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Dear Reader: 

If May flowers have failed to ap
pear by this time, I urge you to exer
cise restraint in performing spadework 
to turn up the reason. You could dis
cover more than lifeless seeds and 
bulbs. It then may cause an undue 

trampling of the entire lavim, should the poHce have 
more than one missing person on their reports. Be 
patient. After all, Mother Natiu'c—a bit mysterious 
herself—may be off leafing through a copy of her 
favorite magazine, where freshness prevails as in few 
breezes these days. 

Surely you are not under the impression you are 
peering into a garden catalog, but in that event I will 
hasten to inform you that this month's issue of mystery 
and suspense is replete with a variety of diggers in 
crime only, from those who plant clues to those who 
unearth solutions. See them all, from The Art of 
Deduction by Richard Deming to the novelette titled 
That Day on the Cliff by Carol Russell. 

Good reading. 

Richard E. Decker, Publisher 
Gladys Foster Declcer, Editorial Director 

Ernest M. Hutter, Editor 
Patricia Hitchcocic Associate Editor 
Frances E. Gass Associate Editor 
Nick J. Sartorio Circulation Director 

Marguerite Blair Deacon, Art Director 
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Contrarily, situations do arise wherein the mean between de
duction and seduction may be considerably narrowed. 

mjm 
mmm 

The girl in front of me at the 
loading gate was a slim, shapely 
brunette with a deep tan, nice 
featvires and a cute little nose that 
was just beginning to peel from 
sunburn. While we waited, I made 
up my mind that I would do my 
best to get the seat next to her, if 
I could manage it without being 
too obvious. 

When we boarded the plane I 
was. in luck. All the window seats 
but one were taken. When she 
took that, it was quite natural for 
me to slide in beside her. As no 
one took the aisle seat, I had her 
to myself. 

I made no attempt at conversa
tion right then, because I am al
ways a little nervous on takeoff 
and landing, but when we were 

airborne and the stewardess had 
finished her little welcome-aboard 
talk, I turned an ejcpansive smile 
on the girl. 

"Hi, seatmate," I said. "My 
name is Albert Shelton." 

She looked a little startled, but 
after examining me speculatively 
for a moment, she. seemed to de
cide I was harmless. "How do you 
do, Albert? I'm Diane Wharton." 

"Shall we get the vital statistics 
out of the way?" I inquired. 

"What do you mean?" 
"I always talk to the person 

next to me on a plane, and from 
past experience it seems likely 
that in the course of conversation 
I will reveal a good deal of data 
about myself, and in return will 
learn a good deal about you. It 
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would save considerable time if 
we disposed of this matter at 
once, so we could get on to more 
interesting things. I am twenty-
five, unmarried, and two months 
ago graduated from U.C.L.A. I 
finished school at such an ad
vanced age because I spent from 
age eighteen to twenty-one in the 
army. I am en route to Buffalo to 
accept a job with the Appleton 

Detective Agency, which happens 
to be owned by my imcle. Fred 
Appleton, of whom you may have 
heard since you also are from Buf
falo, is my mother ' s older 
brother." 

She gave me another startled 
look. "How do you know I'm 
from Buffalo?" 

"Elementary, my dear Wharton. 
I looked over your shoulder when 

V^r^v{^W^vC^.^^lA>MM^^ 
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you handed in your ticket at the 
gate, and the flight-reservation en
velope you took it from showed 
you had bought a round-tr ip 
ticket from Buffalo." 

She emitted a tinkling little 
laugh. "You're funny. You soimd 
just like Sherlock Holmes. But I 
suppose that's appropriate, since 
you're going to be a private eye." 

"We in the profession prefer 
'conSdcntia! investiga

tor.' " 
Her eyes twinkled. "Excuse me. 

I suppose you took your degree in 
either criminalistics or police ad
ministration." 

I shook my head. "I was not, 
until a week ago, planning a ca
reer as a confidential investigator, 
r majored in philosophy and logic, 
but in our technological society 
there doesn't seem to be much de
mand for specialists in those fields. 
In a sense, I am accepting my 
uncle's job offer as a last resort. 
Yet the prospects interest me in
tensely, and actually I feel my 
educational background will be of 
considerable value. Great crimi
nalists of the past have often de
pended more on deductive reason
ing than on scientific knowledge; 
men such as the late Raymond 
Schindler, for example." 

"You seem to have some deduc
tive talent," she said. "I was quite 
impressed by yoiu- guess that I am 

from Buffalo. Can you tell me 
anything else about myself?" 

After studying her judiciously, I 
said, "Well, for starters, your pur
pose for being in Southern Cali
fornia was simply vacationing." 

"Oh? How did you deduce 
that?" 

"From three factors. First, you 
wouldn't have bought a round-trip 
ticket if you were out here look-
ir\rr fnr \x7/-»i-L- r\r \\<ir\ r»lannf»i^ tn ; " 6 * " • • • " * . . , — — „ _ ^ - _ 

live here for some other reason, 
then changed your mind. Second, 
August is a vacation month. Third, 
your fresh, simtan indicates you 
have recently spent a good deal of 
time on the beach. I know it's a 
fresh suntan because you got your 
nose sunburned acquiring it. You 
neglected to put simtan oil on 
your nose, didn't you?" 

She regarded me with a mixture 
of amusernent and awe. "You're 
amazing. Tell me more." 

"All right. You were visiting 
your fianc^ out here, and just be
fore you left, you broke your en
gagement." 

She gave me a siispicious side-
glance. "You've been following 
me, haven't you, private eye? Ex
cuse me; I mean confidential in
vestigator." 
< "I never saw you until just be

fore we boarded the plane. I 
know you broke your engagement 
becaxjse the white circle aroimd 
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the ring finger of your left hand is 
just the size and shape of an en
gagement ring. Its whiteness in
dicates you have not been out in 
the sun since you took it off. 
Ergo, you gave it back at the very 
end of your vacation." 

She emitted another of her tin
kling little laughs. 

"What's so fuimy?" I asked. 
"It sounds so simple when you 

explain it. I would be more im
pressed if you k e p t the ex
planations to yourself. Is that it, 
or is there more?" 

"Oh, yes. Your fiance either has 
been studying criminalistics and 
police administration at U.C.L.A., 
or is teaching one or the other." 

She cocked a quizzical eye
brow. "How in the world did you 
deduce that?" 

"Because you asked me if I had 
taken my degree in either subject. 
Being from Biiffalo, how would 
you know they are taught at 
U.C.L.A. imless you had a close 
relationship with either a student 
or teacher in that department?" 

"Goodness, you're remarkable." 
. "Quite elementary, really. One 
last item. You graduated from the 
University of Buffalo a year ago, 
probably from the school of nurs
ing." 

She cocked an eyebrow at me 
again. "I suppose the explanation 
for that deduction is just as simple 

as the rest," she said teasingly. 
"Even more so. I cheated a 

little this time. I recognized the 
class ring you're wearing on your 
right hand because my last year in 
service I dated an army nurse 
who had graduated from the Uni
versity of Buffalo. And the year of 
graduation is embossed on your 
ring in large enough figures to be 
seen quite plainly." 

"That doesn't explain your de
duction that I am a niKse." 

"That was just a wild guess," I 
admitted. "Sort of a hunch. Be
cause the only girl I ever knew 
who wore a similar ring was a 
nurse, I guess 1 was guilty of a 
sophism that just happened to be 
valid." 

"Sophism," she said. "I remem
ber that from. my one course in 
philosophy. A specious argument 
based on a false premise." 
. "Yes. All R.N.s graduating from 
the University of Buffalo are en
titled to wear school rings. There
fore all girls wearing U. of B. 
school rings are R.N.s." 

Diane giggled. 
"I'll concede it was nothing 

more than a lucky guess," I said. 
"But my other deductions were 
based on sound enough evidence, 
weren't they?" 

."I think you're wonderful," she 
said with apparent sincerity. 

Although by then I was reason-
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ably sure that Diane liked me as 
much as I was growing to like 
her, she volijnteered very httle in
formation about herself other than 
what I had deduced. For instance, 
she told me nothing about her ex-
fianc6 or what had caused their 
breakup, and naturally I didn't 
pry. She did tell me that she lived 
with her parents in a two-family 
house on Fillmore in Buffalo, 
however, and when I asked if I 
might call her sometime, she con
sented and wrote her phone num
ber on the inside of a matchbook. 

We had left Los Angeles at 
11:50 a.m. By the time we landed 
at Detroit at 5:50 p.m., Detroit 
time, we had become firm friends. 

After the passengers who were 
getting off at Detroit had de
planed, the stewardess signaled for 
the rope at the loading gate to be 
removed and passengers began 
streaming toward the plane. 

The plane took off, and as soon 
as the seat-belt sign was lifted I 
excused myself to go back to the 
rest room. In the last seat on the 
left, I noticed two men hand
cuffed together. Both men >vere in 
their late forties. It was easy 
enough to tell which man was the 
cop and which the prisoner. The 
man nearest the aisle had to be 
the cop, because his left wrist was 
cuffed to the other man's right. 
He was a tall, very pale man 

somewhat resembling Abraham 
Lincoln without a beard. The 
other was also tall, but heavier-set 
and with a roxmd, fleshy face, 
deeply farmed. 

The stewardess was taking din
ner orders, and I heard" both men 
order coffee with their meals.. I 
got back to my seat at the same 
time the stewardess got that far. 
Diane and I both ordered Swiss 
c»-#»Qlr Than T 1-r.lrI V. ^U^ 

two men in the back seat. 
"What does the prisoner look 

like?" she asked. 
"Quite ordinary. Pushing fifty, I 

would guess/' 
We dropped the subject then, 

because our dinners came. 
When diiiner period was over 

and the stewardess had collected 
everyone's dishes, a buzz of ex
cited conversation behind us 
caused tos both to rise to oiu- feet 
and peer toward the rear of the 
plane. The tall, pale police ofiBcer 
was in the act of lifting the limp 
form of his seatmate out into the 
aisle to lay him flat on his back. 
He had unlocked the cuff from his 
own wrist, but the other ring was 
still clamped about the prisoner's 
wrist. He knelt next to the uncon
scious man, feeling his pulse. 

The stewardess hurried along 
the aisle from the front to see 
what was going on. 

Looking up at her, the detec-
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tive said, "I think he's having a 
heart attack. His pulse is very 
slow and weak." 

Like us, most of the other pas
sengers toward the rear of the 
plane had risen to their feet to 
gaze back that way. A lean, rather 
distinguished-looking man in his 
mid-forties, who had been seated 
all alone across the aisle from us 
and one seat back, stepped out 
into the aisle as the stewardess 
started to kneel next to the prone 
man and said, "I 'm a doctor, 
Miss." 

The stewardess immediately 
rose and stepped aside so that the 
doctor could squeeze past her. 
The detective introduced himself 
to the doctor as Sergeant Cope-
land, then got out of the way by 
reseating himself. 

Kneeling next to the uncon
scious man, the doctor thiunbed 
back an eyelid, peered into the 
eye, then imbuttoned the man's 
suit coat, stripped off his necktie 
and unbuttoned his shirt. Looking 
up at the stewardess, he said, "My 
medical bag is beneath my seat. 
Will you get it, please?" 

She brought him the bag, he 
drew a stethoscope from it and 
listened to the patient's heartbeat. 
After a few moments he put the 
stethoscope away, zipped his bag 
shut and stood up. 

"Coronary thrombosis, prob

ably," he said to the stewardess. 
"Fortunately you're equipped with 
oxygen. How long before we land 
at Buffalo?" 

Glancing at her watch, she said, 
"It's seven, and we're due in at 
quartier to eight." 

"Roughly three-quarters of an 
hour," the doctor said. "I suggest 
you have the pilot radio to have 
an ambulance standing by to take 
the man to City Hospital. He can 
tell them no intern need come 
along with the ambulance, as I am 
on the City Hospital staff and will 
ride in vidth the patient. As a mat
ter of fact, no one but the driver 
will be necessary, as the sergeant 
and I can act as litter bearers. As 
soon as you've delivered the mes
sage, bring a blanket to keep the 
patient warm," 

"Yes, sir," the stewardess said, 
and hurried forward to disappear 
into the pilot's cabin. 

The doctor said to the detec
tive, "Let's get him up on the seat 
so that we can start giving him 
oxygen. If you'll re tract the 
armrests between seats, we can 
lay him on his back." He glanced 
around and his gaze fell on me. 
"You look pretty husky, yoimg 
man. Will you give us a hand?" 

I went back and helped lift the 
inert form onto the seat. When 
the patient was on his back across 
all three seats, the doctor pulled 
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out the seat's oxygen mask and af
fixed it to the man's face. Then he 
checked his heart with his stetho
scope again. 

"No worse, but no better ei
ther," he said as he shpped the in
strument back into his bag. "He 
might be more comfortable with
out that manacle dangling from 
his wrist. Sergeant." 

Sergeant Copeland took a key 
Vic ,,««i,z»f „ . , i ^ ^ i , « ^ 4-1 <r 

and dropped the handcuffs into 
his coat pocket. 

"Incidentally, my name is Mar
tin Smith," the doctor said, offer
ing the detective his hand. 

Shaking it, the sergeant said, 
"Glad to know you. Dr. Smith. 
And I'm certainly glad you were 
aboard." 

"My name is Albert Shelton," I 
offered. 

Both of them looked at me. The 
doctor said politely, "Thank you 
for your help, Albert." 

"You're welcome. Dr. Smith, 
my seatmate is a registered nurse, 
if you need her help." 

He gave me a surprised look. 
"Well, thanks, but there is nothing 
she could do at the moment." 
Turning to the elderly man who 
was the sole occupant of the seat 
directly across the aisle from the 
patient, he said, "Sir, would you 
mind moving up to the seat I was 
occupying, so that I can sit here 

near the patient, in case he—" 
"Not at all," the man said, im

mediately moving forward. 
"Want to sit next to the win

dow, Sergeant?" the doctor asked. 
"I had better stay on the aisle so 
that I can keep an eye on him." 

"In a minute," the detective 
said. "I just had a weird thought." 

Leaning over the patient. Ser
geant Copeland rummaged in the 
unconsciGiis man s coaL pocKci 
and withdrew a small bottle of 
liquid. He handed it to the doctor. 
Looking over -the doctor's shoul
der, I read the label the same 
time he did. It said: Sweet-as-
Sugar. Below that , in smaller 
print, was Concentrated Sweetener 
and No Cyclamates. 

Looking up, the doctor said, "A 
common sugar substitute. What 
about it?" 

"At diimer he wanted to put 
some in his coffee. After exam
ining the bottle, I let him. It just 
occurred to me there might be 
sornething • other than artificial 
sweetener in there. This could 
have been attempted suicide, since 
he was going back to New York 
to face twenty more years of hard 
time." 

"Hmm," the doctor said. Un
screwing the cap, he sniffed at the 
bottle's contents, then recapped it. 
"I really can't tell, and I'm not 
about to taste it to find out. We'll 
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take it along to the hospital and 
have it analyzed." 

He dropped the bottle into his 
pocket, then added, "There are a 
number of poisons that cause the 
same symptoms as co rona ry 
thrombosis. If it were a suicide at
tempt, I couldn't possibly guess 
which one until we can get the 
contents of this bottle analyzed. 
But if he's been in custody, where 
would he have gotten hold of any 
poison?" 

Sergeant Copeland said, "Until 
recently he hasn't been in custody 
for weeks. He escaped from Sing 
Sing six weeks ago, and was ar
rested on the West Coast only 
about a week back. He may have 
decided to carry a suicide potion 
around just in case he was caught. 
And he would know what to get. 
He's been an aide in the prison 
medical dispensary for the past 
five years." 

"What was he in prison for?" 
the doctor asked. 

"About three dozen bank rob
be r i e s . D o n ' t you r e m e m b e r 
Willie the Parrot Doyle?" 

After considering, the doctor 
said, "Vaguely. A number of years 
back, wasn't it?" 

"About a dozen. He's been in 
stir for ten. He was head of the 
Doyle Gang, which once consisted 
of eight or nine gunmen. All but 
t\vo, aside from Willie himself, are 

now either in prison or dead. 
Willie's yoimger brother Jim and 
Smooth Eddie Greene, who is a 
cousin of Willie's, are both at 
large. As a matter of fact, Greene 
has never even been arrested, so 
we don't have mug shots of him. 
Jim Doyle has a record, though, 
and I've seen his mugs. Looks like 
a younger version of Willie." 

. I had been standing there silent 
all this time, but now I put in, 
"How did Doyle, get his nickname 
of Willie the Parrot?" 

"He used to talk a lot when 
pulling bank jobs," the sergeant 
explained. "Kept up a steady flow 
of banter with the bank employ
ees and customers as he directed 
them to lie on the floor on their 
stomachs, or herded them into 
vaults. Apologized to the ladies 
for inconveniencing them, told the 
ugly ones they were beautiful, 
cracked a lot of jokes. Just kept 
up a steady stream of chatter." 

"How about Smooth Eddie 
Greene?" I asked. 

"He's called that because he's 
actually more con man than bank 
robber. He used to case banks by 
representing himself as an indus
trialist who was plaiming to open 
a branch factory in town. He 
would ask to see the manager in 
order to discuss whether the bank 
would be capable of handling a 
million-dollar-a-month payroll. 
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Bank managers have been known 
to explain their alarm systems in 
detail in order _ to convince him 
his company funds would be safe 
in their banks." 

The stewardess came along with 
a blanket, which she handed to 
the doctor. She said, "The pilot 
radioed your message. An ambu
lance from City Hospital will be 
there. He told them no attendants . 
oilier ihan the driver will be 
needed." 

"Good," Dr. Smith acknowl
edged. 

After tucking the b l anke t 
around the patient, he bent to lis
ten to his breathing. When he 
straightened again, the stewardess 
asked, "Is he all right?" 

"He's far from all right," Dr. 
Smith told her. "But he's still' 
alive." 

The stewardess went away 
again. The doctor turned to the 
detective. "Will you be wanting' 
to ride along in the ambulance 
with us. Sergeant?" 

"Naturally." 
"In his condition he won't be 

running'off. And there is a prison 
ward at City Hospital he couldn't 
escape from even if he fully re
covered. But it's up to you." 

"Thanks, I'll stick with my pris
oner," the detective said in a defi
nite tone. 

Dr. Smith shrugged. "If it is a 

heart attack instead of a poison
ing, he probably won't be able to 
be moved for at least a month. 
You won't wait around all that 
time, will you?" 

"Oh, no. I'll leave hinT^in the 
custody of the Buffalo police and 
come back for him when he's 
again able to travel. Why are we 
still standing here in the aisle? 
Let's sit down." 

He slid over against the window 
in the seat across the aisle- from 
the unconscious man.^ The doctor 
took the aisle seat, leaving me the 
only one standing. 

"He'll probably be assigned as 
one of my patients, since I'm tak
ing him in," Dr. Smith said. "If 
you'll give me your card, I'll keep 
you abreast of his condition." 

The detective took out a wallet, 
searched through it and said apol
ogetically, "I seem to be out of 
cajds. Do you have a piece of pa
per?" 

Searching his pockets, the doc
tor came up with his flight-reser
vation envelope and handed it to 
the detective. Sergeant Copeland 
laid it on his knee, took out a pen 
and began to write on it. I turned 
away and returned to my seat. 

Diane whispered to me in an 
einbarrassed voice, "I thought I 
would die when you volunteered 
my services. I am not a registered 
nurse." ' 
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I gave her a surprised look. 
"You said you were." 

"No, you said I was, and I just 
didn't correct you. I hated to spoil 
your remarkable record of deduc
tive reasoning." 

"Oh," I said, somewhat de
flated. After a moment of silence, 
I said, "Well, he doesn't need 
your services- anyway." Then 
something suddenly struck me and 
I sat bolt upright. 

"What's the matter?" Diane 
asked. 

"I just watched Sergeant Cope-
land use a pen," I said in a low 
voice. "And guess what? He 
writes left-handed." 

She looked at me blankly. "So?" 
"So why did he have his left 

wrist shackled to the prisoner?" 
After considering this, she said, 

"That is odd." 
Still in a low voice I said, "Ac

tually we have only Sergeant 
Copeland's word that he is the 
police officer and the other man is 
the prisoner." 

Diane looked startled. "What 
are you getting at?" 

I said, "The prisoner seems 
pretty suntanned for a convict 
who has been cooped up ten 
years. And the sergeant is remark
ably pale. You might almost say 
he has a prison pallor." 

In a slightly unsteady voice 
Diane said, "The prisoner escaped 

weeks ago. He could have ac
quired a tan. And it's not unusual 
for people who work in New York 
City to be pale." 

"In an outside job like a cop's?" 
After a period of silence she 

said, "If what you're suggesting is 
right, how did he ever work it?" 

I pursed my lips and stared out 
the window at the clouds below 
until I had my thoughts organized. 
Finally I said^ "Let's assimie both 
men are left-handed. The real Ser
geant Copeland would shackle the 
prisoner to his right wrist because 
his' gun was strapped to his left 
side. My guess is that the liquid in 
that bottle labeled as a sweetener 
is some kind of poison and that 
Willie somehow managed to slip 
it into the sergeant's coffee. Willie 
simply waited until the sergeant 
was unconscious, then switched 
wallets with him, removed the 
man's holster from his belt and 
put it on his own, then dropped 
the bottle of poison into the ser
geant's pocket. He unlocked the 
cuff from his ovm wrist, but left 
the other ring still at tached, 
pulled the man out into the aisle 
and called the stewardess." 

Diane said nothing for some 
time, merely thinking all of this 
over. Eventually she said, "Why 
would he deliberately call the 
doctor's attention to the poison?" 

"Because he intends to brazen it 
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out just as though he were Ser
geant Copeland. No one in Buf
falo knows what the sergeant 
looks like. When the patient ar
rives at the hospital and it is dis
covered he did not suffer a heart 
attack, biit was poisoned, no suspi
cion will be cast On the so-called 
sergeant because he has already 
supplied an explanation. He can 
arrange for the Buffalo police to 
\1Trt¥nri i\\t^ v^fiaj-\-r*^^f fr\.v It-ivvk »»-»^4"JI 
TT lAWV^XA U.J.^' LTA ±iJ\:fXM.\^M. A.\y± 1.XXXH \JLM.±\,X± 

he either recovers or dies, then 
walk off and be halfway to Aus
tralia before anyone discovers the 
patient is really Sergeant Cope-
land." 

"Unless the patient happens to 
regain consciousness en route to 
the hospital. Or even right after 
they pump him out." 

"Yes, there is that possibility," I 
said thoughtfully. "Our pale friend 
may be insisting on riding along 
in the ambulance in order to 
make sure the patient doesn't re
gain consciousness. I wonder if we 
could get ourselves invited to ride 
in that ambulance too." 

"Whatever for?" Diane asked in 
a startled tone. 

"To make sure the so-called 
Sergeant Copeland doesn't have a 
chance to shut up the patient- per
manently." 

"Wouldn't it be simpler just to 
phone the police from the airport, 
tell them your suspicions and have 

thein meet the ambulance at the 
hospital?" 

"The patient could be dead by 
then," I pointed out. "I really 
don't think it will be dangerous to 
ride along. The man isn't going to 
do anything to give himself away 
so long as he believes no one sus
pects him. And by the looks of 
the patient, he's not going to 
wake up en route, if ever. I just 
4.v,-.-.;u - i J u . 

. iiiiiiiv \jtti. picac^ii^c w u u i u uc 
likely to deter any lethal designs 
the fake sergeant has. Are you 
willing to go along?" 

" i s u p p o s e , " she said 
reluctantly. "But how on earth 
will we get aboard the ambu
lance?" 

"Leave that to me," I said with 
confidence. "They think you're a 
nurse, remember? • And I never 
told them what I am." 

Rising, I went back to the rear. 
The doctor was again leaning over 
the imconscioios man, listening to 
his heartbeat with his stethoscope. 
He put it away and resumed his 
seat as I approached. 

"No change," he said to his 
pale seatmate. 

Halting, I said, "Doctor, I'm a 
medical student from U.C.L.A. 
and my companion is a registered 
nurse. We would be glad to ride 
along with you in the ambulance." 

The pale man said, "Make it a 
little crowded, wouldn't it?" 
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"Not really," the doctor said. 
"No one but the driver will be 
with the ambulance. There will be 
plenty of room." 

I don't think the so-called Ser
geant Copeland liked the idea, but 
he couldn't, very well overrule the 
doctor. He gave a resigned shrug. 

The ambulance, was waiting 
when we landed at Buffalo Air
port. Over the intercom the stew
ardess asked all passengers to keep 
their seats until the patient could 
be imloaded. Someone brought a 
litter, and Dr. Smith, the pale 
pseudosergeant and I hfted the 
unconscious man onto it. I volun
teered to take one end of the lit
ter, the pale man whom I was 
convinced was Willie the Parrot 
Doyle took the other, the doctor 
went ahead and Diane trailed be
hind us. 

A couple of imiformed airport 
police were standing beside the 
ambulance. The ambulance driver 
was sitting in the cab with his 
back to us, and didn't even bother 
to get but. The reeu door was al
ready open. We loaded the litter, 
then the pale man introduced 
himself to the airport cops as Ser
geant Copeland of the NYPD, in
troduced Dr. Smith and explained 
the situation. When the airport 
cops asked who Diane and I were, 
the doctor explained that we were 
his assistants and would be riding 

with him in the ambulance also. 
One of the cops said, "Then I 

guess you've got a full house. One 
of us was going to offer to ride in 
with you." , 

"It won't be necessary," Dr. 
Smith assured him. 

We all climbed in, and the doc
tor pulled the door closed behind 
us. We all sat on an empty litter 
next to the patient's, facing him, 
the pale man nearest the driver, 
then me, then Diane, and with 
Dr. Smith nearest the back door. 

There was no partition between 
the cab and the rear of the ambu
lance, so that conversation could 
be carried on with .the driver. Dr. 
Smith said, "All right, driver, 
we're all in." 

The ambulance moved on, its 
red light blinking and its siren be
ginning to whine. Shortly after we 
pulled through the airport gate 
the siren cut off, though, and the 
reflection of the flashing red light 
suddenly stopped appearing along
side the road. 

Diane said sharply, "Why are 
you tiiming north, driver?" 

The driver made no answer. 
From the comers of my eyes I 
was conscious that Dr. Smith was 
unzipping his medical bag. My at
tention was primarily fixed on the 
pale man next to me, howeyer, 
alert for any false move he might 
make. 
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He made one. He was staring 
past me at the doctor when sud
denly his right hand disappeeired 
beneath his coat, then reappeared 
gripping a snub-nosed .38 Detec
tive Special. 

My reaction was a hangover 
'from hand-to-hand combat train
ing in the army. My left hand 
snaked out to clamp aromid the 
cylinder, preventing the gun from 
firing because ilie cylinder could 
not rotate. The edge of my' right 
palm sliced down on the man's 
wrist. He emitted a yowl of pain 
and the gun came away in my 
hand. 

"Thanks," the doctor said sar
donically. "I think he was beating 
me to the draw." , 

I tiimed to look at him, and my 
jaw dropped. He was covering all 
of us with a .45 automatic he had 
taken from his bag. I gazed from 
it to the sniib-nosed revolver I 
was uselessly gripping by the cyl
inder with my left hand. Then I 
looked back at the doctor. 

"I don't understand," I said. 
Sergeant Copeland was flexing 

his right fingers and rubbing his 
wrist. "I do," he growled. "I just 
tvunbled when he started to pull 
that cannon from his medical bag. 
Dr. Smith is really Smooth Eddie 
Greene, and this fake heart attack 
was rigged as an escape plan."-

"Right," the patient said, sitting 

up and removing the gun from 
my grip, "it was sparteine sul
phate in that bottle. Sergeant. It 
has the temporary effect on the 
heart of making it beat slower, 
causing a slow, weak pulse. Prob
ably wouldn't fool a doctor, but it 
makes a convincing enough heart 
attack to fool a layman." He 
looked at the fake doctor. "Why. 
the devil did you bring along 
these two kids?" 

"I thought some cops might be 
waiting to ride along, and there 
were. With them in tow, I had 
the excuse that there was no more 
room in the ambulance." 

Sergeant Copeland said to me, 
"Do you mind explaining why you 
disarmed me, yoimg maii?" 

I said sheepishly, "I thought 
you were Willie the Parrot and 
had switched places with the real 
sergeant. I'm sorry." 

" W h a t gave you that hare
brained idea?" he asked curiously. 

"Well, I saw you write left-
handed, and you had been cuffed 
to the prisoner by your left wrist. 
Also you are so much paler than 
Willie. I thought it might be 
prison pallor." 

"I'm ambidextrous and I. shoot 
with my right hand," he informed 
me. "My pale complexion is be
cause I'm on the homicide night 
trick." 

"Oh," I said in a subdued voice. 
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Willie the Parrot said to the 
driver, "All okay back here, Jim. 
Have any trouble?" 

"No," the driver said. "The si
ren told me when the ambulance 
was getting close. I pulled out of 
the side-road and blocked the way 
with the panel truck just before 
he got there. When he stopped, I 
stuck a gim in his face. He's tied 
up in the back of that hot panel 
truck. We-should be switched to 
the sedan and be a couple of hun
dred miles into Canada before 
anybody finds him on that side-
road." 

"Your kid brother Jim?" Ser
geant Copeland asked Willie, 
jerking his head toward the driver. 

"Uh-huh. We Doyles rstick to
gether." 

"What are your plans for us, 
Willie?" 

"Wel l now. Sergeant, what 
would you do in our position?" 

I felt a chill crawl along my 
spine. I gave Diane an apologetic 
look. She smiled back at me 
bravely, but her eyes were brimr 
ming with tears. 

Willie the Parrot glanced at 
Smooth Eddie, saw his gun was 
effectively covering us, and 
dropped the revolver into his coat 
pocket. The fake doctor's auto
matic rested^ on his knee, aimed 
past Diane in the general direc
tion of me and the detective. 

Diane made a sniffling noise. In 
a woeful voice she asked Smooth 
Eddie Greene, "May I get my 
handkerchief from my purse, 
please?" 

"Sure, go ahead," he said gener
ously. 

Unsnapping her purse, she 
dipped her hand into it and 
brought out a snub-nosed revolver 
similar to Sergeant Copeland's. It 
was cocked and aimed at Smooth 
Eddie's head before he could even 
start to react. He froze. 

In a flat, matter-of-fact voice 
too low to be heard by the driver, 
she said, "If you reach for your 
gim, Willie, I will have to put a 
bullet through Eddie's head, then 
shoot you. Eddie, set the safety, 
then very carefully hand your gun 
to me." . 

Eddie did as directed, very 
carefully. Diane relayed his auto
matic to Sergeant Copeland, 
leaned over to lift the revolver 
from Willie the Parrot's pocket 
and handed that to him also. The 
sergeant placed his own gun 
against the back of the driver's 
head. "Pull over, Jim," he or
dered. "Then pass your gun back, 
butt first." • - ' 

Jim did as directed. 
Neither Sergeant Copeland nor 

I made any. attempt to solve the 
mystery of how Diane happened 
to be carrying a gun until all 
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three bank robbers were thor
oughly under control. The ser
geant cuffed Willie the Parrot's 
hands behind him, tied Smooth 
Eddie's behind him with his neck
tie, and used Willie's necktie on 
Jim, because the yoimger brother 
wasn't, wearing any. When they 
were all loaded into the back of 
the ambulance and we three were 
standing behind it, the detective 
Snaily looked at Diane. 

"I didn't know nurses' carried 
guns, Miss Wharton," he said. 
"Particularly on planes, where it 
happens to be a federal offense." 

"I'm not a nurse," she said. 
"I'm a policewoman. And, as you 
know, the airhnes encourage po
lice officers to carry their guns on 
flights as an added precaution 
against hijackers." 

"A p o l i c e w o m a n ? " I said. 
"You're a cop?'' 

"Yes," she said in an oddly de
fensive tone. "Do you mind?" 

"I think it's wonderful," I said. 
"It's always an advantage for a 
confidential investigator to have a 
friend on the force, and I can't 
think of a nicer friend to have." 

"You may not feel that way 
when you learn what I did to 
you," she said ruefully. . 

"What's that?" 
"I'll tell you later. We'd better 

get our prisoners down to police 
headquarters now." 

"Yeah,",Sergeant Copeland said. 
"This is all very interesting, but 
let's get moving. Can you drive 
this thing, Shelton?" 

"Of course," I said. 
"Then take the wheel and I'll 

ride guard in back. You can sit up 
front with him, if you want, Miss 
Wharton." 

She took the offer. We rode in 
silence for some minutes before I 
finaiiy said, "What was it you did 
to me?" 

She didn't answer immediately, 
and when she did her tone was 
both apologetic and slightly ap
prehensive. "You're going to be 
mad at me. I put you on a Httle 
about your deductive talent." 

"Oh? How?" 
"I didn't exactly lie, but I gave 

you the impression that some of 
your deductions were correct by 
not saying anything, when ac
tually they weren't." 

"I see. Which ones?" 
"Well, I wasn't vacationing in 

. L.A. I was taking a summer 
course . in c r imina l i s t i c s at 
U.C.L.A. I did spend some week
ends at the beach, which is how I 
got my tan, but I got my nose 
simbumed playing tennis. Inciden
tally, I attended Fredonia State 
College, not the University of Buf
falo." 

I looked sidewise in siu-prise. 
"Then why are you wearing a U. 
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of B. ring, if I may inquire?" 
"It isn't mine," she said, taking 

it off to show me the string 
wound around its underside to 
make it fit because it was too 
large for her. "Around here, girls 
wear boys' class rings on their en
gagement fingers as a symbol of 
going steady." 

"It isn't on your engagement 
finger." 

"No," she said, replacing it on 
her right hand. "But it was when 
I left for the West Coast. He 
doesn't yet know I'm not still 
wearing it there." 

"Oh, so your fiance wasn't in 
Los Angeles after all. You broke 
the engagement by long distance." 

"Not an engagement," she cor- ~ 
rected. "Just going steady. I had 
been considering ending it all 
summer. It started going sour 
even before I left for summer 
school, and a couple of weeks ago 
I decided to break it oflF as soon 
as I got back home. But I hadn't 
run into anyone else out there 
who particularly interested me, so 
there wasn't much point in re
moving the ring." 

"Then why did you?" I asked. 
"I saw you admiring me when 

we were standing in line at the 
loading gate. I rather suspected 
you would like to sit beside me, 
and I thought seeing the ring 
might discourage you so I 
switched it to my right hand 
while we were waiting in line." 

Her revelation that she had 
been laughing at me on the plane 
all the time I was posturing as a 
deductive genius hadn't made rne 
angry at her, as she had expected, 
but it had considerably deflated 
my ego. Her statement that some 
of my deductions had been incor
rect was more than kind. Actually, 
the only thing I had gotten right 
was that she was from Buffalo. 

Now my ego suddenly inflated 
again, though, with her confession 
that she had been as instantly at
tracted to me as I was to her, and 
her contrition at having put me 
on sounded sincere enough to 
merit forgiveness. 

Perhaps I was a total flop at 
the art of deduction, but it looked 
as though I might have a promis
ing future in the art of seduction. 
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Seldom does a killer scatter clues so profusely, though there 
may he no help for it. • , 

It was 12:30 and suddenly I was 
awake. I sat up straight and lis
tened, as one will, for disturbing 
sounds in the night and heard' 
nothing except for the soft and or
dinary hum of light traffic on the 
more important street two blocks 
away. , . 

Well, I am not one to keep my 
head on the pillow" with my eyes 
wide open at the dark, so I got 
out of bed, slipped into slippers; 

belted my robe and padded into 
the kitchenette to heat a pan of 
milk with a little salt added. It's a 
very good stomach settler should 
one's stomach be out of whack, 
and I figure when one wakes up 
suddenly in the night, if it isn't a 
strange noise that has wakened 
one, it certainly has to be a guilty 
conscience or an upset stomach— 
and, beUeve me, my conscience is 
clear since I live according to the 
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mean ing of my given name, 
"Christine," which means the 
Christian or Anointed. So I got 
out the milk and reached for the 
salt. 

(Of course, when I found out 
afterward what had happened, I 
suppose she must have cried out, 
and that's what really woke me 
up—but I didn't know about her 
then.) 

I was standing there, stirring 
the pan, admiring my cross-
s t i t ched MILK OF HUMAN 
KINDNESS motto on the wall in 
the dim light of the stove when I 
heard the sound—a soft, slithery 
sound out in the hall. 

I not only have remarkably 
good ears, but the walls in this 
apartment building are paper thin 
and even furtive sounds, when ev-

ceal their noise or intent. Instead, 
they had always rung out boldly, 
sharp and frank, hoping to shock 
my disapproving ears. 

I Ustened then to the -careful, 
retreating footfall, finally lost on 
the rubber treads of the stairs. 

I turned out the flame, snapped 
off the light and fumbled my way 
through darkness to stand behind 
the curtains of the front windows 
and look down at the street, three 
stories below. 

The man emerging from the 
apartment house entrance cast a 
long, diagonal shadow across the 
sidewalk. He hurried along the 
car-hned street and disappeared 
into one of the parked cars. I 
heard the engine start, a noisily 
suppressed self-conscious sound. 
and opened the window to sink 

\ ^ Pa-uliMi, C. SimApK. 
erything else is quiet, bounce 
clearly from the bare hall floor to 
whisper against my kitchenette 
wall—and these were furtive 
sounds for sure; secret sounds, 
slipping, sliding, surrepti t ious 
sounds—the faint creak of a door, 
the soft click of the latch. I lis
tened, holding my breath because 
the soimds, muffled with secrecy, 
were filled with a need to hide; 
and sounds from across the hall 
had never before sought to con-

down on my knees and lean out 
far enough so that I could see. 
The car remained dark while the. 
driver maneuvered if from its 
closed-in parking space, the head
lights arid taiUights not corning on 
until it entered the street and, 
minimally raucous, moved through 
the sleeping night; a little car, a 
bug, looking Uke a wind-up toy 
and soimding like one too. 

The open. window let in the 
cold, dry, still air. I rose from my 
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knees and closed it, shivering, and. 
hunched the collar of my robe 
against my throat, wondering if it 
were only the still night, the cold 
and isolated darkness that held me 
with icy apprehension . . . but 
no, there was something . wrorig, 
something very wrong in the 
quietly latched door and the softly 
hushed footsteps leading away 
from the apartihent across the 
hall. I fastened the belt of my 
robe tighter and walked through 
the dark of my livingroom. I un
locked and opened the door just 
enough to give me a view of the 
closed door across the way, its 
brassy 3-A number vague in the 
dim light from the shaded bulb 
over the stairway. 

I left my own door open and 
stepped across the hall. 

Standing in the faintly brighter 
path of light from the crack under 
the door, I tapped lightly, then 
less lightly. The hall was quiet 
with soundless shadows. I pressed 
my' face close to the door, so close 
that when I called "Kara," in 
barely a whisper, my lips brushed 
the wood. 
. The sound of my own voice 

startled me and I looked nervously 
over my. shoulder toward the stair
well. 

I turned the knob and the door 
came open with a sigh. I jumped 
and held my breath. Then I 

pushed the door open wider, 
looked upon the lighted room and 
let out my breath. It was untidy, 
but no • more. so than usual; lit
tered as it always was, but not 
violently so. I reached out and 
rapped my knuckles against the 
open door, calling "Kara," softly. 

No sound. • • 
I' stepped from the bare floor of 

the hall onto worn brovyn carpet
ing and woimd my arms arovmd 

' myself, listening to nothing. 
.1 moved into the room thinking 

that perhaps Kara was " sleeping 
and the man had left her to sleep 
by leaving quietly—not furtively* 
after all. 

The apartments in this building 
are simple and identical. A short 
corridor from the hvingroom leads 
to the kitchenette and bathroom 
on the hall sidie, and on the other 
to a bedroom. I looked longingly 
back at the open door of escape, 
just before I stepped far enough 
into the room to see down the 
corridor and the light spilling out 
from the open bedroom door. 

I held my breath again. Would 
a man being cautiously quiet so as 
liot to awaken a sleeper leave the 

. light shining on a sleeper's closed 
eyes? "Kara," I whispered, my 
voice clogging my throat. 

I moved down the corridor, 
hugged against the wall, and as I 
approached the lighted open door-
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way of the bedroom, I saw the 
dresser first, its top dusty with 
powder reflected in the mirror 
and the powder, Hke a Hght snow
fall, whitening the brown earth-
look of the carpet. 

Another step showed me the 
foot of the bed, sheet and blankets 

tumbled in to a messy h e a p . 
, "Kara," I said with my lips, my 
body pressed flat, the palms of my 
hands against the wall, sidling to 
reach the open doorway and look 
d i rec t ly into the room and 
directly at the bed where Kara, 
propped against the pillows, lay 
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staring sightlessly, her face a dull 
purple in the bright light. 

