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Dear Reader:

Despite evidence to the contrary
. aa these days, there is much for which to
h render annual thanks, and part of that
gratitude may be for keeping out of the
grip of those you will meet in these
e e o0cs. From Martin for the Defense by
Jaime Sandaval through The Diver by Clark Howard, you
will want to remember that these are but fiction. (Are

they not?)

So while your turkey roasts, you may shiver, since
what you read herein you read for the first time. Unless,
of course, you are the author of one of these new stories.
In that event, fourteen-fifteenths of the contents is still a
unique experience. '

If you should, incidentally, meet any of the living
counterparts of those within, my advice would be to run.
It is good for the wind and often aids longevity. In my
case, it is not so simple. A fast car is more to my liking.
Which reminds me: it is time to get out of the way of
those who speed to their fates in what follows.

Richard E. Decker, Publisher
Gladys Foster Decker, Editorial Director
Ernest M. Hutter, Editor
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Onie may find he receives about the same amount of credit as he

€
extends. " ) w

My BEDSIDE PHONE rang at ten
minutes after midnight, waking me...
I turned on my reading lamp and .
lifted the receiver from its cradle.
“Mr. Martin? It's me—Mickey
Bananas,” a - bass voice said hur-
riedly. “I'm in trouble. They just
booked me at headquarters. How
.soon can ya get down here?” '
I dropped the receiver back in its
cradle, clicked off the light, and
iolled over. As far as I was con-
cerned, whatever problem :Michael
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“Mickey Bananas” Murdock was
having with the police this time
was destined to remain his alone.
Lawyer I was, but fool I wasn’t.
The last time Mickey had crossed
swords with the law, I had given
him my all, but he had paid only
half my fee. This is an unforgivable

breach of the lawyer-client rela-

tionship.

MARTIN FOR THE DEFENSE

There was no danger of him call-
ing back again and once more dis-
turbing iy sleep. Prisoners are al-
lowed only one phone call, and he’d
made his. In the morning, however,
a man being released carried a mes-
sage to one of Mickey’s friends, and
a bondsman bailed Mickey out. By
noon he was at my office, badgering
my secretary and demanding to see .
me.

I waited until the noise from the
outer office made it difficult for me
to concentrate on my crossword
puzzle, then pushed the button on
the intercom and told my girl to
show him in.

“What’d ya hang up on me for?”
Mickey demanded as he charged
into the room and came to a lum-

. bering halt in front of my desk. He

was a red-faced, soft-looking man in
his mid-forties, standing six feet and
weighing close to three hundred
pounds, a combination of physical
traits which in the past had made
him susceptible to recognition and
identification fiom the witness
stand. “What'd ya hang up on me
for?” he repeated, his initially bel-
ligerent tone fading to injured puz-
zlement. “Didn’t I tell ya I was in
trouble?”

“I'm a very busy man, Mr. Mur-
dock,” I said with great formality.
“I have time for clients only.”

“But I'm a client!” he protested.
" “You were a client,” I corrected
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him. “You ceased to be a client one
burglary trial, three months, and
five thousand dollars ago.” "
Mickey - hates to part with
money, but he- knew when he was

in a vise. With the police pushing’

him from one side and me squeez-
ing him from the other, he had to
come up with cash or resign himself
to a few years in the pokey. Since
he wasn’t about to take the train to
Sing Sing or Attica without giving
the police a battle, he reluctantly
produced a stack of fifty mint-fresh
hundred-dollar bills. _

I made the currency disappear

after verifying its validity, then’

leaned back in my chair and nod-
ded approvingly. “That takes care
of old business,” I said. “Now, did
you wish to place me on a re-
tainer?”

I waited while an' additional
stack of bills was even more
reluctantly produced. Mickey
counted 'them three times before
shoving them across the desk to me.
“You'd better be worth it!” he
growled

“You know I'm always worth it,”

I said equably, “or you wouldn’t be

coming to me. You'd-better let me -

have the gory details.”
"Criminal clients come in three

categories: those who lie and whom'

no lawyer can successfully (_lefend;

those who claim neither innocénce

nor guilt but simply say, “Here’s my

story,” and tell it; and those who re-
late everything down to the most
minute detail, ‘thereby keeping the
prosecution from presenting the de-
fense lawyer with unpleasant sur-
prises.

Mickey was one of the last group,
and he told it all, holding back
nothing despite the damage it must

‘have done to his pride. He had sto-

len an oil painting from a cathedral
in the inner city, in full view of half
a dozen witnesses, all nuns. He had .
been captured minutes later by a
middle-aged priest,
Fordham all-American, who'd tack-
led Mlckey a few blocks away as he
tried to hail a cab.

I drummed thoughtfully on the
desk top with my fingertips. It was
hardly a prepossessing set of cir-
cumstances. It looked as though
Mickey’s life of crime had finally

~caught up with him.

““What's the charge?”
him. ,
“Grand larceny. The painting’s
worth a couple hundred G’s.” -
That made it just about perfect—

I asked-

for the prosecutor. Not only. had

Mickey been caught with the loot
in his hands, but there were six wit-
nesses to the theft whose word no
jury would doubt. - -

“Do ya think ya can get me off?”
Mickey asked. He smiled feebly and
nodded his head in an unconscious
effort to prod a favorable reply

4 ) ) : ' ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S' MYSTERY MAGAZINE

~

a former -



from me, but without conviction.

I refrained from replying. If I
~ were ever going to collect an entire
fee from Mickey, this seemed like
an auspicious occasion. Once a
client is lodged in the Walled-off
Astoria, I've found he’s noticeably
dilatory in the payment of his legal
fees. I told Mickey I wasn’t working

for him in the present case until I-

had the’ full fee, and I named a fig-
ure. :

It was a measure of his current
_anxiety that he had the money for
“me in twenty-four hours. I used it to
“finance two weeks’ fun and frolick-

ing in Las Vegas. Mickey's case
wasn’t the kind a lawyer can pre-
pare for -in advance, so 1 wasn’t
cheating him of my time. All 1
could do was hope for a miracle,
and I could do that in Las Vegas as
well as in my office.

Over a year passed before

Mickey’s case came up on the court

calendar. We had drawn Judge.
- Charles Fitch on the bench. Fitch.

was an eccentric, but in a manner
uniquely his own. I had observed in
the past that defendants who had
model trains in their basements, or
who had coin or stamp collections,
seldom received maximum sen-
tences from him. I told Mickey to
buy an old stamp album and carry
it to and from court every day. If
things turned out as badly as I sus-
pected they might, providing him

MARTIN FOR THE DEFENSE

with that piece of advice was about
all I'd be able to do to earn my fee.
The prosecutor was Bill-Ogden, a
courtroom veteran of twenty years.
Bill didn’t make many mistakes and
his carefully coached witnesses
didn’t, either. We’d been adver-
saries a couple of dozen times be-
fore, and we were about tied for
wins and losses. I could tell from
the flare of Bill’s nostrils that he was
counting upon this case to put him

.into the lead.

The selection of the jury went
quickly with neither of us bothering
to use up a challenge. Then Bill Og-
den called the six nuns to the stand,
and one by one they described the
theft and identified Mickey. After
that, the arresting officers and the
priest who had tackled Mickey
came to the witness stand. They de-
scribed Mickey’s capture with the
painting in hand. I listened care-

" fully to what was said, but declined

to cross-examine any of them, al-
though I could see Mickey was get—
ting nervous.

After that, Bill Ogden had the
stolen painting entered into evi-
dence as the state’s Exhibit A. He
then called to the stand Monsignor
O’Malley, the cathedral’s “sixty--
year-old administrator. As the
painting’s guardian, although not its
owner, the monsignor had been the
one who signed the criminal com-
plaint that made my client’s arrest

5



legal. I couldn’t contest that.

It’s almost impossible to cross-ex-
amine a clergyman without making
the jury angry at both you and your
client, but this time I had no choice.
When . Ogden finished with his
questions, I stood up and asked
mine. :

“Monsignor O Malley, you are
the one who reported the theft of
“the painting to the police?”

“Yes.”

“Was it a full report you made‘r’

“I reported that it had been
taken from the cathedral, if that’s
what you mean.’

“Did you make a statement as to
the value of the painting?”

"Bill Ogden rose to his feet im-
mediately. “I object to that, your
Honor. I don’t think it’s relevant at
this time.”

Judge Fitch mulled it for a mo-
ment, then turned to me. “Mr. Mar-
tin, I don’t know that Monsignor
O’Malley is. an expert on art, but if
it’s your intention to call upon him
for a statement of value, I will al-
low it to be done now rather than
have him returned to the stand
later.” B

“Thank you, your Honor,” I said.
I turned back to” the witness box.
“Monsignor O’Malley, at the time
you reported the theft, did you glve
the painting’s valuation?”-

“I told them that the paintingA

was one of reportedly great value,”

\

he returned guardedly. His answers
were such that I could see that Og-
den had been telling him some
truths about me.

“Did you-say what that report- -
edly great value was?” I asked.

“I did not. It was taken from
newspaper accounts published at
the time the painting was given to
the cathedral.”

“Newspaper accounts,” I re-
peated. “When was the painting
given to the cathedral?” '

“I believe in 1955 or 1956. Some-
where in that period. I'm not sure -
of the date.” .

“Do you know what - valuation
was given at that time?” .

Ogden was on his feet again. “I
object to that, your Honor. It’s
hearsay.”

. “If he knows of his own knowl-
edge, he may answer,” Judge Fitch_.
ruled. - g

But Ogden wasn’t about to be
put down so.easily. “Your Honor,
the question as phrased asks for the
value given by someone else, and I
would therefore be put in the posi-

‘tion of being unable to cross-exam-

ine as to that value.”

Ogden ges-.

, ticulated a lot when he talked. I can

always tell when a prosecutor has.
watched a lot of Perry Mason re-
runs on TV.

Judge Fitch looked at me. “Mr.
Martin, the objection is sustained as
to the form of the question.”
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I decided to try a different ap-
proach. “Monsignor O’Malley, do
you know who donated the paint-
ing to the cathedral?”

“Yes.”

“By whom was it donated?”

“By Mr. Nicholas Fisher.”

“The same Nicholas Fisher who.
is an actor in the movies and on,

television?”
“Yes.”

“Is Nicholas Fisher .a member of .

your congregation?”
“No.”
“Do you know why he gave the
painting to the cathedral?”
“No.”
“Did he make the donation -in
person?”
“No.”
“Who made the
him?”
“Mr. Sylvester Benton
“Is Mr. Benton a local resident?”
“If Brooklyn is considered a local
- residence, yes.” The monsignor per-
mitted himself a small smile.

donation for

“Do you know Mr. Benton’s oc-.

cupation?”

“He is a prof&ssmnal art critic
and appraiser.’

I nodded knowingly. “When Mr.
Benton made the donation in the
name of Mr. Fisher, were there ac:
companying -certificates or docu-
ments attesting to the authenticity
of the painting?”

“I don’t recall any.”

MARTIN FOR THE DEFENSE

With that we ended the first day
of the trial.

I was feeling pleased with the
outcome thus far, but Mickey- Mur-
dock didn’t share my satlsfactlon
He didn’t see that I'd made any

. progress. “You ain’t tryin’ to rip me

off, are ya?” he glowered as we
headed for the building exit.
“Mickey,” I said reasonably,
“you’ve been charged with grand
larceny, but so far no one has
proven the painting is worth ten
céents. They can prove you took it
from the cathedral, but that isn’t
good enough to justify a charge of
grand larceny. They must also
prove the value of the painting.
Rather than go to the expense of
bringing in an expert witness, I
think the prosecutor may let you
cop a plea to-a lesser.charge when
we get back in court tomorrow.”
- But I was wrong.

Instead of offering the expected
deal in chambers, Ogden called Syl-
vester, Benton as the morning’s first
witness. Benton ‘was a small man,
well below average height. He was
balding, a fringe of white hair fram-
ing a pink scalp. I noticed that his
ankles seemed to be exceptionally

"high above his shoes, indicating he

wore lifts to make himself taller. At
his age, it was quite a proclamation
of vanity, and I was interested to
see it. In this-case I was going .to
need any edge I could get.



- Benton was sworn in and Bill Og-
den began the questioning. “Will
you state your name, please?”

“Sylvester Benton.”
“What is- your busmess or occu-
patlon sir?”’ :
“I'm an art critic for a newspaper

and several magazines in the city.-

I'm also an art.appraiser, special-
izing in the Italian masters.”

“You live in New York Clty or
thereabouts?”

“Yes. Brooklyn.”

“Where did you attend under-
graduate school?”

“Columbia University.”
~. “And what did you study there?”

“Art and art history.”-

“Did you do graduate work?”’

“Yes.”

“Where was that, 51rp - :

“At the University of California
in Los Angeles, and at the Aka-
" demie Der Bilden Kunsten in- Mun-
ich, Germany.” ,

“Did you receive a degree?”

“Yes. A master’s.” ‘

“Have you studied anywhere-

else?”

“Yes. I studied at the Kunthis To-
risches Institut in Florence, Italy. It
has a German name because it’s op-
erated by the German govern-
ment.” . ) N

“How long did you study there?”

“About a year.”

“How long have you been an art
critic and appraiser?”

-

“Over twenty years,” he replied.
Ogden nodded with satisfaction
and addressed Judge Fitch. “Your
Honor, at this time I would tender
‘Mr. Benton as-an expert not only on
‘art, but an expert on the art of the

Italian masters.’

“Do you desire to cross-examine

-as to the witness’s qualifications,
‘Mr. Martin?” the judge asked me. -

I stood up, said “No,” and sat

. down again. Mickey scowled at me.

I ignored him.
“Very well, you may proceed,

. Mr. Ogden,” Judge Fitch said.

“Your Honor, I would like the
easel to be placed closer-to the jury
so they may observe the pamtmg
more easily.”

“You may move the easel,”
Fitch said.-.

Until then the painting had been
on an easel in front of the judge’s
bench. Ogden, with the help of a
couple of bailiffs, placed the easel
between the jury box and the wit-
ness chair, facing the courtroom, so
that everyone could see the paint-
ing plainly.

When he was satisfied with the
position of the painting, Ogden re-
turned to the direct examination of

Judge

- his witness. “Mr. Benton, will you

please step down for a moment for
a closer look at this painting?”
Benton left the witness stand and
took a position beside the painting,
The picture was thirty inches wide
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by forty inches high. From its place-

on the easel, it towered over the
little appraiser. I had a mental pic-

ture of Mickey Murdock trying to ~

wrestle it into the back seat of a
taxi. I glanced at him, and—reading

.my mind—my client had the grace -

to blush.

“Have you had a chance sir, to
examine this painting before .to-
day?” Nothing equals the studied

respect a prosecutor shows his wit- -

- nesses except, perhaps, the careful
disdain he reserves for opposition
witnesses.

“Yes,” Benton answered
Mr. Nicholas Fisher asked me to
make prior to his donating the
painting to the cathedral.”

- “Did you reach an opinion as to

"~ the antiquity and the value of the .

painting?”

“TI have no doubt at all. that itsa .

work performed between 1500 and
1530, probably. closer to 1530, I es-

timate its current value at ap-

proximately two hundred thousand
dollars.” .

Ogden smiled broadly. “Would
you please state to the ladies and
gentlemen of the jury and to his

Honor and to everyone present, .in-

cluding Mr. Martin, the basis of

that opinion : and how you arrived at
it?”

Benton mdlcated the painting

- with a ‘sweeping gesture. He was

<

“1 ex--
amined it carefully for.an appraisal

obviously enjoying the limelight.
“There are quite a number of paint-
ings very similar to this one which
are known to be the work of Marco
Delgardi and his students. Few,
however, show the fine work-
manship of this particular painting,
and I therefore attrlbute it to the

‘master himself.” 5

Benton stood on tiptoe, preening

himself. “Delgardi and his students -

turned out a hundred Madonnas

‘similar to this. The same pattern

was followed in'each case. The Vir-
gin is shown either seated or stand- -
ing in front of a fabric backdrop.
This curtain is usually green as it is
in this instance. The Christ Child is

“held in the Virgin’s arms or is

seated or standing on her lap. There

- are hills and clouds in the back-

ground, and—"’

“Who are the other two people
in the foreground?” Prosecutor Og-
den interrupted.

“The kneeling man who is being
blessed by the Christ Child is a rep-
resentation, a portrait if you will, of
the person who commissioned the
painting. The long.hair, not unlike
today’s style, was common in the
Veneto, the area around Venice.
The fourth person is the patron
saint of the kneeling man, shown -

presenting him to Virgin and Child. - -

In this caSe,. the patron saint is St.
Nicholas of Bari, as indicated by the
bishop’s biretta and the three gold
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balls in his hand,” he elaborated.

Benton was warming to his task.
“St. Nicholas appears in many of
these paintings because there were

a great many men named Nicolo in.

Italy at that time. He is identified

first by the bishop’s hat, the biretta, .

although there are many bishop-
saints, and by the gold balls which
symbolize one of his good deeds. It

seems ‘a poor woman wanted to.

marry, but had no dowry to bring

to the union. St. Nicholas came one

night and left the three gold balls
beside her while she slept. It’s this
story which led to the use of St.
Nicholas as a giver of gifts at
Christmas time, and in Europe his
name-day is celebrated almost to
the same extent as Christmas.”
“Mr. Benton,” Ogden asked, “can

you tell us more about the tech-,

nique of the artist?”

“Certainly. This painting was
produced entirely in.the Delgardi
manner. The most difficult part of
the painting, the Virgin, was ren-
dered with transparent glazes over
a white ground. This technique
gives the color more intepsity than
is common with other schools of
painting, and the style existed only
until 1530 at the latest.

“Factors like the positions of the
figures and the color of the Virgin’s
gown, in this case blue, often var-
ied. The artists may have tired of
doing everything exactly the same
MARTIN FOR THE DEFENSE -

X

each time they painted a Madonna
upon commission, and the choice of
colors-would have affected the cost
of the painting, since some pig-
ments were more expensive than

others. But the typically Venetian

colors and the expert brushwork
make me certain this is a genuine
Delgardi, painted wheén his artistic
powers were at their fullest.”

“I have ]ust one more questlon'
Mr. Benton,” Ogden said suavely.
“You have stated you believe this
painting to be worth two hundred
thousand dollars, is that correct?”

“It is.”

“Will you kindly tell us how you
established the figure?”

“A few months ago a Chicago
museum purchased a similar work
at an auction in Sotheby’s London
showroom. The price paid was sev-
enty-five thousand British pounds,
approximating two hundred thou-
sand American dollars. I feel that
this painting is in every way com-

- parable to the work which was auc-

tioned.” . .
“Thank you, Mr. Benton. I have-
no more questions at this time,” °
Ogden said. :

We will have a ten-minute re-

” Judge Fitch announced, and

then instructed the bailiff to take
the jury to the jury room.

Mickey and I ‘stepped outside

into the corridor so he could smoke

a cigarette. I abandoned the

11



" <noxious weed some years ago.

Mickey puffed hungrily and asked
me how I thought things looked. 1
made confident-sounding though
noncommittal noises while I contin-

ued to do what I had been domg all .

along—hoping for a_miracle.

Not that 1 wasn’t thinking fu-
riously. A successful .criminal must
be able to. imagine himself in the

position of the police; a successful .
" policeman must be able to put him:
self in the criminal’s place; and a -

lawyer has to be able to outguess
both or he’ ll lose more cases than he
wins. :
Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to
put myself in the art expert’s place.

_cross‘examine him, I wasn’t ‘pre-
pared to do so. I hadn’t anticipated

that the: value of the painting would-
be established by expert testimony,

~ rather than sales receipts or other
documentation. Now I was going to

be forced to ask questions. whose

answers 1 didn’t already know, the
most dangerous thmg a trial lawyer
can do. -

" Mickey dropped his cigarette

stub into an urn at the door to the
courtroom, and we returned to our
seats. The judge went back to the
bench, the clerk-called the court to
order, ‘and the jury filed back into
its box. Benton-resumed his seat in
the witness chair, and I began my
questions. )

“Mr. Benton, are you the person
who donated this painting to the
cathedral?”

“Acting as Mr. Fisher’s represen- -
tative, yes.”

“Monsignor o Malley testified

“earlier there were no documents at- -

testing to the painting’s antiquity at
the time you presented it to the

" cathedral. Is that correct?”.

“Yes.”

“You have testified you made an
appraisal of the 'painting’s value
prior to its bemg given to- the ca-

 thedral. Would you please tell the

jury what value you placed upon

the painting at that time and how
. you arrived at it?”
Since I hadn’t expected to have to -

“1 appraised the’ pamtmg at one
hundred and fifty thousand dollars,

after satisfying ‘myself that it was

indeed a genuine Delgardi. The
valuation was based upon the then
current demand, the- prices being
asked and received for Delgardi
and Delgardiesquie Madonnas.”

“Don’t you feel that the absence
of documentation certifying the
painting’s history may mdxcate the:
work is a forgery?”

On the contrary, I seldom pay :

: much attention to a painting’s certi-
fication. Such papers-are far more

easily counterfeited than a painting

itself. I trust ‘my own ]udgment

more than any documents.” .
Mr: Benton’s cocksureness wasn’t

: ma];ing a favorable impression with
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the jury, but his words were. I
groped for a lever with which to
pry him from his pedestal. “Mr.
Benton, as an expert on Italian art,
is there any reference work you
would recommend to someone

wishing to learn more about Del-

gardi and his paintings?”
“Delgardi E I Delgardiani, which
means Delgardi and the Delgardi-
like painters, is a fairly complete
work on the subject. The book is in

Italian, however, and has never -
.. with a stomach full of lasagna, and I

been published in English.”
~ “You read Italian?”

Benton smiled. “Of course.”

. “Why do you say=" a blinding
revelation struck me too late, “—of
course?” I stumbled to a conclusion.

-“Because I wrote the book.”

Prosecutor Ogden half-hid a
smile behind his hand. Judge Fitch
was almost visibly embarrassed for
me. I had started out attempting to
impeach -a witness’ credibility and
had ended by establishing his ex-
pertise to an even gredter- extent
than the prosecutor had.

“Mr. Martin,” Judge Fitch said
charitably as I stood there like a
fish out of water, “do you have
many more questions for this wit-
ness?”’

I glanced at the wall clock and

saw it was a few mimites past noon.

I couldn’t think of a single thing to
ask Sylvester Benton right then, but

I grasped at the offered straw. “Yes,

MARTIN FOR THE DEFENSE

“lunch,”

sir,” I lied. “I have quite a few
more questions.”

“In that case it would appear to
be an excellent place to stop for
Judge Fitch announcéd.
“Court will recess until two o’clock
this afternoon.”

Mickey, and I left the courtroom
together, but we separated outside.
He crossed the street to have lunch,

while I grimly took a cab to the

42nd Street Public Library.
Mickey returned to the courthouse

returned with a head stuffed with
facts. I had a feeling Mickey was
going to see me earn my fee. Of all
the charges that could have been
proved against Mickey, I was hope-
ful that the prosecutor might have
selected the one he couldn’t prove.

I waited until art expert Benton
had settled down in the witness
chair again, then began. “It’s true,
isn’t it, Mr. Benton, that various
pigments were used at different
times to produce the colors em-
ployed by artists, and that the types
of pigment used can indicate the
age of a painting?”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“Did you make any tests to de-.
termine exactly which pigments
were used in the painting of this al-
leged Delgardi Madonna?”

“It’s not alleged!” he bristled. 1
had reached him for-the first time.
“You're attempting—"’
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-“You will please answer the
question, Mr. Benton,” Judge Fitch
instructed him.

“No,” he said reluctant]y.

“Can- you tell us what material.

the Madonna was painted upon?”’
“ “The wood, you mean?”

“Youre the expert, Mr.. Benton.
Is it wood?”

“Yes,” he replied sullenly. I
- wasn't playing by the rules and sa-
laaming to his expertise.

_ “When was it that artists first be-
‘gan painting on- canvas?”’ .

“About the middle of the 16th
century. After the middle of that
century, about 1550, it became so
prevalent that wood was hardly
used anymore.” He was gaining
confidence again from the sound of
his own voice.

“Can you tell ‘us what kind of

wood was used in this case?”
“Well. . .7 he stumbled. “Since

it’s an Itahan painting, it would be

on some kind of Italian wood.”
“But you.don’t know what it is?”
" “No,” he said defensively. “The
back of the painting is covered by a
-cradle.” .

“A cradle?” ‘

“Yes. Old paintings on wood are
often fitted with what is known as a
cradle to keep the wood from buck-
ling.”

* this painting?”

“S6 you can’t say with any cer-
tainty what type of wood is benéath

“No, not with- any certainty.”
“It mlght possibly be modern
plywood?”

“Of course not! Why, -

“But you've testified you didn’t’
examine the wood, therefore it
could be any kind of wood, isn’t
that so?” -

“Well, yes.” .

“Can you tell us why you didn’t
make a more careful examination of
this reputedly valuable pamtmg,
Mr. Benton?”’

“I didn’t believe it was neces-
sary,” he said stiffly. - .

“Have any so-called old masters

been forged successfully?”

“How do you mean, ‘success-

" fully’?” he asked suspiciously. = -

I pretended an air of great pa-
tience. “Has anyone been able to
create a painting which, without
detailed examination, has appeared
to be the work of a famous artist of

_an earlier era?”

“Well, there have been some in-
stances—but .a scholar who knows
his business should be able to detect
a forgery

“Are you farmhar with the name
Hans von Meegeren?

Benton looked as though he had

bitten into a sour apple. “Tve heard

of him.”

“He was an art forger was he
not? A professxonal art forger?”

“Yes,” Benton’s lips were com-
pressed tlghtly :
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“He sold millions of dollars’
worth of paintings which experts
had sworn were genuine Vermeers,
is this not so?”

“Yes.” ,

“And this forger produced paint-
ings which were completely differ-
ent from -one another, but all of
which were still in the style, subject
matter, and execution to be ex-
pected of a genuine Vermeer?”

“Ah . . . yes, I believe that is
so.” - Co

“Then wasn’t the feat which
Hans von Meegeren accomplished
far more difficult than merely fol-
lowing a format established in sev-
eral dozen paintings of similar sub-

“ject and ‘design? By -comparison,
wouldn'’t it be far less difficult for a
skilled forger to produce a fake
Delgardir”

There was a silence. Judge Fitch
stared at Benton. “Yes,” the witness
replied.

I paused to allow the jury to di-
gest the full significance of my
questions and Benton’s answers be-
fore I took off in another direction.

“Mr. Benton, you've testified that
Mr. Nicholas Fisher hired you to
make an appraisal of this painting,
and that you also acted as his repre-
sentative when it was given to the
cathedral.”

It wasn’t a question but Benton
answered, “Yes.” -

“Have you made other appraisals

MARTIN FOR THE DEFENSE

_for Mr.

. previously,

Fisher?” I then asked.

“Yes.”

“Of paintings?”

“Yes.” , _

“And were these—" I'made a face
more sour-looking than Benton’s
“—works of art sub-
sequently given away'r’

“Yes

“Wlll you tell us why Mr. Fisher
was 5o concerned with establishing
the value of items he d1dn t plan to
sell or keep?”

Bill Ogden was on his feet in-
stantly. “Your Honor, the witness is
an art expert, not a mind reader.”
Ogden glared at me. “He can’t be
expected to know what motives, if
any, his employer might have had.”

I couldn’t afford to have the ob-
jection sustained. “Your Honor,” I
protested,” “T'm sure Mr. Benton’s
answer will show that Mr. Fisher’s -
action was not unusual and that Mr.
Benton was well aware of the rea-
son for it.” ) '

Judge Fitch nodded. “If the wit-
ness can answer from his own per-
sonal knowledge, he must do so.”

I turned back to Benton.  “Well,
Mr. Benton, why did Mr. Fisher -
want an appraisal of the paintings,
this one and the others you men-
tioned?”

Benton hesitated, then - spoke
slowly. “It’s a standard practice for

‘people who plan to give an art

work to a charity or other non-
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profit organization to have the item
appraised first.”
© “Why is that, Mr. Benton?”

“For tax purposes. The appraisal
establishes the current value of the
- work of art.”

“In other words, your appraisal
sets the amount of tax deduction a
man can claim legally when he do-
nates a work of art'?” -

“That’s correct.” -

“You are paid a. fee for your ap-
pralsals'r’

“Yes.”

“You are paid well?”

“MOderately well.” :

“Then it wouldn’t be in your best
interests to be too critical of paint-

ings brought to you for appraisal?” .

“What do you mean?” -

“I mean,” I said, advancing upon
the witness stand and shaking a fin-
ger in front of Benton’s suddenly
pasty-looking face, “it’s to your ad-
vantage to have large numbers of
paintings. brought to you for ap-
praisal, and by giving high apprais-
als to doubtful paintings, you insure
there will be future high fees.”

Bill Ogden was erect, baying at

the moon. “Your Honor, I must pro-,

test defense counsel’s behavior!
He's badgering the witness!”
“‘Objection- sustained,”” Judge
Fitch pronounced, but with no fire
in his voice. “Kindly confine ydur-
self to relevant questions, Mr. Mar-
tin, and refrain from attacking the

witness in your interrogation.”

“I apologize, your Honor.” 1
turned back to Benton with a fe-
rocious gleam in my eye that Judge
Fitch couldn’t see. “Mr. Benton, if
this painting were a fo'rgery, what
would its value be?” -

Bill Ogden jumped up again.
“Your Honor, Mr. Benton isn’t—"

“If a witness 15 qualified to set a

value on a genuine painting,” I
broke in, “I submit he should know
what a proven forgery would be
worth.”

“The witness may answer,” Judge
Fitch decreed. .
- “If it. were a forgery,” Benton -

concéded, “I don’t know that it
would have any va.lue except as a:

cur1051ty
. “Thank you, Mr. Benton. Now,

-are you familiar with the methods .

of art forgers, men like Hans von -
Meegeren?” '

“Yes, in a general way. They try
to do everything exactly as it was
done in the past by the artist they -
are 1mpersonatmg

“You ‘mean they use the same
type of materials, wood or canvas,
pigments, brushes, and so on?”

- “Yes. They also try to duphcate

" the artist’s technique.”

“In other words, a forger tries to
use materials which are identical to
the ones the original artist used, and
he tries to do everything the origi-
nal artist would have done? He
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copies methods and materials as ex-
-actly as he can?”

“Yes.” )

“Mr. Benton, did it.ever strike
you as strange that the artist, who-
ever he was, gave us Nicholas as the
name of the person who commis-
sioned the painting?”

Benton stared at me with re-

newed suspicion at this new .tan-.

gent. “No, why should it? I men-
tioned that Nicolo was a very
common name in Italy during that

period.”

-“Mr. Fisher’s ﬁrst name is also
Nlcholas

“Coincidental, surely,” Benton
answered. ‘

I went to the defense table and
opened my briefcase. I removed a

movie fan magazine and held it up.

“I purchased thlS magazine during
the noon recess,” I said.

“Your Honor, I hardly see where
Mr. Martin’s choice of reading mat-
ter has any bearing on this case!”
Prosecutor Ogden snapped.

I approached the bench. “If you
will allow me to continue, your
Honor, I'll soon make everything
clear.”

Judge Fitch considered for a mo-
ment. “Proceed,” Mr. Martin,” he

said at last. Ogden sat down with an

exasperated look on his face.

1 opened the magazine to a page
I had marked while I was in the taxi
returning to court. It carried a pro-
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file photo of a tall, middle-aged
man whose head was completely

bald. The effect was similar to that .

achieved by Yul Brynner, but the
photo suggested self-indulgence
rather than Brynner’s lean mascu-
linity.

" I handed the opened magazine to
Benton. “Is this a photo of your em-
ployer, Nicholas Fisher?™ Since the
photo’s caption identified the actor
as Nicholas Fisher, I had no doubt
of Benton’s answer.

“Yes, this is a picture of Mr.
Fisher.”

“May I call your attention to the
painting of the Madonna? You
stated earlier, during direct exam-
ination by Mr. Ogden, that the
kneeling figure is a representation,
a portrait, of the person who com-
missioned the painting. Is that
right?”

“Yes.”

“Examine that figure’s héad and
face, Mr. Benton, and then tell me
if you see a resemblance to your
client, Mr’ Fisher.”

“Why, no,” Benton replied in a
voice intended to indicate I was
putting him on. “I see no resem-
blance at all.”

I took the magazine photo from
his hand and drew thick sideburns
and longish hair on the actor’s pro-
file. Nicholas now .wore the same
classic hair style as the painting.
“Take another look,” I told Benton,
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holding the altered photo for him to
see.

Benton was even more. sugges-
tible than I'd hoped His mouth

dropped open, and his head

swiveled back and forth from photo
to painting. He looked like a
spectator at a tennis match> “Why,
‘it’s Mr..Fisher!” he exclaimed.
“Thank you, Mr. Benton. No
‘more questions, your Honor.”
" Prosecutor Ogden tried desper-

ately to repair the weaknesses I'd’

revealed in his case, but he was flus-

tered. During redirect examination
he made the mistake of con-

centrating on the implication of tax

fraud, while overhanging the court- .

room was the subtle thought of an
_actor so vain he commissioned an

art forger to paint the actor into the .

forgery. Ogden didn’t-recall Benton
to the stand to have him reaffirm his
appraisal of the painting’s value.

When the prosecution rested its
case, 1 quickly rested mine. Then I
made a motion for a directed ver-
dict of acquittal on the ground that
the value of the painting had not
been established sufficiently to jus-
. tify a charge of ‘grand larceny.
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Mickey Murdock left court a free
man, and I felt rather pleased. I felt

; even better when I read in the pa-

per ten days later that the Delgardi
Madonna had been examined by
several experts who had subjected it

“to various tests to determine its age

and authent1c1ty, and it was their
unanimous opinion that it was ac-
tually a clever forgery,. possibly no
more than fifteen years old.

The night the article appeared in
the paper, my bedside phone rang
at ten minutes after midnight, wak-
ing me. I turned on my reading

lamp and hfted the receiver from:
its cradle.

“Hey, Martin!” a voice 1 recog-

nized as Mickey Murdock’s boomed
over the wire in alcoholic bellig-

erence. “Didja see that piece inna
paper? You owe me that fee back. I
really was innocent of grand lar-
ceny, an’ I'da never hired ya if I'd
known that. Ever’body knows
heaven pertecks th’ innocent.”

- I hung up on the blithering idiot, )

then on second thought left my

-phone off the hook.

Can you imagine the nerve of
that crook?
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That competition which is said to be a natural adjunct to busi-
‘ness can, upon occasion, be downright murderous. :

| SPOTTED LUKE RASKIN as he
-crossed the sun-splashed parking lot
of the Metropole Hotel in down-

town Seattle. He was impeccably

attired as usual, in a snappy brown

suit with matching hat and shoes.

Luke is tall and distinguished, with
neatly groomed gray hair and hu-
mor crinkles around his pale-blue

" eyes, causing most people to take

DOWNRIGHT MURDEROUS
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him for a retired schoolteacher or
businessman. He is neither of these.
He is a keeper of the books for the
syndicate in a large city 6n the east-
ern seaboard. -

His most admirable accomplish-
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ment, however, has nothing: to do
with the intricacies of figures or
books. You see, he has this memory
thing going for him. He can lay out
maybe half a deck of cards, face up,
in neat rows and study them for a
. few minutes. Then he turns them
~ face down and selects them as they
are called to him by somebody. He

- _rarely misses, and it is not bécause

the cards are marked, or because
_the man calling the cards has been
coached: Luke can do the same
trick with anybody s cards, at any
time..

His more outstandmg successes,
though, have come from remember-
ing people. If he’s seen a person
once, éven for a matter of seconds,
he can pick that person out of a
crowd, regardless of how he might

- be disguised. Rumor has it that Ras- _

kin’s mind records the less obvious
* characteristics of the individual: the
way he walks or talks, or. lights a
cigarette, or devours. a sand-

wich .

best in the business.

When the Brotherhood' decrees
that some specific individual should
die; Luke goes forth to ferret him
out. Once he has spotted the poten-

tial victim, he points him out to the -
_ hit-man and then cuts out, his task:

accomplished.
Being a hit-man myself rd pre-
viously encountered Luke Raskm

20 -

Luke" Raskin isa ﬁnger-man, the )

Before Luke came‘- 1through the
door into the lobby of the Metro-

) pole Hotel, I was well hidden be-
- hind a pair of potted palms and an

imitation ‘mahogany room-divider
filled with artificial ferns. He took a
seat giving him an unobstructed

view of the elevators and the front ;
desk and pretended to-read a
. newspaper, but his eyes were con-

stantly shifting around the lobby,
sifting through the knots of con-
ventioneers and their wives or girl-
friends.

Things had been- halry enough

before Luke’s arrival. With him on
the scene, I could see my best-laid

_plans going down the drain. I

waited until he- was momentarily
distracted, .then went out a side
door and headed for a pay tele-
phone. Charley, my boss, came on

the line on the fourth ring. T didn’t
‘bother to apologize for disturbing

him. Instead, I let him have the
whole package point-blank.
_“The .Harlem organization is up

'to something out here, Charley, and

I don’t like it. Their number one

finger-man "is staked out in the

lobby of the Metropole Hot’el like

he just bought the joint.’

.Charley sucked in his - breath.
“Are you sure? I havent been over

in that part of town in a long time,.
-but if anything was happening I'd

have heard about it. You sure you

haveli’t been watching too many

ALFRED HITCHCOCKS MYSTERY: MAGAZINE
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" silent.

late-late shows on television?”
“Late-late shows, indeed,” 1
growled. “This is the same guy who
came to Boston last fall.and stayed
at the Roxbury Hotel. If you'll re-
call, two hoods were found in the
Roxbury the next day with holes in
their livers. This is the same setup
all over, right down to the way Ras-
kin is staked out in the lobby.”
For a long minute the phone was
“An unexpected situation,
Joey, that calls for improvisation,
- nothing more. You didn’t get to be
the best hit-man in the business by
spooking at shadows. You'll .just
have to draw on your years of ex-
perience and do the best you can
under the circumstances. ‘After all,
we're not' in the law-enforcement
business, and the country . being
famed for its free enterprise system
” Charley chuckled amusedly.
“You know how it is.”
“Yeah,” I growled. “I know how
it is. And heré’s something you’d
. better know. Doing a job is one
thing; sticking my head into a ce-
"‘ment mixer is another. The Small
Boat Manufacturers’ Convention at
.the Metropole brought out every
pickpocket and dope-pusher in
King County; then the local anti-
pollution gang came out in force,
signs and all, and began picketing
the hotel. It seems they don’t like
the way small boats louse up the
water. Needless to say, this com-
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\ bined bit of vice and virtue pulled

in a lot of law. The Metropole is
crawling with cops. So if Luke Ras-

kin sets up a hit before my man

shows, all hell is going to break
loose out here.” I paused to let my
words sink in. “I want all the infor-
mation you. can get, as fast as you

can get it. Nick Visconti didn’t send -
Raskin three thousand miles ]ust for.

a change of climate. If you can’t get
me any information, just forget the

whole deal. You can also send some- -

body else to take over this job.”

Another long silence came out of -

the phone. “All right, Joey. I'll do
the best I.can. Just don’t make any
rash moves. Like 1 told you before
you left for Seattle, this job carries a
nice bonus . . . if you manage to

wrap it up in your | usual neat fash-.

ion.

