to Mark. I be-
lieve he was sensitive. and intelli-

gent enough to perceive it: That it
pleased him I was certain,

The counselors had one day off.

a week. I usually got out of camp
as early as I could on my day off.
But on this particular day I re-
mained in camp. I didn’t know
why, at first, but it gradually
dawned on me that my reason was
to try and get Mark alone. Why? I
couldn’t say. It wasn’t possible to
talk to him. Maybe he would talk
to me.

There was a softball game’in
camp that day, with the boys
teamed against each other and all
those not participating were sitting
on the sidelines watching. In all
this excitement it- was simple for
Mark to slip off and be on his own,
as was his wont.

Sitting in my bunk I could hear

the cheering coming up from the
field. Suddenly he walked in. He
looked at me as 1f I were not

.there.

“Hello, Mark 71 said. -
He said nothing. He went to hls
cot and sat down.

“Pve got an idea;” I said. “It’s

my-day off. Why don’t we get into
a canoe and go exploring down the
lake? . I've heard there are some

lovely spots down there.” :
" He thought "about it. And it

seemed that he was deciding more
than just the idea of going canoe-
ing;. it seemed that he was con51d-
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ering much more, his face was
quite pensive. He passed me a
long, searching glance, apparently
uninhibited by the fact that I was
staring back at him. Then, abrupt-
ly, he stood -up.

~“All right,” he said. “It’s a good
idea.”

We went down to the canoe rack.
Together we lifted one off and
turned it over. Mark got in. I
shoved off and then  hopped in
with the paddle. I kept the canoe

in near the shore for a while. When - -

we were further down the lake I
paddled out more toward the cen-
ter. The lake waters passed under
an old steel bridge and then nar-
rowed considerably on the other
side of it as the shoreline greenery
closed in.

We saw no one, heard nothing.

Mark sat in the prow, looking at
me.
amused by something. Once he put
his thin arms on the gunwales and
began to rock the canoe. By the
way I looked up he saw that he
had frightened me.

“Hey,” 1 said, “take it easy.”

“It’s true that you can’t swim,
isn’t it?” he asked.

“Sadly true,” I said, stroking -the
water with the paddle. “So be care-
ful”

“I can swim like a fish,” he said,
not pridefully, but merely to ac-
quaint me with a fact, and-perhaps

JOURNEY WITH A MURDERER-

He appeared to be mildly

one that I should béar in mind.

After a long silence, he said,
“Why did you bring me with
you?” :

“l thought maybe we should
have a talk, that maybc you might
want to talk to me.

“Why should 1?” he asked. -

“I don’t know. I simply -had the .
feeling that you might want to,
that’s all.”

“You mean there’s something
you want me to tell you,” he said.
“Only if you want to. Only if
you trust me.

“Oh- 1 trust you all right,” he
said. To my ear there was an un-
friendly sound in that, an intima-
tion that he had me in his power,
that T had no choice about being
trusted. “What do you want to
know?” -

It was very bluntly put. It was
not a vague question. It had a
let’s-get-down-to-business ring. He
was sitting back quite comfortably,
quite frankly, staring at me.

I paddled silently for a few mo-
ments, thinking what T should say.
Then it occurred to me to be the
same as he was . .. frank. '

“I was curious as to what you
knew about the death of your par-
ents.”

He put his head to the side and
grinned, not at all upset or. sur-
prised, not a shred of poise gone.

“Why?” he asked.
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“Curiosity,”
“Well, I know a great deal about
_it, if you must know.”
“You mean things you didn’t tell
the police?”.
“That’s right.” He seemed to be
enjoying this. He leaned forward
-and stared intently at me. “Do you
want to know how that carbon
monoxide got into their bed-
room?” He was no longer a young
boy but something.dark and twist-
ed.
I said nothing, looking over the
~side, staring at where the paddle
noiselessly stroked. -
~“It was very simple,” he said
quietly,. his voice becoming inter-
ested in what it was saying. “I sim-

ply slipped out after they were -

sleeping, pulled the car—I know
how to drive, you know—pulled it
into the alley under their window
and left the motor running. Then
I took a long rubber tube, attached
one end to the exhaust pipe and
pushed the other end through the
ventilator. That's all. When it was

~ finished 1 put the car back and
went to sleep in .my own room—
with the' windows wide open.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I didn’t like them,” he said, a
bit annoyed. He was peering at me
quite intently again. His thin arms
rose and settled on the gunwales,
his fingers gripping tightly. “So,
now you have this information,”

I said cryptically.

he said. “What are you going to do

with it?” -

“I don’t know,” I said. I had
stopped paddling. The canoe was
motionless on the still water, We
were about fifty yards from either
shore.

“I can tell you,” he.said. “You'll

do nothing. Because I' can turn

over this canoe in two seconds and
drop you into the lake like a stone

—before you have a chance to do .

anything about it.”

"~ And he did. A child can upset a
canoe, and this child did. With a
quick twist of his body he turned
it over'and we both went tumbling

--into the lake, Mark instantly swim-

ming and splashing - excitedly, like

some small bloodthirsty shark. ’
But his excitement turned almost

immediately to shock when he saw

‘me get to my feet and stand there

waist high in the shallow water.

At no time, with the brief excep-
tion of a hundred feet or so around
the bridge, had we ever been in

-more than five feet of water. He -

hadn’t known that, of course, but
I had. But if he had overturned
the canoe when we were around
the bridge-. .. well, his parents’
murder might never have been
solved, and Mark Russell would not

_today be in a place where he can

harm no one. As for me, I would
have been at thc bottom of the
lake.
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- Like a wheel in motion, a lovers’ quarrel may project divergent )

=

(

spokes,.so one tnust study the hub to seek the cause.

- Hue commuters’ train from Bos-

ton, due to arrive in West Dexter,
twenty-five miles west, at 7:50

P.M., was late. This didn’t surprise -

anyone; local residents had long

~
ago dubbed- this particular train as
the Mystery Express. It was always
a mystery whether or not it.would
arrive in West Dexter at all.

On this fateful night, only one
year after the close of World War
One, the train had picked up a
single passenger at Boylston Junc-
tion, ten miles west of Boston. The
passenger’s name was Jeffrey Wil-~
lis, a resident of West Dexter, pres-
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ently »employed as an electrical

engincer by a firm located in -

Boylston Lower Falls.

Willis entered the first coach be-
hind the -locomotive. Halfway
down the aisle in the right hand
row of seats sat Perry M. Thomp-
son and his daughter, Margaret, a
student at the New England Con-
servatory of Music in Boston. Two
seats behind the Thompsons, also
on the right hand side, was Eddie
Burdon, a student at Boston Uni-
versity. These three people were

residents of West Dexter. The
coach contained no other passen-
gers. o

If either of the Thompsons or
Eddie Burdon were aware that
Willis had entered the rear door of
the coach they gave no indication.
Willis paused only long enough to
make sure that the setting was as
he had ‘viewed it from the depot
platform .outside. Then he moved
down the aisle. He was wearing a
dark blue suit and a grey hat and
was carrying a folded newspaper in
his right hand.- ‘

Willis slid into the seat across the
aisle, but one row behind, the
Thompsons where he immediately
opened up his newspaper and held
it so that neither of them could see
his face.

The train jolted to a start. Eddie
Burdon, who had' been dozing,
opened his eyes, yawned, and no-

ticed Jeff Willis- sitting across the
aisle from the Thompeons Briefly

‘he wondered about this. He knew,

as did éveryone in West Dexter.
that Willis and Margaret Thomp-
son were engaged to be married.

In fact, the date had been set for

their wedding on Thanksgiving
day, less than two months away.

If Eddie had done more than
briefly wondér, the tragedy that

. was to spark a reign of terror in

eastern Massachusetts for a period

of days might never - have hap-

pened. But Eddie had remained in

town to do some research at the

Boston Public Library. He was

tired. He wasn’t naturally curious

about other people’s business. So

he yawned again, closed his eyes

and continued to doze

At the tiny community of Farm

Crossing, two stops east of West '
Dexter, the locomotive contracted

a “hot box”. None of the passen-

gers on the Mystery Express, nor-
those on any of the other thirteen

commuters’ trains that shuttled

back and forth between West Dex-

ter and Boston daily, knew what a

hot box "was. They didn’t care

much. All they knew was that a

hot box meant a delay of from

fifteen minutes to an hour. They
had come to accept these delays as

they would delays caused by a bliz-
zard, or a cow on the ‘track; or a -
washout.
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"The conductor entered the rear
door of the coach, hurried down
" the aisle while making his hot, box
announcement, and- disappeared
through the front door..Eddie Bur-
don grunted, seated himself more
comfortably and went to sleep. The
Thompsons stared through the
coach window at the single naked
bulb that dimly lighted the depot
platform. Jeff Willis did not move.
He remained hidden behind his
newspaper.

Fifteen minutes passed. The muf-
fled voices of the conductor, fire-
man, .and engineer drifted ‘back
from near the locomotive where
they were working. Eddie Burdon
muttered, turned on his side, found
this position uncomfortable and
started to turn back, opening his
eyes as he did so. Halfway -turned
over, he froze, and for a moment
he must have thought that he was
still - asleep and havmg a night-
mare. :

Jeff Willis was. pomtmg a Ger-
man Luger at Perry Thompson’s
head. With no haste whatever, he
calmly pulled the trigger. . :

Thompson’s body jerked . con-
" vulsively, but he somehow - re-
mained in -an upright position.

Willis shot again. This time the

bullet- entered Thompson’s left ear:
He fell sideways . toward his
daughter, seemed to bounce off her
shoulder, and then he crumpled in

LOVERS -QUARREL

a grotesque heap between his seat.
and the back of the seat in front of
him. ‘ .
Margaret came out of her shock
She screamed.. The < scream was

.choked off when- half uttered. A

bullet from the Luger had entered
her forearm. ‘Three more followed, -
shattering the window beside.
which she was sitting. She “started

. to rise. Another bullet furrowed its

way along the base of her scalp.
She fell forward across the wedged
body of her father.

Jeft Willis got to his feet and
walked to the rear of the coach.
He still held the Luger in his right
hand. Eddie Burdon hadn’t moved
or uttered a sound. He was numb
with fear.

“Why didn’t you jump h1m?”
someone asked him’later.

“You evér been that close to. a
guy with a smoking gun in his
hand?” Eddie answered. “I'll tell -
you why I didn’t jump him. Be-
cause I'm a damn coward, . that’s
why.” He shuddered. “His eyes!.
I never saw anything like them.
They weren’t eyes. They. were
holes burned into his head.”

The conductor, James Ahson
was halfway up the outside steps .
of the coach when Willis opened.
the rear door. Willis shot him "be-
tween the eyes, then kicked: his
body aside and stepped down onto
the depot platform, The engineer
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and fireman were waiting there.
. 'The fireman was carrying a poker.
He stepped up -close to the side of

the coach, and the poker. was al-

ready completing its arc when
Willis hit the depot platform. Willis
half turned. The poker smashed
into his left forearm, and even the
passengers who had begun to spill
from the rear coaches swore they
could hear the bones breaking.

- 'Willis, his - left arm hanging
loosely,: clobbered the fireman " with
the barrel of --his Luger, then
swung the weapon toward the
enginecer. But the engineer was
disappearing . around a corper of
the depot. =~ :

. There were those who  won-
dercd why. Willis hadn’t- shot the
fireman, but the consensus of opin-
ion was that thé cunning, crazed
instinct,
dent in all of his movements, now
warned him that he had but two
" bullets left in the Luger.-One of
these he fired, at the crowd which
was- advancing from the rear
coaches. The créwd scattered.

" The engineer, -now crouching

behind ‘a mail truck, told. what

happened next. “If 1 ever seen a
mad dog in action it was this. guy
"Willis. He "stood there a minute,
his head lowered "and “swinging
from side to side. Yes, sir, just
like a mad dog.” This was later dis-
proved. “Then he turned and went

which later became evi-

back up the steps and I thought he
was going back inside the coach
and maybe finish off. young Bur-
don. But he didn’t. He went down
the steps on. the other side of the

train, and that’s the last' I seen of -

him.” i
Farm . Crossmg had . no pohce
force, nor did any -of the other
nearby communities. The :nearest -
policemen of which' anyone' was
sure were the state troopers at the
newly established barracks - in
North Farmington, ten miles-to the

north. The troopers were proud- of .

their organization. They: bragged
that they could reach any part of -
the district” which™they : patrolled
within - twelve- mmutcs They
proved it that night. ‘

-~ The agent at-the Farm:Crossing
dcpot had quit and locked up long
ago, but the engineer, assuming all
responsibility, smashed in a. window -
and ‘got-to the telephone. Twelve
and one-half minutes later the first

.of four troopers arrived, herilded
‘by the night-splitting scream of his

siren. Ten minutes after that an
ambulance, containing a doctor
and an intern from Central Hos-
pital at North Farmington, wiiled
to, a stop beside the depot.

+ Detective ‘Sergeant Henry: Hap-
well of the state troopers did what
he could that night, but it wasn’t
until the next day that the real
manhunt began. Because there was.
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no police force in West Dexter ei-
thef, Hapwell called on John Saun-
ders, chairman .of the town’ s Board
of -Selectmen, early the next morn-
ing.

“I had men out patrolling the
roads all last night,” he told Saun-
ders. “Didn’t pick up a sign, so
we’'ll have to start from scratch.
That means talkmg to people llke
you, Saunders.” °

“Don’t wonder,” said ]ohn Saun-
ders. )

“Eh? Don’t wonder what?”

“Slamming around the back
roads on them motorcycles, roaring

out a warning, 1 don’t wonder youw

didn’t pick up a sign. You won’t
neither.”

Hapwell grew red in his beefy
neck. “What do you mean, I won’t
neither?”

Saunders then revealed some-
thing about Jeff Willis™ character
that seemed unimportant. at the
time, but which later figured
strongly in his capture.

“Boy’s a born woodsman. He

can live off the land. Knows every
foot of the country around here.
You won'’t catch him.” .

Hapwell laughed. “Are you kid-
ding? A man with a broken arm,
carrying a German Luger thh
only one shot remaining?”

“He won’t use the gun. Make
about as much noise as your motor-
cycles.”

LOVERS’ QUARREL

' Saunders; was partly right. Two

"nights later, Willis entered the
.kitchen of a remote farmhouse

where two pretty girls, the Adams
twins, had been entertaining their
boy friends earlier in the evening,
and he clubbed both the girls to
death. Ben Adams and his wife,
Sarah, returning from a twip to
town around midnight, found
them sprawled on the kitchen floor,
their skulls. split open.’One of the
girls had lived long enough to
scrawl a message on the floor, using
her own blood. The message read,
“He said . . . we . . . were—"
And that was all. The girl had
died without finishing the sentence.

Sergeant Hapwell was a me-
thodical man and he knew his busi-
ness, or thought he did. First he
questioned the two young men
whom the girls had been enter-
taining. They were Jay Stewart, a
neighboring farmer, and Jake Cav-
alier; a student at Boston Univer-
sity and a friend of Eddie Burdon.

Hapwell’s questioning didn’t
gain him much. The two young
couples had spent a normal eve-.

‘ning. They had played whist for

awhile, then Grace Adams had got
up to prepare some refreshments:
Jake Cavalier had put a record on
the Victrola and ‘he and Betty
Adams had danced for a few min-
utes. After that they ate, and the
boys, because both had to be up
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- at the crack of dawn, had departed.

“Any smooching_go on?” Hap-
well demanded roughly. Jake Cav-
alier flushed. He admitted that he
and Betty were engaged. They had
stepped outside for a few min- .
utes . . I

Doggedly Hapwell went back to
Selectman Saunders. He was of the
old school, this detective, and he
didn’t_ waste time.

“There’s always a pattern in
these things,” he told Saunders.
“Always. You figure out your
pattern and you've got your man.”

“A pattern? Like what?”

“Like the time that guy went
berserk . down in Hartford. He -
hated redheads.. All the women he
killed were redheads. And then
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there was another guy who hated
actresses. Tell me all you can
about this guy Willis.”

Saunders told him. Willis came
from a respected. family. He was
well liked. He sang in the choir
at the Congregational church. He
was a hard worker. Steady. Reli-
able. Quiet. He had a good war
record. His hobbies were hunting
and fishing. He and Margaret
Thompson had been engaged for

almost a year. As far as anyone-

knew they had never quarreled.

Everyone connected with this
business seemed to be normal. It
didn’t add up. There had to be a
pattern. A reason. ,

Hapwell drove over to Central
* Hospital. Margaret Thompson was
. still alive, but that was all. She
was in a coma.-Could he talk to
her? No. What were her chances?
Less than fifty percent.

Hapwell talked to Jay Stewart
and Jake Cavalier again. He made
them go-over the events of the eve-
ning in detail. He tore apart every-
thing they said and put it back to-
gether again. Nothing.

But Hapwell knew his business.
There had to be a pattern.

The following night pretty Doris -
Moore, returning alone from a’

social gathering in the town of
Ashford, ten miles. from Farm
- Crossing, was attacked and beaten
to death with a sharp, jagged in-

LOVERS' QUARREL

" old-fashioned

strument, probably a sizable rock.

