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exercise in futility to jog around the block. Running
through these 160 pages monthly should go far toward
filling your days with the breath of life—and, of course,
the rattle of death.
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The artistry of nature is admired as a matter of course; on the
- other hand, the artfulness of man is frequently overlooked.

| first laid eyes on him as he
strolled with utmost leisure
through St. Stephen’s Green in
Dublin.' He was very observable.
His oval-shaped belly was encased
without a wrinkle in a crimson
vest. A green tam with tassle
clung rakishly to the right side of
his leonine head. In the left: lapel
of his tweed jacket he wore some
sort of metallic insignia. Carrying
his belly with pomp, he paused

often, plump hands clasped behind
his- back, to admire man’s artistry
with nature—the rustic footbridge
over the artificial pond, the grace-
ful silhouette of the tulip tree, the
floral circles and triangles of blues
and whites and pinks. His name, 1

‘learned later, was Padraig

McAdam.

A few days afterward I saw him
again. He was standing on the
first step to the entrance of the
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Royal Hibernian Hotel and receiv-
ing homage, it appeared, from a
man on the sidewalk who per-
forcedly had to look up in order
to support his end of the conver-
sation. As I passed them on my
way to the lobby, I noted that the
second man, hatless, wore his
gray-blond hair combed back tight

on his long head. His eyes were .

covered by rimless-glasses and his
upper lip by a thin moustache

that looked quite white against

the deep tan of his skin.

“. .. your part, man, and Il
see the bustards don’t peck your
lighté . . .7 These words, flecked
with levity, came in a soft Irish-
ness from the man I was soon to
know as Padraig McAdam.

Ten minutes later he was three
stools away from me in the bar
and ordering gin and water. After
several sidelong glances, I finally
identified the insignia in his lapel
as a miniature Iron Cross. It
didn’t surprise me. During the
Second World War, Germany was
considered a slightly lesser evil
than England by thousands of
Irish Republicans, but not many
ever had done anything positive

THE IRON CROSS

about it. What had this man done,
and why, a quarter of a century
after the war, was he still so
proud of it? I quit wearing my
Purple Heart ribbon in 1947.

During the next few weeks our
paths kept crossing. I'm not quite
beneath notice myself, and so
eventually we began to exchange
a nod and a smile as we passed.
Then, late one afternoon, we
came face to face in Dame Court,
which has only two refuges to of-
fer—The Stag’s Head or The
Stag’s Tail. We chose the former.

“Youre a Yank, arent you?”
McAdam said as we entered the
premises. o
“That’s right. How can you
tell?” " '

“Faith, it’s the way you walk, I
suppose, and the cut of your
cloth.”

“We're conditioned to a kind of
canter.”

He chuckled. “You say it well.

No time at all to get where you're

going but here you are.” He
looked at the bartender and back
at me again. “What'll you drink,

sir?” o

“Well, I've been too partial to
Guinness,” [ said, patting my
belly. “I don’t know.”

“Gin’s the tot then, with a spot
of water. Nothing like it to shave
away the suet.”

““T'll go along with that,” I said,

3



thinking that he did not seem to
represent the efficacy of his own
prescription.

“That’s it then, Jerry. Two
Corks with water. And, mind you,
don’t overdo the latter, me boy.”

“Ice in mine, too,” I said.

“That’s the Yank in you right
there, if nothing. else.” He held
out his hand. “My name’s Padraig
McAdam, but join the crowd and
call me Paddy.”

“Mason Shaw. Or Mac in casual
circles.”

“Shaw? Do 1 detect a green
corpuscle in your veins?”

“Dozens.” o

We sat at a table in the corner
and started to talk. As it so often
happens in pubs everywhere, and
particularly in Ireland, one
guarded intimacy - swiftly leads to
one less guarded. It’'s not drink
alone that does it. It’s that item
called atmosphere. The Stag’s
Head has a corner on the com-
modity, going back to the early
nineteenth century. One can
‘nearly feel the patina of a thou-
sand conversations darkening its
wood paneling. Overhead, the
stained-glass windows seemed
clouded with endless echoes. The
smoke from many tons of tobacco
has given an amber tint to the
scrystal chandeliers,.and protruding
from the wall above the foggy
mirror behind the bar is the

stuffed stag’s head, its shy brown
taxidermic eye sometimes hyp-
notic.

Within twenty minutes
McAdam knew I came from Con-

necticut .and I knew he was origi-
- nally from Cork. He knew I'd

come to Ireland with the capri-
cious notion of acquiring a cot-
tage for future holidays, that I'd
searched without result so far, and
that I soon must return home to
my patient wife who would much
prefer to own a holiday cottage in
Maine or Nova Scotia.

He knew my age and I knew
his, which was the same as mine
plus a couple of months. He knew
my three children were old
enough to be almost self-sufficient.

-1 -knew he’d once escaped wed-

lock by the skin of his teeth and
had remained dlsengaged ever
since. -

By the time we’d downed  the
second round I was beginning to
treat him to my views on politics,
baseball, golf, taxes, and diesel
fuel (which apparently had im-
pressed me as Dublin’s major air
pollutant).

“Let me stop your fine flow a
wee moment,” he said, “while I
go to the bar for more fuel.”

“Why not,” I said rhetorically.

As he returned to the table
with . the good Cork gin, my ner-

vous eye spotted that Iron Cross
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in his lapel, and I kept looking at
it with a kind of stupid fascina-
tion. Settling his bulk in the chair,
he tilted his head downward into
the cushion of double chins and

THE IRON CROSS

arched an eyebrow in a comic
query. ,

“Pardon me for staring,” I said,
“but that insignia, it seems sort of
out of place. None of my business,
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-

-of course, but still it arouses—"

“Go on with you, Mac. That’s
the reason 1 wear the bloody
thing, to attract a bit of atten-
tion.” '

“You succeed. Matter of fact,
Paddy, I haven’t seen anyone
wearing one since the days of the
Third Reich. And then only in
pictures. Where’d you get it—in
some kraut hockshop?”

He laughed softly. “Kraut hock-
shop. Ah, you Yankees have a
merry way with words. But no,
that’s not how I got it. No, bedad,
I earned it in a sense and that’s
the holy truth.” -

“You performed a service for
the Nazis?” ‘

“I'd rather say I 'did a little
something for the Germans—in a
sense. Mind you now, Mac, not all
of them swallowed Adolph’s gib-
berish. Not by a long shot. To be
sure, I hobnobbed with a few of
them that may have had a swas-
tika tattooed on their tail. Then
there was one I knew who would
have sucked Hitler's big toe. Ul-
rich Spinnor he called himself in
those brave times. You probably
never heard of him but he was a
key man in the espionage section
of the Abwehr, quite the key in-
deed.” McAdam, jowls tight with
delight, took a generous sip of
gin. “Spinnor. Ulrich Spinnor. Ah,
there’s a name to quell the devil

himself. In case you don’t know it,
me lad, Spinn means spider in
German and Spion means spy. So
by sort of interweaving the two,

" old Ulrich managed to be a bit of

both. Nowadays he passes himself
off as Helmuth Sperling.”

I resorted to the gin myself.
“You pique my curiosity, Paddy.”

“Thank the good Lord for any-
thing that makes a day inter-
esting.”

“I don’t suppose you'd want to .
tell me the story,” I said.

“Did you ever see an oyster
walk up stairs?”

“Signifying what exactly?”

“T'll tell you the tale from be-
ginning to end. I haven’t had the
pleasure of telling it in years.”

Grinning, I got to my feet.

- “We'll need more fuel, then.”

“It won’t do any harm, Mac.”

Now, I'm not-essentially a polit-
ical creature, Padraig McAdam
commenced. Now and then I cast
a stone at John Bull, but less so
now than when I was a young
man. Hence, when I hopped over
to Spain in nineteen thirty-nine, a
few months after Franco had
placed himself in the driver’s seat,
I didn’t know a Falangist from a
toreador, and cared not a whit.

The purpose of my trip was
strictly business. I was there to
sell paint. For houses, you know,
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and anything else that might need
touching up. Civil wars, as we
Irish know so well, always leave
the domestic scene rather untidy.
I figured Spain was a ready mar-
ket for a good Cork line of paints,
varnishes and lacquers.

Well, anyway, I arrived in Ma-
drid in late April and took a room
in-a small hotel in the Avenida de
Jose Antonio. After unpacking, 1
went outdoors for a stroll through
the neighborhood. -The weather
was grand. It’s always my custom,
when I'm a stranger in a city, to
survey the ground immediately

adjoining my base of operations.’

What I'm looking for, of course, is
a decent pub.

I walked along the Calle de
Preciados and then up the Calle
de Montera and eventually back
along Jose Antonio. At a diagonal
from my hostelry I discovered just
the place—Los Gatos Negros it
was called. I went inside and sam-
pled a sherry,. oloroso. There’s a
golden goodness for you, Mac.
Give the dry sacks to creaky old
British colonels. I'll take the olo-
roso every-time. I tried a red
wine, corriente as they say, which
means it’s not long off the vine,
and it was right up there with
many a vintage Burgundy that
would have you digging deep in
your pocket. I tried the Sangria,
of course, and then took a fair

THE IRON CROSS

taste of Dubonnet, Campari and
Fundador. T concluded the session
with a’jar of Guinness (which,
may the Lord be praised, was
conveniently on tap) and a double
tot of Irish with the barest splash
of mineral water.

‘After that, Los Gatos Negros
was my favorite spa.

For seventeen, days I remained
in Madrid, falling into a comfort-
able routine. I rose each morning
at eight, more or less, and broke
my fast with an orange, some
cheese, a small loaf of bread and a
pot of strong tea. Between ten
and twelve forty-five 1 paid my
respects to .potential customers—
painting contractors mostly. I
dined usually at one-thirty in the
sort of restaurant that today
would rate a listing of three forks.

. A stew called sopa castellana was

a dish I had so often that I still.
remember it well: ham, croutons,
and floating on top, a fried egg.
From two-to four, taking a page
from the native book, I enjoyed
siesta. By five I was arriving at
Los Gatos Negros in the most ex-
pansive of moods, and there I
would stay until .midnight, min-
gling with all and sundry, the
very broth of a drinking Celt,
holding forth with great wit in a
mixture of pidgin Spanish and
pidgin English that beggars de-

scription.



In those days, you'll recall, Ne-
ville Chamberlain and his black
umbrella were much in the news.
The sorrowful old bustard was
creating a flight pattern between
Downing Street and Berchtes-
gaden in an effort, as he used to
tell rain-soaked groups at Croydon
Airport, to find peace in our time.
Fat chance, poor old blighter. His
Bavarian house painter was giving
him even more of a runaround
than were mine giving me in Ma-
drid.

Anyhow, when deep in me"

cups; it was apparently me custom
in those hallowed evenings, to is-
sue derogatory comments on. the
prime minister’s pathetic illusions
and, to be perfectly frank, I often
included every other minister in
his bloody cabinet and tossed in

the king and queen to boot. If you

were to judge my character solely
on the basis of me wicked words
and dastardly deeds from, let’s
say, ten o’clock to midnight in
Los Gatos Negros, you would un-
hesitatingly memo me as a fanat-
ically anti-British, card-carrying
LR.A. bomb-maker with no other
purpose in life but to see John
Bull greedily eating the ‘dirt be-
neath me feet. And here I was,
mind you, Mac, no more than a
civil-enough paint salesman gone
slightly berserk at the end of a
quiet day’s work.

On the fifteenth day of my

‘sojourn, early in the evening,

while the rein of reason was still
holding my tongue in. check, a
prissy little pelt of a man sidled

up to my table and whisperingly

introduced himself as Hans Lust-
macher. Faith, and I nearly boxed
his ears for him, what with that .
name and his tutti-frutti appear-
ance, but he must have read the
impulse in my eye, for he raised a
little pink palm and said in quite
good English:

‘““Act not in haste, Mister-
McAdam.”

“And why the devil not?” 1
asked.

“Something I got to say could
interest you,” he replied.

“I doubt it,” I said. “Now,
where’d you get me name?”

“From our esteemed host, Senor
Quedado.”

“Senor Quedado will hear a
strong word from me on the mat-
ter,” I promised. “So state your
business, if you've really got any,
and be quick about it.” ’

Well; the little scut wished to
sit down at the table. What he
wanted to say, he said, must be
handled with the utmost con-
fidentiality, bedad. Besides, he’s
dying to buy me a drink.

—At this moment I interrupted
McAdam with the observation
that we ourselves were in dire
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need of replenishment and im-
plored him to suspend the narra-
tive for the couple of minutes I'd
* require to go to and from the bar.
McAdam gave the suggestion due
consideration and then pro-
nounced himself parched.

As T returned from the bar he
seemed to be lost in amused con-
templation, a wide smile playing
with the corners of his mouth. I
set a glass in front of him. He be-
stowed upon it a look of benig-
nity. He lifted it and. took a gen-
erous sip. He then got going
again— T

Well, what it all boiled down
to, Mac, was that this Hans
Lustmacher (and heaven help a
sprat with a name like that) was
- some sort of cat’s-paw for German
espionage. He didn’t put it quite
so plain. He dolled it up, he did.
Said he was connected with a spe-
cial department of the German
government in a section known as
the Wirtschaft. Economics, that is.
Seems these Wirtschafters were
insatiable for statistics. Couldn’t
get enough of them on their own.
So they were always eager to re-
cruit consultants—English-speaking
ones especially. Fees, liberal fees,
were paid promptly on finished-
projects in whatever specie the so-
called consultant preferred. Would
I be at all interested in exploring
the offer further?

THE IRON CROSS

“Well, I might be,” I said. “I'm
a veritable storehouse of produc-
tion and consumption figures for
Beamish stout in Cork as com-
pared to Guinness in Dublin, if
that’s the sort of thing you're af-
ter. Or horses, now—I can name
you every stud farm in the Repub-
lic and tell you how many thor-
oughbreds and half-breds they
yield in a year. Is that the grist
you're wanting, Hans, me lad?”

“Ja, something like that,” he
said. “Except the Irish Republic is

not of immediate interest to us.”

“Shame on you, man,™*I said.
“It’s the pearl of the world.”

“Lovely, ja, so very lovely,” he
said in haste. “No offense meant,

Mister McAdam. But at this time

it'’s British statistics that attract
us.” ‘

“In that case I can tell you that
Belfast has one of the finest ciga-
rette factories in Europe,” I said,
“but the end product is fit only
for a cockney.”

“Cockney. That is it.” He acted
as if I'd invented the strain on the
spot. “On this lineage our files are
far from complete. We wish to
know more.”

“I can tell you all you'd care to
know about the breed in one hy-
phenated word,” 1 said. “How
about the Welsh?” )

“The Welsh?” He pondered this
a bit. “Those are from Wales, ja?”
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“Right you are, me bravo,” 1
said, enjoying myself.

“Anything on the Welsh would

be welcome,” he said.

“Then there are the Scots,” 1
said. “I suppose you'd like to
know how many bagpipes the bus-
tards possess.”

“That, too,” he agreed. “No de-
tail is to be considered in-
significant. Many parts make a
whole.”

As you may have noticed, Mac,

there’s a bit of an imp in me that

enjoys a wee conspiracy. It’s what
I get for not playing chess. Any-
how, the result of my chat with
this Wirtschaft cockalorum was to
leave the door temptingly open. I
told him I was leaving Madrid

within thirty-six hours but would.

be returning again in a month to
close some pending business.
Meanwhile, I would give serious
consideration to his interesting of-
fer.

As fate would have it, 1 did not
actually get back to Spain for sev-
eral months, and then I went first
to Barcelona for a week prior to
going on to Madrid. Frankly, I'd
nearly forgotten Lustmacher and
his cute proposition,. but Lust-
macher and his people had not
forgotten me. Bless their black
hearts, they accosted me the sec-
ond evening I put in an appear-
ance. at Los Gatos Negros. The

-

small fruit, first off; seems he was
reconnoitering my mood and,
finding it inellow, he merged into
the . background after introducing
me to a stump of a man with
shoulders like a wrestler and a

face like a land mine. His name

was Katzwald and he had five .
British _.notes of one hundred

pounds each in his wallet. He

spread the pelf out fanlike on the
table as we chatted away.  The
substance of what he said was that
the five hundred was mine free
and clear if I would agree to meet
a friend of his two days later in
Lisbon. Since it's on my way
home, I said, I think I can arrange
it. The land-mine face exploded
in a chortle of delight and
Katzwald slid the money across
the table to me along with a small
envelope the size of a baby’s
hand.