I clapped a hand to rriy mouth 
" to smother my own scream, and 
whirled, bumping the wall. I 
stumbled, half fell and staggered, 
still falling, through the short cor
ridor that seemed miles long, 
away from the shaft of . terrible 
light, into the livingroom. 

I ran blindly, smashed into a 
chair and fell against the edge of 
the open hall door, swinging it so 
that I had to claw and grab be
fore it closed and left me trapped 
with the thing in the bedroom. 

Chnging to the door, my limbs 
leaden, I pushed it and myself to 
the hall—remembering then, with 
one slippered foot on the goal of 
the bare hall floor, that I had no 
phone in my apartment, and I 
must have a phone to get help 
over here . . . 

Clutching the door, I reached 
and almost touched Kara ' s 
phone—almost, not quite. Breath
ing hard rny. eyes darting, I let go 
of the door and lunged, crashing 
the table, knocking off̂  the hand
set, and snatched at the cradle. I 
jerked it to the hall, crawling 
now, and set it on the bare floor, 
yanking at the cord to pull the re
ceiver from the room. I hooked a 
finger around the edge of the door 
to bring it toward me and shut 
out what was behind it. 

Then I knelt on the hall floor to 
dial. 

Kara Mabry had Uved. across 
the hal l from me for e igh t 
months, and now that the eight 
months are over and she is gone, I 
know that those were the happiest 
months of my life. Kara, so beau
tiful, so zestful, so joyful. Kara, 
whose name means pure so that I 
must believe her soul was in
nocent if her body was not. 

She had laughed when I told 
her the meaning of her narhe. 
"Pure hogwash," she called it, but 
Kara was always laughing and 
making fun. It was her defense, as 
if she were the wayward daughter 
I'd never had, rebelUng against 
the guidance of a virtuous mother 
she had never known. 

I told her that once and she 
laughed then too, but she also 
leaned over and kissed my cheek. -

I don't know a thing about her 
except for the few bits of informa
tion she occasionally di-opped 
which may or may not have been 
truths. "She never spoke of any 
relatives, or friends either," I an
swered Lieutenant Riddle's ques
tion. "She said she was reared in 
foster homes and, after growing 
up, she jumped around from.place 
to place, apparently not staying in 
any one place long enough to 
malce friends." 
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Except for me; I was her friend, 
despite all her scornful, high
handed defiance, but now and 
then she paid attention. "Your 
definition of sin, sweetie," she said 
when I stitched her a motto for 
her apartment wall, "your defini
tion and mine are two different 
things. I bet you've never even 
known a man." 

"Of course I have," I told her. 
"I knew my brother and father," 
and she laughed. 

Lieutenant Riddle followed me 
into my kitchenette while I made 
coffee. It was late in the morning. 
Kara's body had been taken away 
and the fingerprint men and pho
tographers had finished across the 
hall. "So I suppose," I told the 
lieutenant, "I knew her as well as 
anyone, but I don't know which 
man it was last night. He cast a 
long shadow in the street Ught, as 
if he might be tall, but then 
maybe anyone would at that 
angle. He drove one of those little 
cars, a little bug of a car that 
sounds like a child's worn-out toy 
. . . No, I couldn't tell what color 
it was, there wasn't enough hght 
for that." 

Lieutenant Riddle was looking 
at my MILK OF HUMAN KIND
NESS motto over the stove. I 
have a number of these mottoes 
on the kitchenette walls, all per
taining to food for the inner man 

and the morality of his soul, such 
as CAST THY BREAD UPON 
THE WATERS and BY THEIR 
FRUITS YE SHALL KNOW 
THEM. "Are these your work?" 
he asked me. 

"Yes," I said. 
"And did you make those in the 

apartment across the hall?" 
Life is terribly unfair. Had the 

opportunity been offered me to 
marry and have a daughter like 
Kara, I could have made of her a 
moral, upright woman, as beau
tiful in spirit as she was in fea
ture—but when she came into my 
life eight months ago, I was too 
shy, too frozen within my in
articulate spinsterhood to do more 
than speak to her through cross-
stitch messages. 

"I tried to show her the error 
of her ways," I said stiffly. 

She must have learned some
thing about the Bible, however, at 
some time in her life, because af
ter I made AMEND YOUR 
WAYS, OVERCOME EVIL 
WITH GOOD and THE WAGES 
OF SIN IS DEATH, she had told 
me that my definition of sin was 
different from hers, and I suppose 
it was. After that she said, with a 
derisive smile on her beautiful 
face, why didn't I make her some 
mottoes for her men friends . . . 

Well, really! 
"How many men regularly vis-
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ited Miss Mabry?" asked Lieuten
ant Riddle, sliding his eyes over 
my shoulder. 

"Three," I said. 
"Did you know any of them?" 
I turned from the ^stove and 

gave him a straight stare. "Of 
course not." 

"Well, I 'mean •. . . were you 
ever introduced? Did you see 
them come or go? I mean, could 
you describe these men? Do you 
know anything about them?" 

"No," I said, "no, and no," an
swering all his questions. The 
idea! 

I poured the coffee and he fol
lowed me into the livingroom. 
"You see. Miss Lascher, all we 
have to go on is the fact that this 
man, the alleged murderer, left 
Miss Mabry's apartment shortly 
after 12:30 this morning, climbed 
into a 'little bug of a car,' your 
description, and took off. We 
can't check out the dfiver of ev
ery VW in the city, not to men
tion the Toyotas, Volvos and all 
the rest of the bugs, without even 
knowing what we're looking for. 
Miss Lascher . . ." The heutenant 
placed his coffee cup on a table 
and bent in the middle, "we 
haven't a thing to go on except 
what you can tell us. Nothing." 
Then he sat and looked at me. 

"What can I tell you?" I asked. 
"Anything," he said. "Anything 

that Miss Mabry left out," and I 
jumped. "Well ," he explained, 
"we looked through everything in 
her apartment, of course, and 
came up with nothing. No address 
book. No telephone nimribers. No 
letters or names. We don't know 
where she worked . . . if she 
did." ^ • 

"She said she was a model," I 
"said. 

He nodded. "Did she seem to 
have assignments?'' 

"She went out—sometimes—dur
ing the day, irregularly. Some
times during the evening. She said 
she was modeling." 

"Where?" 
"I don't know where." 
Kara was gone. There was noth

ing left of her. I could not re
member the tirnbre of her voice, 
the hit of her laughter. But it was 
always that way in my apartment, 
even when she was alive and I 
had just left hers; the essence of 
Kara seemed to dissolve in the 
hallway and disappear once I en
tered my-own door, as if her 
warmth, her zest, had cooled and 
shriveled to.-nothing in the puri-

- tanical. austerity of my Home. 
"These men, she must have said 

something about t hem, t h e i r 
names, where they lived, what 
they did for a living, something 
about their characteristics. All 
we've got are a bunch of smudged 
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fingerprints, the sound of a car 
and a dead woman." 

"I can't remember," I cried. "I 
can't even remember her." I shiv
ered. "I can't remember her here. 
She was never here, here in this 
apartment . . ." 

She had moved in noisily on a 
warm day in early April. I first 
saw her when I made the excuse 
to open my hall door as if I were 
looking for the paper: small, beau
tiful, radiating youth, energy and 
vitality, a girl like • I wished I 
could have been—oh, no, a daugh-, 
ter such as one I wished I could 
have had and taught to be good. 
She wore shorts, hot-pants I be
lieve they are disgustingly called, 
and a little thing on top that was 
shockingly revealing. From that 
very moment, even before I knew 
of her sinful ways, I wanted to 
lead her into the paths of righ
teousness. . 

"You see," I explained to the 
lieutenant, "I was always over 
there." Heavens! I certainly was! I 
tidied her apartment because she 
was so distressingly careless. I 
didn't think she ate right, if at all, . 
so I cooked up good rich stews, 
tossed nice leafy salads and urged 
her to eat, all of which caused her 
to laugh. "I can't remember what 
she said or even what she was like 
because she isn't here, never was 
here . . ." and my apartment felt 

icy cold and devastatingly lonely. 
"All r ight ." The lieutenant 

stood. He had not even touched 
the coffee at his elbow.' "Let's go 
across the hall. We haven't a 
thing to go on, no place to start. 
You're the only one who knew 
anything about her, so let's go to 
where you might be able to recall 
something that would help." 

I himg back, remembering last 
night, - when Lieutenant Riddle 
opened Kara's door and stepped 
aside. Then I walked in and he 
closed the door, and I remem-
bered'Kara. 

Kara was all aroimd me; her 
voice, her laughter, her derision 
and vulnerability. She sprawled on 
the couch, laughing at me and 
herself and the world, I suppose, 
as she said, "Your idea of sin,, 
sweetie, and mine, are two differ
ent, things . . ." and told me that 
her idea of sin was not how and 
what kind of love she found, but 
that she had to find any kind, 
wherever she could find it—and 
her idea of sin was not a few 
amateur photographers seeking 
kicks, and finding her, thus, offer
ing her a choice; but upright fos
ter fathers whom she could not 
choose and from whose unfatherly 
love she always ran. I closed my 
eyes, remembering beautiful, cyni
cal Kara—Kara, the pure, who had 
received the wages of a sin that 
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was not of her own manufacture. 
"Make a motto for him," she'd 

said, holding out a bracelet that I 
would not touch . . . I knew then 
that, at some time - or another, in 
some foster home or many, under 
the tutelage of some upright foster 
father or more, she had been 
.taught the Bible. "Stitch up 'The 
Lord called Samuel,' for the jew
eler who brings me junk—and 
himself, God's gift to Kara." 

" 'The Lord called Samuel, and 
he answered, here am 1'?" I asked. 

I walked around the room, re-
• inembering Kara while the lieu

tenant sat quietly, allowing me to 
remember. I moved toward the 
front windows where she had 
stood and said, "Stitch up 'Spread
ing himself like a green bay tree,' 
for the slob with a paunch. I tell 
him to run along beside his truck 
on the long hauls," she said, chok- . 
ing with laughter, "get some exer
cise. I tell him he's a hippo. One 
of these days," and she became 
thoughtful, "one of these„days one 
of these guys won't take it any
more—and, like you say, the 
wages of sin will be death." 

I shuddered. I had shuddered 
then. I shuddered now, for the 
wages of a lot of people's sins had 
been her death—but not the junk 
jeweler, God's gift to Kara—for he 
would have been too self-cen-

. tered; and not the man who had 

"spread himself like a green bay 
tree," remembering the long thin 
shadow on the street below, a 
knife-blade of a man. 

The l ieutenant opened his 
mouth and closisd it again as I 
moved stiffly aroimd the room, 
among Kara's few belongings, 
among Kara's dreams—but no, she 
had had no dreams, for she was' 
beyond dreaming after the foster 
homes that had crushed them all 
to leave her with stark and barren 
reality and imitations of love. 

I stopped before the HONOR 
UNTO THE WIFE mot to- the 
one I had made as positive advice 
since none of my negative sugges
tions had any effect . . '.. "Oh, I 
could marry," she. had said defen
sively, with-'shght belligerence. "I 
could marry and settle down and 
be a Snowman's wife and have a 
bunch of little flaky kids . . ." 
She spoke with much slang I 
didn't understand. 

"What is flaky?" I asked the 
lieutenant,, who looked confused. 
"Flaky, a slang phrase," I ex
plained. 
" W e l l , " he said, searching.for a 

meaning, "to 'flake off' means 'get 
lost' . . ." 

I shook my head. What was it 
she had said? ". . . have a bunch 
of little flaky kids spreading snow 
when the weather is cold and dry 
. . . " I closed my eyes tight and 
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the tears squeezed through. I 
missed Kara and her strange chat
ter. I missed her with the terrible 
maternal spinster need for a 
daughter to love in answer to the 
need of a woman grown up with
out a mother; the shy affinity 
shown only through cross-stitched 
messages and a kiss on the cheek. 

"A Snowman," I asked the lieu
tenant, "what is a Snowman?" 

"Huh?" he said. 
That is what she had called 

him, this one man of the three 
who had wanted to marry Kara, 
who had not wanted marriage but ' 
an imitation of love. "Look," she 
had said, "the slob, well all right, 
he's a slob with lots of fat, that's 
normal enough; so is God's gift to 
Kara—man-normal. But the Snow
man . . ." and I had never seen 
such a look of distaste as the one 
then that held Kara's usual laugh
ing face, "the Snowman drifts, and 
leaves parts of himself with; me. 
Yech! And tonight will be cold 
and dry . . . " 

The lieutenant became alert. 
"You mean she called one of those 
guys a Snowman? • Are you sure it 
wasn't Snowbird?" 

I shook my head impatiently, 
and didn't bother to listen while 
he tried to analyze the name of 
Snowman: "Maybe, the guy's a 
junky. Let's see, a cocaine-mor
phine mixture is sometimes called 

snow, and they call, or used to 
call a user of cocaine or morphine 
a Snowbird. Maybe it was Snow
bird she called this guy, and he 
was high and it was he you heard 
last night, right after he killed her 
and left . . . " 

He was the one who killed her, 
all right. I knew that now. Not 
because he was what Lieutenant 
Riddle thought he \vas, but be
cause, for some reason, it was a 
cold, dry night and Kara found 
him distasteful. 

I walked down the corridor 
while the lieutenant stood at the 
hall opening, angry because I 
wouldn't concede him the name 
Snowbird and his analysis. He 
watched me, stony-faced, thinking, 
I knew, that I was nothing but an 
old biddy spinster, coming up 
with nothing, and getting my 
kicks only, as Kara would say, in 
this sinful apartment of death . . . 
"They were getting their kicks in 
a scroumgy photographic studio 
. . . " I remembered her words, 
and looked back at the Ueutenant. 

"She found the men who came 
to visit her in the photographic 
studio where she modeled," I in
formed him, and his mou th 
dropped open as if he should have 
thought of that himself. "She told 
me so," I said. "I've read about 
those places in the newspaper. 
Shameful!" I pinned him with the. 
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accusing eyes of a decent citizen 
for the lax police work that did 
not close down such dens of in
iquity. 

In the corridor, where I had 
stood the night before, I looked in 
at the bedroom at the drift of 
powder still on th^ dresser. "It 
was at -one of my foster homes 
that I saw this big box of dusting 
powder on the woman's dressing 
table," I recalleu Kara saying. 
"Wow! All that powder and the 
big, fluffy pijff, so I slapped it all 
over me; my face, my hair, my 
hands, my arms, loving the soft 
feel of it." She. smiled, remember
ing—then she laughed without the 
smile, and added, "I got licked for 
that little trick, of course, but I 
swore to myself that once I was 
on my own I'd cloud myself with 
dusting powder forevermore. And 
I do." The powder was gone from 
the earth-brown rug, trodden in 
the worn nap by poUcemen feet, 
scuffed to a gray fog on the dark 
carpet except for a scattering of 
snowlike flakes. I was still able to 
hear Kara's voice: "I could settle 
down and be a Snowman's wife 
and have a bunch of little flaky 
kids , . . . ' • 

I stepped inside the bedroom 
and sank to my knees, peering 
closely at the flakes that had not 
been ground to a finer-than-pow-
der dust; thin, shaving-hke flakes. 

almost transparent. "On a cold, 
dry night, the Snowrnan drifts and 
leaves parts of himself with me 
. . ."- I heard Kara say, and shud
dered. 

The lieutenant stood in the 
open -doorway, looking down at 
me. "Well, what—" I heard him 
start to say, then I heard no more; 
instead, I was hearing Kara as she 
dropped the derisive remark, "He 
probably leaves snowdrifts all over 
the grease spots'in his garage." 

I leaned over the translucent 
flakes of skin on the carpet and, 
staring at the parts of himself the 
killer had left behind, I said to 
Lieutenant Riddle, "He met her at 
the studio where she modeled, and 
he works in a garage. His skin 
flakes off, especially during dry, 
cold weather. Last night was dry 
and cold. The man Kara called 
'the Snowman' killed her." 

The lieutenant squatted, steady
ing himself with the heel of one 
hand, to peer at the minute white 
snoNV shards . He labor ious ly 
picked up a piece of dry skiii be
tween his thumb . and forefinger, 
where it was lost, and studied it. 
Then, teetering, he brought forth 
an envelope, and as I rose to my 
feet and left the bedroom, he was" 
carefully dropping minute flakes 
into the envelope. 

I loved Kara very much and 
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through that love I • heard, after 
her death, what I had not both
ered to hsten to when she was 
ahve. Nor did I hsten to Lieuten
ant Riddle very closely when he 
visited me much later to tell me 
that he had found the elusive 
Snowman. 

"We foimd the studio," he said 
and cleared his throat. "We foimd 
the garage. The guy drives a VW. 
You were right about that too." 

I didn't look up. I was busy 
stitching a motto. 

"He has ichthyosis," said the 
lieutenant. "It's also called alliga-
torskin, fishskin disease, or xerosis, 
a condition that dates from birth 
and tends to run in families . . ." 
I could marry the Snotimian, Kara 
had said, using her name for the 
killer, and have a bunch of flaky 
kids . . . 

"Ichthyosis," said the lieutenant, 
"affects only the outer layer of 
the skin, which presents rough, 
fishUke scales, bluish-red in color-
rarely attacking, fortunately, the 
face, hands, or feet; nor does it in
jure the general health except 
where the ability to perspire is 

lessened and the afflicted person 
becomes feverish . . ." One of 
these days, Kara had said, one of 
these guys won't take it anymore— 
and like you say, the wages of sin 
will he death. 

"Cold weather and dry air 
make the- condition worse," said 
the lieutenant, "and it was dry 
and cold that night, so he left his 
skin scales all over the place; we 
just didn't see the clues with all 
the powder . . ." The Snowman 
drifts, and leaves parts of himself 
with me, Kara had said. And 
tonight will be cold and dry. 

I looked up as the lieutenant 
said, "I see you are working on 
another motto." 

"Yes," I answered, and spread 
out the cross-stitched -EYE FOR 
EYE text from Exodus. "It is not 
only for the Snowman, but also 
for all those who came before, the 
sinners, for whom my Kara col
lected the wages," and I looked at 
the motto which, when finished, 
wi l l read: EYE FOR EYE, 
TOOTH FOR TOOTH, HAND 
FOR HAND, FOOT FOR 
FOOT . . . 
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A terrible party often has a considerable number and variety 
of leftovers. 

be spread on all sides, he tried to 
open his eyes, but only the left 
one responded properly. The 
other was like (he shuddered) a 
soft-boiled egg in a broken shell. 

What the hell happened here? 
he asked himself. 

The answer teetered perilously 
on the spongy cliff of semi
consciousness. He backed away 
from it, afraid. He matched the 
good eye, the fairly good eye, 
with the bad one by closing it. In 
the pink haze behind the lids 
danced a warped image of Marga
ret, and of David Apgar too; of 
Margaret and David, intimate and 
absurd, with Pauline Apgar mo
mentarily luminous in the back
ground and then fading against 
the simpering intrusion of Mal
colm Foster. 

Purple people-eaters; are they 
still here? 

The tiniest part of the answer 

Danver Hopkins awoke and real
ized fuzzily that it wasn't worth 
it; not this morning. 

The pillow under his head was 
damp from a long night's sweat. 
The frontal lobes throbbed. His 
nose seemed to be clogged with 
wet cotton. The interior of his 
mouth was scorched from the left 
gumline to' the far right, with a 
desiccated tongue lying dead in 
the middle. In order to see the 
shambles that he suspected must 
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peered from a shadowy crevice of 
his mind, then withdrew. 

Margaret, he called silently. 
Exercising great willpower, he 

turned his sweaty head toward 
Margaret's bed and forced the 
good eye to open narrowly. The 
sunlight lay on the taut blue 
spread like a puddle of fresh wa
ter dammed in place by the jac-
quard configurations. The bed was 
empty. It, hadn't been _disturbed 
all night. The digital clock on the 
table beside it flipped out a new 
minute: 11:39. 

Closing his eye against the 
, scratching burr of sunlight, he 
tried to postpone wondering what 
had happened, but the pictures 
were there—fragmented, perhaps, 
yet essentially indestructible, -
ready to reform and move at a 
given impulse. ^ 

With a start, he thought he al
most saw something. 

"Margaret," he said in a hoarse 
whisper that he hardly,_ recognized 
as his own. "Marga re t , " the 
strange voice called out. "Peg, 
honey, where are you?" 

Finally he got out of bed. On 
his feet, he felt drained arid dizzy. 
He was still wearing black socks 
of executive length and nothing 
else. Against the black his flesh 
looked dankly white and vulner
able. He couldn't seem to recall a 
single detail of going to bed. For 

the past week he had been con
suming booze in wholesale quan
tities; now the memory of every
thing was tilted at surrealistic 
angles and painfully shot through 
with a shimmer of- cock-eyed col
ors. . . 

He began to recall vaguely a 
few crazy moments of last night's 
cocktail party. Was it last night? 
Or the night before? Anyway, he 
had a feeling that the party had 
been a total fiasco, and worse. 

As he made his naked way to 
•the master bathroom, lurching un-
masterfully a bit to the left, the 
question that kept- beating away 
at him like a strobe flash from a 
brain tumor was why in hell had 
he arranged the damned party in 
the first place. He must be some 

- kind of simpleminded ' masochist, 
inviting his wife's lover over to 

• sip and sup. Knock knock, who's 
there? David Apgar and Margaret 
Hopkins, the secretive pair, that's 
who's there. 

It amused him to observe how . 
they pretended^ as always, that 
they were just neighborly friends 
or ffieridly neighbors, nothing 
more. They put on a good act of 
guarded pol i teness so trans
parently phony that it failed to 
deceive even Pauline Apgar, the 
beautiful but dumb, the dreary, 
the drag. To console her (or him
self), he'd made a couple of 
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clumsy passes at her over the past 
month, only to be stupidly re
jected by a banal watchword: 
"I'm not like that, Danver." 

Not like what, you silly broad? 
"Something inside won't let me 

out of line." . • 
Call it lack of something—imag

ination, curiosity, or plain human-

ity-̂  
"No matter what, I can' t . 

Ever." 
Thus spake the poor prosaic 

watcher of afternoon TV. Hence, 
unfaithful David Apgar was eating 
his cake and also having it. 

In front of the bathroom mirror 
Danver Hopkins stared without 
real recognition at Danver • Hop
kins. Somehow he didn't quite 
look like' himself. The clown in 
the mirror wore a face of disaster. 
It was, a mottled face, a puffy 
face, a scratched and stupid face. 
The one good eye was yellowish 
and skeined with red. The big 
fool's nose was faintly purple. The 
thick dry lips were the unhealthy 
brown color of hamburger left too 
long uncovered, with a -similar 
texture. 

Holy Moses, who is this guy? 
And what have they done to him? 

"Then, all at once, he detected 
the basic cause of his alteration. 
This dizzard, gaping through one 
eye from the mirror, was Danver 
Hopkins without, his luxurious 

beard. Some son-of-a-bleep had 
clipped his -whiskers while he 
slept. The growth that had gradu
ally created an incognito for his 
bare face was now, by its sudden 
absence, subsuming another alien, 
a hairless oddball with a beat-up 
phiz, a wavering reflection with
out dependable recollection. 

Whoever had shorn away, the 
hirsute mask was no expert. The 
results were rather a mess. A clus
ter of bristles sprouted from the 
cleft of chin. Islets of black hair 
pocked the pallid jowls. The long 
upper lip, white as the underbelly 
of a dead fish, bore two jagged 
nicks from a reckless razor. 

Who done it? It was a mystery 
minus clues. 

. A thick fog seemed to be cling
ing to the ridges of his forehead, 
obscuring even the inimediate mo
ment. Perhaps a needlepoint 
shower would dispel it. 

He sat on the fluffy blue cover 
of the toilet seat. The removal of 
the knee-high socks became a 
great task. Several times a vertigo 
nearly pitched him forward, head
first. At last, standing straddle-
legged and flat-footed, he moved 
toward the somewhat opaque 
plexiglas shower door with the 
rolling gait of a sailor contending 
with a heaving deck. He pulled 
the door open. 

Pauline Apgar, fully clothed, 
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was inside. She was sitting on the 
floor in a posture of spinelessness, 
wearing one of his neckties, Dan-
ver Hopkins noticed.' It was slip-
knotted tight into the throat, and 
the insipidly pretty face was an 
electrifying blue against the yel
low tiles. 

Terrible. He stepped back. Ter
rible. MHiat a terrible party it must 
have been. 

Suddenly, as if in spite of him
self, he began remembering, per
haps a bit askance but never
theless remembering . . . 

Let's see. The Apgars had ar
rived around five the previous 
evening. Their arrival had inter
rupted Margaret's everlasting pro
test against his next drink. He was 
experimenting with a new version 
of Scotch and soda—25 percent 
more Scotch and 25 percent less 
soda—when the Apgars (one or the 
other, most likely Pauline) rang 
the bell. 

"Don't you think you ought to 
coast, Dannie?" Margaret was- say
ing as she puttered over an hors 
d'oeuvres paste. "Like for a 
month maybe." 

A lobster paste, that was it. Or 
shrimp. Or maybe it was clam 
dip. Who the hell cares? 

Between the ringing of the bell 
tmd the actual presence of the 
Apgars wdthin the walls of the 
house, the memory of those 

damned hors d'oeuvres occupied 
an unconscionable long period of 
time. Afterward, when the Apgars 
had been served cocktails, many 
cocktails no doubt, all that he 
real ly reca l led was miles of 
'smiles—forced smiles, facile smiles, 
grotesque smiles, bored smiles, 
even a few painful smiles mostly 
from himself as observed interi
orly—but not a word of talk. 
Hours must have elapsed. 

Then came Malcolm Foster, mi-
invited, from the house next door. 
"My own guests have gone," he 
announced with an apologetic 
simper, "and I can't bear the 
thought of retiring yet." With 
wrist daintily bent, he fconsulted 
his watch. "It's only five of 
twelve, darlings. The night is 
yoimg. May I mix myself a rum 
swizzle?" ^ 

So whatever happened must 
have happened after 11:55,. or 
probably much later. In Danver 
Hopkins' mind dwelt a flickering 
image of Malcolm mixing a sec
ond rum swizzle and possibly a 
third. Also he seemed to hear him 
repeating and then echoing the 
details smrounding the successful 
baking of an upside-down cake 
made from unadulterated—"do not 
homogenize"—buttermilk. "Obtain 
it from Foley's Farm . . . from 
Foley's Farm . . . from . . ." 

At the moment the thought of 

MORNING SIMPLIFIES EVERYTHING 33 
LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG

ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



anything upside down and full of 
buttermilk stirred naiosea in Dan-
ver Hopkins. 

By now he had left the bath
room and was wandering foggily 
around the bedroom in search of 
something. A pair of yellow nylon" 
shorts lay on the rug at the foot 
of Margaret's bed. That's what he. 
was looking for. He picked them 
up. Grasping the back of the chair 
in front of Margaret's dressing 
table, he entered the shorts one 
leg at a time. 

Margaret, he kept thinking, 
where are you? Why'do, you per
mit a guest to hang around inside 
the shower? Dead. 

It was only then that the hor
rible reaUty of the situation pene
trated the sponginess of his brain. 

Now, where's Margaret? Is she 
with Apgar—the two-tirning hypo
crite—while his own wife lies . . . 

He needed fresh air. He went 
to the closed French windows, 
wondering why they were closed 
on such a warm day, and opened 
them. He stepped out on the 
cork-cushioned simdeck. The soft 
scent of the httle garden below— 
tulips and roses and larkspur—re
vived his spirits. The sun appeared 
to be riding a cloudless sky .at 
high noon. It caused his good eye 
to water. He closed it and opened 
it again to look at the soothing 
greenness of the lawn. 

Malcolm Foster was lying on 
his side near the swimming' pool. 
He was still wearing. the powder-
blue slacks he'd worn last night. 
His legs were widely separated as 
if he'd fallen in mid-stride en 
route to the break in the tall 
hedge that separated his house 
from the Hopkins'. 

Poor freaked-out fag, Danver 
Hopkins mused, and then the ac
tuality of what had happened last 
night, late last night, came back 
to him in a terrifying rush. 

Oh, yes. He shuddered. Yes, yes, 
yes. No. 

It must have been about two 
o'clock. He remembered it clearly 
now. Malcolm. was coming from 
the kitchen with his third rum 
swizzle. It usually took him an 
hour to finish a drink, so it must 
have been about two. 

He said, "Look what the cat 
dragged in," his voice even more 
swishy than normal. 

Behind him, towering over him, 
was a wild-eyed man, somebody 
none of them knew. 

"Who he?" David Apgar asked, 
srniling his perpetual-smile. 

Pauline was not present. Dan
ver Hopkins was sure of this. A 
moment earlier, she had left the 
room. 

Malcolm ' moved mincingly for
ward, exaggerating the mannerism, 
riim swizzle in hand, a siUy grin 

34 ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



s t a m p e d on his face. As he 
reached the center of the room it 
was instantly obvious that what 
was troubling him was an enor
mous carving knife which the 
stranger was holding at his back. 

" S t o p i t ! " M a r g a r e t -com
manded. 

The two-man process ion 
stopped. Malcolm, flimsy little 
Mai, had the guts to raise the 
glass to his lips and take a big 
swallow. 

"Hey, man," David Apgar said 
blearily, taking a sip of his own 
drink. "Fun 'n games." 

"Now hear this," the- stranger 
intoned. "Now hear this." 

"I'll drink to that," David Ap
gar said. 

"Now you hear this," the in
truder shouted angrily. "Once and 
for all, one and all alike, hear this. 
I mean, hear this. Now hear this." 

The man was patently a lunatic 
escaped, from an asylum. He 
ranted and raved. He listed a ri
diculous set of demands with- an 
incoherence that resisted sensible 
understanding. Not for money. 
For what? Nobody quite knew. 
The knife talked with flashing em
phasis. It underlined, it truncated, 
its rhythms were fascinatingly un
deniable. No matter how garbled 
the man's verbal message was, the 
knife's silent utterances conveyed 

a shining, indubitable simplicity. 
Finally somebody present grew 

weary of the meaningless ha
rangue. Himself? No. Apgar, then? 
Yes, it must have been Apgar, 
drunk as he was and full of Dutch 
courage—and that was that. That's 
all he cared to remember. 

Like a man being led on a 
leash, Danver Hopkins turned 
from the sight of the late Malcolm 
Foster and left the sundeck. He 
crossed the bedroom. He opened 
the door. In his bare feet he 
moved along the thick, ticklish 
carpeting of the balcony that 
overlooked the livingroom. He de
scended the stairs. Over near the 
red leather lounge, David Apgar 
lay facedown in a brown stairi~ on 
the beautiful white rug. Margaret 
was in the kitchen. She was kneel
ing in front of a chair with her 
head resting on the seat. ' 

Danver Hopkins went to the 
phone on the kitchen counter and 
dialed O. When the operator an
swered, he said, "Connect me 
with the police, please." 

As he waited he realized that 
the first thing the police would 
want was a description, of the 
man. 

Well, he would say, he was 
about my size and build and he 
wore a well-kept black beard. 

Then he did remember it all. 
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Perhaps one may learn a little too much from his mentor. 

ffe-p ^ " ; T , ^ ff/vrC 'Q 
T h e big jet settled like some 
great sea gull onto the runway at 
Heathrow Airport, then braked to 
a gradual stop as the arrivals bus 
came out to meet it. The French
man stared out the plane window,, 
but there was little to see of Brit
ish soil in the morning mist. 

He passed through customs 
without difficulty, hsting himself 
as a businessman dealing in men's 
wear. No one asked him to open 
the overnight bag he carried, and 
the metal detector at Orly had 
failed to register enough steel 
from the dozen-odd pieces into 
which his pistol was broken down. 
The plastic explosive, of course, 
did not register at all on the de
vice. 
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He could have been a plane hi
jacker or a terrorist bound for 
Northern Ireland.-He was neither. 

The Frenchman's name was 
Jacques Crecy, but it was rnany 
years since anyone had called him 
that. Thirty years ago, when he'd 
been an eighteen-year-old boy 
during World War II, he'd gone 
to fight with the Resistance after 
his parents and brother had died 
in the bombings. Then, - back in 
those days so long ago, he!d still 
been Jacques, still a person with a 
name of his own. 

However, the British para
trooper named Simpson, a cool, 
calculating commando who'd 
trained them behind the Unes, had 
somehow taken his name away 
while he taught him the art of 
killing. The Frenchman often 
wondered what had happened to 
Simpson after the war, what use 
he might have made of his vast 
knowledge^ of the American ex
plosive known as Composition C-
2. , 

For the Frenchman, that prac
ticed expertise in the art of plastic 
bombs had served him well over 
two decades. There were a great 
many men in the world willing to 
pay a great deal of money for his 
art. A gray, puttylike glob oi plas-

tique packed around the axle of a 
staff car in Algiers, or stuck 
against the wall of a police station 
in Paris, was a commodity to be 
traded as certainly as the grape 
harvest from Bordeaux. 

He had worked first with the 
F.L.N, in North Africa, and later 
with the O.A.S. in Paris, because 
the pay was better. He was, he 
supposed, something of a soldier 
of fortune—though others might 
just as easily consider him a ter
rorist for hire. The days in Paris 
had been dangerous ones, but not 
without their rewards. The girl, 
Marta, a double agent who may 
at last have betrayed the leaders 
to the police, had allowed him to 
escape the GaulUst trap. 

Now Paris was behind him, and 
London beckoned. It would be a 
different sort of life, a different 
sort of danger. He was anxious to 
reach his hotel, and he hired a 
taxi for the fourteen-mile journey 
into the city, traveling through a 
mist-shrouded countryside that 
yielded only gradually to the 
semidetached houses on the city's 
outskirts. 

It was still early, before ten 
a.m., when the Frenchman 
checked into his hotel on Park 
Lane. He took a few moments to 
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assemble the pistol, though he did 
not expect to use it. The British 
laws were too stiff on'possession 
of a gun. 

No pistol. He would use the 
plastique, as he always had. 

London in mid-June was a city 
of brightly cloudy skies and tem
peratures that climbed regularly 
into the low seventies. People 
could venture out-of-doors without 
their traditional umbrellas, rela
tively secure from the threat of a 
sudden rain. The girls of the city 
had abandoned their coats to re
veal slim mini-skirted legs, and 
lovers s t ro l led hand- in -hand 
through Hyde Park. 

The Frenchman liked what he 
saw as he strolled along toward a 
back street not far from the hotel, 
and entered a basement gambhng 
club called the Spinning Wheel. 
The main room of the casino had 
a score of tables equipped for rou
lette, blackjack and dice, and be
hind a screen there was a baccarat 
setup as well. 

The place was empty now, ex
cept for A tired cleaning woman 
who eyed him questioningly. "Er
nie O'Bem?" he asked. 

"Behind the screens," she ges
tured. 

He noticed that an overhead 
light still burned over the bacca
rat table. He pushed aside the tra

ditional screens that granted pri
vacy to the players and saw a big 
red-faced Irishman sitting alone, 
coimting through piles of pound 
notes. 

"Ernie O'Bem?" he asked again, 
speaking quietly. 

The big man jerked nervously, 
his fingers starting toward the but
ton at the table's edge. Then he 
relaxed. "You must be the one 
tney can tiic Frenchman. 

"Yes." 
"You speak English well." 
"The British taught me that 

during the war. That, and other 
things." 

G'Bern nodded. "You come 
highly recommended." 

"I do the job," the Frenchman 
said. 

"I understand you use plastic 
bombs." 

"Plastique, yes. Tell me what 
you need done." 

" T h e r e ' s a . man named 
Char les—they call him Mr. 
Charles—who's moved in fast on 
the London gambling casinos. He 
started out getting a cut from the 
penny gambling machines in Bat-
tersea Park, but that wasn't 
enough to satisfy him. Now he has 
opened _ two gambling clubs near 
Battersea, and he's building a 
third. A lot of money is going 
across the river these nights." 

"Enough to bother you?" the 
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Frenchman asked. "With nearly 
nine hundred clubs in the London 
area?" 

"Mr. Charles wants it all. He 
killed my partner, last week—I'm 
svire of it. Dumped his body in 
the Thames at high tide. It's get
ting to be like American gangsters 
over here! We have to teach 
Charles a lesson, and quickly." 

" I 'm no hired ki l ler ," the 
Frenchman said. "Until now, my 
work with plastic bombs has al
ways been in the nature of war
fare." 

Ernie O'Bern smiled slightly. 
"Warfare? In Paris? Some would 
call that terrorism. Nevertheless, I 
do not want anybody killed if it 
can be avoided. Charles has two 
casinos over at Battersea, as I've 
said. I want you to bomb the 
smaller of the two, just as a warn
ing. Perhaps that will be enough." 
^ "That will be enough," the 
Frenchman agreed. "I do a thor
ough job." He lit an American 
cigarette and chuckled a bit. "So 
the Irish are once again at W£u-
with the English." 

Ernie' O'Bern nodded. "Back in 
1920 we imported American 
gangsters from Chicago to assassi
nate English magistrates and po-

Jicemen. They came by ship, of 
course, and we paid them one 
thousand U.S. dollars." 

"What are you paying me?" 

"A thousand pounds for the 
Battersea Club. More, if other 
work is needed." 

"Good." -
The Irishman stood up, locking 

the pound notes away in a metal 
box. "Can I do anything. else to 
make your stay a pleasant one? A 
woman, perhaps?" 

He thought of Marta, whom 
he'd left back in Paris, and nod
ded. "Perhaps. I will need the 
plastique, too. I understood you 
would furnish it." 

"I Vidll furnish it." 
They shook hands and the 

Frenchman went back to his ho
tel. 

'The .girl came that evening, a 
little before ten. She was small 
and just a bit shy, with big brown 
eyes and firm breasts. As she im-
dressed, she handed him a pack
age. "He said to give you this." 

The Frenchman unwrapped it 
carefully. He saw the familiar 
gray mass of putty, its com
ponents mixed together to form a 
stable, moldable compound. In 
this form, it could be hit with a 
hammer without exploding. Deto
nation was by fuse or electricity, 
and the Frenchman used both 
methods, depending upon the cir-
cimistances. 

"He must, trust you a great 
deal," he told the girl. "What's 
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your name, what shall I call you?" 
"Joyce," she said. "Do you have 

a name, ducky?" 
"I had one. A long time ago 

some people called me Jacques." 
" H a v e you ki l led many 

people?" 
He walked to the window and 

stared out. at the London lights. 
"In war. Only in war." 

"I knew Gastor." 
< < ^ - ^ . - - n ' > TT_ ; 1 * , „ : 1 

VjaslUI.'^ r i c l u i i i c u l u w a n a 

her, questioning. 
"O'Bem's partner. The man Mr. 

Charles killed." 
"Oh." 
"He was a good man, never 

harmed anyone. Mr. Charles 
shouldn't have done it." . 

"You have many killings like 
this, Joyce?" he asked. 
. "Lately, yes. It's this legalized 

gambling. It's brought <in a great 
deal of foreign money." 

She knew more about it than he 
cared to hear just then. He took 
her to bed with him, and though 
it was not satisfactory for either 
of them, at least she stopped talk
ing. 

The Battersea Club was located 
at the edge of the park, facing the 
Fun Fair with its familiar rides 
and games and amusements. As 
the Frenchman crossed Albert 
Bridge and came upon it all at 
once, he marveled that this play

ground for adults should face one 
for children, separated only by a 
grassy park and a few trees. He 
watched the fountains at Battersea 
for a time, and strolled along the 
river, trying to kill the minutes 
until darkness would descend on 
the city; but at this time of the 
year, darkness might never come 
to the northern latitudes. Finally, 
just at dusk, he entered the club. 
Tt „ i : J , , „j:i. 4- „ ' „ 1 « „ 1 , 
x t wcta a±i^a,Kxy at.i.^L t^i± \j X^LXJI^IS.. 

The most common thing would-
have been a pound of plastique 
placed beneath the roulette wheel, 
where it would have gone off 
with a roar and closed down the 
club at once—but it would also 
have almost certainly killed sev
eral of the well-dressed men and 
women who stood about with 
their little handfuls of chips. 

He chose instead the upstairs 
nien's room, which he determined 
was just, above the main gambling, 
room. He packed the plastic 
bombs quick ly but careful ly 
around the sink and toilet fixttu^es, 
removing them from inside his 
shirt as he worked. They had been 
molded to fit his body, but it was 
a simple job to reshape them. He 
used two short fuses and walked 
away fast. 

Just as he reached the bottom 
of the stairs, the whole building 
seemed to shudder . Women 
screamed and men ran, perhaps 
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remembering the German bomb- pipes sent a virtual deluge on the 
ings now- almost thirty years past, throng of guests below. House 
At the second shudder, the entire men scattered, people belatedly 
ceiling gave way, and burst water clawed at their chips, and one 
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man was even seen scooping up 
bills in the cashier's cage. The 
whole scene was a nightmare—a-
wet, soggy nightmare. What the 
explosions had not' done, the biu"st 
water pipes finished. There \yas no 
fire, but within five minutes the 
Battersea Club was reduced to 
near ruin. 