This blew the lid off the country-
side. The reign of terror was on.
Every parent for miles around kept
their daughters at home, their
doors and windows bolted. -

A posse of more than a hundred
men, armed with shotguns, hunt-
ing rifles, pistols and knives, was
formed and began a methodical
search of the heavily wooded area.
Detective Hapwell didn’t join the
manhunt. Something . was stirring
in. the back of his mind, but he
couldn’t make it take form. He
was sure, however, that it was the
key, the clue he needed to reveal
the pattern. '

He drove over to Ashford and
talked to people who had attended
the social gathering that Doris
Moore had left early and alone.
The social had been conducted by
the Ashford Historical Society. It
was the first one of the season.
Similar socials were  conducted
throughout the fall and  winter
seasons in most of the hundreds of
small towns and hamlets that dot-
ted the area. '

They usually started off with a
lecture by some local historian.
This was followed by a period of
square  dancing.
Then came refreshments and the.
usual intermingling of guests.

Did Doris Moore have a boy-
friend? Hapwell wanted to know.
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Yes, his name was Carl Nelson.
They were to be' married around

Christmas. Carl was out of town
on a business trip, which account-

ed for the fact -that Doris had
‘walked home alone.

Without knowing why, and frus- -
‘trated because of it, the stirring in
the back of Hapwell’s mind was
now clicking away at a great rate.
Still he couldn’t  give it . form.
Vaguely he felt that the answer lay
with Margaret Thompson. Two
minutes .of conversation with the
wounded girl and he felt he could
come up with a solution. .

He called Central Hospital, but
Margaret was still unconscious.
She had, however, seemingly
passed the crisis and might return
to consciousness. any minute. But

any minute wasn’t soon enough. A

maniacal killer was at large. He
could and would strike anywhere
at any time.

Selectman John Saunders had
been right about- Jef Willis. For
three days the man with a broken
arm and a Luger pistol had been
living off the land. The hundred-
man posse, though they spent-a full
day and a night in the field, didn’t
catch a glimpse of him One mem-

ber did find something—the Luger

pistol with the remaining shell in-
tact. -
Detective.-Hapgood went back to

- West Dexter and routed out Phil.
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Merryweather, Jeff Willis’ best
friend, to whom he had. _talked
twice before. . .

“Now look here, Merryweather,
I want you to think hard. Are you
sure neither Willis nor Miss
Thompson gave any mdlcatlon
there had been a quarrel?” .

Merryweather screwed up his
forehead and refused to meet the
de  -ive’s eyes.

“Well, T don’t know,” he began,
and Hapwell practically jumped
down his throat.

“What do you mean you dont
know? You told me before there

‘had been no indication of a quar-

rel. Now was there,
thereP”

Young Merryweather continued
to scowl. “I still don’t know,” he

or wasn’t

-said sullenly, “but .that morning—

the morning of the night it hap-
pened—the 7:40 a.m. commuters’
train was pretty crowded. It was a
_ Wednesday. That’s the day all the-
" local shopkeepers go to Boston to
do their buying. Well_, Jeff and
Margaret got a seat together, but I
had to go quite a ways up front.
Usually I sit across the aisle from
them, and we'd tlk about” the
wedding. I was. to be best man.”

“Yeah,” said .Hapwell, trying to
control his impatience. f‘What hap-
pened?”

“Nothing, really. Jeff always gets
off at Boylston. Junction and takes
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another train from there over to
Boylston Lower Falls. T usually sit-

with Margaret for the rest of the
- trip into Boston.”
“So you came back from up front

to sit with her when Jeff left the

train at
right?”

“Yes, that’s right. And, well—"
He let it hang for a minute. '

“Well what?” ‘

“I didn’t think much of it at the
time.” Merryweather grinned. “Jeff
usually kisses Margaret goodbye.
Last Wedriesday he didn’t. He just
got up and got off the train with-
out saying anything. The aisle was
full of people and I had to jump to
get the seat he’d vacated.”

“And you think thcy d quar-
reled?” :

“I didn’t say that.”

“But you thought so?”

“Not at the time. But now, with
everything that’s happened, I re-
member Margaret was pretty quiet
during the rest of .the ride.”

“Then why did you think they’d
quarreled?”

“I didn’t. Quit puttlng words in
my mouth.” He paused. Hapgood
held his tongue. “Yesterday 1 got

the Junction. Is that

to thinking. I remembered asking-

Margaret if she and Jeff were going
to -the dance on the followmg
Saturday.”

(‘Andp’,

“She said they weren’t.” Merry-
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weather shrugged. “It isn’t much.”
He suddenly looked sheepish. “It
isn’t much at all, is it? I should-

" have kept my big mouth shut.”

A glint had come into Hapwell’s *
eyes. “Just one, thing more, son.
Did Margaret say why they weren’t
going to the dance?”

“No. She just said they weren’t
going. That’s all.”

Excitement beat - through Detec-
tive Hapwell. For the first time
since the‘shooting he felt that he
had something into which he could
sink his teeth. Soberly he consid-
ered-the thought that was taking
form in his mind. When examined
in the clear light of logic and rea-
son, it seemed fantastic, so fantas-
tic, in fact, that Hapwell decided

_ not to mention it to anyone., He de-
.cided to abandon the idea as being .

worthless. But that afternoon an
incident occurred that caused the
detective to do a complete about
face. '

On October 20th the hunting
season for upland game opened.
This year there were no solitary
hunters. Men. traveled in pairs and
small groups, and all of them were

on the lookout for human game

as well as for pheasants and par-
tridges. There was the usual influx
of city hunters. Among these were-
James L. Cranston and his lovely
daughter, Beth. She loved hunting
and never missed a season. This.
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year she 'was carrying a new
twenty gauge, a present frorn her
father.

Father and daughter had hunted
the area many times before. One
of their favorite spots: was a
marshy ten acres known as Wil
son’s Swamp. It was covered with
waist-high grass, with occasional
clumps of alders. Inf its center was
a higher piece of ground on which

~grew scrub pine and birch ‘and
thaple trees. This was known lo-
cally as the “Island”.

The Cranstons -entéred the
swamp from the south shortly after
sunrise on the opening day. They
worked without a dog, doing -their
own quartering, moving slowly to-
ward the Island, keeping about
twenty-five yards apart.

For the first time in the years
they had been coming here, they
failed to flush a bird. At the south

edge of the Island they drew to-

gether. After a brief consultation
it was agreed that Cranston would

“take the west side of the Island and
Beth the east. They wouldn’,
Cranston knew, be out of sight of
each other for more than ten min-
utes at the most.

So they parted. Beth decxded to
walk along the edge of the woods.
She thought the brush might yield
a partridge or two. Beth had _read

~ about the maniacal slaying of the

Thornpsons, but it didn’t occur to
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her that there was any danger.
Things that you read about are
seldom associated with yourself.

And so it came as a complete
surprise and shock when she
rounded a clump of bushes and’
came face to face with Jeff ‘Willis.

“I knew it was Willis the mo-
ment I saw him,” she related later. -
“I'd seen his pictures in the paper,
and his left arm was hanging use-
lessly at his side. For a moment
I was paralyzed with fear. I could-
n’t move. Then I remembered my
gun and started to lift it. Willis
stepped forward so swiftly it was
as if he hadn’t moved at all. With
his right hand he seized the gun -
and jerked it out of my hand.” She
paused and_shuddered slightly. “I
thought he intended to beat me to
death with it, as he had the others,
but he.flung the gun away from
him and then just. stood there star-
ing at me.” Again she paused,
screwing up her forehead as
though seeking an explanation for
what happened next. “His eyes
weren’t. wild looking or—or any-
thing like the newspapers said. Ex-
cept for his beard, which was
heavy and black, and his .broken -
arm and a few scratches on his
face, he looked—well, he looked—
wistfull That’s the only word I
can thmk of to descnbe his ex-
pression.”

Beth had screamed then; and her
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father quickly had shouted in reply.

“Willis threw up his head like a
startled deer when he heard Fa-
ther shout,” Beth related. “Then
he looked at me and he seemed
mildly reproachful. He waited a
minute, then faded off into the
woods.”

James Cranston found his daugh-
ter’s gun, and then they headed

out of the swamp. Back on the -

highway they met a group of four
other hunters. They told about see-
ing Jeff Willis. Three ‘of the hunt-
~ers and James Cranston went back
to search the area. The fourth
hunter and Beth Cranston waited

in the automobile. An hour later

the four men returned. They had
not caught a glimpse of Willis.
The party drove back to West
Dexter and reported the incident
to Sergeant Hapwell, who had set
up headquarters in the town hall.

He reproached them bitterly for -

the hour they had wasted in thelr
fruitless search.

Six troopers and as many volun-
teer townspeople headed for Wil-
son’s swamp. Sergeant Hapwell
closeted himself in the. tiny office
which had been assigned to him.
. His fantastic idea had suddenly
become full blown again.

After a call to the War Depart’
ment in Washington, D.C., Hap-
well had acquired the following in-
formation:
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Jefferson Willis, after being
shipped overseas, had shown tend-
encies toward being neurotic. Dur-
ing his first action the tendencies
had developed into actualities. For
more than a month he had re-
mained under observation in a field
hospital. A month after that he had
been sent back to the States and
discharged. He had "been pro-
claimed, the man in Washington
told Hapwell, an incurable pyscho-
neurotic. N

Sergeant Hapwell now found
himself working against time. He
had a trap to bait and he had to
bait it fast, before Wild Man Wil-
lis clubbed any more women into
eternity.

A phone call brought Police-
woman Anna Segewick and spécial
plainclothes , oficer Mike Tanner
over from North Farmington.
Hapwell met them on a deserted
stretch of road outside of West
Dexter’s town limits.

“There’s a lake right here,” he
explained, indicating a blue dot on
an automobile road map. “It’s
called Winthrop Pond. On the
north shore there’s a shack owned
by Selectman Saunders. He and his
pals use it as a hunting camp.” He
handed the pair a key, then trans-

“ferred a cumbersome object from

thé trunk compartment of his car

_to theirs. “Now listen closely.”

Policewoman Anna Segewick’s
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eyes, which had grown wide at
sight of the cumbersome object,
now wideried even more. She was
a full-breasted blonde, beautiful,
glamorous. Mike Tanner was a
good looking kid, six feet tall with
muscles. He and Anna had teamed
up before.

When Hapwell - ﬁmshed Mike
looked at him skeptlcally “You
. think it'll work?”

"Hapwell said simply, ‘his voice
. grim. “It’s got to work, Mike.”

An hour before sunset Anna

Segewick and Mike Tanner ar-
rived at the shack on the lake
‘shore. They lit the four kerosene
lamps in the place, built a roaring
fire in the fireplace, then put to-

gether a meal from the well-

stocked  cupboards.  Afterward,

while Anna washed the dishes, .

Mike wrestled the cumbersome ob-
ject in from. the trunk of his car.
It was a table model Victrola. He
crariked it up, put on a gay dance
tune and set the needle in place.
Anna came. from the kitchen bear-
ing a couple of watered-down
whiskies and they had a drink.
Following this they opened the
windows wide, put a new record
on the ' 'Victrola, and began to

dance, laughing and carrying on-

in great shape,

From then until long after mld

night the woods resounded to the
incongruous sound of a scratchy
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Victrola playing such then popular

hits as Tell Me, I Might Be Your
Once In Awhile, In An Old Fash-
toned Garden and There's A Long,
Long Trail. Adding to the music,
Anna and Mike lifted their voices
in raucous song and laughter.

By one o’clock nothing had hap-
pened, and shortly thereafter the
couple, exhausted, went to bed.

The next day they slept late. Fol-
lowing Hapwell’s instructions, they
waited until after sundown before
beginning their night of revelry.
On the second night, the music
was louder, the laughter and song

. more.raucous.

At the stroke of twelve both were
ready to call it quits. Before going
to bed, Anna, despite her dversion
to outside plumbing, had to re-
spond to the call of nature. Mike
courteously agreed to accompany
her on.the errand, but she blush-
ingly ‘and somewhat sharply de-
clined. Mike parked his shoulder -
against the jam of the shack’s rear
door and watched her retreating

figure.
“The outhouse, he explained
later, “was located about twenty-

five yards to the rear of the shack,
behind a clump of bushes. Anna

~had barely disappeared behind the
-bushes when I heard her scream.’
This was followed by a crashing

sound, a muttered oath and the
sound of a blow.
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“By this time I had covered
twelve of the twenty-five yards. 1
hadn’t bothered to pick up my serv-
ice pistol which I'd laid on the
kitchen table while we were danc-
ing.

“In four more strides I crashed
‘around the edge of the brush. Anna
" was lying on the ground. And here

this big guy was standing over her,
his right hand holding a club as
big as a baseball bat, his left arm
hanging loose. He'd lifted the club
to hit her again, and just then I
yelled The yell seemed to make no
impression at all on Willis. He
didn’t even turn his head. He
started his downward swing, and I
knew I couldn’t make it in time.

“Then there came the flash and
roar of a gun from a spot near the
outhouse. The bullet hit Willis in
the chest and flung him around as

though he’d been jerked by a rope.

He stumbled and fell over back-
ward, and the club fell on him.”

Sergeant Hapwell came from his
hiding place near the outhouse,
holding his smoking pistol and
looking grim. He walked up to the
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fallen Willis and stood looking
down at him for a minute, then
dropped to his knees. “He’s dead,”
he said after a perfunctory exam-
ination. .

Mike, who had bent over Anna
Segewick, turned a white and
bleak face toward Hapwell. “He'd
better be,” he remarked wretchedly.
“Anna’s dead too.” ~

Hapwell pulled the ends togeth-
er for the Boston newspapers. “Mar-
garet Thompson liked gay times,
parties. Willis’ first love, next to
Margaret, was for the outdoor,
primitive life.”

“Next to Margaret?” a reporter
asked. “I don’t get it.”

“Most folks don’t and won’t,”
Hapwell replied grimly. “Maybe
Margaret Thompson will give us
the answer.”

Margaret Thompson did, two
days later, when she returned to
full consciousness. She hesitated
for a long time. Then, her voice so
low Hapwell had to bend over to

- hear, she whispered. “He wouldn’t

learn. Hc—-couldn’t dance.”
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After perusing the following anecdote, we might be persuaded (
to consider some hazards of the push-button era before advocat-

ing the ultimate in automation.

True walk from the bus was al-
ways a long and tiring one for
Henry Bennett. Why he couldn’t
~ get Alice to plan dinner so she’d
be able to pick him up at the bus
stop with the car, he couldn’t un-
derstand, but in the past, every
time he mentioned the subject, 1tJ
brought on an explosion of tcmper]
that would make the dishes in the]
sideboard rattle. Eventually, Hen-
ry had ceased to ask, if only to save
the good Haviland his mother had~
left him.

It scemed unusually cold for the

e

L

would look accidental, with no fin--
ger of suspicion pointing his way.
One night he had even gone so far
as to type out a suicide note and
forge Alice’s signature at the bot-

tom. The only thing that stopped

end of September, Henry thought, . him was the remembrance. of a

as a little shiver went through his
body. Or was’ the chill due to the
-fact that, at the moment, he was
seriously  considering murdering
- his wife?

Over and over thesc past few
months, Henry. had tried to work
out a perfect plan, one where it
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television,show he had seen a week
or soearlier, where the forgery had

‘been discovered and the murderer -

unmasked.

“Damn television, anyway,” he
had thought out loud.. “They use
up all the plots before I can get
around to them.” ’
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Henry sighed as he trudged
wearily up the short flight of steps
to the front door. Now he’d have
to think of something else—again!

He had hardly opened the door
. when Alice.’s voice bellowed from
the kitchen. “I don’t suppese my
luck has changed. No doubt that’s
you, Henry,- and not Rock Hud-
“son.’

Henry closed his eyes, for a mo-
ment as if to control himself. “Yes,

-

it’s only me,” he called back. To:
himself he mumbled, “Better it
should be a werewolf!”

"~ The voice resounded from the
kitchen, “Well, don’t just stand in
the hall. Why don’t you go into the
livingroom and watch television—
for a change!” :

The sarcasm was not lost on

Henry. “Yes, dear,” he sighed.

DOUBLE TROUBLE

He removed his coat and har,
meticulously hung them in the hall
closet, then picked up a pair of
slippers from the floor, carrying
them with him into the living-
room. o

“What time do you want din-
ner?” the voice asked.

Henry slumped into a large, easy
chair and closed his eyes.

“I said,” the voice went on when
no answer was forthcoming, “what
time do you want dinner?”

“What are we having?”

“What difference does it make
what we’re having? I just want to
know what time you want to eat
it.” Her voicé was annoyed and
shrill.

“I don’t care!” Henry flung back

‘toward the closed kitchen door, let-

ting his temper  get the better of
him.

There was a loud bang, as Aliee
evidently set a pot angrily on the
stove. The kitchen door burst
open and she stood in the door-

“way, glaring at Henry and shaking

a large spoon at him.
“What do you mean, you don’t
care?. 1 spend hours working over
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that lousy stove to make a decent
dinner for you, and you say you
don’t care!”

Through half-closed eyes, Henry
surveyed his wife: the sharp, fea-
tures he had once thought “aqui-
line”; the thin, wispy hair he had
once considered “the mark of good
breeding”; the bony, angular body
and small breasts he had catagor-

ized as “svelte”.