. I got back to the Metropole just A

in time to see Raskin fold his
newspaper under his arm and mo-
sey out the door. Keeping a discreet
distance behind him, I followed him
the four blocks to the Harris House.

When he halted at the front desk
for his key, I counted off the slots..

His key had come from the second

row-of cubbyholes, fourth slot from :

the right. It took but a few seconds
to determine his room number was

218, and the register gave his name -

as Harrisoni Myers, of Fort Worth,
Texas.
When Raskin came through the
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front door of the Metropole the fol-

lowing morning 1 was already be-
hind the potted palms and the di-
vider with the ersatz ferns. The
morning was -a complete bust.

- Nothing happened, nothing at all.

At ‘lunch time, when he moved
across the lobby toward the coffee

shop, I headed. out the side door

and around the corner for a fast
hamburger and a chocolate malt. 1
" got back to the lobby ten minutes
before he returned to his seat and
took up his vigil. The afternoon was
" a repeat of the morning; the eve-
-ning was a reruii of both. When
Raskin finally gave up for the'day
and walked out the door; I returned
to my hotel and tried to call Char-
ley, but there was no answer.

The man Raskin had been wait-
ing for .entered-the Metropole Ho-
tel lobby the next morning shortly

before noon. He was thirtyish, of

medium. build with brown hair and
moustache, and was wearing .dark

glasses. The only sign of betrayal in~

_Raskin’s manner was the slow

squinting of the eyes as he watched.
the man move from the door to the’

front desk; and then from the front
desk to the elevator. When the

elevator door closed behind the

newcomer, Raskin tucked his folded
newspaper into his pocket and
moved casually across the lobby-to
the front desk. I moved right along
- with him, but at the front desk I

turned my back to him, one elbow

" on the counter, and ordered a pair

of cigars. I was sure Raskin didn’t
know me, but I still wasn’t taking
any chances.

‘From the corner of my eye I
could see him beckon to one of the
other girls. “That gentleman who
just checked in. Isn’t he Angus Mac-
Gregor from Dallas?™

The girl ran her finger expertly
down the row of registration cards.
“I'm afraid not, sir. That was Mr.
Orbison; Mr. James Orbison of .
Palm Springs, Florida.” -

Raskin shrugged and ‘smiled
sheepishly. “My mistake. The re-
semblance is amazing. I could have
sworn he was Mr. MacGregor.”
Then he moved away; not back to
his seat, but out the door and up the
street.

I turned as he moved away dnd
eyed the room number on the regis-
tration card, which was exactly
what Raskin had been dging. James
Orbison was registered ‘in room
616.

I caught up with Raskin a half-
block away, just as he stepped into
the phone booth on "the corner.
Moving in close, I pretended to -
light a cigarette -as he dialed. The
number was 264-7771, a local call. T
had no way of knowing who was on
the other end of the line, but I was .
willirig to bet it was the hit-man.

When Raskin had completed his
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call and gone on his way, I entered
the booth and dialed the same num-
ber. “Fargo Hotel,” a sleepy male
voice responded.

“Sorry,” I said. “I must have
dialed the wrong number.”

From the.phone booth I crossed
the street to a tavern and indulged
in two tall beers and some even
taller thinking. The way things

were shaping up, I was courting

disaster by hanging around the
Metropole. I could have run, but all
that ever improved was the lungs
and the legs. Not that my lungs and
legs couldn’t have stood some im-
proving, but my bankroll needed it
more. I was real short on long
green. When I got back to my hotel
room the phone was ringing. I
scooped it up and held it to my ear.
]oey Parker here.” .

“Where in hell have you been?”
Charley’s voice rasped impatiently.
“I've been trying to reach you for
the last three hours.”

“Out on business,” :
you call to tell me something, or are
you just lonesome?”

Charley exhaled _noisily. “The
mark’s name is Mark. Mark Leo-
pold. He’s a two-bit punk who man-

aged to get a gun and an oversized

inspiration at the same time. He
shot up two of Nick Visconti’s boys
a couple weeks ago, righit in the
middle of Harlem, and relieved his
bagman of his satchel. It happened
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I said. “Did"

right after the last stop for a collec-

tion, so the take was considerable— "

about two hundred thousand. Need-
less to say, Visconti has smoke com-
ing out both ears. If Leopold gets -

.away with the caper, it will be

open season on Nick’s entire oper-
ation. Every creep with a gun will -
be waiting in the dark for his bag- -
man to show. He has to nail Leo-
pold. Nick would haye' lost’ out -
completely, but Leopold’s girl-
friend got cold feet and decided to
switch sides. She went to Visconti

~ and gave him the whole story, even

the part where Leopold was check--

_ing into the Metropole in Seattle.’

His next move is to catch a plane
for the Orient.”

-“He won’t ever see the Ginza,” I
said. “He showed up today and it
took Raskin all of sixty seconds to
make him. Even money says he gets
hit tonight.” ’
.. “No sign of your man?” Charley
probed worriedly. '

“No sign,” -1 said. “And with
Luke Raskin setting up a hit, and -
the place crawling with cops,
maybe it’s all for the best.”

“Don’t talk like that!” Charley
hissed. “I promised our client the,
job would be done and he’s already
paid for your services. Find-a way,
Joey. Find a way—please.”

I didn’t want to say yes, but
Charley and I go back a long way.
“Anything on Visconti’s hit-man?”
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“Just that Raskin was to lay over
in Detroit and pick him up on his
way to Seattle,” Charley said. * Tt
was a real fluke that Raskin’s man
and ours both headed for the Met-
ropole Hotel.”

“No fluke,” I said. “My informa-
tion was that the bell captain in the
Metropole has helped a lot of
sweating characters slip out of the
country. The Metropole is the .in

place for people on the lam these -

days.” -
“Then you will try?”
coaxed. .

“I've got to try,” I said. “If I blow
this one, twenty years of perfection
and my reputation go down the
drain. How much is the' hit-man

getting for the jobr”

: “Ten thousand,” Charley said,
“which gives you a good idea of
how badly Visconti wants him
nailed.” '

“Thanké, Charley,”
did a real good job. Did anybody
ever tell you that you should have
been a detective?” . ‘

«Charley’s reply almost scorched
the wires. He has no use for cops of
any kind.

The-man I'd been waiting. for
walked into the lobby of the Metro-
pole at'two o’clock that afternoon.
That was when my mind slipped
into high gear. It was his sur-
prisingly close physical resem-
blance to Mark Leopold that trig-

Charley

I said. “You

gered the brainstorm. Usually I'd
have noticed the similarity -a lot
sooner, but I'd been concentrating
on Luke Raskin and Mark Leopold
instead 6f the man for whom I was
waiting. It must have been my

lucky day, because my man drew

room 626, right down the hall from
Mark Leopold. The whole setup
was made to order for a man with a
bit of imagination, and I've got an
imagination that won’t quit.

It was late in the afternoon when
Raskin entered -the lobby of the
Metropole. A discreet distance be-.
hind him was a blondish, baby-
faced type no more than- twenty-
five; young for a hit-man. He was
just everyday mod until I got-a
good look at the flat gray eyes.
They were cold and unblinking, just
like a rattler’s. His lower lip was
overly full and effeminate. I'd seen
his type before. They never care
who they hit, or why, or even how
much they’re getting paid for the
job. Basically they’re the same as
the pyromaniac or the sex maniac. .
Even when reliving their greatest
triumphs, thelr eyes glisten. They
are sick .

* When Leopold emerged from the
elevator at dinner time, Raskin
flicked a gold cigarette lighter and
applied the flame to the cigarette

‘he’d placed in his mouth earlier. At

the same time he nodded to the
blond hit:man, seated so that he
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faced the row of elevators. Raskin
stood up then, in a leisurely fashion,
and -moved out the door into the
night. Leopold had been marked
for death before a whole herd of
unsuspecting conventioneers and
policemen. It had been smooth, real
smooth.

The hit-man followed Leopold
into the coffee shop and took a seat
at the end of the lunch counter,
from where he could study his po-
tential victim discreetly. Nothing
was going to happen right away,

DOWNRIGHT MURDEROUS
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which was what I had hoped. I cut
out the door and began looking for
Raskin. For a bit I couldn’t find
him, and my heart dropped down
past my knees. Then he emerged
from a delicatessen that set back-
from the sidewalk. He was licking
contentedly at a twenty-five cent
cone—just a kid at heart.

I followed him to his hotel, Har-
ris House. He went upstairs, and a
short time later he was stepping off
the elevator, his bag in his hand.
His job was done and he was leav-
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ing town. I summoned a taxi and
headed back for the Metropole.

*. Leopold was just finishing a steak

~when I looked into the coffee shop,
and the blond punk was still daw-
dling over a cup of coffee at the end
of the counter. For a second I felt
sorry for Leopold. He was theo-

- retically as dead as a man could get,’

and he didn’t have the faintest-idea

" of what was happening right under -

his nose. I shrugged the feeling
away. Leopold had gambled for the
chunk; now it was time to pay for
the chips. : .
_ The hit-man waitéd until Leo-
pold stepped onto the elevator be-
fore he headed out the door into the
soft-summer night. He walked
briskly, as though he were in a
hurry to get it over. I summoned
- another taxi, and instructed the
 driver to take me to the Fargo Ho-
tel. When we got ‘there I handed
.the driver a ten-spot. “Wait around
the corner for me. I won'’t be long.”
When the blond punk came
through the door I was behind a re-
.volving rack of paperback books,
well hidden from his serpentine

orbs. “The key to room two-.
twelve,” he said to the clerk in a
reedy voice.

I'paused at the desk as soon as he
was out of sight. Room 212 was reg-
istered to a Harry Green. With that _

vital bit of information tucked into

the back of my head, I eased out

_nocently.

the door and around the corner.to
the waiting taxi.

When Harry Green entered the
Metropole lobby twenty minutes
later, I was waiting for him. He car-
ried a briefcase under his arm, and
his eyes had taken on a bright glit-
ter. He was wound up tight, slaver-
ing toward the ultimate thrill. T
grasped his elbow as he neared the
bank of elevators and steered him
toward a momentarily deserted cor-

“Leopold ]ust pulled the old
sw1tcheroo on you.”

Green let his eyes widen in-
“Leopold? I don’t know
anybody by that name. You must
“have me confused with somebody
else.”

“You know him,” I growled.
“And while you’re remembering
him, throw in a few other tidbits.

Like Nick Visconti . . . a two-hun- -
dred-grand hit . . . James-Orbison
from Palm Springs . . . Luke Ras-

kin . . . and a ten-grand contract.”
I paused to light a cigarette and let
the words sink in. “So you don’t be-
lieve me. So who gives a damn! Go
on up to room six-sixteen and pull
.your boo-boo. Just remember: -

Leopold isn’t there!”

Instant sweat peppered Creens .
brow. “Who the hell are you
anyway'9 -

Im Nick Visconti’s - msurance
agent I said, with just enough
weariness to make it- sound con-
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mcmg “He sends me along on all
1e important matters so punks like
ou don’t goof and blow things into

cocked hat—like you were just
etting ready to do.”

Green wanted to believe me;
sreen didn’t want to believe me.
‘or a minute he teetered one way
nd then the other, but I krew too
auch about the matter to be dis-
ounted. “Nobody said anything to
ne about you being on the scene,”
i blustered, finally.

I managed a tolerant smile. “If
'ou hadn’t been all set to goof, you
vouldn’t have found out about me
t all. I dont announce myself
vhen things are progressing as
slanned. You could call Luke Ras-
in and ask him about me, but he
hecked out of Harris House at
even o’clock. Right now he should

se high in the sky on his way back

o New York. And you won’t be
ble to get in touch with Nick Vis-
.onti either. He'll be up at his lodge
n the Adirondacks, just like he is
wvery Saturday; incommunicado, as
hey say. It’s just you and me, Harry
sreen. Louse up this hit and before
he week is out Visconti will have a
rontract out on you. He hates stu-
sidity, even in small matters. And
his job is important. Blow this job
nd you're dead!”

Green tried to swallow. I could
dmost hear the dry scrape of his
ongue against the roof of his

JOWNRIGHT MURDEROUS

mouth. “Okay. I'll play it your way
You call the shots.”

When the elevator let us out on
the sixth floor, I pulled my ring of
master keys from my pocket and se-

- lected one. At the same time, Green

was deftly twisting a silencer onto
the muzzle of the .38 automatic
he’d pulled from the briefcase.
When I eased the door to room 626
open, he was right behind" me.
There was just enough light coming.
from the neon sign across the street
to make his work easy. Laying the
barrel of the .38 across his left fore-
arm, he zeroed in on the semi-ex-
posed back of the sleeping man and
squeezed the trigger. Like magic, a
neat hole appeared at the juncture
of the man’s spine and shoulders.
This was the moment I'd feared
most, but I had no worries. Instead
of moving forward to examine his

gory work, Green stood like a zom-

bie, his eyes glassy, tongue caress-
ing his lower lip.

“Watch the door,” I hissed, mov-
ing across the room. I checked the
body, then went through the pants
hanging over the back of a chair,
and finally the suitcase at the foot
of the bed. “He’s real dead, and
there’s no sign of the money. Let’s
get out of here.”

Green moved lethargically. He
didn’t begin - coming out of the
trance until we were almost at the
main floor. When the elevator door
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slid open he moved sfraight ahead, “ I can. And you've got it all righ

never looking back. I waited a few

" minutes, then stepped back onto
. the elevator and stabbed the button
for the sixth floor. Leopold was flat

on his back in bed when I eased -

open the door to his room, his lips
- fluttering gently with each ex-

halation. He néver knew I was in -

the room until the cold snout of my

* .32 automatic pressed against his -

throat. Before he could get his eyes
- open, I'd fished his gun from under
‘his pillow and- -slipped it into my
_ pocket."'When he came awake, it
was.all at once, his eyes wide with
- fear. I backed away, flicked the.
- 'lights on, and bégan tossing him his -
clothes. “Get dressed, punk.” -
“Look,” he squeaked shrilly.
~“Why don’t we talk this over. I .
~ mean I can top- whatever price
. you're being paid.”

I gave him my best sneer. “You
should be able to, Mr. Leopold-Or-
bison, or whatever you want to call
yourself. With two hundred grand
of Nick Visconti’s- monéy you can
probably top a lot of prices. There’s
~ just one small detail you've over-.

-~ looked: T'm not interested.” T

ﬂlpped hlS hat and coat at him. ~
Let $.g0.” -

“You can have all the money,”
Leopold screeched . desperately.
“Every ‘bit of it. Nobody will ever
know.” - -

1 made with another sneer.

“Sure

there in your suitcase. What kind o
hayseed do you take. me foi
anyway?”

Leopold’s head snapped back.anc
forth like a runaway metronome
“Not here.” He stabbed a hand intc
his hat and brought out a key that
had been fastened there with trans-
parent tape. “It’s in a locker at the
bus depot. Honest, it is!”

I rubbed my chin and let a few

“wnnkles gather across my brow.

“You got enough money to get out
of the country on?”

His head bobbed up and . down
like a high-speed Yo-Yo. “I took a
“thousand out of the bundle. for .ex-
penses.” . - o

“Okay,” 1 growled. “We go to
the bus depot. But I'll have my eye
on you every inch of the way so
don’t get any silly ideas. If you run,
you bleed.”. .

With his hfe hanging in the bal-
ance, Leopold was too scared to try

“anything. When we reached the bus
depot, he stood to one side while 1

opened the locker ‘and flipped the
catch on the briefcase. The- money
was there all right; piles and piles
of impressive packets of green.

. I turned to. Leopold. “You just

vboughtA yourself a headstart. Be

smart and use it wisely. But before
you go, I'll need some of your 1den-
tification.”

Identlﬁcatlon"’ he squeaked
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fe was so scared he couldn’t even
hink.

I nodded patiently. “T'll need it -

o leave with a suitable body some-
vhére. That way everybody will
hink you’re dead—and they will
ontinue to think so as long as you
lay it smart and stay gone. By this
ime tomorrow you should be well

m your way to South America with’

| one-way ticket.” , _

Leopold handed me a credit
ard, his driver’s license, and a
nembership card from a garment
vorker’s union in New York City.
Chen he turned and ‘wheeled out
he door. I was reasonably certain
1e’d never be back.

After I'd mailed the briefcase to
nyself at my Brooklyn address and
nade reservations on the next east-
»ound flight, I walked back to the

Vletropole Hotel and took the

:levator up to the sixth floor. With
Leopold’s identification exchanged
'or that of the man the blond hit-
nan had killed, my work was done.
The fact that I hadn’t killed the
nan myself, as I'd contracted to do,
wvould in no way diminish my
Jelight when I collected for the hit.

~ -

/

DOWNRIGHT MURDEROUS

The slob had been a ruthless dope-
trafficker who preyed on wealthy
kids. He’d managed to outwit the
law at every turn, but somewhere a
parent found him out. That was
when Charley sent for me . . .

Actually, my exchanging the
identification- was nothing - more
than a courtesy gesture. Harry"
Green had done all right by me, and
it was no more than fair that I re-
ciprocate. It would keep him from
getting racked up for hitting my
man instead of his. .

As for the two hundred thousand
dollars, I'm not a greedy person by
nature, but long years in the busi-

‘ness have taught me the cold, hard

facts. My business is the same as any
other, with-new faces appearing on
the scene, crowding the older men
out. They force the prices .down,
and do sloppy work. So you can see,
job-security-wise I'm totally unpro-
tected. No fringe benefits, no noth-
ing, so I have to make out the best I
can. _

It's the increasing competition
that really bugs me anymore,
though. Sometimes it gets down-
right murderous . . .
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“*% MERT MARKET -

FroM THE GREENHOUSE to the

meat market is a matter of minutes -

‘by car, but on this fine April morn-

" ing I do not go by car. I can’t find

the keys. Bonnie has secreted them

-away somewhere. Her nature is se-
cret, I fear, and always has been.

_ Strictly speaking, I don’t leave

. from the greenhouse itself. My

point ‘of departure is the cottage,

" our little red cottage so trim’ out-

side, so soiled within, which sits

- some fifty feet in front of the greén-

house (hothouse, I'm inclined to call

. it now) and a bit to the left near an

old"sundial tilted toward in-

“accuracy. - ,

Greenhouse, cottage hothouse.
What difference? All are approx-
unately equldlstant from- the: mar-
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ket, either by.car or afoot. I'm
walking—and rather swiftly, too, for
a man confined of late by what they
called a debilitating illness. I take
Maple Terrace in long strides,
-heedless and seemingly unseen, car-
rying the spoiled meat wrapped in
butcher’s paper and tucked inside a
string-handled shopping bag Not a
neighbor in view, not even a neigh-
‘bor’s child. I spot an abandoned
tricycle leaning against a’ winter-
,wounded’ hydrangea bush. That is
-all.

. The welcome. sﬂence extends
from Maple to Poplar, from Poplar

. to Oak, from Oak to Sycamore. Not
- a sound except the occasional rustle

of budding branches against a
‘gentle movement of air. But here at
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Grove, as always, rises the first
small clamor of traffic: a panel
truck, several cars, a boy on a bike,
... ~

When the light turns green I
hurry across the intersection to the
market occupying the opposite cor-

ner: SLATTERY S FINE MEATS.

['ve only just learned that Slattery

is no longer there. Sold out and re-
tired. Gone south with his fat, rosy-
cheeked wife, leaving behind his
name in possession of a new owner,
one who obviously regards the ad-
jective fine with far less rectitude
than did Slattery during a long-
carving career.

The shopping bag begins to drag
like an anchor from my left hand. I

switch it to my right. The door in- -

vites me to PUSH. Across the
threshold I smell sawdust,” fresh
ham, an unnameable cheese, con-
gealed gore. The premises are im-

maculate, more so than during Slat-

tery’s tenure, which of course
makes it easier to slip a poor piece

MONOLOGUE IN A MEAT MARKET

of meat to an undiscriminating
housewife. They become dupes to
the decor. Lamb chops in paper
panties turn them on. Hamburger
in pink plastic, too. Cherokee roses
actually stand in a vase on a shelf

‘above the dairy refrigerator. I won-

der if these come from our—my—
greenhouse, hothouse, cold frame.
No doubt about it. Insult being im-
pudently added to injury.

Half a dozen customers wait
here. In the act of serving them are
a very young man, one not so
young, and one quite old whom I
vaguely recall from the days of
Slattery—a holdover. He winks and
blinks at a tall thin wraith of a
woman who wavers uncertainly
over two porcelain trays of cold
cuts. Bag in hand, I approach the
counter presided over by the sec-
ond man; the new proprietor. By
name, Herbert Balzer. -

I recognize him from Bonnie’s
sketchy description. The “whole-
some” face is round and pink, with
the textural glister of a pork sau-
sage: the late Heinrich Himmleér in
a white smock, green eyes modestly
uncommunicative behind steel-
rimmed glasses. The smock itself is
fairly clean, the upper half at least,
but around the waistline are the un-.
mistakable hints of blood. A black
signet ring with a white scripted B
enlivens the little finger of the pal-
lidly plump left hand. He is telling
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the frizzle-headed blonde in front
of me that the rib roast will cut like
butter. What barefaced chicanery! 1
itch to denounce his meat right
now, in all forms, cuts and joints,
but I bide my time.

Frankly, I fail to comprehend

what Bonnie can see in a butcher.
One should ‘think that after five

years of marriage to me, an artist at .

heart, though necessarily a fiorist by
trade, she would find a gent of this
stripe beneath notice.

Granted, times were tough while
I was away involuntarily, but the
situation had been going bad before
that. The sudden lack of every-
thing—money, silence, love, fair
. weather—were "a ' deepening tor-
ment. I couldn’t cope with it. Once,
in a red moment, I tried direct ac-
tion. Taking a scythe, I rushed into
the " hothouse and inexplicably
flicked the ‘full-bloom heads off
" three hundred chrysanthemums—
golden yellow, burnt orange, soft
lavender rolling in' hapless clusters
on the stone floor. A year’s labor, a
month’s inventory. I shudder to re-
member it. I was terribly wrong,
terribly stupid.

Yet my pathetic ferocity ‘is. no
reason why Bonnie should have
lowered her standards. The first
time she accepted so .much as a
brisket from a man like this Balzer
here, a gross brute, she besmirched
my name and sullied her own soul.

It’s a simple credit proposition,
she says. Herbert trusts me; I mean
us. He trusts us.

My skepticism forms a sad smile.
Herbert, is it? Perhaps -at times
Bert—or Herbie?

The true story is disclosed by the
well-stocked freezer in the cellar of

- my cottage: twelve sirloin steaks,

ten porterhouse steaks, six club
steaks, three seven-rib roasts, four
rolled rumps (alas!), two loins of
pork, three legs of lamb . . . And
much of this meat is stamped
USDA Commercial. Not Prime, not
Choice, not even Good. Oh, no.
USDA Commercial. A bitter pill to
swallow.

The blonde barrier bétween me
and Balzer has vanished. His steel-
rimmed glasses, two rhomboid glit-
ters, send a signal, His thin wet lips
move, or writhe, really. He is
speaking. I prepare to listen. What
he says may be of some importance.
Moistly, soundlessly, his lips con-
tinue to move. His pink brow ruf-
fles under a sequence of querulous
wrinkles. Then he. begins to come

* through, as if he has stepped within

range of a hidden microphone.
May he be of service to me?

~ (That is his message, just that.)

I sincerely hope so, I reply, plac-
ing the shopping bag on the

" counter and suppressing a desire to

laugh outright. But first. I believe I
should introduce myself.
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This proposal causes him' to-clear
his. throat. His green eyes, swollen

behind the off-center glasses, dart

up, down, off to “the left.

Noting but ignoring these signs of
discomfiture, I recite with a muster
of pride my name in full. His lips
fall w1de apart, an actual gape.
Amid the liverish interior of his
mouth a gold cusp gleams. It seems
to me he moves back half a pace. I
“grin mischievously.

He finally speaks just above a

whisper. He doesn’t profess to be

pleased to meet me. He says noth-
ing like that. Instead he tries to ap-
pear to be confidential. He under-
stands that I have been . . . he has
been reliably informed that I have
been . . . a customer recently told
him that I was .

Away? I present him the elusive
word.

Away, yes.

Not since yesterday, I retort.

"~

Certain unpleasant rumors kept fil-

" tering through the walls of my .

uh . . . refuge until finally T felt
compelled to take French leave.
You appreciate my position, I con-
tinue.

MONOLOGUE IN A MEAT MARKET

.~

Like a puppet, he nods a dozen
times in wooden agreement.

In that case, sir, you may also ap-
preciate that I dislike coming home"
to find meat of low quality on my
table. Tainted, in fact.

Still nodding, he casts a fearful
glance at the other customers and
confides in a whisper that he will

.make everything good.

Indeed you will, I declare, push-
ing the shopping bag across the
counter against his smocked belly.
This article is a disgrace to the
memory of Slattery. Look for your-
self.

Continuing to nod like an au-
tomaton, he extracts the bulky
package from the bag and starts to
unwrap it with fumbling fingers.
Sidelong glances are hitting us from
all directions. I relish the butcher’s
well-deservéd. embarrassment.

At last the package is open. I
blink in disbelief. There, in plain
view, is a huge golden-yellow chry-
santhemum. What happened to. the’
meat, I wonder? Leaning forward
to see better, I then realize it isnt a
chrysanthemum after all. It’s Bon-
nie.



settle on one man. .

Credence there may be in the belief that virtue and riches seldom g(

Tue caLL from St. Stephen’s
Registry came at 7:10 on a Wednes-
day evening, exactly one- week
since I'd registered my availability
for private duty and ten days after

g
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my arrival in San Francisco. The
woman’s solemn voice on the other
end of the line alerted me to the
fact that I was speaking to the
owner-manager- herself, a tall,

i
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gaunt, dreary woman with whom
I'd talked briefly during my inter-
view.

“You must realize, Miss Cowell,”
the woman was saying in a madden-
ing, supercilious manner, “that al-
though we have checked your qual:
ifications rather briefly in a long-

distance call to the hospital in -
Miami, your last place of employ--

ment, you are to some degree vir-

tually unknown to us, and it is not .

our policy to send out a new regis-
trant until written verification of
her qualifications is in and on file.”
1 fumbled for a cigarette in my
open purse on the table near the
phone and, pushing back my irrita-

THE VERY BEST PEOPLE

tion at the woman’s arrogance, said
in my professionial nurse’s voice, “I°
can assure you that my quali-
fications and training are exactly as
stated on my registration form.
However, if you have any doubts at -
all, I would prefer not to take what-
ever Case you have in mind.”

“I had not in any way intended
to impugn your ability, Miss' Cow-
ell, or to suggest that St. Stephen’s
does not wish to use you. As it hap-
pens, you have been specifi-
cally asked for.”

I flicked my lighter, then blew a
wreath of blue smoke into the mod-
ern confines of my small studio
apartment and said with polite sur-
prise, “I can’t imagine anyone spe-
cifically asking for me. As I men-

. tioned, I'm new to the city—"

“Not for you personally, Miss
Cowell.” The woman’s voice
dripped with disapproval that I
might even think such a thought.
“You were requested because of
your rather extensive background
in geriatrics. You were supervising
night nurse in the geriatric wing for
six months, is that correct?”

“Yes, that’s correct.” I leaned my
back against the wall and thought
about all the elderly patients I'd
seen in those six months, all of them
waiting to die, some. cheerfully,
some unwillingly and others like
patient, decaying vegetables wait-
ing for the turn of the furrow. All in
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all, geriatrics, the care and stu&y of

the diseases of the aged, is a de-

pressing business. In Miami I had

just sort of fallen'into it, simply be-~

cause no other nurse of supervisory
_capacity wanted to take it.

That was, to some degree the
story of my life as well as my ca-

reer. 1 was always coming along"

with stoic fortitude doing the jobs
that no one else wanted to do. Not
that I was knocking my" profession;
I loved nursing, and in its turn
nursing had been"good to me, but it
had taken its toll. I was thirty-seven
years old, totally unattached except

for a brief, bad marriage long in the .

. past and, as my slippered feet re-
minded me, I was tired; not the
kind of tired that a good night’s rest
or a two-week holiday can cure. 1
- wanted to sit down for a long, long
time, on the deck of a cruise ship or
in the first-class section of a 747,

“ - and when I got up again I wanted

‘to be far, far away, with the finan-

cial independence to_remain there.

Smothering a sigh, I turned my at-
tention back to the self-important
female from St. Stephen’s.
“You must understand, Miss
Cowell,” she was being supercilious
_again, “that our registry deals only
~ with doctors and professional medi-
~ cal people. Ordinary peoplé cannot
call here and demand this type of
nurse or ‘that, but because of Dr.
‘Felton’s eminence—he’s very much

eought after by all the best

»

people . .

An expensive society doctor, 1
supplied in my mind, wrinkling my
nose and blowing another wreath of
smoke to show what I, as a nurse,
thought of society doctors.

“. . . and because of the promi-
nerice of the family-he is attending,
the Dunstads, I permitted Mr. Lu-
cian Dunstad to make a personal
choice from the nurses listed with
the registry for someone to care for
his elderly mother, Mrs. Abigail
Dunstad. The choice was narrowed
down to you, Miss Cowell.” -

She paused, as though I should
genuflect or-something. When 1 re-
frained from any vocal knee-bend-
ing she went on to give me a run-
down on the exalted status of the

‘Dunstads.

13

. a very fine old banking

-famnily, settled here before the turn

of the century. Perhaps none of this
is very meaningful to you as a
stranger to the city, Miss Cowell,
but. I’'m telling you only to illus-
trate the fact that St. Stephen’s
Registry deals with the very best
people and therefore it’s impor-

" tant—"

I let her ride her merry -go-round
of words bdck to the subject at hand

‘before 1 broke in crisply and said,

“Fine. I believe I understand the
importance of the Dunstad family
and the tradition of the registry,
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and also the fact that Mrs. Dunstad
is. quite elderly and in need of ex-
pert care. Since. Mr. Dunstad has
requested someone of my gquali-
fications I will be glad to take the
case. What is the address and when
am I expected on duty?” -

She gave me a Nob Hill address
and told me I was expected im-
mediately, then added by way of a
short, incomplete explanation,
“One of our nurses was on duty at
the Dunstad home until an hour
ago. It seems there was some sort of
misunderstanding and she felt it im-
possible to remain on the case. She
left rather . . . uh, abruptly. Dr.
Fenton is there at present, waiting
to brief you. He must leave shortly
for another commitment, so please
do try to get there as qulckly as
possible.”

I agreed to be on my way im-
mediately and hung up, then dialed

for a taxi. I put the small weekend

case, which I always keep packed
and ready, by the door of my apart-
ment, then went into the small
dressingroom and changed into a
crisp white uniform, stockings and
shoes. I was standing in the lobby,
navy cape over my shoulders, small
white cap perched on my upswept
blonde hair by the time'the taxi ar-
rived at 7:30. . -
Settling into the back of the cab
and driving off into the. gray mists
of the fogbound city I began to feel

THE VERY BEST PEOPLE

the first tingle of excitement about
the private duty ahead of me,
aware as always of the unique sense
of drama inherent in nursing. Per-
haps that’s what attracted me in the
first place, drama (of the stage vari-
ety) being my first avocation in life,
but not one at which 1 was fated to
be a success, although I tried it.”

“You new in the city, muirse?”
The taxi driver stopped at a light
and glanced over his shoulder with
a friendly grin. ‘

"“Yes, I am.”

“I thought so. It’s the cape. You’
don’t see many of them around here
anymore. Most of the nurses just
wear ordinary coats over their uni-
forms. No class. Can’t tell"em from
waitresses these days.”

I smiled, pleased that someone
would appreciate as I did, this spe-
cial overt and dramatic symbol of
the nursing profession.

“Who’s sick at the Dunstad

‘place?” the driver asked.

He caught my startled glance
and chuckled. “I got all them num- -
bers up on that fancy hill memo- -
rized. Most of us cabbies do. You'll
find out that San Francisco is just a
big small town. If you want to
know what’s going on with the
V.L.P.’s never mind the society col-
umns, just ask a cabdriver. So who’s
under the weather?”

“I believe it’s the elderly Mrs.
Dunstad.” -
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“That’s the only Mrs. Dunstad
there is—the very elderly, and very
wealthy Mrs. Dunstad. The two
boys ain’t married, at least not at
the present. One of them, Neville,
" marches to the altar periodically,
but Mama.always buysithim back.
That’s the way it is with them rich
kids, even old rich kids.” The driver
sighed philosophically. “Maybe you
. can get yourself a rich husband up
there,” he said. “That is, if you're -
" not married already.”

“I'm not married,” I replied qui-
etly to the question implied in his
remark. A

“Well, Neville should be likely
- pickings. Not bad-looking in ‘a
weak-chinned way. You wouldn't
want Lucian, I don’t think. He’s too
fat—and too old. Come to think of
it, they're both a little old for you.™
The cabdriver glanced around, his
dark eyes twinkling admiringly, and
‘I felt a little less tired and a little
less thirty-seven.

“Both of "em in their late fortles
I'd say. At least, Neville is: Lucian’s
probably in his fifties.”

I was absorbing this bit of infor- -

* mation-'when the cab came to a stop
and then made a left turn into a pri-

“vate driveway of an estate, the

grounds surrounded by a-high
wrought-iron fence. Ahead stood

the ugly Tudor mansion, half ob- -

scured by drifting sheets of mist. -
- In front of the porticoed door the

driver handed me my bag and a
small white card. “This is the cab
company’s unlisted line,” he said.
“The next time you need a taxi call

.this number and ask for Jack Kaye.

That’s me. Or if you can’t remem-
ber my name, ask for the short guy
who-smokes a pipe.” He grinned
and I looked across at him. He was
just about my age and height. “I

not married either,” he added
hopefully. .

I smiled and thanked him, but my
thoughts were already on the job
ahead.

“It’sabout time you got here.” The
hatchet-faced, middle-aged woman
in the dark uniform who opened the
door took my bag unceremoniously
andledthe way up the handsome, cir-
cular stairway. The doctor’s im-
patlent to git going.”

It was; of course, quite useless to
point out that I had arrived in less
than™ forty-five minutes from the
time I was called. Besides, it doesn’t
pay to get off to.a bad start with
servants in a house. They can make-
a nurse’s ex1stence miserable, with
cold meals from the kitchen and
surly unwillingness to 'sub in the
sickroom for even a few minutes.

“I'm” Mrs. London, the house-
keeper,” she offered dourly over
her shoulder. “Thought I was going
to have to sit with the old lady my-
self tonight. That would be all I'd
need after a'day like today!” She
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didn’t elaborate, but opening one of
the doors in the upper hall she
added, “This here’s your- room.
Right next to the old lady’s. It con-
nects through the bathroom. You 1
have to keep both doors open all
the time, in case she calls. T'll go let
the doctor know you've here. He's

all dressed up, ’specting to go to the .

opera tonight. Having a regular
cat-fit thinking he might have to
miss some of the caterwaulin’.”
Mrs. London sniffed to.show her
opinion of opera and took her
leave.

I had just slid off my cape and
put it on the bed, glancing around
with interest at the big bedroom
with its heavy traditional furniture,
when a brisk knock sounded at the
door to the hall.

“Nurse Cowell from the registry,

I believe?” He was tall, with the._

kind of aristocratic good looks that
make for successful society doctors,
his dark hair going ‘iron-gray at the
temples and his slim figure elegant
in white tie and tails. All that saved
him from being too overbearingly
perfect was the glint of humor in
his keen, hazel eyes. “I'm Dr. Fen-
ton and I'm going to cut this short
because I'm in one hell of a hurry.
This is the opening night of the op-
era and I made a solemn promise to
arrive early 'so that my wife can be
photographed in her new gown.”
He paused and- smiled and I
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smiled back. He had a very likable .
human quality, and like all nurses
going on special duty, I was re-
lieved not to be greeted by a frozen
stick of a doctor with enough in-
structions to make a centipede wish
for another pair of legs. )

“Are you an opera buff, Nurse
Cowell?”

“Not if I can help it.”

He laughed heartily at that.
“Atta girl. Keep it to cool jazz in
dark clubs and life will be a lot sim- -
pler. Okay, here’s the patient’s
chart. As you can see, she is on
seven different medications. Here’s
the time sheet, and the dietary re-
strictions on those. You can look it
over later. I'll drop over tomorrow
afternoon and you can ask any
questions then. The big thing here
is Mrs. Dunstad’s age. She’s eighty-
six years old and a tribute to human
willpower. She has enough things
wrong with her, incident to ad-
vanced age, to fill a textbook on ge-
rontology; heart, lungs, not good,
creeping paralysis in her right side,
an arthritic condition in her hands
and arms, high blood pressure, the
works. She’s on the usual support-
ive drugs in each case, the doses rel-
atively small in order that her- sys-
tem can tolerate the fairly wide
range of medication. In case of an
emergency, get her to the Ocean-
side Clinic as soon as possible. She’ll
need special apparatus. Okay, any
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other questions on your mind?”
“What further medication is
scheduled for tonight?”

“Nothing now until the mommg,
except for a multivitamin tablet at
8:30 and a Lulprol tablet at nine.
Lulprol is a tranquilizer, but Mrs.
Dunstad takes it as an aid to sleep.
Make sure she never gets more than
one-of those. We don’t want to send
our little old lady on any wild drug
trips now, do we?” Dr. Fenton
flashed square white teeth in a
brilliant smile.
~ “No, Doctor,”
myself smiling dreamily back at
him like some dazzled student
nurse.

“Good. Come along now and Irn
introduce- you to our patient.”

“Doctor . . .7 1 he51tated, then
plunged in. “Perhaps it isn’t any of
my business, but if Mrs. Dunstad
should alludeé to it, what is the story
on the nurse I'm replacing? The
one who was on duty here until a
couple of hours ago?”

Dr. Fenton paused and clasped
* his hands thoughtfully behind his
elegant ‘tails’. “That’s a long story,

or a short one, depending upon how: -
you look at it. Frankly, I don’t’
know why in the hell Neville chose"

this particular evening and this par-
ticular time to have one of his snits.
Neville Dunstad is Mrs. Dunstad’s
younger son, by the way. It seems
Nurse Meekon—an excellent nurse,
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1 said and found

too—who had been here three
months, became uite a favorite of
Mrs. Dunstad’s. A couple of weeks
ago Mrs. Dunstad was picking
through her jewelry box, a favorite

~old-lady pastime. Anyway, she

came across a small, old-fashioned
amethyst brooch and gave it to Miss
Meekon as a personal token of ap-
preciation. I thought it an ex-

‘tremely nice gesture, -and Miss

Meekon was completely overcome.
She pinned it on the collar of her
uniform and has worn it every day
since. As I say, this occurred two

“weeks ago and I'm quite sure Nev-

ille was aware of it, and why should
it matter anyway? The piece wasn’t
worth that much. But tonight when
Miss Meekon was eating her dinner

.in the kitchen, Neville came in for

ice cubes or some damn thing, saw
the pin and blew sky-high. Accused
the poor girl of coercing it out of

‘his mother, a sick, childish old lady

who didn’t know what she was
doing . . . and on and on. It was a
terrible scene, and an absolutely in-
fantile and unnecessary one.

" “Naturally, Miss Meekon retali-
ated in kind. I won’t go into details,
but Suffice to say that she was
packed and.out of this house within
fifteen minutes, with all hell break-
ing loose in her trail. Mrs. Dunstad .
was very angry and upset, and I was

_called because Lucian, the. older

son, thought his mother was going
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to have a heart attack, or worse. 1

didn’t think that was likely to hap--

pen. She’s a strong old lady, at least
when it comes to family ‘scraps—I
think she thrives on them, but I

came anyway. More a question of °

my presence than my power, as I
suppose you understand, Nurse.”