“Dunt open dat undil zhu al-
ine,” he warned me.

I opened the envelope in my
hotel late that night. The instruc-
tions were terse. After memorizing
them I burned the note, as it
commanded.

The next afternoon. 1 was on a
flight to Lisbon. I checked into a
hotel whose name escapes me at
the moment,. as does almost any-
thing Portuguese. The phone call
I was waiting for came through
on schedule at six-thirty. After
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verifying my name, the man at
" the other end of the line, using a
French accent, gave me a number
to phone immediately. I did so.
The answering voice was femi-
nine—femme - fatale, 1 remember
thinking at the time—with a husky
German accent, the way Marlene
Dietrich handled it.. This lady told
me to leave the hotel by the main
entrance and to turn left and start
walking. When I had proceeded
fifty metres along the sidewalk I
would see a shop window in
which rugs were displayed. Wait
there at the curb. A limousine will
pick you up and transport you to
your destination.

Well, faith, and this cloak-and-
dagger business appealed tremen-
dously to the imp within. I fol-
lowed the directions with a higher
degree of precision than is cus-
tomary among us Corkmen. Sure
enough, a limousine opened its
door to me on the spot that was
specified and I was chauffeured in
grand style to an apartment build-
ing in Rua Alves Correia. The
chauffeur—black as the ace of
spades, he was—told me in a Ja-
maican accent to enter the apart-
ment lobby and ride the elevator
to the fifth floor. Go to the door
numbered 606 and knock thrice,
- pause, and knock twice again.
Would you believe it, Mac? Like
Hitchcock and Mata Hari collabo-

'THE IRON CROSS

rating, is it not, now, really?

Suffice it to say, when the door
to that apartment opened, the
person holding the knob was as
curvaceous a blonde as you'd ever
wish to see. She gave her name as
Emma and invited me in. In a
large sitting room off the foyer,
there stood a man who was in-
troduced as Ulrich Spinnor, whom
I've previously mentioned. A first-

-class Nazi; this bird—the original

storm trooper—with Mein Kampf
on his coffee table and Die Gotter-
dammerung on his phonograph.
He damned near gave me the old
Heil but thought better of it and
held out a hard hand. Then he
came right to the bloody point.

Der Fihrer of the Third Reich
was gifted with extraordinary
foresight. In case of hostilities be-
tween Great Britain and the Fa-
therland, Hitler desired to know
as much as possible about the civil
and military resources of the foe.
To accomplish this, the Third
Reich was informally recruiting”
sympathetic citizens of neutral
countries. Ireland was one such
country that was high on the pri-
ority list because it had suffered
greatly for centuries under the _
hobnailed boot of the English.

At this point I told Spinnor to
stow the blarney and get down to
the simple case of Padraig
McAdam. What in heaven’s name
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did he think a paint salesman
could do? '
“First, it is important that you
have the volition,” he said, ram-
rod straight; the very image of vo-

lition incarnate and inviolable.

“Say I've got it,” I said. '

“For the time being we will say
that,” he said. “Can you operate a
wireless, Herr McAdam?” -

“Not up to now.”

“Can you read a map?” he
asked.

“That I can do.”

“Can you read a blueprint?” he
went on.

“With one hand tied behind me
back,” I snapped.

I won’t try your patience with
the entire catechism, but it went
on for longer than enough. At the
end of it I was somehow accepted
as a probationary spy for the Ab-
wehr which, as you may know to-
day, was once the name of Ger-
many’s so-called intelligence
organization. This Spinnor was the
top dog in the branch—Abwehr-
stellen—that operated from Spaln
and Portugal. A

I left Lisbon the next morning,
with a code book in my vest
pocket so small it could be read
only through a magnifying glass.
The date was the first of Septem-
ber. Not one we're like to forget.
The news greeted me from all
points of the compass as soon as I
set foot on this blessed old sod.

The Germans had struck at Po-
land with their vaunted blitzkrieg.
Warsaw was burning. Within a
matter of hours France and
England were expected to declare
war. T
How about a drink, Mac? Don’t
answer that. The question is.
purely rhetorical.

—Padraig McAdam rose to his
feet and moved his bulk without

‘waver to the bar. Returning with

full glasses hardly awash, he wore
again that expression of inward
amusement. Emanating from a
source in the folds of his chin, it
spread upward in fleshy arcs to his
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florid cheeks and then onward to
touch his green eyes with ‘a bright
sparkle.

I don’t know what he may have
looked like when Sturm und
Drang raged across Europe,. but
now he certainly looked like no
kind of spy. He could pass more
easily as a bishop without a dio-
cese and glad of it, or a funeral
director with unlimited access to a
superior wine cellar; but of course
spies are not supposed to look like
spies—

“Good health to you, Paddy,” 1
said, hoisting my glass.

“Slawncha,” he said, hoisting
his.

“You’ve led a hazardous life.”

“You don’t know .the half of it.”

“Ulrich Spinnor got in touch
with you then, after your return
to Cork?” -

“Indeed he did. Before I left
Lisbon I'd given him a mail drop
to use—a pub in McCurtain Road
licensed to a cousin of mine.”

“Did this cousin suspect what .

you were up to?”

“Not in a thousand years. I told
the jackeen I'd met a fancy seno-
rita on me travels and didn’t want
Mother to know I was conducting
an amorous correspondence. My
female parent was alive at that
time, God rest her soul, and I was
her sole support and comfort.”

“Slawncha,” I said, grinning.

THE IRON CROSS

“Did anyone ever call you in-
corrigible?”

Slawncha gus sale agut,” he
said, winking. “Father Mooney of-
ten did—a parish priest who
taught me a little Latin and a
good bit of Irish.”

“Tell me, Paddy, were you ever
really able to pass on to the Ger-
mans information of any positive
value?”’

“Regularly. Positive and also
negative.”

“Like what?” )

“Well, let’s consider my first as-
signment. I recall it with no
trouble at all. It began with a let-
ter from Spinnor. He often signed
himself Carlotta and penned a bil-
let-doux that would knock the eye
out of your head. Decoded, the
message advised me to take up

- residence in Liverpool within the

week. I was to remain there for a

month, making a systematic sur-

vey of the harbor. What the Ab-
wehr wanted was a report of the
number . of cargo vessels arriving
and departing, the kind of cargo
incoming, the daily tonnage, the
flags being flown, the number of
vessels with naval escorts—data of
that stripe.”

“And you were actually able to
compile such a report?”

“Not. only did I compile it, my
skeptical friend, but it was so well
received by my contact abroad
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that I received a thousand pounds
for me trouble. How do you like
that, now?”

“I'll be damned.” .
“You really mean I'll be
damned, don’t you?”

- “Every man to his own philos-
ophy, Paddy. Somehow, though,
you don’t look like a Nietz-
schean.”

“Neither,

Nietzsche.”

did

for that matter,

I laughed. “How long did you -

work for them?” _

“Oh, until the early part of
nineteen forty-four.”

“Before the Allies landed in
Normandy?”

“That was June, wasn’t it? Yes,

a few months before that is when

I got out—came in out of the
cold, as they say nowadays.”

“You quit because you foresaw
the invasion. Is that it?” '

“That’s not it at all, at all. Man,

but you rate my prescience high.
Frankly, 1 knew less about the
coming invasion than the first
hundred men youd meet in a
stroll along O’Connell Street when
the pubs were closmg

“Some spy.”

He let out a roar of laughter,
bracing his egg-shaped belly with
both fat hands. “You've stuffed it
in a nutshell. No, my fine friend, I
quit the spy business for a more
practical reason than the simple

prospect of a military invasion of
Europe, which I knew nothing
about anyway. I quit as soon as I
learned that Admiral Canaris got
Hitler’s boot in the seat of the
pants. You've no doubt heird of
the admiral.”

“The name rings a bell.”

“He was the head of the Ab-
wehr, the so-called master spy of
them all. Apparently he was not
running a tight ship. Himmler
claimed he was politically unre-
liable. Anyway, he got the boot
and in short order there was a
general housecleaning. I decided it
was a good time to get out, be-
fore my own shortcomings were
discovered.”

“How does one manage to re-
sign from a spy ring?”

“In my case it was done
through an obituary that appeared
in The Cork Examiner. The gist of
it was that I'd been flattened by a
lorry and had expired en route to
the hospital.”

“I should think that would have
caused quite a -stir among your
relatives and friends.”

. “Not a bit of it, for the simple

‘reason that they never saw the

notice at all.”

“That sounds like quite a trick,
Paddy.”

“Well, I'll admit some trickery
was involved. I had an uncle at
the time by the name of Gabriel
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Gallagher, and he was composing-
room foreman for The Cork Exam-
iner and a great power in the
union. I'd been a favorite of his
since my baby days. I put it to
him that a woman in Spain was
pestering me by the daily post to
take her to wife and that my only
hope of escaping for good was to
play dead. Being a bachelor him-
self, Uncle Gabriel was all ears
and sympathy. He slapped my
obituary into the newspaper at
the end of a press run, after lift-
ing out an advertisment for hair
oil. Only two copies of that edi-
tion carried the sad story of my
decease—one for meself as a trea-
" sured souvenir, the other to be
dispatched to Ulrich Spinnor by
one, of my agents.”

“You had agents of your own?”

“Three of them. Each was re-

cruited over the years because of-

his special technical ability. The
one who was most active bore the
code name Cabbage. I developed
him, with Spinnor’s permission,
when the Germans began to seek

answers to highly specialized’

questions about British and Ameri-
can aircraft—infrared equipment,
radio” frequencies, automatic brak-
ing systems on .dive bombers.
Spinnor was forced to assume that
a lot of this stuff was beyond my
technical grasp. That’s why I put
Cabbage on the payroll; and it

. THE IRON CROSS

was Cabbage whom I selected as
the man to mail Spinnor the copy
of the newspaper that carried
word of my untimely end. Thus
ended my colorful career as a se-
cret agent.”

“Didn’t Spinnor ever try to
pick up the pieces through con-
tact with Cabbage or the others?”

The makings of a grin flickered
at the corners of McAdam’s
mouth. “That would have been
impossible for two good reasons,
my friend. First, Herr Spinnor
never knew the true identities of
these agents. He knew only the
code names that I'd christened
them with. And second,” a grin of
great mischief spread his mouth
wide, “these busy little agents
existed solely as figments of my
imagination.”

After a moment of shock I be-
gan to laugh. McAdam joined me.

“You mean,” I said half a
minute later, “that you pulled the
wool over the Abwehr’s eyes for
years and they never suspected?”

“Incredible as it may seem, that
is true.” :

“You collected money for the
undercover activities of three fic-
tional characters named Cabbage
and—" ' '

“Cabbage was a Londoner and"
concentrated there. My second
creation, Potato, worked in and
around Liverpool. My third, Tur-
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nip, roamed around Scotland. All
in all, they «were quite a produc-
tive trio.”

“This must have entailed an
enorimous amount of work on your
part, Paddy.”

“There were times when I kept
busy. That’s no lie. But I did-en-
joy the game and I was paid Well
for it.”

“Why, just the travel necessary
to maintain the illusion of a spy
" ring operating all over Great Brit-
ain must have been utterly ex-
hausting.”

“To tell the truth, Mac, I never

stirred outside of Cork the whole
time, except twice to go fishing in
Croom.” ,

1 stared at him in amazement.
“But you told me that your first
- assignment took you to Liverpool
- for a month,”

“You heard more than you lis-
tened to, Mac. What 1 said was
that Spinnor advised me to take
up residence in Liverpool for a
month. Now, I wasn’t the sort of
lad to take advice from a Nazi
any more than I'd-take it from
Lord Beaverbrook. So I followed
my own advice instead and never
left Cork.”

“Yet you wrote a report on the
traffic in Liverpool harbor,”

“Sure I did.”

“Well, how did you?”

“The word is getting around

.that we have 'a fine harbor in

Cork. Sure, and it mayn’t have
been. half so busy as Liverpool’s in
nineteen thirty-nine. Still, we

were handling a fair number of

vessels and they flying flags of all
nations. What I did was to make
a daily tour of my front yard, so
to speak, and multiply the ships I
saw by two and call the total Liv-
erpool.”

“And you applied this rule-of-
thumb method to all your efforts
on behalf of Germany?” ~

“As often as not. Of course oc-
casions arose where I had nothing
at all to guide me. I remember a
request ' from- Spinnor about am-
munition dumps in the London
area. Attributing the research to
Cabbage, I simply copied a -map
from an atlas in the city library
and indicated with red crosses two
such imaginary dumps—one in Es-
sex and another in Middlesex, both
in what looked to be sparsely
populated areas.”

“For this' they awarded you the
Iron Cross,” I said, laughing.

“Well, no, now. Officially T was

never awarded, this decoration.
- Spinnor was so impressed by my

ability as a spy that in nineteen
forty-two he recommended me for
it—the Iron .Cross, second class—
but was turned down on the
grounds that this honor can be
conferred only on a citizen of the
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Third Reich.” McAdam looked at
the clock behind the bar and then
checked it with a thin gold watch
that he pulled by a leather fob
from a pocket of his vest. “Ten
minutes of seven. How the time
flies when a man’s enjoying him-
selfl As much as I dread it, I've
got a meeting with a school com-
mittee at eight o’clock sharp, and
so I'd better be getting along to
freshen up.”

“Which way are you heading?”

“For the Shelbourne. I keep a
room there as a convenience.”

“I'm planning to sup at the
Russell.” :

“Then we’ll toddle along to-
gether.”

Not much the worse for the gin
we’d downed, McAdam and I left
The Stag’s Head and walked the
short length of Exchequer Street
and on into Wicklow. He did all
the talking. By the time we
reached Grafton Street I'd learned
that he was a painting contractor
who made a specialty of public
and parochial - buildings—schools,
churches, hospitals, post offices.
He no longer handled the brushes
himself but devoted his energies
to finding the jobs and estimating
the costs. He employed four dar-

ling old boys, sober a good deal of -

the time, who hadn’t missed a full
week’s pay in all of two years.
Business hadn’t always been so

THE IRON CROSS

bright. There’d been lean days,
never doubt it, very lean days in-
deed, but that was before the
good Lord brought him to Bantry
Bay.

“Actually I drove down there at
the behest-of an innkeeper who
wanted me to paint some semi-
detached guest houses that stood
on his grounds.” Again that self-
satisfied expression of amusement
drifted across his face. “As T was
traversing a putting green on my
way to the guest houses, I passed
a man and a woman who were

dining alfresco under an orange-
.colored umbrella. A certain some-

thing about the man caught my
attention. To this day I can’t for
the life of me say what it was.
But I felt I knew him from an-

. other place, another time. Dis-

creet inquiry of the innkeeper dis-
closed the following:

“The man’s name was Helmuth
Sperling. The lady with him was
his wife. Sperling was the proprie-
tor of an extraordinarily pros-
perous importing firm that dealt
with, among other items, wines
and cordials. He had just recently
completed construction of a resi- -
dence as large as some castles. It
had a gorgeous view of the Bay.

“A little later, with the cost es-
timates in my pocket and the inn-
keeper somewhere else, I started
for the orange-colored umbrella.
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This time it was the woman who
faced me, pink gin in hand. Time
had converted her curves into
lumps of fat and her hair was not
blonde now but more the shade of

the umbrella which she sat under.-

It was Emma, though. I stopped
at the table and addressed her by
name. Her eyes opened wide and
her smile was surprised.

“Old Ulrich jumped into the
breach by getting to his feet and
declaring me to be out of order. I
did not know his wife and how
dared I to accost her? He didn’t
recognize me at all, for I was five
stone heavier than when we’d last
met and somewhat longer in the
tooth. I hastened to correct his
oversight by calling him Spinnor
and identifying myself.