© “Isn't _she lovely!” Henry
thought to himself, then giggled
inwardly. “There she is—Miss
Americal” )

“What are you smirking at?” ~

Alice asked. “Are you laughing at
me?”

chry hadn’t realized he had

smiled. Quickly he assumed a sober
face.
~ “Well, why don’t you say some-
thing?” ,

“I’s getting cold out.”
mumbled. .

Alice stared at him in disgust,
then turned. agam toward the
kitchen. “Dinner in fifteen min-
utes!” The door swung violently
back and forth after her.
-Henry watched the swinging
door, as if it would give him the
answer to his dilemma, but noth-
ing popped into his head. He
picked up the paper on the table
next to him and started to read.

That's when he found it. It was
in the Personal column. Henry. al-
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\
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ways read the Personals, just as he
always read “Dear Agnes” and
“Advice to the Lovelorn”—just to

. see if there were others who suf-

fered as much as he.

It was the fourth ad down, rxght
under the one from “Andy”, who
was looking for his wife. (That
had amused Henry, because he
couldn’t imagine anyone. looking
for a missing wife!) _

The ad started off simply
enough: “Tired of doing your own
housework, but can’t afford a
maid? Need an extra pair of hands
to do- your chores?”

Henry snorted and was about to
skipto the next personal, when one
sentence caught his eye and forced
him to read the ad to the end.

“For a total cost of $3,000 you
can own a lifelong servant! Guar-

anteed to look, act, feel and talk

exactly like a human being. A
beautiful marvel of electronic sci-
ence: Transistorized, with printed
circuits; very few parts ‘ever need
replacing. All workmanship . guar-

-anteed for life. Made to. your indi-

vidual specifications, if desired, for
slight additional cost. Must be seen
to be appreciated!™ b
The name of the company and

the address seemed to jump from
the small print at Henry:

Humanoids, Inc.

117 N. Pike St,,

Los Angeles, Calif.
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- At lunch time the following day,

Henry made his way toward 117
N. Pike Street. He had even talked
his boss, Mr. Evans, into an extra
hour, pleading a doctor’s appofnt-
ment.

The wind whipped at his coat as
" he turned north on Pike. 111—113
—115—then, there it was—117}

It was a small store sandwiched
between an Italian grocery and a
Chinese laundry. One could have
passed it easily, never noticing the
small, gold letters on the window
that proclaimied it to be the home
of -Humanoids, Inc.

Henry paused a moment outside
the door, trying to see into the in-
terior, but heavy curtains across the
door prevented this, and there wére
no windows.

He took a deep breath, drew
*'himself up, and walked in.

The next month was one of ex-
citing, almost unbearable bliss for
Henry. Even Alice’s constant nag-
ging, complaining and sarcasm
went unnoticed, and; sometimes,
when he appeared engrossed in
television, he contemplated his fu:
- ture—his almost immediate future,

The man at Humanoids, Inc,
. Mr. Carlson, had beén extremely

helpful. Yes,” he had -said, they
could make any kind of Human-
“oid to any specifications. The addi-

tional charge would only be a

DOUBLE TROUBLE

nominal §$500° for a facsimile.

“No, Mr. Bennett,” Mr. Carlsonr
had said, “even though they are ro-
bots, we refer to them as Human-
oids. Yes, Mr. Bennett, we can
make one to look, act, talk and re-
act exactly like you. Yes, Mr. Ben-
nett, I understand what a marvek
ous joke you have in mind. How

- nice that there are people in the:
~world today who can afford such

expensive jokes. No, Mr. Bennett,
we wouldn’t zhink of te]hng Mrs.
Bennett!” o
Henry- spent each launch hour
during the next month at Human-
oids, Inc., while they tested his
skin and hair for texture and color-
ing; measured his height, weight,
shoulders, arm length, leg length;
waist, hands, fingers; counted the
number of crow’s feet around his
eyes; measured the exact drop of
his double chin, and took tape. re-
cordings of his voice, including his
pet expressions, sweai words, idi-
oms, and any slight trace of dialect -
he might have. Nothing was left

unmeasured, untested or_ unre-
corded. o
. Finally,  reams of notes and

sheaves of equations were ready to
be fed into the computer for a final
and perfect formula which would
eventually become ‘the -identical
twin to Henry Bennett. .

On the night before he was to
pick up Henry, Junior (as he fond-
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ly referred to his purchase) Alice
was particularly unbearable.

“Oh, to be finally rid of this
woman!” Henry sighed. .
 After Alice had registered her
last complaint of the day, vented her
last criticism of Henry, and conse-
quently run‘out of conversation,
she went quickly to her bedroom
and retired, much to Henry’s re-
lief. He had many things to do,
and he needed her out of the way.

He went to the cellar and looked
over the set of luggage he had re-
cently bought and had packed
while Alice was asleep. Everything
was ready. He need only pick up
Henry, Junior the next day, depos-
it him in the house while Alice
was at her bridge club, pick up his
luggage, head for the bank and
empty the safe deposit box of the
$10,000 in joint savings, board the
S.S. KYOTO, sailing to the Orient,
and . .. relax!

He chuckled in anticipation, and
wondered how long it would be
before Alice would realize she was
living with a robot, and not the
real Henry. He also wondered
HOW . she would find out.

“Maybe he’ll blow. a transistor,”
Henry mused, then laughed audi-
bly as he visualized the look on
Alice’s face when she saw smoke
coming from Junior’s ears,

It was difficult on Vt‘he following
112

morning for Henry to assume the
duties of a routine holiday, but he
knew that, if he didn’t, Alice might
get suspicious. 'He took the rake
from the garage and began raking
up the leaves that were falling
more and more every day. -

He glanced at his watch: 12:20!
Alice would be leaving any minute
now for the Woman’s Club and
that bunch of cackling hens she
played cards with every week. He
had no sooner checked  the time,.
when the door opened and Alice
came rapidly out, fastening her -
coat around her.’

“Marguerite is picking me up any
minute,” she said as she crossed to
him. “Now, don’t forget to light a
fire under the pressure cooker
about 5:30, and you can peel about
four potatoes and have them ready . '
when'I get home, and put them in
a pot of water with some salt or
they’ll turn black.” -

“Yes, dear,” Henry said meekly,
but this time the meekness was
only pretended. Inside, he was
glowing with a superior strength,
and only the knowledge that this
would be the last time he'd.ever see

- her again kept him from retorting.

A car pulled up to the curb. Hen-
ry turned toward the car and
waved to the fat woman inside as
Alice moved quickly toward the
passenger side. :

“And don’t forget to do the
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shopping,” Alice said while get-
ting into the car. “No sense in
making Marguerite go out of her
way to pick me up if you’re not
going to use the -car to do the
. shopping.” She slammed the door
shut. “The list and the money is on
the kitchen table. See if you can get
it right this time!”

Henry was about to answer her,
but when he saw the window go-
ing up, he knew she couldn’t hear
him. He merely mouthed “Drop
dead!”, knowing that the smile on
his face would prevent her from
reading his. lips.

The car started moving into the
street and Henry was alone. He
leaned on the rake for a moment,
then turned toward the garagé.

Soon, dressed in a new serge suit
Alice did not know hé had bought,
his luggage packed neatly in the
trunk of the car, Henry was driv-

ing carefully toward 117 N. Pike

Street.

Henry, Junior was ready as
promised, and Henry * was - as-
. tounded at the first sight of him. It
was -as though he were looking
into a full length mirror at his own
reflection. When Junior spoke, it
was like hearing himself. And

when Junior moved and walked, it

was like, watching himself in a
“home movie. .

Mr. Carlson at Humanoids, Inc.,
seemed as pleased with the result as

DOUBLE TROUBLE

Henry, and he:was even more
pleased when Henry gave him a
check for $3,500.

As Henry stood in awe of the

creation, Mr. Carlson turned to his

secretary, who had stepped quietly
up to him, and handed her the
check. “Take care of this, please,
Miss Pilcher.”

“Yes, sir.” The girl took the
check and headed toward the door
to the inner office. ,

Carlson turned back to Henry.
“Pleased, Mr. Bennett?”

“Oh, yes . ..yes...” Henry -
stammered. “He’s . . . he’s much
more than I had expected. It’s . . .
it’s'. . . unbelievable!” .

“I knew you'd like him,” Carl-
son beamed benignly, almost pa-
ternally..

Henry finally tore his eyes away
from his- duplicate. and addressed
Carlson. “Can I take him home
with me now ?”

“Certainlyl” Carlson gushed,
“Miss Pilcher will be back with
your receipt and guarantee in a
moment.” ‘ )

. At-which point Miss Pilcher. sud-
denly appeared from the office and
crossed hurriedly to Mr. Carlson.
Henry didn’t catch what she sai(i,
because her voice was low and, it
seemed to Henry, a trifle agitated.
When she had finished, she made a
hasty retreat into the confines of

the office and closed the door.
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Carlson turned toward Henry.
“Mr. Bennett . ..” he began. He
cleared his throat as-if searching
for the right words. -

“Is something wrong?”
asked, . ° .

Carlson’s chest puffed out like a
pouter pidgeon “The amount of
the check, sir. You made it out for
$3,500.”

Henry

Henry was puzzled. Well isn't

that right?”

Carlson  smiled. “Not exactly

The amount should have been -

$5,500. You see, that includes . . .”
Henry was furious. “This is out-
rageous! You quoted me $3,500,
And that's all I'm going to pay!”
“You don’t understand Mz,
Bennett.”

“I understand, all right,” Hen-

ry cut in. “You’re trying to clip me
for an extra $2,00_0. I don’t have

that kind of money—I'd have to
cash in my securities to meet that
pricel”

“You mean Snow Flake Mlnmg
and Morganthau Uranium?” Carl-
son asked quietly.

Henry’s astonishment was sec-
ond only to the strange uneasiness
he felt in his stomach. A

“Yes . ... but how did you
know?” _

“That’s what I've been trying to
tell you,” Carlson said in exasper-
ation. “That’s what was used ‘as
the down payment on Model
54738—theres still $2, 000 ‘due on
lt ” .

“What's Model 54738?” Henry
asked, the feeling in his stomach .
growing. .

“Model 54738, Carlson replied
smoothly, “is the replica we made
of your wife'. .. last April.”
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One generally invests in insurance as security for his loved ones; ( ‘
however, greed may induce the hallucination thas it is a lottery Y

wherein a fortune lies.

MAURI‘CE OweN sat alone in the
~livingroom of his home, the drapes
drawn, dulling the room’s bright-
ness with dark shadows. He leaned
back in the reclining chair and
thought. It had been perfect. He

"/

knew it had been perfect because
he possessed the absolutely indis-
pensable characteristic necessary to
execute such a plan. And the char-
acteristic was patience.

Maurice admitted that the insur-




ance company had been slow about
making a final.settlement, but he
was safe, perfectly safe. He let his
mind go over those critical hours,
partly to assure himself and partly
to please himself, because in addi-
tion to being patient, Maurice was
gratified by his own cleverness. .

He had taken the insurance pol-
icy on Norma, his wife, and his
three children. He remembered
discussing the policy “with Abe
Burroughs, the salesman, an old
family friend.

“I'd like to have at least fifty
thousand-on_them,” Maurice had
said.

Abe had appeared plcased at
first, then his stubby fingers tapped

the papers on his desk thought-.
fully. Maurice watched him tap- -

ping. Abe was not a patient man.
He was nervous and
“That’s quite a bit,”
slowly.

“I want to be covercd Maurlce
insisted. '

“l was thinking, Maurice . ..
you know the premiums on that
much insurance run pretty hlgh »

“SO;”

“So . .. well, Maurice, do you
think . you .can afford that much??

“P'll just have to afford it. I want
to be covered. You know how well

Abe said

I am insured myself. If 1 were.’

killed, my wife would never have
to lift a finger. She’s taken care of.
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anxious."

So I want to give myself the same
protection. If something happened
to my wife, I'd have the children
to raise. I'd have to hire somebody
to care for them Its only good
sense.”

“Yes, 1 agree,” Abe said, trying,
painfully to make his point, “but I
was thinking about your salary.”

“Well, after all, Abe,” Maurice
said, feigning offense. ..

“Im sorry. If we weren’t such
good friends, it would be easier.

- The truth is, Maurice, you can'’t af-

ford to make paymients like that.
They are too high.”

Maurice laughed, a dry bitter
laugh. “I' thought “you were the -
salesman,” he said.

Abe colored about the neck.
“Sure . .. but if you take on too
heavy a load and fail to pay a-pre-
mium, where does that leave you?” -

“Don’t worry about the pay-
ments, Abe. I know my budget. I
wouldn’t try something I couldn’t
handle. Just write the fifty thou-

.sand and I'll meet the premiums.”

Abe shrugged, his conscience ap-

"parently relieved.

The months passcd Nobody
would ever know how hard it had
been to keep up those payments.
He planned to make them for at
least six months before he took care
of Norma and the children.

It was a tight squeeze, but finally
he made it, and without a penny to. .
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spare. Seven months. Seven long,
patient months!

Then Maurice had looked for a
way to do it. It had to be perfect.
At last he hit upon the scheme. He
thought it over carefully, analyzing
each detail. Then he made his play.

Maurice got his last one hundred
dollars together and gave it to
Norma. He told her to take a trip
to Oklahoma City and do some
shopping. He told her he’d man-
aged to save some money and he
wanted her to dress up. Maurice re-
membered Norma's face when he
told her.'She was delighted, unable
to conceal ‘her excitement. One
hundred bucks wouldn’t buy much
up there, but it would buy a dress,
and something for the kids.

“Make a day of it,” Maurice said.
“Take the kids with you and look
around. I'll make reservations at a
motel T know about. You can
spend the night and come back the
next day, or whenever - you re
broke.” :

“Maybe Margaret would like to
go,” Norma suggested. Margaret
Thomas was their neighbor: Mau-
rice had to be careful. He thought
about it a moment.

“Sure,” he said, “why don’t you
ask her?” '

Norma had asked Margaret, but
the neighbor couldn’t get away. So
Maurice called a cab that morning,
kissed his wife at the cab in view of

ROUND TRIP

the neighbors, hugged each of his
three children. Maurice did not see
them alive again. - '

As soon as the bus left, Maurice
called the store and told the per-
sonnel manager that he had a- ter-
rible chill and was going to the
doctor’s office to get, some medi-.
cine.

" Maurice went to the doctor, He
complained of an ache in the small
of his back, a general feeling of
weakness, hot and cold flashes. The
doctor recorded that Maurice had
no temperature. Maurice rubbed
his head and sighed. “I guess I'll
try to go on to work.” :

“l wouldn’t,” the doctor said.
“The fever will probably come in a
few hours. It’s a virus that acts this
way. I'm giving you a prescription
and sending you home. And don’t
leave the house undil this breaks
up.. You call me if you don’t feel
better.”

“But my job . ..” Maurice said.

“I'll have the nurse call your
boss.”.

“Thanks,” Maurice said smiling.
“That will help.”

Dutifully Maurice filled the pre-
scription and went . home.
stayed inside all day, answering the
phone twicé. One call was from
his boss. The other was a check-
up by the doctor’s nurse. .

When it was dark, Maurice
opened the garage doors, backed
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the car out quietly, then closed the

doors. He drove to a station at the:

outskirts of town. There he had

the tank filled with gasoline and °

had the oil changed when_the at-
tendant told him the oil was low
and dirty. Maurice drank a coke
inside the station while the car was
being serviced.

The car ready, Maurice drove to
Oklahoma City. It was late when
he arrived. He knew the motel
unit his wife occupied, because he
had made the reservation himself.
_ Maurice parked the car and crept
to the-rear of the motel carrying
two small tins of lighter fluid.

He pressed his head against the
wall. He heard no sound. Then he
carefully poured the fluid, not only
on the unit occupied by -his family,
‘but along the entire side of the
motel. Maurice used his cigarette
lighter to start the blaze. He crept

away, careful to make no foot-

prints.

When he reached his car, the
flames were almost to the roof of
the wooden structure. He heard no
screams. Inside, the occupants slept.
It had been perfect. When the
alarm was sounded, it would be
too late. Maurice climbed into his
* car and drove carefully back to the
small town in southwest Okla-
homa. ‘

It was almost three hours later

when he arrived. He turned off the
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lights of the car and rolled down-
the drive. After he opened the ga-
rage doors, he eased the car into the
garage. He closed the doors quietly
and-went into the house. Carefully
he put away his clothes and went
to bed. !

It was nearly dawn when the
telephone rang. Maurice was lying
awake, smoking a_cigarette..-He let
the phone ring seven times before
he answered. He spoke as though
he had been sleeping. “Hello.”

“This is Oklahoma. .City Police
Department calling Mr. Maurice
Owen, please.”

“Yes,” Maurice brlghtened “this
is Mr. Owen.”

“Mr.,,Owen,” the_ voice said sob-
erly, “this is Captain Parker. I'm
afraid 1 have some very bad news
for you.” )

“Bad news . .. has something

happened?” he cried.
"~ “Your wife and children' were -
burned to death early this morning
in a motel fire. We have just made
identification.”

“No,” Maurice screéamed.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Owen. There
wasn’t a chance.” ‘

Maurice wept skillfully, and per-
haps he really did weep. It had
been a long and exhausting ordeal.
Now it was over.