The Frenchman was halfway to 
the street when suddenly he came 
r . . r , _ —.;LI. _ 1 1 -3-*« ^ 

r a c e lo l a c c wiiii a ua iu jug , 
middle-aged man who'd come 
running from the opposite direc
tion. In that instant of recognition, 
the'Frenchman,seemed to freeze 
to the spot, forgetting even the 
thought of escape. It had been 
more than thirty years since last 
they'd met, but there could be no 
doubt of it—the man facing him 
was the commando Simpson, 
who'd taught him all he knew 
about plastic bombs. 

Simpson started, recognizing 
him only an instant later. "Why 
. . . why it's Jacques, isn't it? 
Jacques, after all these years!'' 

"Simpson . . . " 
Then, as the revelation dawTied, 

the balding. man's face twisted 
into an expression of genuine -ha
tred. "You did ;this to me!" he 
shouted, gesturing at the shattered 
Battersea Club from which employ
ees and guests were still streaming. "I 
taught you everything I knew, 
and you did this to m e ! " 

His arms were waving wildly. 
"To you?" the Frenchman 

asked, still not imderstanding. 
"This is my club. I'm Mr. 

Charles." 
"I-I couldn't know! I . . ." 
If Simpson had been carrying a 

gun, the Frenchman was certain 
he would have used it. Instead, 
they only stood in the driveway of 
the Battersea Club facing one an-
- i l . . .V..-1_ l.U_ 4. „ f , « , , _ 
t J U l C l , W i l l i e U.1C l l l l^l l iOllL wx A i i u i -

derous fury passed. 
Then Simpson said, "Tell that 

Irishman I'll kill him for this. And 
as for you, Jacques, get out of 
London tonight, and never come 
back. If you're still here tomor
row, I'll come after you. I'm still 
pretty good with the stuff myself. 
I taught you, remember? A small 
charge where you least expect i t -
enough to blow off your hands, or 
maybe a leg." 

At that moment, the Frenchman 
knew fear. "I didn't know it was 
you," he said again. 

"You know now. Get out 
tonight, or I'll come after you!" 
Then Simpson was gone, nmning 
toward a man in a tuxedo who 
had just emerged from the club. 

The Frenchman waited no 
longer. He t ro t ted across the 
street, losing himself in the park. 
Though it was late, the Fun Fair 
was still crowded. He mingled 
with the strollers, but even the 
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bright lights and the noise did 
nothing to sap the tension which 
had built inside him. 

The girl, Joyce, was in his hotel 
room when he returned to it. She 
was sitting by the window smok
ing a cigarette, and she tvimed as. 
he came in. "You look as though 
you've seen a ghost." 

"I have, in a way. What do you 
know about this Mr. Charles? 
Who is he, really?" 

"Nobody knows too much, 
ducky. He was in the war, like 
everyone else. Something of a 
hero, I think. Some linked him 
with the big train robbery a few 
years back, but it was never 
proved. They say he took money 
from that to start these gambling 
clubs." 

"What's his full naine?" 
"Nobody ever . calls him any

thing but Mr. Charles. I think his 
last name is Simpson, though. 
Something like that. Why?" 

"I knew him, a long time ago." 
"Oh. And he saw you there?" 
The Frenchman nodded. 
"Did you blast the place? 

Really blast it?" 
"Yes." 
"Good. Ernie will be pleased." 
"Could you reach him for me 

tonight? Now? Tell him I need 
some money. Tell him I have to 
leave the country." 

Joyce only smiled. "Oh, you 
can't leave now! You're the best 
thing that ever happened to us. 
I'm sure Ernie has lots more work 
for you, ducky." 

"Call him. Tell him I want to 
see him, up here. Now." 

She frowned at him, but did as 
he said. 

Twenty minutes later, Ernie 
O'Bem knocked at the door. He 
seemed in a good mood and he 
brought out a cigar as he relaxed 
in a chair opposite the bed. "You 
did good work. The word's all 
over town already. The Battersea 
Club's out of business." 

" I need the m o n e y , " the 
Frenchman told him. "I want to 
get out of London tomorrow 
morning." 

"Tomorrow! Why?" 
"I ran into Mr. Charles and he 

recognized me. He knew me back 
during the war." 

"So? We'll get you out of here 
and put yoii up at a smaller hotel. 
He'll never find you." 

"Why can't I just go?" 
"Because there's more work to 

be done, friend! You're an expert 
with the plastic. In one month I 
can be king of this town. I can 
put all the big places out of busi
ness and have the customers flock
ing to me." 

"What about Mr. Charles?" 
O'Bem pursed his lips, thiiiking 

THE PLASTIC MAN 43 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



about that. "We have to get rid 
of him first. I told you he had an
other place. It's, just down the 
street from the Battersea. Do the 
same sort of job there." 

"I'd never get near it. He'd rec
ognize me." 

"There are ways," O'Bern as
sured him. "No one knows you 
but Charles?" 

"No." 
" "Then we will pick a time 
when he's away." 

"I don't know. I don't know if I 
want to do it . . ." 

"If you put Mr. Charles out of 
business, the money will be very 
good. Very good indeed." 

"Let me think about it," the 
Frenchman told him. "Go away 
and let me think about it." 

After the gambler had left, he 
sat fori a long time by the window 
with Joyce, trying to piece to
gether the puzzle of his life. Until 

- now he had been a soldier of for-
time. He could deceive himself 
with the half-fiction that the 
causes for which he fought were 
worthy, noble causes. Now, how- . 
ever, faced with O'Bem's proposi
tion, it became something else en
tirely—little more thaii a gang 
war, aimed at the Englishman 
who had taught him all he knew. 

"What do you think about it?" 
he asked Joyce. Even though he 
hardly knew her, somehow she 

seemed to have the most sense. 
"Mr. Charles killed Castor," she 

replied. "That's all I know." 
" W e r e you in love wi th 

O'Bem's partner?" 
"I suppose so. He hardly knew 

I existed, but I suppose I was in 
love with him." 

"Then you want me to go after 
Charles?" 

"Yes." 
He nodded. That was it, then. 

With decisions like these, you ei
ther didn't make them at all or 
you relied on the opinion of a 
prostitute. 

They were awakened in the 
morning by a knocking at the 
door, and he opened it to see a 
youth from room service bearing a 
covered traiy. "Breakfast, sir," he 
said, lifting the lid to show orange 
juice, coffee and a dish of Bath 
buns. 

"We didn't order any." 
"Compliments of Mr. O'Bern." 
The Frenchman allowed the 

tray to be placed in the room, 
and then shook Joyce to awaken 
her. "Your boss sent breakfast," he 
said. 

She opened groggy eyes and 
peered at it. "First time he ever 
thought about breakfast!" 

The Frenchman drank his or
ange juice and reached for one of 
the large hard rolls that the Brit-
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ish called Bath buns. As his fingers 
closed arovind it, he saw the tiny 
crack where it had been broken 
apart. 

"Duck!" he shouted, and hurled 
the thing at the open window. 

It exploded halfway to the 
ground, making a loud pop like a 
giant firecracker. 

"Heavens! What was it?" 
The Frenchman came away 

from the window, not answering 
immediately. There were three 
other buns on the tray, and one of 
those had been tampered with, 
too. This time he was careful, 
working it apart at • the crack 
without applying pressure. 

"See?" he showed her. "Sliced 
open and hollowed out. Just space 
enough for one small flashlight 
battery, a clamp, and a bit of 
plastique. It weighs just a bit 
more than the others, but by the 
time you pick it up, the current 
has made contact with the ex
plosive. The first one was a bad 
connection, or I'd have lost a few 
fingers." 

"How terrible! But that's not 
enough to kill, someone?" 

"He didn't aim at killing me. 
Not this time." 

"Who?" 
"Mr. Charles—or Simpson, as I 

knew him." 
"You'll do it now? You'll go af

ter him?" 

He stared out at where the 
Bath bun had exploded. "Yes. I 
have to, now. If I leave London, 
he'll know he's won. He taught 
me about plastic boinbs, but I 
think today I know more than he 
does. I'll have to, in order to stay 
alive." 

The Frenchman went back to 
Battersea Park that evening, stroll
ing along the Thames embank
ment as the excursion boats 
drifted past. He went to one of 
the booths at the Fun Fair and 
purchased a large stuffed animal, 
a purple cow with a bizarre smil
ing face. After a time he headed 
for_Mr. Charles' headquarters. 

That was the Blue Thames 
Club, and was in truth only a 
block from the Battersea. It was 
larger, and a bit older, than the 
other club. It had ^obviously 
existed first in time, and its layout 
of roulette wheels and dice tables 
reminded the Frenchman of the 
casino at Monte Carlo, where he'd 
visited once. Although, of covirse, 
Monte Carlo had no blackjack ta
bles. 

He moved through the main 
room, still only half filled at this 
early evening hour. Under his arm 
he carried the large stuffed cow 
he had purchased. He was hardly 
surprised when two burly men in 
tuxedos approached him. 
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"Mr. Charles wants to see yovi," 
one said. 

"Of course."-
They took him upstairs to a 

large office where Simpson waited 
behind a kidney-shaped desk. The 
balding man eyed him with open 
suspicion and barked, "Take that 
. . . animal away from him!" 

"No, no," the Frenchman cau
tioned, hugging the stuffed cow 
tighter under his arm. "It might 
explode, you know, and flood the 
place with milk." 

"No jokes," Simpson said, lean
ing forward across the desk. "I 
thought my little Bath bun would 
convince you I was serious." 

"Send these two away so we 
can talk." 

Simpson eyed the stufî ed animal 
and then waved them away. "I'll 
buzz if I need you. Wait outside." 

They settled down opposite 
each other, Simpson and thib 
Frenchtnan, and it might have 
been thirty-odd years earlier, 
when a British commando was in
structing an eighteen-year-old 

- youth in the arts of warfare. "You 
trained me too, well," he told 
Simpson. 

"I can see that. Now I'm going 
to have to kill you." 

The Frenchman loosened his 
grip on the animal. "I could blow 
this entire place to bits right 
now." 

"And destroy yoiu-self with it?" 
"If necessary." 
Simpson sighed and dropped his 

eyes to the desk. "Why did you 
start this? You're working for the 
Irishman, of course, but why? 
Only for the money?" 

"You started it, Mr. . Charles, 
when you killed his partner, Gas-

, tor." 
"He told you that? He told you 

1 killed Castor?" 
"Of course." 
Simpson opened a folder and 

slid a contract of some sort across 
the desk. "Castor was coming in 
with me. Here's proof—a signed 
contract. Ernie O'Bem killed him 
to prevent it." 

"Can I believe that?" 
The balding man shrugged. "I 

would have had no motive." 
"All right," the Frenchman said, 

•and in that moment he did be
lieve him. "Where does that leave 
us?" 

Simpson sighed. "I think I still 
have to kill you," he said quietly. 
"You're too good with that stuff. 
I'd never feel safe." 

They might have been dis
cussing the weather, or the state 
of the latest world crisis. "How 
will we decide which of us is 
best?" the Frenchman asked. 

"Suppose a duel." 
"With plastique?" 
"Why not? Tomorrow night? In 
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Battersea Park, near the foun
tain?" 

"What time?" 
Simpson thought about it. "Ten-

thirty. Just after dusk. There'll still 
be enough light to see by." 

"Just us two alone." 
"Us two alone. As it was back 

in the war." 
The Frenchman nodded. At the 

door, he turned. "Let me keep a 
copy of your contract with Gas-
tor." , 

"Why not? It's no good, to me." 
He took the paper and left the 

piKple cow in its place on the 
desk. "Play with it," he said. 
"There's no plastique inside." 

"Damn you!" Simpson said. 
"Tomorrow night . . ." 

The Frenchman spent the fol
lowing morning searching Lxjndon 
stores. Guy Fawkes Day wasn't 
till November, but he found what 
he needed. 

For a time he debated taking 
the pistol with him, but finally de-

•cided against it. If the explosions 
attracted the police before he 
could get away, the pistol in his 
possession could easily be dan
gerous . " P u t it back in the 
drawer," he told Joyce. 

"Ernie says there's a thousand 
pounds for you if you kill' Mr. 
Charles tonight." 

He nodded. "I'll try to collect 

it. Wait for me. I won't be long."" 
He took a taxi to Albert Bridge, 

arriving just after ten. As he 
walked across the bridge to the 
park, he tried to form some sort 
of plan, to tune in on the thoughts 
that would be running through 
Simpson's mind right now. 

Simpson had trained him in a 
sort of commando warfare, using 
plastic bombs as booby traps, let
ting the enemy find them and de
stroy himself. There was little 
doubt in the Frenchman's mind 
that Simpson would follow the 
same technique tonight; but plas-
tique could not be detonated by 
merely stepping on it. A fuse was 
impractical, and that left only an 
electrical detonation of some sort. 

He saw Simpson almost at once, 
standing alone by a large rock. 
The park was nearly in darkness, 
but there were a few strollers out, 
mainly clustered near the foim-
tairis where colored lights played 
over the water. No one was near 
enough to them to be injured. 

"Hello," Simpson called out. 
"We meet for the last time." 

"Yes." His mind was jumping 
ahead. Simpson could not risk a 
series of explosions, for surely that 
would bring the police too soon. 
It had to be done with one blast, 
or two at the most. Simpson had 
to maneuver him into exactly the 
right position. 
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He moved forward slowly, arms 
at his sides, watching Simpson for 
any sudden motion. He was espe
cially careful to keep away from 
trees and stones—anything which 
could serve as a landmark for a 
buried bomb. 

They circled each other at a 
distance of some fifty feet, never 
closer, each seeking the advan
tage. To anyone observing them, 
they might have seemed insane, 
but their actions were deadly seri
ous. The Frenchman realized he 
was being maneuvered toward 
some deadly spot, but he did not 
want to show his own hand too 
early. 

Then, suddenly, there was a soft 
pop behind him, and he felt an in
stant searing pain on his arm. He 
went down hard, cursing himself 
for trusting Simpson to fight 
fairly. The man had someone in 
among the trees with a silenced 
gun, and now the Frenchman was 
as good as dead. ^ 

"All right," Simpson called to 
the gunman, "I'll finish him off." 

The near-darkness was his only 
ally. They could not see how 
badly wounded he was, whether 
he was alive or dead. He saw 
Simpson walking slowly forward, 
holding something in his hand. 
Then a match flared, and the 
Frenchman knew that Simpson 
planned to finish him off with a 

glob of plastique. He wished now 
he'd brought the pistol, but it was 
too late for second thoughts. With 
the hand beneath his body, he 
managed to work his own weapon 
of plastique free from his belt. 

Simpson was still thirty feet 
away when the F r e n c h m a n 
twisted suddenly and touched oflf 
the small skyrocket he'd been con-
ceahng. It took off almost faster 
than the eye could follow, and his 
aim was true. Simpson's arm was 
just coming back to hurl his own 
bomb when the skyrocket hit him 
full in the chest and exploded. It 
was not a big charge—only large 
enough to kill a man. 

The Frenchman left the body 
and ran toward the trees, search
ing for the gunman, but the man 
was already fleeing, crashing 
through the underbrush and out 
onto the street at the edge of the 
park. The fight was over for him. 

In ,the distance the soimd of a 
siren began to grow in volmne. 
The Frenchman headed for the 
street himself, walking fast and 
not looking back. 

"Mr. O'Bem is pleased," Joyce 
told him. "But how did you do 
it?" -

He stared at the floor for a mo
ment before answering. "I bought 
a small skyrocket—hke they use in 
the Guy Fawkes Day celebra-
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tions—and loaded the tip with a 
small quantity of plastique. My 
aim was good. I was lucky." 

"Was it easy to kill him?" 
"I was afraid I wouldn't be able 

to do it, until he had someone 
shoot at me from behind a tree. 
After that it was easy." 

"Will Mr. Charles' friends be 
after you now?" 

"It's hard to say. I'm leaving 
London, anyway." 

"O'Bem will have the money 
for you." 

"Tell him to keep it. I couldn't 
take it for killing Simpson." He 
reached into his jacket pocket. 
"And here's something you might 
want to see. Your friend Castor 
had a contract with Charles. He 
was going over to the other side. 
Charles would have had no mo
tive for killing him, but O'Bem 
certainly would." 

She went all white, staring at 
the document with the signatures 
on it. "Is this true?" she asked.. 

"Charles would have had no 
reason to lie." 

She was silent for a long time. 
Finally she asked, "What will you 
do now—go back to Paris?" 

He shook his head. "Not Paris. 
I will fly to New York in the 

morning. My skill with plastic 
might prove useful there." 

She looked again at the con
tract. "Would you leave me your 
pistol when you go? I might need 
it." 

"Don't do anything foolish. It 
isn't worth it." 

Nevertheless, when he left for 
Heathrow in the morning, it was 
without O'Bem's money or the 
pistol. He thought it would save 
him having to slip it past the 
metal detectors again, and he 
foresaw no use for it before he 
reached New York. 

Thus, he was unarmed when 
two. of O'Bem's men found him 

' on the main concourse at the ter
minal, waiting for his fog-bound 
plane. "O'Bem's dead," one of the 
men said simply. "Joyce killed 
him, and you put her up to it." 

"Not reaUy," he started to ex
plain, but there was no time for 
explanations. No time, no pistol, 
no skyrocket, no plastique. 

He tru-ned to mn, trying to put 
the other travelers between him
self and O'Bem's men. Then he 
heard the screams and the shots, 
and felt the bullets' impact, and 
knew that after all he'd been 
through it was a poor way to die. 
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It has been noted that delay is ever fatal to those who are 
prepared. 

77/fJ^2/^A K^i/j l-yfrr-

The marine superintendent looked 
up sharply' from his desk as a 
man's raised voice mingled with 
the voice of the superintendent's 
secretary in the outer office. His 
door was suddenly thrust open by 

-a blond man in his late twenties, 
Miss Barth behind him, protesting, 
"Captain Fraim, I told him you 
wouldn't see him without an ap
pointment—" 

The man turned and shut the 

door in her.face. Captain Fraim 
rose in anger, but froze as the 
stranger drew a small revolver 

_from a pocket of his checkered 
sport• jacket and snapped, "Sit 
down." 
- Captain Fraim hesitated, then 

slowly eased himself back into the 
swivel chair and sat with a tight 
grip on the arms, as if he might 
spring-up again. He was a square-
faced, heavy man with stubble-
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like gray hair, wearing horn
rimmed reading glasses at the mo
ment. In his many years at sea 
and the five he had spent, ashore 
as marine superintendent of the 
Stellar Line, this was his first ex
perience of being intimidated with 
a gim. 

"I 'm afraid you're mistaken. 
There's nothing of great value in 
here." 

"This isn't a stickup. I've got 
something else in mind." The 
stranger glanced at his flashy gold-
banded wristwatch, just as three 
long blasts sounded on the steam 
whistle of a vessel at an adjacent 
pier. "That must be the 'AH vis
itors ashore' call from the Starlite. 
She's due to sail on time at two 
o'clock—another fifteen minutes. 
Telephone her captain to- delay 
sailing." 

Captain Fraim was outraged by 
the demand: "And if I refuse?" 

"I'll kill you, and shoot my way 
out of here if I have to." 

Fraim stared incredulously at 
the stranger. His knowledge of 
gunmen had been gained mostly 
from movies and television, and 
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this man didn't seem to conform. 
His light-blond hair was shaped in 
mod style, the darker sidebmns 
deep and bushy; wearing a broad, 
red-spotted tie and yellow shirt 
under his sport jacket, he was 
much like some of the young men 
around the steamship offices. He 
showed no telltale signs of drugs, 
but there was an angry light in his 
eyes that turned Captain Fraim 
cautious. 

As if fearing that his threat 
wasn't succeeding, the stranger's 
tone became persuasive. "For the 
little I'm after, it wouldn't be 
worthwhile to risk your life and 
the lives of others to hold out 
against me. The ship may not be 
delayed more than half an hour at 
the most. That won't mean much 
to the Stellar Line." 

"It must mean a great deal to 
you to risk bringing it about at 
gun point." 

"Enough to make me want to 
kill if I don't get it. But we're 
wasting precious time. Pick up 
that phone and tell the captain of 
the Starlite that when all visitors 
are ashore, he's to hold off sailing 
and get the purser to tell passen
gers that FBI men are coming 
aboard to search baggage known 
to contain stolen documents." 

Captain Fraim released his grip 
on the chair arms and reached for 
the telephone. The stranger 's 
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threat to kill if balked might be 
bluff, but there didn't seem 
enough at stake so far to risk call
ing it. 

"No hints that things here 
a ren ' t accord ing to H o y l e , " 
warned the stranger. "Same ap
plies if your secretary or anyone 
else comes in. Get rid of 'em 
fast." The stranger returned the 
gun to his pocket, but kept his 
hand on it. 

Captain Fraim dialed for the of
fice switchboard operator and 
asked for the line to the Starlite. 
He heard the bell ring several 
times on the shipboard portable 
before someone responded with, 
"Starlite." 

"Who is this?" asked Captain 
Fraim, knowing that the tele
phone was answered by anyone 
who happened to be in the vicin
ity. 

"Quartermaster on gangway 
watch.-Who do you want?" 

"This is the marine superinten
dent. I want to speak to Captain 
Brontson." 

"Yes, sir. Right away, sir." > 
Captain Fraim was puzzled. 

The usual reason for delaying a 
ship's sailing was late-arriving 
cargo or passengers. The order for 
the purser implied something else. 
It was obviously phony, for if FBI 
agents were on the way to search 
the ship, he'd have heard from the 

special agent in charge by now. 
The stranger had seated himself 

on the other side of the desk, first 
having moved the chair to avoid 
sitting with his back to the door. 
His eyes were fastened on the ma
rine superintendent's face, as if he 
hoped to read his thoughts, but 
his gaze once strayed momentarily 
to pictures on the wall, one a 
painting of the Stellar Line mod-

esi-size lyp t asseiiiicr <iuu "S' 
cargo vessel, the other a framed 
map of the West Indies and Cen
tral America, marked with the 
line's main routes. It was plain to 
Captain Fraim that the stranger 
had some knowledge of ships, at 
least enough to know that a cap
tain was subject to orders from 
the marine superintendent, that 
information for passengers would 
be passed through the purser. 

The voice of the Startite's cap
tain jcame over the wire. "What's 
on your mind, Harry?" he in
quired, with the familiarity of old 
shipmates. 

"Al, as soon as all your visitors 
are ashore, jlelay sailing until you 
hear further from me and—" 

"What's this?" interrupted the 
captain facetiously. "A bomb 
scare?" 

"Nothing like that. Tell the 
purser to inform passengers that 
FBI agents are coming aboard to 
search baggage known to contain 
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some kind of stolen documents." 
"Are they crazy? That'll be tip

ping their hand and giving time 
to hide the stuff around the ship." 

That, mused Captain Fraim, 
was another of his reasons for 
thinking the order phony. "Those 
are -my instructions," he said, with 
a hard glance at the stranger. 

"Well, I suppose the FBI knows 
its business." 

Captain Fraim laid the tele
phone back in the cradle. "What 
now?" 

"If anyone phones you, tell 'em 
to call back later. I want your 
line kept open." 

The captain picked up a pen. 
"I'll go on with my work, if you 
don't mind," he said, coldly sar
castic. 

The stranger merely shrugged. 
On the desk were several letters 
awaiting Captain Fraim's signa
ture. He glanced over each one 
and signed it, aware that the 
stranger was watching him 'in
tently. When he had finished, he 
shuffled the letters neatly together. 

"My secretary's waiting for 
them," he said. 

He half-expected that the other 
would demand to see the letters, 
but the stranger shrugged indiffer
ently again, as' if confident that 
the captain had written nothing 
but his signature. Captain Fraim 
pressed a button. He wondered 

whether Miss Barth, in view of 
the stranger's forcing his way in, 
had eavesdropped on the tele
phone; but then, even if she had, 
she couldn't know that his order 
to delay the ship had been given 
under duress. 

Miss Barth appeared immedi
ately. The stranger's eyes roved 
over her in obvious appreciation. 
She was a tall, attractive brunette 
with a facts-of-life air that sug
gested fending oflF the wolves in 
cocktail lounges rather than in art 
galleries. Captain Fraim dis
approved of her stylish yellow 
pants suit for office wear, but she 
wasn't his choice, having been as
signed temporarily by Personnel 
from the freight department a 
month ago, when his-regular sec
retary tripped on the stairs to the 
street and broke a leg. 

"All signed andjready for mail
ing. Miss Barth." 

Miss Barth gave the stranger a 
cold stare and stepped up to the 
desk for the letters. Captain Fraim 
detected nothing in her glance to 
him that might have shown she 
suspected something. She turned 
her back to the stranger as she 
withdrew and closed the door. 

"Nice but snooty," remarked 
the stranger, amusedly. 

Captain Fraim took up his next 
work, which was to read over 
fuel-oil consumption reports, but 

DELAYED SAILING 53 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



he found it difBcult to concentrate 
in his present state of mind. The 
stranger kept glancing at his 
watch, obviously with mounting 
anxiety. It was almost a quarter of 
an hour past the Starlite's sched
uled sailing time. The office was 
silent except for the clacking of 
the typewriter in the outer office 
and the occasional hoot of a tow-, 

-boat sounding through the closed 
window overlooking the river. 

Presently, the telephone rang. 
The stranger stiffened expectantly. 
It was Miss Barth. "Someone 
wants to speak to the man who's 
with you." 

"All right." Captain Fraim held 
out the handset to the stranger. 
"For you." 

The stranger grabbed for it. 
"What's the action. Art?" As the 
stranger listened, something Uke 
consternation shot into his face. 
"Make for the heap. I'm coming 
right away." 

The stranger thrust the handset 
back at Captain Fraim. "Call your 
secretary in. Tell her to go out 
with me to my car for a letter I'll 
give her to bring back to you. If 
you want to see that dish aUve 
again, just don't do anything 
funny before she gets back." 

Captain Fraim pushed the but
ton. As Miss Barth opened the 
door, he said, "Miss Barth, would 
you mind going out with this man 
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to his car and bring back a letter 
he'll give you." 

Miss Barth opened the door 
wider and followed the stranger." 
through the outer office into the 
corridor. Captain Fraim allowed 
them time to go down the stair
way to street level, then he 
dashed out to the corridor and 
into the big freight-department of
fice and iip to a window over
looking the street, ignoring the 
curious stares of freight clerks. 

He saw Miss Barth and the 
stranger emerge from the building 
entrance below him and walk out 
to the parking spaces. Another 
man was hurrying toward them 
from the direction of the pier 
gates; he hopped into a blue 
sports car just as Miss Barth and 
the stranger reached it. Appar
ently without a parting word to 
Miss Barth, the stranger snatched 
open the door on the driver's side, 
squeezed in behind the wheel, and, 
started the car moving toward the 
street. Captain Fraim watched for , 
it to turn into the street, but a 
taxi moved in behind it and 
blocked his view of the rear li
cense plate. 

He hastened back to his office 
and dialed for the line to the ship 
again. The third mate answered 
and said he wovdd get Captain 
Brontson at once. 

During the interval. Miss Barth 
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looked in. "He didn't give me any 
letter," she said wrathfully. "Just 
got into a sports car with another 
man in it and drove oflF, leaving 
me standing there." 

"Did you happen to see the li
cense number?" 

"I didn't bother to look. Was 
there some reason to?" 

" I was curious, that 's a l l . " 
Evidently Miss Earth's suspicions 
hadn't been aroused. He didn't 
want to upset her just now with 
word that she had been used as a 
hostage. "I'll explain later." 

"I won't forget that creep's face 
in a hurry," she vowed ominously. 

As the secretary withdrew. Cap
tain Brontson came on the line. 

"Al, what's been happening on 
board?" inquired Captain Fraim. 

"Nothing, simply nothing. No 
FBI showed up yet. The passen
gers are' all agog wait ing for 
them." 

"This is in strict confidence for 
the time being. I was ordered at 
gun point in my office to delay 
your sailing and say that FBI 
agents were corning aboard to 
search baggage. The man with the 
gun got a call over my phone and 
then went out to a car, with Miss 
Barth as a hostage., The man "who 
had phoned him came from the 
direction of the pier, and they 
drove off together. Something ap
parently went wrong. If it hadn't 

been for the gun and the way 
they fled, I'd have thought it some 
kind of hoax." 

"Harry, in this nutty age ashore, 
it could be anything crazy or out
landish." 

"I may know what it's all about 
by the time you get back. Haul in 
your gangway and sail." 

"One passenger's still ashore— 
went for a newspaper with the_ 
latest stock quotations. The purser 
warned him the search might be 
called off and we'd sail at short 
notice. I'll give him another five 
minutes." 

Captain Fraim, deciding that 
his next step should be to notify 
the police, dialed the local pre
cinct'station house. The weary 
voice of the desk sergeant an-
s\yered. 

"This is Captain Fraim, over at 
the Stellar Line pier. A man 
forced his way into my office a 
little while ago and ordered me at 
gim point to delay the sailing of 
the Starlite. Afterward, he used 
my secretary as a hostage to get 
back to a car parked outside the 
office. He drove off with another 
man in the car." 

"Anyone get the license num
ber?" _ ° • ' 

"No. I tried to from^a window, 
but a taxi blocked my view. It 
was a blue sports car." 

"Why did- he want. the sailing 
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delayed?" the sergeant asked. 
Captain Fraim gave a brief ac

count of all that took place and 
what was said. 

"Cap'n," sighed the siergeant, 
"we'll send a man over, but it 
won't be right away. We've just 
had another stab-mugging and a 
liquor store holdup, and the rest 
of the boys are out on other cases, 
besides which, we ' r e short-
1 - 1 , 1 » 

iicuiueu. 
Hanging up, Captain Fraim 

mused that his case wasn't lu-gent 
enough to take, priority over a 
mugging and a holdup. It would 
have to be a do-it-yourself job for 
the time being. Well, he'd had to 
undertake similar jobs at sea more 
than once. The place to start 
would be the pier from which the 
man who had joined the stranger 
iii the sports car had apparently 
come. Was it Art of the phone 
call? Another thought set the cap-, 
tain speculating: that man may 
have been the passenger who had 
gone ashore for a late newspaper. 
One way of making sure would be 
to inquire whether he had re
turned aboard. 

Even as the thought crossed 
Captain Fraim's mind, a long, 
continuous blast came from the 
Starlite's steam whistle, warning 
craft in the river that she was 
backing out into the stream. "Too 
late to telephone her. Captain 

Fraim dialed the pier baggage-
room number. 

"Was any baggage put ashore 
from the Starlite?" he inquired. 

The baggage master himself an
swered. "Yes, Cap'h. Belonging to 
a passenger named Martin Cran-
dell. I imderstand he came ashore 
for a newspaper and didn't go 
back." 

"Doii't release his baggage to 
him or anyone else. Call me first." 

Captain Fraim was cautiously 
elated. If Crandell were the man 
who had driven off vWth the 
stranger, he could be t raced 
through his ticket records in the 
passenger department files. Cap
tain Fraim got out his copy of the 
Starlite's passenger list. Martin 
Crandell had booked to debark at 
the second port of call, Cristobal,. 
C.Z.—but he might not be the 
man who had fled in the sports 
car. 

Captain Fraim pictured the pier 
aroimd that time: visitors gathered 
alongside the ship, waiting to 
wave good-bye to friends and 
relatives; the pier silent and 
empty of trucks, cargo loading 
havings finished before noon, long-
'shoremen gone home; a man hur
rying out through the gates to the 
parking spaces; perhaps a second 
man leaving less hurriedly. 

C a p t a i n Fra im dia led the 
watchman's telephone at the pier 
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gates. "John, during the time the 
Starlite's sailing was delayed, did 
you notice a man leaving the pier 
in a hurry?" 

"Sure, Cap'n. He came out of a 
telephone booth and beat it out to 
the parked cars." 

"Did another man leave about 
the same time?" 

"Lemme think." There was a 
pause. "No, Cap'n, but a guy was 
coming up the pier just before 
that. TTie customs guard stopped 
him, though, and took him into 
the customs,office. He ain't come 
out yet." 

"Thanks, John." 
The second man miost be either 

Crandell or a visitor suspected of 
smuggling something ashore. Cap
tain Fraim next called the pier 
customs office and asked to speak 
to the inspector in charge. 

"Jackson, this is Fraim. A pas
senger named Crandell missed the 
Starlite. Is he in yotir office?" 

"There's a man by that name 
here. He won't say if he was a 
passenger or a visitor. He's being 
held for the FBI." 

" F B I ! " C a p t a i n F r a i m ex
claimed. . 

"He was trying to slip ashore 
with a batch of negotiable securi
ties wrapped round his waist. 
About half a million dollars' worth 
by the looks of them. I phoned 
the Custom House in case they 
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were stolen. FBI agents are now 
on the way here." 

"Did someone tip you off?" 
"Hell, no. When a customs 

guard sees a skinny guy coming 
up the pier bulging round the 
middle as though he's six months 
gone, well—" The customs in
spector chuckled. "Women's Lib 
to my knowledge hasn't got that 
far—yet." 

Captain Fraim put down the 
telephone in ^bewilderment. The 
FBI and stolen documents were 
somehow involved, after all; and 
there surely must be some con
nection between Crandell and the 
stranger and his companion. Art. 
The FBI would be interested in 
knowing of that likelihood. 

Captain Fraim called the local 
FBI office and asked for the spe
cial agent in charge, with whom 
he had become acquainted during 
a recent investigation into a mur
der at sea aboard a Stellar Line 
vessel. The agent came on almost 
at once and greeted him. 

"Good af ternoon. Cap ta in 
Fraiiri. Nice to hear from you!" 

The marine superintendent re
counted briefly the events leading 
up to and following the departure 
of the Starlite, concluding with, 
"Crandell's mixed up in it, it 
seems to me." 

"He wasn't very cooperative at 
the pier—clammed up, in fact, â  
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my agents reported it to me. He'll 
be interrogated further when he's 
brought here. Your information 
may be of great help in inducing 
him to talk, and I deeply appreci
ate your passing it along." 

"Another fact you might find it 
useful to know is that the blond 
gunman has a knowledge of ships, 
or at least of the ropes concerning^ 
them." 

Tile agent called back aroimd 
four-thirty, interrupting Captain 
Fraim's speculating.whether a de
tective from, the precinct station 
house was going to show up that 
afternoon. "I'm going to issue a 
statement for the press," the agent 
said, "but I'll clue you in on it-, 
first. We've got the full story on 
the Starlite delay. When Crandell 
was confronted with your accoimt 
of it, he fumed, 'So they fouled , 
me up! Okay! Those two, young 
punks are gonna take the rap 
too. '" 

"Then I was right," Captain 
Fraim remarked with satisfaction. 

"Crandell is a confidence man 
with an arrest for possession of 
stolen stock certificates on his 
record. His two young punks are 
a pair of high-flying swinger 
brothers named Selfert. They were 
taken into custody at their apart
ment and brought here a short 
while ago. Both of them work in 
the same Wall Street brokerage 

house. One of them, Whitey—" 
"That sounds like the blond 

gunman," Captain Fraim inter
rupted. 

"Exactly. That's what the other 
two call him. Whitey has access 
to the securities vault. Crandell 
met him and his girlfriend at a 
discotheque that Crandell uses for 
a hangout. He conned Whitey 
into stealing half a million in ne
gotiable bonds, saying he had con
tacts with organized crime, and 
could dicker for the best price. 
He made a secret deal with a Eu
ropean buyer in Puerto Rico who 
would buy the bonds aboard ship 
in San Juan and could get them 
ashore without exciting the suspi
cions of the customs. Crandell 
then booked in the Starlite, in
tending to remain in her to Pan
ama, then take a plane to San 
Francisco." 

"And disappear, no doubt,'' 
Captain Fraim said. 

"Exactly. While waiting for sail
ing day, he kept stalling the 
brothers on the payoff. Yesterday, 
Whitey phoned him at his mid-
tovwn hotel room, and was told by 
the desk clerk that Crandell had 
just checked out, with steamship 
tags on his suitcases. With time 
short, the two brothers had to 
vyork fast, and seized on the first 
feasible plan to come into their 
heads. 
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"Whitey phoned their office 
that his brother, Art, was sick and 
he was taking him to a doctor. 
They rushed to their apartment in 
the Wall Street district for an im-
licensed Saturday-night-special 
Whitey kept there, got their 
sports car from the lot and drove 
to the pier. Their hope was to 
smoke Crandell back ashore with 
as many of the high-denomination 
bonds under his belt as he could 
manage, the method they them
selves had used; they guessed he 
wouldn't risk exciting suspicion by 
going ashore with a briefcase. He 
overdid it, as we know. Art.was 
watching for him to come ashore, 
intending to telephone his brother 
at your office, and then follow 
him out and force him into the 
car. He got scared when the cus
toms guard took Crandell into the 
customs office." 

"Well, that about wraps it up," 
Captain Fraim said. "One thing 
I'm curious about, though, is how 
the brothers knew Crandell was 
aboard the Starlite." 

"I was expecting that," the 
agent said, sounding as if he might 

be smiling. "Whitey's knowledge 
of ships came from his girlfriend. 
She works in a steamship office. 
She knew about the bonds and ex
pected to do a lot of swinging on 
the proceeds. She phoned Whitey 
yesterday that there was a Martin 
Crandell on her boss' copy of the 
Starlite's passenger list and he'd 
better make sure it wasn't their 
Martin. After phoning the hotel, 
Whitey, the girlfriend, and Art 
got together at lunch time and 
worked out the plan." 

"Are you saying the girlfriend 
is—" Captain Fraim was too in
credulous to finish. 

"Precisely. She's undoubtedly 
listening in on this conversation, 
as with all your telephone conver
sations this afternoon. I delayed 
mention of her as an accomplice 
until now, to keep her in sus
pense." 

Captain Fraim put down the 
telephone in slow motion, as if in 
a daze. The outer office had be
come strangely silent. He rose and 
opened the door. The corridor 
door was just closing behind Miss 
Barth. 
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As we are told herein, "There 
who doesn't want to believe." 

is no such thing as .a skeptic 

The invitations to Clementine 
Deal's dinner party carried an in
triguing phrase: Group Reading 
by Mr. Willie Bruneau. As Clem
entine had never oflFered any
th ing less convent iona l than 
bridge at her dinner parties it 
caused a ripple of interest among 
the invited, and when it was 
learned that Rowena Telford was 

to be one of the guests the ripple 
became a tidal wave. 

Everyone in town knew Ro
wena Telford. Widow of the late 
Chandler Telford (latest, in fact, 
of three husbands Rowena had 
survived), she was a local legend. 
Thirty years earlier, as Ruby 
Ditzler, she had left town a 
sprightly young widow and made 
a name for herself on Broadway. 
She had returned to town only six 
months before Clementine's party 
and taken up residence in the old 
Ditzler mansion left to her by her 
first husband. Here she lived, in 
Garboesque seclusion, seldom seen 
on the streets and only occasion
ally glimpsed, in dark glasses and 
concealing hat, at one of the bet
ter shops or cinemas. Every host
ess in town had tried to lure her 
into the social arena, but not until 
now had she been tempted forth. 
Clementine was ecstatic. Rowena 
Telford and Willie Bruneau! The 
event had to be a dazzling suc
cess. 

Willie Bruneau was a psychic 
just beginning to attain a degree 
of celebrity that was as yet pri-
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marily local, although stories of 
his readings for a certain best-sell
ing novelist and for a familiar TV 
personality had begun to make his 
name more widely known. Only 
recently had he begun accepting 
invitations for group readings in 
the homes of the well-to-do, 
where he did not shrink from ac
cepting monetary tributes to his 
psychic prowess, tributes that, so 
far, had been far more modest 
than Willie himself. 

Stories about him became town 
gossip. Everyone soon heard about 
the fabulously wealthy old lady in 
New York who had taken him to 
Hawaii for six months out of grat
itude for his having saved her life: 
he had "seen" her nephew greas
ing the stairs of her mansion in 
hopes of causing a fatal accident. 
Another relative had tried to poi
son her with chocolates; Willie 
had "seen" this; too. With such 
tales circulating, which some 
people were churhsh enough to 
suggest had been started by Willie 
himself, his legend was boimd to 
grow. 

Unfortunately, Clementine 's 
evening got off to a bad start. 
When she announced, over des
sert, that Mr. Bruneau would be 

ĵloTiaU 0) w 

joining them later, Rowena Tel
ford was the only one around the 
table who expressed displeasure. 

"I'd rather play cards," she said 
flatly. 

After a moment's panic, Clem
entine smoothed over the awk
wardness. "You'll adore Willie, my 
dear. Everyone does. Later, if you 
wish, we'll haye a rubber of 
bridge, just to unwind. Seriously, I 
understand he's very good." 