I nodded and Dr. Fenton flashed
me a conspiratory grin and led the
way to Mrs. Dunstad’s room.

“What made you come to San

Francisco?” Mrs. Abigail Dunstad
was following my movements about
the room with dark, alert eyes that
seemed startlingly youthful in the
sunken ruins of her face, and behind
those eyes, I supposed, burned the
tenacious willpower that was keep-
ing her crumbling old body alive.

“A need for a change,” I told her
truthfully. Old people, like chil-
dren, don’t like to be. conned or
talked down to.

“Well, this is some change all
right.” She gave a laugh that was
more of a cackle. “What do_you
think of this fog, eh? After all that
sunshme in Miami. I was in Miami
once.” Her lively eyes took on a
faraway gleam of satisfaction that
told me she was enjoying an espe-
cially good memory. “Mr: Flagler
had just run his railway to the Keys.
I was only a slip of a girl then, and a
very pretty girl, too. Would you
guess that to look at me now?” She
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" her old throat.

.grinned at me archly in that gro-

tesque manner that old women
sometimes have of doing, the lamp-
light glinting obscenely on her per-
fect set of synthetic teeth.

“Yes, I would,” I said quietly, ig-
noring the erosion of age and con- -
centrating on the high patrician -
cheekbones and the long straight
nose, which were the signs of once-’
great beauty. :

“Thank you,” she said, pleased.

“I believe you. But I haven’t been
to Miami for years and years. I al-
most forgot that it was still there.”
She chuckled runiinatively deep in
“Except for Neville,
of course. Neville’s my younger son.
A handsome devil . .." . The girls are
always after him. Neville goes to
Miami, or somewhere near Miami.
Polo, you know. He likes polo. Used
to play, or does he still play? I for-

‘get now.” She looked confused and

I sighed. The conversation of old la-
dies can be very wearing.
“It’s time for your pill now, Mrs.
Dunstad.” .
“My sleeping pill? Oh dear, is it

‘bedtime already? But then it has

been a very long, very tiring day.”
She was sitting propped up with
several pillows behind her back and
I helped her ease forward while I
gave her one tablet and a small

glass of water. Then I settled her

for the night, clearing. her night .
table, which looked like the counter
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of a pharmaceutical house, pushing
all the bottles well back against the
wall “except for. one, an aspirin
bottle heavily wrapped in adhesive

" tape. She was allowed two aspirin
during the night for arthritic pain

and the bottle was wrapped so that
she could identify it in the dark. It
- gave her afeeling of independence,
Dr. Fenton had explained, if she
could help herself. It also allowed
her nurse to .sleep undisturbed,
something that was very much ap-
preciated by me and I'm sure by my

predecessors, as well. Elderly’
patients can have enough real

.emergencies at night without awak-
ening a nurse for two aspirin
tablets.

“Oh, but you mustn’t leave me,

Nurse,” Mrs. Dunstad protested in
her high old voice as I'moved about
the room spapping off lights. “I

warnt you to sit here and talk to me

until 1 fall asleep. Nurse Meekon
used to do’ that. Sometimes she sang
to me—""

. ‘She was mterrupted by a per--
functory knock at the. door, fol-

- lowed by the entrance of a short,
thickset, middle-aged man with
dark, penetrating eyes set deeply in
his huge head, eyes that warned he
., was,not a man to be provoked or
* taken lightly.

“Good evening, Nurse. Im Lu-
cian Dunstad. 1 stopped in to say
good night to my mother. It’s her

‘bedtime, I believe.”

He looked at
his watch with grave deliberateness
as though to indicate that I had bet-
ter not be derelict in my duty. ’

“Yes,” I said, “Mrs. Dunstad just
had her pill.” '

“Hmmph. Well, Mother, you've
calmed down, I see. Good. Get a
good night’s sleep and don’t think
about that silly business with- Ne-
ville and Nurse Meekon anymore.”

“Neville’s a bad boy,” she said,
her voice wavery and weak as she
began to relax under the first thrust
of the tranquilizer. “I should have

‘spanked him more as a boy.”

“Well, you didn’t, Mother, so
now you have to live w1th the con-
sequences. Get some rest.”

Lucian Dunstad patted the thin
old arm but his expression remamed
remote and aloof.

“What’s this about spanking
me?” Neville Dunstad’s entrance to
the room was jainty. ‘He was tall
and slender, with a thin face that -
would have passed for handsome in
his younger days. Now, it was
merely slackly good-looking with
an air of spoiled self-indulgence
about the narrow lips. Still, it ‘was
apparent that he had a certain
spurious charm,

His mother reacted to his pres-

.ence like a bear ‘to a honeypot.
““Oh, Neville,”

she somehow man-
aged to gush cheerily, her voice
strengthening and her “dark eyes
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taking on an almost girlish glint of
coyness, “you've been eavesdrop-
ping. But it’s true, you were a bad
boy to hurt Miss Meekon’s feelings
and send her away like that.”

“Nonsense. She sent herself
awayil thought I apologized quite
decently.”

“But too late,” Mrs. Dunstad in-
sisted, then added playfully, “I
should cut your allowance for such
naughtiness.”

“Oh, come now,” Neville replied,
less jaunty but still endeavoring to
maintain a pretense of lightness.
“I'm a grown man and you can’t
cut a, grown man’s allowance.”

“Oh, yes, I can,” she replied and
a certain threat seemed to sound
under her playfulness. “I'm still in
control and' I can do anythmg
Can’t I, Lucian?”

“Yes, Mother,” Lucian replied,
his face so withdrawn and impas-
sive that I had almost forgotten his
presence. “YouTe still in control
and you can do anything—within
- reason, that is.”

A certain veiled counterthreat
hung in Lucian’s words and Mrs.
Dunstad’s expression. began to
harden in anger as she assimilated
it. It was Neville who defused the
tense situation by stepping qmckly
forward and kissing his mother on
the forehead. .

“But you wouldn’t, old dear,
would you? We're just a couple of
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rowdy bo;'é, but you love us, right?”
" “Yes,” she said slowly, “I suppose
I do. You were both cute children.
Especially Neville. I remember the
time I bought him the blue velvet

12

Tompers .

The Dunstad brothers quietly left
the room as the old lady’s words
drifted off and her eyes began to
close in sleep.

I had turned off the rest of the

- lights and was reaching for the one

on the night table when her voice
stopped me.

“You haven’t talked to me,
Nurse. I like to talk before I go to
sleep.” .

“I'm ‘sorry, Mrs. Dunstad. I
thought you were asleep.”

“No, just dozing . . . remember-
ing things. I can’t seem to settle
down tonight. 1 think I need an-
other _sleeping pill.” :

Since Mrs. Dunstad kept’ refer-
ring to her tranquilizer as a ‘sleep-
ing pill’ I realized she didnt know
the difference. Not that it mattered.
Dr. Fenton had obviously jollied
her along, not letting her know. that
she was too frail to be given any-
thing as strong as an old- fashloned
sleeplng pilt’.

“You've already had one pill,”
admonished. “Dr.
you to get to sleep on that.”

“Well, I can’t,” she said
peevishly. “I need another pill or
I’'m not going to get any rest at all.”
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Without further ado I gave her
another pill. Psychology . being .a
~-major part -of the care of the el-
derly, give them what they think
they need and keep them happy.
The results are just about the same
anyway. -

“Now you rest quietly,” I told
her, “and I'll get my knitting and sit
by you until you fall asleep.”

“Knitting!” she exclaimed. “I
didn’t know southern girls -knew
how to knit. I thought all they did
~ was cavort in the sand and _have
babies.”

Getting my knitting out of my
bag, I couldn’t resist smiling. This
old lady had wit and style, even if
she had- lingered too long beyond
her time, fighting the grave and

holding on too tightly fo. her money

and her ‘boys’.

“I've lived in Miami for several
. years,” I said, drawing up a chair,
“but I wasn’t born there. I'm origi-
nally from the Midwest.”

“The Midwest . . . I was there as

a girl. Chicago. I remember rowing.

on the lake, a very handsome young
swain paying court, too. But I never
liked it. The weathér is miserable
and very bad for the complexion.
Did you know that, Nurse?”

I confessed that 1 hadn’t been
aware of it.

“That’s what T told Neville. ‘Any
" girl from the Midwest must hdve a

terrible complexion’—but he mar-

ried her anyway. I wouldn’t have

minded so much about her com-
plexion, but she was a show girl!
My son marrying a show girl! Lolly
Larue. Isn’t that a terrible name?
Imagine calling anyone Lolly! Oh,

- my! But Neville thought it was

charming—-"Lolly Larue’ up in
lights outside of some burlesque
theatre in Detroit. I wrote him beg-
ging ‘him not to marry her, but he
wasn’t quite himself, poor boy.
Battle fatigue, you know. He was
just back from Korea. He had a
commission in the reserves and they
made him go. It was awful. As I ex-
plained to our Congressman, Sam

- Wilson, Neville just doesn’t have

>

the temperament for war . . .
She rambled on, flitting from one
vague piece of remembrance’ to

. another until suddenly she dropped

off to sleep, her mouth open to
form one last unspoken word.

I slept better than I had ex-
pected, awaking the first time to
hear furtive fumbling noises in Mrs.
Dunstad’s room, like rats gnawing '
at stolen foodstuffs. I realized it was
Mrs. Dunstad laboriously uncorking
her aspirin bottle and after a few
minutes of listening to her noisily
assisting herself, I forced myself
back to sleep. The second time, the
sounds were gasping, sniffling,

choking noises that never quite -

made it into a scream, but the fear -
and horror they contained was very
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real indeed. I was at her bedside in
seconds, going through the quick,
well-rehearsed routine. An hour
and a half later I arrived with her in
an ambulance at the Oceanside
Clinic. Some forty minutes later she
was dead. She had lapsed into a
coma from which she never
emerged. ‘

The dim light of ‘a pearl-gray
dawn was just breaking through
when Dr. Fenton, looking sleepless
. and” haggard, stared across at me
and shook his head ruefully. “I
- never expected this,” he said
slowly. “Never. Her heart was bad,
but she was a tough old girl. I knew
it was coming, but not- now. Not
this soon. Well, it won’t be the first
time I've been fooled.” He rubbed a
weary hand across his gray face
traced with the first stubble of a
beard. “Acute coronary thrombosis.
Wonder what brought it on?” He
shook his head again. “We’ll never
know, I suppose, unless it was that
'silly business "with Neville
Well, never mind. Let’s go down to
the office and get this business
over.”

He led the way with a weary step
and I could see that the pants he
was wearing with his white hospital
coat were the ones with the black
silk trim that he’d worn to the op-
era. He could not have gotten more
than one or two hours’ sleep, if he’d
been to bed at all. As Neville had
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predicted, the man was ‘beat’.

“It was all a matter of timing,”
Neville enthused later that day in -
the Dunstad study, “getting rid of
Nurse Meekon and causing a gen-
eral uproar on the opening night of
the opera. Maynard Fenton
wouldn’t make a house call for God
himself on opening night, but then
mother, being a Dunstad, was’
something else again. It threw the
good Dr. Fenton off balance from
the start and kept him there. Then,
of course, the rest was up to you,
Lolly. The-drug overdose that
brought on Mother’s fatal heart
attack, followed by the right
emergency care and the arrival at
the hospital . . . all just a little too
late! Timing. All of it timing! But
then your timing always was pretty
good, Lolly, as I remember.”

He stared pointedly at the crisp
bodice of my uniform and grinned-
slyly.

“I no longer twirl windmills, if
that’s what you're implying,” I said
coldly. “All that ended long, long
ago.”

“I know that, Lolly. But who
could imagine you entering nurses’
training and putting yourself
through on the settlement money
mother sent you for divorcing me? I
tell you, when I ran into you last
spring in Miami and found you’d
become a nurse—"
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““Stranger -things have hap-
pened,” I said acridly. “Besides, you
seem to forget that while I was
stripping and- twirling at the Old
Gaiety—and it was honest labor,
more than you've ever done—I was

" also studying very seriously with an

[

excellent actors’ workshop. The
breaks, the real breaks in the
theatre just didn’t come my way,
that’s all.”

“If you please,” Lucian Dunstad
broke in coldly, looking at his
watch, “I find this rehash of a sordid
past both distasteful and irrelevant.
Let’s get on'to the business at hand.
You; Miss Larue, have kept to your
bargain admirably.”

“My name is Cowell,” I said qui-.

etly, trying hard to contain my an-
noyance at his attitude. “Larue was
a stage name.”

“Yes, well . .. . whatever. I don’t
think it matters in the least what
you call yourself. Here, anyway, is
your money.” He handed me an en-
velope. “There’s ten thousand cash
in there, as you specified.”

“And here,” said Neville scoop-
ing another envelope off the desk,

“is the rest. Two checks for twenty-

five thousand apiece, made out to
Mrs. Lolly Dunstad.. One certified

"now, the other postdated six
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months, when the estate will have
been settled. Should any question

arise at all, it would ohly seem that - -

I am very, very generous toward

- my ex-wives. Especially one with a .

'good build who can tw1rl wind-

mills.”

“Shut up, Nevﬂle I said coldly,
but without rancor. I had almost
forgotten how childish and naive he
was about matters pertaining to
women and to sex, and the years
hadn’t changed him. But he was
more_pathetic than anything else.

“My sentiments exactly,” said
Lucian stemly “Shut up, Nev1lle
Now you're sure, Nurse . . . uh,
Cowell, that everything is in order?
Dr. Fenton signed the death certifi-
cate, so therefore no autopsy is re-
quired and no questions will be

"asked?”

“That’s right. Your mother died

in a hospital under her own physi-

[

cian’s care. An autopsy could have
been called for had she died at
home. Then again, maybe not, since
she had been under Dr.-
continual care. But it was best not.
to take the chance.” ,
“Risky,” Lucian said, blowing
out his breath through fat, heavy
jowls. “Very risky. I told Neville

. that when he came home from

-we could .

Miami spouting off about having
met you, and how, with your help
. uh, assist Motherto-

- her_eternal reward Very risky.” |
« . “But it worked,” Neville all but

crowed. “It worked.”
“In the event an autopsy had
been called for wouldn’t suspicion
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have fallen on us?” Lucian still
seemed anxious, although this oc-
currence was no longer a likeli-
hood.

“No. I put the aspirin back into
her wrapped aspirin bottle as soon

as I found her in the workings of a

seizure, and | returned the rest of
the Lulprols to their correct con-
tainer. In ‘an official count, two
“Lulprols would be missing, along
with the extra one she had insisted
on taking herself. They would turn
up in the stomach analysis, but no
trace of aspirin, keeping it within
the realm of possibility that she had
somehow gotten hold of the wrong
bottle. Anyway, under ordinary cir-
cumstances Lulprol is not that dan-
gerous; but used in combination
with other drugs, in overdose quan-
tities and for a sick, elderly person,
three or four constitutes an over-
dose, and can ‘be fatal. They’re
downers. They bring bad dreams.”

“Poor Mother,” Neville sighed,
“dying of bad dreams.”

“She died of a heart attack
‘brought on by fright culminating in
an epileptic-type seizure,” I said,
putting the envelopes into my
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purse and getting to my feet. “She
had a very, very bad trip.”
“You're leaving now?” Lucian
asked with an undisguised note of
relief in his voice.
“Yes.”

“Well, thank you for your . . .

" uh, efficiency. You can call a taxi in

the hall.”

At the hall telephone I pulled out
the little white card given me by
the personable cabdriver and began
to dial his number. Midway through
I stopped, and wadded the card and
threw it away.

Why form an attachment, I rea- -
soned, with someone as transient as
a taxi driver in a city I was about to
leave? As my mother-in-law, the
late Mrs. Abigail Dunstad would
have said—and certainly would
have most heartily endorsed—I was
above all that now. The Dunstads,
or at least the Dunstad money, was
meant for better things. Humming
a little tune, I dialed the operator
and asked for the number of that
other cab company, thinking all the-
while of tropical isles and hidden
coral reefs, and rich bachelors lymg
on the beach.
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Rarely, indeed, does one ﬁnd a person whom love so forcibly

draws or holds so fast.

)

="\

CFLIGHT 413 v,

" HaD ANYONE ELSE been waiting in
_ the same area of that metropolitan
airport on that ‘particular after-

noon, he might have been struck by -

the contrast, not so much in ap-
pearance as in manner, between the

. two women facing each other on .

opposite benches.
The one. whose name was Mrs.

" Ashby was obviously high-strung,. -

mouthy, and unashamedly arrogant,
with no attempt to hide the fact; it

was doubtful, indeed, if she would - -
bother -hiding. anything from .
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anybody, except possibly the true
color of her blonde hair. She
smoked continually, rattled a dozen
bracelets, toyed with rings and ear
pendants, and finally, unable to
keep it to herself any longer, pro-
ceeded .to ventilate her impatience

DELAY IN FLIGHT

on the other woman, a cool, self-ab-
sorbed type who might have faced
Mrs. Ashby all night without being
moved to utter a single word.
Though not so stylishly dressed as
Mrs. Ashby, there was a look of
modest refinement about her as she
sat there with hands calmly folded
in her lap, neither smoking nor
fidgeting nor taking compulsive
glances at her watch. Only once in

" - the hour she’d sat there had she in-

quired at the desk if Flight 413 was
on time. . ' -
More impulsive than analytical,
Mrs. Ashby would not have cared if
it was Mrs. Fox’s animal serenity or
her air of being a potentially sym-
pathetic listener that encouraged
her to speak to the woman; it was
simply her nature to speak to
people, just as it was not Mrs. Fox’s.
“You always know when they’re
lying.” She said.this with an air of
having been subjected to this tor-
ture many times before. -
Mrs. Fox looked up. “I beg your
pardon?” ' B
“Saying it’s on time.” Mrs. Ashb
tapped a scarlet nail against her
wristwatch. “They always switch
on that Betty Crocker smile—all the
ingredients pre-mixed and labora-
tory tested. They don’t: fool me.
Any other time it might come in
early, but not today. Today it won’t
even be on time, you just see. I've

. . gotto be back downtown at a meet-
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irig at six o’clock sharp, which is go-

ing to be cutting it nastily close to
the bone as it is. I know it’s going to
be late. I can sense it. Cigarette?”

- The other woman declined with
a quiet, sympathetic smile. “You
mustn’t fret, you know. Itl get
here.”

Despite the faintly admonishing
tone, Mrs. Ashby was sufficiently
encouraged to get up and sit down
beside Mrs. Fox.

“I know; but when? I'm Peg
Ashby 7

“How do you do. I'm Mrs. F ox.”

“But isn’t it maddening, my dear?
If they’d only tell you, without all

that pussyfooting politeness that’s’
really double-talk.” Another peek'

at her watch. “There, it’s four-
thirty. I was right. I knew it would
be late” -

“Don’t you worry,” purred Mrs.
Fox. “It'll soon be here.”

Mrs. Ashby now spoke with an
. unaccustomed note of apprehen-
sion, as if forced to give voice to
something she would have pre-
ferred to leave unsaid. “That’s
-probably what people kept saying
two months ago before they heard

about the crash.” Then, with con-

scious dramatic effect: “I'm waiting

it.”

“So is mine,” said Mrs. Fox
Mrs. Ashby looked somewhat
‘deflated. “Is she really? Well . . .”

for Flight 413. My" daughters on

And then more briskly,i “There are
going to be twenty-five people
pouring into that conference room-

. in—" another glance at her watch, -

“precisely fifty minutes, and if
yours-truly isn’t there to chair the
damned meeting they might as well
assemble in the Tower of Babel.
Oh, drat that child!” A superstitious
dread quickly followed this out-
burst. =T take that back. It’s not Lu
Ann’s fault: But, really, any other
kid would just as soon take the limo.
She’s thirteen. It’s time she ac-
quired a httle spunk, wouldn’t you
say?”

Mrs, Fox’s expression-became less
remote at this point, as if she were
listening for the first time to what
the other woman was saying. “Oh, I
don’t know. Thirteen’s not so very
old.”

“Not when we were thirteen, no.
We were babies. Nowadays, good

‘heavens, talk about your worldly

creatures. I could tell you things
about thirteen-year-old girls you
positively wouldn’t believe!”

“I think I would Geraldmes
thirteen.”

Mrs. Ashby 11t another cigarette
and looked longingly toward the
coffee machine. “Geraldine?”

“My thirteen-year-old.” -

“Well now, isn’t that a coinci-
dence?” B
Mrs. Fox was openmg her purse. -
“I've got bundles of pictures. Here..
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She sent me this one from her
. grandmother’s. Thats where she’s
been On a visit.”

“Oh, how sweet. What adorable
curls.”

Mrs. Fox dragged out several
more snapshots until Mrs. Ashby
grew restive, her comments vague,
and she finally in sheer defense
reached for her own purse, which,
unlike Mrs. Fox’s, was not a.family
shrine. All she could offer was one
blurred snapshot. “Lu Ann’s at
Briarwood School.”

Despite its poor quality, Mrs. Fox
did more than justice to it, studying
the almost indiscernible likeness un-
til Mrs. Ashby snatched it away and
thrust it back into her purse. “It’s a
rotten snap. Phil took it when he
was smashed. I'm surprised it came
out at all. Wait till I get my hands
on him, the big louse. No reason on
earth he couldn’t have taken time
to come out here himself. He knew
what a tight schedule I was running
today. Oh, where is_that wretched
airplane?”

Her agitation seemed to amuse °

~Mrs.. Fox. “It'll be here. They al-
ways announce any extended de-
lay.” -

“I'm not so sure about that. Ex-
cuse me a sec. I'm going to check
* once more.”

From the look on her face when
she returned, the.encounter hadn’t
been wholly unsatisfying. “You

DELAY IN FLIGHT
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should have been there,” she
crowed. “I blistered their lily-white
ears for them, let me tell you. And
it is late. Officially. An ATC delay.
Some nonsense about Binghaniton.
Since when did this flight even go
near Binghamton? Golly, now I'm
really on the rack. No two ways
about it, I've got to be at that meet-
ing. I mean, 1 called the damned
conclave and it’s a critical strategy
meeting. 1 can’t sit here twiddling
my thumbs while twenty-five
bright-eyed administrative flunkies
are cooling their heels downtown.
If there were the slightest chance 1
could get through to Phil .I'd call
him and insist he haul his carcass
out here and get me off the hook.”

“Now, now,” murmured the to-
tally unflappable Mrs. Fox, “do
calm down. I'm sure we haven’t
much longer to wait.”

"Mrs. Ashby eyed her with quite
as' much resentment as envy. “How

.do .you do it, honey? Self-hyp-

nosis?”

“Faith.”

Mrs. Ashby found this word un-
comfortable. “I'm going to get us
some coffee. I'll go out of my wig if
I don’t have something.”

She was a long time getting back,
and when she did the coffee was al-
most cold. “Sorry, dear. As long as I
was over that way I thought I'd bug
them again. Now they say it'll be
another ten minutes. As it is, I'm_
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going to have to drop Lu Ann off
downtown at my sister’s, whether
she likes it or not.” |

Mrs. Fox’s face softened. “I sup-
pose Geraldine will be starved, “as
usual. We'll have to stop ‘at some
nice place for a bite. She’ll have so
-much to tell me I won’t be able to
shut her up for days. I know she
can’t wait to get home. She adores
~ the country.”

“Oh? T wouldn’t have taken you
for a farmer’s wife. No offense or
anything. I worship the great out-
doors myself. But you look so chic
in that little suit .. .”

“Oh, Clayt wasn’t ever a farmer:

He was an illustrator and naturalist. -

He wanted to live in the wilderness
. and that’s just what it is. No one
would ever find it without a map,

mnot in a million years. Geraldine’s:

crazy about it. Like her daddy in so
* .many ways. How she does miss him
now that. . .” -
"~ “I'm Sorry. He’s—"
“He died three years ago. We've
been alone ever since. No reldtives,

no friends, no neighbors. Just the~

two of us. I didn’t want her to go
away, even for two weeks. But her
grandmother was dying and she
wanted to see Geraldine once more.
I couldn’t very well refuse. Oh, but
it'll be heaven to have her back
again.”

“I envy you,” said Mrs. .Ashby,
not altogether honestly, “It sounds

like a very peaceful sort of life.”
" Mrs. Fox smiled. “Dull, you
mean.” ‘ ’

“Living perpetually on the brink -
of crisis, believe me, honey, I could
do with a stretch of dullness. A
cabin in the wilderness sounds like
paradise.”

“That’s about what we have. No |
electricity. A pump for water. If we
died out there nobody would know
it for months, maybe never.”

Dismayed by the prospect of
such an existence and wondering
how this poor woman kept herself
looking so well, Mrs. Ashby said
nothmg

“It’s more than rustic, you
know,” added Mrs. Fox;- dreamlly
“It’s elemental. That's what Clayt
called it.” _

Suppressing a shudder, Mrs.
Ashby launched another offensive -
of invective against the airline and
all its employes, squeezing the
empty coffee.cup in her hand as she -
talked until, abruptly becoming
aware of what she was doing, she
looked at the crumpled container
with a kind of horror, dropping it to
the floor and nudging it out of sight

‘with her heel.

“You don’t suppose . ..” she

. didn’t finish the thought, looking in-

stead at Mrs. Fox as if expecting her
to read her mind and offer reas-
surance; however, all Mrs. Fox did
was smile inquiringly.
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“I mean, there’s not much chance
the same flight would . . .” Stili
“Mrs. Fox made no response, merely
smiled her bland, imperturbable
" smile, and Mrs. Ashby felt rather
like a heartless ghoul for even men-
tioning the recent crash. It was al-
most as if she resented the other
_woman’s serenity so much she felt
impelled to destroy it. “I mean,
they still come in over those same
wicked mountains.- Wasn’t it
ghastly? Not even being able to
identify the bodies.”

Mrs. Fox looked as if she hadn’t
really heard this remark, saying ab-
sently, “Worst thing of all would be
knowing they were still out there,
unburied. If they could only be
decently buried . . . brought back
and buried . . .” o

This was an even more ghoulish
reflection; Mrs. Ashby quickly
changed the subject. “Talk to me
about something else, honey. Tell
me about Geraldine.” .

Thereupon, without really listen-
ing to it, Mrs. Ashby heard the story
of Geraldine Fox’s life from the age
of zero, the whole bit, when she
started to walk and talk, what she

" said, what she liked, what she dis-
liked, what diseases she’d had, what
dental calamities. In the end, Mrs.
Ashby was sorry she’d asked and
was almost glad when her cigarette
burnt her finger slightly and gave
her a chance to terminate the tire-

DELAY IN FLIGHT

some monologue. “Listen, I've had
it. 'm going over there and rattle
their cages again.” ‘

“Oh, but it will be here any min-
ute now.”

“We'll see,” retorted Mrs. Ashby,
nusing her burnt finger as she
charged off toward the counter.
When she came back this time she
was so overwrought there were
beads of perspiration on her flushed
face. Her tone, however, was
deadly calm.

“The dunces have admitted it
won’t be in for another half hour.
Well, that does it. I've got just time
to make it downtown. I'll have to
make arrangements for Lu Ann to
get home in the limo. She’ll be sore
as hell but there’s nothing I can do
about it. Well, ta ta, dear. Thanks
for letting me cry on your shoulder
like a. . .”

Suddenly Mrs. Fox was struck by
an idea. “Listen, is there any reason
why I can’t meet your Lu Ann? For
all we know, she and Geraldine
may be bosom pals by now. Just tell
me where you live and I can drop
her off.”

There followed a certain amount
of protesting, urging, and counter-
protesting, but Mrs. Ashby was fi-
nally assured it would not be out of
Mrs. Fox’s way as she had to go
through the city anyway.

“You're a godsend!” cried Mrs.
Ashby. “I'm"going to pay you—"
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“Oh, no, -you're not. Just tell me
what Lu Ann looks like. The snap-
shot was a trifle fuzzy.”

“You can’t miss her. Just look for

a weedy redhead who looks scared
to death. And she’ll be wearing an

+. awful leather coat-and probably

those hideous white boots. Oh, now
let’s see. I'd better write her a note
" you.can give her. She’ll be really
- frosted when I'm not here. Tell her
to blame the stupid airline, not
me.” ‘

She whipped out a tiny ‘gold pen
and scribbled a note to the effect
that Mommy’s fnend, Mrs. Fox, had
kindly -offered to pick her up be-
cause .Mommy simply. had to get
downtown to a very important
meeting. '

Mrs. Ashby, having divested her-
self of this tiresomé chore, was soon
a different woman. After a swift re-
pair job on her face and a quick trip
to the ladies’ room, she was the pic-
ture of a highly competent busi-
nesswoman as she gave Mrs. Fox a
‘hasty kiss on the cheek and rushed
“off to settle the world’s complicated
affairs.

Mrs. Fox, finding the ensuing

peace very agreeable indeed,

smiled as she sat down and refolded
her hands in her lap, an aura of
even deeper contentment about her
as she resumed her vigil, as if she’d

been given secret information that
the flight was even riow cuchng the .

fierce

field. She pictured Geraldine’s face
pressed eagerly against the window,
trying impossibly from way- up
there to spot her mother on the ob-
servation deck.

It was to that vantage point Mrs.
Fox made her wa@ when the

‘loudspeaker ﬁnally announced the

arrival of Flight 413. Up there, she
watched the big jet’s incredibly
graceful descent, and the moment it
stopped she- put her fingers to her

“lips and said aloud: “Geraldine, -

Geraldine!”

She hurried downstairs ard half
ran along the. endless corridor to
Gate Seven where she rudely el-
bowed her-way through the crowd
of assembled welcomers, and when
the passengers, wearing identical
expressions of vague disorieritation,
began trickling in she bit dswn
hard on her lip for fear of making
some jubilant outburst.

When she spotted the girl at the
door she did, in fact, cry out Ger-
aldine’s name, and she knew with
determination that she
wouldn't ever let .her go away
again. If Geraldine ever teased to

_go away again she would do any-

thing—kill her, kill them both, do
anything—rather than let her go.
From now “on they would be to-
gether forever. Hardly aware of
clutching Mrs. Ashby’s note in her
hand, she did her best to hide her
excitement as she hurried to greet
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the waiting child in the doorway.

Hours later, it was Mrs. Ashby’s

husband who was now imploring
-~ her to relax, with even less success
than Mrs. Fox had had earlier.

“For Pete’s sake, hon, we’'d have
been notified if anything like that
had happened.”

“How do you know? Sometimes
they wait for hours. If the plane
crashed and they had to identify—"

“Now cut that out! We’d have
heard if the plane crashed. Can’t
you get that through your head?
We'd have— Now what is it?”

She was holding back. “Honey, 1
don’t want“to go in there You go.
I'll wait here for you.”

He gave her arm a jerk, propel-
ling her through the open doors and
then half-dragging her across the
concourse to the airline’s desk,
where they soon ascertained that
Flight 413 had landed hours ago,
with all passengers accounted for.

“But that’s impossible!” she
“shrieked. “She’s not accounted for!”

‘The counter was manned by a
different pair of attendants now,

“ which only made it more hopelessly

exasperating.

Phil Ashby was doing his utmost
to keep from looking alarmed. °
still beats me, Peg, why you didn’t
get this dame’s address.”

“Sweetie, I'm surprised I even re-

member her name. I was ready to.

DELAY IN FLIGHT

climb the walls. If you'd had the
human decency--"

“Now don’t go trying to lay this
mess at my doorstep. You hand
your daughter over to some perfect
stranger you'd never set eyes on be-
fore—"

“She was a lady. And T'm a
pretty good judge of character or I
wouldn’t be where I am today. She
was very refined. You talk as if she
were some sort of crackpot. Her
name was Fox—"

“Oh, that’s great. That’s perfect.”

* “It was. She showed me pictures.
Oodles of pictures of her little girl,
Geraldine. I saw her name on some
of them. She was here to.meet her,
to pick her up. She was coming in
on Flight 413, just like Lu Ann.”

“‘Pardon me,” put in the young
man behind the counter. He and
the young woman beside him had
been listening to all this with pro-
fessional patience. The Ashbys
stared at him. He and the young
woman exchanged - doubtful
glances.

“Well?” said Mr. Ashby.

“I thmk I know the woman you
mean.’

Mrs. Ashby gave a little snort of

i t’riumph “Now we're getting some-

where.”

Mr. Ashby looked as if he’d like
to shake the young man. “Well,
who the hell is she?”

“She is Mrs. Fox, as far as I
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know. That’s what™ she gave us.”.

“We already know that,”
snapped Mrs. Ashby..

“She was here this afternoon. I
didn’t see her, but Kelly did.”

“Who the hell is Kelly?” Mr.
Ashby demanded.

“The fellow here in the after-

- noon. When I came on, he men-

tioned she’d been here again.”

Mrs. Ashby started” to hghf a’

cigarette, then dropped the match
as if there were something hlghly
exploswe nearby.

“Tdon’t get it. What are you try-
ing to say?” -

“Well, we all joke about it.” He
suddenly . blushed, as if realizing
he’d said- something offensive. “I
don’t mean that exactly. It’s not
funny, actually. Don’t get the
wrong idea. It’s just—odd, you

said she’d been here again, very
calm and cool, as usual. Came over
and asked if - thht 413 was on
time.”

Mrs. Ashby spoke with an im-
mense effort at self-control. “What

is it you're trying to tell us? I've had

. know. When I came on duty Kelly -

all the double-talk I can take for one
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day. I know she was here. She was
waiting for her daughter. She was
coming in on the same flight.”

The young man shook his head.

“She never got here.”

Mrs. Ashby s hand flew to her
throat. “But” you said—you mean
the plane~" -

“No, no. I mean Geraldine Fox
was on Flight 413 two months ago.
The one that crashed.” -

The Ashbys stared at him.

“Mrs. Fox has come in every day
since it happened. She asks if Flight
413 is on time and then she just sits
and waits till it comes in. Then she
leaves. Just like that.”

Mrs. Ashby’s face was beginning
to sag even before the young man
stopped speaking.

“You ‘mean-she knows her
daughter’s dead—and yet she—"

“Her mind just can’t accept it, I

guess. She still expects her to arrive
on Flight 413.”
- Trained for .crises, the young
woman behind the counter had al-
ready started for the water foun-
tain, knowing even before it hap-
pened that Mrs. Ashby was about to
faint.
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by nature a political animal.”
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Few, mdeed, are those who would dispute Anstotle that ‘Man is - ?

man, nearly six-feet-five-inches tall.

A snake-like scar ran from his right

temple to the bridge of his nose.
Slater tasted his beer. “How did

' ymf happen to come to me?”

“I bought people drinks. I lis-

YOURE JUST THE MAN for-the job,”
Carson said.

Slater eyed him cautiously. “That
right?”’

“The whole thing is a setup.
Nothing to it.”

“If you're so positive about that, .

why don’t you do it yourself?”
~ Carson showed crooked teeth.
“It's my home town. Just look at
me. Do you think a mask could hide
me from the people who’ve known
me all my life?”

Carson was a heavy-paunched

HOME-TOWN BOY

tened to what they had to say, and .
eventually one of them spoke about
you.”

“T'm clean,” Slater said. “And go- -
ing straight.”

Carson smiled. “Then why are
you sitting here in a bar, drinking
beer and whiskey? That violates
your parole, doesn’t it?”

Slater, a small, intense man, fin-
ished the rest of his beer and wiped
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his lips. “All right. I'll listen. But I
promise nothing.”

“It’s just a small branch bank,”
Carson said. “A one-story building,
and there are only two rooms: the
. big main room and the manager’s
office in the back.”

“How much money?”

“There’s always about twenty
thousand in cash.”

“How do you know?”

“Once 1 asked.” Carson puffed
his cigar. “One-thirty in the after-
. noon would be just about the best
time to hit. The sheriff will be tak-
ing his nap then. He’s got a cot in
the back room of his office.”

Slater grinned. “Everybody in
town knows that he takes a napr”

Carson nodded. “The bank is on

Main Street. Everything’s'on Main

Street. It’s on the right-hand side as

you come into town from the west.

You can’t miss it. It’s the only bank
" in town and Main Street is only
. four blocks long.”

“Who'll I find inside the bank?”

“Just the branch manager—his
name’s Prescott—and Alice Warner.
She’s the cashier.”

“What about customers?”

“There could be some, but I
doubt it. Things are pretty dead in
town the early part of the after-
noon. You can take Prescott and
Alice into the manager’s office and
tie and gag them. That ought to
give you plenty of txme to get out
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of town. It could be a while before
anybody finds them.”
“You really got thlS event

cased?”

“Right down to the last button
Carson *said. “I've been thinking
about it for some time.” _ ~ '

Slater. rubbed his jaw thonght-
fully. “The job’s too much for one

_man to handle Ill need somebody

with me.”

Carson agreed.
anybody?”.

“Sure. But that means we split
three ways. All even.” Slater
drummed his fingers on the booth
table. “There’s just this sleepy sher- _
iff to worry about?”

]ust him, and he’ll be takmg lns
nap '

“An old, old man?”

“He’s not so old,” Carson said,
“and it’s better not to sell him short.
Eleven years ago he killed two con-

“Can 'you get

- victs who escaped from the state
‘prison. He stopped them at a

roadblock just outside of town, and
when the shooting was over, both of -
them were dead.” ,

“T'll bet that made him the hero

- of the county.”

Carson nodded. “But you got

‘nothing to worry about. He’s been

taking a nap at that same time for

years and never missed a day.”
“Where do we split the money?”
“I’ll meet you right back here on

Sunday. About two o’clock.” Car-
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son put the cz:igar butt into the ash
tray. “Nothing can go wrong. Noth-
ing at all.”

“This is the quietest town east or
west of the Rockies,” Prescott said.

Miss Warner leaféd through can-
celed checks. “I like it that way.”

Prescott stood near the plate-
glass windows. “There’s the sher-
iff.”

“What’s he doing?”

“The usual. Watching the cars
pass.. There ought ‘to be one along
any minute now.’

Miss Warner glanced up at the
wall clock. “Isn’t it his nap time?
He’s half an hour late.” -

“I'll bet his watch stopped He’s
yawning though.” Prescott laughed.

Miss Warner frowned slightly.
“Everybody likes.him. He’s a nice,
good man.”

“I guess you can say at least that
for him.” Prescott watched the
sheriff cross the street. “He’s com-
ing over here now. He’s going to
come in and say, ‘Hot day.” And be-
fore he leaves, he’s going to ask if
he can have a drink from my water
- cooler. It’s part of the routine.”

The sheriff pushed his way past
the glass ‘door. “Afternoon, -Alice.
Jim.” He took off his broad-
brimmed hat and mopped his brow.

“Hot day:”

Prescott smiled.
Sherift.”
The sherif watched a truck

“That’s right,

_ rumble by and suppressed another

yawn. .

“A little late today, Sheriff?” Pres— )
cott asked. “TBought you mlght be
getting in your nap about now.

The sheriff glanced at the wall
clock and then at his watch. * ‘Dog-
gone. She stopped,” he said, wind-
ing the stem of the watch and set-
ting the hands ahead. He moved
toward the door, but then seemed
to remember something. “I'm a
little thirsty. Do you suppose I

“could ... ?”
' Prescott grinned. " “Sure. Help
yourself.”