Local people had come, in great
bee-like swarms, clamoring over
him, spreading small- town com-
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fort upon him, easing his. great
loss. His. boss told him to take
. his time, not to set a date to come
“back to work.

The eyes of sympathy were upon

him. The grocer refused payment

for a delivery of food. They were
like that in a small town.
And now Maurice’s wife had
been in her grave for nearly two
.weeks. All that remained was the
insurance settlement. So perfect. So

very perfect. Patience, that was it.

Maurice pitied the stupidity of the
petty thieves, the crude armed rob-
bery attempts. All of them so child-
ishly immature. You did it once.
Only once, and you got all' you
needed. Then you retired. One big
job. Maurice smiled and poured
himself a small drink.

He heard the -car outside and
moved to the window. A cab was
. stopped in front of the house. He
saw a man in a brown suit and
matching Hhat inside the window.
When the man paid the driver, he
turned toward the house. It was
Abe Burroughs. The payoff. Mau-
rice watched from the window -as
Abe came up the porch steps. He
heard the knock.

Maurice opened the door He
kept his voice soft, as though
drained of all life, all desire to live.
“Come in, Abe,” he said.

He watched Abe cross the room,
then he closed the door..

ROUND TRIP

“I'm a mess,™ he said. “I haven’t
been out since . ..”

“I understand,” Abe sald

Maurice rubbed his jaw, felt the
growth of beard and looked apolo-
getically at the little man in the

" brown suit.

“You know, of course, that I'm
sorry this happened. As a friend, I
mean,” Abe said. ,

Sure, you little jerk. You're sorry
because your company got took for
fifty .grand. You're so sorry you
could cry.

“Yes . .
softly. _

“Do you know how it hap-
pened? I mean the details?” Abe
asked.

“No....I.read the newspa-
pers. It just said that the place
started to burn sometime in the
night and that everybody got out
but...”

“That’s right. That’s what puz-
zled us. Apparently the fire start-
ed in your wife’s unit. But she
didn’t smoke and -the place was.

thanks,” Maurice said

_heated by a large unit that con-

trolled the entire wing. We could-
n’t find any cause to start the fire.
No oily rags, no open flame .

it's difficult to ﬁgure how it start—
ed.”

Maunce stud1ed the little man
carefully. Abe was trying to say
something. They damned sure had-
n’t found anything. If they _had,
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they’d have sent the police, not the
insurance adjustor. But the com-
pany wasn’t happy the way it hap-
pened. Too bad. They couldn’t
prove a thing. They were smart,
maybe, but not that smart, and not

that patient, Maurice thought, as-

~ he watched the nervous.tapping of
Abe’s finger on the arm of the
chair.
“Did the chlldren play w1th
matches?” Abe asked. «
“No ... we were always care-
ful about t'hat.“Besides, the paper
said the fire
" around . midnight. What would
they be doing playing with matches
at that hour? And if they were
awake, they could have escaped.”
-~ Maurice closed his mouth. He
felt his heart beating in his chest,
an almost painful throbbing. Was
he saying too much? Was he trying
too hard to make it appear an ac-
cident? He couldn’t afford to do
that. =
“All T know is that my world
ended in that fire,” he said, switch-
ing the conversation to an emo-
tional level, escaping the factual
analysis.
“Yes. .
tragedy.”
Maurice watched. the httle man’s
eyes. They were shifting as if on
bearings. Abe suspected something,
. but he didn’t have a thing to
grasp. Maurice knew that all his
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started somewhere:

.. Abe 'saidf “Te 'Was a-

financial dealings had been al-
ready checked to determine if he
were in debt, which he wasn’t.

And now, with every possible
angle checked, Abe was there to
give in, admitting that they could
find no wrong, but bearing an at-
titude suggesting that although
they found no evidence, they were
not satisfied. They were going to
give him the money, but they want-
ed him to know that they weren’t
happy and they wanted him to
know also that they hoped -he’d
choke on that wad of cash. Settle
down. Just be patient a little while
longer>

“The doctor said you had the flu
before the fire. You feelmg all right
now?” Abe asked.

“Yes.  Life goes on, I guess,
Maurice said.

“What will you do now, Mau-
rice?” Abe asked, his eyes probing.

“Go back to work. What else?”
Maurice answéred. You dummy.
You didn’t think I'd be stupid
enough to throw a big spree, did
you? No. I'll be back at the men’s

“store for another six months. I'll be

around letting people feel sorry for
me. There will be a few widows
rubbing against me in the store,
looking ready and available, but
I won’t be interested. Then, when
it's all but forgotten, I'll leave town
quietly. Me and my fifty grand.
“I see,” Abe said.
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“This is my home,” Maurice
said, “and that’s my job. There’s
nothing else to do but go back to
work.”

Abe shrugged.” “Well . . . you
know I'm’ sorry. By the way, we
have some papers to sign down-
town. Do you feel hke coming
down?”

Maurice rubbed his face “I'm a
mess, Abe.”

“Shave, why don’t you. I'll call a
-cab. The company is ready to set-
e

Maurice said, “All right. T'll
clean up. We might as well take my
car. It’s in the garage. Then I can

‘drive - home. Might even ride
around. I haven’t been out since
the . ..”

“I understand.” -

Maurice pitched the keys to Abe.
“While I shave, why don’t you try
to start the car? It might not start.
I haven’t driven it since the day be-
fore Norma and the kids . . .”

Abe took the keys and left. Mau-
rice smiled and sighed. He kept
the big word foremost in his mind.
Patience. He made it

He lathered his face and scraped
the whiskers away. He had nearly
finished when Abe came back into
the house.

- “Did it start?” Maurice asked
from the bathroom.

“No. . . . May I use the phone?”

“Phone?”

ROUND TRIP

“Yeah. ... T'll get
here to look at the car.”

somebody

" “Go ahead,” Maurice said.

“That’s what happens to them
when they aren’t driven. When did
you say you drove it last?” Abe
asked.

“The day before the fire. It’s
been in the garage all that time. I'll
bet it’s covered with dust too.”

Maurice” did' not hear Abe an-
swer. He heard Abe’s voice speak-
ing into the phone instead.

“Operator . . .'give me the po-
lice department,” Abe said.

Maurice dropped the razor and
came into the room frowning. Abe
sat in a chair, staring at him indif-
ferently. “Police?” Maurice- asked.

“That’s right, Maurice.”

“Have some kids been fooling
around with the car?”

Abe did not answer him. He be-
gan to talk into the phone. “This
is Abe Burroughs,” he said, “and
I'm at 912 North Live Oak at the
residence of Maurice Owen. 1
think you had better send a patrol
car out here for Owen. Suspicion
of murder. I've been investigating
for an insurance company.” Abe
hung up the phone. “Theyll be
here in a few minutes. Why don’t
you sit down; Maurice?”

“Abe, are you crazy?”

“I don’t think so.”

Maurice was breathless, unable'to

believe what he had heard. Suspi-
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cion of murder. It was impossible.
“Why do you say a thing like that,
Abe? Havent 1 been through
enough?” _

“You want to know?”

“Of course. You can’t just go
around accusing-people . . .”

“All right, Maurice. When 1
opened the door of the car, I no-
ticed a sticker on the inside of the
door recording an oil change. The
sticker bears the date that your wife
and children died in’the fire. It'also
records the reading on the speed-
ometer at the time the oil was
changed. The present reading
shows that the car has been driven
three hundred and fifteen miles
since the oil was changed. How
did that reading change if you

-didn’t drive the car since the day
before your wife’s death? Can you
tell me that?”

“No—I can’t tell you. There’s no
lock on-the garage. The car could
have been taken.”

“But you were here all the time.

You would have noticed.” ’
- “Not if I was asleep. T forgot
about changing the oil. I did do
that, but I didn’t drive the car any-
where but back here.”

“Do you know how far it is to
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getting close.”

- -

Oklahoma City?” Abe persisted.

Maurice shrugged uncomforta-
bly. “No—I've never thought about
it.”

“It’s one hundred and ﬁfty-three
miles. A round trip would come to.
three hiindred and six miles. That’s

“Abe . .. Abe, are you trying
to accuse me of murder on that?”

“Yes.” _ :

- Something in that inflexible voice
jabbed terror through Maurice. In
spite of himself, his voice was
shrill. :

“But I was home sick! The doc-
tor will tell you—" -

- Abe cut in softly. 4“_The doctor

told us. So did Margaret Thomas,
your neighbor. When she saw you
come home from work early, she
guessed -you -were sick. And with
Norma away, she did the neighbor-
ly thing and came over that eve-
nmg to see what she could do for -

you.”
Abe didn’t need to spell it out.
Margaret would have come

through the back door that they
never locked . ..

Maurice was a patient man, but
the police wouldn’t keep him wait-
ing. .
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Accidents are compounded from conflicting elements, and often (

-

the most explosive discord emerges from the psychological

- ambiguity emanating from a connubial exigency.
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StricRLAND swung her

blue car off the highway and

onto the white sand of the en-
trance” drive. Stopping abruptly in
. front of her low, white, board and
batten home, she ground the gears
a little getting into reverse. Cran-
ing her plump neck out of the win-
dow to avoid the ancient, moss
draped live oak on the far side of

the drive, she negotiated a tight-

turn and inched backward toward

NO PLACE LIKE HOME

B

O ——a = B
J- Michael. K@My
the unadorned front door of the
house. Only when the bumper
scraped the brick steps did she set
the brake. o
Slipping out from under- the
wheel, she moved quickly to the
trunk and began struggling with
a bulky, blanketencased object
_which proved to be several inches
longer than her own five feet four
inch height. Dragging her elon-
- gated bundle gingerly onto the

123



porch, she encountered some - trou-
ble with the screen door, but the
inner door was easier, and Clara
sighed with relief as she kicked it
shut. She rested with her shrouded
burden propped upright against
the wall.

She was still catching her breath

when she realized that she was not
alone. A quick glance over her
shoulder found the half-hooded
but watchful brown eyes of Duke,
a massive black Labrador retriev-
er. The dog was watching her, but
his master was not.

Ernst Strickland, her husband,
sat on the red Morrocan hassock

with a shotgun across his knees’

and a cleaning kit open on the floor
beside him. When thus occupied,
he seldom looked up. Hunting was
a great passion with him, and the
care of his guns he considered a
proper part of it. -

Clara was annoyed. She did not -

like dogs in the livingroom. In
fact, she did not like dogs at all.
But she had bagged her prize, and
she wanted to show it. Her fingers
itched to snatch off the twine and
uncover it with a flourish.

She said, “I'm home.” .

Ernst grunted and glanced up.
His eyes flickered over the impos-
ing parcel and back down to hlS
cleaning rod.

Clara looked at Ernst sitting
there with the overhead-light shin-

ing down on ‘his silver hair and
tanned forchead. Even at fifty-eight
he was a fine figure of ‘a man,
handsome in his plaid shirt, khaki

trousers and loafers. He was all a

woman could ask for: intelligent,
charming, and well-equipped with
both income and leisure.

You're all a woman could want,
she thought, except for one thing.
You've got no soul. Down deep
inside, Ernst, you’re as insensitive
as those wooden ducks you're for-
ever redecorating.

. No matter how long she was

gone, no matter how grand the
prize, -he only glanced and grunt-
ed. He didn’t complain—at least,
not often. He just ignored. The
research, the bargaining, the whee-
dling, meant nothing to him. He

didn’t even try to understand the
fever that sent her out again and

again looking, hoping, yearning.
Clara’ cut off the old familiar
train of thought. She set her teeth
and, without even bothering to re-
move her coat, hauled her burden

in terse silence through the living- -

room and into the adjoining den.

There she paused to catch her-

breath, then tugged it grimly to the

rear of the house and into her’
" workshop.

In the workshop, she laid her
cumbersome parcel gently on the
floor and took off her coat. Then
she unwrapped it. As the light fell
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full upon it, she stepped back and
gripped her hands across her am-
ple bosom. The hard lines in her
features softened. After all these
years, she had found zAe shaving
stand.

.The stand was a marvel, and
age was only a part of it. The three
distinctly irregular mirrors were
surely cut from some earlier piece
and were, without a doubt, pre-
" colonial French. The balancing
marble stands, each quite different
from the others, had been selected
to blend with the woods encasing
them. And the wood itself was al-
most a study in early American
carpentry. Here, discovered in a
ramshacklé mountain cabin and
bought for a song, was the work of
some unknown genius with the in-
spiration and skill to collect and
fashion a work, not only reflecting
eighteenth century colonial crafts-
manship at its best, but_pointing
back to even earlier periods‘, for
the
tiques at the moment of their in-
corporation,

A missing foot repaired, some
refinishing, an acid bath -cleaning
on the marble, and it would ring
down the curtain at any antique
show in the Southeast. Clara. felt
her eyes moisten at the thought
of the long history of the piece,
and her heart skipped a beat in
anticipation of showing it to some
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mirrors were certainly an--

of the ambitious local collectors..

“Any chance for supper to-
night?” Ernst’s voice came rum-
bling into the workshop and broke
the spell.

“I'm going to be busy tonight.
Why don’t you run out and grab a
steak P”

Clara didn’t hear Ernsts damn,
-but she didn’t have to. She knew
Ernst and she knew that soft but
emphatic comment from long ex-
perience. She did hear the door
slam and hoped that her husband
had taken the dog along.

" Clara tried to recapture her
mood, but she couldn’t. The frus-
tration had settled in once more.
She tried to shake it as she wan:
dered into the den looking for a
place to display her prize after she
refinished it. But the dissatisfaction
increased as she realized that all of
the good spots were already filled.
She would have to move some-
thing, and then she would be left -
with the problem of where to put
.the thing she had moved. =

This house is just wrong. Too
much like a hunting lodge. Even
with the new room and the work-
shop. it's still :makeshift. ‘A big
house, with high ceilings, remod-
eled and restored . . . It was a fa-
vorite dream with her. 4 place .
where antiques fit without cram-
ming.

Clara remembered the old farm-
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house in the Shenandoah Valley
and the big gray stone place they
had looked at outside of Asheville.
Once again she realized how she
despised her home. And she de-
spised Ernst for making her live in
it. With their income, they could
live anywhere they chose. But, no,
he had to come down here because
the hunting was better.

So they had sat in the muggy
low country weather just out of
Beaufort, South Carolina, while he
hunted deer and duck and quail,
and let his smelly retriever wander
through the house while his pair of
pointers. yipped and yowled in the
backyard.

. Worst of all, there weren’t any
antiques to be found. Too many
snoopy . Marine wives wandering

around while their husbands were’

on duty at Parris Island. She had-
n’t made a decent local find the
whole time they had been here.
The shaving stand was no excep-
-tion. It took a trip clear up into
the mountains of North Carolina
to find it. The thought of other
treasures just lying about up there
nearly drove her to distraction.

- She. wandered back into the
workshop and stood there, struck
once more by the rare beauty and
poignant history of the stand
which had managed to survive so
long amid the insults and abuses
of the ignorant and the insensitive,
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For~a moment she wondered if
even Ernst might be captured by
its .

“No, he won’t make jokes about
you! I won’t let him!” The muscles
in her jaw tightened for a moment.

Clara stepped into the living-
room and took down the Winches- .
ter Pump. It ‘was the shotgun that
Ernst had been working on, and
that meant it was the one he would -
be using when he went out after
duck in the morning. Carrying it

“into her workshop, she laid it

carefully on the littered table and
picked up a_ large can of plastic
wood. A second trip into the liv-
ingroom produced the ramrod. It
required only a few minutes to
pack a generous portion of the
yellowish goo securely into the
barrel and return both rod and
weapon to.their customary places.

Whatever had once been theirs,
Ernst had worn out with his in-
sensitivity to the deep needs of her
soul. To hold her in a place she
hated, to torment her with the
smell of dogs and gun &il was bad
enough but to scorn her love of
the old and the beautiful. . ..
She thought of the-jokes he had
made, and knew that she was do-
ing what had to be done.

Over coffee the next morning,
she reviewed the thing. Ernst had
left before dawn to hunt alone.
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He would go by boat into the
black coldness of the marshy back-
water. The plastic wood would
have set, and the high powered
shell ought to. . . . With his stand-
ing in a floating blind to fire, cer-
tainly the gun—and maybe Ernst
too—would go over the side and
sink.

Even if the gun was somehow
found. . .. She got up, took a
couple of shotguns and the clean-
- ing kit down from the walnut rack
and out into her workshop. She
set them on her work table and
opened the can of plastic wood.
Guns, rod and open can lay there
together.

If worse comes to worst, it
might still look like an accident,

She was glad. she had wiped the
gun clean of fingerprints. It oc-
curred to her-also that it might be
wise to call Harriet and check on

the time—just in case it ever came.

.to-that.

The chat with Harriet was
pleasant and her calmness rather
amazed Clara. She'd never imag-
ined herself to be made of such
steady stuff. Nor had she imagined
in .advance the sense of relief that
came with the idea that she was
forever rid of “Mighty Nimrod
Strickland”. Pleasant visions rose
up of a restored farmhouse in the
valley in- Virginia with large rooms
and high ceilings and fellow col-
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lectors coming and going. She was
still in the midst of these appealing
premonitions when Ernst walked
into the kitchen.

Clara’s lungs seemed to ‘collapse
like punctured balloons. She strug-
gled to inflate them as she stared
first into her husband’s ‘gray eyes,

‘and then down at the gun dan-

gling in his left hand. =~ . ».