"Psychics—or fortune-tellers, if 
you want to call a spade a spade-
are never good," retorted Rowena 
in her most devastating theatrical 
manner. "At best they're merely 
clever." 

"Oh, I'm sure you're right 
about most of them, darling." 

"I've met the best of them. 
They're all ninety-nine percent 
show biz and one percent psy
chic." 

"Ah, but that one percent!" 
Nevertheless, Rowena was a 

good sport about it. When Willie 
Bruneau made his entrance, she 
observed with only the most dis
creet look of satisfaction the uni
versal dismay of her fellow guests. 
Willie looked one' hundred per
cent show biz. He was short and 
plumpish, with a rose-petal com
plexion, gold-rimmed glasses, flir
tatious eyes, a sleek black toupee 
styled in bangs and ringlets; he 
wore a plum-colored velour pull-
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over, black silk slacks, and snake-
skin shoes. He was, furthermore, 
as glibly facetious as the most ex
perienced con artist. 

Yet, once the initial shock was 
over, this all had the curious ef
fect of" soothing rather than ex
citing skepticism. Such hocusr 
pocus eyes and razzle-dazzle garb 
would only be flavinted, one felt 
sure, by someone as sincere as a 
child; and this is what eventually 
came through, a childlike lack of 
guile that soon had everyone 
hanging upon his words. He had a 
flair for the telling anecdote and 
he wasn't the least daunted by the 
elegance of the group for which 
he'd been invited to read. Nor 
was anyone left in doubt that he 
had actually read for those celeb
rities, when he could recoimt such 
juicily authentic-sounding bits of 
gossip about them, speaking with 
wry compassion of the lady col
umnist's singular obsession with 
violet candles and revealing, as if 
it were already pubhc knowledge, 
details of the lady noveUst's drink
ing problem. 

Rowena Telford was not so 
rude as to refrain from listening, • 
but she listened with the pohte, 
frosty scorn of the nonbeliever. 
Nor did she refuse to join the. 
group in the serious business fol
lowing the preliminary chitchat. 
Willie instructed the hostess in the 

placing of the chairs and seating 
of the guests. Only one dim lamp 
was left bviming. 

Taking his place at the round 
table, Willie removed his gold-
rimmed glasses and placed upon 
his nose a pair of Ben Franklin 
spectacles with smoked trans
parent lenses. 

Besides the medium, Clemen
tine Beal, and Rowena Telford,-
the party included Dolly and 
Delia Treff, Fred Zinsel, John 
Carlyle, Paul Campbell, and Ste
ven and Penelope St. James. 

Willie kept talking in the same 
gossipy tone of voice, and then 
abruptly, in mid-sentence, his 
head snapped back, one could ac
tually hear a vertebra crack, and 
his voice became more highly 
pitched. 

No one could say he was not 
good—or at least very clever. In
stead of the generalities of the or
dinary parlor psychic, Willie 
spoke with a specificity and can
dor that enthralled his audience. 

"Someone at this table is nego
t i a t i ng a d ivo rce . D o n ' t go 
through with it, dear. That man is 
dying. There's a lot of phlegm, 
isn't there? You might even say 
he's already dead. You know what 
I mean, dear. Don't blame me! 
It's not my fault. I only tell what 
I see. The raft is drifting away 
from shore. Death, my dear, al-
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ways death. Now, I don't want 
you to think I'm mercenary, but 
you'd be far better off sticking 
with him till the end. There's a 
lot of property involved.-Besides, 
you're going to be a great comfort 
to him in the last six weeks. He's 
insanely jealous and he knows 
about P. But you're in no real 
danger from him, darling. Now, 
someone at this table is very fond 
of horses. But whatever you do, 
don't go riding with a riian named-
Gene . . ." • 

He didn't pause once, never 
stumbled, never gave the impres
sion he was repeating something 
he'd rehearsed. It was all urbane, 
fluent, chattily confidential, and 
thus the effect all the more har
rowing. When the lights were 
turned up, no one cared iii the 
first few moments to look directly 
into his neighbor's eyes. 

It was Rowena Telford who 
broke the spell: "Now can we 
play cards?" ' . 

Clementine gave a sigh. "Splen
did idea, dear. Willie, I can't 
thank you enough. You were mar
velous. But then, why should I 
thank you? I'm sure some of your 
remarks were aimed at me . . . 
No, don't tell me! Now, I know 
you don't charge a fee for demon
strating your gift, but you can't 
possibly object if we express our 
delight by—" 

She was cut off by a shriek 
from Rowena: "My brooch! It's 
gone!" 

Dead silence reigned. Everyone 
stared at her. Her hands were 
skimming over her clothes. They 
had all noticed the brooch, of 
course; several had admired'it: a 
wreath of diamonds around a 
huge star ruby. A search was un
dertaken. 

"When did you last notice it?" 
Clementine asked her. 

"I don't know. It was simply 
there. I never thought about it." 

Delia Treff said, "I'm quite pos
itive you had it when we came in 
from the dining room." 

"Then it must be in your 
clothes, or arovind your chair." 
Clementine's voice had a mousy 
note of alarm. 

The search was concentrated in 
that area, and again Rowena felt 
about her person. No sign of the 
brooch. 

By now the company was vis
ibly uneasy, especially the two 
men who had flanked Rowena at 
the table during the reading. 

When no trace could be foimd 
of the missing t:brooch, Rowena be
came indifferent. "Don't worry, 
it'll show up. It has to be here." 

Clementine was in the worst 
position possible for a hostess: if 
she dismissed the matter she 
would be doing her guest of honor 
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an injustice, and if she pressed the 
search to its limits she would in
sult each of her other guests. The 
poor woman was distraught. 

"It's quite costly," said Rowena,-
"but not something to ruin your 
evening over. Please don't fuss." 
She shot an ambiguous look at her 
hostess. "It's been fun, darlingi 
But now I must say good night." 

Clementine looked helplessly 
from Rowena to her other guests. 
WilUe Bruneau, looking exhausted 
from the strain of the reading, had 
sipped a glass of sherry while, the 
search was going on. 

It was the lawyer, Carlyle, who 
finally said what all of them had 
known must be said: "Forgive me. 
We can all see what a spot oiu-
hostess is in because of this httle 
mischance. I, for one, insist upon 
being searched before leaving this 
house." 

Rowena replied coldly. "Don't 
be absurd. I'm certainly not sug
gesting anyone stole my brooch. 
It's here and vWll he foimd. Let's 
just forget it." 

Carlyle shook his head. "I 'd 
rather not leave the house under a 
cloud of guilt. If 6ne of you fel
lows will step into the next room 
with me, I insist on be ing 
searched." 

"And so do I." Willie Bnmeau's 
voice was still languid with fa
tigue and laced with humor, as if 

it were all a huge joke. "I'm more 
or less the only outsider among 
you." 

"Well, I didn't take it," spoke 
up Dolly Treff, sparkHng with her 
own co l l ec t i on of gems. " I 
drooled over it, but I'm no thief. I 
ag ree wi th these gen t l emen , 
though. Don't you, Delia? The 
logical thing is to be searched be
fore leaving.'! 

Now all c l a m o r e d to be 
searched. 

Rowena looked very cross. "I 
.won't permit it. I know none of 
you are thieves." 

Carlyle spoke with deference 
. but determination. "Please, Mrs. 
Telford. No one objects to being 
searched. It's the only way to 
clear the air. Of course, if it's to 
mean anything, we must all sub
mit to being searched. Including 
you." 

Rowena gave him" a withering 
look. "As if I would steal my OWTI 
brooch!" 

"Will you iallow yourself to be 
searched along with the rest of 
us?" 

"No!" 
Rowena's anger came suddenly,' 

but fiercely. The others looked at 
her with growing suspicion. 

"But you must see what that 
implies." 

"What it implies, my good man, 
is that / haven't a guilty con-
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science at all," Rowena fumed. 
"Quite the opposite, I should 

say. It's been apparent, Mrs. Tel
ford, that you have no faith in 
Mr. Bruneau's gift. Well and 
good. I'm not a believer myself. 
But I'm willing to keep an open 
mind. And I don't at all object to 
being entertained in the process-
as I Was. But vk'hat you're obvi
ously trying to plant in our minds 
is the belief that Mr. Bruneau is 
not only a faker but a thief as 
well—or the accomplice of one. 
Mr. Bruneau has agreed to be 
searched. So has everyone else, ex
cept you. What other conclusion 
can we draw but that you've 
faked a theft in order to impugn 
this man's character?" 

This put Rowena into a starn-
mering fury. "You're talking rub^ 
bish and you know it. One of you 
in this room needs a scapegoat. 
You should appreciate my volim-
teering for the role. Surely you 
must see that if we're all searched 
and none of us has the brooch, it 
would prove only that someone is 
â  most clever thief. Don't you 
suppose that \yhoever stole it 
would expect to be searched? I'm 
letting you all oflF the hook. No 
applause?" She turned to Clemen
tine, who looked ready to bawl in 
the shambles of her evening. "I'm 
so sorry, my dear. I should never 
have worn the silly brooch. Good 

n i g h t . " Rowena stalked out . 
Universal relief greeted her de

parture. 
"What a shabby stuntl" cried 

Delia Treff. "Just because she 
didn't believe in Mr. Bnmeau she 
didn't have to make him out to be 
a thief." 

This was the,substance of most 
of the remarks, but of course Ro
wena Telford was a legend of ec
centricity. What else coiJd one 
expect from her? 

"She was in the theater for 
years," said Dolly. "I suppose she 
hates being upstaged even now." 

From the sofa where he re
clined, sipping another glass of 
sherry, Willie Bruneau intervened. 
"You're all being more than kind 
to me and less than kind to that 
poor lady." 

They all looked at him. 
"If I were in your shoes," said 

Carlyle, "I don't think I should be 
quite ̂ so charitable." 

"Her motives were entirely 
pure. You've misjudged her." 

Clementine looked puzzled. 
"Are you saying she didn't steal 
the brooch herself?" 

"Precisely." 
Now there was general con

sternation. "Then you mean to say 
one of us did swipe it?" 

"Not at all. It's here in this 
room." 

"Impossible. It's been searched." 
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"Not that thoroughly, Mr. Car-
lyle. Please be kind enough to re
move those flowers from that 
bowl. I^ think you'll find the 
brooch at the bottom of it. It's 
deep. Better roll up your sleeve." 

Carlyle did as he was asked, 
reached down into the bovvl and 
fished.out the brooch. The discov
ery was greeted with an outburst 
of wonder. 

"But how on earth did you 
know?" cried Dolly. ' 

"Because I saw him remove the 
brooch from her dress and hide it 
there." 

Again, tension. "Saw who?" 
"Her second husband." Bruneau 

smiled. "The spirit of her second 
husband, you understand. He al
ways hated that brooch because 
Ditzler, her first husband, had 
given it to her. She was very fond 
of it and insisted on wearing it. 
He would always remove it and 
hide it from her. I feel sure she 
knew what had happened to it 
here tonight, though she would 
never have said so. She's 
profoundly psychic herself, even if 
she won't admit it. It frightens 
her. She can't cope with any
thing—unworldly." 

Clementine was stricken. "Poor 
Rowena. She thinks we all believe 
she did it dieliberately, to discredit 
you. Would you all mind if I left 
at once and took it to her, with 

sincere apologies from all of us?" 
"Please let me," Willie said. "I 

may be able to help her. This may 
show her the way." 

Thus did Willie Bruneau and 
Rowena Telford become the hero 
and heroine of the evening. They 
would have drunk to their success 
had Rowena had anything suitable 
in the house to oflFer the medium, 
who foimd her sitting in what had 
been the maid's tiny room on the 
third floor of the mansion, sipping 
a soft drink and munching a 
cheese sandwich. 

"So how much did they cough 
up, Willie, dear?" 

"Eighty-five bucks." 
She held out her hand and he 

counted out her share. 
"There'll be more next time," 

she promised him. "I may be 
broke, honey, but I've got the two 
things you need most right now: 
contacts and charisma. And as 
long as nobody knows I'm broke, 
we can both cash in on them." 

He smiled modestly. "You won't 
be broke for long." 

His self-assurance, that air of 
mystic tranquillity, soothed what
ever doubts she still might have 
had that their association would 
be mutually beneficial. She had 
noticed that air about him the 
first time they met, quite by acci
dent, in .the air terminal loimge in 
Newark. 

66 ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



He drew the brooch from his 
pocket. "I can't tell them apart." 

" I can." She took the real 
brooch out of her purse. "A hunk 
of jewelry and an old house. 
Three marriages, and they're all 
I've got to show for them. Where 
did you hide it?" 

"In the flowerpot." 
"First time in my life I really 

enjoyed acting. And I intend to 
keep hustling, sweetie. I'm sick of̂  
living in this dinky room and eat
ing sandwiches. It's not my style." 
She looked shrewdly reflective. 
"That Carlyle's a smart cookie, 
you know that? Ugly, but loaded. 
Willie, before you go—" 

"No." 
"Please." 
"Absolutely not." 
She sighed. "Did they really 

swallow the business" about my 
second husband's spirit hiding the 
brooch?" 

"If they didn't, they were too 
well-bred to laugh." He looked at 
her as if, for all her sophistication, 
she were still a child. "It doesn't 
matter, actually, if they believe or 
don't believe. To a psychic, my 
dear, all that counts is one small 
but very essential fact of human 
nature." 

"And what's that?" 

"There is no such thing as a 
skeptic who doesn't want to be
lieve." 

Rowena wasn't sure if Willie 
was ninety percent show biz and 
ten percent psychic, or the other 
way ai-ound. Maybe he himself 
didn't know to what degree his 
prophetic capacity was genuine. 

He got up to go. She put her 
hand on his arm. "Please. You 
promised." 

"Darl ing, not now. I'm ex
hausted. You've no idea how 
much it takes out of me." 

"But I've got to know, Willie. I 
won't sleep a wink tonight." 

Grudgingly, he sank back into 
the chair. "Oh, very well, Ro
wena, if you're going to nag. But 
I don't promise anything. When 
I'm tired, nothing's likely to come 
through. So don't blame me." 

She clapped her hands together 
like a little girl who had been 
promised a glimpse of Santa 
Glaus. "I want to know if I'll see 
him again. If we're going to be
come very good friends. Mr. John 
Garlyle and I." ^ 

Willie tried to relax, threw 
back his head until he heard the 
little snap in his neck. His tone 
changed. He began to speak. 

Rowena listened 
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Aeronautics should, perhaps, include some study of herpe-
tology—and of herpetologists. 

Dr. Leroy Webb sidled out the 
rear door of Life Science Hall, 
New Mexico State College, and 
paused on the brink of the faculty 
parking lot. After another evening 
in the smelly lab, he always 
paused here to taste the cool fresh 
air of night. Tonight Webb, a 
small, shy, gray, stooped man with 
puckered face turned moonward 
like a wistful ferret's, paused 
longer than usual. 

The lights of Albuquerque glit
tered in the lower valley like 
ihisty reflections of the stars. 
Wind put of the Manzano Moun
tains \yhispered across the dark
ened and deserted campus where 
Webb had marked time as a pro
fessor of herpetology for 27 years. 
A long time, he thought with re
signed bitterness. A real long time. 

He thought of Wilma, always 
asleep when he got home, always 
stoned by another nightly over^-
dose of TV and double martinis. 
He hunched one shoulder like a 
defensive sparrow and walked to 
his battered station wagon parked 
in its desigiiated niche under the 
third tree on the right. Another of 
his insular days seemed to be 
phasing out as obsequiously as all 
of his others. Then a sudden, alien 
crunch of gravel hooked at his 
heart, and a part of the tree's 
shadow moved, leaped, sprang out 
to form a tall, top-heavy wedge of 
elemental threat between. Webb 
and his'car. 

Charged with cold fear, Webb 
turned to run. It was an automatic 
response acquired in childhood 
and never forgotten, hke riding a 
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bicycle. For a sickly, undersized 
patsy bandied from school to 
school, a victim outsider destined 
for badgering and battering in rit
ual g lee-by every indigenous 
bully, flight, not fight, was the 
only sane rule for survival always; 

cessity, be part of an old ridicu
lous dream . . . 

Yet aching head, threats of nau
sea . . . they seemed real—and 
what was he doing lying here? 

"Sorry, Webb, but you just have 
to know I mean business." The 

mm u ^ 
but now his intended flight was 
interrupted by a gloved fist that 
whacked the left side of his face. , 

He t u m b l e d e a r t h w a r d in 
stunned slow-motion. Gravel 
ground into his back. He blinked 
up dazedly at the moon and stars. 
They were throbbing and pulsing 
in eerie unreality. He decided 
vaguely that it was unreal, defi
nitely unreal; a bad dream, for he 
had escaped the nihilistic terror of 
kiddieland fifty years ago. He had 
gone into liiding, into the protec
tive personality armor of the 
quiet, timid little man, the polite, 
self-effacing, unassuming little 
man—a personality carefully self-
crealted and maintained to avoid 
violence, or even the possibility of 
violence in any form. So this 
senseless assault must then, of ne-

THERE LET HER LIE 

voice was low, flat, close, and ter
ribly earnest. "Don' t raise a 
ruckus. Just cooperate. You won't 
get another hurt laid on you. 
Okay?" 

The ache stabbed as Webb 
rolled his' eyes. The tall man 
squatted on his haunches, forearms 
across knees. Enough moonlight 
filtered through to reveal faded, 
dusty denim jacket and jeans, a 
shapeless hat tilted back. The 
shadowed face was startlmgly 
white and featureless, Uke a partly 
finished sketch on white paper. 

The icy glitter of a knife blade 
flicked up and out like a fang. 
The point touched Webb's throat. 
He felt sweat on his forehead and 
a choking at the back of his 
mouth. 

"All I want out of you is your 
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help, Webb. Your know-how with 
snakes. Rattlesnakes. I need help 
right now, and I swear if I don't 
get it, I'll waste you. I don't want 
to, but I will. And in that case, 
your wife's already as-good as 
dead and buried." 

"Wilma," Webb choked in
credulously. "Wiima—" 

"I just came from yom- digs. 
Paid your wife a call. She told me 
where yoi 1 d be—here, feediiig and 
doctoring your crawly pets. She 
told me what wheels you drive, 
where to wait, how to get in 
here." 

"But what-?" Webb mumbled 
in confused terror. "I don't under
stand." - . 

"You could trick me on this job, 
Webb. Double-cross me. Maybe 
get me killed. So I set your 
Wilma aside as my ace in the 
hole, a sort of hostage." 

"Hostage?" 
"Hauled her oflF for about a 

twenty-minute ride into that caii-
yonland desert back of your 
house, into those burnt cliffs and 
hoodoo rocks. Tied her up. Laid 
her out in a sandstone crevice just 
so wide. Put rocks and sagebrush 
over the top. Now, do I have to 
tell you the odds against anybody 
finding her without knowing 
where to sniff? Do I, Webb?" 
- W e b b waggled his head in 

nimibed shock. His eyes bimied. 

He tried to see Wilma out there, 
buried alive under black rocks. 
Their house was south of the col
lege, in the Manzano Hills, part of 
the old Sunrise Mesa Ranch 
Homes development. Stretching 
on south of it was a kind of 
desert-badlands wilderness- of 
eroded gorges, canyons, fissures, 
ravines, sand dunes, isolated 
pinons and solitary jimipers fading 
into burning lava rock beds. If 
poor Wilma were really in that 
maze, in a crack ceilinged over 
with rock and sage, then weeks of 
search might never find her. Might 
never he found except by buzzards 
or ravens or stray coyotes of the 
night. 

Webb closed his eyes. She 
couldn't be there. Nothing worse 
could happen to her. She was 
afraid of night, afraid of loneli
ness, she hated the desert, hated 
the.sun, hated roughing it. She'd 
gotten fat and her white sMn blis
tered at the first touch of sun. She 
was terrified of getting crow's-feet. 
Wilma subjected to such alien, 
helpless brutal terror—it shook 
Webb up. It shook him up worse 
than his own helpless terrors, even 
this one. For a fleeting micro
second he even felt a stab of raige 
and he wanted to cry out and 
h i t - h i t - h i t -

"You don't believe it?" The 
knife withdrew. One gloved hand 
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opened near Webb's face. The 
other hand flicked on a small 
flashlight. The beam shone clearly 
on Wilma's jeweled wristwatch, 
the outsized Mexican jade and sil
ver rings. "You'd better believe it, 
Webb, or you're both wasted. 
She's good for the night and part 
of the morning, but when that 
noon desert _ sun starts boiling in, 
she'll go fast. Now, I'm the only 
one knows where she's hid. Coop
erate, help me, and as soon as 
we're cleared away, we drive 
back to your house and I'll show 
you where she is. But get antsy, 
you're both goners. And that's the 
truth." 

As the flash. swung up and 
around, Webb saw the finished 
sketch of the man's face: gaimt, 
unhealthily gray, etched with too 
many lines and crags, a scar down 
the entire left side of face and jaw 
like a crack in a melon, lips 
pulled away from long-discolored 
teeth in a grin that was a frozen 
snarl; and the eyes—red-rimmed, 
as flat and mean as a bird's. 

"I-I believe you," Webb whis
pered quickly. 

"Okay, brother, let's haul out. 
We don't have much time." He 
grabbed Webb's jacket, hoisted 
him with one hand and propped 
him against the car. He opened 
the door and t u r n e d W e b b 
around. "Climb in and start her 

up now. And let's roll her out." 
Webb got under the wheel. 

Numbly he switched on the igni
tion. The engine started with even 
more senile reluctance than usual. 
The man entered through the rear 
door and crawled through the 
clutter of burlap bags, cans of gas 
and water, spare tires, canteens, 
old clothing, and snake-hunting 
gear. He crouched low behind the 
front seat and breathed against 
Webb's neck. 

"Wilma says you keep your 
snake gear all here in your wagon. 

- That right? It's all in here now?" 
"Yes. I make frequent field trips 

to the desert after rattlers. I keep 
all my equipment in.the car." 

"Okay, haul out." The knife 
point touched his neck, just below 
the right ear. "No stunts with the 
guard at the gate or else. Your 
course is U.S. 44 west toward the 
Canoncito Indian Reservation. 
We're going a little past Armijo. 
How's your tank?" 

"There's enough gas." 
"Haul out." 
The familiar lonely highway 

through barren hills, shadowy 
cluinps of sand sage and juniper 
shining under the moon as though 
coated with frost—all of it drifted 
past Webb's vision like the contin
uing landscape of a bad dream. 

The man still sat in back, 
breathing at his neck. "Wilma was 
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right about everything but when 
you'd check out of yoiu- lab. I got 
worr ied maybe you 'd go t t en 
nipped by one of your pets. They 
give you trouble? That what held 
you up?" 

"No. This was once-a-week 
feeding time. I had to force-feed 
some of the big rattlers. Then I 
had to crate up several for ship
ment to zoos. Had to prepare oth
ers for dissection during tomor
row's classes. And I had to milk a 
dozen others of their venom." 

"Ugh," the man said with genu
ine disgust. "What do you do with" 
that?" 

"Sell it to research centers." 
"Who needs it?" 
Webb rubbed his eyes. "They're 

studying t l^ potent enzyme con
tained in toxins. Terminal cancer 
pain is being eased by snake 
venom diluted three thousand 
times. It's used as a blood coag
ulant and—" 

The man interrupted with a dry 
humorless chuckle. "Selling to 
zoos and the like—guess you rake 
off some good Christmas money." 

"I need it. A professor's salary 
here isn't impressive."' 

The man gave what might have 
been a sympathetic gnmt. Then, 
just past the flashing nieon of 
Chico's Toco and Joy-Burgers, he 
said to slow down, make the next 
right at the blacked-out tepee. 

Webb was to ease around to the 
left of the tepee, cutting his lights 
and motor as he coasted in. 

"Why, it's Mr. Buck's place," 
Webb said with a shock of sudden 
recognition. 

"Yeah," the man growled. "A 
snake pit." 

The swerving headhghts lit up 
an old wooden sign hanging be
tween two peeled cottonwood 
poles above the gravel drive: 

UNCLE BILLY BUCK'S 
TRADING POST 

Liquor—Beer—Burgers—Gas 
Injim Curios 

. A newer and more readable 
sign with big red phosphorescent 
letters flared up in front of the di
lapidated tepee: 

BURGLARS BEWARE! 
My Money Is Guarded By 
LIVE RATTLESNAKES! 

They Bite! 
W e b b knew all about Mr. 

Buck's Watchsnakes. He knew 
more about them than anyone. He 
had captured them and installed 
them for Mr. Buck. 

Now at least part of the kid
napper's motive seemed clear. The 
man needed an expert to handle 
Mr. Buck's Watchsnakes. But 
why? And what had happened to 
Mr. Buck? 

Mr. Buck had dropped in at the 
college to see Webb six months 
before. A red-faced, sixtyish, fat, 
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and genial old-timer sporting 
suede boots, fringed leather vest,, 
long yellow-white hair and a 
straggly goatee, Mr. Buck com
plained about having been robbed 
seven times in seven weeks. Noth
ing big. He was a very poor nian, 
proprietor of the nm-down, sag
ging imitation of an Indian tepee 
made of adobe, pine poles and 
discarded beer bottles. A local ec
centric con ten t - to pump just 
enough gas, move just enough 
burgers, beer, and phony, "Injun" 
curios to keep him in beans and 
whiskey—or so he'd said. 

Young punks and road bums 
needing Saturday night fim money 
or a quick iix kept cleaning out 
his meager till. Two-bit ptmks, 
said Mr. Buck, afraid of big risks, 
knocking over the little _ tills of 
poor defenseless merchants. He 
couldn't afford it. He was lucky to 
clear two himdred dollars a rridnth 
during the tourist season. He 
couldn't afford expensive bvirglar-
alarm systems, watchmen, or 
watchdogs. Cops patrolled more 
affluent areas. Mr. Buck was no 
longer an agile quick-draw, but 
suffered from arthritic handicaps, 
and he feared getting knifed, shot, 
or stomped some night, like the 
gas attendant just down the road a 
piece. 

He'd heard from Texas friends 
about good results from using dia-

mondback rattlers for crime con
trol. The macabre innovation 
proved one-hxmdred percent effec
tive in discouraging thieves. Little 
or no initial investment required; 
they were just plain old Oklahoma 
and Texas prairie rattlesnakes. 
Hardly any overhead; they ate, 
once a'week, mostly pesty mice 
and rats on the premises. 

Many small enterprises were 
picking up the idea with the same 
one-hundred percent burglarproof 
results. Mr. Buck wanted to try it, 
too. He'd read about Webb's way 
with rattlers in the Albuquerque 
Post. He'd be thankful, would, pay 
reasonably well, if Doctor Webb 
would catch him half a dozen 
snakes and see that they got in
stalled so they'd be an inconven-, 
ience only to burglars at night. 

Webb had readily agreed, de
lighted by the novelty. He'd cap
tured six of the largest diamond-
backs he could find, installed them 
appropriately and given Mr. Buck 
directions for care and upkeep. 
Mr. Buck had called later with 
happy assurances that no burglars 
had since come within smelling-
distance of his Trading-Post. The-
Watchsnakes were doing well . . . 

Webb switched off the ignition. 
Why did this vicious character 
need to deal with Mr. Buck's 
snakes? He was desperate enough 
to k idnap two peop le and 
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threaten murder. Would he do 
that to rob poor old Mr. Buck's 
till of a few dollars? 

"Let's move the gear," the man 
said with nervous impatience. He 
crawled out the back. Webb got 
out and crunched back on gravel 
to where the man had the tailgate 
lowered. 

Annexed to the back of the 
tepee structure were two low, 
flat-topped, connected adobe 
rooms. The first, opening directly 
off the tepee, contained Mr. 
Buck's office, his money, and the 
snakes. The next room was where 
Mr, Buck kept house. The whole 
structure was dark and still; no 
sound but yellow-dusted wind 
making its gritty whisper through 
sage and junipers. Little hog-nosed 
bats fluttered across the moon. An 
owl drifted low over Webb's head, 
ais silent as a wisp of smoke. 

"Out with the gea;r," the man 
said. 

"Which gear?" Webb asked. 
"It's specialized. Depending on 
what use is intended—" 

The man turned with animal 
fury. "You put those snakes in 
there, Webb. You get them out. 
My money's in there. My whole 
damn future's, in there. I want to 
go in there and get my money 
and I want you to clear those 
snakes out." His flat vpice rose to 
a.dangerous impatient whine. 

"Get them the hell out of my 
way, Webb. And you'd best do it 
fast." 

Webb nervously dragged gear 
over the tailgate: hobnailed, calf-
h igh boots , oaken b ludgeon , 
forked stick, leather gauntlets, 
siiake-box with wife top, snake
bite kit in a canvas packet, a 
bamboo pole with screw eyes 
down its lencth apd nylon cord 
nmning through them and ending 
in a loop which could be slipped 
over a snake's head and drawn 
taut. Webb sat on a wooden crate 
and put on the boots while the 
man stood staring at the adobe 
wall and the wooden-planked door 
behind which the snakes, and his 
future, waited. 

Webb stood up. "Soon as it's 
clear in there I'll call for you to 
come, in." 

"Get them all the hell out!" the 
man cvirsed. 

"Not necessarily all of them if 
you want to save a lot of time. 
No snake, except the python and 
black racer, is naturally aggressive 
toward man. The diamondback 
isn't usually aggressive except in 
self-defense. That's a small space, 
that room. Six big snakes in it. 
Some will feel I'm invading their 
domain and will attack. Others 
may not bother. Might as well 
leave the more genial ones be. 
I t ' l l save much time—and 
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trouble. No sense riling them." 
"Just clear me a way, Webb. 

That's all." 
Webb put on the gauntlets, 

hooked the snake-bite kit and 
oaken bludgeon to his belt. He 
gathered up the hafts of a forked 
stick and two snake-catcher poles 
in his left hand, leaving his right 
hand free to use the bludgeon. He 
stepped toward the shadowed 
door and hesitated. He thought of 
Wilma somewhere in the dark ter
ror of a rock coflBn, and then he 
thought of that roomful of waiting 
snakes. He'd never tackled more 
than two rattlers at once, and that 
had been on the open desert with 
plenty of maneuvering space. Six 
rattlers in a small closed room 
was something else. It was more 
like dropping into a snake pit, and 
the _ most skilled snake-catcher 
would never do that voluntarily. 

One other thing made him hesi
tate. He looked around at the 
man. "Where's Mr. Buck?" 

The man growled with fury and 
jumped at Webb, his hands out. 
Webb flinched back, then felt the 
man's powerful fingers dig into 
the back of his neck, forcing his 
face down toward the groimd. 

"You're worried about Uncle 
Billy? You can die any minute. 
Your old lady's screaming to get 
loose, fighting off, scorpions and 
running out of breath. And you 

worry about Uncle Billy? Okay, 
. damn you." 

The usual desert litter was a 
shadowy pile between the two ju
nipers where Mr. Buck's hammock 
swung. The man kicked a fold of 
greasy canvas tarp aside, pushed 
Webb's face down. 

Dead Mr. Buck sprawled on his 
back, fat body bulging and glisten
ing white in the moon's glow like 
a giant grub. Blood had hardened 
in a brown crust over his pale 
hair and face and goatee. Flies 
sca t t e red , buzzing furiously, 
crawled back over the crust in a 
swarm. Webb lunged back from 
under the man's hand and fell 
back, gagging, against the adobe 

' wall by the door. The man 
jumped after him, swearing, and 
gripped his coat with both hands 
and pressed him against the wall. 
The man's steel-cable fingers trem
bled and his voice cracked with 
fury. 

"Damn you. Now you have to 
know why and how. Okay, I 
killed the double-crossing toad. 
Took my sweet time doing it, too, 
and six months back I'd have 
sworn I wouldn't hurt the fleas on 
a dog. But he made ine a deal six 
months back. I'm a crop duster 
with an old beat-up single-engine 
Cessna. Deal is, I fly down to 
Mexico and bring back a load of 
pot. 
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' "Uncle Billy's got the contacts, 
he says. He can buy the weed 
there for thirty dollars a brick, sell 
it in. Tucson for a hundred and 
thirty a brick. He explains all 
about how .you almost never get 
caught. Over ten planes cross the 
border every night, land tumoticed 
on sagebrush desert by moon
light—in Arizona, Texas, Califor
nia, New Mexico. Aerial smug
gling's big business. Customs 
agents almost never tag a flyiiig 
drug-runner. It's a long border 
and there's a lot of air space to 
get lost in up to 18,000 feet. So I 
buy the deal. I take the seats out 
of the Cessna and strip her down; 
making room for hauling back 
five hundred bricks at once. Fifty 
thousand dollars for one night's 
haul! 

> "We all need Christmas money, 
Webb. I learned to fly in the Ko
rean war and once you fly you 
can't do anything else. But I 
ended up a lousy crop duster, and 
now the Vietnam eagles flap home 
to -roost and flyers are a dime a 
dozen. Fifty thou a night! I can't 
refuse. I make that haul three 
nights running. A hundred and 
fifty thou!" 

He released Webb, s tepped 
back and kicked Uncle Billy's 
head. "But I never touched any of . 
my money, Webb. He double-
crossed me. Shot ine. Crippled 

me. Burned my plane on the 
desert. Left me to rot and feed 
the ravens. But I stayed alive, 
crawled over the damn sand like a 
lizard until the sun boiled the 
marrow out of my bones and 
scrambled my brains. What kept 
me going was him. Getting him. 
Getting my money. 

"Basque sheepherders scraped, 
me up and kept me breathing. 
Took six months to mend enough 
to get back here. He was still 
nesting on the loot, about to fly 
out of the coimtry, but waiting to 
make a last big haul. Hard stuff 
this time—heroin, a street-level 
value of two hundred fifty thou! 
Tells me that. Tells me just aboiit 
everything after I've worked on 
him with the knife and a live 
scorpion oh a string. Tells me 
where the money is, buried in 
there, under the floor. Little steel 
safe in there too. But it's just a 
dupe to throw dust in your eyes. 
Keeps a few hundred in the safe 
and.the till, just as a front,"see? 
An excuse to claim small stickups 
as reason to move in his Watch-
snakes, without anybody suspect
ing what he really wants guarded. 

"His Watchsnakes—the one 
thing he didn't tell me about. 
Wanted to surprise me. But when 
I start to open " the door I hear 
them buzzing—like a whole pit 
full of-rattlers. So I don't go in. I 
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can't bum them out without burn
ing the money and flagging in the 
fire trucks and cops. No time to 
get gas or poison or anything. Al
ready made arrangements to fly 
out of here tonight to Guerrero. I 
go through Uncle Billy's wallet, 
his room back there. I find out 
about you, the expert in the snake 
field, his consultant and efficiency 
expert. I went by your house—" 

He began kicking Uncle Billy's 
head again. He kicked and kicked, 
then stumbled back breathing 
heavily, fists clenched and hitting 
at the air. Finally he looked up. 
"You ready to go in?" he asked in 
a flat, tired tone. 

"Yes," Webb said. "I've been 
ready." 

"Then you just go on in. Go 
right on in. The door's unlocked 
and your pets are getting all 
worked up to see you." 

Webb pushed the door inward, 
reached in and clicked on a light 
suspended from the ceiling. Warm 
musty air farmed out with the fa
miliar smell of rattlesnakes, a 
smell like fresh crushed cucimi-
bers. Soft hissing broke out, fol
lowed by a low, gentle rattling as 
Webb eased inside. Then the rat
tles suddenly broke into an excited 
whirring chorus. 

Webb stepped to the left of the 
door. He surveyed the square, 
low-raftered room qioickly. In the 

far-right- corner stood a four-
drawer wooden filing cabinet with 
peeling varnish, next to a small 
steel safe squatting on the planked 
floor. One door, no windows; the 
grille of an air-conditioner,- not 
operating, protruded from the op
posite wall. Next to it was a smaU 
mahogany roUtop desk, open, 
holding a cradled telephone. In 
front of it stood a straight-backed 
chair. The floor's center was deco
rated by a round Navajo rug; 
nothing else there but the snakes. 

He saw only four. One was on 
the desk top, coiled high as a 
bushel basket, wedgelike head, 
that tip of homed, segmented tail 
peeping out of the coils. Another 
coiled on top of the safe. The pit
ted, fluke-shaped head of a third 
was sliding like a smear of brown 
oil out of the lower filing cabinet 
drawer. Evil, slit-eyed head aloft 
and weaving, shaped like the ace 
of spades, it slithered at Webb in. 
an eager S-shape, the ten seg
ments of its keratin rattlers vibrat
ing furiously in that warm room 
at 48 cycles a second. A fourth 
snake lolled out full length along 
the baseboard directly across from 
Webb. He couldn't resist the plea
sure of fleeting admiration of the 
mighty diamondback, Crotalus at-
rox, king of Western snakes; seven 
feet long, big around as a big 
man's arm, 25 pounds, the heavi-
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l i l s r^ 

est among venomous reptiles . . . 
It buzzed, lifted its head. Eyes 

brightening, it extended its narrow 
•black tongue to test the air. The 
blunt head rose higher on the 
adroit neck. Those, glass-shiny eyes 
watched him, curiously alert and 
intelligent, expanding, seeming to 
analyze his presence. ,' 

They all watched him, eyes 
brightening, tongues . flicking. 
Where were the o ther two? 
There; a flat venomous head rose 
from the wastepaper basket near 
the desk. It slid out rapidly, its 
dark brown diamond hexagons and 

78 

orange, pink, red and green scales 
glinting under the light. It and the 
one from the opposite wall were 
slithering toward him sideways, 
rattles whirring eagerly. 

Where was number six? 
The two most aggressive ones 

were advancing. The one from the 
opposite wall s topped in the 
middle of the room, on the Nar 
vajo "rug three feet away. It 
coiled. The o,ther, four feet from 
the wicker wastebasket, was eye
ing him too. Tongues flicked and 
rattles vibrated more wildly. 

Webb stood still. They had only 
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a moderate sense of vision, and 
for close-up objects only. They 
had no real sense of hearing, but 
were extremely alert to vibrations. 
They were amazingly sensitive to 
ground tremors, could sense a 
man's footsteps approaching from 
considerable distance. They knew, 
from the slightest movement of 
his foot, just where to find him. 

He reached back with slow care 
and leaned the snake-catcher poles 
against the wall behind him by 
the closed door. He angled the 
forked stick down at the nearer 
snake. With a sudden, skilled 
limge, he pinned its head against 
the rug between the forks. Its 
body slammed, whipped, con
vulsed around the haft of the 
stick. Its mouth gaped, jaws im-
hinged and white venom flew over 
the Navajo design. 

Webb imhooked the bludgeon 
and smashed the hissing head with 
four direct blows. Straightening, 
he went after tiie one from the 
wicker basket, pinning its head 
down on the second try. It flailed 
like a whip and bit at the boards, 
staining them with venom. Webb 
poimded its head imtil it lay still. 

He stepped back, sleeving sweat 
from his forehead, and saw the 
one from the filing cabinet slither
ing at him, tensing to strike. He 
flipped it off balance. Before it 
could recover its poise, he pinned 

its head down and smashed it with 
repeated blows. 

Sweat stung his eyes as he 
stumbled back. The two on the 
tops of the desk and safe were 
still coiled, they hadn't moved. 
They were the least aggressive, 
and they might not attack at all. 
Meanwhile, the sixth snake could 
be in but one place. 

Webb kicked aside the Navajo 
rug. Kneeling, he opened his 
pocketknife and with the blade 
pried out one of three loose pine 
boards a yard long. 

"Whoa there, little brother." 
Webb looked back over his 

shoulder. The man had pushed the 
door open four inches and his face 
was there, a twisted mask of fear 
and warning threat. "Best keep 
your hands out of there. You got 
no call in there!" 

"Neither have you," Webb said, 
backing to the door. "Not yet 
anyway." 

"Why the hell not yet?" 
"Three snakes are dead. Those 

on the desk and safe are very 
sluggish. They don't want any 
trouble. But the sixth one is 
there—under the floor." 

The man pushed the door wide 
and edged into the opening. He 
peered down at where Webb had 
removed a floorboard. A vicious 
explosion of rattling came out. 
"He put one of them devils right 
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in there on top of my money!" 
Webb nodded and licked sweat 

from his upper hp. "Stand there 
and watch those other two. If 
they start to uncoil and come 
down toward the floor, yell. I'll 
take care of this one how, and 
you'll have your money." 

He replaced his forked stick 
with one of the snake-catcher 
poles he'd leaned against the wall. 

" t i T - . i .1 . . 1 1 , . ' n? .1 . .1 . _ _ L1 

vviui uie ejiu iic uippeu uie uuici 
two loose boards out of position. 
The opening in the floor was now 
a yard long and about two feet 
wide. "Can get him easier with 
the loop—as he comes out of 
there," Webb heard himself saying 
as he crept forward, as he might 
have done during a field-trip lec-
tiu'e to observing students. 