The sheriff ambled to the water
cooler in Prescott’s office.

Outside, a light-blue sedan pulled
up to the curb. Slater and a red-
haired man got out. They came
through the door with their guns
drawn. T

In Prescott’s office, the sheriff
eased the service revolver from its

“holster and released the safety.

The sheriff was a heavy-
-paunched man, nearly six-feet-five-
inches tall. A snake-like scar ran
from his right temple to the bridge
of his nose. - '

Now they’ll all have respect for
me again. He began firing,

HOME-TOWN BOY
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plicity is not confined to singular usage. . -

—
For whatever intent or purpose, apparently the fine art of du- g(

WE WERE GATHERED around the

' massive oak dining table of my Rus-

) , } sian Hill apartment—Cissy Regent,
® W@ Andy Kinder and I, David Bart.

' ‘ @ The business, of course, was to be

Hood Society business, but we were
still relaxing over marinated
cracked crab, a fine green salad,

lﬂ ”’ ‘.
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fresh San Francisco French bread
and an exceptional dry white, all se-
lected and prepared by Freddie,
who runs my bachelor household.
He came in midway, dressed in
his usual mod clothing, his exuber-

ant smile lighting his dark Filipino

face. “How’s she go, hey?”

“Damned well, Freddie,” Andy
said in his bass voice. “You con-
stantly exceed your own supposed
limits- of achievement.”

“Okay, right?”

“Absolutely,” Cissy agreed, nod-

ding ‘her beautiful golden-haired

head.

Freddie scuttled back to the
kitchen with such eagerness that I
knew positively that he had his cur-
rent wench back there. Knowing he
was so engaged, I poured the after-
dinner brandy, then said, “All right,
Cissy?”

" She placed a cigarette in the deli-
- cate holder she uses.” Andy—tall,
rangy, with an untamed thatch of
gray-brown hair topping his wide,
rugged-looking face—lit it for her
with a heavy. silver lighter. Then,
beginning to demonstrate her un-
canny memory for the details given
to her by our mvestlgatlve branch

of the Soc1ety, she said, ° ‘Skid-row

con. Involving life insurance. And
drunks.” .

Andy shook- his large head, mak-
ing apparent his usual pain when
confronted with someone’s lack of

SWEET, SWEET REVENGE

morality. “Surely not the old bene-
ficiary thing?”

“Afraid so,” Cissy said. She is as
successful a fashion designer and ar-
tist as Andy is a corporate lawyer,
and I an investment-firm head, but
when she is on a Hood Society as-
signment she demonstrates the cold
hate of a fer-de-lance going after
the intended victim . . . despite
her lovely smile. .

“For a few. bottles of booze,” 1
offered, “the drunk makes the sup-
plier the new beneficiary of his in-
surance. The supplier then picks up
the payments to make sure the in-
surance is effective when the sucker
dies.”

“Precisely,” Cissy said. “Only in
this case it was even more cold-
blooded. Each one of the victims
managed secretly to get his policy
from where it was kept at home,
even though each one had deserted
his family here in the city for the
bottle and skid row. In all cases the
wives had kept up the payments.
But how often do people get out a
life-insurance ‘policy to examine it?
And so each man died before the
next payment was due. Not one of
the wives knew the policies were

.gone and into someone else’s hands

until it was too late.”
. Andy was shaking his head in dis-
gust. “How many?” :
“Five,” she said calmly. “Mugged
to death while drunk on the row.”
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Andy banged a fist on the heavy
table, incredulous as always over
man’s inhumanity to man. -

“What do the police  have?” 1
asked.

“Not' what we do. Not yet.”

“Let’s hear it, then,” Andy said

brusquely, brown eyes flashing.

Cissy sipped her drink, then said,
“All male, all in their late forties,
all veterans of World War Two.
And éach one left his family in an
understandable mess. Two of the
younger offspring’ need special
medical attention they won't get
now. One of the older ones is espe-
cially brilliant, but' now he’s going
to have to quit his education to sup-

port a mother that’s bedridden. On .

and on. Because all of the insurance
went to one man.’
“Who?” Andy asked. harshly
“A man named Herbert Slckles-—

he runs a cut-rate liquor store on °

.the row.’
_ “Once he knew he was the ben-
eficiary, he simply waited for them
to die or get kllled, is that it?” Andy
asked.
Cissy smiled again, her green
. eyes looking childlike. “Our people
: think differently.”.
“You mean he did the jOb on
them himself*” Andy said in out-
rage.
Cissy* shrugged. “All of - them
signed over their policies to Sickles

within the last month. They’re all

dead now; beaten to death within
the same month. What the .police
don’t know is that Sickles was the.
beneficiary in each case. They will
in time, of course. But-" -.-

“In the meantime,” I interrupted,
“we’ve got to move in before he
spends the money, retrieve it and-
redistribute it among those fami-
lies.”

“Yes,” Andy exploded.
how?”

Both then looked at me, because
the means to the end is always my
responsibility. I sat musing it as I
would a stock investment, knowing

-there were several potentials. Fi-

nally I.opted on the most obvious
and told them what it was.

Andy stared at me with his usual
surprlse~he simply cannot get used

‘to the idea that a stockbroker, who

usually appears to be the gray-
suited figure of conservatism, is ac-
tually one of the world’s most au-
dacious. gamblers—but finally he
nodded, eyes mirroring determina-
tion. ’ -
Cissy, who loves recklessness

“leaned over to kiss my cheek; mur-

muring, “Marvelous, darling.”
So ‘the next night, after dark,
Cissy drove us to a-parking lot near
Third. Andy and I rode in the ‘back
seat to keep from being too con-
spicuous, and Cissy was most care-
ful not to ‘break any driving regu-
lations. If-she’d-been stopped for
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1gything, and Andy and I were dis-
rovered in the condition we’d

reated for ourselves, there was no

loubt we’d make the next news-
»aper out, but that was always one
f the risks we took. ~

The selected lot, when we ar-
ived, was half-empty, semidark,
nd a dim figure was obviously
»assed out near the rear of it. There
vas summer fog in the air so that
he street lamps and passing car
ights were blurred.

“Let’s go,” Andy said with mean-
ng..

“Keep the QOOrs locked, Cissy. If
inybody should—"

“I'll make a face and go boo,” she
aid, laughing musically. -

Grinning, I got out with Andy,
vell aware that Cissy owned the
ierve of a tightrope performer.
‘Ready?” I asked Andy.

In form of reply, Andy—who
vore a filthy-looking jacket, shirt
.nd pants, his face equally dirty and
Iramatized by a ragged false beard,
yes reddened by the solution we’d
pplied earlier—suddenly went
tumbling in drunken fashion away
rom the lot onto the sidewalk to
he street lamp ‘which he grabbed
nd held on to, swaying. “Come on
here, ol’ buddy!’ he called to me in
slurring voice. :

Dressed and bearded in similar

ashion, looking as much a veteran .
treet drunk as.Andy, I went pitch-
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ing after him in a bizarre dance.

Five minutes later we were in-
side the liquor store owned by Her-
bert Sickles, our entrance audibly
announced by the ringing of a bell,
a sound created when the door was
opened and hit the bell.

The room was over-lighted with
harsh ceiling neon to prevent theft
of bottles. Sickles stood distrustfully
behind his counter, short, bald, with
nearsighted eyes peering at us from
behind thick-lensed glasses which
reflected the white neon above him.
Andy started another sideways
lunge, and Sickles barked in a high,
irritating voice, “Break one bottle,
you'll land in jail!” '

Andy caught himself just in time
by grabbing the edge of the counter
and stood there leering at Sickles. °

“Say what you want, pay for it,

and get out of here,” Sickles or-
dered. '
“Wine,” 1 said.

“Money first,” Sickles replied.

We began arguing with him
about that, but he remained firm, as
we’d expected. Finally Andy leaned
forward and whispered to him.
Sickles immediately began blinking
behind those thick light-reflecting
lenses. He said in reply, “Who gave
you an idea like that?” '

“Danny,” Andy slurred, using
one of the names Cissy had given
us. “OI' Danny Brown. Haven't
seen him lately. But he told me.
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You did it for him, you do it for me Sickles wrote his name on a piece

and my buddy here, huh?” of paper and shoved it into the
- “How much?” Sickles whispered. . breast -pocket of Andy’s filthy
“Ten.” S jacket. “Try to remember that’s ir
“What kind?” . : your pocket. Get it ‘done at the VA
“GL” . - - = office. When I see it I'll believe it
#Both?” . " Now get out of here.” -

“Bet your damn life,” I said. When we returned the following
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night, Cissy was with us, appearing
_ to be the cheapest tramp in the
neighborhood. She wore a bright
red wig. Her mouth was a glob of
heavily-applied orange lipstick.
- Her green eyes were rimmed with
dark mascara.” She is slender, but
padding under her red sweater gave
her a grotesquely top-heavy look.
She had on a black micro-mini; her
equally black panty hose were rag-
ged at the knees.

She went into that brightly-lit in-
terior ahead of us, swinging her
hips with dramatic accentuation.
Sickles stared at her, obviously
making up his mind about her pro-
fession. Then Andy handed him the
two phony insurance policies the
Society had prepared for us, and he
forgot about Cissy. When he was
convinced that he’d been properly
designated as the new beneficiary of
the equally phony names listed on
the policies, he nodded abruptly.

Then he shoved two bottles of the’

same throat-disintegrating wine
he’d given us the night before
across the counter.

“Good stuff!” Andy snapped.

Swearing, Sickles got two bottles .
of low-priced bourbon and put

them on the counter.
Andy and I each took “one, as

Cissy eyed them hungrily. When-

we went lurching toward the front
door, Sickles was already heading

for the back storage room. Andy
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opened the door, making it hit the
bell. He paused, then shut it again,
with the bell ringing once more,
and locked it. I turned the card in
the display window around so that
it read CLOSED.

Then the three of us went
quickly and silently to that back
room. Sickles was on his knees in
front of a small, but sturdy-looking,
safe. We waited until he’d turned
the combination and pulled -open
the door. Then Andy said in his bass

. voice:

“Now just hold it that way. Don’t
make another move until we tell
you.” '

Sickles froze in position.

Andy and I walked over to him,
and I said, “Get up and turn
around.” h

Sickles did as he was ordered, his
eyes looking very large and_fright-
ened behind his spectacles. He
blinked once, then looked down at
the safe as though preparing to kick
the door shut.

“I wouldn’t,” Cissy said sweetly,
pointing a small pistol at Sickles.

He stared at that pistol for sev-
eral moments, then croaked in his

“high voice: “Crooks!”

“Out. of the way,” Andy said
gruffly, and when Sickles had
stepped a few paces to the right,
Andy bent down and began remov-
ing stacks of currency. He counted
them and nodded. ‘“Half, anyway.
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But we'll find the rest, Sickles.”
“That’s my money!” Sickles said
in a voice that was now quivering.

“How’d you get it?” I asked.

“I earned it!”

“Maybe you did,” I said. “Killing
isn’t easy, is it?”

“I don’t know what you're talk-
ing about!” '

“Danny Brown,” I said crisply.
‘Moms Henley, Harrxson, Brew-
ster.”

He was blinking again.

“You were trying to -pull the
same deal with us,” I said. “Only- it
wouldn’t have worked this time be-

cause we gave you phony policies.”

I got out my wallet and flipped it
open to show him the false pohce
ID the Society had provided. “Five
.men made you their insurance ben-
eficiaries. Then “you killed all of
thern.”

~ “That’ s a lie!”

" I looked at Cissy and said, “Use -

his phone. Call for a car to take him
to the lockup.” I removed my own

pistol from the holster under my -

- jacket and stood pointing it at Sick-
“les. .-

Cissy started toward the phone
which was on the-counter in front,
but Sickles said in a screeching
voice, “1 didn’t kill them!”

“Then who "did?” Andy asked
threateningly.

“1. .. can’t tell you!”

“Then you're going to take the

rap for five murders, premeditated,
for gain, and all by yoarself Sickles.
Go ahead,” I said to Cissy. ° “Use the
phone.”

“No!” Sickles wailed. He wagged '
his head forlornly. “If I told you, I'd~

get killed even in prison! Con- -

nections . . . 1"

I looked at the currency in
Andy’s hand. “Twenty-five thou-
sand,” I said. “There should have
been fifty. What did.you do?- Split

" the take with someone because he

did the killing for you?”

Sickles kept wagging his head,
unable to reply now. |

I motioned Andy and Cissy to the
other end of the room; keeping my
pistol pointed- at Sickles as he
looked back at us fearfully “T've
got an idéa,” I said. When I'd com-
pletéd giving it to them, I added,

“Risky. Maybe espeually for you,
Cissy. So if you don’t—"

Clssy smiled . softly
with it.”

“Andy?” T asked.

He nodded and we returned to
Sickles. “We've got a deal for you,”

I said to him. :
“Deal?” he managed.

“Phone your friend. Say you've
set. up two live ones. Tell him we
just left your place. Tell him which
direction. When he makes the try,
we’ll take care of him.”
~ “But that won’t do me any
good!” Sickles protested.

Let’_s go

66 ) ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

“Hell -



know I set it up with you. And
you'll still say I was an accomplice
or that I hired it to be done or how-
ever you're going to do it. That isn’t
going to do me any good at alll”
. “All . we care about is the man
. who did the killing,” I said. “If we
can bag him, he’s the one who'll get
the book thrown at him and put
away forever. He can’t get tg you
from death row, Sickles. Now, even
.if you have to serve a little time
yourself—all right. But if you coop-
erate, it won’t be for long.”

“But the money! If I can keep it,
hide it before you—"

“Evidence, Sickles.” Smiling,
Andy placed it in a pocket of his
Jjacket.

“But you don’t give me any
choice!” he said wildly.

“One,” 1 said, pointing toward
the front of the store where the
-telephone was.

He stood there, blinking. Then

his eyes looked brighter behind the
thick glasses. “Which way do you
want to go to trap him?”

“Out your back door and south

on Third,” I said.
- He nodded and walked up front
to the telephone. I followed with
- my pistol pointing at him, stopping
at the doorway of the storage room.
He dialed. He whispered. He lis-
tened. He whispered again. He
hung up. I motioned him back into
the storage area. “What’s his de-
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ing,

scription,A his appearance?’”

“Big,” Sickles said. “Always
wears a black leather jacket. No
hat. Blond. Scar across his left
cheek.”

“What’s his weapon?” Andy

_asked. -

“A sap,” Sickles acknowledged.

“Watch him,” T said to Clssy
“And close.”

She smiled. She pomted her
handgun at Sickles. “I'm watch-
she said. “Close.”

Andy and I left, carrying those
bottles, out the back door. We
moved slowly, staggering, listing,
laughing drunkenly; but we were -
keeping our senses acutely aware of
every movement and sound around
us.. We were accosted a half-dozen
times by men wanting our bottles,
but they were easily pushed aside
because we were sober and they

‘weren’t.

At last we moved into an alley
just out of the brighter light of the
street. We slumped down on a con-
crete stoop and half-lay there,
mumbling, laughing, waiting for
the large blond man with a scar on
his cheek and wearing a black
leather jacket. -

A scattering of assorted types
went by the mouth of the alley.
Then there appeared a woman with

.scraggly white hair,” wearing dark

glasses, tapping a white cane with
one hand, holding a tin cup and a

67



J dog leash with the other. On the

end of the leash was a German
shepherd. The- woman was limping
badly, dragging a worn-shoed foot

in pitiful fashion. She - walked

- humped over as though semipara-
lyzed. Her mouth was an ugly
“puckering of bitterness.  ~

She was nearly past the mouth of
thé alley when suddenly she turned,
letting- go of the leash. The dark
glasses went into a pocket of her
tattered’ sweater. Gone was the
limp and the humped-over position.
She ran toward us, swift as an ath- -
lete, the dog following  her, its
golden eyes looking merry and
bright. .

The woman lifted her cane and
brought it down viciously in the di-
rection of Andy’s head, but he was
already rolling, fast. I was up

quickly, removing my pistol from

under the jacket. Her eyes widened
when she saw it. She started to
whirl and run, but I was in front of
her, putting an arm out to stop her.
The dog stood watching the action
with those merry gold eyes, tarl
wagging.

Andy, on his feet now, flipped
out his wallet, letting her see the
pohce ID the Society had prepared.

“I don’t know what—" she began.
~“Brewster,” I said. “Morris, Hen-~'
ley, Harrison, Brown. With that
cane, which I figure is weighted to
do the job just perfectly.”

She looked from my- face to .
Andy’s and back again, her eyes
showing panic. “How—?" :

“Sickles,” T said. -“We hooked
him up with the insurance paid. He
broke and confessed.” ' _

“But I just talked to him . . . ”
She stopped.

“He was in custody when he
made that call He still is. Now let’s
get going.”

“You're. taking me to jail?” she
said, her ugly mouth quivering,

“That’s right,” Andy said. “But
not before we look your place
over.” '

‘She knotted her hand around the
cane, hard. Her eyes darkened with
hatred.

“You try to use that thing again,”
I said, “T’ll shoot you between the
eyes. Now, let’s move!” :

Home, for her, was a nearby ho-
tel whose huge, muscular desk clerk
looked at. us suspiciously as we
moved into the lobby on either side
of the woman. I had my pistol
pointing from inside my jacket, and
I knew that she could feel its pres-
sure. She’d put on her glasses again
and limped along with one hand us-
ing the cane, the other holding the
leash of what was sufely the best-
natured German shepherd ever
born. -

“All right- there Maggre'-’” the
clerk asked.

“Just fine,. Harold,” she said.
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“These two boys are my friends.”
He reexamined us, then shook his
head and continued reading a pa-
perback sex novel.
We took an elevator to the sec-
ond floor and accompanied her into
a room which was in a massive state

of disorder. It was crammed- with -

junk. It was dirty and unkempt It
didn’t smell good. . A
. Maggie stood in the litter, look-

‘ing defeated. She removed her

glasses and put them on a dusty bu-
reau top, and let go of the dog’s
leash. She appeared ready to cry. “I
didn’t do what you think I did,” she
said. “T saw you in the alley. I was
carrying a little bit of money, and I

was afraid you'd follow me and’

take it away from me. I was just go-
.ing to give you a little tap. I'm just
a poor old lady who—"
“Fakes blindness,” 1 ‘continued,

- “and that humped-over look and
the limp—and I also figure you're
about fifteen years younger than
you want people to think you are.
Sure, you're a nice, little old lady.
But you hire out as a killer, don’t
you? Go to it, Andy.”

Andy began tearmg the place
apart.

Maggie again gripped_her hand
so hard around the handle of that

weighted cane that her knuckles

were white. She began swearing,
using filthy epithets.
she called to the dog.

SWEET, SWEET REVENGE

“Stop him!”

~ The .dog merely waved its tail
happily and watched Andy with its
bright and loving eyes. '

Then Maggie raised the cane to
use it on Andy. I struck her wrist,
sending the cane flying across the
room. She began swearing again,
but by now the job was done, and
Andy counted out a little over
twenty-two thousand dollars in cur-
rency which had been hidden in ev-
ery corner of Maggie’s abode. Andy
shoved it into a pocket.

“You can’t!” Maggie said in a soft
scream, -tears beginning to run
down her cheeks.

“We are,” Andy said.

“And then you're going to put
me in jail!” she said, tears flowing.
. “No, we aren’t, Maggie,” 1 said.
“We're going to give you a nice
little break.- My friend and I, we’ll
keep the money, see?” A

“But . . . that’s robbery!” she
said pleadingly. She had returned to
her role of the little old lady, and I
suspected that she had been acting
it for so long, she at times believed

“herself to be just that.

“Maybe,” Andy said. “But we all
come out, don’t we? This way we
keep the money. And you get your
chance.”

“What kind of chance?”

“Run,” Andy said. “That’s nice
enough of us, isn’t it? We'll give
you a decent start.” He grinned,
then bent ‘down and .yanked the
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telephone line away. from the wall.
In the lobby, with the giant desk
clerk named Harold watching us
closely, I moved drunkenly into a
public booth and dialed. Moments
later I heard Cissy saying, “Hello?”
“We nailed the killer, Cissy, and
we're coming right over. So maybe
you'd better not try that the ‘way
we talked about it. I don’t want—"
“T'm sorry,” she said. “We don’t
deliver.” She ‘hung up.
I stepped out of the booth just as
a uniformed cop hurried into. the
lobby, looking us over with alert,

practiced eyes, saying to the desk -.

clerk, “What’s the trouble,
old?”

“Maggie. Her room’s rlght over
this desk. This pair went up with
her and it sounded like all hell was

Har-
~.

going onup there. You better check '

her,- Frank. I can’t even gét her on
the switchboard.”

The cop stared at Andy and me.
“You stay where: you are " he or-
-dered.

“They’re so drunk,” Harold said
from behind .the desk, “‘they
- couldn’t get halfway to the door

- ahead of me.”

The cop nodded, then got onto
the elevator and disappeared.

The clerk gave us an evil smile.
“You done anything to Maggie,” he
said, “you’re.on the way to -real
trouble. Maggie’s a sweet lady and
-we all know that, my friends.”

“Tha’s right,” Andy said, weav-
ing up to the desk. “Swee’ ol
lady.” Then.one of his large fists
looped over the desk and struck the
tip of Harold’s jaw. The large
clerk’s eyes looked stunned; then he
slowly disappeared behind the desk.

Andy and I went out of there,
fast, down the street, and around to
the back of that liquor store.

The door was open. We stepped
inside and looked at Cissy lying
facedown on the wooden floor.

" I swore silently, hurrying across
the room with Andy.

““Cissy - ” I.said, looking at
her face.

One eye opened. She wmked

“Now, damn it all!” - Andy ex-
ploded “You had us thinking—"

“I’'m’ sorry,” she said, as we .
helped her up. “I wanted to make .
sure it was you, and not Sickles.”

'“How’d you.do it?” I asked.

“When I hung up the telephone

_onyou, 1 came here and told him to

stay where I could see him. But
then I tripped, on purpose, and let
the pistol skid across the room. He
retrieved it like a squirrel going for
a nut and fired it at me four times.
Believe me, I was’ glad ‘th'ere was

some distance. It didn’t make much

noise and it was loaded with blanks,
but just the same you can get hurt
that way. But I didn’t. And I did a
great death scene, you know. Hon-
estly, I was magnificent.”
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“You've got to be crazy, Cissy,” I
- said affectionately. “Absolutely. But
I agree, you're also magnificent.” I
- kisséd one of her rouged cheeks.

She smiled with dazzling bril-

liance. “But now the guy who did
the killing—"
“No guy,” Andy said. “A little

. old lady, with murderous instincts.”

““Lady?” Cissy said in surprise. -

“Well, no—~that was no lady,” I
said. “But she’s the killer, all right.
We got most ot her insurance. We
can have our people redistribute it
directly ”

. “But what’s the woman going to
do?” Clssy asked.
“Run,” Andy said positively.

“And SicklesP” she said.

“He figures he killed you,” I said.
“So he’ll dump the weapon, then
spend just a little time looking for
us, dead, with his twenty-five thou-
sand on us. Maggie’s never failed
him before, after all. But when he

doesnt find us, he’ll start running,

too.”
Cissy nodded, looking pleased.
“And that’s it, right?”
“All except for this,”
We followed him up front where
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Andy said.

-

he picked up the telephone and
dialed. Moments later he said mto
the phone

“Take this down and get it right.
Herbert Sickles—insurance ben-
eficiary of five men killed on skid
row. Names—Brewster, Morris,
Henley, Harrison, Brown. Sickles
owns a liquor store on the row; he’s
short, bald, wears thick glasses.-He
had a woman named Maggie do the
killing. She’s been doing a fake
blind routine. She might look like a
crippled old lady with dark glasses
who moves with a limp, taps a
white cane—her murder instrument,
by the way—with a guide dog with

- her, a shepherd with golden eyes

and a great disposition. Or, she
might fix herself up, drop the limp
and crippled look, throw away the
cane and leave the dog behind. Her
room was at the Ajax Hotel. Both
have been spooked and they’re
heading out of town. It’s up to you
to cover the possibilities and stop
them.” He paused, then said, “Who B
am I?” He grinned. “Let’s just say
Robin Hood.”

He hung up then and the three of
us walked out of the store.
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In the area of amusement, it is ihcreasingly evident that bigger

and more hazardous challenges are involved in “adult” games.

It was SEVEN P.M,, and a fine, cool
“drizzle was settling outside the

cozy Twelfth Avenue apartment

. building, when the Darsts’ -tele-
phone rang. Bill Darst got up from

where he’d been half-reclining on-

the sofa reading the paper and

moved to answer the ring. His'Wife

Della had been in the kitchenette
preparing supper, and he beat her
to the phone in the hall by three

steps. A medium-size, pretty bru-
nette, she smiled at her husband
and stood gracefully with a serving
fork in her hand, waiting to see if
the call was for her.

Apparently it wasn’t, but she
stood listening anyway.

Bill watched her at a slightly
sideways angle as he talked. “Oh,
yes, sure I do. Yes,” he said.

-« ... Well, sort of short notice, but
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I'll see.” He held the receiver away
from his face and spoke to Della.

- “Is supper so far along you can’t
hold it up? We have an invitation
for this evening from the Tinkys.”

“The what?”
“He’s on the phone,” Bill said im-

S|4

patiently. “Quick, yes or no.” He
smiled knowingly, aware that she
hated to cook and seldom turned
down an opportunity to escape the
chore.

“Sure,” she said, shrugging.
“Why not?” :
As Bill accepted the invitation
and hung up, he watched her walk .
back into the kitchen, untying the
apron strings from around her slen-
der waist. They had been married
only two years, and he still some-
times experienced that feeling of

- GAMES FOR ADULTS

possessive wonderment at what he
considered his incomprehensible
and undeserving luck. "

“They’ll pick us up here in about
twenty minutes,” he called after
Della. “Said the directions were too
complicated to understand over the
phone.”
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“Fine.” Her voice came from the
bedroom now, where she was
changing clothes.

Della appeared shortly, wearing
the form-fitting but modest green
dress that he liked on her. “Now,
just where are: we going?” she
asked. “Who on .earth are the
Tinkys?™

Bill grinned at “her. “Cal and
Emma Tinky,” he said. “Remem-
ber, we met them in that lounge on
Fourteenth Street when we went
there to escape the rain last week.”

Recognition widened her eyes.’

“The toy - manufacturer and his
wife! I'd fprgotten about them com-
pletely.”

“Well, they didn’t forget about

us. Cal Tinky said something at the -
bar about inviting us for dinner and-

games some night, and I guess he
meant it. I don’t see any harm in us
taking him up on a free meal.”
“Games?” Della asked, raising an
artistically penciled eyebrow.
“Tinky’s-the president and owner
of Master Games, Incorporated,”
Bill reminded her, “and they’re not
toy manufacturers. They make
games; mostly for adults. You know,
three-dimensional checkers, word
games, party games. They're the
-ones who ‘make crossword rou-
lette.” »
- “We played that once,
said, “at the Grahams’.” ]
“Right,” Bill said. “Anyway, the

” Della

Tinkys live outside of town and Cal -
Tinky happened to be in this neigh--
borhood, so he mv1ted us out to his
place
“I hope his wife knows about it”
“Hé said she does.” Bill picked

up the paper again and began idly . ‘

going over the football scores that
he’d read before, but he didnt
really concentrate on them. He
thought back on the evening he and
Della had met the Tinkys. ‘Both
couples had gone into the tiny
lounge to escape the sudden deluge
of rain, and they had naturally
fallen into an easy conversation that

" had lasted as long as the’rain, well .

over an hour. Cal Tinky was a
large-boned, beefy man with a
ruddy complexion and a wide,
toothy smile. His wife, Emma, was
a stout woman in her early forties.
While friendly, she seemed to be
rather withdrawn at times, the line
of her mouth arcing downward be-
neath the suggestion of a fine mus-
- tache.

Only fifteei minutes had passed
since the phone call when the door-

" bell rang and Bill went to answer it.

Cal Tinky stood in the hall, wear-
ing a wide, amiable grin and a
tweed sport coat and red tie that
. brought out the floridness of his
complexion. . “You folks ready?
Emma’s waiting down in the car.’

“Sure,” Bill said. “Come on in a
minute and we can go.”
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“Evening, Mrs. Darst,” Tinky
said as he stepped inside.

Della said hello and they chatted
while Bill went into the bedroom

and put on a coat and tie. He could

hear Della’s laughter and Tinky’s
booming, enthusiastic voice as he
stood before the mirror and ran a
brush over his thick dark hair. He
noted his regular-featured, com-
monplace appearance marred by a
slightly large, slightly crooked nose

and again counted his good fortune .

for having Della.
“We'll just take my car,” Tinky

said as Bill crossed the livingroom.

and got the coats from the hall
closet. “You're apt to lose me in the
fog, and it’s not so far I can’t drive
you back later on.”

“You don’t have to go to all that
trouble, Mr. Tinky,” Della said,
backing into the raincoat that Bill
held for her. -

“No trouble,” Tinky said reas-
suringly. “And call me Cal--never
did like that name Tinky.”

Bill put on his topcoat and they
left and took the elevator to the
lobby, then crossed the street to
where Emma Tinky was waiting in
a rain-glistening gray sedan.

The ride to the Tinkys’ home

took almost an hour through the-

misting, foggy night. They wound
for miles on a series of smooth
blacktop roads surrounded by
woods, listening to the steady, muf-
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fled rhythm of the sweeéing wiper
blades. Cal Tinky kept up an easy
conversation of good-natured little

stories as he drove, while Emma sat

silently, gazing out the side wmdow'
at the cold rain. X

“I hope you won't go to too
much trouble,” Della said from the.
réar seat.

Bill watched Emma kay start
from her silent thoughts, and smile.
“Oh, no, I put a roast in the oven
before we came into the city. It's
cooking now.’

The big car took another tum
this time onto a steep gravel road.
Bill caught a glimpse through the
trees of the distant city lights far.
below them. He hadn’t realized
they’d driven so far into the hills.

“I don’t suppose you have much . .

in the way of neighbors ” he said,
“living way up here.”
“You're right there, Bill,” Cal

'Tinky said. “Nearest is over two

miles. Folks up here value their pri-
vacy. You know how it is when you
work hard half your life and man-
age to become moderately
wealthy —always somebody wanting
to take it away from you. Up here
we're not p&stered by people like
that” .

By the looks of the Tinkys’ home
they were more than moderately
wealthy. As the car turned into the
long driveway bordered by woods,
Bill gazed throughi the rain-streaked
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windshield at a huge house that
- seemed in the dark to be built
.something like a horizontal wheel.
Its rounded brick walls curved
away into the night in perfect sym-
metry on either side of the ornate
lighted entrance. Off to the left.of
the car Bill saw. a small beach house
" beside a swimming pool. '

~ “Like it?” Cal Tinky asked. “I1
_can tell you it cost.more than a

pretty penny, biit we- sure enjoy it,

Emma and 1.7

“What I can see of it looks
great,” Bill safd.

“You shouldn’t brag,” Emma sald

to her husband.

“Just giving them the facts
Tinky said heartily as he neared the
house ‘and a basement garage door
opened automatically.

. the car’s engine was loud and echo-
" ing in the spacious garage, then Cal -
Tinky turned the key and they sat

. "in silence. Bill saw a small red for-
eign convertible parked near some
stacks of large cartons. -
-“No fun sitting here,” Cal Tinky

" said. “Let’s go upstairs.”

They got out of the car and the
Tinkys led them up some stairs to a
large utility room of some sort. Af-
ter passing through that room they
entered a large room containing
some chairs, a sofa and a grand pi-
ano. -
“Come on -in here ” Cal Tinky

said, “into our recreation room.’

Bill thought the recreatlon room’
- was fantastic.

It was a spacious room, about
thn'ty feet square, with a red and
white checkerboard tiled floor and
walls hung with large, -decorative
dominoes and ornate numerals. At~
strategic spots on the gleaming tile,
four-foot-tall wood chessmen'stood
on some of the large red squares.
Several tables. were. in the room, -
with various games spread out on
them; chess, dominoes, and several

. complex'games that were manufac- .

tured by Master Games, In-
corporated. A smoldering fire
glowed in the fireplace over which
hung a huge dart board.

“Let’s sit ‘down,” Cal kay m—

- vited. “Dinner’ll be ready soon.”
For just"a moment the sound of .

Bill removed his coat and crossed
an area rug designed to resemble
the six-dotted plane of a huge die.
He sat down next to Cal Tinky on a
-sofa embroidered with tlcktacktoe
symbols.

“Is there anything I can do to
help?” Della asked Emma Tinky as
the heavyset woman took her coat.

"“No, no,” Emma said, “you are a

Bill watched Emma remove her
own bulky coat and saw that she
was wearing slacks and a black
sweater covered with a heavy cor-
* duroy vest. There was something
that suggested hidden physical
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power in her walk as she left the
recreation room to' hang up the
coats and prepare dinner:’

Della -sat opposite Bill and Cal

Tinky on a chair that matched the .

sofa. “Quite a decorating job.”

Cal Tinky beamed. “Thanks. De-
signed most of it ourselves. After
we eat we can make use of it.”

“A house this big,” Bill said, “do
you have any servantsP”

_Cal Tinky stood and walked to an
L-shaped bar in a corner. “No,” he
said, “we mostly take care of it all
ourselves, fifteen rooms. Had ser-
vants, but they stole on us. Now we
have someone come in from the
city twice a week to clean. Course,
most of the rooms we don’t even
use.” He reached for a top-brand -
bottle of Scotch and held it up.

“Good enough?”

Bill nodded.

“Make mine with water,” Della
said.

Cal Tinky mixed the dnnks ex-
pertly. When he’d given the Darsts
their glasses he settled down on ' the
couch and took a long sip of his
straight Scotch. .

Emma Tinky came back into the
room then, picked up the drink that
her husband had left for her on the
bar and sat in a chair near the sofa.

“You certainly must be fond of
games,” Bill said, looking around
him again in something like awe at
the recreation room.
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Cal Tinky smiled. “Games are
our life. Life is a.game.”

“I agree with that last part,’ ’ Bill
said, raising the excellent Scotch to
his lips..

“There are winners and losers,”
Emma said, smiling at Della.

They sat for a moment in that
awkwardness of silence that some-
times descends on people who don’t

- really know one another. Bill heard

a faint clicking that he’d noticed in

the car earlier. He saw that Emma -

was holding in her left hand one of
those twisted metal two-part puz-

zles that separate and lock together =

only a certain way. With sur-
prisingly nimble fingers she was ab-
sently separating and. rejoining the
two pieces expertly.

“Winners and losers,” Della saxd
to fill the void. “I suppose that’s
true.” . ]

“The basis of life,” Cal Tinky
said. “Have you folks ever stopped
to think that our whole lives are
“spent trying to figure out bigger
and better ways to amuse ourselves,
bigger and better challenges? From
the time we are infants we want to
play ‘the ‘grown-up’ games.” :

Bill didn’t say anything. It was
something about which he had
never thought much.

“And business!”’ Cal Tinky
laughed his booming laugh. “Why,

“business is nothing but a game!”

Now Bill laughed. “You appear
‘ 77
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‘to be a winner at that game.” He
motioned with his hand to take in
the surroundings.

Emma joined in the laughter. She
had a high, piercing laugh, long and
lilting with. a touch of ... . Of
what? “Yes,”
denly solemn voice though a smile
still played about her lips. “Mate-
-rial possessxons are some -of the
prizes.’

“Enough talk of games,” Cal
Tinky said. “I'm hungry.”

Emma put the twisted pieces of
shining metal into her vest pocket.
“We can eat any time,” she said,

“unless you'd like another drink.”

“No,”"Bill said, “not unless the
food’s so bad you don’t want me to
taste it.”

Again came her high, lilting
laugh, backgrounded by her hus-
band’s booming laughter.

\

_ At least she has a sense of humor, -

Bill thought, as they all rose and
went into the large and well-fur-
" nished dining room.

The meal was simple but de-

licious; a well-done roast served .

with potatoes and carrots, a gelatin
dessert with coffee, topped by an
excellent brandy.

" Throughout the meal they had
kept up.a running conversation,
usually led by Cal Tinky, on the im-
portance and celestial nature of
games in general. Emma would join
in now and then with a shrewd

she said then in a sud-.

comment, a high and piercing

- laugh, and once, over the lime gela-

tin, Bill ‘had seen her staring at
Della with a strange intensity. Then
she had looked away, spooning the
quivering dessert into her mouth,
and Bill heard again the soft, metal-
lic, clicking sound.

After the brandy Cal Tinky sug-
gésted they go back into the recrea-
tion room for some drinks and re-
laxation. For a short time the Tin-
kys stayed in the dining room as Cal
helped Emma put away some per-
ishables, and Bill and Della were

. alone.

Della nudged Bill playfully in the
ribs and moved close to him.

“These people are weird,” she
whispered.
Bill grinned down at her. “Just a

little "eccentric, darling. Maybe
we’d be too if we had their
money

“I hope we find out someday,
Della said with a giggle. She

- quickly hushed as the Tinkys came

into the room.
Cal Tinky was carrying a fresh
bottle of Scotch. “The first order is

‘more drinks,” he proclaimed in his

loud voice.

He mixed the drinks at the bar
and served them, then he looked
around at the many games and en-
tertainment-devices. “Anything for
your amusement,” he said with his
wide grin.
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shoulders. “You're the game expert,
Cal.” ‘

Cal Tinky looked thoughtful and
rubbed his square jaw.

“Make it something simple, if
you will,” Della said. “I don’t feel
very clever ‘tonight.”

“How about Bank Vault?” Cal
asked. “It’s a snmple game, but it’s
fun for four people.” ,

He walked to a shelf and took
down the game. Bill and Della fol-
lowed him to a round, shaggy rug,
where he opened the box and
spread out the game board. Emma
spread four cushions for them to sit
on.

When they were . seated with
fresh drinks, Cal Tinky proceeded
to explain the rules.

It was an easy game to learn, un-

complicated, based like so many

games on the advance of your
marker according to.the number
you rolled on a pair of dice. The
‘board was marked in a concentric
series of squares, divided into boxes,
some of which had lettering inside
them: ‘Advance six squares’, ‘Go
back two’, ‘Return to home area’.
Occasionally there ‘were shortcuts
marked. on the board, where you
had your choice of direction while
advancing. Each player had a small
wooden marker of a different color,
and if the number he rolled hap-
pened to land his block on the same
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Bill smiled and shrugged his -

square as an opponent, the oppo-
nent had to return to the home area
and start over. Whoever reached
the bank vault first was the winner.

_ They rolled the dice to deter-
mine in what order they'd play,

then settled down on the soft cush-

ions to enjoy themselves.

Cal and Emma Tinky played se-
nously and with complete absorp-
tion. Cal would roll his number and
move his red block solemnly while
his eyes measured the distance his
opponents were behind him. Emma
would move her yellow block in
short, firm steps, counting the num-

. ber of squares as she moved it.

The game lasted through two
drinks. Bill had rolled consecutive
high numbers, and his green block
was ahead until near the end of the
game. Then he had landed on a ‘Go
back ten’ square and Cal had over-
taken him to win. Emma was sec-
ond, only three squares ahead of
Bill, and Della’s blue block brought
up the rear after an unfortunate
‘Return to home area’ roll.

“Say, I have another game sim-
ilar to this only a-little more inter-
esting,” Cal said, pxckmg up the
board. “Let’s try it.