“His face fell a foot. As you
know, I was supposed to be long
dead and safely buried, and now
the uncivil spalpeen began to
wonder aloud why I was still
among the quick. Well, I thought
‘it best to get under his skin fast,
5o 1 drove the point right back at
him. Ulrich Spinnor must also be
considered dead, I remarked, and
therefore beyond the vengeful
reach of many people. Otherwise
why was he masquerading as Hel-
muth Sperling on the south-
western coast of me beloved coun-
try?

“He turned a bit pale under the

Bantry Bay tan. Emma’s mouth
fell open and she filled it with a
great swallow of pink gin.

“Faith, and he changed his atti-
tude in a hurry. Invited me to sit
down. Beamed at me. Grasped me
hand like a comrade in arms. But
I was having none of it. Giving
him the old basilisk eye—and I do
it well when I'm in the mood—1
explained to the man the salient
differences in our positions. I was
an Irish citizen standing on Irish

‘soil and using me own name, and

my past was an open book. He
didn’t realize how damned open,
of course, because he still consid-
ered me as clever a spy as you're
apt to find in any recent wars.

“Well, if that’'s the way the
wind was blowing, Herr Sperling
wanted to know what would in-
duce me to keep his little secret. 1
realized then that I'd caught him
well by the fundament. I replied
that I would give his status due
consideration and reach a decision
on the matter within the week.”

“Don’t tell me you’re black-
mailing him?”

He awarded me a smile of gra-
cious aplomb. “I've never looked
at it in that light meself. Indeed, I
prefer to think of it as an arrange-
ment of mutual benefit, not count-
ing the untold good it’s doing for
certain impoverished elements of
Irish society.”
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“You make it sound like down-
right charity,” I said.

“Judge for yourself. The life of
a painting contractor is no bed of
roses. 1 must keep four ~married
men fully employed in order that
they may provide properly for
their families. This is a great
moral responsibility. Until I made
the arrangement with this wealthy
Nazi I couldn’t always hold up
my end, outside jobs being scarce
in the winter and inside jobs being
bid keener than a shaved penny.

“Now what do I do when work
slackens? I visit a school or a hos-
pital, some such place as is sup-
ported by gift, grant or taxes, and
which is badly in need of paint
but even in worse need of money,
and I offer to do a decent job for
them at the cost of‘a single Irish
pound—a hundred bloody pence—
and the dear people jump at the
deal, no questions asked.”

“And this bird Spinnor or Sperl-
ing pays you the difference.”

“That he does.”

“Not too éheerfully, I should
imagine.” ' '

“I've detected a mean glitter in
his eyes on occasion.”

“Aren’t you afraid he might try
something desperate?”

“Not a bit of it. I informed the
gent upon the renewal of our as-
sociation that I'd placed a letter
in my solicitor’s safe as a form of
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life insurance. He took the .
thought to heart.”

We were entering the north
sector of St. Stephen’s Green, not
far now from our separate destina-
tions.

“Paddy,” I said, “do you realize
you still haven’t told me how you
acquired that Iron Cross?”

"~ “So I haven’t. Thanks for re-
minding me. And I'd best divest
meself of it for the evening. Fa-
ther O’Meara—he’ll be at the
school committee meeting

* tonight—is death on anything Ger-

man, from sauerbraten to sauer-
kraut.” He removed the insignia
from his lapel and slipped it into
his pocket. “I obtained the thing
by means of simple thievery. The.
occasion was a visit I made to the
Sperling residence with that en-
joyable view of the Bay. Master
and mistress were not present
when I arrived but were momen-
tarily expected, and a trusting col-
leen who served them as a house-
keeper let me in and sat me down
in himself's private study. She was
sacked for it the following day.
“Well, in the quarter of an hour
I had to myself I let my curiosity
off the leash. In a locked desk
drawer, which yielded to one of a
dozen keys I often carry, I discov-
ered this little memento of hap-
pier days—" he patted his pocket
proudly, “together with a glowing
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citation signed by none other than
A. Hitler. I filched the works.”
“You're a rascal, Paddy.”
“I try to be.”

“Didn’t Sperling ever demand-

that you return these itemsr”

“Never. He’s seen me sporting
the decoration up and down the
countryside with his own two
eyes, but he always pretends he
doesn’t see it. He looks every-
where but at it. Perhaps you can
account for his actions, or lack of
them, by the fact that the citation
that accompanied the cross uses
his real name, which is neither
_Spinnor nor Sperling.”

“Paddy, who in hell is this man
anyway?”

“Speak of the devil,”
said.

Looking ahead, I saw approach-
ing us briskly, as if on parade, the
man I'd noticed conversing with
McAdam a few weeks earlier in
front of the Royal Hibernian. His
rimless glasses picked up the west-
ering light and deflected it in tiny
flashes. He was nearly abreast of
us before, with an unpleasant
start, he recognized my Irish

McAdam

~ Sperling,”

friend as my walking companion.
“A good evening to you, Mister
McAdam said, coming
to a stop.
Sperling stopped too, but

- reluctantly. The white moustache

twitched.

“Are you in a hurry, now?”
McAdam asked. “Because I'll take
but half a minute of your time.”

“I do have an appointment,
Mister McAdam.”

“That makes two you have,”
McAdam said blithely. “The sec-
ond is with me tomorrow morn-
ing. Say, breakfast at nine.”

“You're still at the Shelbourne?”

“A veritable fixture.” McAdam
laid a hand on my shoulder. “By
the way, Mister Sperling, it’s a
pleasure to introduce you to an
old friend of mine from back be-
fore the last war—Mister Max
Finklestone—just in from Tel
Aviv to transact a bit of business.”

Sperling offered me a limp
hand. He didn’t look me in the
eye. Instead, his gaze wandered to
McAdam’s bare lapel and clung
there as if the sight of it was be-
yond human endurance.
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How true it is: if you can’t beat them, join them. )(

The house came to him that fall
in Aunt Ethel's will: a big white
frame house with black shutters
and spacious veranda flanked by
twin catalpa trees. Aunt Ethel had
occupied the large downstairs flat

and rented the two upper flats’

She had often told Carl that the
house would comfortably augment
his income when it was his. She
had advised him to stay where he
was when the time came and to
rent out all three apartments. He

ICKY PINK

had agreed. He was cozy enough
in his tiny apartment and rented
an adjacent garage where he con-

“ducted his furniture-restoring busi-

ness.

‘As it happened, this garage was
sold at about the time he inher-
ited the house, so he decided to
move into the large flat himself
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-and work out of the basement.
Thus he would be able to keep
some of Aunt Ethel’s fine antiques
and have enough room to.display
some of the good pieces-of furni-
ture that came into his hands in
the course of his business dealings.

The one upper flat was already

rented to an elderly, retired’

schoolteacher named Eva Hult-
quist, while the other smaller flat,
recently vacated, needed consid-
erable renovation. - :

The downstairs needed only
painting and papering and, since
it was early summer, he embarked
upon this task with all the doors

and windows wide open. This was-

not intended as a public invitation
to inspect his work and con-
sequently, in the midst of painting
the L-shaped livingroom, he was
startled to hear a queer little
cough behind him. Looking down
from the ladder he got his first
glimpse of Miss Croomb and
Gildy.

“We don’t like that color, Mis-
ter Man. "Not one little bit.. Do
we, Gildy?”

Miss Croomb’s voice -was oddly
emphatic, yet tiny, like the rest of
her. She wasn’t five feet tall, a
frail creature of indeterminate
age—fifty-five? . . . seventy?—with
a small brown face so puckered
with wrinkles it would seem that
once it must have been twice as

large and had shrunk, a wizened
prune of a face with raisin eyes,
all in a nest of weedy gray hair.
One thought of pygmles and mon-
keys.

Gildy, a’ mixture of Pomeranian
and something else, fawn-colored

“and aged, had huge, glassy, blind

blue eyes; there was an uncanny
similarity in their looks, those
small brown faces and bright
moist eyes, the kind of likeness
one often notes in a man and wife
who have lived together for years.
“We detest pink! Don’t we,
Gildy?” She spoke with the

stormy petulance of a little girl,

which, because of her age; was
curiously disconcerting.

Carl laughed. “It’s not pink. It’s
Mauve Mist.” (

-~ The monkey face scrunched it-
self into a grimace. “It’s what?”

“Mauve Mist.” '

“Is that what you call it? Well,
I'm just thankful poor little Gildy
is blind and can’t see that awful
color. She’d throw up.” Spying
rolls of wallpaper, she added,
“Where you gonna .put that? Is

that pink, too?”

Carl got a bit annoyed The
woman had her nerve barging in
without a word and criticizing his
taste, but before he could think of
a proper put-down she walked
over and unrolled enough of the
paper to see its design. “Where’s

22 i ~ ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S -MYSTERY MAGAZINE




- Mister Man?”’
On that long

this stuff going,

“Behind you.
wall.”

“You mean to tell me just that
one wall’s gonna be papered and
all the others painted that awful
icky pink?”

Carl was getting -red. “Yes, if
you don’t mind.”

Sarcasm was lost on her. “Well,
we do mind. Don’t we, Gildy?
Who wants to live in a place with
1cky pink walls?”

“No one’s asking you to, lady

“We are too going to live hele
Ethel said so.”

This left Carl speechless; but
then something about the woman
jogged his memory. Of course!
“It’s Miss Croomb. Right? I recall
my aunt speaking of you.”

“She was my nearest, dearest
friend. We were closer than sis-
ters, Ethel and me.”

He knew this wasn’t true.
Whenever Aunt Ethel mentioned
Miss Croomb it was more often
with exasperation rather than
fondness. They had worked to-
gether years and years ago as tele-
phone operators at Birnbaum’s
Department Store. Mousy and
friendless, Miss Croomb had
played upon Aunt Ethel’s soft
heart. The strange little creature
lived alone at the time with an
eccentric father in a tumbledown
house on English Hill. The friend-
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ship, as Carl recalled, had come
to an end shortly before Aunt
Ethel died, when she had been
forced to employ more candor
than her gentle nature preferred

. in ‘discouraging Miss Croomb’s in-

tention of moving in with her.

Well, he certainly didn’t want
to be bothered with her. “It so
happens I'm going to be moving
in here myself.”

Miss Croomb’s jaw shot out.
“Ethel said I could live here after
she was gone.™

“Maybe she thought you could
rent it from me. But, like I say,
I've decided to live here- myself.”

He climbed down from the lad-
der, put his brush back in the can
of paint and rubbed his hands on
a rag. “If you don’t mind now,
I'm kind of busy.” _

“You're’ rude! That’s what you
are. Beats me why Ethel was al-
ways bragging about you.”

A precise definition of Miss
Croomb’s oddness eluded him. It
wasn’t the way she was dressed,
or the words she used; it was
some fundamental quality of
wrongness that he couldn’t yet
put his finger on. ‘He wished she
would go. Her presence made him
jumpy and ordinarily he wasn’t a
jumpy persor. He “turned away
from her and fumbled with the

" ladder.

She made a sound and, unbe-
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lieving, he looked at her. She was!
The wretched woman was ac-
tually crying, and the sight of that
monkey face awash with tears was
infinitely grotesque.

“Look, I'm sorry. Now cut ‘that
out. It’s nothing to get so worked
up about.”

She stamped her foot. “Sorry!
Oh, yes, that does me a lot of
good, don't it? Ethel was sorry,
too. What am I supposed to do?”

“I thought you had a house. I'm
sure I remember Aunt Ethel say-
ing you owned a house on English
Hill.” ‘

“Not anymore I don’t. They're
taking it away from me. I can’t
pay all those back taxes.” Tears
~ continued to gush along the
cracks and channels of her face.

“Everybody’s so spiteful! Tell you

one thing and mean another. I
don’t understand. Ethel said I
could live here.”

She wasn’t mad; nothing so
simple as that. Her voice and ex-
pression betrayed the panic of the
lost and the desperate. Carl found
himself weakening, feeling guilty.

“Nobody wants us,” she blub-
bered. Even the dog, Gildy, had a
forlorn look.

“Look, Miss Croomb, even if I
were renting this flat the rent
would be too steep for you, I'm
sure.’

This appeared not to have oc-

curred to her, 6r even to have
mattered. She still felt betrayed.
She stood there, mute, lips trem-
bling, tears pouring down her
face.

Carl wanted nothing so much as
to get her out of there. “Listen,
upstairs I've got this little two-
room flat. It needs a lot of work.
When it’s ready maybe you could
have that.” _ .

Self-pity changed in a flash to
pique. “Thank you, no. Who
wants some inky-dinky two-room
flat?”

Gildy made a thin, piping
sound. Carl didn’t like to look at
the animal; its eyes were like blue
marbles rimmed with -a milky
fluid.

“I'm sorry,’
I can offer.”

Now a furtive look spread over
her face. She wiped her sleeve
across inflamed eyes which made
her look more than ever like a
monkey, and scooped the dog into
her arms. Then, instead of moving

" he said. “That’s all

to the door, she marched calmly

toward Carl  and deliberately up-
set the can of paint with her foot.
The viscid lavender paint spread
like a monstrous orchid pancake
over the hardwood floor.

Miss Croomb’s .héad twitched
back and forth and she stuck her
tongue out at Carl. Then, looking
at the spreading paint as if it
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were spew, she spoke two words
with a grimace of utter disgust:
“Mauve Mist!” With that she
stalked out.

Carl discovered his heart was’

beating much too fast. He had to
sit down and rest awhile before
- cleaning up the mess.

A month later he had finished
renovating the two-room flat and
was debating which of two pro-
spective tenants would be more
suitable. He was in the basement
stripping varnish from a walnut
commode when he }leard a terrific
rapping on the door to his apart-
ment. He went up. It was raining
hard and when he opened the
door there stood Miss Croomb,
drenched and streaming, and in
her arms an animal looking more
like a sopping white rat than
Gildy.

. “Well, happy day, Mister Man!
Thought we’d be drowned by the
time you décided to let us in.”

© Carl felt a squirmy uneasiness.
“What do you want?”"

The tiny voice was primly in-
dignant. “We're here® to look at
that inky-dinky flat.”

“It’s been rented.”

“That’s a lie!l”

“Starting  the
month.”

“But you promised me.”

“You said you didn’t want it.”

'

first of the
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“I did not!” Her lips thinned to
the vanishing point; abruptly, the
tears started again. She stood
there, lost and silent, her eyes
streaming,.

He wished he could slam the
door in her face. “Now look here,
Miss Croomb. There’s nothing I
can do about it.”

Her appearance was bsth gro-
tesque and pathetic. “What am I
supposed to do? Sleep in the
street?”

Her simplemindedness, whether
feigned or genuine, made him -
squirm. “Don’t you have any rela-
tives? Friends?”

“Just Gildy.” The dog whim-
pered and licked her doll-sized
fingers. -

Suddenly he knew what was

" wrong with her. The wrinkles and

gray hair and old-lady clothes had
disguised until now the fact that
Miss Croomb was actually a child!
Her sudden shifts of mood, her
gestures, the quick malice and
easy tears: a child in all but years.
He should have spotted the truth
when she upset the paint; it had
been the spiteful act of a child.
Now, most men might have
coped with the situation more
sensibly than Carl. He was re-
clusive by natwre, not very com-
plex, and inclined to steer clear of
emotional situations. To be con-
fronted suddenly by such an irreg-
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ular personality destroyed his
judgment and caused him to react
too impulsively. He took the
-.easiest way out: ‘acquiescence.

“I suppose 1 could let you have
the flat temporarily. Just till you
find something. Is that clear? I've
promised it to someone starting
the first of next month. If you
were going to have it per-
manently youw'd have to get rid of
your dog. That’s a house rule: no
pets. Mrs. Hultquist, in the other
flat, had a Persian cat to which
she was very attached. I made her
get rid of it. So you'd better start
tooking for something right away.
You wouldn’'t want to part with
Gildy, I'm sure.”

“Oh, -noooooo,” she crooned,
nuzzling the sopping head.
“Gildy’s almost as close to me as
Ethel was.”