“Do you know,” Ernst asked,
propping the gun in a corner and -
dropping onto the stool across the -
counter from her, “what happened
to me today?”

“TI...No.I...”

“After all these months of work-
ing that same hole, the current de-
cided that it was stronger than my
weights and pulled the whole
blessed set of decoys right on out
and down the river. Hundreds of
ducks and not one damn shotl”
He came out of his coat and
kicked off his boots. “Any coffee
left?”

Clara poured a cup without an-
swering. She was still . having
trouble with her breathing. Ernst
didn’t seem to notice. They had
long since glven up paying much
attention to each other except
when irritated beyond the point of
containment. ‘

Clara left him. with his coffee

,and the morning paper and, hur-

riedly dressing, slipped out the
back door. She wanted time to
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collect herself. She felt rattled and
afraid and disappointed and, for

‘the first time, a little guilty. She

wasn't sure that she had the stom-
ach for sitting it out a second time.

Ernst was asleep when she got
home. The gun still stood in the
corner and the boots still lay on

the floor where he had dropped -

them that morning. Looking at
the ominous silhouette of wood
and metal, she made her decision.
She would tell him the whole

story and ask for a divorce. It was

-not pity, nor any essential change
~of heart. It was just that she had

lost confidence in her ability to
murder him.

An hour later, as Clara was
working busily in the shop and
planning for the confrontation, she
heard Ernst’s car start. She ran to
the door but was too late. Thor-
oughly disgusted with herself for
having let him slip out before she
could settle matters, she glared at
the red hassock and resigned her-
self to waiting.

At seven, Ernst was still not

back. She called Harriet and can-
celed out on the bridge club, plead-
ing allergy trouble.

It was eight-fifteen when -she
heard the sound of Ernst’s big sta-
tion wagon pulling up to the back
door. As he walked through thé
kitchen, she rehearsed her open-

128

- _riet’s,
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ing statement. She watched Ernst
stop in the doorway and look
down at her. He grinned.

“Well, 'm glad to see you. I
thought you were going to Har-

Clara was disconcerted by the
grin. Ernst didnt normally grin
at her, and it had been a long time

‘since he had said he was glad to

see her. “I canceled out. I didn’t
feel up to it. I- wanted to talk to
you anyway, and I missed you this
afternoon . . .”

Ernst kept on grinning as he
said, “I hadn’t really expected to
talk to you tonight, but I'm glad I
can. I’s much better this way.”

“You wanted to talk to me?”
Clara felt uneasy.

“Yes,” Ernst said over his shoul-
der as he stepped back into the
kitchen. “It’s a little matter about
a shotgun.”

Clara opened her mouth but
nothing came out. Telling him
was one thing, but being found out
was another.  She watched him
walk over to the hassock with the
hanging natwrally in ‘the
crook of his arm. “Ernst, I...”

Ernst looked at her 'with a trace
of grim amusement at the corners
of his mouth, but his eyes were
and ~cloudy. “I just
wanted you. to know how I felt
about it.” - :

“I know how you must feel, and
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I... But she was interrupted.
" “Know. How could you know?
Youre too busy with your pre-

cious pile of junk to know any-

thing. Chairs you can’t sit on, ta-
bles you can’t eat on, I'm sick to
death of it. I've smelled old dust
ti] I can’t stand it.”

“Ernst!”

You go around ‘moaning about
my having old Duke in the living-
room. Did it ever occur to you
that you've thrown every one of
‘'my trophies out of the den and
turned it into a junk dealer’s
dream? A new room is not
enough. A new room and a work-
shop is not enough. It’s got to be

the new room and the workshop

and the den and the hall—and
then you whine because I make
my last stand squatting on a has-
sock in the middle of the hvmg-
room floor!

“You’ve got so much turpentine
on the brain that you've forgotten
- the one antique around here that
 really counts, the one that pays the
bills. I refer, my dear, to your
long-suffering, fed-up, antiquated
husband who’s going to clean
house, make a big bonfire, hang
~ deer heads on the walls, and have
dogs all over the damn place just
as soon as he gets one detail out of
the way.”

“Ernst, I ...

“Pm - going to kill you, Clara,
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love. Gonna put a load of shot
right through you at close range
—and I'm going to live to enjoy '
cleaning house after I do it.”
Clara watched the gun swing up
and level. It seemed to move so
slowly. Her brain seemed to move
with it, ever so slowly. It couldn’t
be real, and yet the horror came

‘pounding home with every beat

of the "throbbing pulse in her
‘throat.
“Ernst, I'm sorry. I didn’t mean
- Really, I was going to tell
you ...”

“Don’t be pathetic, Clara. What
were you going to tell me? That

.you were going to quit dragging

in old relics and start acting like a
wife? Or were you going to tell
me that you've decided to take up
duck hunting with me, like you
used to in those far off honey-
moon days before you found your
real true love?” .

Suddenly it ‘dawned on Clara
that Ernst did not know about the
gun at all. It was not vengeance.

He's killing me for the same
reason 1 tried to kill him. 4

Ernst rose and backed toward
the kitchen door.

“You can’t]” she choked out as
she struggled to her feet. “You
don’t understand!”

“I understand,” he said cover-
ing her as she rose. .“But you
don’t. And it’s too late for long
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* His voice was calm,

”
.

rexplanations.

“Tt won’t work, Ernst, T .

“Oh, yes it will,” 'he broke in.
'“Better than I expected. I planned
ito do it later tonight and explain
that I mistook you for a prowler,
‘but this way is even better. You
aren’t even supposed to be here.
You’re supposed to be at Harriet’s.
So I come home, hear a noise, pick
up a gun and snap shoot. Too late
I discover that it is my beloved
wife, over whom I shall uy to
grieve appropriately”

“Ernst, listen to me! It’s about(

9

the gun. ...

“Oh yes, the gun, Well, I've been
telling folks for weeks that we've
had a prowler and that I'm keep-
ing my gun handy. Don’t you
think that’s real. foresight?”

“I fixred the gun,” Clara heard
herself screaming, “I clogged it, I
fouled it, 1 put plastic wood in the
barrell” :

She saw a shadow of_hesitation
register and, watched his eyes drop
down toward the gun, then he
smiled. “Clara, you amaze me,
'That is positively as ingenious a
stall "as I, ever heard. Very good.

Very good, but why would you

want to plug my gun?”

“l wanted to kill youl” she
sobbed. “Don’t you see?”

“Well, that makes the feeling
quite mutual.” His affected jaunti-
ness made it clear that he did not
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believe her, would only ignore her,
Clara watched the familiar
bronzed finger curl and tighten
around the trigger.” It seemed so
slow. Fear and fascination para-
lyzed her and time seemed to gear
itself down to an almost imper-
ceptible movement. Even as she
brought - up her hands in an in-
stinctive gesture of defense, they
seemed to come floating up,
drawn by some external force.
The spell was broken by the:
pain and the scream. Clara never
knew whether it was her scream
or his, and she never recalled the
sound of the gun at all. The mem-

. ory of the pain and the scream, his

or ~hers or theirs, was the only
thing she carried with her during
the long days in the hospital.

She did not die. Only her hands
were permanently ruined. They.
had been rendered useless by frag-
ments of metal and plastic. Nei-
ther did Ernst die. His" face and
neck were heavily scarred,.but-the
only permanent loss was his eye-
sight. For both of them there were
weeks of hospitalization and, of

.course, questions from the police.

The final decision was long in

coming. But eventually the inves-

tigators agreed that no one would
foul a gun and then fire it. Just as
certainly, no one would foul a
gun and then stand in. front of it.
So it had-to be an accident.
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Remember when the childhood retort, ‘tit-for-tat’, lkzccompanied (
acts of revenge? Similarly, this familiar expression might seem }

applicable here.

B aMEs Woonrow (no one called
him Jim) lived with his mother in
a four room suite on Madison Av-

enue. Here, on the ninth floor of .

their ten story apartment house,
the winter sun always penetrated.
" The building, from the eighth
floor upward, rose quietly and
proudly beyond the reach of lesser,
newer neighbors.  Through the
narrow windows, the sun benignly
scattered its rays over the rubber
plants and philodendrons on the
window sill; but that sun had
risen, according to the widowed
Mrs. Woodrow, expressly to shine
on James. - |

James worshipped his spare, lit-

THE GENTEEL WAY

‘/4

tle mother and she saw to his tea,

“his tailor, his tutor, and his tonsils,
-They spoke very little because, by

the time James was in his sixth
year, the mother had taught the
sop all there was to know about

being a gentleman and,-since this

art composes all of the exigencies
of life, there was really nothing left

- to say. Every morning when James

left at eleven for a constitutional
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stroll clockwise around the block,
he would pause - before drawing

Ve

his umbrella from the” elephant’s-

foor stand and turn about for his
mother’s silent appraisal. This was
generally forthcomlng, the one no-
table exception being Labor Day of
1937 when she said crisply, “James,
the heel of your left shoe is run
down,”
- Thus it was when James was
six, when he was sixteen, and
when- he . was sixty-four, .at which
.time he was suddenly bereft of hlS
mother.
The milieu into which James
« was born did not ask of each other
“What does he do?” Being a gen-
tleman was its own occupation. It
developed, however, that one of the
hazards of this occupation was

that, as the old guard died off,

younger, insufferable fools barged’

into society. Mrs. Woodrow appar-
ently had foreseen this onslaught
and its consequences, and had it in
hand before it erupted. James, at
eight, was taught to play the piano,
and though he never in his life
gave a concert or made a dime at
playing, it nonetheless provided a
means of saving caste. What does
he do? He studies piano.

The big Steinway arrived behind
two spans of matched greys. Since
it could not be hoisted through the
‘tall narrow windows, a crew of
eight strong men edged it through
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the wrought iron. gates of the
house and spent the better part of
three days inching it up the stair-
well to. the ninth floor. It _went eas-
ily enough through the double
doors of the suite. Mrs. Woodrow
said, “Thank you,” curtly to the
crew and immediately set James to
practicing the scales.

James proved to be quite ade-
quate on the oversized piano. Of-
ten he had breakfast, then lunch,
and even dinner served to him at -
the piano. To some of the newer
maids it was a matter  of conjec-
ture whether or not he slept in it

Only twice in his life did ]ames
undertake an extended leave from
his duty. In both cases his mother
gave him her blessing. In his
eighteenth year he matriculated at
Yale where his honor, charm, self-
confidence, and his piano won him
the prerequisite number of friends
while in attendance. Years later,
during the emergency, the army
took him away. An aristocrat is
not discomposed by war. He re-
turned from this experience with
ribbons, a major’s cak leaf, one
calf full of shrapnel, and the mem-
ory of more friends.

Home with mother again, James

found, and kept, things exactly as

they had been before except that he
played the piano for even longer
periods of time and with consider-
able feeling.
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* War and its austerity of rationing
had made but little impression on
Mrs. Woodrow. It was ‘the peace
which followed that overthrew
her.

James, her hero son, was home.
James resumed his clockwise con-
stitutionals -around the block;
James again escorted his mother to
Trinity every Sunday; James, with
a maid'in tow, did the marketing;
James played the piano.

In the first summer of the peace, -

Allied Motors, whose stocks kept
Mrs. Woodrow in comfort, an-

nounced a new policy. They would -

henceforth pay dividends annually
‘instead of quarterly. Old Mrs.
Woodrow neglected to take note of
this letter and James knew nothing
about it. '

About' this time the apartment
building changed hands. One Max
Essig, a slum landlord in a hurry
to get rich, bought the beautiful
“old uptown house. First, Max
raised the rents. Then he dispos-
sessed all tenants in arrears of their
rents. Then he charged those re-
maining for certain ‘improve-
ments’. )

His first major improvement was
a new elevator. The big stairwell
had long since been host to a huge,
but slow old cage of an elevator.
Max wanted a fast new automatic.
This would save him the salary of
an elevator operator. The big old
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gilded birdcage of an elevator came

~down. Some months later a new

elevator, encased in a concrete tow-
er, the walls of which were two
feet thick, filled what was lately .
the route of the big birdcage, and
narrowed the magnificent staircase
by half.

Meanwhile Max had served an
eviction notice to the Woodrows
who, due to their stock dividend
troubles, were for the first time in
their lives short on rent money.

James Woodrow ignored the
rude man’s threats and went on
playing the piano. Then one day,
as James was taking an unusually
long  constitutional  clockwise
around the block, a horde of car-
penters arrived. Before James had
returned they had the large sitting
room partitioned off, from the
long narrow windows to the dou-
ble doors of the foyer. The cool
withering scorn of the thin-lipped
Mrs. Woodrow had been to no
avail on the ham-handed idiots of
the building trades. James re-
turned to find the suite bisected by
a strange, unpainted wall not at all
amenable to the fretwork of the
plaster ceiling. The culprits were
gone. A bag of eight penny com-
mon nails sat on the highly pol-
ished lid of his piano.

James telephoned Max Essig to
inform him that he, the landlord,
had made a dréadful mistake.
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“Mistake!” roared- Max. The
" Woodrows were by now ten days
overdue in their rent and, besides,
Max wanted half the.suite for his
own mother. )

. James, unused to such dreadful
people, politely heard -out Max’s
gutteral screamings, calmly cra-

dled the telephone and sent for his"

attorney.
It was finally agreed that, in
spite of old ‘Mrs. Woodrow’s ill-
ness and attachment to the place,
James should give Max notice and
the Woodrows would find more
suitable quarters on Park Avenue.
James by now had sold enough

of his considerable Allied stock to-

lease a new place and to pay Max
for the remainder of the lease on
the old place. Mrs. Woodrow was
still in bed and, indeed, had not
uttered one word-since the day of
those dreadful carpenters.

.Movers were called in. The fur-
niture was crated, and most of it
already out of the building when

one of the men shouted to James,

“Hey, Mac! You'll never get that
grand pianer out of here.”

‘When James got over the shock
of béing called ‘Mac’, he began to
appreciate the * situation. James
then went. downtown to a hard-
ware store, purchased a length of
measuring tape, and tclephoned
Max’s office. :

When Max arrived, ]ames word-
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lessly led him to the piano, meas-
ured it from top to bottom, from
side to side and once around the
middle. Then, still in offended si-
lence, he measured the bisected
doorway and handed Max the
‘tape.

Max shrugged his shoulders.

“You simply have to tear down
this wall,” said James.

“Look, Buster,” said Max. “It
wouldn’t. make any difference any- -
way. That piano wont go down
the elevator no ways.” )

James, “honorably 1nehg1blc for
the plebian struggles of life, stood -
wide-eyed with disbelief. Max took .
the tape and began measuring the
insides of the new elevator.

“See?” said Max.

]ames saw. “Now
you've done,” he said.

Max rolled up the tape, tossed it
around James Woodrow’s neck
and zipped away: in the new ele- .
vator.

James and hlS motheér, naturally,
made arrangements to stay in the
house, in spite of their cramped
quarters. \,

. “James,” Mrs. Woodrow said
one day, “I am going to dzc ” And
she did.

James took to his new and soli-
‘tary life very well under the cir-
cumstances. His friends were not
" $urprised that he was courteous to

his new neighbor beyond the new

see  what
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wall. They expected him to be a
gentleman under any circum-
stances. :

But when James visited old Mrs
Essig several times each day to
offer his services, some people be-
gan to.shake their heads in won-
der.

“Poor man,” they said.
~ misses his mother.”

There could not have been two

‘(He

persons more. dissimilar than old-

Mrs. Essig and the late Mrs. Wood-
row. Mrs. Essig was a‘jolly old
‘girl, given to obesity and laughter.
“She loved ta cook, but not for her-
self alone. James was at her table
almost every night of the week.

James’ attitude was a mystery to
Max Essig. But whatever else Max
was, he was a very good, if very
busy son. Gladly Max shelled out
for creamed soups, liver pastes,
baked potatoes, sour cream, steaks,
caviar -and wines by the gross.
When, on his rare visits to his
mother, he saw that James was at
least bringing along the desserts,
Max nodded approvingly.

In addition, almost every hour
James would send gl?xt,_ﬁor eclairs,
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cheese cake, pounds of cream-filled
chocolatés and malted milks for
old Mrs. Essig.

This went on for three months,
at which time old Mrs. Essig had a
heart attack, provoked undoubted-
ly by her appetite.

Max arrived to see his motHer
being rolled onto a -stretcher by
four able-bodied men in’" white.
Nearby was a doctor and a sad-
dened - James. Mamma  Essig

'seemed to be breathing her last.

They took her on the stretcher
out to the door. There the difficul-
ties commenced. The spirit was
still willing, but the flesh had over-
extended itself. Try and tilt as they
might, the men of médern medi-
cine could not knead the surplus
volume of flesh through that door.
And beyond them, slim ‘and un-
yielding, there was still that new
elevator.

Sadly James unrolled a measur-
ing tape, measured old Mrs. Essig
from head to foor, from side to
side, once diagonally, and once for
depth. Then he made a loose gen-
erous coil of the tape and looped it
around Max Essig's head.
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The “crazy dream that never had an earthly chance of coming (
true,"—who has eluded it? But violence, let me adjure, may not

effect relief from this preoccupation.

. Vince Savoy is going to the chair
this morning at Angola. That’s the
way it's got to be, Vince being
what he is—an ex-trooper who
went bad and brought shame on us

all.