Bill reached. to help him put the -
game away and found that his fin-
gers missed the block he’d tried to
pick up by half an inch. He decided
to go easier on the Scotch.

" Cal returned with the new game
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and spread it out on the soft rug to
explain it to them. Tt was almost ex-
actly like the first game. This time
the board was laid out in a circle di-
vided into compartments. The com-
partments were marked as rooms
and the idea was to get back first to
the room in which you started. This
time the obstacles and detours were
a little more numerous.

“Does your company manufac-
ture this game? Bill asked.

“Not yet,” Cal Tlnky said with
. his expansive grin, “but we’re
thinking about it. It’s not the sort of
game with mass appeal.” '

They.rolled the dice in the same
order. Bill rolled a twelve and
moved well out ahead, but on his
second roll he came up with™a
seven, landing him in the dining
room where the lettéered message
instructed him to skip his next turn
for a snack. Della moved out ahead
of him then, landing in the den.
Emma rolled a three, but landed in
the utility room where she was in-
structed to advance ten squares.
This brought her yellow block only
two squares behind Della’s and she
emitted her high, strange laughter.
Cal rolled snake eyes, allowing -him
a free.roll, and he came up with a
twelve. His red block landed on the

. 'den, and he placed it directly atop’

Della’s blue block. '
“Does that mean I'go back to the
entrance hall?” Della asked, smlhqg

like a sport but feeling dxsap-

pomted

“In a manner of speaking,” Cal
Tinky said. He drew from beneath-
his sport jacket a large revolver and

" shot Della.

The slam of the large-caliber bul-
let smashing into her chest sounded

" almost before the shot. Della flopped

backward, still smiling, her legs still
crossed. A soft sigh escaped her body
and her eyes rolled back.

“Della . . . ” Bill whispered her
name once, staring at her, wanting
to help her, knowing she was dead,

‘finally and forever. A joke, a mis-

take, a horrible, unbelievable mis-
takel He turned toward the Tinkys.
Cal Tinky was smiling. They were
both smiling.

Words welled up in Blll s throat
that would not escape—anger that
paralyzed him. He stood unsteadily,
the room whirling at first, and be-
gan to move toward Cal Tinky. The
long revolver raised and the ham-
mer clicked back into place. Bill
stood trembling, grief-stricken, en-
raged and afraid. Cal Tinky held
the revolver and the smile steady as
the fear grew, cold and pulsating,
deep in the pit of Bill's stomach.
The floor seemed to tilt and Bill .
screamed, a hoarse, sobbing scream.

He turned awkwardly and ran in

panic from the room, from death.
He stumbled through the dining
room, strugghng to keep his bal-
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ance. On the edge of his mind he
was aware that Cal had put some-
thing in the drinks, something that
had destroyed his perception,
sapped his strength, and he tried to
fight it off as he ran to a window.
The window was small and high,
and as he flung aside the curtains he
saw that it was covered with a steel
grill. With a moan, he ran
awkwardly into the next room, to
the next window. It, too, was bar-
red. All the rooms that had win-
dows were inescapable, and all the
outside doors were locked. He ran,
pounding against thick, barred win-
dows that wouldn’t break or open,
-flinging himself against doors that
wouldn’t give, until finally, ex-
hausted and broken, he found him-
self in the kitchen and dragged his
heaving body into a small alcove
lined with shelves of canned goods,
where he tried to hide, to think, to
think . . . ~

In the recreation room, Cal
Tinky looked at’ his-wife over the
game board. I think he’s had
enough time,” he said. “It never
takes them more than a few min-
utes to run to cover.” |

Emma. Tinky nodded and picked

lup the dice. With a quick, expert

motion of her hand she rolled a
nine. _ :

Cal rolled a six. “Your shot,” he
said.

Emma rolled the dice again, a
seven. She leaned over the board
and, counting..under her breath,
moved her yellow block forward in
short, tapping jerks.

“The kitchen,” she said. “Damnl
They never hide in the kitchen.”.

“No need to. get upset,” Cal
Tinky said. “You'll probably get
another roll.”

Emma drew a long revolver ex-

actly like her husband’s from be-
neath her corduroy vest and stood.
Stepping over Della, she walked.
from the recreation room toward
the kitchen. Her husband picked up
the game and followed, careful to
hold’ the board ,absolutely level so
that the dice and the colored blocks
wouldn’t be disturbed.
" The sound of the shot that came
from the kitchen a few minutes
later wasn’t very loud, like the hard
slap of an open hand on a solid ta-
bletop—but Emma Tinky’s" high,
long laugh might have been heard
throughout the house.
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Nick FARREL considered himself a
lucky man; a lucky man, indeed. It
proved the truth of the old saying
that it’s worthwhile to make a play
for -every pretty girl you meet.
Even if you only get a return of five

t

——————\

percent on your investment, it’s

worthwhile.

Anna’s slender arm clung pos-
sessively to his._Anna’s blonde head
rested dreamily against his shoul-
der. Anna’s sweet, heady perfume

—

'The business must be dtspatched forthnghtly should orie wish to §<

was fragrant in his- nostrils. Nick’s
fingers-trembled as he fumbled with
the key to unlock his apartment. He
never thought she’d come.

How would she react? Would she
be frightened® Anna was very
young, not more than twenty.
Anna’s blonde hair was too flashy
and her dress was too tight, too
low-cut and too daring, but she did
not look like the kind of a girl you -
picked up in a bar. He had known
her less than an hour, and he had
picked her up in his favorite night-
club, but beneath the ﬂashy ex-
terior, Nick could see that she was a
girl with quality. Nick Fairel con-
sidered himself an authority on
women with class. )

Anna was not frightened, nor shy,
nor too brassily bold. The red lips
that had once been so naughty, but
that had been coaxed to relax under

‘his gay line of banter, now flashed °

into a smile and the icy cold had
melted out of Anna’s blue eyes.
“You didn’t think I'd come, did

you, Nick?” The words were a chal- -

lenge, lightly mocking.
Anna’s slender fingers squeezed‘
Nick’s hand with an electricity that
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sent tingles all through him, and he
looked so startled that Anna
laughed delightedly.

It was astonishing, really. Nick
could not help secretly con-
.gratulating himself upon his good
luck. He had dropped into his fa-
vorite bar where he saw this daz-
-zling blonde creature moodily sip-
ping a martini -and fending off
masculine advances. He had caught
her eye and smiled. Unexpectedly,
she smiled back, and pretty soon
she permitted him to buy her a
drink. Two martinis later, Nick, as
casually as he could, suggested that
they go to his place for a drink. He
almost fell off his stool when Anna
looked him square in the eye and,
reading his thoughts, knowing what
was in_his mind, the scarlet lips
breaking into that wild, mockmg
laugh, she said yes.

It all puzzled him. In spite of ev-
erything, Anna did not look like the
kind of a girl a man picked up casu-
ally in a bar.

Nick opened the door, snapped
on the light, then closed the door
behind them. Expertly, he tried to
draw Anna into his arms but, just as
expertly, she deftly eluded him and
the flashing white. teeth and the red
lips broke into that alluring, mock-
ing laugh.

“What's your hurry, Nick? Didn’t
you invite me for a drink?” Anna’s
blue eyes twinkled with an un-

THE SECOND THIEF

“spoken promise and Nick was en-

couraged rather than dlscouraged
by the rebuff. :

“Sure, honey. No hurry. We've
got all night. Just make yourself
comfortable.” Nick felt very much
the man of the world. )

Confidently, he went to the bar
that stood in one corner of his luxu-
rious apartment and mixed two
very dry, very potent martinis. A
suave grin was on his confident face
as-he turned toward Anna. Then the
grin faded. Anna’s right hand held a
tiny, but quite lethal-looking re-
volver, and it was pointed straight
at his heart. Anna appeared nervous
and that frightened him quite as
much as the revolver. A nervous
woman with a gun can make a
deadly combination. .

“Surprise party, Nick. I want the
loot you stole in the Harrison Jew-
elry Company safecracking.”

Nick was incredulous. So far as
he knew, the Harrison job was one

of his best. The police did not have

a single clue to connect him with
the robbery.

Cautiously, he risked a step
toward the slender girl, but she
brandished the revolver and the
wild blue eyes looked more nervous
and frightened than ever.

“I'll use this, Nick, if I have to.
Don’t make. me kill you. That
would be too bad for both of us.”

“How did you know about the
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Harrison job?” Nick - demanded. .

“Your M. O., Nick. You were too
smart to leave any clues, but the
police know your modus operandi.
The Harrison job tagged you just as
cleanly as if you'd left fingerprints
all over the place. To an expert in
safecracking, the Harrison job had
Nick Farrel written all over it.”

“What is this; the second-thief
caper?”

“Yes, Nick. You've fallen for the
oldest dodge in the underworld.
Very careless for a smart thief like

”»

you.

No words had to be wasted talk-

. ing about the second-thief oper-
- ation--letting the first thief take all
the risk and then robbing him of the
loot. The first thief cannot, after all,

" go to the law for protection.

“You haven’t sold the Harrison
jewelry to a fence, so you have to
have it. I want it. Now.” Anna
made a threatemng gesture with
the. gun. “Don’t stall, Nick. In a
little while some friends will come
up and work you over if they have
to. You have a really good-looking
face. It would be too bad to spoil
it.”

The thought of being worked
.over by a crew of strong-arm boys
cooled any intention Nick - might
have had to resist. Reluctantly, as
Anna covered him with the tiny re-

volver, Nick opened a‘hidden panel

in hlS mahogany-covered wall, re-
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vealed a safe, and opened it in grim
silence. .

“Just the Harrison loot, Nick.
You can leave the rest inside.”

Nick gazed at the slender blonde
in astonishment. :

“Put the ]ewels on the ta.ble
The sparkle of diamond rings, of

‘ruby clips, emerald !)rooches and
‘ gold watches gleamed and glittered

as the precious items spilled across
the dark wood of the tabletop

" With a swift movement, Anna
opened a brocaded party handbag,
With her left hand, she removed a
pair of handcuffs and tossed them to
Nick Farrel. ) '

“Put your right wrist in one side
and lock the other to the arm of
that sofa.” :

Nervously, but with obvious
clever preparation, she ’dn'ected
him. “Quick!”

For an instant Nick’s mind toyed
with the idea of resisting, but the
idea of a jittery woman with a gun
sobered him. She could shoot him.
before he could reach her. It was

'annoying to be robbed, but better

robbed than dead. There would al-
ways be other jobs. The Harrison

“job was typical. The police must

have known it was he, but they
couldn’t prove it. They could never
prove it.

Anna’s blue eyes studled him. He
was’ securely handcuffed to the
heavy sofa.
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“Have you ever thought of what
your crimes do to people, Nick? Pe-
ter Harrison, the man whose store
you robbed, was—or. could “have

. been—ruined by you. He was un-
derinsured. A lot of people are
careless about not ‘carrying enough
insurance, Nick, especially in the
jewelry busmess A wonderful old

" man could have been ruined by

>

you. , S
Nick Farrel was in no mood for a
“lecture.
make to you? You're a thief just as
much as I am. Take the loot and get
out.”

Instead of leaving, Anna moved
to the telephone and dialed a num-
ber.

“Police headquarters? This is a

friend. There has been a robbery

and an attempted murder at 1635
Meredith Avenue, apartment 5-C.
You will find the loot from the Har-
rison. Jewelry Company robbery
there. Will you send a squad car
‘right away, please?”

Calmly, Anna repeated the ad—

dress, then hung up the telephone.

Turning to Nick, she said quietly:
“You're a clever ‘man, Nick. Quite
good-looking, too, if it makes you
feel any better.”

Nick Farrel’s reply was un-
prmtable

“When you get out, try your
hand at something honest.”

“What difference does it

~ married,

The wail of an approaching po-
lice car split the night. Nick Farrel
listened in fascinated horror.

Only then did Anna leave—with
the jewels still on the table. She left

- the door to Nick’s apartment wide

open, and as the police were only
seconds from entering from the
elevator door, Anna quietly slipped
out the rear stairway. -

As she scurried down the stair-
way, Anna Harrison, the daughter -
of Peter Harrison, who had almost
been ruined by the clever thief, .
Nick Farrel, quietly slipped off the
flashy blonde wig she wore. Putting
it in her handbag, she ﬂuﬂed out -
her natural dark hair.

No one was watching the back
door, and Anna slipped through an
alleyway and mingled with a crowd
of people walking down Meredith
Avenue. There were not many ad-
vantages to being engaged to a de-
tective sergeant—when she and De-
tective Johnny Frazer were
they ,would probably -
never have any money--but when -
Johnny had told her of his absolute

‘conviction that Nick Farrel was the
‘man who had robbed her father, it

had planted the seed of the idea in
her mind.

Now it was 1mprobable that Nick
Farrel would rob anybody else for a
number of years; at last, the police.
would have the evidence on him.

THE SECOND THIEF
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sionally much, much more.

Supposedly one gets only that for which he bargams~but occa- §<
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Mona JEFFRIES was driving back ‘
to the office after lunch, taking the -

-back route along Dakota Street to
avoid the traffic lights, when she
saw Connie standing on the curb.

The sight of her daughter/looming

up before her like a taunting vision
made her slam on the brakes with-
out thinking. The driver behind her
blasted his horn, and Connie
glanced up, her long -brown hair
) rippling across her face.
“Connie! Wait!” Mona screamed
from the car wmdow “Wait! Don t
run!”

Connie hastily dropped the stack
of newspapers she was selling to
passing cars, retreated a few feet in .
something close to terror, and then
broke  into a run along the pave-
ment. -She wore faded dungarees
and a boy’s blue shirt, and Mona '
could see the dirty soles of her bare
feet as she ran. ‘

By the time Mona had parked the
car at the curb, her daughter was a
full block away, still running,
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avoiding the occasional sidewalk

strollers with the inbred agility of a.

broken-field runner. Pursuit by foot
was hopeless, so Mona pulled the
car into the traffic lane again and
tried to chase her down. For a few
minutes she thought it would work,
but as she drew abreast of the run-

ning girl, Connie shot a glance over -

her shoulder and ducked down a
-narrow alley.

A =3

&
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This time Mona was close
enough to go after her on foot. She
slammed the car door behind her
and took off running, feeling the
tightness in her chest almost im-
mediately. ““Connie,”” she
yelled, “please! Connie! Come
back!”

The girl ahead swerved suddenly
into another alley, a twisting laby-
rinthine passageway that ran along

the rear of an ancient apartment
house. Legs aching, gasping for
breath, Mona paused at last, lean-
ing against the rough brick wall of
the .building for support. Her
daughter was gone, lost somewhere
far ahead among the twists and
turns of the alleyway. There would
be no catching her now, not this
day. A

At least Connie was still in the
city, not'gone off to a hippie pad in
New York or a commune in Ari-
zona somewhere. That single fact
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was something to give hope for the

“futute. Catching her breath, Mona
walked back the way she had come.
"Then she drove back to the place
along the curb where shed first
“spotted her daughter. The papers
were still there, drifting lazily
across the . lanes of traffic. She
stopped the car once more and re-
trieved one of them. It was an un-
derground. publication called Goat
& Compass. Mona had never heard
of it béfore, but it was the only link
she had to her missing daughter.

The office was on the fifth floor of
a shabby building on the north side
of the city. Mona reached it by a
creaking elevator that seemed in
danger of imminent collapse, and
then walked along.a dimly-lit hall-
. way to the door at the end. The
frosted glass bore a painted black

inscription that had all but faded.

and chipped away. She had to look
closely to read: Flowers In-
vestigations Walk In.

The door opened to her touch
revealing an empty outer office.
The secretary’s desk seemed dusty
. and unused, without even a type-
writer, and the inverted glass bottle
_ of a water cooler was empty. The
room had a ‘somber look, like some-
thing that had been dead a long,
long time.

“Come in,” a voice called from
the inner office.

88"

Mona entered to find a little man
with green suspenders and a soiled
pink shirt, bent over a wooden fil-
ing cabinet that fit in well with the
rest of the office. “Are you Mr.
Flowers?”

He straightened up, eyeing her in
some surprise, as if a prospective
client were the last person he ex-
pected to walk through the door.
“Well,” he answered slowly, “I sup--
pose I am. What can I do for you,
young lady?” '

She glanced around, seeking a
chair, and finally he moved over to
retrieve a stack of dusty file folders
from the corner of a leather sofa.
Mona seated herself gingerly 'on the

-edge of it and said, “T need help to -

get my daughter back. I understand
you don’t charge too much.”

“Who sent you to me?” .

“Jean Casey. She’s a waitress
where I eat lunch. She said you -
helped locate her ex-husband when
he skipped out on her alimony pay-
ments.”

He nodded vaguely. “T guess I re-
member her. How .old is your
daughter?” |

“Seventeen. She ran away from
home three months ago. I thought
she had gone off somewhere, -to
another city, but then two days ago
I saw her. She was standing on the

curb along Dakota Street, selling

copies of that underground news-
paper, Goat & Compass. 1 called to
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1er, and she ran. I chased her in the
zar, and then on foot down an alley,
but she got away from me. Yester-
lay I tried phoning the office of
‘hat newspaper, but they wouldn’t
:ell me anything. The man was ac-
wually rude to me.”

Flowers nodded and moved be-
aind his desk “Have you tried the
police?”

“Of course! They’'ve had her

listed as a missing person all along,
and the man who talked to me yes-
:erday was very sympathetic, but
ne explained that there are some-
thing like 2,000 runaway teen-agers
in this city right now, and they just

can’t assign special men to it. I was

:elling Jean about it at lunch, and
the suggested you. She said you
only charged fifty-five. dollars to
ind her ex-husband.”

The man behind the desk nod-
ded. “Yes. Well, as I remember that
=ase it was quite a simple one. For
that price about all I'd do would be
‘0 go with you to the Goat & Com-
nass office. But maybe that would
se enough. I don’t think they’d be
rude to me.” B

Mona Jeffries opened her purse.
“T could give you thirty -dollars

now, and- you could bill me for

wvhatever else it cost.”

He stood up suddenly and
reached for a seedy sport coat that
aung on a rack behind the desk.
“All right. We can take a ride over

RUBBER BULLETS

.there—see if anyone’s talking now.”

“Thank you, Mr. Flowers.”

“My name’s Sam, by the way.
Sam Flowers. Where’s your hus-
band?”

“Why do you ask?”

“He must be someplace. Away,
probably, or he could go with you.
Save you fifty bucks.”

“He’s away, you're right about
that. He left me two years ago. I've
had trouble with Connie ever since.
A girl her age needs a father.”

Sam Flowers bit off the end of a
cigar and carefully lit it. “Where is
he? Is he paying alimony?”

“We’re not divorced. He simply
deserted me. I suppose I keep
thinking he’ll come back some
day.”

The private detective shook his
head. “They never come back.
Take it from an expert.” They went
out and he locked the door behind
them.

.“T guess I don’t really care if he
returns or not,” Mona told him
frankly. “I have a good job with a
television producer, and I don’t
need his money. What I need is my
daughter back.”

Sam Flowers nodded his head
slowly, like a puppet with a loose
string. A sinister puppet, because
puppets were always sinister when
they were nearly life-size. “We'll
see about getting: your daughter
back. But don’t tell me about how
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_ well-off you are, lady. People who

can afford better don’t come to Sam
Flowers for help.”

" They went down to the street in

silence. He told her to leave her car.

where it was, and led the way to a
battered ‘65 sedan that seemed to

fit his personality somehow. Mona-

climbed into the front seat next to
~ him, grasping automatically for a
“seat belt.

“No fancy gadgets in this car,” he
told her. “But it gets me where I'm
going.”

They, drove across town to a
block of run-down stores where the
editorial office of the underground
paper was located. The sign identi-
fying Goat & Compass was sand-
wiched between the cluttered win-
dow of a cut-rate drugstore and the
colorful posters of a travel agency.

_ Flowers snorted at the latter and

told Mona, “The people who live

around here don’t need any travel

agency for their trips.” Then, as an

afterthought, he asked her, “Your

daughter evér take dope?”
“What?”

“Pot, hergin, LSD—any of that

stuff?”

“No. At least, not before she left '

home. I don’t know about now.”
He nodded and pushed open the
door of the paper’s office. A long-
haired young man was seated be-
hind a shabby desk, and a blonde
" girl as typing in a corner of the

room. Mona hadn’t thought any-
thing could be more dilapidated
than Sam Flowers -office, but this
place surely was, despite some at-
tempts to liven up the walls with
pop-art’ posters and revolutionary
slogans. ) '

“You the boss?”” Flowers asked
the young man.

“I'm the business manager of
Goat q’: Compass, if that’s what you
mean.” He motioned toward the
girl at the typewriter. “Sue is man-
aging editor.”

“I guess you're the one I want,”
Flowers told him. He flipped open
his wallet to show some identi-
fication. “We’re ‘looking for a girl
who. sells papers for you. Name’s
Connie Jeflries.” He showed a little
snapshot Mona had brought along.

The young man looked at it.
When he dipped his head, the long
hair fell over his face, giving him
the look of -a medieval student in
some half-forgotten painting she’d
once seen. The cardboard sign on
his desk identified him as Wes
Dixon. “We have a lot of girls sell-
ing the paper for us. And fellas too.
I might have seen her around.” His
glance traveled from the picture to
Mona. “You the mother?” ’

“Yes

He swiveled in hls chair and
passed the photo to the girl at the
typewriter. “Do we know her,
Suer”
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She stopped her typing long
ough .to scan the picture, then
nded it back. “Might be Rick
)eman’s g1r1 Looks a little like
L.

“Was she selling papers for you
y before yesterday, along Dakota
reet?” Flowers asked.

“She might have been.” The an-
rer was sullen, like the face of the
rl who gave it.

“All right. Where can 1 find
x?”

Both of them were silent for a
oment, and then Wes Dixon an-
rered. “There’s a pad for runaway
rls over on Chester Street. About
dozen of them live there together.
>u might find her there.”

“Thanks,” Flowers said lacon-
ally.

Mona followed hlm out, and got
to the car. “You didn’t even ask
e address,” she said.

“I don’t need it. I know the
lace. I also know we won’t find
>ur daughter there.”

“But " Mona started to protest.

“You gotta watch these kids ev-
'y minute. As soon as I mentioned
sur daughter’s name, the gal at the
rpewriter slid a pack of matches
ito her drawer. She could have left
1em there and I never would have
oticed them, but her movement
as just a bit too stealthy.”

“Did you see where the matches
rere from?”

UBBER BULLETS

He nodded. “Day-glo green. The
only bar in town that has matches
like that is Operanto’s. It’s only a
few blocks from here. Want me to
drop you off?”

She shook her head, as if to clear
away the cobwebs. “I'm- coming
too.’

Operanto’s was dim and drab a
few steps down off a street lined
with little shops that had given up
the pretense of calling themselves
boutiques. At that hour of the day
the bar was empty, though the
askew line of stools hinted at the pos-
sibility of recently departed lunch-
time drinkers. As her eyesbecame ac-
customedto the hazy light, Mona saw
that Sam Flowers was speaking-in
low tones to a tall, dark-haired man at
the end of the bar.

Presently he beckoned her over
and said, “This is Frank Operanto.
Mona Jeffries, the girl’s mother.”

Operanto was ' the sort who
seemed always to exist in a' world of
half-light, of afternoon shadows.
Mona had the distinct impression
that he might simply fade away if
he should venture into the sunlight
unprotected. “I'am pleased to meet
you,” he told her, making it sound
as if he meant it.

“Connie was working here as a
waitress,” Flowers told her.

“Was?” .

Operanto shrugged. “I have not
seen her in two days. These young
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girls . . .” Then, ‘as if realizing the
“legal ramifications, he added, “She

told me she was eighteen. Other-

_ wise I would never have hired her.”
“Where’s she staying?” Flowers
asked him. '
“I don’t really know. If I knew,

I'd have called to see what hap-
N pened to her.”

“Somebody -said she was Rick
Yoeman’s girl.”

The dark-haired man nodded “It.

could be. I've seen him in here talk—
ing to her.”
“Where can we ﬁnd him?”
“There ‘was the demonstration

yesterday, at the quadrangle. I . on

think Rick w&s one of the kids in-
volved in it.” =

Mona nodded The pohce had
. used tear gas and other weapons to
~ drive the kids out of the campus
-quadrangle. Seeing it on television,
she’d searched the blurred and
~ bloody faces for some glimpse of
Connie, and then, half frantic with

- fear; gone out to search the streets.

again for her daughter.

“Was he arrested?”
asked.

“I don’t know. I saw him .on the
fringe of the crowd as I was passing
by. There was tear gas, and the cops
were firing at the demonstrators
with rubber bullets.”

“Rubber bullets?” Mona re-
- peated. Perhaps it was all an Alice-
_ in-Wonderland world after all.

Flowers

“European police use thei
sometimes for crowd control,” Sax
Flowers explained to her. “The
sting when they hit you, but don
do any permanent damage. Onr | 5§
cal cops are testing them now

“On_people?”.

“How else?” he asked with

. shrug, and she decided that perhaj

life did not have a great deal «
meaning to him. She wondere

“which side he was on, if any side ¢

all, between the police and. th
young people.

“1 didn’t.see Rick after the di
turbance,” Frank -Operanto wer

. “And he didn’t come here la
mght Maybe he was with the girl.’

“Maybe Flowers agreed.

“But you must know whete h
lives!” Mona insisted. All this cira
lar conversation was fraying he
nerves.

“I think over on Wilder Street, i
that apartment off Dakota: The ol

_place. At least, that’s where he use
to bed down. Who knows anymor:

though? They’re all high on gras
or selling the stuff. They go out fc
their _demonstrations and’ ge
zapped by the police. The world’

changing, Mr. Flowers.”

“Yeah,” Sam Flowers agreed H
shook thé man’s hand and then d
parted with Mona '

Outside, she blinked her_eyes i
the sudden sunlight. “Do you kno'

© Operanto well?” she asked him.
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“I.did him a favor once. He’s not
bad sort. People think of him as
'methmg of a gangland figure, but
*’s really not.”

They drove in silence for a few

ocks, crossing Dakota and then

rcling through a network of back

reets to’ come upon the Wilder

reet apartment building that he
ught. Mona recognized its ancient
ick walls at once.

“That’s the place!” she told him.
Jay before yesterday, when I was
1asing Connie and lost her! It was

g'"

“You're sure?”

“I'm sure.” .
He slowed to a stop across the
reet from the place, but when she
arted to get out he held her arm.
Wait!”

“What is it?” .-

“That girl just going in the front
itrance it’s Sue, the one from the
oat & Compass office.”

“You think she came to warn
em?”’

“Could be. Chances are they
m’t have a phone.”

“But she was the one who men-
oned his name.’

“That might have sllpped out.
1€ was also the one who tried to
de the matches.”

“What should we do?” she asked

“Sit tight.”

They’d been waiting about five

JBBER BULLETS .

ght around the back of that build-

minutes when he broke the silence
to ask, “How old are you, lady?”

His question startled her. “Why ,
do you ask?”

“Well, you look about thirty, but
with a seventeen-year—old daughter
mnnmg around . . .”

“I'm thirty-nine, she told hxm It
was a fact she rarely admitted.

“Yeah, Well, I'm forty-three my-
self. Some people say I look fifty.”

“No, you don't,” she assured him, -
wondering at her words. Why did it
matter to her, what this little man
felt or said?

He touched her arm lightly and
pointed toward the doorway. “Shé’s
coming out.”

Mona watched the girl hurry to
the curb, look quickly in both direc-
tions, and then cross the street.

“She looks scared.”

“Yeah. And she sure wasn’t there
long. Less than ten minutes.”

“What do you think?”

“I think we take a look.” He got
out of the car, moving like some

Jjungle animal who has watched the
water hole and finally decided the

time is right to spring.

They entered the ancient brick
building and paused only a moment
while Flowers checked the names
on the mailboxes. Then he led the
way silently up the stairs to the sec-
ond floor. He paused before one of
the doors and knocked lightly.
When there was no answer he tried
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the knob. It turned, and the door
opened onto a blackened room.
“The drapes are closed,” he warned
her. “Careful.”

She stepped through the darkness
to the center of the room and
pulled the dangling light cord. In
the sudden glare the first thing she
saw was Connie, stretched out on a
rumpled bunk bed.

“Is that your daughter?” Flowers
asked.

“Yes.”.

Mona went"to her cradlmg the
long brown hair about Connie’s

head. Her ‘daughter §tirred, and .

muttered something, but did not
-awaken. Looking over Mona’s
shoulder, Flowers sald, She S sleep—
ing off a bum trip.”

“Drugs'r’” v

“Nothing else. She may be com-
ing around, though.” He moved
away from the bunk beds,” as if
sensing it was a time for mother and
Adaughtel to be alone.

“Connie! Connie, speak to me!

It'’s your mother!”

- The glazed eyes fluttered and
opened, but the voice that came
with them was only a whisper. “1

. Mother . . 7

“Connie! Wake up!”

Sam Flowers had come back to
stand behind her. At last Connie
opened_her eyes wide -and looked
up at them. “Mother, I dreamed
. Yyou were trying to wake- ‘me up and

pull me out of bed. It was just lik
when I was a child.”

“It’s all right now,” Mona tol
her, rocking her gently as she ha
so many times when Connie was
baby. “Rest now.” The eyes close
again in obedience to her words.

“I'm afraid it’s not all right,
Flowers said, very qu1etly “Com

" look at this.”

Mona followed him into th
apartment’s dingy little kitchen. .
boy with long dark hair, wearin
faded dungarees and a T-shirt, wa
toppled half under the sink, throw:
there as if with the rubbish. “Oh!
Mona gasped. “Who . . .?”

“I think it’s Rick Yoeman,” Flow
ers told her. “He’s been shot. He’
dead.” '

Mona leaned -against the refrig
erator for support, feeling the fa
miliar cold hardness of its surface
“You’re sure that’'s who it is?” sh
asked:

Flowers finished fishmg throug]
the dead youth’s pockets and stoo
up. “Yoeman’s wallet is in hi
pocket. And here’s a snapshot o
them together—Connie and Rick
It’s him, all right.”

“Do you think that girl—tha

Sue—-killed him?”

Flowers shook his head. “He’
been dead for some time, mayb
since last night. But she found th
body. That’s probab]y‘ what scare
her away so fast.”
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“Couldn’t she have come back
r something?”

Sure but that would be takmg a
ance.’

“Who else could have shot him?”
Flowers shrugged and glanced
out the room. “Your daughter,
r one.” '

“Connie? That’s impossible! You
id yourself she was having a bad
ug trip.”

“People do crazy things under
ugs. She’s here, and his body is
re.”

“But the gun isq’t,”
rinted out.

“No,” Flowers agreed with a
th. “The gun isn’'t.”

“Then that proves she’s innocent.
1d we have to get her out of here
fore the police come.”

The little detective studied her
ce. “All right,” he said finally. “I
ppose that’s what I'm hired for.”

They managed somehow to get
e dazed girl onto her feet, with

ona holding up one side and whis- -

ring words of reassurance to her
ughter while they guided her
ward the door. They saw no one
. the stairs, and the street was al-
st deserted when they reached
No eyes seemed to notice them
they crossed it to the car.

Once inside, Connie seemed to

yme around a little more.
fother,” she sobbed. “I was so
-aid!”
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Mona

N

“What happened, dear? Tell us
what happened?”

" “They were shooting at us! There
was the demonstration and they
were shooting at us!”

“Last night,” Flowers said. The_
police shot at you.”

She nodded agreement.

“But not with real bullets!”” Mona
insisted. “Surely not that!”

Flowers pointed to a little round
bruise on the girl's arm that Mona
had overlooked. “Only rubber bul-
lets, lady, like I told you. The boy
had some bruises too.” '

“Rick?” Connie asked, catching

‘that piece of the conversation.

“Where is Rick?”

Flowers was not a man for deli-
cate innuendos. “He’s dead, back
in the apértment. Someone shot
him.” ’

“Dead! But ...” The words
caught in her throat, and her eyes

"began to glaze again. She was not

yet far enough out of the drug-in-
duced wilderness.

. “What did you take?” Flowers
tried to ask her. “LSD?” - ‘

But Connie was gone again, her
head resting on Mona’s shoulder.
He started the car and drove
slowly, following Mona’s directions
to her apartment on the west side of
the city. Between the two of them
they managed to get the girl up-
stairs and into bed.

- “What now?” he asked Mona. “I
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should report the body to the po-
lice.”

“T want her kept out of it,” she
told him, glancing down at her
- sleeping daughter. “I have her back
now, and I want to keep her.”

“I realize that.”

“Is there any chance Yoeman was
~ wounded by a police bullet and got
“back to the apartment before he
died?”

Flowers shook his head. “The

blood is all in the kitchen, and he -

couldn’t have lived more than a few
minutes -with that wound.”.

“Then we're back to the girl,
Sue.”

“Or your daughter

“No,” Mona said. * ‘Not Connie. 1
won't believe that, even under
drugs.” .

He siglied and stood by the win-
. “dow, lookmg out. “You're like
mothers everywhere, lady. Never
1eady to face the worst.’

“Can’t you question that glrl
- Sue? Find out what she knows?®’

“T could try,” he admitted. “But
it might be better if you came with
me. She might open up more with a
woman present.” -

“Even Connie’s mother?”

“Even Connie’s mother.”

She glanced down at the girl on
the bed. “I can’t leave her now, She
might run away again.”

Flowers thought about that. “All
right. T'll try to get Sue to come

here. That might make more sens
anyhow. I'll tell her we've got Cot
nie here.”

She listened to h1m at the phone
surprised when he called the polic
first to report Yoeman’s body. The

"he called the office of the Goat «

Compass, and she heard him speal
ing to the girl. “The police hav
found. Yoeman’s body, Sue. You'r
going to be in big trouble . .
Well, I'm here with Connie Jeffrie
and she says you were in the apar
ment where he. was killed . .
Want- to talk about it, Sue? . .
Yes, I'll give you the address. Yo
come over here.” .

When he’d hung up, Mona askec
“Is she coming?”

“Yes. She’s scared.”

. Mona laughed without humo
“Aren’t we all?”

Connie still slept on the bed, an
they moved to the livingroom, ot
of earshot. “This is really a job fc
the police,” Sam Flowers said. °
handle -divorces and runaway hu
bands and secunty cases. I don
handle murders.”

“You can help me, though, can
you? I have no one else to turn to.”

“I helped get your daughte

" back. That’s all you hired me for.

“I hired you to save her, damn i
She’s not saved yet!”

Sam Flowers stared at her, seein
her, but not seeming to con
prehend. “We're just two peopl
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lady. The world i$ against us. No
one saves anybody anymore.
* People just drift through their lives,
trying not to- hurt each other too
much.”

“Now you sound like my hus-
band!”

He moved a bit closer to her side,
and she was aware again of how
short and soiled he seemed. A man
from a world not her own, a man to
be bought for a purpose.
was. a time when 1 wouldn’t have
minded‘sounding like your husband,
lady.”

They sat down to \let for the girl
named Sue.

Standing in the center of Mona’s
livingroom, facing the two of them
an hour later, Sue seemed older
somehow, more experienced. Her
hair half hid a face that was still sul-
len with defiance, but it seemed no

longer the face of a child. “I don’t

know anything about it,” she told
Flowers, ignoring the chair Mona
had offered her.

“Connie says you were at the
apartment.” ,

Sue hesitated and looked from
one to the other. Finally she said, T
don’t believe that.”

“Why? Because she was sleeping
on the bed when you went there to
kill him?”

“I went there to warn him, damn
it! His name slipped out when you
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“There

showed me Connie’s picture. I
don’t give a damn about her, but I
used to care a hell of a lot for Rick

- Yoeman. I figured she’d be with

him, and I wanted to warn him the
mother was on the prowl with a
private detective. Rick had no
phone, so I had to go over there af-
ter you left the office today. But he
was already dead. 1 didn’t kill him.
I wouldn’t kill him for anything!”

“And Connie?”

“She was on the bunk bed,
asleep. First I tried to wake her, but
then 1 realized she was high on
something so I left.” )

“What about the demonstration
yesterday? Were you there?”

“No. Wes went to cover it for the
paper, but I didn’t.” :

Flowers moved to the window
and glanced out. “Wes Dixon’s out
thele now, isn’t he? \Valtlng f01
you

“Is there a law against that, too?”

He ignored her question and
asked another himself. S*You hang
around at Operanto’s, don’t you?”

“What gives you that idea?”

“You had a pack of matches from
there. And that’s how you got to

- know Connie. Right?”

“So?” The sullen look was back,
if it had ever gone away.

“What’s your last name, Sue?”

“I don’t néed a last name. Smith.
Sue Smith.”

Flowers smiled slightly.”“On the
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masthead of the Goat & Compass
the managing editor is listed as Sue
Opelanto That’s you, isn’t it?”

“He’s my uncle. What’s that sup-
posed to make me?”

“Nothing special. It helps explain
why you were hanging around
there. Now, what about the demon-
stration?”

“I told you I wasn’t there.” Then
“Where’s Connie? You said she was
here.”

“In the bedroom. Shes stlll re-
covering from her trip.”

Sue Operanto glanced around,
moving out of the center of the
room for the first time. “Fancy
place you got here. I never knew
Connie came from a fannly like
this.”

“Connie . . .” Mona began, but
she was cut off by the opening of
the. bedroom door. Connie herself
stood there, looking from one to the
other of them.

“What is all this®” she asked.
“What are you doing here, Sue?”

Sue Operanto faced her.
body killed Rick. He’s dead.”

If Connie had known it before,
remembered them telling her in the
apartment, she had forced it out of
her mind. Now, as the knowledge
came flooding back, her face crum-
pled.into tears. “I didn’t kill-him,”

she mumbled, sobbing. “I wouldn’t

kill him. T loved him.”™
“You don’t want to stay here,”

“Some-

Sue told her.
away.’

Mona stepped qu1ckly between
them. “She’s not leaving. Haven’t
you and your friends done enough
to her already?”

“I think that’s up to her to say, -

“Let me take ybu

- Mrs. Jeffries.”

‘The door buzzer sounded, and
Flowers moved around them to
open it. Wes Dixon had come up
from the ‘car. “What’s taking so
long, Sue? We've > got to get back to
the office.”

“Connie wants to come w1th us
the sullen-faced girl told him.

“No!” Mona rasped, and the
voice sounded strange to her ears.

“She doesn’t go anywhere!”

"Wes Dixon looked past her to the
girl. “Connie? Do you want to
leave here?”

There was a moment’s hesitation,
and then Mona heard her daughter
answer, ‘“Yes, I think I do.”

"Mona turned to Sam Flowers.
“Stop them! They re takmg my
daughter away.”

- Flowers didn’t move. He seemed
rooted to the spot. “There’s nothing
I can do,” he said at last. '

Connie stepped around her
mother and went to the.door with
Sue and Wes. She paused and
turned, and seemed about to say
omethmg : i

“Connie. Come back . . .”

“Thank you, mother, for cafing.”
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Then, abruptly, they were gone.

Mona turned to Flowers, her eyes _
tearing with fury. “Couldn’t you -

stop them?” -

“Nobody could stop them.”

“I still can,” she said, and whirled
toward the bedroom. Blindly, fight-
ing back the tears, she ran to the
closet and fumbled for the gun. She
had it in her hand, running toward
the window, when Sam Flowers
grabbed her ‘and knocked it to the
floor. “Let me go!” she screamed.

“Isn’t one killing enough, Mrs.
* Jeffries?”