So that afternoon Miss Croomb
‘moved in, bringing with her noth-
ing but a bulging shopping bag
filled with the ragtag relics of her
life. ‘

Carl explained to Mrs. Hultquist
that Miss Croomb was only a tem-
porary lodger; hence, the dog.
The lady made no fuss, merely re-
marking that Miss Croomb was a
“peculiar-looking little thing.”

The words she used the follow-
ing morning were not quite so
charitable. She told Carl that Miss
Croomb kept banging on her door

all evening complaining that Mrs.
Hultquist’s television was disturb-
ing her sleep. “My goodness, it
was only eight o’clock. Nobody
but a child would go to bed at
that hour.”

“Just try-not to-pay any atten-
tion to her.”

“I did, but it didn’t work. You'd

" better come up and see what she’s

done.” _

Carl followed her upstairs.
Scrawled in messy black crayon
across Mrs. Hultquist’s white-
painted door were the words: BE-
WARE OF WITCH. -

“Now I ask you, Carl, what sort
of woman would do a thing like
that? I'm surprised you'd let her
stay here.”

He tried to explain that Miss
Croomb had been a friend of his
aunt’s. He promised to wash off
the offending words and to repri-
mand Miss Croomb. ‘

Miss Croomb, however, denied
responsibility. “Wasn’t me. Was it,
Gildy?” Carl detected a childlike
slyness in Miss Croomb’s moist
eyes. “Some bad boys must have
come in from the street and done
it. I saw some bad boys hanging
around out there. I did, really.”

- Since it was true that the out-

side hall door at the foot of the
stairs was ‘never locked, conceiv-
ably pranksters could have done
the deed. Even though he didn’t
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believe it, Carl tried to persuade
Mrs. Hultquist that that’s: what
had happened.

The following afternoon Miss
Croomb came knocking at Carl’s
door. “You seen Gildy, Mister
Man?” .

He said he hadn’t.

She frowned. “I saw the little
rascal go downstairs.” She eyed
him narrowly. “You positive you
haven’t seen her?”

““Why would 1 li¢ about it?”

Without answering, she went
out in the street and called the
dog’s name, and kept calling her
for the next hour. Once he hap-
pened to look out the window as
she spotted a small white animal
far up the street. With a shriek
she took off after it, and there was
something unsettling to the mind
in the way she scampered up the
sidewalk like a child.

That night he heard her sobbing

in her rooms. So did Mrs. Hult-

quist. “It nearly drove me batty,
Carl. Finally I went over and
tried to comfort her. Why, she
carries on like a child over that
animal. You know how I adored
my Han Chi, but I didn’t go to
pieces when I had to give her
up. .
Carl was pleased to observe this
further evidence of Miss Croomb’s
devotion to Gildy. If he insisted

the dog had to go, she would have

ICKY PINK

very little choice but to follow.

This ace in the hole was lost
when he went into the garage to
get a steak from the freezer,
which, because of its size, couldn’t
be kept in the kitchen.

When he opened the freezer
door he found the missing Gildy,
her glacial blue eyes staring out at
him with a passive, rigid blank- -
ness. Carl sprang back because the
lifelessness of the animal was not
at first apparent. It was only when
he noticed the dried ribbon of
blood on the dog’s muzzle and the
stiffness of its limbs that he began
to shake. He slammed the freezer
door and locked the garage.

He tried to anticipate Miss
Croomb’s game, but this required
him to reason as a child would.
Having no sympathy with children
nor any experience whatsoever, he
could not imagine what she meant
to accomplish by this cruel stunt.
However, it did fortify his resolve.
Miss Croomb, dog or no dog,
must go.

He waited till after mldmght
then stole into the garden and dug
a deep hole near the chestnut
tree. Then he whisked Gildy out
of the freezer, carried the stiff
body outside, wrapped it in alumi-
num foil, and buried it in the
hole. While doing this he felt a
recurring spasm of horror, but at
the same time a childish naughti-
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ness, a one-up-on-you sort of black
joy. He would show her that two
could play the same game.

The following day, running into
Eva Hultquist at the garbage can,

he noted a frostiness in that lady’s

manner, ,
- “Feeling better today?” he in-
quired jauntily. The disposal of
the dog had given him a sense of
assurance and purpose. No more
pussyfooting. Miss Croomb was
- being tossed out before another
day passed.

“Hardly,” Mrs. Hultquist said.
“Not after last night.”

“Miss Croomb again?”

“You might say that.”

“Don’t worry. I'm throwing her
out this morning.”

Eva Hultquist seemed anxious
to get away. “Don’t bother on my
account. I've had word my sister’s
ill. 'm going out to Michigan and
live with her.”

“You're glvmg up your apart-
ment?”

“Yes.”

Carl didn’t believe for a minute
the story about the sister from
Michigan. She simply didn’t think
he was serious about getting rid of
Miss Croomb. Well, he’d show
her. )

As it turned out, it was easier
said than done. Not that he
minced words with Miss Croomb.
He told her straight out that she’d

have to go. “I can’t afford to lose
good tenants on your account.”

Miss Croomb didn’t seem at all
abashed. “You mean that old hen,
Eva? It’'s not on my account she’s
getting out of here.”

“I happen to believe it is.”

“I woke her up last night and-
told her what you were doing.
We watched you from her bed-
room window, burying poor little
Glldy

“Did you tell her why 1 was
burying her?”

‘““She could see Gildy was

dead.”

It made him queasy to look at
her. “Aren’t you ashamed? Killing
your own pet.”

“Not me, Mister Man. You
killed her.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Don’t ask me.”

“Well, now that were being
blunt about things, you may as
well know I want you out of here
this afternoon.”

She gave her head a smart-
alecky twitch. “Not going.”

“Oh, no? We'll see about that.”

“I don’t have a dog no more, so
I can stay.”

She walked boldly past hlm into
his own apartment where she sat
down in Aunt Ethel's Victorian
needlepoint armchair.

“She used to tell me I couldn’t
sit in this chair. Said .1 was too
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messy. Said I'd drip chocolate-
covered cherries on it. She loved
chocolate-covered cherries. So do
L. You got any?”

“No.”

“I guess you knew she liked
chocolate-covered cherries. You
were always bringing her some.”

He didn’t answer. His heart was
acting funny again. :

She wrinkled her nose at him.
“Always bragging about you, she
was. I was just as nice to her, but
she never liked me.”

“I'm sure there was a reason if

_she didn’t.”

“Reason was y-o-u, Mister Man.
Hadn’t been for you she would
have liked me. Then I would have
got this house and you would
have been out in the cold. But she
said I could live in this flat when
she was gone.”

“She had no right to say that—lf
she did.”

“Get some.”

“What?”

“Chocolate-covered cherries,
stupid.”

“Get your own. After you've
packed your things and got out of
here.”

Prepared for another flood of
tears, he was caught off balance
when she giggled. “When we was
watching you bury poor little
Gildy, wrapping her all up in tin-
foil and popping her into the
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ground, I put a bug in that old
Eva’s ear. About you and Ethel.”

“What’s that supposed to
mean?” )

“All those chocolate-covered
cherries. Everybody knew about
those chocolate-covered cherries
you kept bringing her, greedy old
thing that she was.”

Carl began to sweat. “I don’t
get what you're driving at.”

“Plain ‘as day, it was. You did
the old lady in. Your own flesh
and blood.” :

“That’s crazy!”

“I suppose you think it was me.
Suppose you think I had a choco-
late-covered cherry stuffed full of
arsenic or something when I'd
come to see her. And sneaked it
into her box that you brought
her.”

' “Aunt Ethel died of heart fail-
ure.” His own heart was thumping
with a crazy rhythm. ’

“Maybe. Maybe if they was to
dig her up ‘and study her insides
and was to dig Gildy up and
study her insides they wouldn’t
find no arsenic in either of “em.
Then again, maybe they would.
And if they did and that old Eva
told "em about seeing you burying
poor little Gildy, well . . . I guess
that would fix your wagon, Mister
Man.”

How could she have known? It
was insane—she couldn’t possibly
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know—but even to have
guessed . . .

Then all at once something
"even more inconceivable sent an
icy tremor through his body. Was
it possible that she was trying to

frame him for Aunt Ethel’s mur-

der with no idea that he really.

had committed it? Did she think
she had killed Aunt Ethel? Sup-
pose, unknowingly, each of them
. . . but what would have been
her motive? Surely no one would
kill a person simply because she
wanted to come and live in a cer-
tain apartment. No one would be
that vindictive. -

No one, that is, except a child.

Miss Croomb looked around the
room. ‘T still hate this awful icky
pink. 1 want something with ivy
in it. At home we always had ivy-
patterned wallpaper. It was
" pretty.”

“I've heard all I want to hear,
Miss Croomb. Now, pack up and
get out.” ’

She stood up. “Oh, stop fussing.
I'm going. But I'll be back.”

At the door she looked around
at him. “And dont you forget—

ivy,” she reminded him sharply.
" Carl sat down.as soon as she
was gone. His heart still raced.
Once more, he tried to think as a
child would; a grown-up child. Tt
was hopeless. He stared glumly- at
the walls. Mauve Mist: it had a
pretty sound, but like the mis-
leading labels on food boxes, like
everything calculated to soothe or
excite the adult mind, it had an
absence of candor, of the candor
existing only among children. The
color was as false as the name.
She was right, of course. There
was a truer description: icky pink.

Perhaps he would do it over.
The longer he looked at it the less
he liked it.

Ivy. It did sound fresh and
frank and cheerful. With these
somber mahogany ceiling beams it
was just what the room needed.

Not that he thought she’d really
come back, any more than Aunt

.Ethel would. Nevertheless, just to

be on the safe side, he stopped at
the wallpaper store when he went
to town the next morning. Then -
on the way home, he bought a
box of chocolate-covered cherries.
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In retrospect, perhaps it’s wiser to circumvent an obstacle than

to meet it head-on.

/'

Actually, Jack Levitt thought Gil
Crown wrote good, foursquare
copy on the accounts to which he
was assigned, so when their mu-
tual boss, Maxfield, dropped the
adjective “pedestrian” at lunch,
Levitt made a weak defense. “I
dunno,” he said, breaking a salt
stick,
should be pedestrian. 1 mean, a
lot of ads sound like they’re run-
" ning. What’s wrong with some
that just walk?”

THE SEERSUCKER HEART

“maybe some ad copy

WI;% g dsar

Maxfield didn’t think that was

so clever. “Matter of fact,” he
said, picking his teeth with a
matchbook, “Gil’s going to get the
ax, first of the month. Don’t quote
me, but that’s the word.”
“Fired? Gil?” Levitt was genu-
inely shocked. “He’s only been
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~ here two months. You know the
kind of hell he went through be-
-fore he got this job?”

“Laid off almost a year, wasn’t
he?”

“A year, nothing Seventeen
months without a pay check
How’s that for a record?”

“Maybe that was the trouble,”
Maxfield said. “He must have got-
ten ruSty, lying around the back
yard like an old teakettle.” Max-
field wasn’t exactly smirking, but
he seemed pleased.by his imagery.

Levitt enjoyed a healthy flush
of hatred for his supervisor. Then
he ate his meal, smacking his lips
over the London broil and the ris-
solé potatoes and the chocolate
‘éclair. After lunch, he -and Max-
field strolled over to the pool par-

lor on the Avenue of the Amer-

icas and shot a gentlemanly game
of eight ball.

When Levitt returned to the of-
fice, limping slightly as he went
down the corridor, he passed the
little cubicle where Gil Crown
was hunkered over his creaky
noiseless, making the machine go
chukka-chukka as he wrote still
another piece of good, foursquare,
pedestrian copy.

Levitt went inside and closed

the door. “Gil,” he said, “can you"

stand a moment of truth?”
Gil Crown turned to him, hands

still held pawlike in typing posi-.

tion, adding to his bearish look.
He was a. big man with shaggy
gray edges. He gave Levitt an
apologetic smile, the only kind he
could .manage. “Why not?” he
said. “You know what they say
about the truth, it sets you free.”

Levitt cleared his throat.
“Speaking of being set free . . .”
he said. Then he told him.

As Gil listened, his half-smile
faded imperceptibly, two round
spots of color appeared under his
cheekbones, and he made a sound
that startled Levitt and caused
him to regret his decision to be
the tidings-bearer. It was a low,
elemental, animal sound.

“Maybe I shouldn’t have told
you,” Levitt said hastily. “You -
know how things are, one day
they’re canning you, the next day
youre vice-president in charge of
paper towels.” Then he saw tears
in the big man s eyes.

“I'm sorry,” Gil said, sw1velmg,
sparing Levitt the sight of his
face. “It’s a hell of a thing. I'm
sorry. If you knew what this job
meant—" .

. “Sure I do.”

“I was out almost a year and a
half. 1 crawled to everybody in
this town, crawled on my hands
and knees until I made people
hate me for making them feel
ashamed. I got five kids, you
know—a skinny little wife and five
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skinny little kids—all good as dead.”

“Youre a good writer,” Levitt
said. “I mean that. Youre good.
You'll get something else.”

“The hell I will. The business is
overrun with smart youngsters,
clever headlines bursting out of
their mouths every two minutes.
This was the job I had to keep,
you know that.” He put his head
on the desk. “Mother of God,” he
said, “how do I go home and tell
my wife?”

Levitt wanted to leave, but he
was pinned to the seat by an
unabsolved guilt. After a while, he
said, “Anything can happen, Gil,
anything. You never know about
business; it has a peculiar kind of
heart.” '

“Heart?” Gil looked at him
with a wild face. “What are you
talking about, heart? Where do
you get that stuff, off the Good
Ship Lollipop?”

“I mean it, no kidding. It’s not
entirely selfish, but you gotta have
a heart in business; if people think
you don’t, your name stinks, your
image suffers. Listen, I know. I
went through exactly what you're
going through now.”

“You?”

“Yeah,” Jack Levitt said. “Sure
I did. Not so long ago, either. Lis-
ten, you ever notice my gimpy
leg?” :

Gil Crown said, “What’s that

THE SEERSUCKER HEART

bum leg got to do with anything?”
“Plenty.” Levitt took a ciga-
rette from the pack on Gil’s desk.
He had quit for the third time
that year, but he needed a smoke
now. _ 4 '
“It was three years ago,” he
said. “I was working in the gro-.
cery products division of the
agency. The group head was a-
ratfink named Simpson who was .
sick with hepatitis or something
when I was hired and had no say
in the matter. Naturally, he hated
my insides for that, and pushing a
piece of copy through him was
like putting your hand in a meat
grinder. It didn’t take me long to
guess that Simpson would be
working to get me canned. About
two weeks before Christmas, a
media rep I used to be friendly
with gave me the tip. Simpson
had won his point with the brass
of the agency, and I was due to
be poleaxed right after Christmas.
“You see what I mean by heart?
They couldn’t dump me right be-
fore the jolly season, could they?
How would that look to the rest
of the business world, kicking the
Christmas spirit right in the teeth?
Oh, no. DS&B was going to wait
until December 26 to wave bye-
bye.
“Well, there wasn’t much I
could do about it. I started mak-
ing discreet inquiries about jobs,
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but the trail was as cold as a
witch’s Maidenform. It was one of
those baddy years. The big
agencies had been chopping off
heads by the dozen. The small-
shops were scared. I began to
worry. I got stomach pains and
thoughts about ulcers.

" “Two days before Christmas, I
stayed down late at the " office,
. working over my résumé, organ-
izing my proofbook..By the time I
left, the regular elevators weren’t
operating and 1 had to'use the
night cars. You know that old
building DS&B used.to be in be-
. fore they moved here? Well, they

ran two stinking night cars. and
they had a habit of breaking down
simultaneously. Finally, one of
them arrived, and I got in. I
pushed the button for the lobby:
floor and the doors closed, but
only about halfway. It started
down just the same, who knows
"how. It gave me a funny feeling,
seeing the raw brick.innards of
the building when the elevator de-
scended. I don’t even remember
thinking that the damned cage
was moving faster than usual—all
I recall was a sudden awareness of
weightlessness, then I hit bottom
and the jolt was like having my
leg bones jammed into my head. I
remember thinking that I didn’t
need that kind of pain, I didn’t
need any more misery than I -al-
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ready had. Then I.simply fainted.