—

e

We grew up together in the bay-
ous of Louisiana, in the shadow of
oak and cypress that drip long
gray moss like the tears of the
dead. We rassled ‘gators and
dodged quicksands together, bay-

S, "“31

I'm no kin to Vince Savoy and I
keep telling myself that I've no
more pity for him than I'd feel for

a mad dog looose in a school yard."

And yet, while T sit here waiting

for the dawn light to come crawl-

ing over the marshes, I'm plagued

by the thought that there’s some-

body else who ought to be going
with him. Me.

JAMBALAYA
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ing the moon on. white nights.
Girls were no problem between us
in those days, and” we got a big
laugh out of it when they passed
us up for some type in a tin hat, a

“texien from' the oil rigs in the Gulf,

or a wellheeled tripper from up
north. Women, Vince used to say,
brought trouble on nobody but
themselves.
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There were a couple of excep-
‘tions though, and the main one
was Clo Ronsard. We’d have- died
for her any time, either one of us.
But as things worked out it was
worse than that. When I think of
the years stretching out .ahead of
me now, I get sick.

My' name is Mike Logan and
I'm a trooper myself. What's more,
I'm married ‘to a girl that’s too
good for me. Her name is Felice,
No kids yet, maybe never. That’s
not for me to say now.

It never crossed my mind that
Felice would get hurt by anything
. I ever did. But I think -she knew
what was wrong with me, long be-
fore 1 was assigned to the Savoy
case.

The first hint I had of it was that

same night, when it struck me for

the first time since my marriage
that I didn’t feel like, going home.
I hung around Headquarters until
everybody else was gone and then
I went over to Ti’Jean’s bar and
leaned on that-for awhile. I didn’t
get -drunk. It just seemed all of a
sudden as if life was pretty raw,
and I put away a few cherry flips
with a bourbon. base to kmd of
lmprove matters. - - ..

But it didn’t work. I was in a bad
situation, and I knew it.

Vince had dropped out of 51ght
all of a sudden like a ’gator into its
hole, and Headquarters picked on
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me to pole him out. I squawked
bloody murder, but it stuck and
they detailed Dubois to help me,
which was no help at all. Dubois is
a good kid, you understand, but
heavy footed, the kind you don’t
trust in the swamps with those size
16’s of his. When he lifts one up,
the other only sinks in deeper.

But my main problem was Clo.
To get any kind of line on Vince -
I'd have to keep an eye on her day
and night, and I wasn’t sure how
that would work out. Not sure at
all.

I was well stirred up by the time
I stomped out of Ti'Jean’s place
and up.along the bayou to my
own house, pulling up short at the
foot of the steps to~draw a deep
breath. Then I went on up and the
good "smell of simmering gumbo

" came out to greet me and I felt

like a dog.
“Felice—?” 1 said, “Felice—?”
She came out of the kitchen

quickly and quietly, wiping her

-hands on her pink apron, and held

up her cheek for me to kiss, a cool,
smooth cheek that smelled of rose
water. Homemade rose water, at
that. Her eyes were smiling, -but
she shoved me away gently and
said, “You're late, Mike. You must
be hungry. Will you eat right now,
or would you like a shower first?”
* “Shower,” I grunted, holding my
breath -so the blast ‘of -bourbon
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wouldn’t drown out’ the rose wa-
ter. T pulled out my gun and
parked it on the shelf behind the
clock, as usual. “Tough day,” 1
told her, heading for the bedroom
" door with my shirt half off before
I got there. “They’ve put me on
the Savoy case—what d’you think
of that?” And then, before she
could speak, I whirled around and
saw the sudden shocked paleness of
her face. “Don’t tell me!” 1 yipped.
“l don’t want to hear!”

She didn’t have to tell me. I
could hear the words inside my
skull under the roar of the shower
in the old tin tub ... but Mike,

ou can’t—Vince .is your friend.
y

. and what about Clo?

Sure, what about Clo? I"wanted
to know myself. There was a ru-
mor that she’d left Vince. Did that
mean she was through with him
now, for keeps? :

I wasn’t proud of the notion. Not
just because Vince had been my
friend a long time ago—hell, he
was nobody’s friend these days!
And it wasn’t only on account of
my wife. The thought of Clo was
like a fresh’ wound, the pain of it
banked down under the jab of a
needle—then wham! It busts loose
before you even get to the dressing
station. That happened to me in
Korea.

I tried to stare myself down ‘in
the wavy old mirror over the wash-
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. basin, but it wasn’t easy. I dug out

a clean shirt and buttoned it slowly,
looking around the shabby little
room that Felice had tried to fix
up with bright curtains and a bed-
spread to match and-odd bits of
furniture that- didn’t. - Shabby was
the word; all right. It was a safe bet
that Vince Savoy had done better

'by his woman. But maybe she

didn’t care where she slept, as long
as—

“Mike, are you coming?” Felice
called out from the kitchen.

The tone of her voice made me
prick up my ears. It sounded diff-
erent. I remembered suddenly that
she never had much to say about
the Savoys, one way or another,
since they got married, except
once. Just once, when she turned
to me in the night with a queer’
little sob and said, “Mike—wait—
there’s something I want to ask
you. Mike—are you still in love
with Clo?”

That knocked the breath out of
me, but I said something fast and
convincing like, “Hell, no—what
ever gave you such a crazy idea?”

But. she didn’t say. Felice is the
only woman I ever knew who
never had much to say about any-
thing. It could be restful, if you
didn’t start wondering what was
going on inside her head.

“Coming,” I called back; and a
minute later I was digging into a
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dish of gumbo while she brought
the coffee pot and a crusty hunk
of bread with garlic’ butter that
she'd been keeping hot in the
oven. A meal for a king, as usual.
“Great stuff, honey,” I mumbled.
“You never lose the touch.”

“As a matter of fact,” Felice said
coolly, “it isn’t very good tonight.

Dubois was here awhile ago and I
gave h1m a plate, but he left half
of it.”

I quit eating. “Dubms?”.I said.
“What did 4e want?”

“You,” said Felice. “He said
he’d be back after suppér.” Her
voice had.a catchin it

“Is that all?” I snapped suspi-
ciously. “Did he “say anything
else?” '

‘She thought about that for a

second. “If you mean, did he tell

me anything he shouldn’t, no,” she

said. “I think you're too hard on’

Dubois, Mike. He’s young, but
he’s a good policeman, too.”
“Did he—" 1 was going to ask

her if he’'d said anything about the

Savoy case but I shoved back my
plate, instead, and reached for a
cup of coffee.

“You see?” Felice said sadly. “It

. isn’t very good. I'm sorry, Mike. T-

think I'll go and lie down for a
little before T wash up. I havc a
small headache.”

“You're not sick?” I asked
quickly, but she’d slipped into the
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bedroom, closing the door behind
her.

“It's Clo, I thought. She’s heard
something about Clo." That dumb
ape of a Dubois! But it didn’t
have to be Dubois. Everybody up
and down the bayou knew that
the four of us had grown up
together, but that things had
changed between us.
enough for the busybodies with
the knack of putting two and two

* together and making five out of it.

Vince and I had married the
Ronsard girls, Clothilde and Felice.
They were cousins, no kin to ei-
ther Vince or me, and that’s some-

_thing in our part of the country.

There’s no use denying-that I'd
been in love with Clo as far back
as I can remember. But Vince was
more her type. She saw- him as
some kind of hero, like the great
old pirate, Jean Lafitte, whose
raiding crews used’ to roam the
Gulf, sacking and burning as they

~went.

Felice was different, the gentle
kind, blonde as an angel. She
thought the old time pirates were

wery bloody and sad, poor fellows.

What were they, after all, but cri-
minals and lost souls? But. you
could see the hero worship in
Clo’s big-.dark eyes when she
looked at Vince. I used to wonder

. what went onbehind those eyes

that had come down to - her
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through a long line of Cajun
grandmothers, blazing and sultry
by turns, loaded with dreams that
she kept to herself.

But I could never see myself in
any of those dreams, and Vince
. was my friend. So I married Fe-
lice. I got the best girl in the
world, bar none. But Vince got
the girl we’d both wanted from
the time we found out what want-
ing was.

Felice and I settled down in
a comfortable old house _close
enough to Headquarters for me to
report in any kind of weather, be-
cause we have some fast winds
down here in thehurricane sea-
son. And we were happy. Maybe
it wasn’t all fire and honey, as the
old folks say, but it was good,
even when Felice held back a lit-
tle. She felt that married love had
a good deal of sunfulness in it,
and that kind of -put the damper
on sometimes.

I hate to admit it, but T used to
ask myself sometimes if a man
didn’t make a mistake to marry a
woman who was so damned good.
If only she’d leave off braiding her

pretty hair into two tight pigtails

every night, and maybe sew a bit
of ribbon and lacey stuff into her
nightgown. But what kind of ani-
mal would want to change a good
wife into something that was half
hussy?
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Vince wouldn't settle for a quiet

life, no matter how you sliced it

He transferred to one of the new
oil-and-shrimp-towns on the Gulf,
where things weren’t so tame. Clo
had the same streak of wildness in

“her, T guess. She was crazy for the

change.-

They bought a modern, ranch-
type house, all brick and- glass,
with a TV aerial as tall as an oil
derrick, and an outsize freezer
that packed the kind of food they
liked to eat these days. That freez-
er really tore it for the folks back
home on the bayou, the old time
habitants who still eat better than
any other people in the world, and
and know it.

. There was an ugly rumor that
Clo ‘Savoy wouldn’t even cook for
her husband! Least of all the
gumbo and jambalaya that no real

man could live without. And her -

coffee—! It was only a pinch of
brown powder that melted away
at the touch of hot water! Where
were the grounds? The dark, rich,
useful grounds. that held up the
pot-on the back of the stove from
one day to the next? .
Most of it was woman-talk that
Felice ‘picked up when she went
visiting’ up and down the bayou,
but I kept half an ear cocked, just:
in case. God forgive me, I was lis-
tening for worse, for some hint
that the Savoys weren’t getting
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along nearly as well as they might.

After while, though, there was
another kind of buzz down at
Headquarters and 1 gave both
ears to that one.

Vince had always been W1ld
with a sort of blind courage that
drove him into every clip joint
and dope den along the coast, and
more times than not he got the
man he was after. He barged deep
into the marshlands on the trail of
smugglers and hijackers that lived
off the muskrat trappers and raid-
ed the payboats that were heavy
with dough in a good season.

The trouble was that Vince was
a smart money man himself, and
they don’t last. He started out on
the force in a blaze of fireworks,
but the show winked . out in a

smelly smudge of damp powder..

That's when the bad breaks be-
gan. And it wasn’t the sweating
taxpayer who s$quawked about
Vince to Headquarters—it was
the crooks! "

The first time it was a payroll
job. Somebody knocked- off an
elderly Chinese who made a for-
tune drying shrimp in the old-
fashioned Cantonese way. He
couldn’t add up to ten without
one of those rattling bead count-
ers they call an abacus, and he still
payed off his help in silver dollars,

the way his grandpa used to do.
"~ One pay day somebody plugged
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him in the back of the head, and
took off with the cash. We never
found out for sure who actually
pulled the job or how he got rid

~ of the proceeds. Our real headache

was who thought it up? The
brains behind it, so to speak.

Of course, there weren'’t any. We
tried it for size on all the “known
criminals” in the parish, but all we
pulled in was a mess of hurt feel-
ings. Nobody, but nobody was go-
ing to own up to a corny, ham-
strung job like that! Some of the
biggest thugs in three states were
so shocked and embarrassed pro-
fessionally that they were ready to

_tell what they knew. It made quite

a story. So simple.

A state trooper had planned this
one, they told us. An “amachoor”,
what else? His name? Sure, sure
—his name was Vince Savoy.

It was the laugh of the yearthat
picture of Vince staggering
around under a load of hot silver
dollars. He laughed himself when
he was called down to Head-

_quarters for routine questioning.’

"7 -

“Crazy, man—crazy!

_ Bur it started me wondering.

The Savoys were, living high off
the hog these days, and. his. pay
was the same as my own. How
did he do it? .

A wealthy shipbuilder was the
next to go. No silver cartwheels
this time, just green paper curren-
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cy, although some of it might be
hard to pass. The man had been
shot in the back and had fallen
forward across his pay table. The
stuff must have been soaked with
his blood. Nobody tried to pin this
on Vince, but the Savoys came out
with ‘a fancy car as long as a deep
sea lugger, and T stopped wonder-
ing. I knew.

The big surprise came when
Vince quit the force of his own
accord. The whisper got around
that he’d rigged himself up a neat
little syndicate,. a protection racket
based on all he'd discovered while

he was in uniform. The slimy

roots of it reached up from the
muck at the bottom to the top
where the politics grow.

Vince was playing pirates for
real now, I thought that night, as I
paced up and down in front of my
house, waiting for Dubois. I won-
dered how Clo was taking it.

"A voice came to me through the
half-dark, along with the crunch
of heavy . boots. “Logan?” This
would be Dubois turning up after
supper, as prormsed “Sorry if 1
kept you waiting.”

“Think nothing of it,” I sald.
“Maybe we could stroll” over to
Ti'Jean’s for a couple of beers.”

And then, when we were out of

range of the bedroom window, I
let him have it. “What the hell did

you say to my wife?”
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" “So help me, nothin’!” Dubois
yelped like a kicked pup. “I just
asked her if she’d seen Clo Savoy
since she got back to the bayou—"

“You did, did you?” I snapped.
My tongue was thick in my
mouth. Clo—back on the bayou
with the old folks on their camp
boat. Clo skinning muskrats and
running the bloody pelts through
a wringer, the way she had to
when she was a kid. What kind of
life was that? In spite of myself, I

- said gruffly, “What dld she say?

Felice, I mean.

“Nothin’,” Dubois said glumly.

I laughed. “That sounds about
right,” T said, but when we got to
Ti’Jean’s place 1 was still sweating.

Dubois chattered along for
awhile over his.beer, but 1 didn't
pay him much mind until I heard
that name again and I snapped at
it. “What’s that about Savoy? If
you've got any fresh dope, spill it!”
- He shook his head. “It’s all ]ust
say-so. You know.”

It was never any more than that.
Nobody had éver pinned anything’
on Vince, and maybe we' never

“would. It wasn’t even our job to

pick him up unless we caught him
standing over a body with a gun
in his fist. Knowing Vince, that
didn’t seem likely. 1 said so, and
Dubois tried to look tough, flat-
tered to be talked to like a grown-
up policeman. It was pretty funny
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and I was trying to. wipe-a sour .

grin off my face when he let drop
something that hit a nerve.:

“That gal of his,” Dubois said,

looking wise: “She’s mad like hell
at him. Maybe she'd talk.” -

“Clo?” 1 said. “You're crazy.
She’d feed herself to the sharks
first!”

“Not her—not Mrs.
Dubois cut in. He was shocked.
“The other one. That doll he took
up with after his wife left him.”

There was a queer lurch inside

e. “Another woman, eh? 'I'd

never heard a breath about an-

other woman. “I don’t believe it,”
I said. “Whoever she is, she’s"ly-
ing.”

“He’s been seen with her a cou-
ple of times,” Dubois said hope-
fully. “But-it wasnt long . before
he gave her the air.”

I whistled. That made sense: No
other woman 'could get Clo off
his mind. Nobody but Clo could
do that. I knew. . . . But this brief-
ing was getting out of hand. I was
supposed to be filling in a rookie
on a tough-new case, and here I
was with my head stuck through
a sheet while he fired cocoanuts at
me.

“Okay,” I said, tossing a b1ll on
the bar. “Let’s pack it in for to-
night. See you in the morning.”

“Well, - th-thanks—"
mumbled, bhnkmg, and 1 ¢lapped
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Savoy!”

Dubois.

him on the shoulder, sorry for
catching-him off balance. “You'll
rack up a medal for this job, kid.”
I ‘told him. And with that I head-.

ed home by myself, thinking six-

teen to the dozen. Another. wom-
an! Well, well, well. . .
I wasn’t drunk, but I wasn’t so-

_ber either. T stumbled on the front

steps and barged in with a heavier
tread than I meant to. I'd forgot-
ten Felice had a headache. But
there she was, sitting in her own
chair under the lamp, with a pile
of mending beside her. She was
sewing buttons on a shirt. -

I stopped short. My ‘gun was ly-
ing on the table next to her.

She looked up at me and bit off
a thread. “I think you-ought to be
more careful, Mike,” she said

-quletly “You keep forgetting your .

gun’

That was all, and God knows it

_wasn’t much. Pd always been care-

less about my gun, and there was
more than one crook from the
water-prairies who would. have
jumped at the chance to pick me
off unarmed. Felice had a right to
be worried, but tonight 1 took it
as a personal insult. ..

“When I need your advice, I'll
ask for it!” I yelled. “And as for
that shirt, it’s old enough to throw
away—I won’t wear it!™

She didn’t answer. Her face was
still pale but while -she ‘put the
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needle through the hole of a but-
" ton there was the ghost of a smile

on her lips. It took some of the.

fight out of me. I sat down and
started to take off my shoes. -

. “Well, say something,” I
growled. “Tell me I'm drunk. Tell
me I'm some trooper to be run-
ning around in the dark without
my gun. Tell me you curse the day
you married me—

“All that?” she asked, the nee-
dle flashing into a new hole. “It
doesn’t sound much like me, does
it? Besides, it’s none of it true.”