The rattling increased, joined by 
a loud, almost joyous hissing as 
the huge flat head oozed up into 
the light. "Watch the others," 
Webb repeated. "Watch the other 
two . . . " 

Those oddly cvirious and alert 
eyes stared up at Webb. Fat, trem
ulous coils flowed up and up and 
out. Webb shpped the dangling 
noose unerringly over - the head, 
jerked it taut, swung the loop for
ward and heaved the pole up, at 
the same time pulhng the noose 
tighter. He kept pulling imtil the 
snake's head was clamped in hard 
against the end of the 

pole. The seven-foot body beat 
the air. Webb angled the pole up, 
way up. He saw the head up 
there, hazy agaiiist the glare of 
ceiling light. He could feel the 
terrible, frenzied power of the 
body whipping about his arms, al
most jerking him bS his feet. He 
pulled the cord tighter, vising the 
neck in harder against the end of 
the pole. The jaws gaped wide to 
capacity, spittiiig m lurious terror. 
~ "Webb!" he heard the man 
shout. 

Then he heard the scream. It 
filled the room and seemed to 
drown him, welling up and out, 
ripping and expanding until it 
burst in a deathhke kind of liber
ating cry that echoed and re
echoed in his brain like a bursting 
bell. 

Only later did Webb realize 
that the scream was his, and re
member his actions and' feeling 
during those next few moments of 
his life. He remembered the con
fusion—was this the ending of the 
nightmare that began in the park--
ing lot? Or was he only now wak
ing up from a whole lifetime of 
nightmare he had called living? 

He remembered a mad, in
sensate, electrifying, wild and sa
distic glee as he swung around 
and Ivmged at the man. He re
membered his own voice shouting: 
"Bite, bite, bite!" And the glee. 
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the joyous glee and hatred and re
venge and power as he lunged but 
with the pole, lunged and jabbed 
the gaping jaws of the snake 
against the man's chest, through 
the open front of his shirt and 
jacket, directly onto the flesh. 

The man gave a gasping, chok
ing cry of pain and horror. He 
stuumbled back, trying to get out 
t h r o u g h the open door , b u t 
lurched sideways and backed into 
the wall. 

W e b b pushed him h a r d e r 
against the wall and jammed the 
open cotton-white mouth against 
the man's chest.i He kicked the 
door shut. He heard himself 
laughing. 

He drew the pole back and 
jammed it out again, like a mon
strous striking fang. The man slid 
down the wall, then fell forward, 
twisting and thudding full-length 
on his back. His hat slid over the 
floor. His head was hairless, 
striated with bum scars. His eyes 
bulged. His mouth was open and 
he was trying to speak and work 
his arms and legs, but he couldn't 
move. His nerves were already 
paralyzed by at least a full cc , 
about fifteen lethal doses. They 
weren't at the extremes of his 
body either, but on the chest, 
directly over the heart. 

Webb remembered releasing the 
snake from its noose and watching 

it slither sideways, retreat ing 
slowly away from him until it 
reached the shelter of the desk, 
and backing under it. 

He remembered sitting on the 
chair and looking down at the 
man, whose face was a bluish 
gray. His chest, in the open V of 
his shirt, was "red-wattled, a mass 
of bruises, bites and bloat. Yellow
ish thick poison, dr ipped and 
flowed from fang punctures like 
dark honey. 

Only later did Webb remember 
lifting the black leather bag out of 
the hole in the floor; taking it out 
to the station wagon, coimting out. 
$15,000 of it, putting the rest in a 
burlap bag and jamming the biu:-
lap bag under the front seat; re
turning the $15,000 to the leather 
bag, putting it back into the hole 
in the floor; then calling the po
lice. 

Knowing how the poison 
worked,-Webb was sure that when 
the troopers arrived the man on 
the floor would be dead. 

/ had to kill him, -Webb 
thought, or he would' fmve killed 
me. I knew that as soon as he told 
me about himself, even told me 
where he was going down in Mex
ico loith the loot. Soon as he told 
me that, I knew he didn't intend 
for me to stay alive. 

He didn't tell that to the troop
ers but told them just about ev-
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erything else, almost the way it 
really was. He didn't tell them 
what the "man had told him about 
the aerial drug-smuggling business, 
didn't say anything about the 
$135,000 under the seat of the 
station wagon. When they asked, 
he had no idea how old Uncle 
Billy Buck had gotten hold of that 
$15,000 he kept hoarded under 
the floorboards; but the man lying 
J ] 1.1 r . „ _ - r i . i i -
u c d u u i c i c i i u i i i a ^ \ j . Kjx xaLLic-

snake venom, enough to have 
killed him fifteen times over, he'd 
known about the $15,000, and 
he'd wanted it, Wanted it real 
bad. No question about that, was 
there? 

He'd been so eager about flie 
money he'd rushed in and fallen 
down and that snake had got to 
him before Webb coiild get to the 
snake. That was how Webb told it 
to the troopers, while they went 
around looking, and one of them 
imholstered his .38 and killed the 
remaining three snakes with one 
shot for each, right through the 
head. 

"Understand a rattler strikes at 
an approaching bullet," drawled 
the trooper, "and just about al
ways takes it in the head. A tall 
story. Dr. Webb? Or is it true?" 

"I really couldn't say, not now," 
Webb protested, wringing his 
hands. "My wife—Wilma! We 
ought to be searching for her 

right now! We can't waste any 
time!" 

"I'm going to call about that 
now," said the • other trooper. 
"We'll have police, the National 
Guard, the Forest Service, stu
dents, Boy Scouts, civilian volim-
teers, everybody out there comb
ing those rocks. Dr. Webb—" 

"But we have to hurry!" Webb 
interrupted shrilly, still wringing 
U;„ U J „ 1 1 u.- J. i 4.U~ 
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open ' door. "She can't last long 
out there. Not after simup." 

"We know that for sure. Dr. 
Webb. We'll be out there search
ing inside of an hour." 

The ta l l e r t r o o p e r s tood 
spraddle-legged, filling up the cen
ter of the room as he thimibed 
fresh cartridges into his custom-
built sidearm. He was also staring 
at the air-conditioner. 

Cold rose in Webb. His throat 
constricted and his heart felt too 
big for his chest. Was the trooper 
getting ideas about the air-condi
tioner? If he understood snakes he 
might guess that Mr. Buck had in
stalled the cooling unit according 
to Webb's directions. It was there 
-to- control the rattlers, so they 
would be an inconvenience only 
to burglars and not to Mr. Buck. 

Anyone who knew snakes knew 
they were cold-blooded. Their 
body temperature was dependent 
on external conditions, air and 
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ground temperature and imping
ing radiation. A rattler was most 
active in teinperatures of 75°-80° 
F. It sought refuge when its body 
temperature fell below 55" or ap
proached 100°. That air-condi
tioner could bring room tempera
ture to imder 40°, rendering Mr. 
Buck's rattlers too sluggish to 
move, and it could be controlled 
from the other side of the wall so 
that Mr. Buck could turn his 
Watchsnakes off and on, before 
entering and after leaving his trea
sure room. 

If the man on the floor had 
known about the air-conditioner 
and unde r s tood snakes , he 
wouldn't be dead. He wouldn't 
have needed Webb's expertise. He 
would simply have lowered the 
room temperature, packed up his 
money, and now be flying south. 

If the trooper, still studying that 
air-conditioner, understood snakes, 
he might be wondering why 
Webb had not told the man on 
the floor about it. He might be 
thinking that it would have saved 
so much time and trouble—tmd 
perhaps Wilma. 

The trooper, however, evidently 
saw nothing of special significance 
about the air-conditioner. He 
turned suddenly to Webb. "When 
the man was dying there—knew 
he was dying—didn't he say any
thing? Give some hint about 
where your wife might be?" 

Webb jerked his head from side 
to side. "He didn't say anything. 
Even if he'd wanted to.say some
thing, he couldn't. He didn!t have 
time." 

Then, with a little squeal of re
lief that soimded conveniently like 
pain, he-ran out and jumped into 
the station wagon. "I've got to get 
out there now. I have to start 
looking. I'll see you there . . ." 

As Webb drove away he 
thought about the $15,000. He 
hated leaving it behind, but it had 
convinced the troopers, and he 
had the rest of it—and his free
dom. His freedom was worth con
siderably more. 

He remembered an obscure bit 
of verse by John Dryden: 
"There lies my wife: there let her 

he! 
Now she's at rest—and so am I." 

1 
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Even the thickest skin has its penetrable point. 

You want what they all want," 
Garvy said. "There isn't any need 
to be shy about asking." He Mvas 
around forty, a wide man—not fat, 
but wide—with a sharp-nosed, Ro-. 
man sort of face and dampness 
beneath the arms of his pale blue 
dress shirt despite the frigid air-
conditioning in his small office. 

The boy, in his early or mid-
twenties, squirmed in the chair 
before Garvy's desk, crossing and 
uncrossing his ankles. "Nobody 
recommended you or anything. I 

saw your classi^ed ad in the pa
per: Garvy Detective Agency-
Shadows Everywhere. I don't 
know much about hiring a private 
investigator." 

It's Uke any other business ar
rangement," Garvy said with a re^ 
assuring smile, "only what you're 
paying for here are facts—cold 
facts. Obtaining those facts is my 
businesis. You might say, corny as 
it soimds, that I'm dedicated to 
pursuing truth." 

The boy, who'd said his name 
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was Dan Windemer, sighed as two 
vert ical "frown lines appeared 
above the crosspiece of his heavy-
framed glasses. He was a slight, 
nerve-ridden youth with pale, 
quick.hands. "I guess we can do 
business, then, because the truth is 
what I want to buy." 

"Be sure, now," Garvy said, 
leaning back weightily. "Some
times my clients get too much for 
their money." 7 

The pale hands darted together, 
fingers laced. "I'm sure. I have to 
know about her." 

"Your wife?" 
Dan Windemer nodded. "Janet. 

\l %h\hi^ 
I think she's seeing somebody be
hind my back." 

Garvy struck a match to a ci
gar. "Who?" 

"I . . . I'm not sure." Pale 
hands imlaced, spread, laced. "I 
just know there's somebody." 

"By the way she acts, I sup
pose," Garvy said thoughtfully. "A 
man can tell about his wife. You 
want her followed and reported 
on?" 

"I do,", the boy said solemnly, 
then his wan face twitched out a 
quick, nervous grin as he realized 

the customary usage of the words 
in such solemn tones. "If that's 
the way you do it." 

"That would be the method," 
Garvy said smoothly. "Thirty'dol
lars a day plus expenses is my' 
usual fee." 

"Of course I wouldn't want her 
followed every day," Windemer 
said. "Could I let you know when 
I thought she was . . . going out 
on me,_ and you could tail her 
then?" . • 

Garvy ignored the TV police 
talk. "If that's what you want. 
Why don't you tell me something 
about your wife?" 

Windemer nodded, swallowed. 
"Janet's a secretary at Sanders 
Electronics. She gets off work at 
five c3'clock, but lately she's been 
getting home late, sometimes an 
hour or so after me, and I get off 
at six. She always has an excuse, 
car trouble, reports to type, some
one she had to drive someplace. 
Maybe I am too jealous like she 
says, but . . . well, I just have to 
find out.'' 

"Sure," Garvy said. "Why not 
put your mind at ease? One way 
or the other, at least you'll know 
for sure." 

"That's the way I look at it," 
Windemer said, jerkily tracing the 
crease in his trousers with his 
thumb. "Tomonow night Janet's 
supposed to be going out to eat. 
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then to a show, with another girl 
who works at Sanders. That's 
something else she's been doing 
more and more often lately—say
ing "she's going out with girl
friends." • 

"And you want me to latch 
onto her when she comes out of 
work and give you a report on 
her activities for that evening." 

"Right," Windemer said with a 
nod. 

"I'm free -tomorrow night," 
Garvy said. "I'll be glad to take 
your case." 

"Dan Windemer grinned thank
fully and took out his checkbook. 

AVhile Windemer was writing 
out a check for a retainer, Garvy 
said; "Do you have a photograph 
of your wife?" 

Windemer said he did, handed 
Garvy the check alonig with a 
color snapshot of a shm blonde 
girl. She might have been fourteen 
instead of in her twenties, long 
hair combed straight down, and a 
toothy, wholesome grin. 

"She'll be driving a red Volks
wagen," Windemer said. "The girl 
she's supposed to go with "is a 
short' brunette and drives a con
vertible." -

"I'll know your wife when I see-
her," Garvy said, tucking the 
photo into his shirt pocket. "I can 
mail you the report later this 
week." 

"No, no, don't do that," Wind
emer said. "Janet gets the mail 
sometimes." 

Garvy wasn't surprised. "All 
right, you can drop by the office 
if you hke and pick it up." He 
stood and held out his hand. 
Windemer shook the hand and 
thanked him, moving backward to 
the door. 

At the door the youth stopped 
and shrugged. "I just have to 
know for svu-e, that's all . . ." 

"That's all there is to it as far 
as I'm concerned, too," Garvy 
said. "I understand perfectly." 

Windemer smiled and left,, clos
ing- the door noiselessly behind 
him. .̂ 

Garvy sat for a while, doodling 
exquisitely graceful curved paral
lel lines on his scratch-pad. Then 
he tore off a fresh sheet of paper, 
jot ted down some notes, and 
placed the paper and Janet Wind-
emer's photograph into a yellow 
file folder. He made a notation on 
his desk calendar: Five, Sanders 
Elec, Janet W. 

Sanders Electronics occupied a 
long, low, absurdly dean-looking 
building in one of the- spanking 
new business communities, that 
were springing up west of towai. 
As Garvy sat behind the wheel of 
his gray hardtop across from the 
building, he listened to the radio 
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with half his mind while the other 
half concentrated on the sun-
glazed glass entrance to Sanders 
Electronics. He was patient, used 
to his work by now, and he didn't 
even bother to glance at his 
watch as the minute hand edged 
toward five o'clock. 

Garvy cpuldn't count the times 
he'd sat patiently one place or an
other in similar situations. There 
were himdreds of thousands of sus
picious husbands or wives in the 
city, cheating husbands or wives, 
wondering, never sure. Every 
weekend in the Security, Private 
Investigators column of the pa
per's classified section Garvy ran 
his short, simple ad. Bait cast out 
into the sea of the city; and in
variably some of those countless 
husbands or wives came to him. . 

I m m e d i a t e l y Garvy ' s mind 
timed out the soft radio music en
tirely as Janet Windemer walked 
from the Sanders Electronics 
building into the hot, late-after
noon sun's harsh, angled glare. She 
was striding loosely, swinging her 
long-strapped purse carelessly. 
There were a few men around 
her, but none seemed to be pay
ing too much attention to her— 
only a word exchanged now and 
then. She was prettier than her 
photograph suggested, heavier and 
more shapely, but still extremely 
young-looking. She appeared to be 

the type that might giggle a lot. 
Garvy watched her walk to her 

red Volkswagen, roll down the 
windows, then stand outside the 
hot car as if waiting for someone. 

Within a few minutes a short, 
dark-haired girl emerged from the 
building and walked with quick 
mincing steps toward Janet Wind
emer. They talked for a while, 
then Janet rolled the Volkswagen's 
windows back up and both girls 
got into a tan convertible with 
the top down and drove away. 
Garvy followed. 

The first stop was an Italian res
taurant where the girls each had 
pizza and salad, then on t6~a de
partment store where they spent 
an hoiu' browsing, making Garvy's 
feet ache. From the department 
store they drove to a popular 
gangster movie. Marijuana Mama, 
that had been showing for three 
months at a mid-town theater. 
Garvy rather enjoyed the movie:' 

After the movie the two girls 
drove to a nearby lounge and had 
two whiskey sours each while they 
talked, interrupting each other 
with animated gestures. Then 
Garvy followed them back to 
Sanders-Electronics' dark parking 
lot where Janet Windemer said 
good-bye to the brunette and 
drove off in her Volkswagen. She-
went straight home, a modem-
looking, cheap apartment in the 

SHADOWS EVERYWHERE 87 
LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG

ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



north end, and by one a.m. she 
was, no doubt, in bed beside her 
husband where she belonged. Af
ter the apartment hghts had gone 
out, Garvy • fired up. a cigar, 
waited another half hour, then 
drove away listening to the radio. 

It was Thursday, just before 
Garvy was ready to leave the of
fice, when Dan Windemer came 
for the report on his wife's activi
ties. He seemed even more ner
vous than on his .first visit as he 
sat down. jerkily in the chair be
fore Garvy's desk and waited. 

"No need to act like it's the. 
end of the world," Garvy said 
with a smile. 
- No return smile. "Where did 
she go?" 

Garvy rested his elbows on the 
desk top and looked steadily at 
Windemer. "To a restaurant, a de
partment store, a movie, a lounge, 
then to bed." 

At the word 'bed' the pale flesh 
beneath Windemer's eyes ticked, 
remained drawn. 

"You're not the first husband 
this has happened to," Garvy said. 

"Who was the man?" Wind
emer's voice was high and tight. 

Garvy handed him a large 
brown envelope. "Description's in 
there." 

Windemer leaned forward in his 
chair, within an inch of tottering. 
"What did you actually . . . see?" . 
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"I saw them go into a motel 
room, then come out an hour 
later," Garvy said calmly. "That's 
aU." 

"That's alU" Windemer's face 
was contorted with barely har
nessed rage; 

"I couldn't very well go up and 
peek in the window," Garvy said. 
"And you only hired me to follow 
your, wife and renort on her activ
ities. For all I know, nothing went 
on in the motel room." 

"Nothing went on? Are you se
rious?'' 

"I suppose not," Garvy said, 
spreading his hands. "I see your 
point. It's just that in this business 
I know you can't assume anything. 
You have no real proof. Why 
don't you take the report home 
and read it, cool olf some, then 
you can decide where you go 
from here. I'll be glad to help if 
you feel you have to know more, 
have definite proof, photographs. 
But first cool off and think about 
it." 
. "What did he look like?" Wind
emer asked. 

"Medium height and build, 
maybe a little tall, middle-aged, 
dark sport coat, bit of gray in his-
hair." They always worry about 
the young ones going for the 
middle-aged men, Garvy thought 
as he talked, and his description 
was vague enough to include most 
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middle-aged men; only enough de
tail to make the man seem real in 
the chant's mind, though there 
was plenty of meaty, lurid sugges
tion in the report. 

. Windemer's jaw muscles worked 
relentlessly as he nodded his head 
several times. He clutched the 
brown envelope tightly and stood. 
In a choked voice he thanked 
Garvy. 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Windemer," 
Garvy said; "I tried to warn you 
that sometimes the truth can be 
something other than what we 
want." 

"I just had to know," Wind
emer said as he opened the door. 
"It was driving me crazy. I don't 
regret finding it out,for sure." He 
left quickly, close to tears. 

Garvy had a drink from the 
fifth of Scotch he kept in his bot
tom desk drawer, then after a few 
minutes he stood and turned out 
the ofiice lights. He knew that 
Windemer would return. They 
were always . driven to find out 
more, to try to obtain enough evi
dence for divorce, seek the lurid 
details. Morbid curiosity usually 
prevailed in types like Windemer. 
His wife's unfaithfuless would be 
like an irritating scab he couldn't 
leave alone, and at thirty dollars a 
day it was, for Garvy, a profitable 
irr i tat ion. The Windemer kid 
would be good for at least another 

couple hundred dollars before he 
had to be told it was simply im
possible to obtain photographs, 
that his wife and her lover sus
pected they were being followed. 
Suppose Windemer, or any of 
Garvy's clients, figured out he'd 
been swindled? (Not that it had, 
happened yet.) What could he do? 
Make it all pubhc, confess to his 
wife he'd hired a private detective 
to watch her? Slim odds on that— 
and even then it would be the 
wife's word against Garvy's. 

Garvy was humming as he 
locked the office door behind him 
and walked jauntily down the hall. 

The next morning, as was 
Garvy's habit, he didn't glance at 
the paper he'd bought until he'd 
reached his office and was seated 
behind his desk with a cup of 
black coffee. A bomb might have 
exploded at the unfolding of the 
paper for the shock it caused 
Garvy. He sat blanched and 
stunned, confusedly frightened. ' 

A picture of a smiling Dan 
Windemer peered out at him 
from the front page, along with 
two other photographs and the 
headline: MAN SHOOTS WIFE, 
SUITOR, SLAYS SELF. Garvy; 
bent forward, pinning the out--
spread paper to his desk top as if 
holding it against a wind as his 
eyes raced over the print. 

Last night at Sanders Electron-
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ics, Windemer had been waiting 
for his wife on the parking lot. 
Without a word he'd opened fire 
on her with a revolver, then-
walked past her body into the of
fice of the president and shot one 
Raymond Sanders three times. 
Windemer then locked himself in 
a washroom down the hall and, as 
the police entered the building, he 
turned the gvin on himself. Police 
said that Windemer'had left a. 
note. 

Garvy's eyes darted to the two 
other photographs at the top of 
the page: Janet Windemer, and a~ 
handsome, middle-aged man with 
a touch of gray in his hair. One of 
the perils of making the descrip
tion so general, Garvy thought. 
Only this time it hadn't been gen
eral enough. 

Sitting back from the paper, 
Garvy tossed down his stearning 
coffee in one long gulp. It helped 
jolt him into a frame of mind 
where he could think more 
clearly, try to reason out the mess. 
The paper had said • that Sanders 
was married and the father of 
three daughters, the oldest one 
sixteen. The man was wounded 
only superficially in the arm and 
side, and from his hospital bed he 
was denying everything foimd in 
the suicide note of his secretary's 
husband. 

Garvy walked to the electric 

percolator and slowly poiued him
self another cup of strong coffee. 
Would anybody beheve Sanders? 
His wife? Friends? Business ac
quaintances? Some would, some 
wouldn't; but enough wouldn't. 
The main thing was whether the 
police believed him, and whether 
they would track down Garvy's 
connection with the murder-sui
cide. If that happened, Garvy had 
to be prepared to testify that he'd 
observed Sanders- and Janet Wind
emer conduct an illicit affair. 

The story made good newspa
per copy, and for the next week 
or so it occupied a position of 
prominence on the front page as 
Raymond ' Sanders' personal life 
was dragged out and shaken be
fore the eager pubUc. His neigh
bors said that he'd £ilways seemed 
a. loving husband and father, but 
on the other hand there'd been a 
coolness about him, and he was 
seldom home. At the end of the 
third week the papers reported 
that Sanders' wife had left him. 

At the beginning of the fourth 
week a moustached homicide de
tective named Soreno knocked on 
Garvy's office door. They had 
foimd the report beneath one of 
the floor mats in Dan Windemer's 
car-. 

Somehow the newspapers got 
hold of snatches of the report, and 
they appeared in the evening edi-

90 ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



tion alongside Garvy's photograph. 
Garvy stood by his report, signed 
a statement for the police, and 
refused adamantly to talk to re
porters. 

That Friday, as he was eating 
lunch in a small quasi-western 
steak house near his office, Garvy . 
was surprised to look up from his 
sirloin and see that Soreno had 
taken a seat across the table. The 
dark, moustached detective was 
looking at him with professional 
blankness, but Garvy disliked the 
faint glitter in his brown eyes. 

" M r . G a r v y , " Soreno said 
evenly, "you are one rotten oper
ator." 

"I 've been told that several 
times," Garvy said calmly, taking 
another bite of steak. 

. Soreno's large eyes were fixed 
like painted marmequin eyes. "We 
checked out that report of yours. 
A girl named Fay Colter says she 
was with Janet Windemer all that 
evening. The waitress at Harmon's 
Restaurant remembers serving 
them because they forgot to leave' 
a t ip. The barmaid at Rico's 
Lounge remembers serving them 
whiskey sours. The desk man at 
the Kingsland Motel doesn't re
member either of them at all—or 
Mr. Raymond Sanders." 

"The world's a busy place^who. 
pays attention?" 

"Mr. Galloway does." 

Garvy sipped his iced tea. "So 
who's Mr. Galloway?" 

"The man Raymond Sanders 
was talking business with most of 
the evening of your report," So
reno said, a brittle note of hatred 
edging into his voice. 

Slowly Garvy chewed another 
bite of steak, then just as slowly 
dabbed at his mouth with his 
white napkin. "Okay." 

"Okay what?" 
"I lied. It isn't a crime to lie, 

only a sin." 
Soreno stared at hirri now with 

open disgust. "It's a sin and a 
crime to murder, Mr. Garvy!" he 
said in a low voice. "Sure as that 
two-dollar steak is tough, you' 
murdered two people and almost 
ruined a man's life!" 

"Not technically," Garvy said, 
matching Soreno's rigid stare. 
/'Not legally, either." 

"After the pubhcity you're go
ing to get, you won't be in busi
ness in this state tomorrow!" So
reno said viciously. "You won't 
have an investigator's license or a 
shred of professional respect! The 
law can't touch you because you 
didn't pull the trigger, but you're 
a murderer all the same!" 

"You're getting carried away," 
Garvy said. "It was Windemer 
who killed his wife and himself. 
He was unstable." 

Soreno stared at him unbeUev-
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ingly, as if it were Garvy who'd 
sat down uninvited at his table. 
Then the homicide detective stood 
abruptly, whirled and .walked 
away. 

After watching Soreno angrily 
push aside the restaurant's thick 
wooden door and disappear into 
the street, Garvy started on his 
dessert. The worst had happened, 
and he knew he could l ive 
through it, could let most of it 
roll off him. One of the benefits of 
long years in his business was the 
formation of a very thick skin. He 
had endured the worst before. 

Soreno was right about the un
favorable publicity. Then came 
the revocation of Garvy's investi
gator's license pending further ex-' 
amination. Garvy finally made a 
formal statement of the truth 
ra ther than con t inue to be 
hounded by the police and report
ers. The truth exonerated Janet 
Windemer of suspicion of adul
tery, and in the papers the next 
morning Garvy read that Ray
mond Sanders had been reunited 
with his wife and daughters. A 
genuine Hollywood ending, Garvy 
decided, as he cleaned out his 
desk. 

For Garvy, however, it would 
be the beginning of a new script. 
There was always some business a 
clever operator could pursue prof

itably, maybe even,another detec
tive agency in another state. It 
was a big country, with plenty of 
fools waiting to be parted from 
what Garvy wanted. He reahzed, 
as he packed his files arid office 
equipment, that the whole mess 
had taken more of a toll on his . 
nervous system than he'd let him
self believe. It would feel good to 
make a fresh start in some distant, 

. anonymous city. 
As Garvy was reaching back 

into the shadowed depths of his 
bottom-desk drawer to make sure 
he wasn't forgetting anything, he 
heard a peculiar sound from the 
hall on the other side of the 
door—a sort of hollow, ripping 
sound. Garvy straightened in his 
chair, stood, and was about to go 
investigate when the office door 
opened. 

On the floor behind the 'man 
who stood in the doorway, Garvy 
saw the leather gun case whose 
zipper he'd heard. The gim itself 
was a long and expensive, beau
tifully ca rved , twe lve -gauge 
double-barreled skeet gun, the 
kind wealthy sportsmen used to 
shatter clay pigeons on boring 
weekends. It was held expertly in 
the hands of Raymond Sanders, 
and he didn't look bored. 

Keeping the powerful shotgun 
leveled on Garvy, Sanders closed 

. the door with a backward motion 
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of his foot, and took a step closer. 
Garvy had only had a gun 

pointed at him once before, and 
he was frightened, but he kept .his 
voice steady, tried to throw Sand
ers off guard. "Have a chair," he 
said, waving at the cushioned 
chair by the desk. 

Sanders ignored the - offer. 
"You've caused me a lot of grief, 
Mr. Garvy, more than you'll ever 
know." • 

"You'll have even more grief if 
you pull that trigger," Garvy said, 
staring at the two gigantic aper-
ttires of the shotgun barrels. He 
knew what a gun like that could 
do at close range. One twitch of 
Sanders' finger could shatter 
Garvy like a flesh-and-bone skeet 
target. 

"I doubt if I have the capacity 
to experience any more sorrow," 
Sanders said in a weary voice. 

"There's no need to," Garvy 
said quickly. "The whole thing's 
over. There's no harm done to 
you—you're back with your fam
ily, your reputation's clear—your 
wife will love you and trust you 
all the more!" 

"No harm done," Sanders re

peated in a low, oddly laughing 
voice that sent a blade of fear 
through Garvy. "No harm done 
. . . " With seeming pain he raised 
the shotgun to his shoulder and 
sighted down the long barrels at 
Garvy. 

"Sanders, wait! You've no rea
son! I don't even know you! I 
never meant you any harm! 
Didn't cause you any harm—ev
erything's the way it was before! 
Please!" Garvy's heart was crash
ing against his ribs. He felt an 
overpowering urge to run for the 
side door, yet knew he shouldn't. 

"You don't understand," Sanders 
said in a soft, drained voice. "I 
loved Janet Windemer very much 
,. . . very, very tnuchl" 

The two men's eyes locked in 
suspended time. Then suddenly 
Garvy did rvm" for the door, ex
ploded into the frenzied motion of 
panic from where he had stood 
behind the desk. There was a 
loud, split-second. double roar as, 
leading him perfectly, Raymond 
Sanders brought him down in 
mid-flight. 

Thirty seconds later came the 
soimd of another, single shot. 

1 
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It takes a lot of learning and understanding to-step into anr 
other man's shoes. 

IN LINE 
O n the day he was to retire from 
the department, Captain Lars 
Drager arrived at West Division 
Police Headquarters at five min
utes of eight, just as he had done 
every working day for the past 
thirteen years. On the front steps 
he met Grey and Stanley, two 
day-watch patrolmen starting their 
shift. 

"Morning, Captain," they said 
in near unison. 
- "Morning, boys.", 

"Last day, huh. Captain?" Stan
ley said, he and his partner smil
ing broadly. 

"Yeah, last day, boys." After he 
had passed them on the steps, 
Drager turned back briefly and 
said, "Be careful, boys." 

The two uniformed men waved 
and went on their way. They-
were used to hearing those words 

from their captain. Lars Drager 
was a careful cop, and it was his 
habit to pass along that caution to 
his men. He had been in charge 
of West Division for thirteen 
years, and in all that time he had. 
not lost an';ofBcer in the line of 
duty. 

Inside the building, Drager 
paused to speak with the po
licewoman on duty at the lobby 
information desk. "Good morning, 
Katie dear." 

"Good morning, Captain." Katie 
was Irish and had red hair and a 
nice body. She gave Drager a 
brilliant smile and leaned forward 
on her forearms. "How are you-
this morning, last day and all?" 

"Filled with mixed emotions, 
my girl; some glad, some sad." He 
took one of her hands in both of 
his. "But I know one thing for 
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sure, Katie: I'm going to miss 
you." 

Katie's wide green eyes sud
denly . grew misty. Drager patted 
her hand and leaned over the desk 
to kiss her cheek. 

man. A former policeman, Ansel 
had taken two slugs in the hip 
while trying to prevent a holdup 
more than thirty years ago. He 
was left with a slight limp, and 
had been a maintenance man ever 

since. There'll be no fraternizing 

while on duty, if you don't mind," 
said a mock-stern voice from 
across' the lobby. Drager and 
Katie looked around to see Ansel, 
the West Division maintenance 

NEXT IN LINE 

"I'm not on duty yet," Drager 
said. He pointed to the lobby 
clock, which showed it to be two 
minutes short of eight o'clock. 
"And if you don't shut up, I'll 
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come oyer there and kiss you. 
good-bye too." 

"Touch me and I'll have you 
locked up as a sex pervert," Ansel 
threatened. He limped over to 
therri, a push-broom in one hand, 
a cellophane-packaged, silver-
banded cigar in the other. He 
handed the cigar' to Drager. 
"Here," he said grumpily, "since 
it's your last day, smoke some-
tliing decent for a change." He 
shuffled o£F before either of them 
could say anything. 

Drager looked at the cigar and 
smiled fondly." "A Meadowlark 
Corona," he said. He held it up 
for Katie'to see. "That's a doUar-
and-a-half cigar, Katie. One of the 
best there is." 

"And why not?" Katie said. "He 
gave it to one of the best there 
is." 

Drager patted her hand again, 
then walked across the lobby and 
pushed through the double doors 
of the booking office, 

Sherm Caldwell, whom Drager 
had known for twenty years, was 
on duty at the booking sergeant's 
desk. "Morning, Lars," he said, us
ing a form of familiarity he al
lowed himself when no one else 
was aroimd. 

"Morning, Sherm," said Drager. 
He glanced around the big room, 
empty except for two juveniles in 
a holding cell at the far end, and 

one forlorn, shabbily-dressed 
woman—probably an over-the-hill 
hooker, Drager supposed—who sat 
at an intervie^v desk in the pro
cessing area. "Quiet, huh?" Drager 
commented. 

"Yeah,, quiet," Caldwell said. 
He took a sip from a coflFee mug. 
"Well, Lars, when are you going 
to tell las who's next in hne?'-

"Next in line?" 
"Next in line for yom- job. Ev

erybody "knows it ' l l either be 
Stiles, Dize, or Wilson, but no
body's sure which. You know, 
Larsi if I knew for certain, L could 
lay some two-to-one bets in the 
squad room and we could make a 
bundle." 

"The last time I tried to make a 
bundle with you was on a horse 
nariied Blue Rookie at Pimhco," 
Drager reminded him. "It cost me 
fifteen bucks." 

"Yeah, but this would be a svue 
thing." 

"Blue Rookie was supposed to 
be a sure thing, too. Anyway, it's 
not up to me to name my succes
sor. The Civil Service Commission 
will make tjjat decision." 

"Sure, but.they'll make it on 
the basis of your recommendation. 
Come on Lars, who did you lean 
toward? Just a hint." 

"Okay, just a hint," Drager said. 
He lowered his Voice con
fidentially. "The one who'll re-
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place me is a lieutenant." He 
gave Caldwell a conspiratorial 
wink and walked quickly away. 

"Hey, wait a minute," Caldwell 
said, as Drager left the room, 
"they're all lieutenants . . ." 

Drager held his last staff meet
ing with West Division's three, 
lieutenants an hour after he ar
rived at work. He had long ago 
adopted a policy of holding such 
meetings, when they were neces
sary, at nine o'clock in the morn
ing. That, he felt, was the least in
convenient time for Stiles, who 
worked eight-to-four days, and 
would have an hour to get his 
shift going; Dize, who worked 
four-to-twelve nights, and would 
have been able to go home and 
get nearly a night's sleep before 
coming back; and Wilson, who 
worked the midnight-to-eight 
swing, and had only to hang 
around an hour after turning the 
station over to Stiles. 

As was customary, the three' 
lieutenants, all with coffee in 
hand, filed into Drager's office 
promptly at nine and took seats in 
a staggered row facing his desk. 

"Well, boys," Drager said, smil
ing, "this is the last time you'll 
have to look at my ugly kisser this 
early in the morning. You can all 
thank the Lord for that small 
blessing." 

"Captain, if we had our way 
about it, you'd stay right there at 
that desk until you got old and 
decrepit," said Lew Stiles. He was 
the serious one of the three; the 
one who had a degree in police 
science and considered what he 
was doing a profession, not just a 
job. 

"I'll second that;" Wendall Dize 
said. A short, stocky man, Dize 
was one of the best law officers 
Drager had ever known. Dedi
cated, methodical, conscientious, 
he was known throughout the de
partment as "the company man." 
If the term, "a cop's cop," ever 
appUed to . anyone, it applied to 
Wendall Dize. 

"Motion made and sieconded," 
Charley Wilson said. "I'll vote yes 
and that'll make it unanimous. 
Motion carried. Captain, your re
tirement is hereby canceled." 
Charley Wilson had a tough face. 
He was a throwback to the days 

• when detectives carried saps in 
their hip pockets. To him, the 
third degree was a refined method 
of interrogation. He was a brass-
knuckles cop with a deep and 
abiding hatred for crime, crimi
nals, and the Supreme Court. 

" I ' l l tell you what, boys," 
Drager said. "Whichever one of 
you is sitting in this chair come 
Monday, I'll let him reconsider his 
vote." 
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The remark sobered Drager's 
three lieutenants considerably. 
Each of them wanted his job, 
though not one of them had come 
right out and said so. 

"Any idea yet which one of us 
it'll be, Captain?" asked^ Charley 
Wilson, who approached every
thing straight .on. 

"That's what T wanted to talk 
to. you about this morning," 
E)ra* êr said. **I had a call from 
the chief last night. He told me 
he would announce the name of 
the new West Division com
mander at my farewell banquet 
tonight." 

"But he didn't say who it was?" 
Wendall Dize was asking the 
question. After all his.years with 
the department, promotion to 
captain would mean a lot to him. 

"No," Drager said. "He only 
said that on the basis of what I 
wrote in your individual recom
mendations, the Civil Service 
people had given each of you the-
maximum fifty points." 

"You mean we all .got the 
same?" Lew Stiles said. Having a 
degree, he had probably hoped 
that Drager would give him an 
edge in the written recommenda
tions. 

"Exactly the same," Drager told 
them. "My final evaluation was 
that all three of you were equally 
qualified to fill the job. Qualified 

in somewhat different ways, of 
course, but I felt each of you, on 
yovir own merits, would make a 
fine division commander. That's 
why I called this last get-together; 
I wanted the three of you to 
know that whichever name the 
chief announces at the banquet 
tonight, it'll be the commission's 
selection, not mine." 

There was a moment of silence 
in f n * i nfiir^e^ T^rarror rifn\7irtrx coirf „ . „ . „ j ^ „ , . . . g , . ,„ .> . 

his piece, sat looking down at his 
desk top. The three lieutenants, 
digesting what had just been siaid, 
each had his own thoughts. It was 
Wendall Dize, the "company 
man," who finally terminated the 
silence. 

"Captain, I'd like to say person-
. ally that you're the .finest man I've 
ever reported to and the finest po
lice officer I've ever known: I 
mean it." 

"I'll second that," tough Char
ley Wilson said. 

"Looks like we're unanimous 
again," Lew Stiles said. He picked 
up his container of coffee. "I'm 
sure we'll toast you tonight with 
sornething a httle more appropri
ate, but right now this is just from 
your lieutenants: to your good 
health. Captain." 

.The three of theni stood and 
raised their coffee in salute. 

At ten o'clock, Drager's son 
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stopped in for a quick visit. A po
liceman like his father, Harry 
Drager was a sergeant in Central 
Division. He had seven years in 
grade, eleven on the force. 

"Well, how does it feel to know 
that tomorrow you can unstrap it 
for good?" Harry asked. 
. "I'm not sure," Drager said. He 
drew his son a cup of coffee from 
an urn behind his desk. "What are 
you doing out here?" 

"One of Charley Wilson's teams 
busted a rape artist last night. 
When they ran his card through 
Records this .morning, they found 
out his right thumbprint matched 
an unidentified partial that was 
lifted from a rape-murder apart
ment in our division eight or nine 
months ago. So Fenelli and I 
came over to pick him up." He 
took the cup of coffee his father 
handed him. "What's Ma wearing 
to the banquet tonight? Judy 
wants to know.": 

"I don't know. She's got some
thing new. Judy'd better call her." 
Drager sat back in his chair. 
Briefly he fingered the doUar-and-
a-half Meadowlark Corona that 
Ansel had given him, but he de
cided not to smoke it just yet. 
"How's the boy?" he asked of his 
eight-year-old grandson, Law
rence. 

"Fine, fine. If you overlook the 
fact that he inquires.nightly why I 

don't join the FBI so I can ride in 
heHcopters like Efrem Zimbalist, 
Jr. does on television. I think I'm 
raising a httle J. Edgar Hoover," 
Harry said. 

"Well, you could do worse," 
Lars Drager philosophized. "The 
FBI's not a bad career, from what 
I hear. Takes a college degree, of 
course." He stared thoughtfully at 
his only son for a moment, reflect
ing. "You' know, I never wanted 
this kind of Ufe for you—" 

"I know. Pa. Let's not go into 
it, okay?" 

"I had the money for you to go 
to college. I saw to it that I had 
the money." 

"I know you did, Pa." Harry 
looked down at his coffee. Don't' 
get me wrong now, the department 
is fine if that's the best a man can 
do— ' 

"Don't get me wrong now, the 
department is' fine if that's the 
best a man can do. But if he has 
the opportunity, for a higher edu
cation, well . . ." 

"Believe me. Pa, I'm just as 
well off without having gone to 
college. I'm happy being a cop." 

"But the money you could have 
earned as a lawyer or an apcoun-
tant -" 

"Whe.n I get a little ahead, I'll 
make a few smart investments like 
you did," Harry said. "You know,, 
you underrate yourself. Pa. You 
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haven't done badly at all. You've 
got the place in Florida all paid 
for-" 

"Remember that I don't want 
you talking about the place in 
Florida," Drager reminded him 
firmly. "Nobody knows about that. 
It was a very fortunate investment 
that enabled me to buy it." 