“The truth is, I was lucky. I
had busted one leg and cracked a
pelvis and nonkilling things like
that. I was put in the hospital and.
the building -management was
stuck with the fees, but don’t
think the agency just stood around
looking sheepish. They showed
heart. They kept me on full salary
for the entire five months it took
me to knit back to one piece.
They sent-the agency newsletter
to me every month like clock-
work, and I even got visits from -
some of the brass. My birthday
came when I was in the hospital,
and I got sent a gift by the presi-
dent, Joe Flimmer. It was a
leather travel bar with four bot-
tles of good stuff, and I think
Flimmer’s secretary wrote the
poem that went with it. I still re-
member -it. It said, ‘When. you
come out, well give a shout of
happiness and glee. In case you -
didn’t know, we miss you so, at
good old DSGB.”

“But here’s the topper. When 1
got back to the agency, all
mended except for this limp, they
completely “forgot about canning .
me. In fact, by that time the
group head, who hated my guts,
had moved on to another shop. By
the next Christmas, I not only had
my old accounts back, I had a
two-grand raise. So you see what
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I mean, Gil? About the heart?”
Gil Crown was looking at his
big hands. “Thanks,” he said.

“Thanks for telling me, Jack. Lis-

ten, when did Maxfield say this
was going to happen?”

“First of the month, according
to him. That doesn’t mean—"

“Sure,” Gil said, getting a
glazed look. “Hey, I'd better fin-
ish up this piece of copy. I'm still
on the payroll, check?”

“Check,” Levitt said.

On Monday morning, ‘Maxfield
rang Jack Levitt’s phone. and
asked him to come to the corner
office. Levitt figured he wanted to
see the ice-cream layouts, so he
brought in the whole bundle and
was prepared to do argument

about the cartoon treatment ver--

sus the appetite photos Maxfield
favored. However, Maxfield wasn’t
ready for the ice-cream meeting;
he had something else in mind.-

“You were sort of chummy with
Gil Crown, weren’t you?” he’ said.
“I mean, close as anyone got to
him.” '

“I wouldn’t exactly say
chummy. I did go to his house

THE SEERSUCKER HEART

one night for drinks and potato
chips.”

“Then you met his wife, right?”

“Something wrong about his
wife?”

“Oh,” Maxfield said. “1 guess
you didn’t hear about Gil’s acci-
dent.” :

“Accident?” Jack Levitt said.

“Happened Sunday afternoon.”
He hit a tree off the parkway. It
was a freak thing. He wasn’t go-
ing very fast. It was only a 25-
mile zone and the cops said he
was going even slower than that,
but he ended up with the engine
in his lap.” Maxfield clucked and
said, “Boy, the things that hap-
pen.” :
“How is her” Levitt asked, get-
ting cold around the stomach.
“How’s his condition?”

“He’s dead,” Maxfield said.
“That’s what I wanted to ask you,
whether you’d be the agency’s
emissary to his widow. DS&B
want to give her something, a few
grand. What the hell, he worked
here; it’s the least they can do.
You've got to have a heart,
right?”
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.one.

1 figured Cindy Lou for trouble
that first spring day she came into
the shop and Tommy took his
head out from under the hood of
the jeep to prance, splayfooted,
right in after her.

I could see why, all right.
Cindy Lou is startling, like a field
full of spring flowers bursting
forth color; a beautiful child, and
a troublesome one, I feared, as
Tommy, who usually pays no at-
tention to anything that comes

If one is patient, there may be a way to satisfy almost every- g(

o

within the periphery of his vision
unless it’s another jeep, backed off
into a corner of the shop and
stood, statue-still, never-taking his
unblinking gaze off of her.

"I came out from behind the
china cupboard 1 was polishing to

" _customer-brightness and suggested,
through my teeth, that he march

right back outdoors and shine up
his jeep engine some more.
“It’s all shined, Mom,” he “an-

swered promptly without taking

his eyes off Cindy Lou.

Now, it isn’t that I am a
mother who wants to keep her big
eighteen-year-old son a female-
free little boy forever, it is that I
am the mother of a little boy who
happens to be a big eighteen-year-
old, and I've thought and worried
a lot about what might happen if
or when that big eighteen-year-old
body would want something with

J%?guﬁwua
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which the little eight-year-old
brain couldn’t cope.

It scares mel

I turned to the girl and plucked
the afghan off her arm. One
glance at the crocheted flower in
each square center and I knew it

" THE DOLL

to be the work of Mrs. Libby
Lowe, whose name the hill folk
say all together, like this: Libby-
lowe, as if the first and last were

.one, and since their vernacular

was once mine, I find myself slip-
ping back into it. “Mrs. Libby-
lowe must have sent this over,” I
said, “and you must be the grand- -
daughter, Cindy Lou, who’s come
to live with her.”” °

She agreed with lackluster en-
thusiasm and sent a slanted blue--
eyed glance Tommy’s way. . |

That turned me quickly busy
with. pencil and consignment
receipt in order to send this vision
of loveliness immediately on her
way and get Tommy’s head back
under the hood of the jeep.
“There,” 1 said, handing her the
receipt and adding a com-
plimentary phrase about the af-
ghan. Maybe there isn’t any real
significance to my mental associa-
tion, but I have the feeling that
Mrs. Libbylowe specializes in
flufty, flower-sprinkled afghans to
wrap up warmly and florally her

"guilt complex after sending her

only daughter out into the cold
world 17 years ago the minute-she
discovered the girl was about to
have Cindy Lou; although she

“didn’t know it was going to be

Cindy Lou, of course. She prob-
ably didn’t know what the poor
daughter had out of wedlock until
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that telegram came from the city
that the daughter was now dead
and Cindy Lou was being shipped
to her grandmother.

Cindy Lou turned with a flirt of
~ her short skirt and a flip of her
long corn-silk hair, and at the
door she executed a deft switch of

her hip just before she pushed.

through to the road, with Tommy
in splayfooted attendance right
behind her. She headed toward
the end of town where Mrs. Lib-
bylowe lives in the parsonage by
the church, and Tommy, after one
last longing look at her, raised the
hood of the jeep and buried his
head in the engine without even
hearing the triumphant blast of
Miss Mary Applegate’s Model A
as it nosed right up behind the
jeep and settled down.

Miss Mary, who is 55 if she’s a
day, leaped agilely from her high
perch in the Model A, made a
brief but attentive study of Cindy
Lou as she switched down the
road, reached back for her shoe
“box and came into the shop just as
I finished draping the afghan
tastefully over the back of a
Shaker rocking chair. There it
would await the glad cry of a
tourist willing to leave the fast
traffic of the superhighway to

slow down for the old Mountain -

Hollow Road and visit the Jane
Flagg Old Time Store.
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The minute she sprang across
the doorsill, her bright sparrow
eyes spied the Libbylowe afghan
and she sat down on it, wiggling
around in the Shaker rocker until
a corner of it fell over the arm
and dragged in the dust on the
floor.

“I see Mrs. Libbylowe brung in
her newest,” she said with a sneer
and a flick of her fingertip. Miss
Mary Applegate and Mrs. Libby-
lowe have had a fierce but gently
silent feud in progress ever since
Mrs. Libbylowe married the
young and fiery Reverend Lowe
when Miss Mary Applegate
wanted him. One would think that
after all these years, with the Rev-
erend long dead and buried, and
the daughter long gone in dis-
grace, the feud  would be over,
but it is not, and Miss Mary was
burning as she rocked the edge of
the afghan back and- forth in the
dust.

“Mrs. Libbylowe didn’t bring in
the afghan,” I told her. “Cindy
Lou did.”

“Cindy Lou?” she asked, rock-
ing more violently. o

“Mrs. Libbylowe’s grand-
daughter. The. one who was sent
here from the city because her
mother died and she had nowhere
to go.”

“She won’t have nowhere to go
again once she’s here for a while,”
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declared Miss Mary. “She’ll get
throwed out like her mama- if
she’s-.anything like -her mama and
she sure looks like her . . .” Miss
Mary’s eyes softened. “Just like
spring flowers and summer wheat
fields and sun-ripened peaches.”
Then, realizing that it was Mrs.
Libbylowe’s granddaughter of

whom she spoke, she rocked.

harder and added spitefully,
“Those girls must have got their
looks from the Reverend. The
only looks Mrs. Libbylowe has got
to give is a lot of -fat from the
soles of her feet to the- top of her
head with a couple of beady eyes
stuck in front like raisins in
dough.”

With that she stopped her rock-
ing, lifted the lid of the shoe box,
unveiled her latest doll, and I
drew in my breath with admira-
tion. Miss Mary’s dolls are ex-
‘quisitely made little characters,
with faces of smooth white kid,
beautifully molded, delicately
painted "and dressed in calamanco
gowns, embroidered bonnets, with
mittens on white kid hands, and
on the stumpy little kid feet socks
that she must have knitted from
gossamer floss, using all but invis-
ible needles. She is an accom-
plished artisan, with talent that
seems to run through both
branches of the family, the Apple-
gates and the Biddles; for Billy

THE DOLL

Dean Biddle, the twice-removed
cousin or once-removed nephew,
whichever, is a wood-carver of re-
markable skill.

Just as I have a theory about
Mrs. Libbylowe’s afghans, I also
have one about Miss Mary Apple-
gate’s dolls. I think they are the
babies she was sure she would
have had if Reverend Lowe hadn’t
gone and married Miss Libby. She
looked down at the doll with a
maternal glow, her thin lips soft-
ened and curved, her bright
brown eyes lidded with tender-
ness. Then, almost as if she were
shaking off such foolish sentimen-
tality, she flounced from the chair,
handed me the box. and shook her
skirts into place, managing to
whip the afghan off the slippery
seat of the rocker with a careless
hand so that it landed in a heap
on the dusty floor.

At the door, she made her last
prediction. “Mark my word,” she
said, “that pretty girl and her
grandma just won’t mix. The
girfll run away or somebody’ll
carry her away or she’ll make a
misstep like her mama and be
throwed away.” Then Miss Mary
sprinted through the door.

Well, I marked her word and
kept my eye on Tommy, who
kept his head under the hood of
the jeep except for those routine
times he drove it up the. moun-
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tainside to pick up Miss Mattie
Jackson’s monthly quilt, or to
Pearly Purcell’s in the Upper Val-
ley or-Old Man Hardwicke’s place
on South Ridge—those and oth-
ers—the regular trips that were
Tommy’s responsibility.

Just the same, Cindy Lou dis-
appeared on a hot summer -day
not more than two Mattie Jackson
quilts, four Miss Mary dolls and
about ten Billy Dean carvings af-
ter that first and only time she
came into the shop.

I heard Mrs. Libbylowe almost
from the moment she lumbered
from the parsonage and started
her wailing waddle along the road
toward the center of town. I
dashed out of the shop about the
same time as Addison Wills
sprang from his tonsorial parlor
and Mr. Purvis and Ellie Evans
jostled each other through the
double doors of the General Store.
Mrs. Milton Kearney emerged a
sedate few seconds later from the
post office, and we all stared
toward the impending Mrs. Libby-
lowe, an awkward pink craft kick-
ing up lazy waves of dust.

It wasn’t until she had almost
borne down upon us, that her un-
dulating message could be under-
stood. She seemed to be crying
out that Cindy Lou was lost, and
at first I thought she meant her

_strong  hands

soul—that Cindy Lou had lost her
soul—since Mrs. Libbylowe so of-.
ten dwells upon the subject matter
of lost souls. Then I knew . . .
Cindy Lou was gone--vanished—
and I clutched my heart to whirl
and stare sickly at the empty
place in front of the shop where
Tommy and the jeep were not.

Shading my eyes from the blaz-
ing sun, I looked back along the
road that bent around the moun-
tain and sharply up out of sight.
There was nothing on it except
the lumber truck, a cigar-store In-
dian and a dusty, caved-in car. All
the newspaper items 1 had tim-
orously read, from the time
Tommy reached the chronological
age of thirteen, flipped their
scareheads through my brain: the
rape items . . . knifing, strangling,
killing items, senselessly done
deeds without sense . . . man-
body acts performed by ‘child-
brains . .. weak minds guiding
Oh, no! 1
thought. Oh, no!

I turned back just as Mrs. Lib-
bylowe, panting, clutching her
ample bosom, took her last stag-

gering steps diagonally and sank

to the General Store bench. Now
that she had arrived, more people

gathered in the sun from houses - -

huddled between business empo-
riums, from the tavern, the feed
store and hardware. Hill folk,
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even those in town, are reluctant
to intrude upon trouble. They
wait politely until they are asked,
and then do what they can, some-
times ineptly.

Each head turned away for a
courteous moment while Mrs, Lib-
bylowe mopped her brow with
the hem of her dress. After a few
raspy breaths and several waves of
her hand to fan her face, she be-
gan the explanation of her loss.
Mrs. Libbylowe conducts Sunday
Meetings in the church when
there is no minister to preach the
sermon, which is most of the time,
due to the fact that there is no
parsonage available for a minister
because Mrs. Libbylowe lives in
it, having declared it hers after
Reverend Lowe’s death by right
of long-time occupancy during his
lifetime . . . and with all that
Sunday Meeting exercise behind
her, eloquence did not desert her
now as she held the close atten-
tion of everyone in the blaze of
that sunny road except me.

In frantic worry, I listened for
the jeep, trying to fight those

scareheads that flipped ‘through:

my brain while Mrs. Libbylowe
described the disappearance of her
granddaughter from the gardens
behind the church and parsonage
where she was supposed to be at
work. “Busy hands don’t find time
for mischief,” she interposed.

THE DOLL

I thought of the beautiful child
who looked like flowers and
wheat and peaches all in season as
she stood in the shop that spring
day, flipping her hip and slanting
her blue blue eyes so that for the
moment, and that moment only 1
prayed, Tommy abandoned the
love of his jeep to stand in statue-
like adulation before the girl.

Perspiration sprouted hotly on
my forehead and turned to drops
of ice. :

Mrs. Libbylowe was saying
something about modesty being a
candle to merit and goodness
being a virtue greater than rubies
in explaining what she had tried

to make of. the girl. Then she

added in a voice of pious failure,
how sharper than a serpent’s tooth
had been her thankless grandchild,
and dropped her head and wiped
her brow again on the hem of her
dress while every face turned
decently away.

I heard the jeep as soon as it
hit the planking that marked the
turn from the mountain road to
the town road, and while Mrs.
Libbylowe was lowering the hem
of her dress to a decorous point, I
slipped across to the shop, and the
minute Tommy braked the jeep to
a halt I yanked him from the seat
and pushed him inside.

“Where have you been?”” 1
cried as soon as I had pulled

41



down the front- shades. In that
.cool, dim, almost “dark light, I re-
_peated, before he had a chance to
answer, ‘“Tell me this instant,
where have you been?”

He stared at me, gazing down
with childish uncertainty from his
man-height, confused by what he
had done or perplexed, perhaps,
by the barked question that sud-
denly struck his sluggish mind.

“Tell me!”

His head trembled with a giant
effort to gather itself together and
think!

“Tommy!” Then I reached out
and patted his arm, wanting to
weep over and with my son . . .
“Tommy,” 1 said, this time gently,
“Tommy, baby, where have you
been all afternoon?”

“Why, Mom,” he said, breaking
into a smile, “I1 was up at Miss,
Pearly’s house. This is the day for
Miss Pearly . . .” and it was. If
Tommy ‘said so—Tommy who has
a calendar in his head—it was
Miss Pearly’s day all right and, as
if to prove it, he took from his
pocket a ' tissue-wrapped petit
point medallion.

Pearly Purcell’s legs may be
* crippled, confining her to her
small house and patch of garden
in the Upper Valley, but there is
nothing wrong with the fingers
that stitch these miniature works
of art or- the eyes that see the
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woods’ creatures she copies in’
tapestry.

Then 1 remembered that the
Upper Valley looked over, at its
far end, the parsonage and church

down below—and the gardens and .

the girl. “Tommy, did you see
Cindy Lou today?” I cried, my
voice a thin thread of sound.

Tommy'’s face turned blank.