I kicked my shoes across the
room and rested my head on my
fists. I knew I ought to come up
with some kind of apology for my
rough talk, but I didn’t feel like it.
I felt like staying mad.

“Mike,” Felice said softly.

“Yeah?” ,

“It’s Clo, isn’t it? It always has

been. Oh, Mike, why did you.

marry me? It must have been
hard—hard for you, I mean.”

“Woman,” I said, when I could
speak at all. “You are out of your
mind.”

But she shook her hcad “You
know I'm not,” she. told me.

I opened my mouth to say some-

thing, but she beat me to it. “T

don’t suppose it’s ever occurred to
you that T might get tired of play-
ing second fiddle—oh, not to any-
body else! Not even Clo. Just ‘to
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some crazy dream that never had
an earthly chance of coming true!”
If there was an answer to that, I

_didn’t know what it was. But I -

tried. “Since you're talking about
Clo,” I said, “it’s true that [ had a
bad case on her once—puppy love,
I guess youd call it. But that’s

‘long over.”

Felice laughed, a thin, silvery
sound like .ice in a glass. “Oh, -
Mike, you do try so hard! You're
so honest—policeman honest—in
all . the things that don’t countl

. Good night, Mike. I'm going to

bed.”

She stood up and reached for
my gun. I suppose she was going
to put it back behind ‘the clock,
but T jumped.

“Lay off that!” I barked. “You
could hurt yourself with that
thing!” »

Felice gave it to me, but after
she’d gone into the bedroom 1 sat
there holding it, my hands slip-
pery with sweat. I'd better find an-
other place for it, some place she
didn’t even know about. If she got
hurt, I'd never forgive myself—
never. I ended up by putting it on
a shelf in the china closet, behind
the wedding plates we never used,
and turned the key in the lock of
the glass door.

I was too stirred up to feel like
sleeping, so I went out on the gal-
erie and smoked awhile, looking
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up and down the bayou where the
lights were winking ou: one by
one. Clo was up there somewhere,
living on the. campboat with the
old people, the way she did when
we were kids.

I strolled along the old footpath
that was seldom used “these days.
There was a new paved road -ly-
ing behind the houses, running all
the way from the Gulf. You could
make time on that road with a
motorcycle or a squad car, but. it
was just as useful for a fast get-
away— :

That's what I was thinking
when I saw the headlights of a big
car that came roaring down to-
ward the coast. I was surprised
when it pulled up short and a

voice came to me from between

two old Cajun houses that were
pretty much like my own.

“’Allo, you there—Mike! Mike
Logan!”

All the blood in me turned cool
and slow, sluggish as the dark
stream of the bayou beside me. I'd
known it all my life, that voice. It
belonged to Vince Savoy.

“’Allo yourself,” I said. I didn’t
have to yell because there he was
already, out of the car and coming
towards me, tall and thin and
swaggering, like the great old pi-
rate Jean Lafitte himself. It was the
first I'd seen him in a couple of
years. '
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‘We didn’t shake hands, and
somehow -that bothered me. There
was a little matter of mayhem and
muider, sure, and me assigned to .
tail him from here to hell and
back, on account of T was a trooper -
and he was a crook—but for. some
reason that didn’t stack up very
high at the moment. Damn 'it, I
was glad to see him! Still and all, 1
didn’t hold out my hand, and nei-
ther did he. Presently the feeling
flickered out between us like a
tallow candle at the grave of some-
thing dead and gone.

“Are you lookin’ for me, Mike?”
Vince said. His voice sounded
light and kind of jeering, like a
mocking bird. ’

.“I'm lookin’ for you, all right,” 1
said. “But it don’t do me much
good at the moment. As you very

- well know.”

He laughed. “Man, don’t T just!
Would I be here if ‘I had fresh
blood on my hands?”

“Probably not,” I said. “But keep
lookin’ over your shoulder, boy.
Il be there some day, right behmd
you”
1 couldnt see his face, only the
gleam of his strange, light-colored"
eyes. Maybe he was smiling, but I
couldn’t  prove . that either.
“Thanks for the tip, Mike. I'll bear
it in mind. Where are you head-
in’?”

“'m not,” I told him. “]ust'
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ramblin’ " along, - lookin’ around.”

But he seemed to want to toss
the ball back and forth, ‘just for
kicks. “An evenin’ stroll, eh?”
Vince said. “For instance, you did-
n’t know that Clo’s folks have got
their campboat tied up-a short
piece from here, up the bayou?”

“What’s it to me? I've got noth-
in’ on her either.”

“That’s right, you haven’t,” he
said thoughtfully. = “They've
worked her over at Headquarters
already. I guess you know that.”

“Well, you guess wrong,” 1
snapped. 1 was getting mad now.
“They’d no business doing that.
What's she got to do with the
crazy way you act?” _

“Not a thing,” Vince wld me
smoothly. “They found that out.
She made like them three monkeys
—no talk, no hear, no see. You
know Clo.” -

“How is Clo?” I said, to be say-
ing something. And there was a
long silence between us, heavy as
lead.

“l wouldn’t know,” he said f-
nally. “She won’t talk to me. So
long, Mike—see you around.”
And he was heading back to his
car before I could speak again. I
stood there staring after him and
the haze of light and dust that kept
getting smaller as he burned up
the new road at ninety or more;
The fool thought came into my
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head that it would be tough luck
if he got pulled in for speeding.
Then my mind switched back to
Clo.

So she wouldn’t talk to him.
But why would he tell me that?

The answer was right there. I
couldn’t miss it. The four of us
had grown up together, he and [,
and Clo and Felice. It wouldn't
have crossed his mind to lie to me
about a personal matter like that.
He still believed I was his friend.
It doesn’t make me feel any better,
let me tell you that.

They say there’s nothing like an
uneasy - conscience to turn a man

‘uglier than he is already. 1 was

sure in no mood to go-home. I felt
stubborn, mean, and 1 started
walking again, only this time I -
knew where I was going. I'd been
assigned to the Savoy case, hadn’t
I? That meant keeping tabs on
the two of them, didn’t it? Okay.
That’s what I was doing.

The old campboat was tied up
under a tent of long gray moss
that hung down from a big, black
cypress. I was standing in the
shadow of it when I saw her come
out of the deckhouse and look
towards me, shielding her eyes
against the glare of the deck light.

“Who’s there?” she asked sharp-
ly. -

1 went forward, afraid of the
change I'd see in her. She was
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wearing a green dress cinched in
at the waist and a flowery apron
over it. Her figure was a little
fuller, that’s all. Maybe richer is a
better word. Her dark hair lifted
in the light breeze and blew across
her forehead just the way it used
to, and -her feet were bare.

“Mike!” “'she cried, and she
sounded glad. “Oh, Mike, it’s been
such a long time!” She ran to me
as I stepped over the low deckrail,
but not all the way. I saw the
quick color whip into her face as
she checked herself. “I came close
to hugging you,”
smiling. “But that would never do.
What would Felice say?”

“Likewise Vince,” T said, and
the tone of it was none too pleas-
ant. “How’re things with you,
Clo?”

“As if you didnt know,” she
said. Her face changed. A look of
sadness came over it. “You won’t
ask me any questiods, will you,
Mike? They tried that at Head—
quarters. It didn’t work.”

“I'm off duty,” I said. There was
no such thing as being off duty on

a case like this, and she knew it,

but she let it go by-

“Will you take some coffee,

Mike? For old times sake? The
old folks have gone to’ church so
I'm alone.”

“Just a drop, maybe,,
“Then Tll be on my way.”

I ‘said.
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she told me,

Well, the busybodies had lied
about her coffee. It was hot and
strong enough to stand alone. I
tossed it off, knowing I'd best get
out of there fast. The crazy dream
Felice had been talking about was-
n’t just a dream any more. Clo
was near enough now for me to
feel the warmth of her and the
darkness around us rocked with
the sweet smell of oleander. Not
far off a bull 'gator bellowed and
threshed in the slow water, send-
ing a little scurry of ripples along
the side of the boat. Clo shivered,
wrapping her arms about herself
like a kid that feels cold or scared.

“You know, I'd forgotten—" Clo
said softly. “I'd. forgotten it was so
beautiful back here—and so
awful—"

She was scared! It was a real
shock to me. . I'd seen her mad
when we were kids, spitting mad
and ready to take out her spite on
anybody, the same as Vince. But
I'd ‘never seen a look of fear on her
face before.

I was so close to reaching for
her that I took a step back and hit
the deckhouse wall. A kind of
rank bitterness welled up in me.
“You like it better in Roux City
with the neon signs and the juke
boxes, eh?” I said. “Well, why
don’t you go back to- him? You

~won’t be seeing’ much of “him
when he starts doing time.”
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“Mike, don’t zalk like that!”
" “Like what? I'm up to the nose
myself with muskrats and mosqui-

toes. Maybe I'll give the job a.

heave and stake myself to a lugger
‘and a stretch of clean salt water. I
always thought I had the makmgs
of a jumbo man—"

“Stop—please . . . stop!”  She

‘grabbed my arm hard and her |

small fingers felt like the claws of
a bird. “That’s the way_ ke used to
talk! And where did it get us?
You and Felice would. end up the
way we—we—". Her voice broke
in a dry little sob..“He’s changed
so, Mike. You've no idea! But you
don’t just stop loving people.”
“That’s a fact,” I said. Before-I
knew it my arm went around her,
pulling her close to me, and she
buried her face in my shoulder
and cried and cried. So help me,
there was nothing worse in me at
that moment than pity for her.
Finally she pulled away, lifting
her apron to mop up the tears. “I'l]
never go back to him, Mike. But
I left everything behind me, all
my clothes, everything”—her voice
trailed off and I knew that she was
thinking about her things too.
Women are funny. Even Felice,

with that old shirt she kept mend--

ing and never could bring herself
to throw away.
“Well,” T said. “T'll be on' my

”

way.
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“Don’t get mad, Mike,” Clo said,
very low. “You're sore and un-
happy, I know. Honest, I krow.

"There’s never been anybody but

Vince for me, but if there was, if
there ever could be....” She
stopped.

That was more than I could
take.

I grabbed her by the shoulders
and shook-her until her head fell
back -and-she set her teeth in her
lip to keep from crying out. “You
can’t devil me like that! If it was
anybody but him, who would it
be—who?”

The answer was so soft I hardly

ccaught it. “You, Mike—you.”

I let go of her. I knew I'd go

‘crazy if I didn’t. But I was past

being polite,.or even careful. “Sup-
pose he two-timed you? What
then?” :

She looked as if I'd run a knife
into her. “He’d better not,” she
said quietly. “I'd cut his heart out.
The same as he would mine.”

I cursed myself for a dumb ox.
I'd come close to telling her about
the other woman. I was getting as
bad as Dubois. But there was one
more thing to be said, so I said it.
“If T can pin anything on him, Clo,
I'll pick him up. But I won’t hurt
him—not if T can help it.”

She nodded without saying any-
thing, and I climbed over the side
of the campboat, stepping carefully
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over the wet mud so I wouldn’t
sprawl on my face in front of her.

Then I went on hoine. ‘

After that night I tried to put
Clo out of my mind for good. But
she was in my blood. It was worst
of all when I was with Felice.
There was a kind of wall between
us, and it shamed me to find ‘I
_ couldn’t beat it.

You don’t just stop loving péo-
ple, Clo had said. That’s the truth.

But there was more to it than that.

You don’t lie to somebody you

love, either, and I loved my wife.

I tried to make it up to her in
little ways, like the bunch of store-
bought roses I had sent from town
for her birthday, and the king-size
box of pralines I had shipped over
from N.O,, and I talked her into
spending a few extra bucks on

something new and pretty to wear.

But I couldn’t forget what she’'d
said that night about “all the things
that don’t count”, and the hurt was
there in her eyes, ‘no matter how
hard she tried to “hide it
Meanwhile, Vince kept hirhself
out of sight. He didn’t need to, as
far as Headquarters- was ° con-
cerned. He wasn’t even on the
“wanted” list. But 1 was curious.

Then the word got around that:

he’d left the parish altogether and
I' figured he had some big' job
lined. up and wanted to be far, far
away when they pulled it off. As
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it turned out, I was right. Vince
had a' good organization. -

It was Dubois who picked up the
information that Vince was hav-
ing himself ‘a ‘time "in New Or-
leans,” and that he had taken a
woman along with him. No, not
Clo. The other one.

“You can’t pick him up for
that,” I said.

“Maybe "not, but she’s madder
than a wet hen,” Dubois told me,

" happy to be in the know. “Savoy
gave her the air again. That’s
twice, now. She’s ready to talk.”

“Don’t -make me laugh,” I said,
"burying my nose in a pint of beer.
“If that baby had anything on
Vince, he wouldn’t let her out of
his sight.” '

But Dubois had dreamed up a
different angle. “This doll wants to
be friendly,” he explained. “If any-
thing breaks, she’d be on the side
of the law.”

- “That’s the place to be,” T said.
“Is something going to break?”

“There’s one person who might
know.” Dubois leaned across the
bar and scooped himself a handful
of boiled shrimp, feeding them
into his face slowly, one by one. It
made me feel kind of sick.

“Okay,” T asked.-“Who?”

“Mrs. Savoy,” he said, grinning.

I had to hold down my right fist
hard t keep from pasting him
one. “I told you before, she won’t
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squawk.”- But Dubois continued.
“Not even if this other dame
gets to her with a lot of stuff about
Savoy, personal stuff that only an-
.other woman would know?”
“You slimy slug,” I said to my
trusty sidekick. “You dirty—"
“Hold it!” Dubois gulped down
the last shrimp.and backed away
from me. “This doll hit town an

hour ago and T just got through.

dropping .her at the campboat to
pay a call on Savoy’s wife. What’s
the harm in that?” °

I shoved past him and headed
home, sick as a pup. But I still
didn’t believe it would work. Clo
wouldn’t talk—I'd have bet my
soul on it. She’d find some other
way to get even, maybc, but not
that!

When I got home I found the
place a litter of boxes and white
tissue paper and Felice trying on

the new stuff she’d bought on a-

shopping trip to town that after-
noon. It-looked as if she’d bought
out a store, and I almost said so,
habit being what it is.

Her eyes were bright and her
cheeks pink with excitement as she
held the things up in front of her,
showing them off to me. There
. was a real pretty dress with bright
flowers all over it, and a yellow

one with a big skirt that stood out.

like a dancing girl's, and she'd

had something done to her hair. -
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It was shorter and curled around
her face. She’d bought shoes, and a
lot of underwear, some plain, some
kind of lacy. I stood there gawking
while I felt my face get red and
the queer, sick feeling grew in the
pit of my stomach. I remembered
the times I'd wished she’d do
something like this—hx herself up
a little, make like life was more
worth living—I don’t know how
to say it even now.

The thing was, it’ was too late!
She looked pretty-as a valentine, -

-but nothing stirred in me. Noth-

ing: And she knew it. I suppose a
woman always does.

I saw the color- drain out of her
face and she started folding the
things up and tucking them away
in the tssue paper without looking
at me. “Silly—silly—" I heard her
whisper to herself, as if T wasn’t
even there, and then she went off
into the bedroom and put the box-
es away on a high shelf in the
closet.

“Aren’t you going to wear
them?” I said gruffly. “Honey—?"
But the bedroom door banged
in my face and presently I heard
the creak of bedsprings and the
muffled sound of her sobbing. But
I didn’t go and try to comfort her.
I knew I'd make a”mess of it. In-
stead T went into the kitchen and
broke out the bottle of bourbon we
kept for company and went to
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work on that, cussin. myself.

That was a long night. I stayed
out on the galerie, smoking, my
head thick with drink and disgust
with myself and with Dubois,
wondering what had happened on
the campboat between Clo and
that other woman ~of Savoy’s. 1
wouldn’t have put it past Clo to
kill her if the notion took her.
Even that didn’t seem as bad as
Clo there facing up to scolding
chatter of the old folks, Clo with
her pride smashed, living out her
days in the ruins of it. ... But
there didn’t seem to be any police
action indicated that night- so 1
finished the bottle.

Next day Headquarters filled
me in. Dubois had picked up Sa-
voy’s ex-doll, crying, but all in oné
piece, when Clo put her off the
campboat. She was having second

thoughts and now she wanted pro-.

tective custody. She didn’t say
whether she was scared of Vince
or Clo, but we obliged by locking
her up. It brightened up the old
jailhouse a good deal for a few
days. Then we forgot about her.

The fuse had been lit for the
biggest bank robbery the state had

ever seen; and it blew up right in .

our faces, vault and all, netting

close to two hundred grand. As

usual, there wasn’t a jot of evi-
dence to connect it with Vince

" Savoy.
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Two cashiers were killed, both
women. Likewise the president of
the bank, who was seventy-one,
and his favorite grandson, aged
nine, who was playing checkers
with grandpa in the private office
at the time. All four were tossed
through the plate glass window
into the street. It looked "like a
massacree, which it was.

We were all put to work on it,
every trooper that wasn’t nailed
down, and pretty soon the F.BI.
came swarming in, with press,
radio and TV right on their tail.