"I don't talk about it to any
one," Harry said. "But it is a good 
example of how a person can do 
well in life without going to col
lege, right?". 

"I suppose," Drager said, a note 
of old disappointment edging into 
his voice. He quickly controlled it 
and sighed briefly. "Like you said, 
let's not go into it. What's past is 
past. I've lived my life, you live 
yours." He paused only for the 
length of a heartbeat. "But the 
money was there." 

"Okay, . Pa." Harry rushed to 
swallow the rest of his coffee. 
"Listen, I'd "better hustle; Fenelli's 
waiting for me in the car with our 
rape artist. I'll have Judy call Ma. 
And I'll see you at the banquet 
tonight." 

Drager watched his son leave. 
A lawyer, he had hoped; or an ac
countant. Something besides a cop. 
Because the money had been 
there^Lars Drager had seen to 
that. 

At eleven-fifteen, Drager signed 
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out of the station. "I'll be on the 
street for a while," he told his 
duty clerk, indicating that he 
would be cruising the division, 
c He got into his car and instead 
of cruising, drove downtown. He 
pulled into one of several parking 
levels in a towering high-rise that 
housed a shopping mall on the 
lower levels, business offices on 
the middle floors, and luxury 
anartments the rf̂ st f̂ f thp ^vav \rn_ 
Before he got out of his car, he 
radioed the station and left a 
number w h e r e he could be 
reached in an emergency. The 
number was actually a special line 

' maintained by a telephone-an
swering service which was oper
ated on a confidential basis for a 
very select clientele. Because 
Drager was a captain and on 
twenty-four-hour call, he had to 
leave a number; he did not, how
ever, have to leave a number that 
could ever be traced to where he 
was going. 

Walking into the street-level 
mall, Drager stopped at a pay 
phone and called the answering-
service number that he had just 
left at the station."When the spe
cial-line operator answered, he 
gave her a number where he 
cpuld actually be reached, by her, 
in case any emergency calls came 
in. -

Leaving the pay phone, Drager 
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strolled leisurely through the un-
crowded mall. Just before coming 
to a building entrance that would 
take him to the tower elevators, 
he happened to glance in the win
dow of a jewelry store. Impul
sively he turned into the shop. 

"How. much is that strand of 
pearls on display there?" he asked 
the salesman. 

"They're rather expensive, I'm 
afraid," the salesman answered, his 
quick glance taking in Drager's 
ordinary suit and rather drab ap
pearance. "Six hundred dollars." 

Drager had caught the glance. 
He had also noted that the sales
man's attire probably cost two or 
three times more than his own 
cost. He let neither the man's su
perior look nor his appearance 
bother him, however; he merely-
pulled a roll of bills from his 
pocket and laid six hundreds, and -
a smaller bill for tax, on the glass 
counter. 

"Put them in a nice box and 
gift-wrap it for me , " he in
structed. "I'll be back in an hour." 

He walked out of the store 
without waiting for a receipt, 
knowing but not Caring that the 
fussy salesman was staring at him 
with mouth agape. 

Leaving the mall and entering 
the tower lobby, Drager came to 
a long bank of elevators. He 
stepped into a car under a sign 

that read; EXPRESS—PENTHOUSE 

ONLY. The brushed stainless steel 
doors closed with a whisper, and a 
uniformed operator started the car 
on its silent, smooth journey up
ward. 

When the doors opened again, 
Drager emerged from the elevator 
into a large, elegantly appointed 
penthouse lobby which served the 
four topmost suites in the build
ing. Drager crossed the lobby to 
the North Suite and rang the bell. 
A housekeeper admitted him. 

"Good morning, sir," she said. 
She did not address him by iiame 
because she did not know his 
name, even though she had been 
letting him in every Friday for 
thirteen years. "Mr. Finn is in his 
studio," she said, taking Drager's 
hat. 

Drager went through the apart
ment to the studio. There he 
found Jack Finn dabbing oil onto 
an easeled canvas in front of a 
glass wall that provided a spec
tacular view of the city. 

"Hello, Lars," Finn said. 
"Hello, Jack. How's the north 

light today?" 
"It was overcast earlier but it's 

not bad now," Finn said. 
Drager walked over and looked 

at the caiivas. It was a street 
scene from forty years past: cars 
with rurming boards, men wearing 
caps, boys playing in knickers, an 
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iceman with a quilted pad on his 
shoulder. "The old neighborhood," 
Drager said. 

"You recognized it," Finn said 
in a pleased tone. 

"Right away," Drager told him. 
"You're getting very good,'Jack." 

Finn put down his palette and 
brush and wiped his hands, first 
with an oily rag, then with a 
damp cloth, then with a towel. 
l l l C IWO m e n ICIL u i c s i u u n j aiid 

went into a library down the hall. 
"Well, how does it feel, Lars?" 

Finn asked, sitting down behind 
his desk. "How does it feel after 
thirty-four years of it?" 

"A little odd," Drager admitted. 
"A httle strange." 

Finn opened the top desk 
drawer and haftded an envelope 
across the desk. "Any regrets, 
Lars?" 

Drager, taking the envelope and 
putting it into his inside coat 
pocket, shook his head. "I don't 
think so. Not everything turned 
out exactly-as I had planned, but 
that's just life, I suppose." He 
grunted softly. "You know, my 
boy never did go to college, arid 
that was the reason for my taking 
money the very first time." 

"Kids," Finn said. "You just 
can't depend on them. I've got a 
daughter I sent to the best schools 
in the country. She learned every
thing: riding, ballet, French, ten

nis, everything. Know where she 
is today? Married to a meter-
reader for the gas company and 
living in a two-room apartment 
not far from the neighborhood I 
worked all my life to get her out 
of!" 

Finn got up and went behind a 
bar across the room. He poured 
two shots from a bottle of very 
good Scotch. 

**T'm j^l^d Vr*'''ve fT/-»f n n rPoTAi-t: * »•• 6 " " ^ v , „ . ^ ^ „ . . — . _ j , , 

Lars," he said, bringing the drinks 
back to the desk. "There's no rea
son for you to have^regrets, not if 
you look at the facts. Your divi
sion baseless narcotics traffic than 
any area of the city. It has -fewer 
robberies and burglaries than any 
other area, and it has fewer 
crimes of violence against citizens, 
such as muggings, purse snatch-
ings, and rapes. Sure, it has vice 
and it has gambling—that's how I 
make a living, on women and 
numbers. But those are victimless 
crimes, Lars; nobody has to par
ticipate in them. And nobody can 
get hurt from them. Maybe with 
the numbers they get hurt in the 
wallet, but what the hell, that 
happens on the stock market ev
ery day. The point I'm making is 
that with controlled vice and con
trolled gambling in your division, 
the policemen that make up your 
force have been able to devote 
more time to the commvinity's se-
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rious problems. We have nothing, 
to be ashamed of, Lars; neither of 
us. Agree?" 

"Agree," Drager said. 
"Good!" Jack Finn lifted his 

glass. "Here's to the-future: yoiu-
place in Florida, the Cadillac, the 
boat, and everything else you've 
worked for. Cheers." 

They drank and pu t the i r 
glasses down. 

" W h a t will you do now?" 
Drager asked. "About my division, 
I mean. How will you operate?" 

"The same way I always have," 
Jack Finn said matter-of-factly. 

"How can you' be so sure?" 
Drager asked. !'My successor 
might not see things the way you 
and I do." 

"He does," Finn assured him. 
"Your successor and I have al
ready reached an understanding." 

"You mean you know who's 
getting my job?" Drager asked in
credulously. 

Finn nodded. "There are five 
men on the Civil Service board; 
three of them belong to me. I 
picked your successor six months 
ago." 

Lars Drager thought of his 
three lieutenants: Lew Stiles, the 
new breed of professionalism, the 
college man; Wendall Dize, the 
straight-and-narrow, by-the-book, 
up-through-the-ranks career offi
cer; and Charley Wilson, the 

hoodlum-hater, the. quick-fisted, 
the blackjack cop. 

"Who is it?" Drager asked. 
"I'd rather you found out at the 

banquet," Finn said. "If I told you 
now, your reac t ion ton igh t 
wouldn't be genuine." 

Drager shrugged. "I can wait," 
he said, suppressing his curiosity 
with thirty-four years of police 
self-control. He rose to leave. 

"Take care of yourself, Lars," 
Jack Finn said. 

"You do the same, Jack." 
The two men shook hands for 

the last time. 

At the banquet that night, Lars 
Drager sat as the guest of honor 
at the head table and listened to 
one speaker after another praise 
his tferty-four years' service as a 
poUce officer. Men he had worked 
for, with, and over, all took their 
turn, following the dinner, to say 
a few words to him or about him. 
All of it, of course, was a warm-
up to the official farewell speech, 
which was to be delivered by the 
chief of police, and during' which 
the new West Division com
mander would be named. 

Drager sat directly next to the 
speaker's podium, so that as each 
man concluded his remarks, he 
could rise and shake hands with 
him and thank him for whatever 
he had said. Drager fovind most of 
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the speeches- rather t iresome; 
probably, he thought, because the 
sentiments they expressed were 
somewhat hollow in light of the 
true facts. However, he endured 
them graciously, and played the 
role he knew was expected of 
him. .Wearing a tuxedo which he 
imagined everyone probably as
sumed to be rented, but which in 
fact had been tailor-made for him, 
he sat looking out at the guests, 
occasionally taking a swallow of 
coffee and a sip of brandy, and 
smoking the Meadowlark Corona 
that Ansel, the station main
tenance man, had given him that 
morning. Beside him sat his wife, 
Lillian, wearing a new string of 
pearls that Drager also imagined 
everyone thought were imitation.' 

The high point of the evening 
finally arrived: the chief began his 
speech. During the first few min
utes, while the chief dwelled on 
Drager's days as a rookie cop, 
Drager himself sat studying the 
group at one of the front tables: 
Lew Stiles and his wife, a pretty, 
well-groomed girl who, hke her 
husband, probably had a college 
degree; Wendall Dize and his 
wife who, hke Lillian Drager, was 
still attractive in her early fifties, 
but with a hint of worry in her 
face that aU policemen's wives 
carry to their graves; and Charley 
Wilson and his date, a smartly 

coiffed woman of perhaps forty, 
obviously a career type and obvi
ously taken by Charley's hard-
boiled cop image. 

Which one? Lars Drager won
dered. 

He topk a deep drag on the 
Meadowlark Corona, caught Ansel 
watching him, and raised the cigar 
so the lame ex-cop would know it 
was his cigar that was being 

. 1 ,1 . 1 . . . . 

siiiuKeu oil uiis iiiuiiiciiLui^ ucca- • 
sion. Looking past Ansel, Drager's 
glance fell on shapely, redheaded 
Katie, filling out the top of a 
sleeveless gown with not a quar
ter-inch to spare, and getting al
most as much attention as the 
chief every time she leaned for
ward to sip her coffee. Her escort 
for the evening was a detective 
from Central Division who was 
the envy of every man in the 
room;" or nea r ly every man, 
Drager corrected himself, moving 
his right -hand over to cover 'Lil
lian's left. 

Continuing to ignore the chief's 
. words, Drager let his eyes move 
slowly over the other guests. He 
saw Grey and Stanley, the two 
young patrolmen he had told only 
that morning t o - " B e careful, 
boys." Over the years h^. guessed 
he must have said that thousands 
of times to himdreds of policemen 
as they went' on duty. Drager 
sighed an almost contented sigh. 
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Thirteen years, he mused. Thir
teen years West Division had 
been his: two as an acting captain 
while he was a lieutenant, and 
eleven as a full captain—and he 
had not lost a single man in the 
line of duty. He raised his chin 
slightly. His was the cleanest, 
most crime-free division in the 
city—except for the women and 
the numbers, of course. 

He looked over at another table 
and saw Sherm Caldwell. He wonv 
dered if. Sherm had got around to 
making any squad room bets on 
who the new station commander 
would be . W o n d e r i n g tha t , 
Drager's eyes returned to the 
front table and settled back on 
Lew Stiles, Wendall Dize and 
Charley Wilson. He rolled the 
Meadowlark Corona around inside 
the circle of his pursed lips and 
thought again. Which one? At that 
moment, the. chief began telling 
him. 

"I know you're all anxious to 
know who your new division-com- • 
mander is going to be," the chief 
said. "Before I tell you his name, 
however, I want to announce that 
as of Monday morning. Lieuten
ants Lew Stiles, Wendall Dize and 
Charley Wilson will all assume 
the rank.of acting captain—" 

A murmur of voices and a smat
tering of applause broke out, and 
the chief raised his hand to quiet 

the room. Drager frowned. That 
meant transfers; there could be 
only one captain in the division. 

"I'd like to announce some 
changes in assignments also," the 
chief continued. "Acting Captain 
Lew Stiles is going to head up a 
new computerized records section 
that the department has in the 
planning stages. This new-.section 
will utilize the very latest in sci
entific and electronic methods of 
locating and identifying criminal 
suspects and criminal evidence. 
With his university background, 
we feel that Lew is an excellent 
choice for this position." 

So, Drager thought. Not Lew 
Stiles. He looked at Wendall Dize 
and Charley Wilson. 

"Another new assignment will 
be the job of nmning a special 
group we're calling the PTF 
group," the chief said. "That 
stands for Pohce Task Force. It 
will be a flexible, very elite strike 
unit that we can throw into any 
emergency at a moment's notice. 
The man who heads this force 
will have to be totally dedicated 
against crime and tough enough 
to back up that dedication. For 
those reasons, this job is going to 
Acting Captain Charley Wilson." 

Drager's eyes moved immedi
ately to Wendall Dize. How in 
the hell, he wondered, did Jack 
Finn ever get to a man like Wen-
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dall Dize? Then he gnmted softly. 
Why not? he asked himself. He 
got to you, didn't he? 

"That leaves Acting Captain 
Wendall Dize," said the chief. 
"Wendall is one of the most com
petent, knowledgeable poUce oflB-
cers in the department today. He 
knows police' department regu
lations down to the last sub
paragraph. He knows the right 
way for a poucerilan to do things, 
and he knows the wrong way for 
a policeman to do things. Because 
of his unusual knowledge in this 
very difficult field, Wendall is 
being transferred to the Internal 
AfiFairs Section, and will take over 
that group-when our present IAS 
commander retires in ninety 
days." " • 

A burst of applause followed 
the. three announcements, and 
Drager turned with a puzzled ex
pression to look at the chief. His 
frown deepened. Then he glanced 
past the podium, at another table 
near the front of the room, and 
suddenly he knew who was next 
in line for his job. Knowing it, he 
felt suddenly cold, and he reached 
for his brandy glass again. 

"Taking over as West Division 
commander," the chief said, "is a 
man whom today the Civil Ser

vice Commission promoted from 
sergeant to lieutenant, and who 
tonight is being made an acting 
captain. He is a man who caii be 
expected to uphold the fine record 
that West Division has compiled 
during the command of Lars 
Drager , " and here the chief 
smiled, "because if he doesn't, 
he'll catch hell from two sources: 
the department, and his old man. 

gentlemen. the 

-West Division commander is Lieu
tenant—now Acting C a p t a i n -
Harry Drager!" 

There was more applause now 
and the chief" turned to shake 
hands with Lars Dra;ger, and at 
the same time signaled Harry to 
come and join them at the po-
ditim. Harry Came up and he and 
his father shook , hands while the 
chief put his arms aroimd both of 
them. 

"Lars,']^^said the chief, "I'm sure 
that Harry will carry on the same 
tradition of law enforcement that 
you've established in West Divi
sion." 

"Yes," Drager said quietly, "I'm 
sure he will." . 

Father and son looked into each 
other's eyes. For the first time, 
Drager felt that he and Harry un
derstood one another. 
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Singular, of course, can mean either "only one" or "unique"-
or both. 

T h e bird woke me again that 
morning with its regular caco
phony of weird noises. I really 
should say the bird wokie Harry at 
5:30 a.m. and then Harry woke 
rhe with his yelUng. Harry and 

the mockingbird'then began play
ing the i r l i t t le game. H a r r y 
sneaked out the side door with "a 
slingshot clutched in his hands and 
the bird flew away 'at the first 
sight of him. Harry then stomped 
back • into the house, cursing vio
lently, and began fixing our break-, 
fast. I was beginning to feel sorry 
I had suggested the slingshot to 
him. It had not done a bit of 
good. Harry had managed to get 
only one lead pellet about five 
feet from the bird on its tele
phone pole perch. That was all it 
took to warn the critter, and he 
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had not given Harry a decent sHot 
since. 

I had not realized that mock
ingbirds were that quick to learn. 
They certainly did not act intelU-
gent in other ways. This particular 
bird was fond of perching on top 
of a telephone pole behind .'the 
house in which I was being held. 
From there he emitted a constant 
torrent of discordant bird calls 
from dawn to dusk. I often won
dered when he had time to eat 
and if he ever participated in the 
care and feeding of the young 
birds whose nest he was ap
parently guarding. I knew from 
some stray reading that he was 
not singing because he was happy 
but because he was warning away 
other male mockingbirds from his 
square block of territory. I could 
not understand, though, why he 
had to keep it up sixty minutes 
out. of every, hour. 

I did not think much of the 
•bird's singing ability, either. As a 
professional musician since age 
eleven, I did not like his phrasing 
or melodic production at all. All 
he was really good, for was note 
production, but he did not care 
which notes went together. He 
combined lovely notes and tones 
wi th ear -gra t ing squawks, 
screeches, and discords. 

The bad thing for ine was that 
I had to listen either to him or to' 

the radio or TV. Being blind and 
with nothing in braille in the 
house to read, all I could do was 
listen. Sometimes the radio with 
its commercials was worse than 
-the bird. TV was more interesting.-
Trying to puzzle, out wha:t was 
going on from the dialogue and 
sound effects was fun at times. 

Sometimes I could talk to my 
captor, Harry. This was real en
tertainment for me. I had never 
met a real New York gangster bcr 
fore, and Harry was real. 

Every morning Harry would 
bring in breakfast on a tray, place 
it on a card table alongside the 
bed, unlock the handcuff that 
chained me to the metal bedpost, 
and then talk a little while I ate. 

This morning, he was still fret
ting about the bird. 

"How are you this morning, 
Harry?"- I said. "The sausages 
smell lovely. Thank you for get
ting them." 

"I have a splitting headache. 
'That damn 'bird woke me up in 
the middle of the night again and 
I never went back' ' to sleep. I 
think he sings in his sleep." 

"How close did you come wdth 
the sHngshot?" 

"I didn't even get off a shot. 
Now when he sees me come out, 
he swoops down from the top of 
the pole and keeps it between me 
and his noisy httle yapper. What I 
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need is a shotgun, both barrels." 
"How would you get a chance, 

to fire at him?" I asked as I 
wolfed down my sausages and 
eggs. Harry was a first-rate short-
order cook. 

"I'll sneak out at four in the 
morning and wait for. the dawn. I 
may do that when I get rid of 
you." 

"That should be soon, huh? 
What do you hear from -my man
ager?" 

"I think that fruitcake is stall
ing, Fernando. If you get out of 
this alive, I advise you to tie a 
can to him. He says he's having 
trouble getting the money, that all 
your dough is tied up." 

"Well, $100,000 is a lot of 
money, Harry. I certainly don't 
have, anything like that in a bank 
account. My scratch goes into raw 
land and apartment buildings." 

"If your manager doesn't come 
up with some bills in a day or so, 
Eddy is going to call the whole 
thing "off. He's not a patient man. 
Eddy likes to keep moving." 

I did not feel as if my life had 
just been threatened, but I knew 
it had. Harry spoke of my death 
so matter-of-factly, it was hard to 
worry about it. I listened to an
other plane take off and wondered 
where I was. 

You might not think a blind 
person can feel lost. I've had 

people tell me that. We probably 
feel the sensation more than a 
sighted person. We are extremely 
dependent on, familiar surround
ings. I had gotten off the plane at 
L.A. International Airport, had 
been met in the terminal satellite 
by Harry who told me my man
ager had sent him, and had been 
driven to this home near the air
port and chained to a bed. When 
I asked Harry what had happened 
to the inan my manager had 
really sent, Harry muttered that 
the chump had had a very serious 
accident. So I would not be sing
ing and playing the guitar at the 
Greek Theater tonight. I loved 
that place! It was out-of-doors and 
smelled like the woods, and the 
people who came there were 
warm and friendly. 

Harry spoke. "You know, it's 
hard to believe you can't see. You 
look like you can see that food 
you're eating." 

"I'm enjoying its fragrance, 
Harry. You learn to adjust. Spend 
enough time here and you'd prob
ably learn to love that bird, 
even." 

"That'll be the day, friend," 
Harry growled in low, "vicious 
tones. "If I had to hve here, ei
ther he'd die or I'd go bananas., 
I'll be glad to get back to the city 
where they don't have any of 
these airborne maniacs serenading 
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you twelve hours a day and half 
the night." 

"I hear they sing all night here 
when there's a full moon," I said 
ever so innocently. 

"I'd almost pray we're out of 
here before that happens," Harry 
said fervently as he picked up my 
dishes and moved them out of the 
room. I hoped he would forget 
the handcuffs, but he was back in 
a minute, ohainina me to the bed 

o 

and locking the door behind him. 
Feeling absolutely helpless is 

not an unknown thing to a man 
without sight, but I had not 
known it for several years. With 
my present income I could avoid 
it most of the time. I lay back on 
the bed and hstened to the bird~ 
singing freely outside. I wondered 
if he would sing in a cage.' Prob
ably not. I tried to pick out some 
sort of pattern to his song, but as 
usual there was no human melody 
to be heard. The bird really did 
have a maniacal element to his 
song. After several lovely little 
trills as melodious as anything a 
meadowlark could sing, he would 
top off his production with some
thing that sounded like, "teeble 
didy teeble reet squark," would 
screech hideolisly, then repeat not 
the melodious trill, but t ie ludi
crous one. I listened and shud
dered. Maybe this is what happens 
to bad musicians, I thought; they 
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come back as mockingbirds . . . 
Another thought came. If I'd 

had a small part of the sense of 
seff-preservation that mockingbird 
had, I would not be now chained 
to a "bed in a' strange house in 
L.A. I had walked right into this. 
I had not reahzed anything was 
wrong until Eddy had .led me into 
the bedroom and put the cuff on 
my right hand. 

" Q i i z m a n " he said ap.ttina — , ^ J , 

right to the point, "you have been 
kidnapped. We are telling your 
manager to give us $100,000 in 
small bills. Otherwise we are go
ing to kill you in this room and 
bury you in the back yard. We 
may do that anyway if you don't. 
cooperate with us one hundred 
percent." 

I didn't hke Eddy. He had a 
mean voice and a nasty dis
position. 

The bird moved away and I hs
tened to the planes taking off. 
That noise didn't' make me feel, 
any better. It symbohzed large 
groups of happy "people flying 
away on vacation or business 
trips. 

A new sound came. It was 
Eddy's Plymouth Duster, backing 
carefully into the garage behind 
the house. I can recognize over 
thirty models of cars by their 
sound alone. Eddy walked into the 
house. His steps were quicker than 
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usual, and my heart began to 
pound. I could feel the blood 
coursing through my ears. Eddy 
had not shut the garage door^be-
hind him. That meant he was-
leaving soon, a break in his daily 
routine. 

I hstened to the two of them 
mumbling in the front room for a 
minute, then they began walking 
down the hall toward my room. I 
began to get really frightened 
now. I knew they were going ei
ther to kill me or set me free. 

A key slid into the lock, the 
lock clicked and the door opened 
slowly^with a little squeak that 
did my nerves no good. 

"Hello, Eddy," I said facing 
them with a smile. "I hope you 
have some good news for me. Did 
he raise the money?" 

I, waited a few hundred years 
for Eddy's aiiswer, then he spoke 
slowly. He was toying with me. "I^ 
heard from your manager, Guz
man. Guess what he did?" 

"He gave you the money," I 
said with a sigh of rehef. 

"How did you know that?" 
Eddy said with an aimoyed edge 
to his normal monotone. 

"You soimd pleased with your
self, Eddy. That means things 
went the \vay you planned them. 
If you were planning to kill me, I 
don't think you would give me 
any warning by talking about it. 

You would just simply do it." 
"You see a lot for a blind man, 

buddy," Eddy said flatly. "You can 
thank your friend, Harry, that I 
don't get rid of you right now. If 
I were doing this alone, you 
wouldn't live to tell this story." 

"What can he say, Eddy?" 
Harry said as he unchained me 
and handed me a coat. "This is 
certainly pne mark who can't de
scribe us." 

They led me out of the house' 
and put me in the car. Eddy was 
driving; I could tell by his scent. 
This worried me because I did not 
like being alone with him. He was 
liable to throw me over a cliff. 
. Before we left, Eddy leaned out 
of the door windovv and whis
pered to Harry. "Remember, you 
stay here for two" more days. Let 
people know the house is still oc
cupied. The owners will come 
back riext Stmday. I'll see you at 
CharUe's for the payoff." 

Then he turned to me. "You 
probably heard all of that. If you 
don't want a bullet between your 
eyes someday when you're all 
alone up on that stage, you'd bet
ter dummy up about anything you 
know about Harry and me. You 
got that?" 

"Got it," I said softly. 
"Listen carefully if you want to 

live right now. I have a silencer 
on this gun and I'll use it if you 
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don ' t follow my , d i r ec t ions 
closely." 

"I am listening carefully," I 
said. 

"I'm going to drive you down 
by the beach and let you out 
where there aren't any people 
around. I want you to sit down 
vmtil you can't hear the car, then 
start walking back up the road. 
It's a sandy road without any traf
fic. After vnn walk about two 
blocks, you will nm into some 
people by the firepits." 

I replied I would do what he 
said. I listened to the car leave 
the main highway after a few 
minutes' driving. I smelled barbe
cued wieners for a moment and 
listened to the surf, a beautiful 
sound. I heard sea gulls cry at-the 
screaming roar of a jet taking off 
over us as Eddy turned the car 
around on the sandy road. 

"Open the door and step out, 
Guzman," he said. 

"Thank you for not killing me, 
Eddy," I said as I stepped out of 
the car. 

"You can thank Harry and your 
manager, not me," Eddy replied 
quietly in that matter-of-fact voice 
of his, and drove away. 

I sat down in the sand and Us-
tened to the car drive back up the 
sandy road. I waited until I could 
hear its engine no more, then 
stood up and started walking joy

ously down the road. The sim was 
warm. The air was, fresh and 
clean. The sound of the ocean was 
ecstatically beautiful. I smelled 
frankfurters roasting over open 
fires again, and stopped and 

. breathed in the rich fragrance like 
perfume. 

I heard voices nearby and 
started to yell for help when a 
yoimg feminine voice spoke up to 
the seaward side of me. 

"Say, aren't you Fernando Guz
man; the singer?" 

"Indeed I am. Miss," I said hap
pily and, facing my questioner, be
gan to cry, to my deep embarrass
ment. "You must forgive me. I have 
never before been rescued by a girl 
with such a lovely voice." > 

An hour later I was in the West 
L.A. divisional headquarters of the 
L.A.P.D., being questioned by sev
eral members of the F.B.I, and by a 
lone representative of the local po
lice. 

I told them all I knew about 
Harry and Eddy, that they were 
both Easterners, probably New 
Yorkers , tha t Har ry was my 
height,, about five feet eight and 
weighed about 170, and that Eddy 
was taller and weighed less. I 
could tell by the sounds, they 
made when they walked, and by 
where their voices came from 
when they spoke. I told them 
about the Duster that Eddy drove. 
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and that it needed a good tune-up. 
I said that Harry used Score as 

a hair" dressing and that Eddy's 
hair was turning gray. That got a 
rise out of the huge police ser
geant, a man named Brennan. 

"How do you know that?" he 
blurted out. He was unhappy 
about the F.B.I, being in his terri
tory. 

I turned toward him and re
membered to tilt my head back 
when I spoke to him. He was at 
least six feet four. "He wears the 
same kind of hair dressing you do. 
It keeps the hair from going gray. 
You want the brand name?" 

He said he already knew the 
brand name, and one of the 
F.B.I.'s started to chuckle at this. 
The other one whispered sharply 
for hiin to knock it oflF. He appar
ently knew the local cop was 
angry about their participation in 
the case. 

I described -listening to the 
planes taking off from the airport 
and about Harry's war with the 
mockingbird. I said maybe one of 
the neighbors would remember a 
grown man wandering around 
with a slingshot in hand. The big 
sergeant left the room at- this 
point and I thought it was be
cause he couldn't stand having to 
listen to outsiders question a vic
tim of a crime that took place in 
his area. He was as territorial as 

that crazy bird that courted death. 
I was mistaken. The. big man 

came back twenty minutes later 
and had a huddle with the leading 
F.B.I, agent. Then he took over 
the questioning with authority. 

"Mr. Guzman," he said, "stand 
up and make believe you're back 
in that bedroom, OK?" 

I stood up. "OK. I'm back in 
the bedroom." 

"Face the wall through which 
the airplane noises came." 

I turned in my imaginary room 
and faced that wall. 

"Pretend you're listening to a 
plane taking off." 

"Right, I can hear it." 
"Which way does it go, Mr. 

Guzman—right to left or left to 
right?" 

That was' easy. "Left to right 
every day." . 

"That puts him in Westchester, 
chums," Brennan said. "We can 
get within a mile or two of the 
house. Let's go while there's still. 
some daylight/' 

The trio loaded me into a pa
trol car (an Oldsmobile) and we 
drove up to the Westchester 
plateau north of the airport where 
the planes almost always take off 
into the preva i l ing wes ter ly 
breeze. Brennan parked the car 
and opened the windows. 

"Now comes the hard part," the 
huge cop said. "I don't think one 
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man in a thoiasand could do this, 
Mr. Guzman, but you may be that 
man. I called an ornithologist at 
the University of Southern Cali
fornia. He says that most mock
ingbirds have individual call pat
terns, that they stay in the same 
tight little area all year, and that 
they spread out all over a city a 
half block to a block apart. Let's 
see if you can remember that 
bird-call, buddy." 

It was easy. The seventh bird 
we listened to let loose a series of 
ascending., and descending trills, 
then blurted out "teeble didy 
teeble reet squark," arid we were 
home free. 

The F.B.I, man rhade a call on 
Brennan's radio. Twenty minutes 
later the block was inundated 
with federal agents making a 
house to house sweep. They 
caught Harry in the back yard of 
the house, crouching behind a 
bush, a slingshot in hand. He de
cided not to take on three F.B.I. 
agents armed with riot guns. They 
ordered him to drop his slingshot 
and he did. 

Harry pleaded with them to let 

him borrow one of those riot guns 
for just one big blast at his tor
mentor on the. telephone pole. 
When they told him that the bird 
had fingered him, he offered to 
turn state's evidence against Eddy 
for just one chance at his feath
ered nemesis, but the F.B.I, 
refused to be bought. The cool 
F.B.I, agent who had warned his 
conipanion not to chuckle at Ser
geant Brennan told Harry in a 
deadpan voice that the federal 
government always protected its 
informants. 

Reassuring me they would have 
Eddy -in custody within twelve 
hours,-,the F.B.I, pair walked 
Harry over to a federal car. Bren
nan led me back to his. As he 
guided me to it, I heard the bird 
start his mad serenading from 
close range and stopped to hsten 
to him. 

Brennan began to laugh. "He's 
doing a victory dance on the TV 
anteima, jimiping up and down." 

It figured. I waved good-bye in 
his general direction. The little 
feathered monster was giving us 
the bird. 

1 
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Is it possible that "unisex,' 
could be a misnomer? 

notwithstanding current usage, 

The two viewers, old man Gruber 
and Mrs. Green, who missed noth
ing that occurred on Silverado 
Drive, especially on that impor
tant day, could hardly be called 
friendly neighbors. Gruber de-

-- spised her, and since every morsel 
of gossip had a way of returning 
to him, knew about her various 
references to him £is a nosy old 
fool, a meddler and even a Peep
ing Tom. 

UNISEX 

From his vantage point, a pad
ded chair on the front porch, Gru
ber heard the scuffling sounds 
along the concrete, tilted his body 
forward.and observed the hippies 
sauntering up the street. As on 
past occasions, they had parked 
their vividly-colored bus at the 
end of the drive, and were now 
proceeding from door to door. 
Minutes later they .approached 
him, called him "Pop," inquired if 
he had any odd jobs, and when he 
replied with a gruff "No," asked if 
he would give them some food. -, 

"They were look-alikes, in fact, 
duplicates; a young fellow and 
girl both with hair dangling above 
their shoulders, red Indian-type 
bands around their foreheads, and. 
soiled jeans and ragged shirts 
draped on their bodies. Only the 
soft; high-pitched voice, clearly 
feminine, made Gruber realize 
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that one of them was a girl. He 
examined the two, noting with 
distaste the identical bags that 
swung from leather straps. Well, 
he had his own opinion of a man 
who carried a woman's handbag. 
Surprised at their gall, he spoke 
curtly to them. They listened 
\yithout resentment and then 
turned to cross the street to Mrs. 
Loret's house. 

The door opened and the two 
vanished inside. Gruber dis
approved of this obvious encour
agement of such a disreputable 
pair, and his attitude was shared 
by the exasperated housewives on 
the block. The svelte, bold Mrs. 
Loret, a widow in her early 
thirties, had purchased the home 
recently. She at once made little 
attempt to conceal a contrasting 
(and outrageous) behavior: she was 
eager, lively and flirtatious when
ever a man, single or married, ap
proached, and bored and indiffer
ent when the women-tried to be 
friendly. Before the advent of Mrs. 
Loret, Gruber, on his porch seat, 
had surveyed tlie dull routine of 
Silverado Drive with resignation; 
the only break in monotony was 
provided by teen-aged Lisa, at the 
end of the street. Proud of her 
figure, she would leave her back 
yard pool and prance along the 
sidewalk in the flimsiest of 
bikinis. 

Now, however, things were 
looking up.. The unconventional 
widow, plus such odd characters 
as the two hippies, promised im-
usual entertainment. ,Too fasci
nated by events even to think of 
going inside for his ten o'clock 
coffee, Gruber waited until the 
hippies emerged, one clutching a> 
paper bag. When they departed, 
he-resumed watching the ordinary 
trattic, the delivery, and service 
vans, the_ day's excitement appar
ently over. After limch, as he re
turned to the porch, he was just 
in time to ghmpse a familiar fig-

iure across the street. One hippie, 
hurrying along, shoulder bag 
swinging, swerved into the walk 
to Mrs. Loret's home. The visit 
this time was protracted; an hour 

-passed and the hippie didn't come 
out. At two-thirty the van from 
Nelson's g r o c e r y arrived, and 
young Tommie, juggling a heavy 
carton, climbed out and marched 
down the passageway leading to 
the back of the house. 

On Gruber's side of the street, 
two doors down, the Greens hved, 
and while her husband put in an 
eight-hour day, Mrs. Green often 
sat on a second-floor balcony to 
survey the activities. From her 
perch she had seen the hippies 
and had a clear view of the old 
man's bobbing head and craning 
neck. Much younger than Gruber, 
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she liked to mutter, "Decrepit se
nior citizen," or "Snoopy idiot." 
When the hippies were ushered 
into the widow's^ place, Mrs. 
Green, her lips tight and con
temptuous, had murmured, "She 
would." 

Of course Gruber and Mrs. 
Green were the first to see Tom--
mie, who had taken an unusually 
long time to deliver the groceries, 

J 1.1-- . .- . . 1 - -

lull uuwu uic passagcwiiy lu uic 
Street, where he stood on the curb 
waving his hands and shouting in
coherently. For sheer action ,and 
thrills, the day was unparalleled in 
Gruber's lifetime. Tommie's stut
tering words ̂  prompted the old 
man to rush back into his house. 
There, after his trembling finger • 
twice refused to complete the 
circle, he managed _to dial the op
erator and call, "PoUce—get me 
the police!" 

Sergeant B. H. Bertrain, his first 
and middle names a dark secret, 
permitted his associates to address 
him as "B.H." and even endured 
the repeated joke that the initials 
stood for "bloodhound." At the 
widow's home, he, and Officer 
Ryan discovered nothing mystify-" 
ing about Mrs. Loret's death'. She 
had been murdered, and the 
method was evident—several 
blows struck by the familair 
"heavy object," nowhere to be 

found. Concerning the blows, ap
parently savage and vicious, Ryan, 
stooped over the body, lifted his 
head to comment, "Somebody was 
awfully mad." From various cabi
nets in the den^ and livingroom, 
drawers ha:d been removed, seem
ingly hurled to the floor and the 
contents scattered about. .The 
widow's purse, opened and with 
cosmetics tumbled out, lay nearby 
Oil Li'ie r ug . 

Later, they questioned Tommie. 
As though still in shock, he sat on 
a p o r c h s tep with' his head 
propped in his hands. He ex
plained in a thin, shaky voice that^, 
he had gone around the back with 
the groceries, •'/'as usual." 

"What do you mean 'as usual'?" 
Bertram asked. 

"Regular deliveries," Tommie 
"said. "Three or four times a week.' 
Mrs. Loret would call in the 
morning and place the order and 

. I always defivered in the after-. 
noon." Her call had been received 
that morning about ten o'clock. 
Arriving at the back door, Tom
mie, also as usual, rang the bell 
several times and was surprised 
that, nobody answered. He rapped-
on the door and the kitchen win
dow, and then decided to leave 
the carton near the kitchen door. 
Returning along the side of the 
house, he peered into the window 
of the den and there saw the body 
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of Mrs. Loret sprawled oii the 
carpet. 

Meditating, Bertram could find 
no reason for doubting Tommie's 
story, at least for the present. The 
doors were locked and the police 
had to force one to gain entrance. 
This seemed to support Tommie's 
accovint but, after all, he or any
body else could have been admit
ted to the house, killed the widow 
and then left, slamming the door. 
Bertram studied the boy's face, 
noting his grief, almost Uke de
spair. The emotion seemed too 
strong, more than one would ex
pect from a seventeen-year-old 
who had merely deHvered gro
ceries to the woman. 

"You liked her, didn't you?" 
Bertram said suddenly. 

Tommie straightened, his ex
pression one of surprise, as though 
his hidden feelings had been ex
posed. When he answered, his 
tone was defiant. "Sure I did. She 
was nice to me, always asked 
about what I was doing. She 
wanted me to, go to college and 
be a lawyer or a teacher. Some
times she'd make me sit down and 
have a cup- of coffee. Then we'd 
talk for a while." 

"I see." Bertram considered. 
"There was nothing wrong with 

that," Tommie's voice surged in 
anger. "And if you're thinking—" 

, "I'm pot thinking. I'm looking 

for information." Bertram smiled. 
"Is there anything else about her, 
anything of importance?" 

Tommie hesitated. "Well, I 
don't know if it's important. I saw 
her in town—with a man." 

"When was this?" Bertram's at
tention heightened. 

"A few days ago. I was sitting 
at the counter in a restaurant, and 
when I looked around, I could see 
her in a comer booth. She was 
facing toward me, and I knew she 
recognized me, but she turned 
away quickly. I could only-see the 
back of the man's head." 

The detective's queries pro
duced nothing further, and. Tom
mie was allowed to return to the 
grocery store. From across the 
street, where he appeared to be 
dancing on the curb, Gruber was 
hardly a man one could miss. Ber
tram had been aware of his fran
tic wigwagging, for some time. 

The two detectives walked over 
and were greeted by Gruber's ex
cited demands, "Where's the hip
pie? Where is she?" When Ber
tram, taken aback, said, "Just a 
minute," the old man cried, "I 
can tell you everything—every
thing." 

In between his repeated urgings 
to "find the hippies," Bertram 
managed to extract his name and, 
after skirting the many digressions, 
also to extract the story, piece-
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meal. He learned that the two 
hippies had visited Mrs. Loret a 
number of times in the past 
weeks. "Like twins," Gruber said, 
"the two of them. You can hardly 
tell one from the other." 

"You say they were at Mrs. Lo-
ret's place twice today?" Bertram 
asked. 

"No, no. "Two came in the 
morning, then one in the after
noon. She came back about one 
o'clock. Went inside. I waited. 
Never came out. Get it? Never 
came out." 

Bertram stared. "Never came 
out? Oh, I see. Well, there's a 
back door to the house." 

The idea appeared starthng to 
Gruber. "Back door? Hadn ' t 
thought of that. But they always 
used the front door." 

"Let's get this straight." Ber
tram held up a hand. "You told us 
that the hippies were almost iden
tical. Now you're saying that it 
was the girl who returned alone. 
How can you be siu^e?" 

Gruber's flow of' words halted 
and he gazed in confusion at the 
defective. "Girl? Did I say that?" 

"You said 'she' t\vice," Ryan an
swered. 

The old man probed his own 
mind, apparently without any sat
isfaction, and then- wagged his 
head puzzledly. "I guess I did. 
But why? They look exactly ahke. 