“Where is she, Tommy?”

“Where is who, Mom?”

The medallion was damp, crum-
pled wool in my fist. Opening my
hand, 1 let it drop to the table
and looked up at this poor, stu-
pidly lovable lunk of a son with
his pale-blue eyes of shining in-
nocence, and tried to speak slowly
and clearly. “Cindy Lou,” I said,
“Mrs. Libbylowe’s granddaughter

. a girl .. .” and the words
stuck in my throat as I remem-
bered the flowers-wheat-peaches

girl who flipped her hips and .

slanted her eyes.

“Who, Mom?P” he asked again
and I wanted to shake him, shake
some sense into him, some reason-
ing, shake forth answers even if
the answers left us both desolate.
~ I swallowed the terror and held
back the tears. “Cindy Lou, son.
She was in the shop one day. A
pretty girl,” I carefully explained.
“You followed her in. You stood
over there.” I pointed out the
shadowed corner. “You watched
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her all the time she was here. A
very pretty girl. She is gone.
Where is she, Tommy?”

He shrugged and added a wor-
ried, “Mom?” to the shrug. He
did not. or could not remember
Cindy Lou. At least he did not or
could not remember according to
my worded description, so he
would not or could not tell me
what had happened to her. _

“Oh, no,” I moaned under my
breath and turned away just as the
front door burst open to let Mr.
Purvis importantly through.

He ignored me to speak to
Tommy, the best jeep driver
around, according to Mrs. Frankie
Mae Pangborn and according to
the sheriff, a young man with a
brain and a half on him after
Tommy had solved the puzzle of
Miss Mattie Jackson’s mixed-up
quilt. So Mr. Purvis approached
him man-to-man. “Tommy, we
need you. Mrs. Libbylowe’s Cindy
Lou has disappeared and we’ll
need you and the jeep to scour
these hills before night falls,” and
Tommy, in his height of glory,
straightened from the slump of
bewildered. incomprehension to
which I had reduced him and
marched toward the door, an in-
dispensable requisite at last, in a
search he could not understand.

I don’t know what I expected

TLIE TZYNOYIT T

when the search party returned at
dark. My nerves, my dry mouth
and clammy hands expected a
body, I think; one found where
Tommy would have blithely led
the searchers. Against my will, I
thought of it that way in a fright-
ened series of shocking pictures,
as Mrs: Libbylowe rocked in. the
Shaker chair and loudly asked the

‘ceiling what she had ever done to

deserve such trouble.

As the heat of afternoon shad-
owed and cooled toward evening,
women gathered in the shop from
the town and lower foothills, spill-
ing over into the living quarters at
the rear while their menfolk
searched the mountain dnd valleys
and Mrs. Libbylowe -told again
and again of how she had taken
that thankless girl in, out of the
goodness of her heart, trained her
rigorously, taught her the virtue
of being worth her keep, and
watched her vigilantly as she
toiled in the gardens. Wouldn't
they think, Mrs. Libbylowe asked
her audience, that just because the
weather turned hot and- humid,
forcing her to lay her massive
bulk on a couch in the cool of the
parsonage and nap away the heat
of the days ... well, wouldnt
they think that the girl, after
being so well trained, would be
willing to stay put between the
beet rows and not make a straight
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dresstail right out of there?
Some thought so. Some thought
not. ’
They each indulged in personal
conjecture; then, combining
forces, broke into factions of
group belief, - there bemg those
who thought that Cindy Lou,
weary in the parsonage garden
and unwatched, simply ducked
across the road into the brush,
through the trees and over the
hills to the superhighway and a
passing car. Of these, some
blamed Mrs. Libbylowe, but only
by innuendo, for shutting her eyes
instead of keeping them peeled.
"~ These hill people are great
_ storytellers and each knot of no-
tion elaborated and embroidered a
graphic tale. The unmarried la-
dies, and widows without sons,
held close to the rape and murder
theory, as they cast sidelong
glances toward those others who
had husbands,- sons, even grand-
fathers who might be guilty.
. By the time twilight had pur-
- pled the shop, the women were
.gone to make supper and wait for
news, still talking about Cindy
" Lou and this exciting happening
in Mountain Hollow; still: talking,
I am sure, if only to their small
children, or to themselves, or per-
haps to their ceilings as did Mrs
Libbylowe.

I, too, waited in the shop, but -

not talking, not wanting even to
think, afraid of thoughts sur-
rounded as I was by old-fashioned .
quilts, handmade bedspreads,
crewel work, carving, needlepoint,
all the gentle old arts and crafts
of my people. I call them my
people even though I was gone
for many years and they have not
quite accepted me back into the
fold, not as they have accepted
Tommy .

Maybe I shouldn t have brought
him here.

Brian, Tommy’s father and my
ex-husband, had wanted to hide
him. “Put him away,” he said,
“where he can be with his own -
kind,” so I brought him here to
Mountain Hollow, where he .
would not hamper the business
and social rise of an executive fa-
ther, where he could live and
grow in his own way and at his
own rate so that I could love him
for what he was and not resent
what he was not.

I was afraid, as-I waited for the
sound of the jeep in the darkness,
that the time had come to resent
what he was and love what he
could not be.

No Cindy Lou body was found
that night nor was a live Cindy
Lou discovered during the follow-
ing weeks of search. Tommy,
puffed with pride at his role of
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jeep driver, had no idea of what
was being searched.

The mountain, gulches and the
valleys, dense with the growth of
brush and trees, might hide any-
thing—and forever.

“Are you making a careful
search, Tommy?” I asked him.

“Golly yes, Mom,” he answered,
wide-eyed. .

“Do you go into any of the
houses and cabins?”

“Gosh no, Mom,” he answered,
shocked by my question. With hill
folk, one does not enter a home.
One stands in the brushed dirt
yard and imparts news, relays
messages, speaks of health and the
weather, and one waits politely
for answering health news and ad-
ditional weather items, and in be-
tween this exchanged repartee,
one discovers what one came for—
sometimes.

However, everyone soon
learned of Cindy Lou and each
gave a share to the search; even
Old Man Hardwicke, out on the
South Ridge, shuffied through the
scrub oak around his cabin, and
Pearly Purcell hobbled along the
Upper Valley, peering under plan-
tain leaves and poking her cane in
the oxalis that grew rank.

“Tommy,” 1 asked him, “you
were gone a long time that day at
Miss Pearly’s. What did you do
there?” e

THE DOLL

He told me of the pet squirrel
and the family of wild rabbits
Miss Pearly allowed him to view
. . . the lemonade she made that
he sipped under a shade tree. He
told me the names of the birds, as
she had told them to him, that
flew down to the bath she had
made by sinking a galvanized tub
in the ground. He told me how
Miss Pearly spoke to the birds, us-
ing their individual calls. so that
they cocked their heads and
posed.

“Yes,” I said. “But, Tommy, did
you go to the far end of the val-
ley where you can see over the
town?” 1 swallowed. “Down on
the church and parsonage below.”

“Why, Mom?” he asked.

“Well, did you?”

He looked at me as if he
thought me retarded and said,
“Gosh no, Mom. Why should I,
Mom?”

“Which way did you go when
you started out for Pearly Pur-
cell's that day?” I asked, and his
face became a confusion. _

Tommy always comes from the.
mountain road after his errands,
down the mountain with a right
turn over planking and along the
town road. My shop, being on the
left from that direction, all
Tommy does when he reaches it is
to swerve from the right side of
the road, or the middle, wherever
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he might be, to the left. There are
no traffic regulations in a town
such as Mountain Hollow for the
reason that there is no traffic, so
the parked jeep always faces the
wrong ‘way and Tommy often
takes off in the direction it is
headed, making his U-turn where
the road ends in rocky foothills.
“Tommy,” I asked tensely, “how
did you start out to Pearly Pur-
cell's? Did you go down past the
church and parsonage or did you
turn right out in front?”
“Gosh, Mom, I don’t remem-
ber,” he said, and neither did 1.
Ever since the shop episode
when he had seemed so stunned
by - the girl, I had tried to direct
him away from the church and
parsonage where she might be in
the gardens with her eyes slanting,
her hips switching, and her ‘grand-
mother sleeping in her own fat.
“Make the turn in front,” I in-
structed him time and time again
. and he did . . . when I re-
membered to tell him. I could not
now remember whether I had told
him that day. I could not remem-
ber when he left, nor in what di-
rection. ‘
“Yes,”
“Tommy, did you see the girl?
Think. Did you see her?”
“What girl, Mom?”
So I stopped the questioning.
The search, which had begun

I said helplessly.

with such energy, grew sporadic
until it, too, ceased. .

All those leaning toward the
rape-murder theory came to con-
cur with the others who believed
that Cindy Lou had simply
ducked across the road into the
brush, through the trees and over
the hills to the superhighway and
a passing car.

With the whole thing settled in
the minds of the people, the town
settled back against its hills and
the hot summer continued into
hot autumn as if nothing had hap-
pened.

Tommy made his regular trips
up the mountain, taking off the
wrong way each time.

Mrs. Libbylowe’s gardens wilted
the months through while her af-
ghans, as if to compensate, flour-
ished flowers; and young Billy
Dean Biddle, Miss Mary Apple-
gate’s twice-removed cousin or
once-removed nephew, whichever,
turned out his finest work.

Billy Dean does primitive wood
carvings for the shop—miniature
birds, small animals, pastoral fig-
ures. My customers, many -of
whom are collectors of Ameri-
cana, say that his work is reminis-
cent of Wilhelm Schimmel, and
he might, some. day, be great. I
am fond of the boy, who is shy as
are many of the hill folk, but with
a wish to soar, I think, to the
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heights. The very breath of his
loneliness, also his wish, is there in
his little elfin characters, always in
pairs and groups with the solitary
birds in flight.

Like a goat, he scrambles down
the side of the mountain to the
far end of Upper Valley, picks his
way through the rocky foothills by
the church, and lopes along the
road to the shop once a week

with several of his little wooden -

creatures packed in grass. Miss
Mary, his twice-removed cousin or
once-removed aunt, whichever,
wouldn’t think of offering him a
regular ride in her Model A; as a
matter of fact, they do not ac-
knowledge each others’ existence
simply for the reason that an Ap-
plegate, being a member of the
“good” branch of the family, quite
naturally looks down on a Biddle
as belonging to the “bad” bunch.

But, no matter, because he is
kinfolk Miss Mary allows him to
live in one of the falling-down ells
of her house on the mountain,
which is where he carves his
lovely things for my shop, using
only a common pocketknife and
bits of glass to polish down the
knife marks.

It was during the summer that
his work achieved. a new quality;
an ethereal, joyous kind of air." As
one of my customers. said, “Less
of Schimmel now and more of the

THE DOLL

delicacy and grace of a Samuel
MclIntire,” and another that the
little figures had -such “happy
faces.” What I thought was that
Billy Dean was getting ready to
fly right out of Mountain Hollow’s
loneliness and find his place in
life. That is what the little carv-

-ings said to me.

So the summer blazed on, with
afghans from Mrs. Libbylowe, pet-
it point from Pearly Purcell, .
quilts, carvings, dolls—and Cindy
Lou forgotten, except for the
shadow of her and the worry in
the back part of my mind. I had .
not forgotten, nor had some oth-
ers, I guess.

It was a red-gold autumn day
with the sky a sheet of aluminum
heat that Miss Mary Applegate
brought in the shoe box. It was

.her day for a doll, so I was not

surprised to hear the clatter and
final explosion of the Model A out
in front of the shop where
Tommy, head and shoulders inside-
the engine of his jeep, was shining
it up for his trip to Pearly Pur-
cell’s, it being her day for petit
point.

Miss Mary swept in as usual-
and darted her sparrow -eyes
around the shop to. see if she
could spy a flowered afghan,
which she did, hung on a coat
rack all fanned out for display, .
and she surprised me. Instead of
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. moving toward the rack and acci-

dentally brushing by the afghan so

" that it would slide, huddled, to
the floor, she smiled sweetly and

" said blandly, “I see Mrs. Libby-
. lowe brung in another'n. Mighty
pretty, too,” crossed to the Shaker
rocker and sat delicately down,
cradling her shoe box. :
She spoke of the weather, stat-

ing the well-known fact that it
was hotter down here in the low-
“lands all hemmed in by hills, than
up on the mountain where she
lived with the air stirrin’ little
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whuffs of wind now and- then. Up
in God’s country, she went on,
where people get to be like people,
lovin® one another and all that,
which certainly didn’t sound like
Miss Mary, whose tongue, say the
townsfolk, has got a real mean
sawtooth edge.

Then she opened up her shoe
box and displayed her newest doll,
looking up with pride to measure -
my reaction. I drew in my usual -
breath of admiration, but this time
in stairsteps of new and startled
wonder as I gazed down at the
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exquisite doll-little gloves cov-
ering delicately fingered hands,
cobweb socks shading the shapely
sculptured feet, and just as she
must have used all but invisible
needles and gossamer floss for the
knitting, Miss Mary must have

- had a miniature wheel and an

even finer floss for spinning the
golden Rapunzel hair.

She handed me the box and
stood, smoothing down her skirts,
and walked to the door and out
before I could find the exclama-
tory words for the beautiful doll
with dancing feet and fairy hands
and its smiling kid face framed in

gold.

I heard the sputter of the

Model A engine and looked up to
see the cloud of dust form a
"horseshoe in the road as Miss
Mary took off for the mountain.

I stood there for long minutes,
the shoe box in my hands. Then,
with careful thumb and forefinger,
I lifted the delightfully lovely doll
from the box and propped it on a
table against an Old Mr. Hard-

" wicke spool cabinet.

I didn’t touch the dainty" hands
and feet, nor the hair, the long,
golden, Rapunzel hair that hung
to the. waist of the shining cala-
manco gown. Why had Miss Mary
allowed Billy Dean to carve the
hands and feet, and where had she
found the hair?

THE DOLL

The Cindy Lou hair perhaps?

I backed off, staring at the doll,
and felt the blast of-hot air from
the outside as the door opened
and Tommy entered, all energetic
and responsible now that his jeep
engine was shined to timepiece
brightness and he was ready to
take off-the wrong way—to
Pearly Purcell’s for her latest petit
point..

The door closed behind him
and, without seeing anything, not
me or anything else in the shop,
Tommy splayfooted his way
toward the rear living quarters to
pick up the weekly supplies he
delivers to Pearly.

Midway he stopped abruptly,
his sneakered feet hard on the
floor. He twisted flatly, rubber
squeaking, and dropped to a squat
before the doll, becalmed in cata-
tonic attention.

Tommy, who is halted by noth-
ing but another jeep on the road,
except for the slanted eyes and
switching hips of a pretty girl in
the shop, was halted by the doll;
mesmerized, immobilized, in
stooping genuflection, and the pic-
tures flapped through my brain
again, mixing news items with old
suspicions and now the new.

“Tommy,” I said.

He didn’t hear, he didn’t move.

I walked across the bare floor,
the soles of my shoes making
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tired, dragging sounds in the si-
lence. I reached him and stooped
by his side. “Do you remember
the girl, Tommy?” I said and
touched his shoulder. Then louder,
“Tommy, do you remember the
girl?”

He dragged his eyes away from
the doll. “What girl?” he asked
and looked back at the doll.

“The girl, Tommy,” I persisted.
“The very pretty girl,” and I
thought of flowers, wheat, and
sun-ripened peaches all in season.
“The girl,” T said. “The girl with
hair like that,” and held a finger
over the doll.

“Golly yes, Mom,” he said sud-
denly as he rocked back on his
heels. “Here, in the shop. She had

hair like sunshine. Like the doll’s:

hair.” His smile of remembrance
was like sunshine too as he looked
at me and back at the doll:
“Could you keep the doll in the
shop forever, Mom, so I could
look at the hair? I won’t touch it.
I just want to look at the hair
sometimes,” and he reached out a

hand that hovered_ but did not .

touch. -

I hugged him, but briefly, be-
cause he was always embarrassed
by any show of affection. It had
been only Cindy Lou’s hair that
~ held him statue-still that spring
day in ‘the shop—only her hair,
‘not her swivel hips or slanted eyes

. not that she was a girl, a
pretty girl, only that she had hair
as bright and shining as the sun,
and he wanted to look at her
hair—not to touch, only to look.