She toppled onto the rumpled
bed, close to hysterics. “What do
you mean?” ‘

“I mean that you killed Rick Yoe-
man, Mrs. Jeffries. I'm not much of
a-detective, but I know that much.”

Sam held the gun carefully, with-

a string looped through the trigger
guard. “You called the police?” she
asked him. .

He didn’t need to answer. He sat
down on the edge of the bed facing
her. “I never had a daughter my-
-self,” he said. “Or a-son either. I
suppose it’s like this, huh?”

i She sighed, staring down at her
hands. “Yes, it is. You work all your
life for them, and then when your
husband’s gone they’re all you have
left. I saw her in the street the other
day, and I knew I had to have her
back. I ran after her, and lost her,
but then last night, seeing the dem-

RUBBER BULLETS

onstration on television, seeing all
those bloodied faces, I had to go out
looking again. I went to the apart- -
ment house near where I'd lost her
the day before, and after a time I
saw them going in. It took me a
while to find the right apartment,

“and get him to open the door. By

that time my Connie was high on
LSD. She didn’t know what was
happening,. I tried to get her out of
the bed, but I couldn’t. He’d done it
to her, that and more! You can’t
know what I felt in that moment.”

“You had this gun in your
purse?”

,She nodded. “With what they
wele showing on TV, I.didn’t dare
go out without it. I followed him
into the kitchen and we argued. He
told me he’d never let Connie go,
that she was his now. T took out the
gun and shot him.”

“And then?” :

“Then 1 tried to get Conme out
of there, but I couldn’t. I was in an
absolute panic. In trying to save my
daughter I'd gotten her in worse
trouble, . left her in a room withra
murderéd man. I couldn’t call the
police, and I couldn’t get her out of
there without help. Finally I had to
abandon her. I was hoping she’d
come to and get out of there when
the drug wore off: But in the event’
she didn’t, I still had to save her. I
knew no one had heard the shot,
and that the body would go un-
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dlscoveled at least tlll this 1 morning.
So I came to you.”

Flowers nodded. “Because that
waitress said 1 was cheap, and I
looked seedy. You needed someone
whoe could locate that apartment,
with a little help from you, and get
your daughter out of there, without
tumbling to the truth.” :

She nodded. “You found it quite
fast; actually. I didn’t even have to
help you.” Then she looked up,
meeting his eyes. “But how did you
know?”

“Four things,”
there were more, but like 1 said, I'm

not much of .a detective. You said:

- you hired me because I was cheap,
_ because you couldn’t afford any
better. But you have a good job as a
television producer, and you don’t
even need money from your run-
away husband. This apartment is
‘fancy, too. When I saw it, I got to
thinking about the other things, and
decided you didn’t come to Sam
Flowers because you couldn’t af-

ford better. You came because you

dldnt want better.”

“What were the other thlee
things?” she asked. It had been a
long day, and she was tired.

“When we entered Yoeman’s
darkened apartment today, you
walked immediately to the light

he said. “Maybe .

want to see who it was.

cord in the center of the room.
How’d you know it was there? Most
lights have switches-on the walls,
not cords hanging from the ceiling.
That told me you’d been there be-
fore. Then, in the kitchen, you
pointed out that the gun wasn’t in .
the apartment, -using that-to sup-
port Connie’s innocence. But we
hadn’t even looked for the gun yet.
I'd barely disturbed the body. If
you knew ‘the gun was gone, it
could only have been because you.
took -it.”

“And the last thing?”

“Connie said she dreamed of you

-trying to wake her, trying to pull

her from the bed. But of course that

‘was no dream, only Connie’s drug-

fogged memory of last night.”

“You're a good detective, Mr.
Flowen I shouldn’t ‘have come to
you.”

He shook hls head sadly and
stood up. A car was stopping out-
side in the street, but she didn’t
“The thing
you shouldn’t have done was kill
Rick Yoeman, lady.”

“When he saw the gun, he just .
stood there. He dldnt even try to
run.’ . '

“Yeah,” Sam Flowers said.

“Maybe he still thought they were
rubber bullets.”
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What is bred in the bone, it is said, will never come out in the _

flesh.

He was a skinny kid, lacking
muscle, weight, blood and purpose.
He also lacked the ability to foresee
variables in order to judge possible
results.

Working rapidly and diligently
along the beet and carrot rows, he

widened the space between himself-

and other laboring inmates of the

THE LUCK OF THE KID

t

Camp. He had no -plan of action.’
He knew only that once he reached

the chain-link fence that hemmed
him in, he would attempt to break
out. .
It was not that he was unhappier
here at the Camp than he had been
or would be on' the outside; his de-
sire to escape arose simply and
solely from the fact that he habit-
ually wanted to be where he was

Sweat poured from his face and
neck to darken the denim hollow
between winglike shoulder blades.
The salty moisture fell in drops to .
smart and blink his eyes, but the
stroke of his hoe remained rhyth-
mically fast—not efficient, only
fast—as he moved from row to more
remote row, closer and closer to the
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pattern of steel between him and
freedom.
~ His method for escape was, as
yet, nonexistent, only the idea of
‘action. He would reach the fence
and get out—someway, somehow.
The hot sun directly overhead and
“his empty stomach should have
warned him of approaching lunch
time with its bell call from the long,
low buildings in the distance and
noonday attention from the guards,
but the kid thought only of the
proximity of the fence and not of
the approximation of discovery.
He skipped a row and glanced
with sweat-bleared eyes at the
fence, so close now he could almost
touch it. He looked back ‘over the
gardens and the working boys,
caught in-quiescent attitudes of im-
mobile waiting for the sound of the
_dinner bell that they, at least, knew
was at hand:
The bell clanged its summons.
Guards woke from daydreams.
. The boys dropped their hoes and
turned noisily, like hungry fledg-

lings, toward the buildings, source -
- find him gone until nightfall.

of food. . -
Startled by the sudden clamor of
sound and activity, the kid
sprawled, flattening beets and’ car-
rots. He lay there in his own sweat
_and the water of his fear, waiting to
- be yelled at . . . Hey, kid, get the.
lead out! o
Wlth the sun crystals and heat
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puddles in their eyes, the guards fo-

- cused only within the close and

clear perimeter of their nearby
charges Anyway, the kid had
‘worked so fast and so far that he
had been forgotten.

So it was with his usual luck—all
bad—that the kid heard the reced-
ing sounds of the boys, marched by
guards, toward the regimentation
and the protection of the Camp
buildings. -

He waited, unmoving, before lift-
ing his head just high enough to spit.-.
out the dirt and turn it slowly -and -
carefully to see the last of the fig-
ures, small now in the distance,
swallowed by the doors. ‘

He rubbed the backs of his hands
over his-eyes, mud-smearing his
sweat-soaked face. Then he inched.-
his way on his belly toward the
fence, still not thinking of a way
out, only thinking of out. ’

Since there was a morning count -
and an evening count of the boys,
the kid would not be missed at
noon. This, too, would be his usual
brand of luck, for they would not

" He panicked and became frantic
when, on his belly, he reached the
fence to. discover that the steel
bracings were flush with the earth.

He raised his hands and crawled his

fingers through the lower mesli, too
small for a toehold. He twisted his’
head to look up, noticing now the
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heavy barbed wire curled along the
top like a crown of thorns. Even if
he took off his heavy shoes and
managed to get a big toe of each
foot in-the mesh, then out again, to
climb the fence, the thorns of that
barbed wire would tear him to rib-
bons. Vaguely, he was aware of that
possibility. :

. He slithered snakelike,-along the
edge of the fence, and not more
than twenty feet from his starting
point he discovered an escape ditch
“caused by a dog or some small wild
animal who had wanted to get in or
out.

The kid laid his cheek against the
earth, laughing and crying with re-
lief.

His luck was still holding and it
was still bad.

He set about, then, to continue to
claw the already-softened ground of
the ditch in order to make it wider
and deeper.

‘The boys had finished eatmg and
were shoving and jostling in horse-

-play during their usual after-lunch
relaxation period-in the recreation
rooms by the time the kid had
- deepened the ditch enough to try it.

His fingers were raw and bloody
where they had scraped buried
rocks and pebbles, his arms weary
and his shoulders sore from the
prone position-he’d been forced to
assume in order to maintain partial
concealment.

THE LUCK OF THE KID

Now he. was ready to get free.
Still flat, he looked back at the.
buildings, quiet and dark in the sun-
shine. Then, drawing in his breath,
he slid his skinny frame into the
still-shallow, still-narrow trench,

" pushing himself with his elbows. He

straightened his arms at his sides,
arched his back and wriggled his
body so that his head was on the
other side of the fence, finally his
shoulders, bringing his chest hard
against the rise of ground he had
been unable to reach and had for-
gotten to think about.

He could feel the lower steel
brace of the fence hot against his
bare skin between denim shirt and
denim pants. He sobbed once and
crossed his fingers at his sidés, hop-
ing for luck, drew up one knee so
that the brace pressed tight against
his back, dug the knee into unyield-
ing soil. It looked there, for one
agonizing moment, as if he
wouldn’t get the luck his crossed
fingers prayed for—then he did, his
kind of bad luck—popping his head
upward, freeing his back.

He closed his eyes against the
pain, breathmg heavily. At last, he
dragged his body out of the shallow
ditch, scrambling, pulling himself.
trembling, to the other side and
crawled into the sheltering weeds,
where he lay, arms wrapped around.
his head, waiting for the thunder to
leave his. ears and the lightning to
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leave his brain so he could think.
_ His scraped back grew alive and

became a smoldering fire. The kid
drew his knees up, crouching. on
them, to pull up his shirt and un-
buckle his pants so he could lower

them to his hips and allow the air to

the flame of his back. -

He was sobbing now with free-
dom; dry, aching sobs of exhaustion
and pain.

He heard then, the faint ex-‘

plosion of sound from the buildings
back within the fence as the boys
burst forth to supervised work
again in the gardens, and his sobs
softened in weary exultation that he
had been lucky enough to gain the
outside. -

He winced as he rebuckled his
pants over the scraped raw tender-
ness of his back, and winced again
- as he dropped his shirt. He crawled

stiffly, his fingers hot and hurting .

each time he put the palms of his

hands down to push himself

through sparse weeds.

He crept off to-'the right, not -

planning his getaway, but-a right-
hand direction would take him out
- of sight of the Camp quicker than
straight ahead or to the left. He
could see that, he didn’t have to fig-
. ure it out. Anyway, the weeds were
thicker to the right, into ﬁelds that
grew only weeds. . .

When the bulldmgs had become
‘tiny dots on the land behind him,
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the kid stood at last and walked up-
right, and every searing ache in his
body—hands, fingers, knees, legs,
back and shoulders—converged and
multiplied so that he could feel no
part of himself free of it.

He stumbled on the rough un-

tilled ground and blessed the luck

of his freedom.

It was later that the torment of
his-body numbed to allow- the tor-
ture of hunger and thirst to be felt.
He thought of cold; sparkling wa-
ter, ice cubes, fruit, juicy ham-

* burgers, falling to the ground as he

thought of food and drink, only to
rise again, sure that his luck would
not desert him—and, his luck did
not. , '

The farmhouse stood on a square
of dull, unthrifty grass, mowed
short to reveal gray, barren earth’
patches. It was the first farmhouse
within five miles this side of "the
Camp, and the only one in a section .
noted for poor soil.

The farm . was- neat, ﬁelds
ploughed in clay-colored cakes,

planted crops staggered in infertile . |

rows. The sounds of stock animals -
lowed and lulled from the barns and
stalls, shady oases in the shimmer-
ing heat of late afternoon.

The woman in the kitchen hated

‘the place and her life here. She

cried, “You promised we could

-leave. Give it five years, you said,
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then if you want to leave, okay.”
“lI unpromise,” said the man
stubbornly.
“It’s been twice that long—ten
years—and I've had it up to here
” The woman sliced her fingers
along her throat.
Without expression, the man ex-

plained. “This land will be worth -

something someday. Things’ll move
out this way. Just you wait and
see.”

“Wait. Wait. Wait.” She rolled
her eyes ceilingward as if his were a
refrain she had heard often. “Wait.
Wait. All I've done is wait. Never
see anyone. Never hear anyone. No
one . ..”

“What” you want,” interrupted
her husband, “is the bnght lights
and a lot of chatter.”  --

“Yes,” she cried, “that’s what 1
want. I want people, people to talk
to, people to be with . . . not this.”
She spread her arms wide and with
contempt.

“Oh, not this,” her husband mim-
icked her soprano ‘passion. “Not de-
cency and clean air and the solitude
to think.” )

“To think?” she screamed.
“What do you think about? Those
dumb animals out in the bam, and
the rabbits that eat the few crops
that come up? You know what you
do? You coddle the animals and
cuddle that gun of yours to kill
other animals, and curdle my soul!”

THE LUCK OF THE KID

She laughed at her alliteration,
feeling clever at having uttered it.
She had been a pretty woman who
was growing unpretty with lonely
frustration.

She left her husband shattered,
without answering argument, as he
reached for his rationalization and
her accusation—the shotgun—cra-
dling it like a baby.

The woman shrugged in momen-
tary truce and turned to the stove
where the chicken potpie was
ready to take from the oven. Turn-
ing, glancing through the screen
door, she saw the kid limping up
the back path, looking like some-
thing her husband might have left
behind after he had shot a maraud-
ing rabbit raider.

“Hey!” she brightened. Here was
company for her and a foe for her
husband

” she greeted the kld, open-
ing the screen door in wide hospi-
tality. ' '

Luck, the kid thought; he was
riding his luck, right into- frlendly
refuge.

The kid hesitated, rocking on his
blistered feet. He saw the woman
through a mottled red haze.

“Hungry?” she asked. “Thirsty?”
bringing into focus his two basic
needs.

He stumbled through the door
and stood dazed before the leveled
barrel of the shotgun pointed at his
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guts. He backed to the threshold.

The woman blocked the gun.

Moving swiftly, she crossed the
room in front of him, knocked the
aim of the gun aside with the flat of
her hand and snarled, “What the
hell’s that for?”

The man’s face, still sullen, had -

added a brooding suspicion. “He’s a
stranger,” he said.

“So. He’s a stranger,
the woman and turned to shed upon
-the kid an mdulgent smile. “Sit
down, stranger

The kid half turned, 1nt1m1dated

by the gun and doubtful of the

smile, as if to flee toward a place,

any but this that was like all others, -

~a place filled with' hostility and
frlendly antagonism.

“I've got a chicken potple and
you must be thirsty.”

The kid swayed on his swollen
blistered feet. In the haze of his vi-
sion, he saw the gun lying harm-
" lessly on the man’s knees and the
smile resting innocently on the
~ woman’s face; his throat felt arid,
his tongue bristled dryly, his stom-
ach rolled with hunger, and he sat.

As he sat, the man caught the dis-

tinctive insignia imprinted on the

shoulders of the kid’s denim shirt.

He rose in triumph and pointed the

gun, waveringly, at the back of the
kid’s head. “He’s from that - camp,
cried the man.

- The woman whirled from the re-

106

” shrugged .

frigerator, stared at her husband.

The kid twisted rigidly on his
chair, his face frozen.

“That camp for bad boys Hes
come to steal us blind.”

“Hell,” said the woman, “what
could he steal?”

She drew.a crystal pitcher of cold
water from the refrigerator. “He’s
thirsty’s what he is.” Pouring the
water, sparkling, into a tall glass,
she handed it to the kid.

The kid took it. Eyes on the gun,
he drank in loud thirsty gulps.

“He escaped,” cried -the man.
“Look at him. He got out some way
and got away . . .” ,

“So he got out, sald the woman.

“Lucky him. He got out.”

The man lowered himself, by de-
grees, to his chair again, and laid
the. gun slowly - across his knees,
watching the kid and finding no
words to answer his wife, who took
the now-empty glass from the kid,
half-filled it to hand it back, and
turned to the oven, drawing forth
the steaming chicken potpie.

“Now, watch it,” she wamed

over her shoulder. “Don’t drink too

much of that water or you'll be sick
all over my kitchen floor.”

The kid set the glass down with a
thump, and swallowed mightily.

" The woman laughed.

She dished the potpie generously
into a shallow soup bowl and ma-
ternally added a spoon so that the
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kid could spoon up all the good rich
gravy, and set it down before him,
looking over it at her husband with
a blank stare.
. “They’ll be after h1m ”
man.

“Who’s they?” asked the woman.

said the

“Those people at the camp.

They'l find him missing, then
they’ll go out to look for him.”
“Okay,” said the woman.
“And here you are, feedin’ him—
an escaped kid.” T
“Sure,” she said. “I'm feedin’ him
because he escaped. He's got a
right.”

him after?”

“I'm thinkin’ about it,” said the
woman.

The kid ate; involved, obsessed
with eating, half-chewing.the suc-
culent chunks of chicken, swallow-
ing, wishing to call back the swal-
low, feeling that he had not savored
it enough, and shoveling in another
mouthful quickly before the taste of
the last was gone.

“We’re law-abiding people,
clared the man in pious fear. “Look
at the kid. All bunged up. Maybe he
hurt someone—or killed ’em, get-
ting away.”

The woman turned to look at the
kid, his head in the bowl of potpie,
and asked, “How did you get out?”

-He raised his head from the bowl,
dragged the back of his hand across

THE LUCK OF THE KID

“What are you going to do about

» de' .

his lips, the question reactivating
the ache of his spine and shoulders,
the pain in his legs and knees, the

-swell of his feet now balloon-tight -

within the rough inner lining of his
shoes, to pour the sweat of his brow
in slow clean rivers of memory
down his dirt-streaked face. He
looked at the woman with indrawn
disregard and returned again to the
bowl. < '

““He found a way,”
woman to her husband. . o

She looked again at the kid who
was scraping the bottom of the
bowl with his spoon. “More?” she
asked. o

He did not answer except with
his eyes. She took the bowl and
went to the stove where she filled it
once again. '

Returning to the table, she held
the bowl just out of reach of the
kid’s outstretched hands. “What are
you gomg to do for this food?” she
asked. “How are you gomg to pay
for it?”

The kid, his-eyes never leaving
the bowl, -spoke for the first time. .
“T'll work,” he promised, his voice
rusty as if rarely used. “I can work
good. I'm strong.”

The woman laughed. “You look

said the

. it,” she said scornfully and set the

bow!l down.
“I won’t haye -him worklngA
here,” said the man.
“He’ll be company,” the woman
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answered him. “Something differ-
ent. Maybe perk up the place.”

“He’s a prisoner,” the man said.

“Sure he is.” '

“He might be dangerous.”

She turned objective eyes upon
the kid who ate with waning gusto,
breathing deeply between bites,
feeling the food and the heat of the
food pile up inside him, tranquil-
izing his aches, pacifying his need
for action.

The kid was satlsﬁed, or had ar-
rived as close to satisfaction as he

.would ever know; he was content as

far as he realized contentment; and
happy, or as near to happiness as he
could judge.

The bowl was empty and he
" leaned back in the chair.

“Could be he is dangerous con-
ceded the woman. “But what have
we got' now? No danger, no noth-
ing. And it’'ll go on like that, leave
it to you, waiting for the land to be
worth something, waiting for things
to move out this way, waiting for
people, 'waiting for excitement,
waiting for life.”

The woman forgot the kid in her'

zest for complaint.

So did the man in his need for.

vindication. “So what’s wrong with
waiting a while?” he argued.
“What’s wrong, huh? What’s wrong
with that? It’s a good life here—de-
cent, clean, busy and private.”
The kid cleared his throat, edged

108

out of his chair and turned to face

the two. He remained in a half-

seated crouch. “I just thought .

he said in his ‘rusty, seldom- used
voice, “I just thought . . . to pay
for the stuff I ate . . .”

The woman" whirled, her eyes
blankly forgetful. ' , ‘
The man stared vacantly. ‘

“I thought maybe I could work

” began the kid once more un-

der the steady disregard of the man
and the woman. “Help out a little
’ He spoke against their ab-
stractlon so complete it seemed
they could neither hear nor see him.
He felt vague and unreal, an ui-

-gent néed building again; as always

within him, mounting " into com-

_ pulsion to move from this place

toward another where he might be-

* come somebody with substance and
- meaning . . .

It was his luck that he had stum-
bled in upon these two during a
continued disagreement, inter-
rupted only long enough to use him
as impetus.

- He swayed, the instinctive im-
pulse to leave, to run, to escape
from this place of indifference
toward another spreading, ex-
panding, distending until. it burst
into wild-and awkward action,
whirling him toward the door with
his back to the man and the woman. -

Now they both gazed at him in
recognition, the man seeing him as
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a means of retaliation, the woman

as escape from a trap. -

In one fluid and involuntary mo-
tion, the man rose and swung the
gun to point it at the departing kid.
The woman, just as automatically,
lunged and grabbed for the barrel.

The sounds of scuffle stumbled
the kid to a halt. He looked over his
shoulder and caught a chair back to
steady himself in a half-turn. ‘His
mouth dropped open, his eyes wid-
ened to see, as separate and distinct
acts of violence, rapid and precise,
the woman’s clutch on the barrel of
the gun, her quick yank to set it
free, her vicious swing of the stock
that felled the man with a crash.

The kid stared in disbelief as he
saw her deliberately whip the gun

into position, finger the trigger and

fire point-blank at the man on the
floor.

Floundering in panic, the kid
backed off. He had almost reached
the door when the woman wheeled
and turned the gun on him. “Now
look what you’ve done!” she
screamed with only the passion of
rehearsal as she planned the accusa-
tion aloud, added the cause and ex-

~THE LUCK OF THE KID

plained, by performance, her own
legally excusable act of retribution.

The kid reached the door, sob-
bing and whimpering. He pushed
against the screen, blind hands
fumbling for the latch.

“You escaped from that camp
and broke in here,” screamed the
woman in cold calculation. “You
shot my husband with his own gun
when he tried to defend his home
from you .

The gun roared, drowning out
the last of her words.

The kid didn’t hear the report.
He felt only the impact as the shot
spread in a widening circle, spin-
ning him through the screen to
sprawl half in and half out of the
house he had been lucky enough to
find.

He lay there, looking up at the
rosy sky of sunset. They would
count the boys now, back at camp,
and know that he was gone; really
gone, finally gone from one place to
another, with no more places left to
go. He closed his eyes, thinking of
all the places and all his luck—this’
the worst of the places and dymg
the worst of his Iuck
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It has long been said that money alone sets the world afire; per— g
haps equally so, one mtght add, does the lack of it.

%x

It STARTED with a phone call.
“This is Charles Margold, the local
representative of Tycoon. We're in-
terested in doing a story on you.
Could you give me some time soon
for an interview?”

Well, of course I was sure it was .

somebody’s idea of a joke. Oh, sure,
there’d been a paragraph about me
once in Today, and once in a while
my name pops up in one of our lo-
cal columns, and the Wall Street

- Reporter had once had a semi-face-
tious editorial, but I knew I didn’t -
rate a full:length profile in Ty-

‘coon—not yet. ('m changing all the
110
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names, naturally.) “Boy Wonder of
the Stock Exchange”—huh! I'm not
such a boy anymore, béing then 26,
and neither am I such a wonder; I'd
had a few lucky breaks and I sup-
pose I do have some aptitude, but
that’s about all.

So I answered smoothly that I

" was pretty well tied up right then,

and could I call him back in a few
days. No, he said, they had no office
here and he was out of town most
of the time. He'd call me—this was
Tuesday, so say Friday. I OK’d
that. ‘

I talk every day to people in New
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‘York, so the next moming after I'd
.closed a transaction I asked if the
man I was talking to would do me a
favor: would he phone Tycoon and
ask them if they had a representa-
tive in this area and if so what his
name was. The next morning he
told me, yes, they had, and his name
was Charles Margold.
So this time, though I still didn’t
get the point, I told Margold I
could see him one afternoon the

next week. The Exchange here

_opens at 7 a.m., to match 10 a.m. in
New York, so our afternoons are
more or less flexible.

He was a rather heavyset but

good-looking blond man, about five .
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or six years older than I, I should
think. He brought along a tape
recorder. When I demurred about
being eligible for that kind of rec-
ognition, he just smiled and said,
“Let us be the judges of that, Mr.
Hallam.”

He was thoroughly professional.
Besides my business career, he went
into all kinds of personal detail—
place and date of birth, education,
was I married (I'm not), where and
Low did I live (in a suburb north of
the city, in an apartment with a
view of the Bay), and I don’t know
what all. He must have taken up
two hours before he was satisfied. I
asked him when the article would
appear, and he laughed and said,
“If you were the oldest stockbroker
in America I'd have them rush it,
but we make up the magazine five
months ahead and there’s no guar-
antee you'd be in till two .or three
months after that. When it’s sched-
uled I'll submit the manuscript to
you, and you can make any correc-
tions you want or add anything
that’s happened since. I'll bring a
photographer then to take some

-pictures. Perhaps we can take some

human-interest shots in your home,

So that was that; and that was the
last I ever saw of Mr. Charles Mar-
gold -
Time went on and it was about
seven months later, and I began to
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v:'onder what had happened to that
story. Maybe after they saw it they
decided I wasn’t worth the space

after all, but I could hardly call Ty- -

coon in New York and inquire. I did
try to find Margold ‘in-the. phone
book but he wasn’t there; I decided
he must live out of town, hke me,
_or was unlisted.

So you can imagine my bewilder-
ment when I got a letter from the
Third National Bank thanking me
for my business. The Third National
isn’t my bank and I've never had

. any dealings with.it. The letter was
signed “‘S. P. Chadwick, Assistant
Cashier,” so I phoned and asked
* him what it was all about. “Why,”
he said, “that $2500 you borrowed
" to cover your trip to Caracas.”

“lI never borrowed $2500 or
anything else from you,” I told him.

“And I've certainly never been to -

Caracas—that’s Venezuela, isn’t it?
You must have the wrong guy.”
“Not at all,” he answered. “We
couldn’t have, because naturally we
checked your credit references, af-
ter Mr. Sweet referred you to us.”
He sounded apologetic. “If that was
one of our formal notes of thanks, as
it must have been, it’s just a polite
way of reminding you that repay-
"ment is overdue on your note. But

with your standmg, of course we d-

be glad to renew.’
By this time I was in a dither.
“Who’s Mr. Sweet?” 1 asked, and
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then he was in a dither. Finally we
agreed I'd better come in and see
him, and he’d get this Mr. Sweet,
whoever he was, to come too. We
got together the same afternoon.

Sweet, it seemed, was the man-
ager of the Land-and-Ocean Travel
Bureau, a little fussy man with a
mustache and glasses, going bald. -

He was there when I arrived, and
as soon as I'd introduced myself-he -
took one look at me and said ex-
citedly, “That’s not Ronald Hallam!
This man is an impostor!”

I didn’t know whether to get mad
or to laugh so I laughed.
© “Well,” I said,” “my parents al-
ways told me that was my name,
and I've had it all my life, and I can
bring ih any number of people who
will testify that it still is. What on
earth is all this?”

So then Sweet ‘told his story A
few days after that interview, a
man had come into his place and in-
troduced himself as Ronald Hallam,
giving my address and my business
connections. He wanted a first-class
round-trip air ticket to Caracas for
the following week. He was being
sent there by his firm—my firm—on
an important deal, somethmg about
Venezuelan bonds.
~ “What did he look like?” I asked.

He described my Charles Mar-
gold to the life.

Then I started to give my ac-
count, but Sweet said, wait a mm-

ALFRED HITCHCOCKS MYSTERY MACAZINE



ute, let him finish. This man—Mar-
-gold or whoever he was—drew out
a checkbook to pay for the ticket;
then he made a wry face and said,
“It’s a nuisance. The auditing
procedures at my firm are being
changed and that means they won’t
reimburse me for the trip till I get
back. I'll have to advance my ex-
penses out of my personal savings. I
can do it, all right, but I don't like
to draw that much out in one lump,
even temporarily.”

“Why don’t you just borrow on a
short-term note from your bank to
cover it?” Sweet suggested.

“I suppose I could, but it’s kind
of embarrassing. I've just changed
banks and I don’t like to start out
by borrowing from them.” He
sighed and pulled out his fountain
pen.

But suppose he changed his mind

at the last minute and said he’d be
back after he’d decided what to do -

about the money? And then sup-
pose whoever he got it from recom-
mended another travel agent?
Sweet, like me, wasn’t born yes-
terday. He excused himself for a
minute and called my office and
asked if I was really one of the firm.
Of course they said yes. He didn’t
ask to speak to me, because he
thought he had me sitting right by
his desk. Everybody in this city
knows our firm and knows its repu-
tation is irreproachable, so Sweet

TRIPLE CROSS
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felt safe in doing w..

before for trustworthy “p~

wanted to make sure of the™,

for that ticket. “I'd be glad ™.

vouch for you at my own bank,” he

said, “if you'd prefer that.”
So—Chadwick chimed in—the

two of them had come right over to

him and “Ronald Hallam” had

negotiated a $2500 loan to cover

the Venezuelan trip. Of course

Chadwick checked my credit refer-

ences at once, and I can say mod-

/

estly that nobody could have better

ones.

OK. Sweet and “Hallam went
back to the Land-and-Ocean, the
ticket was bought and paid for, and
the man who said he was me
marched out with that and $1300
more of the Third National’s
money; and just as I'd never seen or
heard from Margold since the inter-

view, that was the last of him as far’

as either Chadwick or Sweet was
concerned. So Chadwick wrote that
letter to me.

“There’s just one thing we can do

to get this thing straightened out,” I
said. “Let’s ask Tycoon how we cdn
reach Margold and see .what hap-
pens next.”

Chadwick phoned New - York

right then and theré, and seeing

who he was, he got the information,
Margold’s home address and his un-
listed phone number. He called
there and a woman, probably his
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wife, said he was away but would
be-back the next day. So the three
of us arranged another date, with
Margold included—or with further
grounds for some kind of action if
he ducked out.

He was there, all right, when I
walked in, and just as I hadn’t been
the “Hallam” that Sweet had dealt
with (Chadwick, it turned out, had
been puzzled but didn’t recall the
man well enough to want to say I
didn’t look like him), so the real
Charles Margold, ten years older
and at least fou‘r inches taller, in no
way resembled the guy who had
. made that tape recording in my of-

- fice.

I told him my story again, and
being a newspaperman he thought
of angles that hadn’t occurred to
the rest of us:

“He asked you where and when
you were born?” he wanted to
know.

“Sure; I told him Minneapolis,
and the date. He even asked just
where, and I told him the name of
the hospital. And he asked my
mother’s and father's names. He
said those personal details added
color to a-profile.”

“They’re also necessary to get a
passport,” Margold commented
dryly. “My guess is that this con
man 1mmed1ately applied for a
passport in your name, with your

data. The description and photo-
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graph wouldn’t matter; they
wouldn’t know the difference. As
soon as he got it, he left for Ca-
racas. a
“Of course he hasn’t stayed there.
He probably sold the return-half of
his ticket right away, and moved on
to anywhere his little heart desired,
doubtless to some big place like Rio
or Buenos Aires where he could
work out another money-making
scheme, if he can talk Spanish or
Portuguese. Or maybe to the
nearest English-speaking country—
what would that be? Panama? Ja-
maica? Anyway, somewhere where
he could glom onto enough more
money to get back comfortably to
his next major scene of operations.
One place it won’t be is here—ever.

. He’s evidently making a career of

this sort of garhe, with variations, in
heaven knows how many places.”
The three others of us just sat and
stared at one another for a minute.
It sounded only too likely. Then
Chadwick began to make noises
about the police. After all, it was
the bank that was going to be out
$2500. I hadn’t borrowed -the
money, and Sweet couldn’t be held
responsible for thinking in good

. faith he had recommended me.

I put my foot down right away
on that. The papers and TV would .
inevitably get hold of it, and I'd be
the butt of the Exchange for sure. I
said I'd rather pay the money back
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myself, if I had to, to punish myself
for being fooled like some old-lady
victim of the found-wallet con
game, but Chadwick said that
couldn’t be done.

Besides, what could the police
do? What could even the FBI do, if
it came within their province? A
million people looked like the man
who had posed as Margold and then
-as me, nobody knew his right name,
" and he might be anywhere on earth.

Chadwick suggested miserably that

he must have left his fingerprints on
the papers he’d signed, but he took

the originals and there wasn’t a -

chance of prints on the carbon
copies. He’d long ago erased the
tape even if we had any idea where
to find the recorder, which of
course we hadn’t. I suppose he’d
touched a dozen places .in all three
of our offices, but how could we dis-
tinguish which prints were his after
all this time and the hundreds su-
perimposed upon them?

I could see poor Chadwick
trembling for his job, or his chances
of promotion—and maybe Sweet,
too—but making it public would
only do both of them harm, as well
as me. I don’t suppose it was the
first time either the bank or the
travel bureau had pulled a boner,
and the sum was too small ta-make
a big hullabaloo about. Obviously
our wily friend had been too smart
to ask for enough to arouse “suspi-
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cion, so he’d got away with it.

Margold—the real Margold—be-
gan to chuckle, and we all looked at
him sourly. We could hear the
wave of chuckles that would engulf
us if we couldn’t keep the whole
thing to ourselves.

“I shouldn’t think your magazine
would be pleased to know that
somebody had picked their repre-
sentative to impersonate in order to
facilitate a crime,” Chadwick- re-
marked severely, and Margold
stopped chuckling and looked med-
itative. _

" “I think the least you could do, to
compensate Mr. Hallam for this an-
noyance, would be to arrange for
an actual write-up about him,”
Sweet put in.

Margold began to sputter some-
thing about having no say in such

- matters, so I put him out of his mis-

ery. :
“I wouldn’t even be interested,” I
said. “T was an idiot to let that fel-
low con me into believing I was Ty-
coon material—not at this stage of
my career, anyway—and the last
thing I want is anything that would
draw particular attention to me.”

I'had a sudden vision of how one
of the local newspaper columnists
would poke polite fun at the “boy
wonder,” and how one thing might
lead to another.

“T'll have to take it up with my
superior, of course,” Chadwick said.
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“But under the circumstances I
guess he’ll agree that the more we
can keep it in the family the better
for all of us. We'll. just have to
charge it up as a bad debt.”

We acquiesced, and that’s what
happened. (I still get a kind-of sink-
ing feeling in my stomach when I
open my monthly number of Ty-
coon.) 'm not likely ever to have
any dealings with the Third Na-
tional, but if I ever do take a long
vacation trip anywhere I'd feel ob-
ligated to give the business to
Sweet. So far, I've never seen any of
- them since, and it’s six months now.
" One person I'm sure I'll never see

again—not if he can help it—is that

amiable blond man who recorded

the story of what he called my .

“brilliant career.”

But now I'm at such a distance
from it, I can see the funny side. It
seems a shame not to be able to tell
it, ever; if it were published some-
where, with fake names and all, it
might even put some other poor
sucker on the alert sometime.

Hey, I've got an idea. Why don’t
I write it as fiction and send it to a
magazine? Whoa, hold your horses;
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of course I couldn’t. I certainly
don’t want my name on a by-line,
and anyway, everybody knows I'm
not a writer and never could be

- one.

Wait a minute: here’s a Machia-
vellian scheme worthy of our dar-
ing impostor himself. Why don’t I
send it in, using the name of a real
writer about crime as the author? I
don’t mind if he gets the pay and
the glory, so that nobody ever con-
nects it with me. I have to laugh
when 1 picture his confusion when
a story he knows he never wrote
gets accepted and published as his.
Excuse me for being cynical, but I -
bet $100 he’d keep his mouth shut

and deposit the check.

Maybe he’d think he was going
nuts—that he really did write it and
forget it, and he’d be afraid to delve
into the matter for fear that was
true. Oh, gosh, I might ruin the
poor guy’s life. Nonsense; he must

‘keep carbon copies of his stuff,

whichever crime writer I pick, and
he’d find he had no copy of this.

I don’t know, maybe I oughtn’t -
to. Maybe I will, just for kicks.

I guess I will. Here goes . . . .~

-

7
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One never ceases to be amazed at what a little patience and a
proper imaginative approach can accomplish.

A

MARTIN COE was a monolithic in-
dividual, with features carved from
whiskey-veined marble and eyes as
warm as frozen Alaskan tundra. In
the month I had known him, he had
never openly displayed emotion of
any kind—until this very moment.
Now, he leaned forward across the
booth table, staring at me with dis-

* belief plainly mirrored on the hard
surface of his face. “What did you
say?”

“How would you like it,” I re-

THE KILLING

peated slowly, distinctly, “if your
wife were suddenly to die?”

He looked furtively around, as if
he were certain someone had over-
heard us, but except for ourselves,
two barmen, and three elderly men
at a table across the room, the
lounge of the Warm Springs Coun-
try Club was empty. Coe’s eyes
came back to me, and he whis- -
pered, “Just what are you suggest- .
ing, Foster?”

“I was merely speculating.”

“I. . . don’t care for that sort of
speculation.” '

“Don’t you?” I asked him matter-
of-factly.  “If .Sondra were dead,
you’d have control of all her
money, wouldn’t you? And of
course, you'd be free to marry Ans-
gela.”

Coe’s mouth opened.

“Oh, yes, I know about Angela,”
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I said. “She’s very lovely, isn’t she,
Coe? And so much more desirable
than frail and sexless Sondra.”

~ He continued to stare at me for a
long moment; then, jerkily,: he
raised his glass to his mouth and
drank_half the brandy-and-soda it
contained in a single convulsive

swallow. He was trying to gain con- -
trol of himself, and of the situation, -
but I had the ball and I intended to

keep it.

I said, ‘Frail, middle-aged
women are forever dying, you
know. Accidents, heart seizures,
suicides—there are literally hun-
dreds of ways and means.’

Coe’ seemed. to be having dlﬂi-
culty breathing,. “Who are you;
Foster?”” he demanded softly.
“You're not an independent finan-
cial consultant, are you? And you

" didn’t just happen to strike up a

conversation with me accidentally
that night four weeks ago, did
you‘P”

’ Pught on. both counts,”
and smiled.

“Who are you?” he asked again.

I shrugged expansively. “Let’s
just say 'm an eliminator of prob-
lems; a remover of burdens.”

“A killer,” Coe said. “A profes-
sional assassin.’
wonderingly interested at the idea
than appalled by it, and that con-
firmed my position. I had him, all
right; I had him good.
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I said,

’ His voice was more.

“I don’t care for that particular
appellation,” I said, “but I suppose

_it’s accurate enough.”

“How did you get into a private
country club like this? You can’t be
a member!”

I laughed softly. “No, but I have
friends who are, Coe. I 1ea.lly do
lead a rather normal existence, you
know.”

“Am I to understand that you're
offering me your . . . professional
sei'vices'r‘” : '

““That’s correct.”

We watched each other for a
time, and then Coe said, “You knoyv
what I ought to do rlght now?”

“What's that?”

“Turn you in to the police.”

“But you're not going to, are
‘you?”
“No,” he said, his eyes fastened
on mine. -

“l didn’t think so,” T said. “Of
course, if you had so decided, it
wouldn’t really have mattered—ex-
cept in the area of finances. I would
simply have denied speaking to you -
as I did just now, and since you
would have no proof of your accu--
sation, that would be that. And I do
have an impeccable reputation in
my home city' if the police cared to
check on me.’

It was-Coe’s turn to smlle now,
but the humor on his mouth did not
reach the cold wastes of his eyes.
+“You must have researched me very
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refully, Foster,” he observed.
“Oh, I did.”