We put Savoy's ex-dollie over
the hurdles once more, but she
was a complete washout and we
let her go, limp as a dishrag and
still whimpering for police protec-
tion. .

Then it was Clo’s turn again.
We still didn’t have anything on
her, or Vince, and when we asked
her to stop by Headquarters for a
small chat, she came.

It was the same old story. Noth-
ing. But when I saw her coming
out afterward her face told me
that she might know plenty. Hor-

.ror and despair were cut deeply

into it, and the look in those great,
dark Cajun eyes was a look out of
hell. )
She went past me without  a
word.
I could be wrong, I thought.
Maybe it was the mark that wom-
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an left on her, with her dirty tales
about Vince. Maybe the bank job
was as much of a surprise to Clo
as it was to the bank. But some-
thing made me go after her. -

The street was shaded by big

trees and when she moved from
one black shadow to the next it
Tooked as if she'd gone under-
ground. I walked faster and
caught up with her.
“What do you want, Mike?” she
asked, not even turning her head.
“Mostly T want you .to know 1
had no part in that lousy deal.”
_ She pulled away from the hand
I laid on her arm, but not before 1

_felt the chill of her flesh. “That

‘woman? No, Mlke, I know you

didnt.”

Then suddenly she started run-
ning. I never. knew a girl who
could move so fast. She' always
could when she was a skinny little
kid, high-stepping it through the
marshes like a heron. Where was
she heading now? .

Dubois pulled up alongside me
in his old jalopy and I got in.
“You want us to chase her?” Du-
bois asked me,- every inch “the
trooper.

“You try that ” Isald “and L1l
kick your ‘brains out. Run me
home.” _

‘I felt in my bores that Vince
Savoy was the one we .wanted,
but .there wasn’t a- crack in the big
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silence that wrapped up his whole
organization. I kept thinking he’d
come back and answer the Head-
quarters call for routine question-
ing, the way he had in that silver
payroll job a long time ago. Hav-
ing been a trooper himself, he
knew all the right answers, and
it sure would look better for him
if he showed up of his own accord.
But he didn’t.

Meanwhile the public was get-
ting pretty wrought up about the
kid who'd died. They wanted
some kind of police action, any
kind, but fast.
~ It felt' like a storm building up.
You can smell it and feel it and
see it in the queer light over every-
thing, but you never know how
bad it’s going to be until it hits,
and then maybe it’s too late. That’s
how things were the night I got
t";e call from Roux City.

There was a strong wind brew-
ing in the Gulf, driving inland in
gusts that churned up the sluggish
water of the bayou, but it didn’t "
budge the heavy heat that hung
over everything like steam.

Felice had a lot of nice cold stuff
ready for the table, nothing hot
except the coffee. We were in the
middle of supper-when the phone
rang. “Ill get it—" Felice said.
But after she did-her voice- turned

" cold as the food on the plates “It’s

Clo, Mike.” -
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It was Clo all right, her voice
thick and queerly choked. “Mike,
I'm back in the house in Roux
City.”

“That’s nice,” 1 said sarcasti-
cally. “That’s dandy. Am I the
first to know?”

“No—no—it’s not what you
think—" She was close to crying.
“I only came back to get some of
my things. There’s nobody here
but me. I've got to see you, Mike—
now, tonight! Please, please . . .”

“Okay,” I said. “T'll be there.”
hung up and turned to find Fchce
standing close by, her eyes dark
with hurt and something that
looked like fear.

“You're not going?” she whis-
pered. “What right does she have
to call you like that? - Don’t go,
Mike.” '

“I’s my ]ob ” 1 said flatly. “You
know that”

“Clo? Clo’s part of your job?”

“You know she is! You married
a trooper,” 1 reminded her.

Felice called something after me,
but T didn’t hear what it was as I
took the front steps three at a time
on my way to Headquarters to
connect’ with a motorcycle, and
less than an hour later I rolled into
Roux City on the tail end of a
rain squall that flooded the streets.

I found the address of the Savoy
house in my notebook. I'd put a
red ring around it the day I got
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my assignment and now the ink
ran under the rain, leaving a red
smear on the page and on my
fingers.

The house stood out from the
junk heaps around it like a dime-
store diamond in a can of bait.
Too flashy for my taste, but it
wasn’t my house. I ran the bike
around to the side and parked it
behind some bushes. Then I went
to the front door and rang the
bell. '
That’s when I got my first jolt.
My hand went back to where my
gun ought to be, and wasn’t. It
flashed over me that that’s what
Felice had called after me” when I
left. I'd forgotten it again. I'm one
fine trooper.

The door opencd and Clo stood
there. “You got here fast, Mike.”

“That’'s what you wanted,” I
said, looking around. It was quite
a place. Better furniture than I
ever saw outside of a catalogue;
lamps and bright colored rugs and
drapes that hung all the way down
to the floor. I whistled. “Say, this is
something.”

She nodded. “Vince likes to live
good. I used to, too, when I
thought it was on the up and up.”

“Come off it,” 1 said. “Don’t tell
me you thought he struck oil?”

I was looking her over now,
thinking she was like one of those
movie queens that look as if they
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don’t care if they get caught in the
rain. She had on a litle short
black dress with no sleeves to it,
and no ‘makeup. Her hair was
slicked back, showing every line
and bone of her face, dead white,
the eyes half shut and the mouth
narrowed down to a thin line. She

didn’t seem like the girl on the”

campboat with dark hair blowing
in the wind. This was somebody
strange. She looked as if she'd just
been pulled out of the river.

“You need -a” drink,” .she said,

quietly. “It’s still bourbon, isn’t
w?” .
“Thanks.” T took the drink she

held ‘out to me. “Why did you

+ wantto see-me?”
She curled up on the" big sofa,

her long legs drawn up under her."
“Sit down, Mike—no, here beside
then,-

me—that’s better—” And
“This is your big break, Mike. I'm
telling all I know.”

“You're lyin’,” 1 said. “This is
some kind of runaround.”

She shook her head slowly. “No. .

You still haven’t got anything on
him, I know that. But you will
have when I tell you what I
know.” : :

I stared at her. No shame, noth-
ing but a kind of frozen pain.

“Why the switch?” I asked her
finally. “When they had you-down
at Headquarters, you wouldn’t
talk. T don’t get it.”
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She had her hands twisted to-
gether in her lap, tight enough to
hurt, and her eyes kind of veered

‘off mine for a second. “That child
»—that little boy in the bank—

Vince shouldn’t havelet that hap- -.
pen.”

So that was it. Or was it?

“Who says.he did?” I said care-
fully. ,
“He planned that bank job,” she
told me. “He worked on it for
months. I thought it was just an-_
other of his crazy schemes. Vince
always has to have something
cooking . . .” She stopped.

There was that look again, the
one I'd seen on her when she came
out of Headquarters. That look

of the damned.

“You're sure that’s what’s eatin’
you?” I asked her. It wasn’t nice,
but I had to know. “You're sure
it’s the bank job that’s botherin’
you and not that other doll he’s
been carryin’ on with?”

“I—I don’t know what you
mean.” It was hardly a whisper,
hardly a sound at all.

“I think you do. You told me
that night on the campboat that
you'd cut his heart out if he two-
timed you. That's what you're
doin’. And you know what he’ll
do to you ‘if you' rat on him.”

“Why shouldn’t I?” she cried
out. “He’s killed everything I ever
felt for him. Why shouldn’t 1?”
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“Take it easy,” I said, putting my
big paw over her locked fingers;
trying to warm the ice out of
them. “You don’t have to be the
one to sell him out. Some day
we'll catch him dropping slugs in
a pay phone and that’ll be it. We
can’t miss.”

“You can—you can!” she almost
screamed at me. “While you're
playing cops and robbers, he’ll do
something worse!”

“Okay, okay, take it easy.”

She sat quiet for a long minute,
that look frozen on her face, while
a dull ugly anger rose up in me
and 1 choked on it. T thought, it’s
still Vince, Vince, Vince—]

When she started talking again 1
was slow to tune in.

“—] guess you're right, Mike.
I can’t do it, after all. I thought 1
could when I phoned you, but
now it’s all died out inside me. I'm
* glad you came, though 1 did want
to see you agam, just one more
time.” .

She leaned back . against the
cushions, looking at me with those
big dark eyes, and the hard white-
ness of her face seemed to soften a
little. There was a kind of sweet-
ness about her now. Maybe it was
remembering old times, I don’t
know. But it took the breath out
of me. When she held out.both
hands to me I thought for a flash
that maybe I had it doped right,
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that she felt the same about me
as I had about her, for half of our
lives.

Her hands were still cold and
shaking when I took them, but
not for long. She came into my
arms with a sob, like a tired kid
coming home, and the warmth
and sweetness of her overwhelmed
me. I couldn’t have stopped my-
self if I'd tried, and nobody could
have stopped me.

What happened between us in
that fine flashy house of Savoy’s
that night was like the old dream
come true. We didn’t stay there in
the living room long. I lifted her
up and carried her into a big, dim
bedroom next to it, and once,

- when she turned her face away
from mine for a moment won-

dered if she was remembering hlm
But it was too late then.

- It wasn’t long before Clo fell
asleep. She lay curled up en the
big bed like a ten-year-old, with
one hand under her cheek and her
dark hair spread out on the pillow.
I didn’t remember any crying, but
there were tears on her cheeks.

I pulled the silk spread partly
over her before I went into the
bathroom, leaving the door open a
crack. ,

I heard Vince when he set his
key in the front door and the slam
of it after him. Queer as it seems,
at a time like that, my first thought

157



" was that he'd played .it smart—
he’d come back for questioning.
He came straight through to the
bedroom, ‘sheving his keys back
into his pocket. Then he saw Clo
_ and stopped short.

It was plain that the last thing
on earth he expected was seeing
her there.” At first he looked sur-
prised and glad; but then his face
turned dark. It’s hard to put it, but
the place wasn’t neat—the way it
would have been if she’d been
alone. He knew.

Vince’s right hand slid back to
his gun just as I swung open the
bathroom door and came out. He
rocked back a step and swung the
- gun around to cover me. “So it’s
you! Stay where you are, Mike!”
He nodded towards the bed. “Who
was with her?”

“Me,” T said.

I was watching him close and 1
saw what was in his mind. I dived
into him. There was that one
lunge and a jab or two before we
locked; but it wasn’t me he want-
ed. He was holding his gun arm
free, but not for me. The gun ex-
ploded and we both stood there

staring at what he’d done. She

never even woke up.

The room started swinging

around me and there was a thick,
‘roaring noise inside my head.

When I could speak, I said, “Okay,
Vince, It's my turn. Get it over.”
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He laughed. If you could ‘call it
a laugh. It was more like the ‘snarl
of a dog that’s been kicked in the
belly. He was kind of bent over,

- looking up at me out of the tops of

his eyes, and I saw then that he
was gone—all gone. The craziness
that used to come and go in those
queer light eyes of his had moved
in to stay.

“There’s’ no hurry about you,
Mike. I'd as soon see you sweat
awhile.” .

He went over to the bed and
pulled up the spread to cover the
horror and ruin of Clo’s face. As
he did, I dived again. This time the

.gun fell to the floor at' my feet.

When I picked it up, all the fight
went out of him. It must have been
some kind of reflex. He shook his
head a ‘couple of times, as if it
needed that to clear it

“Man, oh.man,” Vince said, “I
wouldn’t want to be in your shoes.
No, sirree. You've got to go on
living—maybe for a long, long
time.” ’ i

I motioned him into the front
room and called Headquarters. -

When I put down the phone
Vince asked me for a smoke. I

. shook a couple loose in the pack

and he broke out a fancy lighter,
gold. We _sat there smoking until
we heard the screech of the sirens.

Later, when they had him

‘booked, I asked him if he wanted
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anything and he said, “Hell, no.
Not any more.”

“You could put up an argu-
ment,” T said. “The unwritten law,
all that stuff. I wouldn’t contest
it.”

He even smiled a little. “Thanks
just as much, Mike. Say hello to
Felice.” He turned his back to me.
But when I was leaving he swung
around on his heels and stopped
me. “Don’t get the notion Clo was
in love with you,” he snarled.
“There was another dame and Clo
found out about her. It was a spite
job! You hear me? A ‘spite job!”

“Sure,” 1 said. If it made him
feel any better to think that, okay.
Me, I wasn’t so sure.

At the trial Vince clammed . up
completely. He wouldn’t tell them
anything they wanted to know
about his organization, but it will
come out sooner or later. Without
him it. will fall apart, and a few
- prominent citizens are going "to
start doing time along with the
hoods. It’s just a question of when.

He wouldn’t defend himself
against the murder charge either.
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He said he killed her, that’s all.
He wouldn’t say why. Vince was-
o't the kind of man to tell the
world his wife had cheated on
him. He left that job to me.

It was in my official report, all of
it. What else could I do from in-
side a uniform? I'm a policeman.

They grilled me for three days
in the back room at Headquarters,
hoping against hope that there was
some terrible mistake. But when
all was' said and done, I was the
fair-haired trooper who'd picked
up Vince Savoy on a charge that
would stick. They settled on some
kind of d1sc1phnary action “to be
determined later.”

What worried me sick was Fe-
lice. She’d stuck by me through it
all, tightlipped and dry-eyed. But
she never said a word. Felice isn’t
much of a talker.

The old dream died with Clo,
the “crazy dream that never had
an earthly chance of coming true.”
I’s my job now to make up to
Felice for the hurt I've given her,

‘to prove I love her.in the ways

that count.
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great mysteries! Get four top
PERRY MASON hits by Erle Stan-
ley Gardner, and four top DON-
ALD LAM — BERTHA COOL cases
(which Gardner writes under pen
name “A. A, Fair”) in hard-bound
double-size books . . . PLUS an-
other “Perry Mason” and 2 MORE
new mysteries in a giant Triple
Volume. These ELEVEN would
cost $37.40 in publishers’ origi-
nal editions — but you get them
ALL for only $1.00 to introduce
you to The Detective Book
Club!

The Best NEW Mysteries —
for LESS than 97¢ each!

Out of the 300 or more new
detective books that come out
every year, the
Club selects the
the crop” — by
outstanding au-
thors like Erle
Stanley Gardner,
Agatha Christie,
Mignon G. Eber-
hart, John Creasey
and Van Wyck
Mason. All THESE
and many other
famous authors
have had their

11 Mysteries—9 by 6

very ‘‘cream of

ERLE STANLEY

: | or$ 00
ARDNER " 122

books selected by the Club. Many
are members themselves!

Club selections are ALL newly
published books. As a member you
get THREE of them complete in
one handsomely-bound triple vol-
ume (an $8.85 to $11.50 value in
publishers’ regular retail editions)
for only $2.89.

Take ONLY the books you want

You do NOT have to take a vol-
ume every month. You receive a
free copy of the Club's “Preview”
which will fully describe all com-
ing selections and you may reject
any volume before or after receiv-
ing it. NO money in advance; NO
membership fees. You may cancel
membership any time you please.

SEND NO MONEY
Mail Posteard for
ALL 11 Mysteries

Simply mail postcard promptly
and we will send you at once the
NINE Erle Stanley Gardner thrill-
ers — PLUS the two other exciting
mystery hits — all déscribed on
other side. However, this excep-
tional offer may never be repeated.
Don't risk disappointment — mail- ’
postcard AT ONCE to: -

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, LI, New York 11576

e _—_________________—————_____-.____

SEND NO MONEY — JUST MAIL THIS POSTCARD 89-263

ﬂ"|E DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, L.I., New York 11576

XK

Please enroll me as a member and send me at once the FOUR double-
length, hard-bound editions of Perry Mason & A. A. Fair thrillers, PLUS
the brand-new 3-in-1-volume Club selection containing another Perry
Mason and 2 other great mysteries. I enclose NO MONEY IN ADVANCE;
within a week after receiving my books, I will either return them all and
owe nothing, or keep ALL FIVE volumes, containing ELEVEN first-rate

4] mystery stories, for the special new-member introductory price of ONLY
i $1.00 (plus a few cents mailing charge).
g
1 As a member, I am to receive advance descriptions of all future selec-~
1 tions, but am not obligated to buy any. For each future triple-volume I
MAIL THIS decide to keep, I will send you only $2.89 (plus a few cents malling charges).
] I may reject any volume before or after I receive it, and I may cancel my
PO:::‘:,RD 1 membership at any time. (Books shipped in U.S.A. only.)
Al
L N Cerevreeaas Cereaserrees
MYSTERIES : Miss (PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY)
®
NO 1 AdAresS..ocenvetrencaceeanianns PPN vetsaeereesnae Ceereassianse



NN

ERLE

stanusy @E‘&R.E{IER Fans! Look ut thls Mystery Vulu

i

Will be Paid

by
-~ Addressee

pLUS

BUSINESS REPLY MAII.

First Class Permit No. 47 — Roslyn N Y.

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
. Roslyn, L. 1.
New York 11576

Sk

80}

z0ol:
her@ﬁﬁme\

Another Excmng

Persyy tHasen

ERLE

by srantey

TOP-FLIGHT -

MYSTERIES
" "IN THIS

YOLUME

Postage Stamp

Necessary
If Mailed in the
United States

GARDNE

The Case of the
DARING DIVORC*

by Erle Stanle,

Gardner

A suspected mu
der weapon di
appears '— ai
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