Yet I got an impression . . . the 
one who came alone was a girl." 

Bertram reflected, studying him. 
Gruber was in his mid-seventies, 
and the question arose, how good 
was his eyesight? He had con
fessed his inability to tell the fel
low from the girl. Further ques
tioning-disclosed that Gruber's 
view of the single hippie had been 
from the rear. As Gruber watched, 
the liippie was going up the front 
walk toward the porch. What 
could he have seen to give him a 
definite impression? Bertram in
quired whether it was the mover 
ment or perhaps the way the girl 
swayed. 

Gruber, struggling: to recall, ex
hibited disappointment with him
self. "I don't know. I feel it was a 
girl. Sure, it was a back view; But 
I saw something." He worked to 
drag the memory from deep in his 
mind. "The sun was strong and 
bright, and I think there was a 
shadow—or a shadow line." He 
sighed. "It won't come. Maybe I'll 
get it later." 

He needed no coaxing to tell 
them all about Mrs. Loret, her 
concentration on nien and the, fact 
that a number of, men on Sil
verado Drive found her fascinat
ing. There was this fellow Hoff
man, for instance, at the end of 
the block. Married, too. He came 
down to fix her plumbing and 
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took about two hours doing it. 
No, Gruber hadn't seen him re
turn to the house, but he could 
have paid a visit in the evening, 
couldn't he? When the detectives 
inquired about other possible wit
nesses, Gruber, with much grimac
ing, mentioned Mrs. Green, two 
doors away. "Female busybody," 
he armounced. "Does nothing but 
snoop and gossip. She wouldn't 
miss anything." 

Out of earshot, Ryan murmured 
to his partner, "I guess the old 
man wouldn't miss very much, ei
ther."^ . ' -

Mrs. Green, a thin, irritable 
woman in her forties, quickly con
firmed this. "I suppose he told you 
everything," she said, as though 
Gruber had unfairly preempted 
one of her rights. "Prying old fool. 
You'd think he'd find something to 
do with his tim'e. Sits there from 
morn ing to n igh t spy ing on 
people." 

In her story of the hippies, tell
ing how the two of them came in 
the morning and only one ap
peared in the. afternoon, she 
agreed with Gruber. "He came 
back—let me see—it must have 
been about one o'clock." He came 
to the house, climbed the stairs 
and waited there. Guess he must 
have rung the bell. Anyhow, the 
door opened and he went in." 

Bertram and Ryan exchanged 

surprised glances. " 'He'?" Ber
tram queried. "It was the fellow 
who returned?" 

"That's what I said." Her voice 
rasped impatiently. "I saw him 
walking toward the house." 

"You're sure? I thought they 
looked alike. How could you tell, 
especially from that distance?'! 

"Are - you kidding?" She in
spected him with disbelief, as 
though he were revealing a lim
ited mentality. "They didn't look 
that much alike. Anytime I can't 
tell a fellow from-a girl! There 
are some differences, you know." 

" W h a t ? " Ryan demanded . 
"They dressed exactly the same, 
didn't they? And weren't they 
about the same height?" 

"Oh, I see." Her expression was 
scornful. "You've been listening to 
old Gruber. With his eyes—well, 
who knows what he sees. I'm tell
ing you it was the fellow. I knew 
by the'way he walked." She burst 
into a laugh. "After all, women 
have different moving parts. I 
never thought any man was too 
old to notice that." 

She was' quite eager to gossip. 
What about -Mrs. Loret and her 
reputed behavior? That woman 
talked and flirted with every man 
on the street. Hoffman? Sure he 
came over to help her; and his 
wife, didn't Uke it, either. Then 
there was the teen-age girl Lisa 
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who ran up and down the block 
half-dressed. Gruber gawked after 
her until you'd swear he'd fall out 
of his chair. On one thing she did 
agree with the old man: the hip
pies must have done it. They 

.shouldn't be too hard to find, with 
their flowered bus. They'd lived in 
a nearby canyon, but were prob
ably on the run now. 

Actually, the hippies were not 
r . „ „ j . „ c ] T7_'n 1 - 11 

nai*^- \,u iiiiu. j.'uiiuwiiiy cui au-
points bulletin,. their bus vvas 
spotted on the highway about four 
miles from the area, and the two 
were brought in. At the station 
they sat loosely in their chairs, re
turning Bertram's gaze with cool
ness and indifference. His eyes 
shifting from one to the other, 
Bertram could understand why the 
old man might be confused. They 
were almost duplicates, both slim,, 
medium height, hair long and 
black and bound with a red In
dian, band at the forehead. The 
sex difference,. at a casual glance, 
was not apparent; their sameness 
was accentuated by the clothes, 
shirt, jeans and sandals, with the 
baggy shirt concealing the girl's 
figure. They carried identical 
leather bags on their shoulders. 
The two volunteered the names 
Dennis and Denise; the boy, nine^ 
teen, the girl, eighteen. 

To" the question about a last 
name, they offered no reply. 

"Bom without any?" Ryan said, 
humorously sarcastic. 

"We gave' them up." Denise ap
peared bored. "Last names are, 
well, just establishment." _ 

The first names, were they real, 
Bertram wanted to know. 

"Real enough to us," Dennis re
plied, his eyes slightly amused. 

Bertram studied them, reflecting 
that this was an example of a phe
nomenon of which he had been 
aware—the desire for anonymity 
among teen-agers. Melt into the 
crowd, that's the objective. Be
come a nobody, one of the gang. 
Don't find your identity—lose it. 
Then nothing can be expected of 
you. The two were equally eva
sive about their relationship. 

"You mean like brother and sis
ter?" Denise asked. She shook her 
head. "We're just friends." 

To other questions they offered 
terse answers. Of course they had 
visited Mrs. Loret; she gave them 
a friendly welcome, the only one 
on the block who did. She sup
plied them with food, and in re
turn they cleaned up her back 
yard. They admitted seeing her 
that morning, spending about fif
teen miiiutes in the house. Then 
their agreement stopped. 

"Are you denying that one of 
you came back in the afternoon?" 
Bertram asked. He caught their 
quick glances at each other and 
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wondered if Dennis' expression in
dicated surprise or caution. 

"One of us?" the boy repeated. 
"Of course not. We go every
where together. We never do 
things alone." 

Under Bertram's scrutiny his 
gaze seemed direct and steady, 
but was there a jeering gleam 
deep in his eyes? The situation 
appeared both intriguing and frus
trating. With these two look-alikes 
the identification of the murderer 
became difficult, if not impossible. 
Bertram felt a sharp suspicion. 
Perhaps, they were banking on 
their resemblance, or even worse, 
had made this part of their plan 
from the start. He inspected the 
blank faces and shifted uncomfort
ably. He pictured them, dominant 
and secure, enjoying his. help
lessness, delighted to play a mock
ing game with him. The idea was 
too ridiculous and he rejected it. 
He was giving them credit for too 
much cvmning. 

Hoping that more evidence 
might lead to a definite charge, he 
planned to hold the pair as long 
as he could. After they were taken 
away, he and Ryan discussed the 
apparent impasse. Mrs. Loret had 
d ied in the ear ly a f te rnoon , 
around the time when the single 
hippie entered the house. Simple 
m a t t e r ; she—the one Grube r 
thought he saw—was the mur

derer; or, on the other hand, was 
it he, the one Mrs. Green insisted 
she saw? 

Ryan was still shaking his head 
over the two duplicates. "Shows 
what clothes can do. It's the way 
they dress and wear their hair. 
You know what's got us stymied? 
There's a name for it—unisex." 

Bertram grinned. The phone 
rang and he at once recognized 
the excited, quavering voice. Gru
ber had something important, 
wan ted to see him a n d . w a s 
chuckling and gloating over what
ever he had discovered. No, he 
wouldn't tell over the phone. 

At Silverado Drive the old man 
waited impatiently on the side
walk. "The hippies!" he cried. 
"Did you catch them? Did they 
confess?" 

"We found them," said Ber
tram. "Now, what have you got?" 

Gruber's face was gleeful. "I 
want you two to stand here." He 
tugged at Bertram's sleeve, pulling 
hirn into place, and then moved 
Ryan next to him. "Watch," he 
said. "Just watch, and don't miss 
anything." He pointed across the 
street, midway down the block, 
where the young girl stood poised. 
"That's Lisa; I've asked her to do 
this for us." Gruber raised his arm 
to signal and Lisa began walking. 

Baffled, the detectives gazed as 
the girl ambled along, obviously 
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enjoying her performance before 
an audience. She reached the 
widow's home, stopped in front of 
it and turned her back. 

Gruber clutched Bertram's arm. 
"Look. Remember I mentioned a 
shadow—hke a Une. Somehow it 
stuck in my mind, gave me the 
impression that the hippie was a 
girl. Look closely. What do you 
see?" ' -

Bertram stared across the street, 
at first seeing' nothing, but then as 
he studied the girl he became 
aware of the shadowy line that 

. stood out against the thin fabric 
of the blouse. "Of course," he 
said. "The bra straps." 

"That's it." Gruber beamed 
happily. "I was right, wasn't I? It 
was the hippie girl who came 
back." 

Bertram nodded slowly, measur
ing the surprising evidence. "I 
guess you were right," he said, "if 
that's what you' saw." 

En route to the station he and 
Ryan talked it over. The old 
man's demonstration revealed that 
they might now be dealing with a 
murderess. "What's the saying?" 
Bertram asked. "Safety in num
bers? Our two friends can't rely 
on that anymore." 

"There's a better one," said 
Ryan grimly. "Maybe they 've 
been aware of it. Hang together— 
or hang separately. The duplicates 

have quite a little shock coming." 
The shock, as it turned out, was 

coming, but it proved to be one of 
a different and unexpected nature. 
When Bertram, confiding the de
tails to the police matron, in
structed her to bring Denise for 
questioning, he found the woman 
gazing at hiin oddly. She was 
evidently struggling to control her 
lips and to repress the amused 
look in her eyes. "I think you may 
be behind the times," she said, 
smiling in spite of herself. "Denise 
and a lot of other girls—\vell, they 
don't wear bras anymore."-

Bertram gaped. "Are you sure?" 
"Of course. After all, I 've 

searched 'her. And I'd be willing 
to bet that you wouldn't even find 
a bra among any of her belong
ings." 

After she left, Bertram sat in 
frustrated silence. 

Ryan, informed of the latest, 
commented glumly, "We're worse 
off than we were before. What do 
we do for a suspect?" 

His legs propped on the desk, 
Bertram reviewed the sequence of 
happenings. If the hippies were 
discarded, what remained? Sil
verado Drive had a cast of char
acters; everyone, no matter how 
remote, must be considered. He 
ticked them off in his mind: Hoff
man, the man down-the street 
who had. visited Mrs. Loret; and 

126 ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



what about Mrs. Hoffman, who 
^had shown her irritation or jeal
ousy? There were others; he was 
astonished at the Hst of candi
dates. Among them was the mys
terious man who had shared a res
taurant booth with, the widow. 
Out of that aggregation he must 
match one individual with a mo
tive, but if Gruber's vision could 
be trusted—a big "if—the field 
was narrowed, the suspect estab
lished as a woman. He reflected. 
Without new evidence, a solution 
appeared impossible. Ten minutes 
later he and Ryan were heading 
back to Silverado Drive. 

At the widow's home they spent 
little time inside, passing directly 
to the back door, out to the yard 
and into the alley. Bertram stood 
gazing down the long alley, at the 
houses on the other side and at 
the intersecting street a block 
away. The single hippie, seen by 
both Gruber and Green, had not 
come out the front door. Obvi
ously, he or she had chosen to 
vanish down the back alley. Now 
dogged, routine police work was 
necessary. Somebody might have 
seen the hippie walking along the 
alley. 

"Strange," Ryan remarked, as 
they began a house-to-house in
quiry. "We've got two witnesses 
and they settle nothing. Now 
we're looking for another." 

Bertram wondered gloomily if a 
third one was too much to expect. 
An hour of questioning produced 
no results and brought them both 
to a state of discouragement. 
Then, at-the next home, a nine-
year-old boy had a curious in
cident to report. He had been 
playing in the back yard at the 
time of the murder. Hearing 
someone walking down the alley, 
he peered through a crack in the 
fence. 

The. detectives listened in sur
prise. "On the groimd? Is that 
what you said?" Bertram asked. 

The boy nodded. "L saw the 
hand first.. Then I looked down, 
and it was there." 

. Bertram considered and was 
seized by a sudden and amazing 
idea. For the only possible answer, 
he and Ryan hurrieid down the 
street, returning once more to Sil
verado Drive. As the detectives 
approached, Gruber teetered ea
gerly on. the edge of the porch 
but Bertram,, ignoring him, chose 
the house two doors away. 

Mrs. Green, plainly armoyed, 
said, "You again?" reacting with 
i m p a t i e n c e to Bertrarn 's ex
planation that "a Uttle puzzle" 
needed solving. 

"You've found the hippies, 
haven't you?" she snapped. "What 
else do you need?" 

He smiled. "You're convinced 
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that the male member is guilty?" 
"He came back alone, didn't 

he?" She glared at him. "Don't 
tell me you believe that old fool 
Gruber." 

When Bertram, abruptly shift
ing the subject, asked for her 
opinion of Mrs. Loret, she showed 
surprise. "What difference does 
that make? If you want to know, 
I felt the same as the other 
women. Nobody liked her." 

"You're forgetting the men. 
They seemed to find her fascinat
ing." 

She reddened, and her voice 
rose sharply. "Men! Face and fig
ure—that's all they care about. 
Men were her specialty. Single or 
married, she didn't care with 
whose husband she flirted." 

He leaned forward and spoke 
-quickly. "Anybody's husband. 
Even a certain Mr. Green. Wasn't 
she overly friendly with him?" 

Her mouth popped open. "Mr. 
Green? Why, my husband would 
never— Where did you get that 
crazy idea?" 

"I've got a crazier idea," said 
Ber t ram. "L i s t en to this : a 
woman, angry because Mrs. Loret 
was making a play for her hus
band, devised a neat scheme to. 
get even. Everybody on.the street 
knew that the hippies were vis
iting the widow, so why not im
personate one of them? All she 

had to do was wear a wig, a red 
headband, a shirt and jeans. She 
chose a good time—when the hip
pies had already been to the 
house in the morning. She had the 
perfect witness, Mr. Gruber, and 
made certain that he wovild see 
her entering the house. She car
ried a large shoulder bag with 
some kind of heavy weapon in
side. After she struck Mrs. Loret, 
.she nulled out the drawers and 
scattered things about so.that rob
bery might appear to be the mor. 
f ive. Then she r e t u r n e d the 
weapon to her bag and went out 
th rough the back door . She 
marched down the alley and came 
around to the rear of her house to 
be sure that Gruber wouldn't see 
her. What do you think?" 

Mrs. Green sat pale and rigid. 
"I don't think anything," she said, 
after a while. "And I can't imag-' 
ine why you're telhng me this-
wild story." 

"Of course,'.' Bertram went on, 
as though he' hadn't heard her, 
"she made a mistake right at the 
start, she wanted to keep all sus
picion away from herself, so she 
insisted that the hippie was a fel-, 
low. Gruber ^thought otherwise 
and saw something that proved he 
was right." 

She had . partially regained her 
composure. "Gruber was wrong." 
She faced him coolly. "You've 
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made up a. fairy tale. And you're 
accusing me without any proof. 
That could lead to a lawsuit." 

"Oh, we have all that we 
need," Bertram said, confidently. 
"I'm sure we can trace the wig to 
where you bought it, and I think 
we'll find the weapon. But that 
doesn't matter. We have another 
witness—the best one oif all—some
one who was in the back yard 
when you went down the alley, 
someone who can identify you as 
the woman who walked by carry
ing a large shoulder bag." 

Mrs. Green's expression changed 
to defiance and rage. "All right," 
she cried, "I don't care. She got 
what she . deserved. Thought she 
could steal other women's hus
bands, Uke a game—just for. fun— 
and always get away with it. 
Well, I taught her a lesson. And 
I'm not sorry." 

At the station, after her con
fession had been taken down, the 
two detectives discussed the var
ied events. Bertrarn, impressed by 
Gruber's memory of the shadow 
line—the bra—had somehow felt 

that the old man was right. If the 
bra-less Denise were not guilty, 
then another woman must have 
entered the house, one with a mo
t ive for violence—and Mrs; 
Green's husband was probably the 
man whom Tommie had seen at 
the restaurant with Mrs. Loret. 

Ryan grinned at his " partner. 
"Talk about the artful dodger. I 
notice you did not tell Mrs. Green 
just what our nine-year-old wit
ness said." 

Bertram was highly amused.' 
"The little guy did the. best he 
could, considering his age. After 
aU, he could see only about half
way up the fence. Picture Mrs. 
Green, rushing out of the house,-
and then, as she hurries down the 
alley, she discovers she has forgot
ten to take ofî  her wig to" put it 
in the bag. She yanks at it and it 
falls to the ground. I guess our 
nine-year-old doesn't know what a 
wig is—that's why he said, ,'Hair 
on the ground.' Can you imagine 
how puzzled he was, peering 
through the fence and seeing 
nothing but a hand as it reached 
dowTi to pick up the 'hair'!" • 
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An experiment in welding may lead to a deterioration of the 
component parts: • • -* 

C 
t 

The banner across one wall in the 
Plaza Hotel banquet room wel
comed "Jacksonville High,' Class 
of '53." The crowd milling around 
in the room_was on the rim of 
middle age. Temples were gray
ing, bald spots were in evidence. 

Tad Jarmon roamed through the 
crowd. At the bar, he fotind his 
old friend, Lowell Oliver, whom 
he had not seen since graduation. 
"Hello, Lowell," he said. 

Oliver drained his glass. "Hi, ol' 
buddy," he said with a loose grin. 
He shoved his face closer in an ef
fort to focus his eyes. Suddenly, 

he became oddly sober. "Tad Jar
mon." 

"In the flesh." 
"Well . .-. good to see you. 

Tad. You haven't changed much." 
He held his glass toward the bar
tender for a refill. His hand was 
shaking slightly. 

"We've aU changed some, Low
ell. It's been twenty years." 

" T w e n t y yea r s . Yeah : . . 
Twenty years . . . " 

"Have you seen Jack and Dim-
can?" 

"They're around here some
place," Ohver mumbled. 
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"We'll have to get together af
ter the banquet and talk oversold 
times," Tad said. 

Oliver stared at him with a pe
culiar expression. Beads of per
spiration stood out on his fore
head. "Old times. Yeah . . . sure, 
Tad." 

Tad Jarmon meandered back 
into the crowd. Soon he -spotted 
Jack Harriman with a circle of 
friends in another comer of the 
room. Jack looked every inch the 
prosperous businessman. He was 
expensively dressed. His face was 
deeply tanned, but he was grow
ing paunchy. He'd put on at least ~ 
forty pounds since graduation. 

"Hello, Jack." 
Harriman turned. His smile be

came frozen. "Well, if it isn't Tad 
Jarmon." He reached . out for a 
handshake. "You guys all remem
ber Tad," he said, a trifle too 
loudly. His hand felt damp in 
Tad's clasp. 

One of their ex-schoolmates 
grinned. "I remember how you 
two guys and Dimcan Gitterhouse 
and Lowell Oliver were always 
pulling off practical jokes on the 
town." 

"Yeah," another added. "If 

VcktJes 
^oecWare 

something weird happened, every
body figiu-ed yoii four guys had a 
hand in it. Like the time the 
clock in the courthouse steeple 
started nmning backward. Took 
them a week to figure oyt how to 
get it to run in the right direction 
again. Nobody could prove any
thing, but we all knew you four 
guys did it.'-

The group chuckled. 
"I saw Lowell over at the bar,'' 

Tad said to Harriman. "I told him 
we should get together after the 
banquet and talk over old times." 

"Old times . . ." Harriman re
peated, a hollow note creeping 
into his voice. "Well . .. . sure. 
Tad." He wiped a nervous hand 
across his chin. "By the way, 
where are you living now?" 

"Still right here in Jacksonville, 
in the big old stuffy house on the 
hill. After my dad died, I just 
stayed on there." 

Tad excused himself and went 
in search of Duncan Gitterhouse. 
He soon foimd him, a man turned 
prematiu-ely gray, with a deeply-
lined face and brooding eyes. 

"Well, Dimcan, I guess I should 
call you 'Doctor' now." 

"That's just for my patients," 
Gitterhouse replied, his deep-set 
eyes resting somberly on Tad. "I 
was pretty sure I'd be seeing you 
here, Tad." 

"Well, you know I couldn't pass 
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up the opportunity of talking over 
old times with you and Jack and 
Lowell. Maybe after the banquet, 
the four of us can get together." 

The doctor's eyes appeared to 
sink deeper and grow more re
signed. "Yes, Tad." 

The banquet, was followed by 
speeches and introductions. Each 
alumniis arose and told briefly 
what he had done since gradu
ation. When tile master of cere
monies came to Tad, he said, 
"Well, I'm sure you all remember 
this next guy. He and his three, 
buddies sure did liven up our 
school years. Remember the Hal
loween we found old Mrs. Gif-
ford's wheelchair on top of the 
school building? - And the stink 
bombs that went oif during assem
bly meetings? They never could 
prove who did any of those 
things, but we all knew. How 
about confessing novv. Tad? The 
statute of limitations has run out." 

Tad arose amid laughter and 
applause. He grinned and shook 
his head. "I won't talk. My lips 
are sealed . . . " 

After the banquet, the four 
chums from high school days 
drifted outside and crossed the 
street to a small, quiet town-
square park: Jack Harriman lit an 
expensive cigar. 

"It hasn't changed, has i t?" 
Duncan Gitterhouse said, looking -
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up at the ancient, dome-shaped 
courthouse, at the Civil War 
monument, the heavy magnoUa 
trees, the quiet streets. "It's as if 
everything stopped the night we 
graduated, and time stood still 
ever since." 

"The night we graduated," Jack 
Harriman echoed, He pressed a 
finger against his cheek which was 
beginning to twitch again. "Seems 
like a thousand years ago." 

"Does it?" Tad said- ."That's 
odd. Time is relative, though. To 
me it's just Uke last night." 

"We don't have any business 
talking about it," DuncMi Gitter
house said harshly. "I don't know 
why I came here for this ridicu
lous class reunion. It was in
sanity." 

"Don't know why -you came 
back, Duncan?" Tad said softly. "I 
think I do. You couldn't stay 
away. None of you could. You had 
to know if anyone ever suspected 
what we did that night. And you 
wanted to find out what " that 
night did to the rest of us, how it 
changed 'our lives. We shared 
something so powerful it will bind 
us toge.ther always. I was sure 
you'd all come back." 

"Still the amateur psychologist. 
Tad?" Harriman asked sourly. 

Tad shrugged. 
"It was your fault what we did 

that night, Tad," Lowell Oliver 
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said, beginning to blubber in a 
near-alcoholic crying jag. "You 
were always the ringleader. We 
followed you like sheep. Whatever 
crazy, sick -schemes you thought 
u p - " 
, "We were just kids," Gitter-

house argued angrily. "Just irre
sponsible kids, all of vs. Nobody 
could be held accountable—" 

"Just kids? We were old enough 
in this state to have been tried for 
murder," Tad pointed out. 

There was a heavy silence'. 
Theii Tad murmured slowly, "I 
used to go past the place on the 
creek where old Pete Boimer had 
his house-trailer. For years you 
could see where the fire had been. 
The ground was black and the 
rusty framework of the house-
trailer was still there. It was fi
nally cleared away when the 
shopping center was built, but ev
ery time I go by that place I 
think about the night old Pete 
Boimer died there. And I think 
about us. A person acts; the act is 
over in a few minutes. But the af
termath of the act lives on in our 
emotions, our brains, perhaps for
ever . We c o m m i t t e d an act 
twenty years ago. The next day, 
they buried what was left of old 
Pete. We're stuck with that for 
the rest of our Uves." 

They fell silent again, each 
thinking back to that night. It was 

true that Tad had been the ring
leader of their tight little group, 
arid the night of their graduation, 
it was Tad who thought of the fi
nal, monstrous prank: "Let's set 
Pete Bonner's trailer on fire." 

"But Pete's hable to be in the 
trailer," one of the others had 
said. 

"That's the whole point." Tad 
had grinned, then explained, "Af
ter tonight, we'll be going .in dif
ferent directions. Duncan is going 
into medical school. Lowell's go
ing into the Army. Jack's going to 
business college. I'll probably stay 
here. We need to do something so 
stupendous, so important, that it 
will weld the four of us together 
forever. So, we'll roast old Pete 
Boimer alive." 

Tad had pointed out to the rest 
of them that Pete was the town 
drunk, an old wino who had no 
family. It would be like putting a 
worthless old dog out of his mis
ery. 

Because of the hypnotic-like 
hold Tad had on the others, they 
had agreed—sweating and scared— 
but they'd agreed. 

That night after graduation ex
ercises. Tad led them to Pete Bon
ner's trailer with cans of gasoUne 
and matches. As they ran away 
from the blazing funeral pyre, the 
screams of the dying old wino fol
lowed them. 
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"I can still hear that old man 
screaming," Duncan Gitterhouse 
said, his hands shaking as he 
chain-lit another cigarette. 

"Tad, you said .we're stuck with 
what we did for the rest of our 
lives," Jack Harriman sighed. "It's 
true. I've made a pile of money, 
but what good-is it? I can't go to 
sleep without pills. I eat too 
much. My doctor says I'm going 
to have a coronary in five years if 
I don't quit eating so much, but I 
can't stop. It's an emotional thing, 
a compulsion. Look at poor Low-. 
ell there. He's spent the last five 
years in and out of alcoholic sani
tariums." 

Duncan Gitterhouse nodded. 
"My practice is a success. Com
pensation, I guess. I have the idea 
that if I save enough lives; I'll 
make up for the one we took. I 
do five, ten operations a day. But 
my private life is a shambles—my 
wife left me years ago; my kids 
are freaked out on, drugs." He 
turned to Tad Jarmon. "I suspect 
you didn't get off any better than 
we did. Tad. You never married. 
You're stuck here, in the home 
you grew up in. I don't think you 

^ can leave . . ." 
, They sat in the park for a~. 

while. Then they got up and went • 
off to their respective motel 
rooms-Tad to his big, old-fash
ioned house with white columns. 

In his study. Tad took down 
one of his journals from a book
shelf. In his neat, precise hand, he 
carefully described the events of 
the evening, recording in detail all 
that Jack, Duncan and Lowell had 
said. Following that entry, he 
added his prognostication for their 
future. "I would estimate" that 
Jack will be dead within ten 
years, probably suicide if he 
doesn't have a stroke first. Lpvtjell 
will become a hopeless alcohohc 
and spend his last years in a sani
tarium. Dimcan will keep, on with., 
his practice, but will have to turn 
to drugs to keep himself going." -

He sat back for a moment. 
Then as ah afterthought, he " 
added, "I will continue to Uve out . 
my life here in this old house, on 
the inheritance my father left me, 
eventually becoming something of 
a recluse. Duncan was right; I 
can't leave. It is a psychological 
prison. But I am reasonably con-
t en t , k e e p i n g busy wi th my 
hobby,- the study of human natvu-e, 
that will fill volumes when I am 
through;" 

He put the journal away. Then 
he timied to another bookcase. It 
was lined with similar neatly-
bound and dated journals. He 
went down the line until he foxmd 
one dated 1953. He opened it and 
flipped the pages, stopping when 
he came to the date of their gpad-
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uation, then he started to read: 
"Tonight being graduation," he 

had written, "I decided we must 
do something spectacular . A 
crowning achievement to top any 
previous prank. Early in the after
noon, I stopped by Pete Bonner's 
trailer. I had in mind giving him a 
few dollars to buy us some whis
key for the evening. Being under
age, we couldn't go to the liquor 
store ourselves, but Pete is always 
ready to do anything for' a small 
bribe. I was surprised, indeed, 
when I walked into Pete's trailer 
and found him sprawled out on 
the floor. He was quite dead, ap
parently from a heart attack. If I 
hadn't foimd him, he'd probably 
have stayed there for days imtil 
someone accidentally stumbled 
upon him as I had done. I imme
diately got a brilliant idea for a 
colossal joke and a chance to test 
a theory of mine. They say time is 
relative. I think- reality is relative. 
If someone beUeves he has com
mitted an act, it's the same to him 
as if he has committed the act. 
The consequences, as far as they 
affect him, should be the same. 

"This time the joke would be 

on Jack, Duncan and Lowell. 
They're so gulhble, they 11 do any
thing I teU them. I hurried home 
and swiped the wire recorder out 
of Dad's study. I recorded some 
agonized screams and put it under 
Pete's trailer, all hooked up so it 
would take only a second to turn 
it on. I then went over to talk to 
Jack, Dimcan and Lowell. I con
vinced them it would be a great 
idea to bum up Pete's trailer and 
roast Pete aUve. Of course, they 
had no way of knowing Pete .was 
aheady dead. Tonight, after grad
uation, we slipped down to Pete's 
trailer with gasoline and matches. 
I went around the other side, pre
tending to slosh my gasoline 
around, "and reached under the 
trailer and switched on the wire 
recorder. As soon as-the flames 
shot up, we began hearing some 
very convincing screams. It will 
be most interesting, in future 
years, to see what effect tonight's 
act will have on the hves of Jack 
Harriman, Duncan Gitterhouse, 
and Lowell Oliver." 

Tad Jarmon closed tiie journal 
and leaned back with a cold, 
thoughtful smile. 
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The tingling, frightening taint of fear touches many but, per
haps fortunately, the delicious euphoria of complete escape is 
rarely experienced. 

V,n fZS^.'^^^'-^y 

She never knew in advance when 
it would happen, but it was al
ways in that twilight state be
tween - wakefulness and slumber. 
As she drifted off to sleep she 
would find her arms and legs im
mobil ized as though t igh t ly 
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bound; • her heart would pound, 
her throat constrict as she vainly 
tried to call for help. A roar 
would fill her ears and wave after 
wave of tingUng, frightening pa
ralysis would flow through her 
body. After a minute or so, the 
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s'ensiation would subside and leave 
her gasping, chilled, trembling 
with terror, and sleep would be 
hours in coming . . . 

"Miss Morah! Miss Moran!" 
From the dim reaches of time and 
space the voice called her to con
sciousness. StruggUng for complete 
awareness, she gradually moved 
her shoulders, then her head. The 
numbness dissipated into a feeble 
shudder; she stretched aching 
limbs and opened her eyes. 

"Are you all right?" The blue-
costumed stewardess was bending 
over her anxiously. "That must 
have been some dream!" 

Margaret Moran, shuddered. "It 
was a nightmare, all right. Did I— 
did I say anything?" 

The s tewardess shook her 
blonde head. "You just moaned a 
bit. I was afraid you were ill." 

"Oh, no. I'm perfectly all right 
now." Margaret spoke quickly. "It" 
was nice of you to be concerned. 
Oh, how long before we get to 
New York?" 

"About two more hours." 
The stewardess moved on down 

a "nweletfe 

ii^a^oL 
XUSSEIL 

the aisle. Margaret fixed her gaze 
on the clouds visible through the 
window. How awful! To have this 
happen on the plane, of all places! 
She glanced at the . elderly man 
next to her. He was dozing over 
his magazine. 

She- shivered nervously and lit a 
cigarette. What a homecoming 
this was going to be, she told her
self. She must be overtired or 
something. She hadn't had a bad 
one like this since—when? Since 
right after that day on the cliff, 
she guessed. 

Pushing her dark bangs out of 
her eyes, Margaret settled back 
and blew a cloud of smoke at the 
seat in front of her. That day on 
the cliff, she thought with heavy 
irony, a euphemism if she ever 
heard one. Zach would die laugh
ing. She caught her b r e a t h 
sharply. 

She had. tried so hard not to 
think of Zach, but now she would 
have to face those memories all 
over again. It would be especially 
bad because she'd be seeing Anne 
in a couple of hours, and Anne 
still knew nothing about her and 
Zach. 

Margaret's cigarette burned her 
fingers and in annoyance she 
stubbed it out. 

Wonderful Zach, she thought. I 
ought to tell you what he was 
really like, Anne. But no, that 
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wouldn't be fair. What you don't 
know won't hurt you. Not'the way 
it hurts me. 

She sighed and lay back against 
the headrest, and suddenly, she re
membered the last flight she had 
made, from New York to Los An
geles—how many months ago? 
Eight? Nine?—when she had been 
fleeing from Zach. 

Zach was Anne's husband—then. • 
She and Aiuie had grown up to
gether in Great Neck. Their fam
ilies were close friends, and Mar; 
garet's mother and father had 
adopted Anne when her parents 
had been killed in a car crash. 

• Margaret was a tiny baby at the 
time; now she could hardly re
member a time when Anne had 
not been around to lead the way. 
Even as a child, Aime had a deli
cate blonde prettiness and a shy 
smile that enslaved everyone. 

Yes, Margaret reflected, Anne 
had always been the golden girl. 
Everything came naturally to her, 
and Margaret could recall more 
than a few times when she had re
sented the older girl's popularity. 
Still they had been as close as sis
ters—double-dating, giving parties 
together, going on steak fries and 
picnics and ski trips together. 

When Zach Webster came into-
the p ic tu re , eve ry th ing had 
changed—and Margaret relived 
that deep sense of being left out. 

Suddenly it .had been Aime and 
Zach going to the World's Fair, 
Aime and Zach at-Bear Mountain, 
Anne and Zach at Cape Cod and 
Martha's Vineyard—and Anne and 
Zach eloping to Virginia. 

Everyone thought it was an 
idyllic marriage. Anne was ecstat
ically happy. She admitted having 
been swept off her feet. She posi
tively glowed. 

Anne and Zach bought a small 
house a few blocks away. Marga
ret left home, too. She took an 
apartment in Manhattan with two 
girlfriends and went to^ work as a 
typist at one of the television net
works. In time she became a sec
retary, and one day she looked up 
from her desk to see Zach Web
ster, complete with football-player 
shoulders and.curly blond hair and 
sparkling blue eyes, smiling down 
at her. 

It was natural for Zach to be 
there, because he sold television 
film programs to advertising 
agencies and TV stations, and 
Margaret worked for the program 
director; and it came' to' seem al
most natural for Zach to be asking 
Margaret to have lunch or drinks 
with him when he was in the 
neighborhood of the TV studios. 
For the first time in her life she 
found herself becoming secretive 
about her life—her friends and 
dates—when she went home to 
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Great Neck on most weekends. 
She reached the decision to 

leave New York after overhearing 
a blistering scene between Anne 
and Zach which forced her to ad
mit that she might be the "female 
who was breaking up their mar
riage." Without telling either her 
mother or Aime her real reason 
for going west, Margaret wangled 
letters of recommendation to sev
eral Los Angeles TV stations and 
advertising agencies. 

Anne finally confided to Marga
ret her fears about her marriage. 
"I don't know why we're having 
these stupid quarrels, Maggie. 
Seems as if we've had nothing but 
problems lately. I've been so jeal
ous! Oh, well, I guess it'll all work 
out." 

That night, her last in the East, 
while she was falling asleep, Mar
garet had the first paralytic expe
rience. With the sound of her 
heartbeat reverberating in her 
ears, she strained to utter any 
kind of sound. At first, unable to 
move even a muscle, she thought 
she was dying, but finally the 
roaring and tingling abated and 
she managed to break through the" 
spell and sit up in bed. 

Margaret curled up in a chair 
by the window and sat there for 
hours, lit cigarettes that she 
scarcely smoked, listened to the. 
soft rhythm of a rain that nor

mally would have luDed her to 
sleep. In the morning she boarded 
the jet for Los Angeles. When at 
last she arrived at International 
Airport, she felt that a new expe
rience lay spread out before her. 

She had little difficulty in find
ing a job at a TV film production 
company and an apartment within 
walking distance. She moved into 
an inexpensively furnished 
"single" in an old Hollywood 
mansion, which had been con
verted into an apartment building. 
Her living expenses were low 
enough that she could send money 
home to her mother regularly." She 
made a few friends and had set
tled into a moderately comfort
able but iminspired routine when 
Zach suddenly appeared one night 
at her door. ^ 

He had left his New York-based 
company and accepted a position 
with the sales department of a TV 
station in Los Angeles—for less 
money but greater freedom, he 
said. Anne had refused to come 
with him. 

' "She says she was here once 
and didn't like it," he confided 
over drinks at the Yamashiro. 

Margaret looked down over the 
lights of Hollywood. "Yes, we 
took our vacations together and 
came out to the Coast one sum
mer. I remember she didn't care 
much for L.A. I'm getting to like 
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it, though. Just look at that view!" 
Zach seemed not to hear her. 

"Actually, it's probably for the 
best. We'll have lots of time to 
think. We just about came to the 
parting of the ways before you 
left. Now it'll be that much easier 
for us.Z . 

Margaret frowned. "Zach,, I—I 
left New York because it wouldn't 
have been fair to Anne if I'd kept 
On seeing you. I was afraid I was . 
wrecking your marriage." 

"rrri crazy about you, too." He 
smiled. 

"Oh, be serious!'-' 
"Okay." He shrugged. "I'm not 

crazy about you. Why do you 
think I followed you out here, . 
then?" He leaned forward and 
took her hand. "My marriage was 
in trouble long before you came 
into the picture; Anne simply 
wouldn't see it. When you moved 
away, I realized it was you I 
loved. So I looked around for a 
job out here." 

"But-"' 
"With my experience, it wasn't 

too hard to get one. I wanted to 
be near you, see you as often as 
you'd let me. When Anne refused 
to come along, I just left without 
her." 

"And now?" 
"I expect we'll get a divorce. 

She's thinking it over." 
For the first time since she had 

left New York, Margaret felt that 
the weight of unhappiness over 
her relationship with . Zach had 
been lifted from her mind. "I feel 
sorry for Anne," she said, "but at 
the same time I'm glad you're 
here. If you didn't have a good 
marriage, maybe it's, better for ev
erybody if it's all over." 

Z'ach smi led . " N o more 
qualms?" 

She shook her head. 
. After that evening Margaret 
saw Zach constantly. They ex
plored Los Angeles together, tak
ing in. the art galleries on La 
Cienega, the concerts and plays at 
the Music Center, the nightclubs 
along the Sunset "Strip. They 
drove down to Disneyland, visited 
the San Diego Zoo,- toured Ma-
rineland and Ports o' Call and the 
Queen Mary. Margaret had riever 
been so happy. Zach reiited a 
beach cottage and they spent lazy 
weekends walking along the beach 
front, gathering driftwood for the-
fireplace, Ustening to the cries of 
the sea gulls and the sloshing of 
the waves. Margaret reflected on 
how their lives had changed since 
the move west. A closeness had 
grown between them, a-precious-
intimacy that she had not beheved 
possible. At last she could see 
some direction and purpose in her 
life. 

Then one Friday she learned-
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that they had to make more defi
nite plans, and she resolved to 
talk seriously with Zach about 
their future together. 

On the following day they 
drove up above Malibu for a pic
nic. Zach parked his new \yhite 
convertible at the end of a road 
that almost ran off the cliff. He 
lifted the ice chest out of the 
trunk and opened the car door for 
Margaret. "Still the New Yorker, 
aren't you? Gloves and everything. 
Even with a pants suit." He shook 
his head as if in annoyance. 

"The wind's chilly up here." 
She followed him across the grass 
to a rock formation. Only the blue 
sky was visible ahead of her; sud
denly the world dropped away, 
and below was the deep expanse 
of the Pacific. Startled, she 
jumped back, and Zach caught 
her arm. Margaret's heart was 
pounding. She took his hand and 
they strolled along on the grass. 
"By the way, Zach," she said at 
last, taking a deep breath, "I've 
been wondering. Have you heard 
any more from Anne about when 
the divorce is coming through?" 

Zach hesitated. "Well . . . no, 
not exactly. The fact is, I've been 
in touch with Anne several times; 
I have a letter right here, in fact. 
She wrote it -on the Fourth of 
July, and she talks about watching 
the fireworks all alone, and wish

ing that I'd been there with her." 
"How touching. So?" 
"So, she wants to come out 

here and try to make a go of it 
again." He set the ice chest down 
on the grass. "This seems as good 
a spot as any." 

"For what? Oh." The picnic. 
"But what about—" 

"Our plans? We'll just have to 
wait and see." 

"But, Zach, you said she was 
filing for a separation;" 

"I just told you she doesn't 
want a separation anymore." 

"Or you don't! Is that it?" 
He spread his hands. "She does 

have the right to -change her 
mind, you know." • 

"-What right does she have?" 
Margaret's voice rose. "She gave 
you up!" 

"Apparently she's decided . she 
doesn't toant to give me up." 

"What do you want? Are you 
going back to her?" Margaret 
looked at him for a moment and 
then turned her ba.ck on him, star
ing out across the Pacific, wishing 
suddenly that the pounding surf 
could drown out his answer—be
cause she knew what it would be. 
Even when she felt his hand on 
her shoulder, she would not turn 
around. 