“How did you get my name?”
“I have friends locally, as I said.”
“Scouts, is that it?”

“If you like.”

He took a thin, almost black pan-
ela from the pocket of his suit
rat, snipped off the end with a
ir of gold clippers, lighted it with
thin gold lighter, then asked,
wough‘ the ensuing cloud of
10ke, “How much?”

“I like a man who gets ught
wn to business,” 1 said. “Ten
ousand; half in advance, half after
mpletion of the contract.”

“I'll have to consider it,” Coe
id. He was his old self now; calin,
sured, coldly calculating. “I never
ake hurried decisions.”

“Take your time,” I told him.
“Tomorrow night at nine?”
“Fine,” I said. “And if you decide
utilize my services, bring the five
ousand in cash, small bills—and a
mplete floor plan of your house.”
Coe nodded, with an air of deep
trospection, and slid out of the
»oth. “Tomorrow, then,” he said,
id a moment later he was gone.
At exactly nine o’clock the fol-
wing evening, my second drink
y}d Martin Coe arrived simulta-
sously. When the waiter drifted
vay, I raised my glass to Coe, who
id slipped into the booth across
om me.

iE KILLING

“Right on time, 1 see,” 1 said
pleasantly.

“I make it a policy to be punc-
tual for appointments.” )
» “An admirable trajt.” .

“T also make it a policy,” Coe
said, “never to hedge when a direct
approach will suffice.” He reached
into the inslde pocket of his coat

and withdrew a thick manila enve-

‘lope, laying: it on the table in front

of me. “Five thousand dollars, I be-
lieve you said.”

“T did.” I put the envelope into
my own inner pocket without
opening it. “And the floor plan?”

“I have it right here,” Coe said,
and he spread open a sheet of heavy
paper and spent the next five min-
utes explaining the careful drawings
on it to me. Then he said, “When
will you do it?”

“Whenever you like.”

Thursda.y mght?"
“Fine.”

“What time?” .

“Midnight, I imagine.”

“T'll see that Sondra is alone in
the house,” Coe said. “It’s the
houseboy’s regular night off, and I~
can arrange to have the cook and
gardener away for the evening
without attracting any suspicion.”

“What about the dogs?” I asked.

He raised an eyebrow. “You
know about them, do you?”

“Of couise.” _

“T'll see that they’re locked up.

121



They won't give you any diffi-

culty.” i N

“Good. And I want you to leave
the door to the service porch open
for me. Can you do_that?”

“Yes.” .

I nodded. “Is there anything else
I should know?” = °

“l don’t think so.” He was
‘thoughtful for a moment. “How
will you do it, Foster?”

“Do you really want to know?” -

“Well, not the details,” he an-
swered. “But I would like to have a
general idea of what to expect.”

“An accident, I think,” I said.
“Did you know one out of every
five home accidents results in a fa-
tality?”

Coe smiled icily
terestmg statistic.”

“Isn’t it?” 1 raised my. drink.
“Here’s. to you, Coe—and to An-
gela.”

“Tq Angela,” he said;, and some of
the ice in his eyes thawed.

Ismiled and drank from my glass.

A few minutes before midnight

“That’s an in-

on Thursday I parked my car in a

place where it would not be con-
spicuous and walked a quarter of a
.inile to the perimeter of the Coe es-

tate. I followed the high, moss-_

covered wall comprising its outer
boundary to where it curved
~ through a copse of bay and. pepper
trees, and there pulled_ on a pair of
" thin, pliable gloves. Then I climbed
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the wall, quickly and effortlessl
and dropped down on the oth
side.

I made my way across the dark
wooded grounds, moving circun
spectly. The night was silent ar
empty, and there was no sign of tt
three German shepherds which no
mally roamed the estate; Coe hz
fulfilled that part of the agreemel
well enough.

I located the service porch witl
out difficulty and tested the door.
opened under my hand. I slippe
inside, taking the pencil flashligl
from my pocket, and eased the doc
shut again as quietly as possxble
stood listening: silence.

Mentally, I again studied: tt

floor plan of the house that Coe ha

given me, even though I now kne

it perfectly. Then 1 switched tt

flash on, shielding the light with th
palm of my left hand, and move
through the rear rooms until I ha
reached the high-ceilinged, vaulte
gloom of the entrance hall. I pause
there, at the foot of the ornate-bar
istered staircase leading to the uj
per floors, to listen again. It seeme
to me that I could hear, from tt
shadows above, the faint rasping
a woman’s snoring; the only othe
sound was -the gentle pendulw
movement of an antique granc
father’s clock against the near wall

Pleasant dreams, Mrs. Coe;
thought: cheerfully, and I move
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way from the staircase to enter
fartin Coe’s private study.

It took me exactly eleven min- .

tes to locate and -open his wall
ife, one of those square vault-types
rith a recessed dial. Inside, I found
vo thousand dollars in cash, a dia-
iond necklace, two sets of pen-
ant-type diamond earrings, and
etter than fifteen thousand in
egotiable bonds. '

Three minutes after I had slipped
Il of these items into the pockets of
1y overcoat, I was once again mov-
1g quickly across the darkened es-
ite grounds. I wished briefly that I
ould see Martin Coe’s face when
e came home from his alibi to find
is wife still alive and his safe
mpty; the phlegmatic ruthlessiess
f the man had rankled me from the
eginning, and it would undoubt-
dly be a most satisfying sight.

However, one can’t have every-
thing. I would have to settle for the
comfortable knowledge that a com-
petent professional assassin, while
he probably made a.very good liv-
ing, was necessarily forced to take
risks which were great; an equally
competent but highly imaginative
professional burglar and con man,
on the other hand, could make con-
siderably more money for consid-
erably less risk.

You can- steal anythmg, from
anybody, with a little patience and
the proper imaginative approach.

My father had told me that, just be-

fore he retired to the French Riv-
iera in 1956 after thirty years of
successfully practicing what he
preached.

It’s really a shame that more chil-
dren don’t listen to their fathers’ ad-
vice in these trying times . . .
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lear Fans:

It is always a pleasuie to welcome new members into the ALFRED HITCH-
'OCK FAN CLUB, and it is very rewardmg to hear from our enthusiastic and
wal present members. .

.Membership dues are one dollar. (. Please do not send stamps. ) Fan Club members
ill receive an autographed photo of Mr. Hitchcock, his biography, and a bulletin
f current news issued four times a year. All mail should be addressed to:

LFRED HITCHCOCK FAN CLUB, P.O. Box 5425, Sherman Oaks, Calif. 91401

I want to thank all of you for your interest.

Most sincerely,

. Pat Hitchcock
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This is what one might call “taking a turn for the worse.” g(

uing i
LT T T

SHERIFF. PAUL KEENE was angry,
and he wondered why. Guilt,
maybe? No reason to feel guilty, he
tried to assure himself. He was try-
~ ing to charge a man with murder,
and he sincerely believed the man

had done it. Yet was there a doubt? -

Passing a hand over the shadowy
stubble already beginning to show
on his heavy jaw, although it was
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) L
barely midafternoon, Paul took hi
eyes off the road momentarily t

glance at the young man besid
him. He’d known Danny Parris|

since the youth ‘was a towheade

youngster in kindergarten. What
change! Now the hair, darkene
through the years to the color o
buckwheat honey, hung*to Danny’
shoulders. A thick, limp mustach
reminiscent of the old West hid hi
mouth, and a straggling beard al

. most touched his chest.

Danny caught Paul’s “eyes o

- him, and smiled. Behind all tha

hair the smile still carried some o
the little-boy quality, but all Pav

" could see was the mocking kille

that lurked in those pale eyes. Hi
jaw clenched, and he relaxed it wit
a conscious effort, only to have i
tighten again when his thought
moved on.

This nurse they were going t
see—would she back up Danny’
alibi, after this long? |

That’s what he was angry abou
Paul decided. Danny might get of
He pounded a fist on the steerin|
wheel, and the pale eyes swung hj
way again. He couldn’t get off! By




> might. It all depended on this
arse, Marjorie Koestler.

He swung the car into the drive
» the old Blackwood mansion,
here the girl looked after the 80-

aar-old matriarch, mother of the

arrent manager of Blackwood In-
ustries. : - '

While Danny waited in the re-
sption hall, Paul was ushered into
book-lined room that looked like

‘ll“ MITH, ‘\“\

Bl
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something out of the movies, with
tooled leather paneling and a
mahogany desk with so deep a
gleam that it looked as if you could
sink a fist into it. ’
Marjorie Koestler, in a nurse’s
uniform, was waiting for him there.
She was dark, about his height, with '
a serene face and brown eyes that
were serious with the decision ex-
pected of her. Paul introduced him-
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self. He had set up the appointment

with” her by telephone, but hadn’t

given many details of the case.
“T'll give .you the background,
Miss Koestler,” -he said, “‘so you’ll
have more of an idea of what the
situation is and what’s at stake.
“Last February, almost a year
ago, Rod Granger, the owner of a li-

quor store in Grandview, was mur-

dered in the course of a robbery. It
was a prosperous store and, being
Friday night, there was a lot of
money on hand. He was brutally
and needlessly beaten. At a quarter
to eleven he was found by a cus-
tomer. He was unconscious, and
died before the ambulance got
there. '

“There was only one.clue. Rod
had a clump of blond hair clutched
in his fist when he was found. Other
‘than that, nothing. No fingerprints,
no murder weapon to trace, no eye-
witnesses.

" “Then, last week a young man

about the murder. When he did, he
came right to me. Howard had
been home in February on com-
passionate . leave. His mothér had
- died, and her funeral was that Fri-
day of the murder. He had to leave
that same night for the West Coast,
from where he was being shipped
out to Vietnam. You can imagine
how he felt pretty much wrapped
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up in himself, walking down tha
dark street to the bus station, won
dering if he’d ever see the towr
agam ,

“Opposite the liquor store, on th(
other side of the street, there’s :
phone booth. Time was pretty
tight, but on impulse he stepped ir
and called a girl he’d been dating
before he went into the Army, for ¢

" few last words. He said the light

bulb. in the booth was burned out
so Danny Parrish, the fellow I've
got with me, didn’t see him. Buf

‘Howard saw Danny, across the

street in the liquor store, with Roc
Granger. He didn’t think much of it
at the time, sort of in a fog with his
own troubles, but he said they
looked as if they were arguing. His
bus left at 10:50._He looked at.his
watch, and it was already 10:35, sc
he said good-bye to his girl and hur-
ried down the street to the bus sta-
tion. That ‘was about ten minutes

" before Rod was found beaten un-
named Howard Evans came home. -
from Vietnam. He hadn’t heard .

conscious.”

Marjorie had watched with =
concerned expression while he tolc
his tale. “Why didn’t he say some;
thing. when he heard about th¢

“murder?” she asked.

“He didn’t hear about it. It wa
weeks before he got a letter fron|
his girl, and she didn’t happen td
mention it. Nobody else in_ towr]
corresponded with him, and he
didn’t get the Grandview paper, sq
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ie didn’t know about it till he got
rack.”

“But where do I come in?”

“I called Danny in to talk to him.
Ie said he had left town the day
efore the murder, that he’d ac-
ually been hitchhiking back to
own that night. Nobody had seen
iim around town that day. The hair
ve found in Rod’s hand could be
iis. It's long, and about the same
:olor. Anyway, he says that at the
ime he was supposed to be in the
iquor store he was with your fa-
her, hitching a ride, and he gave us
ome details to corroborate his
tory.”

“Wait a minute! February'f’ Yes,
Jad did stop in here. It was on the
\8th, because he picked up my
rresent to Mother in time for her

sirthday on the. 19th. But Dad

souldn’t back up this man’s story.
e was killed just the next day in an
wto accident.” ]
Paul nodded. “Yes,
[hat’s where you come in. Danny
old me they’d stopped in here to
ee you.” His stomach tightened un-
’leasantly. “But I've got a theory.
fou see,” he explained, “since they
vere. kids, Danny has chummed
wround with a boy named Sparky
Jenderson. They’re both fair, both
all and skinny, and they actually
ook so much alike that at a dis-
ance even their own mothers have
ronfused them. It’s not hard to tell

JORTH TO GRANDVIEW

I know.

them apart close up, but with all
the hair they’ve both grown, the re-
semblance is even greater. Our wit-
ness, Howard Evans, knows both
boys, and he’s willing to swear in
court, with no reservations, that the
boy he saw with Rod was Danny,
not Sparky. Rod’s store was well-
lighted, with a big front window,
and he says he’s sure. So it’s my the-
ory that Danny’s alibi is actually
Sparky’s. That they set it up delib-
erately, that Sparky drilled Danny-
on incidents and bits of conversa-
tion, so that if by any chance some-
thing went wrong and Danny was.
suspected of the robbery, he could
claim he’d been with—well, it
turned out to be your father. Ex-
cept that when they saw on TV that
he’d been killed, they focused on
you.”

Her eyebrows lifted. “Did this
Danny tell you I was his alibi?”

“Oh, no. He’s too smart for- that.
He knew your father. was dead, all
right, but he just gave us his name
and let us carry on from there.
Then, when we told him your fa-
ther was dead, he acted as if he was
really set back for a while, until he
remembered your father had
stopped in here, and maybe you’d
remember him.”

Marjorie had turned from him to .
pace uneasily in front of the big
mahogany desk. Her expression
showed worry. This girl cares, Paul
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_ thought. At least “she'll be con-

" scientious.

“T'll have to be frank with you,

Miss Koestler,” Paul went on. “We
haven’t charged Danny yet. We
"don’t have much of a case, and if
you're in doubt about his identity,
we'll just have to keep working to
try to strengthen the case before we
“can consider taking it to a jury. But

if you can definitely state that this -

was not the young man who
stopped in with your father last
year, and are willing to testify to
that effect, -we're going ahead.
Danny is being what he calls ‘coop-
erative’.
lived with this resemblance to
‘Sparky most of his life, gotten out
of petty scrapes with it more than
.once. But if he gets away with this,
if he convinces you that he was
here, just on the basis of what he
calls remembered conversation, it'll
- be a gross miscarriage of justice.”

Marjorie lightly bit her full lower

lip, and her eyes narrowed with the .

burden of decision. “I don’t know. I
just don’t know. After a whole year,
and I saw him only once? How can
I possibly be sure?”

“We realize the difficulty, and.

we’re not expecting a miracle from
you. Just tell us what you honestly
think is so.” Silently, Paul prayed,
Just don’t confirm his alibi. -

She smiled, a wan effort bol-
stered by goodwill. “Okay.”
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I call it cocksure. He’s

_coldly, and let it hang there.
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Paul went to the door anc
stepped- into the hall, beckoning
Danny Parrish to join them.

Danny moved toward Marjorie
with "a confident ‘stride, his hanc
outstretched and the pale eyes
gleaming. “It’s nice to see you
again, Marjorie,” he said. Then his
resonant young voice dropped s
couple of tones to a more sombet
note. “May I tell you how very
sorry 1 was to hear of your father’
death? Even during the little time
we spent together, I kept thinking
how much I'd like to know him bet-
ter.” - co _

“Thank you.” Her voice was cool
and ‘gracious, but Paul noticed with
something like dismay that there
was response in it to. Danny’s
charm. Youth to youth, he thought
sourly:.-

- Danny took his gaze from Mar-

jorie’s with what Paul hoped would

strike her as obviously theatrical re-

“luctance. See through him, he cried

inwardly. He's turning it on like
footlights. '

“Have you any . . . guidelines,
let’s say . . . for.this conq
frontation?” he asked Paul. Not
hippie talk, Paul noted. He’d hear:
plenty of that from Danny, but the
kid was playing this scene straight.

“It’s \your alibi;” Paul- replied

Marjorie gave him a glance he
couldn’t read, and Paul winced




don't alienate her’ We need her on
ur side.

“I've wondered how we’d go
bout this,” she offered. “I knew
here was very little chance that I'd
ecognize Mr. Parrish, although he
loes seem rather familiar to me.
Sut I could ask some questions. If
ie can answer most of them to my

atisfaction, I'd'be prepared to say

ie was here when he says he was.”

“Danny,” the young man said
vith an appealing smile.

- “Danny,”
hat promised nothing.

He turned to Paul. “Shouldn’t we
1ave a stenographer or something?”

“It’s not necessary at this stage.
fou’re not charged, and if we de-
ide to place charges then we can
et it up.’

“Okay.” Danny shrugged, a ges-
ure of dismissal that seemed to en-
:0mpass the whole body of law and
rder.

“Well, first of all,” Marjorie said,
‘do you remember what you said
vhen my father introduced us?”

The pale eyes glittered with
tharm. “That one’s easy. I re-

narked that your father had been.

reating me like a son since he
sicked me .up, so you-might as well
ook on me as a brother.” As if that
vould be possible, his- gaze said,
ind then moved on to dart a trium-
>hant gleam at Paul.

Paul glanced at Marjorie and she

VORTH TO GRANDVIEW

she agreed in a tone

nodded, but almost imperceptibly.

“What time did you arrive?” she
asked.

He shook his head. “I couldn’t
tell you that within half an hour. I
do know, though, that we left be-
fore you were ready to break off
your visit with your father, because
the old lady upstairs was screaming
for her back-rub.”

Marjorie nodded again. “Three,
times a day she has to have them—
but if it makes her feel better . . .”
She let it trail off: “It seems to me
there was one significant fact about
my father’s visit you wouldn’t for-
get. Can .you tell me what that'

“would be?”

Danny’s forehead, what little
could be seen under the long hair,
wrinkled. He pursed his lips and
cocked his head to one side, the
perfect picture of concentrated
thought. “Well, I don’t know what
you'd have considered the - high
point, but I imagine it would be
handing your father the gift you’d
found for your mother’s birthday
the next day. It was a lamp, and the
base was made from a roll that had
been used to print wallpaper. You
thought it'd be perfect for an end
table in your mother s Early Ameri-
can family room.’

Paul didn’t have to look at Mar-
jorie for the answer to that one. It
could only have been right.

~ “And what did my father say?”
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Danny grinned. “He told-you it

would have been more to the point .

to find something that had been
wsed to print money, as much ‘as
your mother had been spendmg on
redecorating.”’

Paul’s spirits sank. Sparky s
coaching had been thorough.

my brother was planning to give
Mother. Do you remember that?”
There was silence; longer than it
should have been. Finally, Danny
. 'shook his head. )
““T'm sorry. That escapes me. 1
just don’t remember a thing about
it” He grinned sheepishly, but as
Paul’s eyes caught his, a message
passed. It doesn’t matter, those eyes
said, it doesn’t matter a damn; I'm
already in as far as she’s concerned.
Marjorie looked troubled. She
took a moment to glance through
the French windows at the smooth,
green lawn outside, manicured as
only money could manicure‘a lawn.
Paul understood her hesitation. No
.one wanted to be responsible for
sending a charming young man to
prison, probably for life, but she
was the type of conscientious young
person who wouldn’t want to'turn a
murderer free, either.
“Could you describe my father?”
She was still staring out the window
" as she addressed Danny. For a mo-
ment Paul felt elation. She doesn’t
want to look at him, he thought,
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‘he?”

_ Howard Evans is wrong, that’s all
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She’s wavering, not quite sure
“Well . . .” Danny started, anc
then he hesitated.
Paul had the strange feeling that
he could see right inside the young
man. He was all prepared, coachec

by Sparky, ready to reel off a pre-
" cise description of Mr. Koestler
“Then my father told me what

Then Danny reminded himself thai
he had seen the man. only once, ¢
year ago, supposedly

“I'm trying -to picture him, bui
I'm not-sure. He wasn’t as tall as ]
am.” Danny ranked himself next tc
Paul. He stood almost six inches
taller than the sheriff. “He wasn’
fat, but he could have lost a few
pounds and not done himself any
harm. As I remember, he was rathe:

‘réddish complected. Yeah! He hac

red hair all over the backs. of his
hands. I can see them on the steer-
ing wheel now. Smoked ¢igars most

" of the time.”

-Marjorie turned back toward the
room. “That’s Dad, all right.” She
looked at Paul rather helplessly. “
just don’t: know what else to ask
him. It seems to me he’s pretty wel
proved he’s the same man, hasn’{

Danny seemed to grow a couple
of ‘inches taller. “There you are
Sheriff,” he said.-“T've been trying
to convince you I was nowhére
near ‘that liquor store last year
Maybe now you’ll believe me




He’s not the first person to make a
mistaken identification.”

Paul played with a fleeting
thought. He wondered what would
happen if he picked up Sparky and
said he was the one Evans saw.
Who'd claim the alibi then?

Danny went on. “I'd appreciate
it if you’d drive me back to Grand-
view now, Sheriff. I've got business
in the north end of town, so you can
drop me off at the bus terminal.”

Paul took Mar]ones hand. “T'm
sure you’ ve done your impartial
best,” he told her. “I still think
Danny was never near here, but
we'll just have to get more evi-
dence. If you think of anything else,
I hope you’ll get in touch with us.”

Marjorie looked from one to the
other. She could hardly tell Paul
she was sorry, nor could she con-
gratulate Danny. “T just hope I ar-
rived at the right answer,” she fi-
nally said. Her voice and the
disquiet in her eyes said she wasn’t
sure.

She walked with them to the
main entrance. Beside the massive
carved door _standing wide, both
men turned to shake hands with her
agam

“Good-bye, and thank you > Paul
said.
“Perhaps I'll see you agam’r’

Danny asked, thh a lift of his eye-

brows.
“Good-bye. Have a good trip

NORTH TO GRANDVIEW

back,” she said noncommittally.
Paul started the car moving.
down the immaculately graveled

drive, disappointment heavy inside

him. The anger that had gripped

him when they arrived had settled .
into a black depression. After a

year, the boy should have slipped
up somewhere. Danny was quiet

beside him.” Thank Cod he wasn’t

rubbing it in.

As he neared the wlde entrance
gates, Paul glanced at the rear-view
mirror. Marjorie was running down
the drive, awkward on the gravel in
spite of her low-heeled nurse’s
shoes, an arm waving.

Paul jammed on the brakes Then
he reversed to meet her.

She ran up to Danny’s side of the
car and leaned on the window
frame, panting. She looked at Paul,

'speaking to him. “I thought of

something. It would make quite a
difference.” She swung her gaze to
Danny. “When you and my father
drove away from here, which way
did he turn?” :

Paul’s heart lurched He could
see the indecision naked on Danny’s
face. But what a question! Which "
way would they turn? They were
going to Grandview, so they’d natu-
rally turn to the right, south. Or
would theyp What d1d she have in
mmd? :

"He could see ‘that Danny s mind

~was_ thrashing through the same
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qu:estions. Okay, boy, Paul thought,
. you've-got a choice of two. One’s

" right, ‘and one’s wrong. But which
one? Should it be north because

south is too obvious and there must

" . be some reason behind the question,

or is it a trick question that you
might be. tempted to answer that
way, and south is nghtp )
Paul killed the engine. The si-
lence was painful. For one second
he almost felt sorry for the boy, but
the tension. was too high for him to
dwell on it.
“Answer her, man,” he snapped
Danny’s head turned, and in the
flash’ of ‘those. pale devil’s eyes Paul

saw the cocky young man and the

frightened boy fighting for domi-
nance. -
Danny brought the cocky young
man. to- ‘the ‘surface. “South, .of
" course,” he gambled, with a care-
less flick of his head.
Both men watched Mar]one ev-
_erything ndmg on her reaction.
Slowly, seeming almost dis-

- appointed, she shook her head. “My

" father,”
. Danny’s ‘eyes, “was born with his

“sense of direction 180 degrees out of:
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" Grandview, Parrish,”
> she éxplained, not meeting  .

whack. Most of the time he’d turn
right when he should have turned

Jeft, and vice versa. He’d come here

to see me so often that he’d learned
to compensate—that what seemed
the right direction was wrong—so
he’d go the right way. But when he
phoned me that night to’let me
know he’d arrived home all right;
he mentioned that he’d done it
again. Having a passenger to talk to

‘had distracted him, and he’d gone
“north twenty miles before either

one of them realized it.”

It hung there.

Finally Paul spoke. “They knew
your father had been killed, so they
concentrated on everything that
happened while you were present.

" Nothing .after your father and
-Sparky left you,

because you
wouldn’t know about it—they
thought And they almost got away

© with it.”

He started the engine and Mar-;

. ']one stepped away from the car.

“I'll give you that ride back to
Paul- -said.
‘But I won't be dropping you off at
the bus station. This time you’re go-
ing. rlght to the end of the line.”

ALFRED HITCHCOCK'’S MYSTEﬁY MAGAZINE




nost satisfying.

v

i,

iy
"""" JI”H’ '

i

..,'_,_,_:_‘}I)\‘\:}\ i

R \“\“\“\\\\\\\\\ \ \§

§

AR \\\\\ N
A

W\

FHE DIVER

4
= m
=i

"

Jnce the past is truly dead and bur’ied,—:the' tomorrows may be (

’WHEN THEY found him, Gruver
was sitting at a window table in a

- . cheap little Tampico cafe, smoking

leisurely, sipping bitter coffee, and

" dividing his time between watching

a freighter being unloaded across
the dock outside and looking at
Martina, the copper-skinned
_counter girl he had taken walking .
on the beach the night before.

* They came directly to his table
and sat down without being asked.
Gruver guessed that Jo would be
the one to speak first. He was right.

“Well, Harry, you certainly led -

us a merry chase. We expected you
to break parole when you got out, |
but we didn’t think you'd leave the
country.” : R
“I had to,” he said calmly to his
" ex-wife. “My health. I needed the
mountain air.” - : ’
“But there aren’t any mountains
- in Tampico,” Jo's new husband
said. “It’s a seaport.” '

. “I know,” Gruver replied.' “Some .
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fast-talking travel agent gave me
the wrong information.” He took a
sip of coffee and sat back-to study
the man who had taken his place
with Jo. His' name was Buckhart
and his tanned, handsome face
wrinkled into a frown as he realized
that Gruver had just neatly put him
down.

“Still the wise guy, I see,” Buck-
hart said. “Guess prison didn’t
change you any.” : :

“It didn’t make me like cops who
frame a guy and then turn around
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and steal his wife, if that’s what you
mean.”

Buckhart’s mouth tightened and
his big hands tensed on the table.

“ Jo quickly touched his arm.; -

“Stop it, both of you,” she
snapped. She turned to her hus-
band. “Buck, go over to the counter
and get me some coffee. I want to

_talk to Harry for-a minute.” Scowl-
‘ing 'silently, Buckhart got up and

left the table.
“You've got him as well trained
as you had me,” Gruver said dryly.
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“Look, Harry,” Jo said, “what’s
past is past. You can’t blame Buck
for what happened. You were run-
ning illegal immigrants into the
States frdm Cuba and you got
caught at it.”

“You know better than that, Jo,”

he said. He crushed out his ciga--

rette and lighted another. “I was
bringing in immigrants, sure; every
guy in Key West that had a boat

was doing it now and then; you had-

to when fishing was slow or.you
couldn’t make ends meet. But I had
nothing to do with the boatload
that got dumped in the ocean to
drown, and you know it.”

" “The officers on the Key West
police launch that found the bodies

identified your boat as the one they_ R

saw leaving the scene.”

“No, they didn’t,” Gruver said
levelly. “Two of them said they
weren’t sure. A third said it might
have been my boat.” .He looked

over at the counter at Buckhart.

“Only one of the cops said defi-
mtely that it was mine.”
“Buck was only doing his job,” ]o

said. “It’s crazy of you to think he"
framed you to get me.. Why, we"
dldnt even know each other at the

time.”

“Maybe you didn’t know htm
honey,” Gruver said, “but he knew
you. Sometimes I think every man
in the Keys knew you. Ten years
ago you were’ really somethmg to
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look’ af, Jo. When you came down
to the waterfront in-those tight

_pants and that white blouse you

used to knot in front—well, you
were really something to see.”

“I'm not exactly the ugly duck-
ling now,” she said, “or hadn’t you
noticed” Incidentally, I saw the
look you were giving that sweet
young thing behind the counter
when we came in. Yoir're a little old
for her, aren’t you?”

“No, I'm not,” Gruver said. “At
least, she doesn’t think so. And yes,
I did notice that you're not the ugly
duckling” I'm not: blind. You're.a
good-looking woman, but ten years
ago there was something about you
that’s gone now. Maybe it was a
kind of innocence you seemed. to
have, or maybe it was just sweet-
ness, I don’t know. Whatever it

-was, you sure knew how to use it.

You know, only about half of my
immigrant-running” was to make
ends meet; the other half was to get
you things you wanted. Dresses -
from the fancy shops in-Miami; that
TV set for the bedroom; and those
swimsuits that cost thirty, forty
bucks apiece—you must have had a
dozen of them.”
“I had a good figure,” Jo said. “I

wanted to show it off.” -

“Well, you did that, all rlght. You
know, ten years ago—"

“Will you stop talking about ten
years ago,” she said sharply. “Ten
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years ago is long gone and there’s

no bringing it back. It’s the past,
Harry, and it’s dead.”

“Sure,” Gruver said. He took a
long ‘swallow of the bitter coffee.
“Sure. It'’s dead.”

Buckhart returned to the table
with - coffee for Jo and himself,

“Well?” he said. .
Harry has agreedthat- the past is
* dead,” Jo said.
“nght Gruver said. Dead and
buried.” He put out the cigarette
he had just finished and lighted still
" another one. -
“Do you always chain-smoke hke
~that?” Jo asked. -
“Only- when I'm awake,” he said

flatly.

. “You'd better start breaking . the
. habit,” Buckhart said. “You’'ll. have
to be in top physical condition to
dive a hundred and sixty feet under-
water.” '

Gruver stared at him for a ‘mo-
ment and then turned to Jo. “You’d
better have your husband’s head ex-
amined, Mrs. Buckhart. I think he
just went crazy.” '

“There’s nothing wrong with his
head, Harry,” she said. “It’s yours.
You don’t seem to think as quickly
as you used to. We' didn’t follow
you all the way to Tampico just to
talk about old times.” She leaned
forward over the table and lowered
her voice slightly. “We need a- diy-
er, Harry.”

136

“Find one somewhere else.”
“An experienced diver.”
“You .can hire one. out on the

‘dock for three hundred pesos an

hour. That’s about. -
bucks American.” *
“We need somebody we know,

twenty-five

_Harry Somebody we can trust.”

“No dice.” -

“We're willing to pay one-third
of six hundred thousand dollars to
the right man, Harry.”

Gruver's lips parted mvoluntarlly
and he looked incredulously at his
ex-wife. After a moment he lifted
his glass, drained it, and stood up.
“I've got a room a couple of blocks
from heére. We can talk there.”

They all left together. Gruver did

“not-even say good-bye to Martina.

The room was on a narrow side
street off the zocalo, one flight up,
with faded French doors that
opened onto a small; chipped bal-
cony. Gruver let the Buckharts use
the two straight wooden chairs
while he sat on the bed. This time it -
was Jo’s new, husband who did all
the talking. -~ . -

“I'm sure you already know that
about a’ year after you got sent up,
the U.S. cut all diplomatic ties with

‘Cuba,” Buckhart said. “When that

happened, the ocean traffic be:
tween the Keys and Havana "was
stopped. It completely eliminated
the immigrant smuggling that you
and most of the others down that
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way had been doing to pick up
quick cash.” But one of your old
pals, Nappy Holmes, found a new
way to make money. Through a
connection in'Miami, he started go-
ing out at night and dropping an-
chor near a shipping lane where a
foreign freighter was scheduled to
pass on its way from South America
to New York. At a certain compass
position, somebody on board the
freighter would drop a sealskin
package over the side. The package
would have a floater on it to keep it
from sinking, and infrared markings
so that it could be located. After the
freighter passed, Nappy would
shine an infrared light around until
he found the package, fish it out,
and head back to the Keys—"

“What was in the package?”-

Gruver interrupted.

“Can’t you guessP” Buckhart
said.
““If it’s what 1 thmk it is,” Gruver
said, “you can stop right there. I

don’t want anything to do with

dope.”

“Relax, will you, Harry?” Jo said
easily. “You're not going to have
anything to do with.dope. Buck’s
just giving you the background,
that’s all.”

Gruver sat back against the grille
headboard and lighted a cigarette.

Buckhart continued. ‘“When
Nappy got the package back to

port, he’d throw it in the trunk of
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that jalopy of his and drive up to
Miami with it, where he’d turn it
over to a guy named Marshall. You
probably never knew him, used to
be a Chicago hood.”

Gruver shook his head. “I never-
did. But as long as we’re on the sub-
ject of knowing things, how’d you
find out all this stuff you’re telling
me?” '

“Buck worked on the case with
the Miami narcotics squad,” Jo an-
swered for him. “He was assigned
to watch Nappy at the Keys end.
After the stuff passed, the Miami
boys took over.” -

“The New York cops were in-
volved too,” Buckhart added.'
“They had the whole route staked

. out,” waiting for the one big ship-

ment that would make the bust
worthwhile. See, the way it
worked, after Marshall made his
pickup, he’d fly to New York with
the bundle. The stuff would be
turned over to the big pushers up
there; they’d check it out, grade it,
and then pay Marshall whatever
price had been set. By that time the
frelghter that the stuff had been
dropped from would be docked in

New York. Marshall would take his

and Nappy’s fee out and turn the
rest of the money over to the guy
on the freighter. That guy would
eventually carry it ‘back to the

_source of the stuff he was smug-

gling.”
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“You're still talking about dope,”
- Gruver said firmly, “and 1 stlll don’t
want any part of it.”

“Just let him finish, Harry, will
you?” Jo said. “You'll see that it
doesn’t have anything to do with
_ dope. Not as far as we’re con-

cerned anyway.”

“Besides, when did you get to be
so lily-white?” Buckhart asked sar-
castically. “I-don’t see how dealing
in dope is any worse than dealing in
human beings, and that’s what you
were hauling out of Havana.”

. “What I was doing,” Gruver said
coldly, “was helping people.” :

“You got paid for it,” Buckhart
reminded him.

“So do doctors. I was still doing:

them some good.”

“Well, now you’ve got a.chance

to do yourself some good,” Jo said
.curtly. “A.couple of hundred thou-

sand dollars’ worth of good, if you'll

just shut up and listen.” She looked
at him pleadingly -and her tone
changed. “Please, Harry.”
~ “Okay,” he sighed heavily. There
".was a soft tickle in his stomach. He
was remembering how she used to
say that same thing ten years ago.
"How she had enticed him'into buy-
ing her things she wanted. She had
sure been something ten years ago,
he thought, and he suddenly real-
“ized that he hated Buckhart “Go
‘on,” he said thmly '
“Somehow,”
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Buckhart contin--

ued, “Nappy got wise that he was
under surveillance. He came to me
and said he wanted to buy out. He
said he was running one -more load
for Marshall-a big one—then he
planned to take what he’d made
and beat it; go to New Orleans or
someplace else on the Gulf. He of-
fered me ten grand to look the
other way and let him take his last
delivery through.”

“What did you do?” asked Gru-
ver, glancing at Jo.

“I took him up on it,” Buckhart
said. "I had to. My cost of living
went up con51derably when T got
marrled

“I' can imagine,”
wryly »
“Just get on w1th the story,” Jo

Gruver said

. said crossly.

“Sure, baby, sure.” Buckhart
grinned at his wife, causing Gruver
to hate him éven more.-“So,” Buck-
hart went on, “I let Nappy make
one last pickup, without reporting

* it to the Miami department. Nappy

passed the stuff to Marshall; Mai-
shall took it to New: York and col-

. lected. As usual, he took out his and

Nappy’s shares and turned the rest
over to the guy who had dropped

“the bundle off the freighter. That

guy was taking the money back to
the distributors—payment - for the
biggest load Nappy had ever picked

-up: six hundred thousand bucks—

and he was sailing on a. freighter

ALFRED HITCHCOCKS MYSTERY MAGAZINE




that was named the Julietta.”

Gruver frowned. “The Julietta?”

Buckhart grinned again. “I
thought that would wake you up.”

“The Julietta went down—"

“Ninety-eight miles off the coast
of Georgia,” Buckhart said. “The
forward engine room "boiler ex-
ploded and blew a hole forty feet
wide across all four decks. She went
down in a hundred and sixty feet of
water and that’s where she is today,
lying on her damaged side.”

“The crew?”

“All lost.”

Gruver wet his lips. “What about

salvagers?” ‘
. Buckhart shook his head. “Not
worth it. The Julietta left New York
harbor empty. The only salvage
would be thie ship herself.”

“And if she’s on her damaged
side she can’t be repaired, and she’d
be too heavy to hoist out.”

“She’s forgotten,” Buckhart said.
“The insurance company paid for
the loss of the ship and crew, and
the matter is officially. closed.”

“Except with us,” Jo said, “be-
cause we know that in the quarters
of a first mate named Armand Brios
there’s a strongbox with six hundred
thousand dollars cash in it.” She
leaned forward urgently. “We've
let it lay three years, Harry. We've
waited three years for you to get
out so you could dive and get it for
us—for all of us.”
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“Yeah,” Buckhart said, “To fig-
ured that between the two of us
maybe we owed you something.
Personally, I don’t see it that way;
all I'm interested in is a diver.”

Gruver got up and walked over
to the rickety French doors. He
stepped onto the little balcony.
From one corner of it he could look
down a straight cobblestoned street
and see the docks and the Gulf wa-
ters-beyond. He stared at the waters
for a long, quiet moment, then he
sighed and came back into the
room. “You’d better get somebody
else,” he told them. “It’s been too’
long since I've been down. I'm not
in condition.”

“We can wait until you get in
condition,” Jo said: '

“Yeah,” said Buckhart. He stood
up and leaned against the wall, let-
ting his coat fall open just enough -
for Gruver to see the .38 on his belt.
“And we wouldn't even think of
getting anybody else—especially
since you know all about it now.”

“You threatening me, Buckhart?”
Gruver asked calmly.

“Of course not,” Jo answered for
her husband again. “Why would he
threaten you when you're prac-
tically a partner with us in a for-
tune? But'you’ve got to admit that
it would be a little foolish of us to
give you all the details and then not
insist that you come in on it with

’»

us.
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Gruver caught the ominous note
in Jo's voice. He looked back at the
gun on Buckhart’s belt, then nod-
ded resignedly. “Yeah, I guess it
would be kind. of foolish at that
‘When do we start‘i’

“Right now,’ Sald BuckHlart.
‘We 11 help you pack.”.
“I'd like to say good-bye to a

friend,” Gruver said, thmkmg ofv

Martina. -
“If it’s that gurl in the cafe,
Harry, forget it,” Jo said. “It’ll be

better all around if we just leave

. town-quietly.”.

_Buckhart had already taken Cru—
“ver's secondhand suitcase out of the
closet and was opemng it on: the

-~ bed:

~ They drove north from Tamvpico
~in a car Buckhart had rented in
" Corpus Christi. Gruver did the
driving, with Jo in front on the pas-
senger side. Buckhart sprawled in
the back seat, dozing.

“The way we've got it figured,
Harry,” Jo explained, “is that Buck
will go back to the Keys and simply
resign from the force. He’ s on vaca-
tion right now; we saved his two
weeks until time for your release.”

“That was nice of you.”
“Don’t bé so sarcastlc Harry It
doesn’t become you.”

“Sorry,” he said dryly.

~ Il look perfectly natural if he
resngns as soon ashe gets back. He i
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. you saving money,’
“Well, I did. We scrimped and -
saved like misers once we’d made

say that while he was on vacation
he met a man who offered him a
good job in plant security in Cali-
fornia. He'll say I went on out there
-to find us a place to live. Actually
I'll be with you in Tampa shopping
for a boat and diving equipment.’
That s going to take some
money, ’ Gruver said.
“How much do you ﬁgure?