I rose. “Yes, Tommy,” I said,
patting his shoulder, “we’ll keep
the doll. We'll keep it right here.
And you can come in and look -at
it every time you get tired of pol-
ishing your jeep engine.” Then I
reminded him of Pearly Purcell
and he went into the back to pick
up her week’s supplies and out
again, with one loving glance
toward the doll, and packed the .

- supplies in the jeep and took off—

the wrong way.

I backed away from the doll.
and walked toward it. I studied
the hair from one side and then
the other; without- touching. The
Cindy Lou hair. Well!

I would have to find out where
Miss Mary Applegate found the
Cindy Lou hair to stitch so beau-
tifully on the little kid head of her
newest doll. I hung the CLOSED
sign in the window, but did not
lock the front door. Nobody in
Mountain  Hollow locks doors.
Then I went through .the living
quarters, out. back, and climbed -
into my Volkswagen. If Miss Mary
Applegate could drive a Model A
down the mountain to bring me a
doll wearing Cindy Lou’s hair, I
could surely drive a Volks up the
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mountain to find out where she-

got that hair. :

The car was like a steam room
and dust spread in clouds. I left
the windows rolled up and drove
through the sleepy little town,
clattering over planks, to rise al-
most immediately on the old
mountain road, all closed in hotly
with growing suspicion and mag-
nified conjecture. Miss Mary Ap-
plegate had, indeed, gone crazy
after all her years of hating Mrs.
Libbylowe for cheating her out of
being Mrs. Marylowe so that she

had to make her babies with her

heart instead of with love. I
reached a hairpin turn and eased
around it. So Miss Mary Apple-
gate killed Cindy Lou and
snipped off hér hair to make real
Lowe babies. '
The air, just as Miss Mary had
described, was cooler, fresher and
clearer up along the mountainside.
- I stopped the car for a moment,
rolled down the windows and
-mopped my face with a tissue—
but how could Miss Mary find
Cindy Lou to kill her out of
years’-long spite and cut off her
hair for the doli? How could
" ninety pounds of age kill a hun-
dred and twenty pounds of youth?
She couldn’t. She simply could
not. '

I crossed through the edge of
the Upper Valley where Tommy

THE DOLL

was probably crouched in wonder
over a new nest of wild rabbits, or
listening with interest to Pearly’s
birdealls, or adoringly feeding the -
pet squirrel—anyway, something
innocent, as innocent as a child-
like admiration for sun-filled hair
... Billy Dean did it/ T almost
went off the road.

Braking the car, I mopped my
face and thought of Billy Dean’s
weekly trips down the shortcut
side of the mountain to the far
end of Upper. Valley and. the
rocky foothills just beyond the
church and parsonage.

I let off the brake and pressed

the horn as I rounded a blind
curve. Billy Dean, lonely and frus-
trated . . . Billy Dean killed her
out of love and rejection, or fright
or anger—or something; and his
twice-removed cousin or once-re-
moved aunt, whichever, found
out . . . .
I was sweating in the now-cool
mountain air and the breeze
caused by movement . .. Miss
Mary had snipped the hair and
forced Billy Dean to carve the
hands and feet in order to tell the
town dand Mrs. Libbylowe that a
Biddle wood-carver, whom she
looked down upon, had killed
Cindy Lou, and she was just too
nice to say it out loud.

I was almost there. I would be
able to see Miss Mary Applegate’s
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place if it weren’t for the sorrel
and oxalis and the thick scrub oak
that hid the scrambled building
set in the center of a narrow shelf
of land. As I made a sharp tumn to
enter the valley and drive into
Miss Mary’s carefully swept dirt
yard, I didn’t believe any of the
suspicions I had formed on the
way up, nor a single carefully
~ worked-out conjecture.

I stepped from the car ex-

‘ hausted.
The Applegate family, one of

the oldest on the mountain, built

the original house generations ago,
and it is now a hodgepodge of
newer additions built against old
structures never torn down. Miss
Mary sprang forth from the cen-
tral structure the minute my Volks
settled in a cloud of dust.

I walked the required distance
toward her and stopped a decent
space away from her, a hill-folk
custom that allows a formal mea-
sure of privacy. I spoke of the
weather, the dryness of the oak
and sorrel, while she solemnly
agreed and offered her own ame-
nities. )

“The doll,” 1 said, breaking all
" the rules. “The doll, Miss Mary. 1
came to ask you about the
doll . . .” and found I didn’t need

to. She gave me the answer by

stepping aside to allow Cindy Lou
“through the door, followed by

Billy Dean at her footsteps.

The flowers-wheat-and-peaches
girl who had been in season in the’
early summer, was now in the fall,
not only. ripe but bearing fruit
and carrying it proudly under the
waist of her dress, her hair cut in’
chopped-off bangs across her fore-

“head. Billy Dean, the proud fa-

ther-to-be, had soared only as high
as he wanted to go and was no
longer lonely, I could tell by the
way he formed an arch of
triumph above her.

“We’ll be naming it Lowen if
it'’s a boy,” announced Miss Mary,
“and Lowena if it's a girl,” and
crossed her arms contentedly over
her skimpy breast as if she were
holding the baby she had always
wanted with the name she had al-
ways felt should be hers. “Biddle,”
she added, in total acceptance of
the “bad” branch of the family.

“They’ll be wed as soon as a.
proper preacher can edge into the
church long enough to say the
words,” and Miss Mary Applegate
smiled the smile of a late winner
by default.

I left them there, a family
group—an Applegate, Biddle and a -
Lowe—and drove on down the
hill, wondering what Mrs. Libby-
lowe would say when she heard. I
thought I knew. She would prob-
ably say, “like mother like daugh-
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ter,”-and crochet another flowered
afghan, ‘

I suppose, long ago, 1 should
have been able to figure out what
really happened that early sum-
mer day when Billy Dean took
Cindy Lou’s hand and led her up
the rocky foothill. Their getting
together was practically a pro-
phetic certainty, with the girl
trapped in a garden, switching her
hips and slanting her eyes to get
free, and with Billy Dean, hungry
and lonely, seeing her there every
blessed week. .

1 should have known too, that
Billy Dean would hide her in his
broken-down ell, that Miss Mary
would find her without too much
trouble and know exactly what to
do with her—and when. I should
have known that the summer per-
fection of Billy Dean’s smiling
little figures didn’t mean that he
was wanting to soar to the
heights, but that he had "already
Soared, settled and was satisfied.

I should have deduced what
had happened and interpreted it

instead of falling apart with panic.

that poor Tommy’s child-brain
had led his man-body into trag-
edy. I should have known, but
even though I was born in these

parts and lived here until I left
for college, 1 cannot understand
my hill people—their stark sim-
plicity, their devious obliquity and
the beauty of their symbolism.

I can only spread the news
about Cindy Lou and let them
take over, which they will do sim-
ply, by finding a preacher; and
deviously, by naming Miss Mary
“Grannymary;”” and sym-

bolistically, by hand-turning

cradles instead of spool cabinets
and petit-pointing babies instead
of bunnies.

I reached the edge of the Up-
per Valley just as Tommy swung
out and onto the mountain road. I
followed him down and he never
knew 1 was behind him, for
Tommy has a one-track mind
which was then on the road be-
fore him. He will clatter over the
planks into town and swerve to
the left for the shop, open the
hood of the jeep and polish the
engine without remembering the
doll-not until the engine shines
bright and he enters the shop and
the sight of it stops him in his
splayfooted tracks and holds him
in catatonic attention because of
the hair . . . just because of .the
hair.

THE DOLL
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Silence may be harder to swallow than the bitter truth.

= N\

/___‘E————”“ ~
2 o

PSS
iy

cCecle T ET

PIT

(==

|
€.

If you walk west up State Street
from the First National Bank
building, you pass Harrison Sav-
ings and Loan in the middle of
the next block. If you keep walk-
ing west for another hundred
yards, you come to the North Side
" Mall, which is a big shopping cen-
ter containing seventy-one stores
and shops of various kinds, in-
cluding the North Side branch of
Peoples Bank and Trust Company.

You see? Three financial institu-
tions within two blocks of each
other in the busiest part of town;
and one rainy Thursday, Earl
Shedd robbed them all, in a total
elapsed time of fifteen minutes.
He would have got away clean
with forty-three thousand and
some-odd dollars if it hadn’t been
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for Mildred del Rey and p0551bly
Gloria Colton.

He had everything- worked out
neatly beforehand, even to the
stop at the drugstore in Morn-
ingside where Gloria Colton
worked behind the cosmetics
counter.

He dropped in there at 11:40
and wandered to the back of the
store like any tall, spectacularly
handsome, devil-may-care young
man intending to buy his girl or
his mother a present of a new lip-
stick, or powder compact, or
something of the sort for her
birthday, perhaps. He looked just
the slightest bit embarrassed, but
eager, too, if you can picture that
combination.

The eagerness was for Gloria—

ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



the embarrassment was strictly an
act—for Gloria was standing be-
hind her cosmetics counter with
every cell of her superb body ex-
uding animal magnetism. Her
lovely face was only partly
screened from Earl’s gaze by the
rack of hair nets, emery boards
and plastic combs that occupied

the end of her counter. Gloria was

blonde as well as billowy, and her

blue eyes held an acquisitive glint
that told a lot more about her
than her beauty or her beguiling
air of innocence. Gloria was an
ambitious girl—ambitious to get
her hands on what she called “im-

TRIPLE PLAY

portant money” (as compared to
the unimportant salary she made
as a drugstore clerk)—and she
didn’t care how she did it. Which
accounts, perhaps, for her will-
ingness to fall in with Earl’s plans
although, in all fairness, it must be
said that Gloria didn’t find Earl
himself in the least objectionable.
With his looks, what woman
would? In fact, she told herself,

"Earl would be the swinger of her

dreams as soon as he had money.

There were no customers at her
counter when Earl arrived there,
so they could talk with com-
parative freedom. They kept their
voices low. From time to time,
Gloria would draw a small glass
stopper out of a sample bottle of
perfume and wave it profes-
sionally under Earls nose as they-
talked, thus making it immediately
evident to any observer that she
was merely helping him to select
a suitable scent for his girl or his
mother.

“Today, baby,” Earl said to her,
“today. It’s rainy, the streets will
be crowded at the lunch hour. I'm
going to try it today.”

“Good!” she said. “T'm tired of
waiting  around.”

“Me, too.” He pushed back the
hood of his waterproof jacket and
pulled the zipper down a few
inches. The jacket was too big for
him; it hung almost to mid-thigh.
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“You going to steal a car like
you said?”

“Better than that. 'm using
Mildred’s.”

“Mildred’s!”

“Sure.” He laughed at her sur-
prised expression. “Why not?”

“Does she know what you're us-
ing her car for?”

He nodded, pulling his head
back from the perfume sample she
was waving under his nose.

Gloria frowned. “Isnt that dan-
gerous?”

“Not a.bit. Look, Glorla, I told
you all about Mildred. She’s a real
slob—too dumb to come in out of
the rain—but she loves me. Loves
me, you dig? She'll do anything
for me, as long as she thinks I'm
going to marry her. And she
thinks I am.” He laughed.- “How
about that, Gloria? She doesn’t
even know my right name and she
thinks I'm going to marry herl
Me, the total stranger she met in

- a singles bar two ‘months ago and
fell deeply in love with. You
know something, Gloria? Mildred’s
so lonely she’d fall deeply in love
with a parrot if it sald hello to
her.”

They both laughed at this
wicked, malicious statement. Then
Gloria sobered. “She’ll still talk,
Earl, dumb or not, when she finds
you've gone for good.”

~ “Not before Sunday night, she

won’t. Because she expects to
meet me in Philadelphia Sunday
night and get married. And by
Sunday night, you and I will be
living it up in Vegas, baby.” :

“Earl!” Gloria couldn’t help
smiling. “That’s really a mean
thing to do to her!”

"“The hell with her. She was
okay till I met you. Now she’s
nothing but a dumb, crazy-jealous
broad with an available getaway
car.” )

“What does she think about
me?” Gloria asked. “Or haven’t
you mentioned me to her?” ‘

“You think I'm nuts? Jealous as
she is? She doesn’t even know you
exist]” )

Gloria turned thoughtful. “If
you stand Mildred up in Phila-
delphia, how do I know you won’t
stand me up in Las Vegas? In fa-
vor of some girl you're meeting in
Montreal, maybe?”

Earl snorted. “Don’t you go
jealous on me, now! Mildred’s all
the jealous I can take. You still
got the plane fare I gave your”

“Right here.” She tapped her
splendid bosom with one fore-
finger. Earl’s eyes followed the
gesture appreciatively.

“That’s proof I'm meeting you,
isn’t it? Giving you flying money?
I didn’t give Mildred any, I'll tell
you that. She’s using her own
dough to go to Philadelphia.”
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Gloria said, “Where do I meet
you?

“The Azure Sky Motel in
Vegas, sometime Saturday night.
I'll be there by Saturday after-
noon, even if I stop to ditch Mil-
dred’s car along the way. So tell
‘’em youre my wife at the motel,
okay? I'll have signed us in al-
ready.” ,

“Fine,” Gloria said. “T'll buy
my ticket during my lunch hour
today.” She held out another per-
fume sample on its glass stopper
for him to sniff. He bent his head
to it, still the undecided customer,
just as a stentorian voice from the
front of the store yelled, “Gloria!”

Gloria’s arm jerked in surprise.
“Yes?”

“Woman on the phone wants to
know if we sell Caron’s Fleurs de
Rocaille.”

“Tell her no!” Gloria shouted
back. -

Earl pushed her hand away and
said, “Wish me luck, baby..Satur-
day night in Vegas. Okay?”

“Okay,” Gloria murmured.
“Azure Sky Motel.” Then she
* couldn’t help adding, “Get as
much as you can, Earl. Get a lot!”

He nodded, smiling at her, and
said in a loud voice, “I'm afraid
to make the decision myself. I
guess I'll have to check with her
to see which perfume she likes
best,” and turned around and left

TRIPLE PLAY

the store, smug and satisfied.

Gloria looked after him,

From the drugstore, Earl
walked through the rain down
Pontasset Street to the beat-up
half-a-duplex occupied by Mildred
del Rey.

Mildred was a lush, steamy bru-
nette with the last clinging ves-
tiges of a Spanish accent, giving
her simplest statement an insidious
charm. Earl thought she was more
Mexican than Spanish. She was a
night operator at the telephone
company and, as Earl had told
Gloria, probably the loneliest girl
in the city ... until the night
she’d met Earl in a singles bar,
just before going on duty at the
telephone company.

Now her life was a song; she

"had found a man she loved. She

was almost deliriously happy at
the prospect of marrying -him,
even if he had confessed to her
that their marriage would have to
be funded in a rather unorthodox
way. By bank robbery, not to put
too fine a point on it. Still, mar-
riage, Earl, and Philadelphia, in
that order, beckoned ineluctably
to Mildred. When Earl rang her
doorbell at five minutes to twelve,
she was dressed, made-up and
scintillatingly ready for him.
“Earl!” she cried, drawing him
into her livingroom and closing
the door behind them. As soon as
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he pushed back his rain hood she
threw her arms around his neck
and nuzzled into his shoulder.
“Oh, it has seemed so long since
last night!” she said. She drew her
head back and looked at him.
“You're in a brown study over
something. What is it? Oh, Earl, is
today to be zero hour?” She was
full of stupid expressions like that,
and Earl had grown to hate them.
“The car is ready when you are,
darling. 1 had it serviced yester-
day. It’s full of gas and oil. Ready
" to be the sweet chariot that will
bring you to me in Philadelphia!”

Sweet chariot! Earl grunted.
“Great, Mildred. Because this is
the day. Steady rain, big crowds
on the streets with umbrellas and
rain hoods, and bound to be
- plenty of parking spaces at the
- Mall.”

“What time do you want the
car? And where exactly shall I
leave ‘it?” Mildred spoke like a
woman who is already. married
~ and obeys her husband’s slightest
wish. She nuzzled Earl again.