"I've been trying to find a way 
to say this for days," Zach said 
gently.- "I honestly don't know at 

THAT DAY ON THE CLIFF 141 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



this point whether we're going to 
get a divorce or not. But in all 
fairness, you'll have to admit that 
it's up to us—Anne and me, I 
mean—to decide where we're go
ing from here ." He shrugged 
again. "I know this must sound 
awfully unfair to you. I didn't 
plan it this way, believe me." 

She stared disconsolately down 
at the- craggy coasthne.. "No, of 
couxse not." Her voicis broke. 

"Hey, what's this? A tear on 
that pretty cheek? Come on, it's 
not the end of the world. You're a 
pretty girl, intelligent, you have 
everything going for you. You'll 
meet someone; some lucky guy 
will come along. You just wait 
and see." 

Her-throat ached with the ef
fort to hold back the tears and 
control her voice. 

"Oh, sure." No- problem—except 
who's going to take care of Zach, 
Junior while Tm out looking for 
this lucky guy?" 

Zach- spun her around to face 
him. "Zach, Junior] Are you posi
tive?" 

Margaret nodded. "The lab 
called with the results yesterday. I 
was—well, I was afraid to tell you 
before I knew for sure." . 

He shook his head. "I don't 
know how I'm going to bail you 
out of this one." 

"Bail me out? Zach, you're in 

this thing right along with mel" 
"Oh no, I'm not. This is strictly 

your problem. I'll help you as 
much as I can, but—" 

"Oh, Zach!" Margaret took a 
step toward him and put her arms 
around his waist, hiding her face 
against his shoulder. The rough 
tweed of his jacket was comfort
ing but then his hands were grip
ping her wrists and firmly holding 
n o r away i i u i i l l u u i . OliC lUUKeU 

up at him, surprised. 
"Actually, with all the pills you 

take, I should think you could 
have prevented this." He was 
smiling wryly. ' 

"Zach, I told you I can't take 
the Pill. I get sick." 

He sighed., "Wel l , you can 
probably get into, one of those 
clinics." 

Margaret grew cold. "Oh, ho, 
Zach—I couldn't do that!" 

"Don't worry. It y/on't be so 
bad. You'll get used to the idea." 

She stared at him. "And it 
would make everythiiig so much 
easier for you, wouldn't it? I won
der what Anne would say, if she 
knew. I wonder whether • she'd 

" even want you back!" - ' 
"That's hardly the issue now, 

since she does. Telling her ..about 
this would only-hm-t her." 

"Oh, she's to be protected, at 
all costs! Now I'm in the way, I 
suppose!" 
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Zach met her gaze steadily. 
"You said that.", 

"I don't believe she's changed 
her mind at all. Let me see that 
letter.'' 

He pulled an envelope out of 
his inside- pocket and she recog
nized Anne's scrawl. Margaret put 
out her hand to take it, but Zach 
held the envelope above her head. 
"I don't think you want to read 
this. Anne can be a bitch some
times. Come on, now. Be sen
sible." 

"Give it to me!" But as she was 
reaching for it, he suddenly 
grinned and held it behind his 
back. She lost her balance and 
s tumbled agains t him. Zach 
stepped backward and his foot 
slipped on the smooth rock. 
"Hey!" he cried, and with arms 
flailing, he fell. She darted for-, 
ward and grabbed for his hand, 
but before her horrified eyes he 
disappeared over the edge of the 
cUff. 

"Zach!" she shrieked. Dropping 
to her knees, she peered over the 
precipice. His terrified shout 
echoed again and again in her 
mind; finally she knew it was her 
imagination because she could see 
him lying on the sharp rocks at 
the edge of the ocean. A vî ave 
touched his body. Far off she 
could, hear the" cry of a sea gull. 

Zach did not move. 

Margaret could not say how 
long she knelt.there, but when she 
stood up, her hands ached from 
clenching. She looked down at her 
clothing. Her pants legs were 
scuffed and dirty'froni the rocks, 
and her knees hurt. Trembling, 
she limped to the car, picked up 
her handbag, and hurried down 
the road. Once she turned her 
ankle, almost falling, and stopped 
to rest for a moment. Not far 
away stood a small, white Spanish 
church. "I wonder if I should ask 
for sanctuary?" she said aloud. 
Then with a bitter smile she hob
bled onto the highway. Cars sped 
past her as she limped along the 
asphalt, but she paid no attention, 
even to the repeated beeping of a 
Volkswagen bus. In a moment, the 
colorfully decorated vehicle pulled" 
up ahead of her and a bearded 
young man opened the door and 
offered her a ride. She could 'see 
that the car was filled with long
haired, casually dressed young 
people. They were going to Ense-
nada, they said, and would be 
glad to drop her anywhere -she 
wanted to go along the way. Mar
garet gratefully climbed into the 
front seat and asked them to let 
her off in- Santa Monica. She 
could catch a bus back to Los An
geles. 

She reached the haven of her 
apartriient just in time. Reeling 
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^rnmrn^ 
with nausea, gripped by stabbing dio couch, rousing herself occa-
pains, Margaret stumbled into her sionally to make a cup of tea or 
tiny bathroom. By evening the heat a httle soup. On Simday af-
problem of Zach; Junior no longer ternoon a radio newscast carried a 
existed. story about a man who had fallen 

For the rest of the weekend to his death from a cliff near Mai-
Margaret lay huddled on her stu- ibu. His name was being withheld 
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"pending notification of next of 
kin." A white convertible had 
been discovered at the end of a 
dead-end road near the cliff. Po
lice were trying to trace a woman 
companion. 

With shaking fingers Margaret 
switched from station to station, -
but no new details were reported, 
and she finally turned off the ra
dio. How did they know a woman 
had been with him? Could those 
yoimgsters who had given her a 
ride down the Coast Highway 
have turned her in? Not very 
likely, she decided. They probably 
would never connect the bedrag
gled woman on the highway with 
Zach's death, even if they did 
hear about it. Thank God she was 
"still a New Yorker," as Zach had 
put it; at least she had left no fin
gerprints in the car, and she had 
her handbag. But had she forgot
ten a handkerchief", a scarf, some
thing else? 

Margaret lay awake for hours, 
smoking nervously; at last, in 'des
peration, she swallowed two sleep
ing pills. On Monday she phoned 
her office to say she was ill. That 
evening her mother called to tell 
her about Zach's death. Anne 
could not come to the phone; she 
was under sedation. Margaret ex-
plaiiied that she had the flu and 
woiild be unable to come east for 
the funeral. 

Later in the week, as soon as 
she felt strong enough, she went 
through her apartment, destroying 
everything that could possibly sug
gest that she was more to Zach 
than his sister-in-law. The most 
difficult task was burning the. 
snapshots she had taken of him a 
few weeks earlier, but she had no 
need, of them any longer; his face 
was engraved on her memory as it 
looked when he toppled over the 
edge of the cHff. 

The one piece of evidence still 
in her possession that might link 
her to Zach's death, in case some
one might report having seen her 
in the Malibu area, was the outfit 
she had worn. The house she lived 
in had no incinerator or furnace. 
Finally, when she was able to 
leave the apartment, she bundled 
the clothes and took the package 
to a Goodwill collection station. 
, The uncanny • paralytic incident 

recurred two or three times, leav
ing her breathless and frightened. 
She considered seeing a doctor, 
but shrank from the prospect of 
answering questions" and sub
mitting to an examination. After a 
week she returned to work, but 
the job which she had enjoyed so 
much now brought her no plea
sure. Each day ran into the next, 
and each week was as dismal as 
her now empty life. 

Occasionally someone from her 
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office suggested a drink ~ or a 
movie, but Margaret, with no de
sire for company and no wish to 
become involved again, refused all 
invitations. She started renting a 
car on weekends; driving around 
the area to visit local points of in
terest which she and Zach had 
missed seeing. In general, she 
avoided the coastline, but one 
Sunday she did venture down the 
Pacific Coast Highway to i-ijuana. 
This was a trip she and Zach had 
plarmed to take together, but the 
excitement of the Mexican fiesta 
was meaningless without him. She 
stayed a scant hour, not even 
leaving the car, and then drove 
back, just one section of an end
less, curving caterpillar crawling 
toward Los Angeles. 

It was on a Saturday several 
weeks after Zach's death- that she 
drove down "the road to the cliff 
near Malibu again. She had slept 
badly the previous night after one 
of her paralytic attacks. For a 
long time she had associated the 
strange experiences with guilt 
feelings about Zach. Perhaps, she 
reasoned, she could dispel them 
by revisiting the spot where he'd 
died. * 

Without much • difficulty she lo
cated the tumoff from the Coast 
Highway and drove down the dirt 
.road toward the cliff. From the 
car she could hear the thundering 

surf. Forcing herself to get out, 
she peered over the precipice. She 
gasped. Something was down 
there! Yes, in the foaming spray 
she was positive she could see a 
broken hvmian form lying on the 
rocks. "Zach!" she screamed, clos
ing her eyes as the tears came. 
She sat there at the edge for sev-

. eral minutes, rocking back and 
forth, hugging herself in . misery,' 
until she could bring herself to 
look down again. Now she saw 
that what she had thought was a 
body was really only a pile of sea
weed caught by the rocks in the 
low tide, but even that inanimate 
mass could not erase her seiise of 
horror. 

Scrambhng off the rock once 
more, Margaret stimibled back to 
the car, started the engine, and 
just drove. In a few minutes she 
came to the Spanish church which 
she vaguely recalled having seen 

' on that other occasion. 
She pulled to a stop opposite 

the church, sat back and lit a 
cigarette with fingers that were 
like thumbs. Glancing up at the 
white brick of the church, with its 
red trim and Moorish tower, she 
thought how peaceful it looked in 
the afternoon sunlight. Abruptly, 
she stubbed'out the cigarette, took 
the keys from the ignition and 
chmbed out of the car. Inside the 
church she • could feel a hundred 
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years of tradition crowding around 
her in the richly carved altar, the 
heavy beamed ceiling, the reli
gious statuary. In an outer aisle, 
half a dozen people had queued 
up outside the confessional. How 
lucky they were, to be able to 
confess their sins and be free of. 
them! 

She sat" in one of the roughly" 
hewn pews, in the deepening 
shadows,. imtil the last of the pa-
r i sh ioners had left the con
fessional; then on an impulse she 
moved to the aisle and entered 
the small enclosure. Through the 
metal grate Margaret could see 
the dim outline of the priest's 
head and shoulders. 

"Father—" She faltered ner
vously, "I've been sitting in the 
church trying to thirik what to do. 
I'm not a Catholic, but I have to 
talk to someone. Would you help 
me? Please?" 

"Of coiu-se, my daughter." The 
priest's voice was low and bore a 
slight trace of accent. "How may 
I help you?" 

"I-I've killed a man. And I 
don't know what to do." 

"How did this happen? Did you 
know this man?" 

"Oh, yes. Very well. We were 
in love; at least, 1 was, and I 
thought he was, too." She hesi
tated. 

The priest spoke gently. "He 

was married to another, then?" 
"Yes, he was married." She hur

ried on with a great sense of re
lief. "He was planning to divorce 
his wife, and we were going to be 
married. Then for some reason—I 
don't understand why—he decided 
not to do it. We had a quarrel. 
We were up here to have a pic
nic, you see, and we were looking 
at the ocean from the cliff, and 
talking. We had a terrible argu
ment. We were sort of struggling 
over a letter—he didn't want me 
to see it, and I fell against him—" 
Margaret's voice broke as the 
enormity of that last bit of physi
cal contact with Zach came back 
to her. Tears spilled dowii her 
cheeks. "I'm sorry. Father," 

"Calm yourself, my dear. What 
happened then?" 

She drew her breath in sharply. 
"I knocked him over the cliff!" 

"What a terrible thing!" the 
priest said softly. "And he was 
killed?" 

Margaret nodded. "He never 
moved. I knew he was dead." 

"But, my dear child, how could 
you be sure? I take it you didn't 
go down the side of the cUff.-,He 
might have been merely uncon
scious. Didn't you call an arnbu-
lance?" 

Margare t shook her head 
bleakly. "Oh, Father, do you 
mean I might have let him die? I 
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never thought of that; I was so 
sure he ^as dead! I knew I'd 
killed him!" 

"Do I understand you correctly, 
then? You never did go to the po
lice?" 

"That's right. I was afraid. I 
knew they'r" blame me. They 
foimd him later, though. I heard it 
on the radio. They think it was an 
acc ident ; they think he just 
„1; 1 1 r-11 
a i i p p c u clliu i c i l . 
ferently. What shall I do. Father? 
I'm so confused!" 

"You do need help. But I don't 
know that I can advise you. You 
really should consult a lawyer." 

"Oh, I don't know; I don't 
know any lawyers, anyway. I 
haven't been out here,very long." 

"If you like, I can look into 
that for you and .give you two or 
three names, at least. Where can I 
get in touch with you?" 

"I don't want to trouble you. 
Father." Margaret moved back a 
step. 

"It is no trouble,. I assure you. 
Will you give me your phone 
number?" 

Margaret shook her head. "Per
haps 1 can come back in a few 
days. I don't know if I'd even 
trust a lawyer." She started, to 
back out of the confessional. 

"Just a moment—" 
"Excuse me. Father." And in a 

moment she was out of the 

chiu^ch and nmning to her car. 
As Margaret turned the key in 

the, ignition she caught a glimpse 
of a tall figure in a black cassock 
hurrying out the front door of the 
church. She ducked her head. 
What a fool she had been to tell 
him! Suppose he couldn't be 
trusted? She drove off with a roar 
and stopped at the highway only 
long enough to choke down a 
couple of tranquilizers. 

By the time she had returned 
the car to the rental agency and 
arrived at her apartment, the tran-
quihzers had done their work, and 
Margaret knew what she must do. 
Thoroughly frightened now, she 
removed the dress she was wear
ing and cut it into tiny pieces 
which she flushed down the toilet 
a few at a time. Then she steeled 
herself to wait. She was positiye 
the police would come now. 

For days she jumped nervously 
whenever the door buzzer or 
phone rang. She imagined that ev
ery stranger who looked at her 
was a plainclothes detective. Sev
eral times she was sure she recog
nized a man wearing a gray silk 
suit watching her. Even the traffic 
patrolman stationed on the comer 
near her office seemed to be act
ing suspiciously when he tipped 
his cap at her for no apparent 
reason. 

By Friday Margaret decided she 
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\yas being ridiculous. If the police 
had any reason to suspect her, 
surely they would have checked 
on her movements by now! Be
sides, why should she assume the 
priest would betray her? On the 
other hand, could he? 

On an impulse she telephoned 
the Catholic Information Center 
from her desk and asked to speak 
to one of the priests. 

"Father," she said, "I'm doing 
some research- on the Catholic 

• church, and since I'm not a Cath-
oUc myself I wanted to ask about 
something. If someone confesses to 
a priest that he has committed a 
crime, arid the priest beheves that 
the person is telling the truth, can 
the priest reveal his suspicions to 
the police?" 

"No," came the reply, "a priest 
is not allowed to divulge anything 
that he has heard in the con
fessional. During the war, many 
priests in Nazi Germany and other 
totalitarian countries suffered 
great torture when they refused to 
reveal to the government the se
crets they had learned from their 
parishioners." 

"Oh, I see. But suppose the per
son who makes the confession is 
not a member .of the Catholic 
church?" 

"That makes no difference." 
Margaret thanked the priest. 

Her hand ached from gripping the 

receiver and trembled when she 
hung up the phone. Perhaps she 
had nothing to worry about, "after 
all. For the first time in weeks she 
felt relieved, elated. After work 
she even stopped to have a drink 
with two girls from her office. 

Later, when she reached her 
apartment, she found a tall, gray-
haired man dressed in loosely fit
ting tweeds standing in the hall 
outside her door. He was chatting 
in a low voice with a muscular 
yoimg man. They showed Marga
ret identification cards from the 
Los Angeles Police Department. 
The older man introduced himself 
as Sergeant Andrews and his com
panion as Officer Himt. Margaret's 
heart was beating alarmingly fast 

' as she unlocked the door and in
vited them in. Would she be will
ing to answer a few questions 
about Zach Webster? "Yes, .of 
course." 

"Did you see Mr. Webster at 
all after you came to Los An
geles?" Sergeant Andrews asked. 

"Naturally. He was my brother-
in-law; that is, his wife—widow, I 
mean—is my adoptive sister. Nei
ther Zach nor I knew very many 
people here,' so of course I saw 
him now and then." 

"You weren't at the inquest into 
his death?" 

"I didii't know there had been 
an inquest.-! was ill for a while. I 
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think it was about the time he 
died." 

"Oh? You were ill? I see." The 
sergeant made a notation in his 
notebook. "Did you see Mr. Web
ster the weekend he was killed?" 

Margaret hesitated as though 
trying to remember. "No, not that 
weekend. I'd seen him a couple of 
weeks before that, I think it was." 

"Mrs. Webster has told us she 
was planning to come out here to 
join him. You knew about that, I 
suppose?" 

"Of course." 
"But you didn't go home for his 

funeral, did you?" 
"No. I told you, I was ill." 
"Yes, so you did. Do you know 

whether Mr. Webster was... in
volved with someone here? A 
woman?" 

"He never said so. But of 
course he probably wouldn't have 
told me anyway. Why? Do you 
think someone else was involved 
in his death?" 

"Not necessarily." Andrews 
stubbed his cigarette out and 
searched his pockets for another. 
Margaret dug into her handbag 
and offered him one from her 
pack. "Thanks," he said. "Now, do 
you know of any reason he might 
have wanted to kill himself?" 

"Good heavens, no! You don!t 
think that, do you?" 

"We have to investigate every 

possibility," Officer Himt said 
stiffly. 

"Suicide," Margaret said softly. 
Then a terrifying thought struck 
her. Zach had said Anne's note to 
him was. "bitchy." Probably about 
her. Had the police read it? "Did 
you find a letter, or a note?" .she 
asked. 

"No. Apparently he didn't leave 
a note—if he did commit suicide." 
' Margaret desperately wanted ..a 
cigarette, but she could not light 
one because she knew her hands 
wou ld shake. Anne ' s l e t t e r 
evidently had riot been found, 
then.. 

"Do you know Malibu well?" 
the sergeant continued. . 

"Not very. I've been out there 
a few times." 

"Where were you last week
end?" 

"Here." Questions tumbled over 
each other in her mind. Had the 
poUce been following her? Did 
they know she'd been in the Mal
ibu area? What other suspicions 
did they have? 

"—for a drive?" the sergeant 
was asking. 

Margaret coughed to cover her 
lapse of attention. "Excuse me?" 

"I said, you didn't even go for a 
drive? Last weekend, I mean?" 

" I don' t have a car . " She 
crossed her fingers mentally. 
Would they check all the car-
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rental agencies? Were they that 
thorough? 

The sergeant flipped his note
book shut and stood up. "I think 
that's all, Miss Moran. Oh, one 
other thing. Did you ever go rid
ing in Mr. Webster's car? I'm sure 
you must have." 

"The white convertible? Oh, 
yes." 

"Really. I imderstarid he bought 
that car only a few days before he 
died. I think you said the last 
time you saw him was two weeks 
before." 

Margaret hesitated. That was a 
bad slip. "He used to rent a white 
car." She looked the sergeant 
squarely in the face. "Are you try
ing to catch me in a lie?" 

"Not at all. 'If you think of any
thing else that might help us, you 
might call me." 

She accepted the card he of
fered her and opened the door^ 
"Oh, Sergeant by the way, I've 
seen a man hanging around. He 
wears a gray suit. Could he be 
one of yoxM plainclothesmen?" 

Sergeant Andrews shook his 
head. "We don't have you under 
surveillance." 

"Then why are you here?" 
"Just routine. We're talking 

with everyone who knew Mr. 
Webster." 

Margaret closed the door be
hind them and leaned against it. 

Her heart was still pounding. How 
many slips had she made? She 
went over the conversation men
tally. Were the detectives suspi
cious of her? She could not be 
sure. • 

The police did not ~ come back, 
and in time the feeUng that she 
was being watched faded away. 
As Christmas approached, Marga
ret thought wistfully of her home 
in the East and a happier time 
that had existed before she met 
Zach, a time when she had never 
dreamed that one day she would 
be sitting in an airplane returning 
to New York for Anne's second 
wedding. 

With a bump and a loud squeak 
the jet. plane set its wheels down 
on the runway, rousing Margaret 
from her reverie. She popped a 
tranquilizer, into her mouth and 
was ready to meet Anne Webster. 

Anne was waiting for her. "I 
was surprised to get your wire. I 
really wasn't sure you'd come," 
she said in a tight voice. 

Margaret found herself being 
held almost at arin's length when 
she started to kiss Anne. "Hey, 
you've cut your hair," she said, 
pretending to hold back, in order 
to look at her sister. "Short hair 
looks great on you." 

Anne touched her blonde curls. 
"I thought it was time for a new 
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me. You're awfully thin, it seems 
to me. Come on, I want you to 
meet John. I'm sure you'll like 
him." 
- Margaret did' find John Da Silva 

interesting, and attractive, too, in 
a quiet way. Very different from 
Zach's hearty friendliness, she re-"" 
fleeted during the ride from Ken
nedy Airport to Great Neck. A 
layer of fresh snow had fallen, and 
the car slithered along the icy 
parkway. Anne was unusually si
lent, but Margaret chattered ner
vously—about Los Angeles, her 
job, her eagerness to ^et home .for 
the holidays—in an effort to break 
through the air of constraint sur
rounding her. 

"My, aren't you the chat
terbox?" Anne commented when 
Margaret paused for breath: "CaH-
fornia's done wonders for you. 
You've really blossomed." . 

To Margaret the remark was as 
chilling as the wind. "Sorry," she 
said stiffly. 

"Oh, for heaven's sake, Maggie, 
don't be huffy. I didn't mean any
thing." • 

"I hope it isn't going to be one 
of -those weekends," John said 
lightly, "with the siblings scream
ing at each other." 

"Heavens, no," Anne retorted. 
"Maggie and I have always gotten 
on marvelously." 

"Well, now that she's home 

again, how about a little peace in 
the family? Or do I have to take 
on the permanent role of medi
ator?" 

"But you do it so admirably, 
John." Margaret spoke hghtly, but 
she was glad for his intervention. 

"Come out of the fog, Maggie!" 
Anne was poking her in the ribs. 

"Have you set the date for the 
w e d d i n g ? " Marga re t asked 
abruptly. "Your letter just said be-
tvveen Christmas and New Year's." 

"Oh, we haven't quite decided. 
Maybe we'll elope." 

John chuckled. "Anne's making 
a career of indecision. She's 
changed the date three times al
ready. But seriously, it's going to 
be the Saturday after Christmas." 

Margaret relaxed with relief. 
Only five days off. Well, maybe' 
she wouldn't have to stay after 
that. Christmas and the wedding 
would be bad enough. She didn't 
think she could face New jYear's 
Eve here. She had counted on 
-toasting the New Year with Zach 
on their honeymoon. 

"Here we are!" The car had 
stopped in front of the white 
frame house where the two girls 
had grown up. Margaret looked at 
Anne in surprise. 
' " I ' v e moved back wi th 
Mother," Anne explained coolly. 

Most of her old friends were at 
the house, and Margaret was wel-
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corned home, brought up to date 
on the local gossip, and plied with 
questions about CaUfornia until 
she thought her face would crack 

•̂ from smiling. 
John found her some tirhe later 

curled up in a chair in the small 
room that was once her father's 
study. "Hey, the guest of honor 
isn't allowed to disappear like 
this!" He grinned and pressed a 
Scotch and soda into her hand. 
"What's the matter, is the family 
gathering a bit much?" 

Margaret shook her head. "I'm 
just tired. I had—rather a bad time 
in Los Angeles, for a while." 

"Oh, sorry. Is there anything I 
can do to help? I'd be glad to of
fer a sympathetic ear, for what
ever that's worth." 

"Thanks, but no, thanks." She 
smiled. 

"Well, if you should change 
your mind—" 

"I'll know vvhere to reach you." 
"Any time. You're quite an 

enigma, aren't you? Not at all like 
Anne." 

"We're not really sisters, you 
know. For that matter, you're 
quite different from'Zach. I imag
ine ^everyone is making com
parisons. It's not just that you're 
dark and he was blond. You seern 
so much more settled. Zach was 
the original personality boy." She 
took a quick sip of her drink. 

"A real lady-killer, from what 
I've heard. Had to beat the girls 
off with a stick. Even after he 
went to California, I understand." 

Margaret felt her cheeks grow
ing warm. "Oh?" 

"You liked him, didn't you?" he 
persisted. 

"Are you asking me if I was 
one of the girls, one of his girls?" 

"Not at all. Of course; if you'd 
like to confess the awful truth, 
you needn't worry, I vyon't tell 
Anne." He grinned wickedly. 

She looked at him with curi
osity. "That's a strange thing to 
say. What makes you think I 
might have anything to confess, or. 
anything to hide from Anne, for 
that matter? We couldn't be 
closer if we were real sisters.'! 

"Ah, now you're dissembling. 
Even real sisters have some secrets 
from each other. That's only natu
ral." He held out his hand to her. 
"I hope we can be friends." 

Margaret put her hand in his 
for a moment, then withdrew it 
nervously and turned away from 
him toward the window. "Oh, 
look, it's started to snow again. 
I've missed the changing seasons. 
That's one of the things I can't 
get used to in Los Angeles. The 
weather is just too perfect out 
there for a New Yorker." 

"And I've had a hard time get
ting "accustomed to the cold. I'm 

THAT DAY ON THE CLIFF 153 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



from California myself, you see." 
"I didn't know that. Where?" . 
He hesitated, and it seemed to 

her that he was watching her. 
"San Diego, originally, but for the 
last few years I've been working 
the West L.A.-Santa Monica-Mal-
ibu area.". 

"Oh? What do you do?" 
His voice dropped to a con

spiratorial whisper. "Investigate 
. V , , , _ J " 
A i iu i \u i : : i 3 t 

Margaret's hand shook. "Oh, 
damn! Now I've got Scotch all 
over my dress. I hope ,it doesn't 
spot.'' She dabbed at the wet 
places with the handkerchief John 
handed her. 

He grinned. "I shake a lot of 
people up like that." 

"I'm just clumsy. You were say
ing—you're a private eye? Or a 
policeman?" 

"Oh, nothing so adventurous as 
all that. I do get to work on a 
murder case or some other violent 
death now and then. But most in
surance investigations are^ pretty 
routine." 

"Oh, insurance. Well, I guess 
we should get back to the party 
before someone misses us." 

John took her elbow as they 
strolled into the hvingroom. 

Someone had already missed 
them: "Oh, there you are! I was 
wondering what had happened to 
you two." Anne's words cut across 

' the crowd to them. Margaret was 
surprised at the shrill tone in the 
older girl's voice. 

"Caught in the act," John said 
cheerfully. 

Anne stepped between them 
iand took John's arm. "I merely 
thought people might notice." 
. Margaret, was not the slightest 
bit. concerned over what people 
might notice. She shrugged and 
turned away with a wry smile. 
Nothing was to be gained by ar
guing the point. 

The party was breaking up, she 
saw with relief. It had been a 
strain. She found her mother and 
they said good-bye to the guests. 
Margaret- caught herself glancing 

. at John several times and was 
puzzled when she realized that he 
appeared to avoid meeting her 
eyes. 

She thought of this later when 
she sat sipping a nightcap in her 
old room with her mother. 

"There's something I don't quite 
understand—about Anne and John, 
I mean," Margaret said thought
fully. "How can a girl who was as 
crazy -about Zach as she claimed 
to be, fall in. love again so soon? 
It's not even six months since 
Zach died. Somehow they don't 
seem suited to each other. I just 
don't get it.'-

"Oh, you know how flighty 
Anne's always been. She's never 
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really settled do\yn to anything. 
And I have a sneaking suspi
cion—" 

"Yes?" 
"She always was just a little en

vious of you, dear." 
Margaret smiled. "Mother, what 

does that have to do with any
thing?" 

"Well, I just meant she's older 
than you are but she's never had 
your maturi ty. So she always 
grabbed at everything that came 
her way, as if there'd never be an
other doll, or another piece of 
candy, or another boyfriend. But 
there always was another." 

Margaret sighed. "I guess you're 
right." 

"People always, seemed to feel 
more comfortable with you, even 
Anne's friends. That's why I said 
she was jealous of you." 

"Mother, do you know I was 
never aware that she was jealous 
of me? I used to be jealous of her! 
She was much more popular than 
I was, it seemed to me." 

"Well, don't take it seriously if 
•she seems a httle hviffy. She'llget 
over it." 

"I hope so. She did seem to be 
imder a strain tonight." 

Mrs. Moran considered this for 
a moment. "She has been a lot 
more—oh, withdrawn, I guess 
you'd say—since Zach died. It was 
a terrible shock, you know. She 

wouldn't even talk about it. And 
then the police in Los Angeles 
contacted her, and that didn't 
help matters. Some mystery about 
the way he died. They mentioned 
suicide, and I thought she was go
ing to go out of her mind. Then 
there was some business about his 
having a woman with him in the 
car, and the police were trying to 
find her. It was all terribly mys
terious." 

"Did they? Find out who the 
woman was, I mean." 

"I guess not. But then Anne's 
been awfully secretive about the 
investigation. It's only since she 
met John that she's begun to level 
off a little. By the way, he's from 
CaUfomia. Did you know?" 

"Yes, he told me. How in the 
world did they meet?" 

"Zach had his life insurance 
policy with John's company. So 
John was working on the" case 
with the police, trying to deter
mine whether Zach's death was 
accidental or not. Anyway, John 
phoned Anne quite a few times 
here, and they started writing to 
each other, and eventually he 
came here on his vacation. The 
next thing I knew, she told me 
they were getting married." 

"Oh. What about this investiga
tion, though? The police rnen-
tioned suicide to me, too. Was 
there a suicide clause in Zach's 
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insurance p o l i c y ? " M a r g a r e t 
asked. 

"No, it was—what do they call 
it, double indemnity?—in 'case of 
accidental death." 

"I didn't know about that," 
Margaret said. "How much did 
Anne get?" 

Mrs. Moran hesitated. "I don't 
think it's been settled yet." 

The ice was tinkling in he r ' 
highball as Margaret carefully set 
the glass "down on the night table. 
So the case might still be open. 
Did-that mean the police weren't 
satisfied; either? Had John been 
deliberately baiting her? 

"—must get some rest," her 
mother was saying. 

"What? Yes, I'll get some rest. 
Mother, Good night." 

As her mother closed the door, 
Margaret reached for .her handbag 
and found her bottle of sleeping 
pills. Two ought to do the trick.. 
Draining her highball, she swallowed 
the capsules. Ugh! All the Scotch was 
in the bottom of the glass. -; 

A whirlwind was. spinning in 
her mind. How much information' 
had John unearthed in his investi
gation of Zach's death? If he 
knew for a fact that Zach had 
been involved with other women, 
he must know about her also.- Had 
he passed these suspicions on to 
Anne? If so, that might account 
for Anne's peculiar attitude. 

Margaret yawned. A wave of 
lethargy oozed over her. Pulhng 

• the covers up to her chin, she was 
reaching t o ' turn off the lamp 
when the door opened and Anne's 
head appeared. 

"Not asleep yet? Good; I've 
been wanting to talk to you. 
Here, I brought you another 
Scotch." 

"Well, all right. Thanks. But I 
just took a pill. So I'll probably 
fall asleep any second." Margaret 
sat up and accepted the glass. The 
drink was a little strong, and she 
shuddered. 

"Maggie, you and your pills!" 
Anne's laugh was brittle. "Go on, 
drink it. All of it. JVou're going to 
need it." 

John was. wrong, Margaret de
cided. Anne is the enigma, not I. 
" W h a t is it , Anne? W h a t ' s 
wrong?" 

The mocking laugh pealed 
across the room. "Nothing! What 
do you think of John? I have to 
get your approval, you know." 

"I think he's very nice." 
"Yoii think he's very nice," 

Anne mimicked. "As I recall, that 
was your opinion of Zach. Are 
you going to try to take John 
away from me; too? I saw you 
flirting with him tonight. You're 
more brazen about it this time, 
aren't you?" 

"Anne, I don't know what 
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you could be talking about now." 
"I'm talking about you and the 

way you've always gone aJFter my 
boyfriends. You always had to 
take everythiiig away from me, all 
the time we were growing up. 
Every friend I had gravitated to 
you. You acted like the whole 
world belonged to you. / was just 
the adopted kid. Well , you'll 
never take anything away from 
nie again." 

Margaret drank most of the 
Scotch in a few gulps. Maybe it 
would help her stay awake a fe\y 
more minutes. She was finding it 
very difficult to follow what Anne 
was saying. "Now wait a minute." 
She leaned forward. "What do 
you mean, I'm trying to take John 
away from you, too?" 

"Don't play the innocent. I 
know why you went to CaUfor-
nia." 

"Do you, now? Why?" 
"It's obvious—to force Zach to 

leave me." 
"Anne, if you only knew, that's 

so silly. I hoped that if I left, the 
two of you could straighten things 
out." She lay back against the pil
lows. 

"Well, you just made him fol
low you out to Los Angeles. And 
you'll be interested to leam that I 
know everything that happened 
out there." The crisp voice crack
led with antagonism. "Oh, yes. 

I've been in touch with the Los 
Angeles police. They found ciga
rette butts in the ash tray in 
Zach's car "after he was killed; 
your brand of cigarettes, and they 
had lipstick on them. So I hired a 
private detective to check up on 
you. That was John's idea." 

"John's?" Margaret struggled to 
sit up again but found she could 
hardly move her limbs. Her toes 
were like ice and her legs were 
becoming numb.' 

"He investigated Zach's death 
for the insurance company. That's 
how we got acquainted. They had 
to rule out suicide, in order to al
low the double-indemnity claim. 
John thought the circumstances of 
Zach's death were pretty peculiar. 
The more he dug into it, the sor
rier he felt for me. The poor, 
helpless widow." She giggled. 

Margaret could hardly keep her 
eyes open. "Too late . . . to 
talk . . ." she mumbled. 

"Yes, it is late, isn't it? But I'mg 
not finished -with you. I want you 
to hear everything. John and the 
private detective talked to all of 
Zach's neighbors and the people 
with whom he worked. It was 
easy to find out who he was 
seeing. Your name came - up sev
eral times. No doubt about it." 
She put her hand on Margaret's 
shoulder, as if to hold her down. 
"I'll-bet you never even realized 
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what a favor you were doing me!" 
My mind must be going, Marga

ret thought. She could only echo, 
stupidly, "Favor?" 

"Didn't Zach tell you about my 
letter? I wrote him on the Fourth 
of July. I remember that, because 
I made a point about it being In
dependence Day. My indepen
dence, I said. I told him I wanted 
a divorce on grounds of deser-
t i n n R" t :t I ' J 

11 - X VI ^ p i i c 

ahead and gotten the divorce, 
he'd probably have changed the 
beneficiary on his insurance pol
icy, and I wouldn't be getting all 
that lovely money. John says I'm a 
cinch to get it." -She laughed 
again. "And to think I owe it all 
to you!" 

"But he said you refused—" The 
words came out in a whisper. 

"If he told you that, he was just 
trying to unload you, honey. My 
precious husband had at least 
three other girls out there, that / 

sknow about." Her voice changed;, 
a note of suspicion entered it. "Or 
did you know about them, too? Is 
that why you pushed him off that 
cliff?" 

Margaret shivered in a brief re
flex attempt to • keep warm. Her 
ankles had become cold, and the 
prickles were creeping up above 
her knees. 

"Not true, Anne. I didn't mean 
to do it." She had to force the 

words out with a shudder. "It was 
. . . an acci . . . dent." 

"Poor Maggie, just a victim of 
circumstances, aren't you? Too 
bad you were on the cliff with 
Zach. Too bad you came back 
here, too." 

"You in . . . vited me . . ." 
"Well, of course I had to invite 

you to the wedding. But I never 
thought you'd have the gall to ac-
cc j j i : 

Margaret wanted to scream, but 
no-sound came. The ice tinkled in 
her glass. She noticed with sur
prise that the hand holding- it-
trembled. Somehow it did not 
even seem to be her own hand. It 
had no feeling. She tried to will 
the hand to set the glass back on 
the night stand, but . the glass 
merely tipped over and an ice 
cube rolled out onto the blanket. 

"You're not listening to me!" 
Sharp fingers dug into her shoul
ders, shaking her, hurting her. 

"Don't . . . please . . . have to 
sleep," Margaret mumbled. The 
cold, ' p r ick ly sensa t ion had 
reached her stomach now. Funny, 
how clear her mind could be, in 
spite of her sleepiness, even 
though she had no control over 
her movements. Her hand lay 
dead on the covers. She looked at 
it through half-closed eyes. 

Arme suddenly grabbed the ice 
cube and threw it across the 
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room. "You're almost out, aren't 
you? Good!" She picked up the 
overturned glass and set it on the 
n ight table . " I n the morning , 
when they find you, they'll think 
you took an overdose of sleeping 
capsules—accidentally, of course. 
I 'm glad you took one on your 
own. I was counting on that ." 

"T-two." It was almost impos
sible to move her lips now. Her 
eyeUds drooped. 

"Oh , two? Tha t ' s wha t you 
think!" 

Overcome by -lethargy, Marga
ret slipped into the familiar help
lessness. Waves of numbness over
took her body. She could almost 
feel he r senses d ropp ing away, 
one by one, as her muscles and 
skin and flesh relaxed. Then she 
recognized that this time it was 
different. She felt no panic. No 

wish to struggle. No need to cry 
out. 

With a supreme effort she man
aged to turn her head slowly 
toward the night stand and open, 
her eyes. Merely lifting the lids 
seemed to take an age. Through a 
haze she could just make out the 
glass. It was undulat ing like a 
trick mirror. A powdery whi te 
wisp trailed up the side. Margaret 
let her eyelids close with a silent 
prayer that Anne would n o t . n o 
t ice the sediment, tha t in the 
morning they would find the glass 
and know the truth. No use trying 
to say anything more—and why 
bother, anyway? Just forget every
thing and enjoy this dehcious eu
phoria. A faint smile touched the 
corners of her mouth, and she 
slipped into deep, cold nothing-' 
ness.. 
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> Perry Mason thrillers, all fori , 
ncluding one that was actually 
jsed to convict a murderer in Arizona. 

The Arizona murder trial was going 
ladly for the district attorney. 

He knew the accused was guilty; but 
lecause of a quirk in the law, he had no 
lope for a conviction. 

Then, one day, the district attorney 
ailed the suspect's wife to the stand and 
tarted an unexpected line of questioning. 

When the judge demanded an 
ixplanation, the district attorney produced 
rhe Case of the Curious Bride by Erie 
itanley Gardner. In it, he said. Perry Mason 
ised tne same questioning. 

The judge withdrew to his chambers, 
Lnd when he returned, he allowed the 
listrict attorney to proceed with his ingen-
ous approach. It changed the course of the 
:rial and led to a verdict of "Guilty." 

We'd hke to send you The Case of the 
'Jurious Bride so you can see how Erie 
Stanley Gardner, once a trial lawyer himself, 
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most compelling mysteries ever written. 
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mysteries, including The Cases of The 
Velvet Claws, The Bigamous Spouse, The 
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mysteries are handsomely hardbound into 
3 double-volumes (see card below). 

We'll send you all 6 for $1. Because 
we think they'll make you want to read 
others by Erie Stanley Gardner. 

And, as a memfcer of the Gardner 
Mystery Library, that's what you can do. 
You get your choice of other Perry Mason 
classics. Plus sophisticated Donald Lam-
Bertha Cool stories, which Gardner wrote 
under the pen-name A. A. Fair. As well as 
courtroom dramas from his famous District 
Attorney series. 

But you take only the books you really 
want. And for each hardbound double-
volume you decide to keep, you pay $3.39, 
which is less than a single new mystery costs 
these days. 

We urge you to take up this offer today. 
If you're a mystery fan, it would be 

a crime not to. 

The Gardner Mystery Library 
Walter J. Black, Inc., Roslyn, N.Y. 11576 

(see 
other side) 

Please send me my 6 Perry Mason thrillers. 
I enclose no money. If I don't want to keep these Intro 

ductory volumes, I'll return them within a week and owe 
nothing. Otherwise, I'll pay just $1 
for all three, plus shipping. 

Also reserve for me additional 
volumes in the Gardner Mystery 
Library, which I'll be entitled to 
receive as they come from the presses. 

I'll get advance descriptions of 
all future volumes. I may reject any 
books before or after I receive them. 
For those I do keep, I pay just $3.39 
each plus shipping. And I may cancel 
any time. 

MR. 
MS. 
(PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY) 
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SEE OTHER SIDE 
ON HOW TO 

GET IT PLUS 5 MORE 
FORn. 
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