-Gruver hunched -forward over
the steering wheel and pursed his
lips. “It’s hard to say. I subscribed
to a boating magazine while I was
in the joint; paid for it out of what I
.earned in the prison-foundry. From
the boat prices it listed, I'd say
we're talkmg about ﬁfteen to
twenty grand.”

Jo nodded. “That's what Buck
and 1 figured: -about twenty thou-
_sand. We've got four thousand now
that we éaved over the past two and
a half years.”

““Somehow I ]ust can’t picture
" Gruver said.

—r

our plans to go after the big
money C ~
“Four thousand is still a long way
from twenty,” Gruver said.
“We've got that figured, too,” Jo
said, confidently. “Buck has been a

- cop for seventeen yedrs; he’s got

around eleven thousand in the de-
partment’s pension fund and credit
_union. Then we’ve got our furniture
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and our own car, . and I've got a few
pieces of jewelry; we bought all
that with the ten thousand Buck got
from Nappy. We'll sell everything.”

“In other words, shoot the
works?”
“Yes, Harry,” she said ﬁrmly

“Shoot the works.”

Gruver nodded and drove in si- -
lence after that. They went through -

Matamoros and crossed the border
at Brownsville. There was no prob-
lem getting back into the States;
they all had tourist cards which
they had obtained when they en-
tered Mexico. -

As they left the- Mexican side,

Gruver thought again' of Martina.

He had known her for only a week,
but in that time a feeling, a fond-
ness, had developed between them.
They seemed to understand each
other. He had met Ler his first

morning in Tampico when he went

into the cafe for breakfast and she

waited on him. He saw her again .

that evening, when he was sitting in

the park and she walked past. He

spoke to her and walked with her

for a while. The next morning at

breakfast she waited on him again

and he asked her to meet him after.

work. She said yes. They had seen
each other every day and every
night since then. Gruver had about
reached the point where he was be-

ginning to wonder how life would -

be, settled down with a glrl hke
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Martina, someone_for whom to live.
Then Jo and Buckhart had shown
up. ‘ ‘ '
From Brownsville they continued
up to Corpus Christi where Buck-
hart turned the car in to the

-U-drive agency at the airport. They

bought plane tickets to Tampa, via
Dallas' and New Orleans. .

It was while they were waiting in -
the airport restaurant, sitting at a
table in an isolated corner, that .
Gruver began asking questions
about Jo and Buckhart being the-
only ones who knew about the

.money. “What about the people

this Armand Brios worked for?” he
wanted to know. “They would have -
known their six hundred grand was
on the Julietta. Why havent they
gone after it?”

“They ‘haven't gone after it be-
cause Buck made them think it
wasn’t there,” Jo said. _

“Yeah,” Buckhart -confirmed.
“On the morning that the Julietta
went down, Nappy came running
over to the house to-tell me about
it. I had already gone along with
him and let him pick that one last
package out of the water, but I
hadn’t known it was the Julietta
that it came from. Nappy was all
worked up .about the money. He
was ready to go after it right then,
but I calmed him down and told
him to keep his mouth shut about | it
until 1 figured. somethmg out.
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“Then Jo and me, we got'to talk--
"ing about how many people knew

about the money—and who they
were—and we started figuring ways
" to narrow the field. The first thing I
did was contact the Miami boys I
had been working with and tell
‘them that a big shipment of stuff

had got to Marshall without coming

through Nappy. I told them I had
- found out because Nappy was sore;
this was the biggest shipment yet
and Nappy hadn’t been cut in on it.
The Miami cops tipped the New

York cops that the big package they .

- had been waiting for had come in

by another route. The way the story-

was set up, it made the New York
boys think that Nappy had been a
decoy for small stuff just so the big
shipment could be sent in another
way:’

“The New York.cops moved in

and raided the drop. Marshall had -

been using; they got every kilo of
stuff in the shipment—the big city

. pushers hadn’t even finished cutting -

and packaging it.”

Buckhart leaned forward -and
folded his hands in satisfaction.
“Now comes the good part. I sug-
gested to the New York and Miami

squads that we not touch Marshall .

or Nappy; that we make the raid in

~ New York look like a local bust, and
~ we_ leave the two delivery men -

open - for " future. shipments. They
~ think that’s a’ good idea and agree
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_agreed to pass on the story that the

- of cash it tipped us that a b1g trans

_weren’t quite quick enough -and
“during the process the payoff man

_smiled. “Get the picture?”

-clusion the syndicate could draw

to it. Then I say we’d better. have a
cover story to leak to the syndicate

so they don’t blame Marshall and

Nappy for the raid and have them
hit. They agree to that, too. Next I
came up with the idea of blaming it
on the payoff man. See, at that
point 1 was the only one who knew
that- Marshall himself was the pay-
off man and that the money went
back aboard the freighter—and I
only knew because Nappy had told
me. Everybody else on the case
thought the payoff was made some
other way, probably through some-
one we hadn’t identified yet. So we

payoff man was under surveillance,
that he had lammed with the
money himself, and that, when he
was observed with a large amount

action had taken place and the raid
was made. Then we’'d say that wd

with the money still in his posses
sion, had got away.” Buckhar

" Gruver nodded. “You were sup
posed to be protecting Marshall bu
you were actually setting him up.”
 “Exactly. When, that story go
around, there was only one conf

Marshall had taken the .morey fo
the big shipment, and instead

.passmg it on to the contact aboar
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the freighter, he had skipped out
with it.” Buckhart smiled. “Mar-
shall himself even made the story
look good. He got scared when he
heard about the New York raid and
dropped out of sight—just like we’d
said the payoff man had done.”

“And it worked?” )

“Like a charm,” Buckhart
boasted. “About a month after the

raid a couple of syndicate men -

showed up down at the Keys and
cornered Nappy. They pumped
him for Marshall’s whereabouts. I'd
already clued Nappy in ahead of
time so he knew just what to say.
He told them he’d like to find Mar-
shall himself because Marshall
owed him money. They wanted to
know what for, but Nappy pre-
tended to clam up; he just said it
was for some work he did for Mar-
shall a month or so before, and that
Marshall had split without paying
him. Well, that cinched it as far as
the mob was concerned—and that
was all for Mr: Marshall.”

“What happened to him?” Gru-
ver asked.

“His body was found in a Bir- -

mingham alley about a week later.
He’d been beaten to_ death. Ap-
parently the guys who hit him tried
pretty hard first to find out where
he’d hidden the six hundred grand.”

“He kept telling them the truth
but they wouldnt believe him,”
Gruver said quietly. “So they
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pounded him to death. That’s a
rough way to go.” :
“Any way is a rough way to go,”
Buckhart said flatly.
The loudspeaker announced the
flight to Dallas and the three of
them rose to continue their journey. .

At noon the next day they were

‘walking along a Tampa pier look-

ing at rows of docked boats for sale.
. “See anything that looks good?”
Buckhart asked.. -

“Couple of possibilities,” Gruver.
said. “T'll want to run them on open
water before we buy,fthough.”

" “Take your time and get a good ~
one,” Buckhart said. “T'll be down
in the Keys four, maybe five days,
but I want the boat all ready to go .
once I get back. Have the diving
equipment and supplies aboard so
all we have to do is pay the balance
due on the.boat and shove off.”

“Aye, aye, Captain,” Gruver said
dryly. Buckhart gave him a dirty -
look but said nothing further.

. They took a taxi back to the -mo-
tel where they had rented adjoining
rooms the previous night. Jo helped
her husband get his things together
for the bus trip down to the Keys,
then they got another cab and went
with him to the bus depot.

Before he left, Buckhart gave

-Gruver a final word of warning.

“You remember that Jo's my wife
now, pal. Don’t go getting any
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ideas while I'm away, see? If- she
tells me you got funny with her
while I was gone, I'm liable to for-
~get all about that dough and leave
“ you like the mob left Marshall. You
read me?” .

“Loud and clear, copper,”
‘ver said.

Buckhart got on the bus and they

Gru-

watched it pull away from the ter-.

minal and move out into the Tampa

traffic.

. Tcan’t help liking him,” Gruver
said when the bus was out of sight.
“He’s all personality.”

“Very funny,” Jo said. “Come on,
“let’s go start boat-shopping.”

They returned to the boat yard
and Gruver made spot inspections
of several craft that were in the
“general category of what. they
needed. There was a Grand Banks
with "a one-twenty “diesel engine
that looked good, but it was only a
thirty-two footer and Gruver de-
cided he wanted one a little larger.
A thirty-eight foot Bertram fit his

needs perfectly, but it was too new

and the owner had left too high a

pricé with the broker. The only.

other one they found was a 63 Pen-

broke thirty-five that was priced at.

thirteen nine-fifty; but when Gru-

-ver got his head under the deck he

found that the engine had been

poorly cared for, and he vetoed that

one also. .
Finally they went back to the
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- teak- constructed, with a seven-fifty

‘inspection by ‘Gruver - found ' the
“craft to be physicilly and mechani-
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motel and had dinner in the coffee
shop. When they finished and got
back to their rooms, Jo herself had a
word of caution for Gruver.

“I hope you won’t get any smart
ideas, Harry, like taking off in the
middle of the night or anything,”

. she said. “Buck wants that money

pretty badly. He’s gone to a lot of
trouble to set_this thing up. If you

- washed -it out for him, he’d prob-

ably track you to the ends of the
earth.”

“Yeah, I'll bet he would, Cruver
rephed tonelessly, “and you ’d_be
right there beside him.” '

]o shrugged. “1 want. the money
too.”

Gruver nodded thoughtfully

“You sure have come a long way in
ten years, honey. I remember when
all you wanted was another forty-
dollar swimsuit.” .He unlocked his
door and stepped inside. “I'll be
here in the morning,” he said qui-
etly. “Good night, Jo.”

" He closed the door, leaving her
standing there. .

The next day before noon Gruver
found the boat he wanted. It was a
thirty-six-foot Hatteras, steel-and-

fuel capacity and a cruising spee

of fifteen knots. A meticulous dock

cally: sound. Accompanied by Jd
and ‘the boat broker; he then took if




out of the harbor, past the break-
water, and into thé fringe of the
open.Gulf.

The boat handled trimly in cruis-
ing and changing course sharply,
and Gruver was pleased with its
performance.

“Steady as a boat twice the size,
isn’t she?” said the broker.
coastguardsman owned her before
he moved up to a Grand Banks.”

“What are you asking for her?”

“Well, she’s got a Fathometer so
I'll have to get a little more than
usual. Say fourteen-five.”

“Let my wife and I talk- it over -

while I take her back in,” Gruver
said. . ‘

“Sure. I'll get some sun.”

The broker went out on deck as
Gruver rolled the craft slightly to
make his hundred—eighty degree
turn:

Fourteen—ﬁve is a little high,
isn’t it?” Jo said. “Do we need the
Fathometer?”

“We don’t, no,” Gruver said, “be-
cause we aren’t going into the wa-
ter. But when I go over the side I
want to know exactly how far down
the bottom is.”

“Buck already told you the
wreck was in a hundred and sixty
feet—"

. “Sure, and I believe every word
that Buck utters. I'll just use the
Fathometer to double check his fig-
ure.
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“Retired’

“Okay, Harry,” she said coolly,
“I get your meaning. I just hope

-we’ll have enough money left for

your diving gear. I'd hate to see
Buck make you go down with only
the air in your lungs.”

Gruver smiled. “It’s nice to know
you still care.”

Half an hour later he guided the
Hatteras back into the slip and
helped the broker secure its lines.
He had Jo give the broker two
thousand dollars for a down pay-
ment, the balance to be paid after
three days of satisfactory trial runs
and an underwater inspection of
the hull by Gruver. The two men
signed conditional sales papers and
the broker filled out a preliminary
form to transfer title to the boat to
Gruver.

For the next three days Gruver
and Jo took to the open sea early
every morning and thoroughly
checked out the boat’s perfor-
mance. In the afternoons they shop-
ped for supplies, both for the trip -
and the dive. They put a thousand-
dollar auxiliary air compressor with
three hundred feet of hose in lay-
away until Buckhart returned with
more money. Gruver had himself
fitted for a custom wet suit to be
made on a special rush basis at
twenty pércent additional cost, and
shopped in-three supply stores be-
fore finding a deep-diving helmet
that felt right on his shoulders. He
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bought fins and a scuba tank and
face: mask for preliminary diving

practice, and used them for the first

“time when he spent thirty minutes
just under the surface checking the
hull. He found it to be in perfect
condition. -

During trips back and forth be-
tween the marina and the. motel,
“Gruver shopped at leisure for the
other articles he needed or wanted.
He selected a library of sea charts
that included the Gulf, Caribbean,
and Eastern Seaboard. He bought a
lead belt and lead ankle bands, all

disposable, for his descent. He-

picked up“a cork-handled knife and
a high-tension harpoon gun in case
~ the shark-repellent with which he
intended to douse himself failed to
work. At a hardware store he pur-
chased a small crowbar and a claw
hammer in case Armand Brios’
strongbox turned out to be bolted to
the deck of his cabin, or had be-
come wedged in the mass of inte-
rior destruction that a sinking
sometimes wreaks in a ship—and he
bought a high-powered undersea
-lantern to light the murky depths to
which he would descend.- -
He was thoroughly enjoying him-
self; prowling the marine stores like
a kid in a toy department, buying

. whatever he pleased and having Jo _

pay for it. Then, abruptly, his shop-
ping spree came to an end when
they got back to the motel on the
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.fourth day to find that Buckhart had

returned

- They left Tampa two days later
after paying the balance-on the
boat, getting the title and license,

. and putting on board enough sup-

plies for the first leg of their voy-
age: an eight-hundred-odd-mile trip
around the peninsula to ]ackson-
ville.

. On the trip south, as far as Ponce

de Leon Bay, they cruised leisurely

and made morning and afternoon
stops for Gruver to swim and begin
his diving practice. Gruver was sur-

prised at how quickly he adapted to

-

the water again; it was almost as if-

he had never been away.from the
ocean. Part of it was the fact that
he was in excellent physical condi-

tion; working in the prison foundry
and subsisting on a prison diet had .

seen to that. The. rest of it, he sup-

posed, was simply ‘instinct—a_life- -

time of being on or around the wa-
ter. He guessed that once a-man
had salt water in his -makeup he
never really lost it, no matter what.

He used the scuba tank, face
mask, and fins for most of his shal-
low practice, down to around the

on his new wet suit for the first time

and went down to ninety feet. He

felt the beginning™chill, the cold-
ness, that was the deep sea he re-

_membered from times past. The
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darkness was there too, settling up-
ward from the black void below.
This was the top fringe of the clear,
daylight world above; the last,
shadowy area that hovered over
what men of the sea referred to
simply as the depths.

It was into those depths that Gru-
ver knew he would soon dive. But
instead of feeling afraid or even
anxious about it, he found himself
actually looking forward to the day,
the hour, when he would once
again lower himself into the ocean’s
deep embrace. It would be, he
thought, like meetmg an old friend
again.

After they passed Ponce de Leon

Bay, as they entered the boat traffic A

. lanes around the upper Keys, they
discontinued daily stopping and
cruised steadily .around the tip of
the peninsula. They steered out of
sight of the coastline, heading north
until they were well past the Miami
area; cruised landward again and
followed the coast as far as Vero
Beach; then set a course well out to
sea’ to cut a wide berth around
Cape Kennedy and its security ten-
tacles. When they came in sight of
land again it was comfortably north
“of Daytona, and they were able to
stay ‘in coastal waters for the re-
mamder of the voyage. :

" They put into ]acksonvﬂle at

mid-morning and " decided to stay
‘the night there. ]o went ashore to
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" Holmes,

buy foodstuffs while Gruver and
Buckhart stayed on board to get the
Hattéras ready for its final lap. Gru-
ver spent most of the day making
minor mechanical adjustments and
tightening the steering tolerance;
Buckhart gave the boat decks a
good hosing and double checked
the winches and jams that would be
used for the main dive. Late in the |
afternoon they took on fresh water !

and refueled for a predawn start the '~

next day. That evening they all
went ashore for a steak dinner.

It was after they dined and were
preparing to leave the restaurant,
while Gruver and Jo were waiting
in the foyer for Buckhart to pay the
check, that Gruver bought a.late -
paper - from a vending stand and
found out that his old fnend, Nappy
Holmes, was dead. -

The story was in a small box at
the bottom of the front page. It -
said: Still No Clues in Fisherman’s
Death. Gruver saw the name
Nappy Holmes in the lead para-
graph. He frowned, glanced quickly

‘at Jo, and proceeded to read the

brief account. The story said that

" after a week of investigation no
new evidence had been found in the . -

brutal slaying -of Gordon “Nappy”

erman who had been beaten to
death aboard his boat. Authorities

-were looking for a recently re-

signed Keys police detective .who
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had once used .the victim as a
smuggling informant, but they re-
fused to name the ex-policeman or
intimate that he was in any way
connected with the slaying; they -
merely wanted to question him for
: possﬂ)le leads. The most probable
explanahon of the killing, Keys po-
lice believed, was -that the slayer
was a former smugghng accom-
plice.

By the time Gruver finished read-
ing, Buckhart had walked up and .
was standing by Jo. Gruver looked
“at him with unconcealed dislike. “1

_see you finally took care of the last
one who knew about the ]ultetta,
he said coldly.

“Don’t- meddle in thmgs that
aren’t your business,” Buckhart told
him. )

Gruver tossed .the paper down.
“How do ‘you: plan to get rid of
me?” he-said. tightly.

Harry, stop being a fool,” Jo

" said.”“Nappy had to be disposed of;
-~ he was a drinker, always shootmg

- off hlS mouth She put her hand on
his arm. “You’ re dlfferent You're
our partner We trust you.”

Gruver snatched his arm away.~
“Well, I.don’t trust you, Mrs. Buck-,
~ hart—or your. husband Get yourself

a new: partner :

Harry, listen_to me-—"

“Forget it, baby,” Buckhart cut
in firmly. “Let’s quit- playing
around with this punk.” He looked
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at Gruver and hlS lrps curled into a

dangerous sneer. “I don’t have a
badge anymore, punk, but.1 do-
have a gun, and I can use it on you
‘any time I want to and get away
with it. You’re an ex-con and you've -
already broken parole. I can say
you were coming after me for re-
venge for sending you up and mar-
rying your wife. Pve got Jo'to back
up the story. So you're going to do

“exactly what you agreed to do, see?

And if you don’t, I'm going to shoot
a hollow-nose thlrty -eight right in
your belly, and you're going to die
hard, real hard. You understand
me'v’” . _

Gruver looked at Jo, then back at _
“Yeah, 1 understand
you, > he -said flatly. ) .

“Good,” Buckhart sald He
bobbed hrs head toward the street.
“You walk ahead of us back to the

‘boat.”

They left the restaurant foyer
and in- silence walked the few
blocks back to the transient marina.

Back on board the- boat, Buckhart

-removed his coat to let Gruver see

the gun shoved under his belt. “You
go below and gét some sleep,” the
big ex-cop told him. “I'm moving us
out of here. tonight. Straight north
to Jekyll Island off the coast of
Georgia, .then 'ninety-eight -miles
due east. By the time you wake up’
in the morning, we’ll be in posmon
for_your dive. Pleasant dreams
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Gruver grunted softly and went
through the hatch and down the aft
ladder to the sleeping quarters. He.
heard Buckhart bolt and lock the
hatch door behind him.

» At dawn Jo came down and woke
him.

“We're almost there,” she said.
She handed him a cup of coffee..
“Buck wants you up on deck as
soon as you eat. I'll get your break-
fast in the galley whenever you're
ready.” _

Gruver nodded and got up He
took the coffeé into the head with
him and sipped it periodically as he
washed and shaved. Fifteen minutes
later he brought the empty cup into
the boat’s narrow galley and - sat
down.

“What do you want to eat?” ]o
asked.
. “Something llght Are your
scrambled eggs still light?”

“Sure they are. Two?”

“Yeah, fine.” He reached over to
one of the burners and.got the cof-
feepot. He poured himself a fresh

cup of coffee. “Is Buckhart going to

kill me?”
calmness. . .

“Why don’t you ask him,
Harry?” she replied curtly. “I can’t
read Buck’s mind.” All I know is
what I told you back in Tampa—he-
wants that money badly; he won't'

" stop at anything to get it.”
“And you're still with him, aren’t

he asked with forced

THE DIVER

you? All the murdering way.”
“Where do you want me to be?”
she demanded. “Back with you? It’s
a little late for that, isn’t it?”
“Maybe it is,” Gruver admitted,
“but I'd like to think you were with
me at least enough to see that I got
a square shake from Buckhart. I'd
just as soon not end up like Nappy.”
Jo broke two eggs and began

~ beating them in a bowl with milk.

When- they were ready she put

~them on the griddle and expertly

moved them about with a fork. -
They cooked quickly and she dished -
them yellow and fluffy onto a plate
and put it in front of him. She sat
opposnte him while he ate.

“Look, Harry,” she said
patiently, “we’re partners in this—
you, me, and Buck. I'll admit Buck
doesn’t trust you; he was a cop for
sixteen years—he’s been trained not -
to- trust people. But you've got no
reason o think he’s going to kill
you

“He killed Nappy.”

“Nappy wasn’t part of the plan
He wasn’t reliable. Buck ‘got rid of
him as a precaution.”

" “And you don’t think he 11 do the
same to me?”

“Not if you do the job for him.
Why should he?”

Gruver shrugged and began eat- -

-ing. “For the money,” he suggested,

“and to make sure I'd never blow

- the whistle on him.”
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Jo shook her head. emphatically.
“Blow the whistle on Buck and you
blow it on yourself Harry. As for
the money, we’ll have two-thirds of
it anyway—four hundred thousand
‘dollars. We can get eleven percent

interest on that in Argentina,’

Harry, as long as we don’t take the
income out of the country. That’ll
give us forty-four. thousand a year
even if we never touch the princi-
pal. That’s nine hundred a week,
Harry. A couple can live pretty
well in Argentma on nine hundred
a week.” She reached over and took
a sip of his coffee. “You ought to
think about something like that for
yourself, Harry. Maybe even plan

to come along with us for a while; ,

~I'm sure I could talk Buck into it.”

“Then you really don’t think he’s

planmng to kill. me?”

- Again she shook her head em-
phatically. “You’ve got my word on
.it, Harry. As long as you -play it
straight with Buck, he intends to let
_you go—with your share of the
‘money.”

Gruver “looked into Jo’s eyes,

seeking something that would tell

him whether to believe her. For a
fleeting instant he thought he saw a
hint of the sweetness and innocence
that had been his Jo ten years’ ear-
lier. But he wasn’t sure if it was that
he had seen, or if it was a clever-
ness, a cunning, that had replaced
the other. Whichever it was, Gru-
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ver could not bring himself to com-
pletely discount a double cross from
some source. It was entirely pos-

sible that Buckhart had Jo fooled

and intended to get rid of them

both. Or—and this thought came. §

over him almost shockingly—Jo

-could be planning to do away with
him and Buckhart. She could pull it-

off easily enough. After the box of

-money was safely on board, -and

while he, Gruver, was still coming
up slowly from the dive, she could

push Buckhart ‘over the side and -

take off with the boat, leaving them
both to tread water until thelr arms
turned to concrete.

Is Jo capable. of that? he won-
dered. He studied her thoughtfully
as she took another sip of his coffee

and passed the cup back to him. It .

had a faint trace of lipstick on one
side of the rim. Jo saw him looking
at it and smiled. She reached over
and patted his arm.

“Come up on deck when you're
finished,” she said. “And don’t

worry. Everything’s going to be all.

right.”

After she had gone, Cruver de-
cided that she was capable of leav-
ing Buckhart and him in the ocean.
He wasn’t sure what made him fi-
nally decide that, unless it was the
fact that his 'arm where she had
touched it was cold, when it should

-have been warm. .
‘Gruver sighed quietly. It ‘would .
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be a relief, he thought, to get into
the depths, where all he "had to
worry about were man-eating
sharks.
were clear.

Ninety minutes later, after he

" had properly digested his food and
done some simple calisthenics to

loosen his muscles, Gruver was sit-

ting on a bin next to the rail, pre-

paring for his dive. He had his wet

suit on, liberally coated with shark
repellent, and his fins. Around his

waist was a hard rubber belt hold-

ing the knife, crowbar, and ham-

mer. Over that was the canvas-cov-

ered lead belt to give him descent

weight; similar belts were buckled

around his legs just above the

ankles. The underwater lantern was

slung crossways over his chest. His

harpoon gun was leaning against

the rail next to the starboard ladder.

“How’s the pump working?” he
asked Buckhart. ~

“Like an electric clock,” Buck-
hart answered. “Hasn’t missed a
beat since I kicked it on.”.

“The auxiliary system con-
nected?”

“All set. Quit worrying, every-
thing’s okay. You ready for the hel-
met?”

“I guess,”
enthusiasm.

Buckhart lifted the globular
aluminum helmet and slipped it

Gruver said without
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At least thetr intentions

over Gruver’s head, resting it gently
on his shoulders. He adjusted it
slightly and opened the faceplate.

“How’s it feel?”

“Good. Put the harness on and
seal it in place.”

Buckhart attached a rubber gas-
ket to both the helmet liner and
Gruver’s wet suit. Then he strapped
the helmet down snugly with belts
that extended from front to rear un-
der Gruver’s arms. )

“She’s ready,” Buckhart said.

“Okay, let’s test the hoses.”

Buckhart attached two hoses to
the dome of the helmet; one to feed

_fresh air into the helmet, one to

draw stale air out. As soon as they
were in place, Gruver could feel
them working. “Close the hatch,”

-he said.

Buckhart bolted the faceplate
closed and Gruver, with his head

now in a vacuum, began breathing

pumped air,
“Ready?” Buckhart asked.

“Ready,” Gruver said. His voice
sounded hollow and far away.

Buckhart helped him stand up
and led him to the ladder. “Now re-
member, the officers’ quarters were
aft on the middle deck. Brios was a
first mate, so he’d have quarters of
his own. Look for a cabin with just

- one bunk—-"

Okay, okay. lee me the
ropes.’
Buckhart handed him the ends of
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two nylon ropes that he would take
to the bottom with him. Gruver
turned and backed through the rail
opening to the top rung of the lad-
der. He climbed halfway down and
paused to take the harpoon gun
Buckhart held down to him. As he
did, he looked across the deck and

saw Jo watching him. She had an .

odd expression on her face, an ex-
pression almost of finality, as-if she
were looking at him for the last
time. Gruver felt a cold shiver
dance along his spine. Wetting his
lips, he continued down the ladder

to the last rung, then stepped free -

into the water and submerged.
His descent was smooth,  effort-
less. With the harpoon gun and the
two rope ends in one hand, he was
free to use the other hand to control
the speed of his dive.-When he felt
that he was going too fast, and was
unable to slow down with hand ac-
tion, he pumped his legs and
pushed the big fins against the wa-
ter to decelerate himself. Several
times he looked up and saw the hull
of the Hatteras and the four wig-
gling lines—two hoses and. two
ropes—that were following him
“down;, but soon he was unable to
_distinguish the surface any longer
so he stopped looking. Presently the

. water began darkening and he

~ knew that he had entered the fringe

. of the depths. He slowed his de-

scent as much as he could and

152

turned on the lantern. At once an
eerie, unnatural light sliced "open
the darkness below.

The water around him grew
colder to his hands and f’eet,~ and he
began to feel the effect of pressure

“on his eardrums and lungs. His

breath shortened and labored, but
not enough to worry him. He kept
the harpoon gun poised and moved
the powerful light back and forth

. and up and down around him. He

saw darting shapes of undersea life
scurry out of his path.or away from

\

his presence, and the deeper he de-

scended the more populous the
ocean world became around him.

‘And still he plunged onward, far-

ther and farther and farther,
until .

His. heels hit the sandy bottom
and dug in up to his ankles. He
tumbled slowly backward, his feet
coming out of the sand and raising
up in front of him. He dropped to a

sitting posmon, losing his grip on

_the harpoon gun as he did, but man-

aging to hold onto the two ropes.
Momentarily he recovered his bal-
ance and pulled forward to a kneel-
ing position. He retrieved the har-
poon gun -and kept it at his side as

he untangled the lantern strap and .

straightened the light to survey his

surroundings. He swept the beam in
a very slow arc.

The Julietta was ]ust off to his
right, top deck facing him," super-
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structure slimy with undersea
growth, looking like some great

rusted junk-heap. Gruver got to his

feet and pushed through the water
toward her. When he got closer, he
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.
judged that about eight feet of her
side—the side with the most ex-
plosion damage—was imbedded in
the bottom. He hoped that Armand
Brios’ cabin had not been on that
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side. It would be tricky at best.

He moved up next to the now
vertical deck and pulled the two
“nylon ropes down far enough to
- lash them securely to a section of
rail. He left an extra foot of line
dangling from the knot-and used it
.to tie down his harpoon gun; there
was no need to take it inside the

wreck because dangerous undersea--

life never entered enclosures of any
kind for fear of being trapped.
When_the gun was tied in place,
" Gruver réleased the lead belt and

let it drop. He brought his.feet up -

and took off the ankle weights.
Then he was ready to go.

- Using his fins, he pushed hlmself
up the deck until his light flashed
on a hatchway. He went oyer to it
and found its door jammed shut.
Removing the  crowbar from his
belt, he forced it past the latch and
pried the door open. As he pulled it
back, a gush of enclosed water dis-
‘placed and settled. As it did, several
. parts of a human skeleton: floated
past Gruver’s chest.-Probably plenty

of those in the ‘lower decks, he.

. thought, where most of the crew
would have been when she went
down. Sighing inside the helmet, he
reached up and dréw a dozen re-
serve loops of hose undef one.arm
and cautiously made his way inside.

The -hatch laddér ran sideways
and Gruver used it only as a guide
to find.the lower decks. He.worked
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his way slowly and carefully
down—or rather, in—~two levels, to
the third, or middle deck, where
the officers’ quarters had been: As
he twisted and turned with the
course of the ladder, he gradually
let out the reserve loops of hose be-
hind him, making certain to avoid
any sharp objects the ocean had
cast in his path. -

When he finally entered. the
middle deck,.he estimated that he
had enough reserve ‘hose to take
him about halfway along the pas-
sageway. If he did not find Brios- -
cabin before he used up the hose, -
he would have to return to the top
deck, make his way farther aft, loop .
up more hose and enter from the
hatch nearer amidships. And that,
he thought, would have to be done~
tomorrow; his body was already be-
ginning to ache from the pressure
of the depths. If he stayed down an
hour longer he would be unable to
move his arms or legs.

As he readied to move .along the
passageway, he saw that his finned
feet would be ondoors in one bulk-
head that opened down into cabins
on the starboard side, while above
his head would be doors- that
opened up into cabins on the port
side. Gruver decided to try the
lower cabins first, since they would
be easier to enter. He advanced to
the first one, turned the knob, and
with the equalized pressure on both
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sides was able to push. the door in
with almost no effort. Shining the
light ahead of him, he dropped into

the cabin. He held onto the door .

and looked around. The size of the
cabin. caused "him to frown inside
his he,. [ it was large, almost
\ spacious by freighter standards.
2 Could it possibly be . . .? He
quickly flashed the lantern around
until he found what he was looking
for—a chart table built into one cor-
ner of the cabin. Gruver smiled. He
was in the captain’s quarters! That
meant the first mate’s cabin should
be directly next to it.

Gruver hoisted himself into the

passageway again and worked his
way along to the next cabin. The
door there was already open and he
dropped inside without hesitation.
This cabin was smaller than the first
one, but it was definitely a first offi-
cer’s quarters; the single bunk as-
sured Gruver of that. Steadying
himself on the bulkhead, he shined
the light around the turned-over
cabin. Above him, the doors to the

built-in wardrobes were both hang- .

ing open, and metal clothes hang-

ers, some with shreds of. uniforms

still clinging to them, were waving
silently in the gentle underflow that
coursed through the dead ship. Gru-
ver, seeing at once that nothing
more was in the wardrobes,
switched the light to a wall bureau,
its metal drawers still securely
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closed. Letting the lantern hang
free across his chest, he took up the
crowbar again and scraped away a
layer of rust and pried open the top
drawer. Rotten clothing drifted out
into the cabin water. Gruver forced
the second drawer; more fragments
of personal belongings floated out.
He tried the other three drawers
and found more of the same.

-Turning, Gruver pulled himself -
along the tilted deck of the cabin to
where the recessed bunk was lo-
cated. Beneath the bunk was a stor-
age bin containing a metal foot-
locker. Gruver dragged the locker
out sideways and let it sink to his
feet. He knelt and examined. it.
With his knife he scraped a layer of
ocean scum from a metal plate on
the lid. The name underneath was:
A. BRIOS. Gruver wet his lips and
attacked the lock with crowbar and
hammer. He pounded, pried, and
forced the metal until its studs loos-
ened and snappéd, and the lock
hinge sprung loose. With the tip of
the crowbar he cracked away the
seal of rust around the box ‘and
pulled up its lid.

As with the bureau drawers, the
first thing Gruver saw~ was the
shredded, soggy remains of what-
ever personal effects Brios had kept

" in the locker. But when that mass of

rotted scum had. burst out and dis-
seminated around him, Gruver

shined his lantern into the bay it
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left and saw, setting squarely in the ‘

center ‘of_ the locker’s bottom, a
metal strongbox about the size of a
small portable television set.

-Gruver swallowed dryly. He

- tossed aside the crowbar and ham-

mer. The box had a handle on it; he
lifted it out of its well and pulled

the box up into the passageway:

: Following the reserve hoses he had
brought in'with him, he retraced his
twisting, twining route back to the
outside of the Julietta’s corpse.

Once outside, it took Gruver only.,

scant minutes to tie one of the ny-
lon ropes securely around the
strongbox. Three tugs of the rope
now would be a signal for Buckhart
to haul it up—but Gruver was not
" yet ready to give that signal. First
he wanted to be close enough to the
-surface to make sure the Hatteras

did-not leave without him. While

the strongbox could go directly to

the top, Gruver could not; at least .

not without risking the bends.

Leaving one rope lashed to the .

rail, hie took the harpoon gun and
lantern and began a slow surface.
Following the rope with one hand,

_he went up twenty feet at a time,
then stopped and held himself .

there, resting. He kept his breath-
ing as normal as possible and
pushed the surplus hose behind

him, keeping it down in the water.

5o Buckhart would not know he was
coming up. '
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After he had rested for several
minutes at each stop, he continued
toward the top. At one point he felt

-his ears unplug. Soon after that he

passed from the’ darkness into a

haze from above, and he knew he

was coming out of the depths: His
arms and legs felt very heavy now

and he had to exert considerable ef- -

fort to make them work for him. To
reduce his weight and lessen the

strain, he slipped the knife from his

belt and cut the sling holding the = -

lantern.. He watched it drift back
toward the darkness below.

‘After six intermittent stops Gru-
ver had risen to within sight of the
Hatteras’ hull. He moved. himself
over to the rope that was tied to the
strongbox and gave it three hefty
tugs. A full minute passed and then

he saw the rope moving slowly up--

ward;” Buckhart was pulling the
strongbox to the surface..’

Gruver left the two ropes and
swam under the hull to the opposite
side of the boat. He came up

i

slowly, near the bow. When he was .

just below the surface, he removed

his belt and made a sling to hold the
harpoon gun in the crook of his
arm. Then he used one hand and
the fins on his feet to tread water,
and with the other hand ‘drew the

‘knife from the belt-sling and sawed

through his helmet straps. He felt
the helmet wobble slightly. Feeling
with his water-logged fingers, he
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. placed the po'int of the blade

against the rubber gasket that

sealed the helmet to the wet suit.
Slowly and carefully he sliced
through it, nicking his neck several
times in the process. Momentarily,
water began seeping into the hel-
met from all sides. Gruver let the

knife go and grasped the helmet

with both hands. Pulling his head
down -and pushing up with his
hands at the same time, he ducked

~ out of the helmet and was free.

Discarding his fins, Gruver
reached up and gripped the ledge
of a cabin ventilator shaft and
pulled himself out of the water. He
boarded the boat silently and
moved along the port side toward
the aft deck. He stopped just at the
edge of the cabin and looked
around its corner.

Buckhart was just turning the
winch for the last time to haul the

- strongbox up even with the rail.

“Hurry, Buck,” Jo said im-

. patiently.

“Okay, okay Buckhart secured

the” winch- and swung the line

aboard, lowermg the box heavily to

the deck.

‘Jo was on her knees next to it in
an instant. “This is it, Buck!” she
said excitedly. She dug her fingers

into the slime that coated the rest .

of the box. “We've got it, Buck!
We've got it—at last!”
“Yeah. At last.” Buckhart turned
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back to the rail and busied himself.
“What are you doing?” she said.
“I'm going to bring Gruver up on
the other line.” _

“No, Buck,” Jo said coolly st- :
connect the hoses and throw -them -
over. We don t need Harry any
longer.”

‘Buckhart frowned. But I
thought you said we were going to .
play it straight with him; split the -
money and everything . . .”

“I've changed my mind. He

‘could become a problem later on,

you know. I mean, suppose he were
to find out that you and 1 planned
to get-him sent to prison, that we

-had been seeing each other all

along? ‘He wouldn’t hke that very
much, Buck.”
“No,” Buckhart said thought—

' fully, ‘I guess he wouldn’t.”

Jo smiled sweetly. “Disconnect

the hoses, hon.”

“Yeah. Sure.”

As Buckhart moved toward the
pump, Gruver stepped around- the
corner of the cabin. “Don’t waste
your time, Buck,” he said flatly.

Buckhart’s mouth dropped open

~and he froze..Jo looked up with

wide, frightened éyes. Her hands,
half covered with slime from the
depths, began to tremble.
“Buck, don’t let him hurt me!”
She leaped to her feet and ran to
her husband. A
“He’s not going to hurt anybody,
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baby,” Buckhart said confidently.
He reached for the
belt.

Gruver raised the harpoon gun
and triggered it. Jo had just stepped

* behind Buckhart, putting them in

perfect position. The harpoon
plunged through both of them with
an odd sucking sound, pinning them
together.

Gruver watched dispassionately
as they fell against the railing and
plunged into the sea.

. Later that day, after he had
rested and had two good, stiff rum
and colas, Gruver went back out on
deck and pried open the ‘strongbox.
Inside he found the same thing he

had found ‘in the wardrobes and.

footlocker: mossy ocean scum.

True, this particular scum was a dif-
ferent shade of green—a money- .

shade of green—but it was

.38 under his -

still just so much pulp. Armand
Brios- must never have considered
the possibility of the Julietta going
down, because he hadn’t even both-
ered to use a waterproof strongbox.
. Gruver threw the whole mess,
box and all, over the side. Then he
mixed another drink and leaned
against the rail to take stock of him-
self. He wasn’t in too bad shape
when he came right down to it
There was about seventeen hundred
dollars in Jo’s purse in the cabin.

_The boat was all paid for and the -

title was in his name. It was a long
trip back around Florida and across
the Gulf to Tampico, but. it would

"be worth it. Particularly with Mar-

tina waiting at the other end. .
Gruver looked down at the water

and thought about the depths. No,

he wasn’t bad off, he thought Not
as bad off ‘as some.
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