Earl looked at his watch.

“Twelve-twenty-five at the very
latest. Half an hour from right
-now. Park as close to the Sleepy
Goods Store as you can. Back the
car into the curb, facing out, so I
won’t have to waste any time
turning, and leave the motor run-
ning. Okay?”

“Tll have it there, don’t you
worry, darling. And Earl, be care-
ful, won’t you? I can hardly
breathe thinking of the danger
you I be in!”

“No danger baby,’ Earl re-
monstrated. “Just a simple little
heist. Don’t you worry. I'll be in
Philadelphia by Sunday night, and
we'll get married. The high point
of my life.” .

“I don’t know,” Mildred said,
suddenly feeling depressed. I
can’t believe you're marrying me
when every girl who looks at you
would commit absolute murder to
marry you.”

“Hey!” Earl said, patting her
arm. ‘“‘Bad-mouthing yourself
again! I don’t like that, Mildred. I
love -you, baby. So forget -about
other girls and just simply meet
me in Philly on Sunday night.
Okay‘f’

. “Have you ever been in Phlla—
delphia before?”

“Never.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive. Why?”

“I just wondered whether you
knew any girls there. Girls who
might try to take you away from
me.”

“Nobody’s going to take me
away from you, baby.” He drew.
her to him and kissed her with
impressive passion.

“I 'love you, Earl,” she said,
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with the corny Spanish accent
coming through strong. “I don’t
know what I'd do if you fell for
some other girl.”

Earl glanced at his watch. “I
. got to be moving. You have the
bags?”

“Of course.” She ran across the
room and got three paper bags
out of a table drawer. “Here, dar-
ling. And please, please, be care-

ful.”

“T'll be careful. Sunday night in
Philly, remember. You know the
place?” ,

“The Greenwich Motel on City
Line Avenue. Yes. I'll be- there
when you arrive. I'll take the bus
tonight.” '

“Fine,” Earl said. He kissed her
again. )

She looked up for a moment
into his eyes and then returned his
kiss. “Don’t worry about the car,”
she murmured. “It'll be. there
when you need it.”

He folded the three paper bags
into a compact bundle, put them
under one arm beneath his jacket,
zipped up the jacket and went out
her front door to the street, -pull-
ing the rain hood over his head.
He turned north, lifting one hand
in a touching gesture of faith and
courage to Mildred, who watched
from her doorway.

When he was a little way up
the street, Mildred put on her

TRIPLE PLAY

raincoat and transparent plastic
rain hood, went out to the carport
and started up her 3-year-old car.
She headed for the North Side
Mall, hoping she could find a
parking place in front of the
Sleepy Goods Store. She still had
twenty minutes before Earl would
need her car. Plenty of time.

The bank robberies went
smoothly.

In the First National, Earl
walked calmly to a teller’s win-
dow where no other customers

"waited, pushed his crudely let-

tered notice through the slot and

~waited, half-smiling inside his rain

hood while she read it: HOLDUP.

"FILL. THE BAG WITH MONEY

OR YOU'RE DEAD.

The teller didn’t hesitate. Her
eyes widened in sudden terror, but
her hands were quite steady as
they scooped the money from her
drawer into the paper bag he
pushed through the window to
her.

Earl knew her instructions for
holdups. They all got the same
ones. Play it cool; do what the
man says, until after he leaves
your window; then be a heroine,
if you must, but remember, we’re
insured. - Earl also knew that by
touching a concealed button under
her counter, she could activate the
cameras that would take his pic-
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ture. But who can recognize any-
.body from a picture that only
shows a featureless pale blob of
face, far back in the shadows of a
too-big rain hood?

He took the bag of cash the

~ teller pushed over to him, along
with his holdup note, said, “Thank
you, Miss,” in a polite voice, and
walked out the door of the bank.
He was on the sidewalk before
the teller could turn in the alarm.
There were hundreds. of people
passing along State Street, many
with umbrellas and rain hoods,
many carrying packages and shop-
ping bags. Earl merged into the
sidewalk crowd like another pea
in a pod, as Mildred would have
put it. By the time First Na-
tional’s bank guard ran out onto
the sidewalk to see if he could
spot the holdup man, Earl was al-
ready pushing through the revolv-

ing door of Harrison. Savings and

Loan. After all, where’s a safer
place for a bank robber to be
when the chase begins than inside
another bank? ‘

- In Harrison Savings and- Loan,

Earl repeated his procedure, right
down to the “Thank you, Miss,”
vaguely pleased with the thought
that they might dub him “The -po-
lite robber” or ‘“The grateful
thief” when they reported his
thefts in the newspapers.

This time, when the alarm was

sounded, Earl was already enter-
ing the North Side branch of Peo-
ples Bank and Trust. He wasn’t
even breathing fast. As he saun-
tered into the Mall, he’d seen Mil-
dred’s car parked just where he
wanted it—in front of the Sleepy
Goods Store, with the motor run-
ning. Through the misty rain, he
could see the drift of pale exhaust
smoke coming from the car’s tail
pipe.

Again, he noticed, the sidewalks
along the Mall were nicely
crowded with people in rain gear.
This is a breeze, he mused—no
sweat at all—and probably the
first triple robbery in the city’s
history. The thought caused him
to put genuine feeling into his
“Thank you, Miss,” at Peoples-

Bank.

Two minutes later, he was strid-
ing down the Mall with his three
paper bags of money stowed out
of sight in the. specially-sewn
pockets inside his too-big jacket.

He stepped into Mildred’s car
without drawing a single. suspi-
cious glance, and pulled’ out into
State Street just as the sirens be- -
gan in earnest. He felt excited,
proud and happy, all at once, as
he turned west on State Street.
He’d brought it off, a triple play.
He was safe, he thought>
triumphantly, and he was also
rich. There was a small fortune in
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his three paper bags if he were
any judge—and he was.

He drove westward toward the
Interstate that would take him
swiftly out of town. His headlights
were on, as the state law required
them to be when rain was- falling.
His windshield wipers thudded
solemnly back and forth. He
drove as sedately as a dowager on
her way to church, avoiding any
appearance of haste, keeping well
within the posted speed limit; a
solid citizen, going about his law-
ful business.

That’s why he was so surprised
to see a police car pull up behind
him when he stopped for a red
light at State and Amberson. A
coincidence, of course. Still, it
made him uneasy. He felt even

more uneasy—in fact, definitely -

startled—when another patrol car
‘spilled out of Amberson on the
green light, Wild panic squeezed

his heart when the patrol car, .

coming out-of Amberson, stopped
in the middle of the intersection

exactly in front of “his car, less:

than two feet from its nose.

He was boxed in—he saw that
instantly—a sitting duck. He
thought of putting. his foot down
flat and plowing into the police
car ahead. Stupid. Mildred’s car
couldn’t crash a small child’s red

wagon without falling to pieces
less of her to go into the bank and

on the spot. He considered jump-

“ TRIPLE PLAY !

ing out and running for it. Too
-late.

Four policemen, two from each
car, converged on him like hom-
ing pigeons, as Mildred might say,
unsnapping their pistol holsters.
So, when he was sternly ordered
to get out of the car and put his
hands on the roof, he did just that.

‘What else was there to do?

At his trial, Mildred testified
under oath that she’d been makirg
out a deposit slip in Peoples Bank
and Trust’s North Side branch
when, happening to lift her eyes
from her slip, she’d noticed this
man in a rain jacket and hood,
pushing a paper bag through a
teller’s window. She thought the
teller looked dreadfully pale and |
upset, so, out of curiosity more :
than anything else, she had
watched the rest of the drama un-
fold. She couldn’t, at first, actually
believe that she was witnessing a
holdup, and that explained why
she followed the man out of the
bank before giving the alarm. The
man had reconnoitered the cars
parked nearby in the parking lot,
and finally, to her horror, he had
climbed into hers in front of the
Sleepy Goods Store and driven

. away!

Then she was sure, all right!
Yes, she admitted, it was' care--
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leave her engine running, but it

was a rainy day and she intended

to be gone only a few minutes.
Yes, she had instantly run back
into the bank when the robber ap-
propriated her car. What did she
do then? She told the bank guard

to telephone the police at once -

that a bank robber, who had just
been seen holding up the teller at

window four, had stolen her car

from the parking It and‘Wis*now
heading west on State Street. She
reported the make and license
number. Naturally, it didn’t take
them .long after that to catch the
robber..Yes, that was the man, all
right, sitting there in the . dock.
No, she had never seen him in her
life before he held up Peoples
Bank and Trust.

Well, that did it for Earl, of
course. Not that her testimony
was needed. The three bags of
money under his jacket were evi-
"dence enough, and the toy pistol
in his outside jacket pocket.

After he went into federal
prison, Mildred came to see him
on the first visiting day. She gave
him her dumb smile and touched
his hand, which was resting on the
heavy wire mesh between them.
“Hi, darling,” she said. Then, pre-
dictably, “Long time no see. Are
they treating you all right here? I
just want you to know that I'll be
waiting for you when you come

out. We can still be married.”

Earl shuddered. “I don’t want
you to wait for me, Mildred. All 1
want from you is one little thing.”

“What's that?” she asked, al-
though she already knew, of
course.

“I want. you to tell me why the
hell you set me up for the cops?
You said you loved me. You were
willing to marry me. Bank rob-
bery didn’t plt’you off—you knew
about that all along.”

“I did love you, Earl. I still
do.” She was earnest.

“Thén why did you set me up?”

“Because 1 will. not stand for
my fiancé,” she pronounced it in
her la-de-da way, “paying atten-
tion to another woman! That’s
whyl’ ' g

“What made you think I was
playing around with another
woman, for cripe’s sake?”

“The shoulder- of your jacket
smelled unmistakably of perfume
when you kissed me good-bye that
day. Chanel Number Five, I
think.”

Earl nodded. He'd guessed that
was it.

“So I decided you'd just have to
be taught a little lesson,” Mildred
went on. Then, rather anxiously,
she asked, “You did see another
woman that morning before you
came to my house, didn’t you?”

“Sure,” Earl said. “Her name is
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Gloria Colton and she works in a
drugstore on Pontasset Street. At
the cosmetics counter. And I had
promised to meet her in Las
Vegas with my stolen money.”

“Earl! You didn’t!”

“I did. Just like I promised to
meet you in Philadelphia.”

Mildred’s eyes went sick for a
second before hot anger kindled in
them—a flare of jealousy that
made her seem really quite Span-
ish. “You . .. you . . . Blue-
beard!” she choked out. “Con-
scienceless Bluebeard!”

Bluebeard? Well, Earl thought,

he got away with it. I didn’t.. The

only question nagging him npow
was strictly. academic. Yet he
wished he knew the true answer
to it.

Had Gloria touched that per-
“fume stopper to. his shoulder on
purpose so that Mildred would
know he’d been with another
woman? Realizing that Mildred
might do something violent to
him out of jealousy? Why would
Gloria do such a thing? Earl
sighed. Unless she was jealous, too,
and didn’t trust him as far as she
could see him. That must be it. So
she’d settled for the airplane fare.

He’d been stupid to give her any
money at all, but he’d wanted
both Mildred and Gloria out of
town for a few days after his
heist.

Mildred spoke in such a fierce
voice that the guard at the door
raised his eyebrows. “Which one
~of us were you actually going to
meet, Earl? This . . . this Gloria
person, in Las Vegas? Or me, in
Philadelphia? Which? I've got to
know!”

Poor lonely, jealous Mildred.
After what she’d done to him,
why should he tell her anything?
Let her stew. Earl looked her.
straight in the eyes through the
wire mesh and said, “Eat your
heart out, baby. You’ll never
know.”

Which was just as well for Mil-
dred, because the truth was that
when Earl started out of town
with his bank loot, he hadn’t been
going to Philadelphia- or Las
Vegas.

He'd been heading for Laredo,
Texas where, now that he had
money again, he could move back
in with Verna La Rue, a topless
nightclub waitress from his high
school days. )

TRIPLE PLAY
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Experience does count—even in callousness.

The generator stopped running
early this morning. I had grown so
accustomed to its distant hum that
I awoke with a start and probed
the darkness for the cause of my
. uneasiness. When I finally identi-
fied the silence, it was with relief,
rather than sadness or regret. My
hand crept up to touch the key
that hung from a chain at my
throat. It was just over four weeks
since that day when I decided to
lock Roger Hartley in the fallout
shelter. It has been an agonizing
time for me but now it is over, or
nearly so. '

I sit in a comfortable chair,
thinking back to its beginning—
and even before the beginning.

I scarcely remember my

mother. She went away when I
was a baby, and I knew only that
there was something shameful
about her going. Whether that
was the cause of my father’s mis-
anthropy or possibly a result, I
will never know. Whichever it
was, Father was the central and
almost the only figure in my life.
He disliked and distrusted every-
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one, and attempted to shape my
mind in the image of his own. I
never questioned his attitude, and
grew up with only as much con-
tact with other people as he could

not prevent. I regarded my teach-

ers and schoolmates more with in-

FOOL ME TWICE

difference than suspicion—they
hardly existed for me, and only
that until legal requirements were
satisfied. :

Father used to boast to me that
he had rarely been cheated in his
life, and never twice by the same
person. “Fool me once, shame on
you,” he would say. Then he
would pause and finish very delib-
erately, “Fool me twice, shame on
me.”

We have always lived out here,
miles from town and almost as far
from the nearest neighboring
farm. We had our own orchard, a
large garden, raised chickens and,

‘before Father’s death, two or.

three calves for butchering each
year. We lacked for nothing but a
few staples, which were supplied
by a trip to the nearest town once
in three months or so. -

In the years after the war, he
grew increasingly distrustful and
suspicious. He became obsessed
with the inevitability of nuclear
war, and grimly set about making
us even more self-sufficient.

There was, in the yard near the
back of the house, what we used
to call a cyclone cellar. It was a
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sort of dugout where we could
take shelter from tornadoes. He
enlarged it, shored up and sealed
the walls and heaped soil high
over its original contours. He re-
moved the weathered wooden
door and hung a heavy, insulated
door from an old walk-in freezer,
with a rubber seal around the
edges to make it airtight when
closed. He installed a sinall, com-
pact generator to power the shel-
ter’s lights and ventilation system,
fitting the latter with filters to re-
- move dust or any radiation-carry-
ing pollutant, and buried an enor-
mous fuel tank in the ground
nearby.

He laid a system of pipes to
collect ground water, providing an
independent water supply. The
water dripped into a tank high on
an inner wall of the shelter, then
settled slowly through layers of
charcoal and sand to produce per-
haps d gallon of water per day—
insufficient for hygienic purposes
but adequate for survival. He built
bunk beds against one wall, car-
ried out several items of furniture
from the house, and it was done.

We stored a large supply of
food, books, linens, candles,
matches and toilet articles on the
shelves, and we were ready for
the nuclear holocaust that never
came.

Father died eighteen years ago,

still believing it was only a matter
of weeks or months until the
world blasted itself to.radioactive
ash. If the urgency of his con-
viction has faded for me, the habit
of caution has persisted. Twice a.
year I have inspected and rotated.
the food supply, washed and aired
the linens, run the generator to
test its operating condition and ar-
ranged by mail for someone: to -
come and replenish the fuel re-
serves. I have reduced the emer-
gency food by half, as there is
only myself now, but otherwise all
is as it was when Father was
alive.

I still have a few fruit trees
near the house, but I sold the or-
chard and adjoining fields soon af-

~ ter Father’s death, as I was unable

to tend them and unwilling to
hire anyone to help. I insisted on
payment in cash, since Father—
and therefore I—have never
trusted banks. I suppose there
must be a great deal of money in
various safe places around the
house, but 1 have no idea what

- the total might be. I need little

for ‘the few purchases I make.
I have kept a garden, and

. chickens to provide me with meat

and eggs. The highway is a quar-
ter of a mile away, and every few
months I leave a grocery order
and money in my mailbox there,
and the mail carrier obligingly
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leaves the box of necessities by
my mailbox the next day.

I suppose people call me a re-
cluse, but the word carries con-
notations of rejection and Dbitter-
ness which I do not feel. Perhaps
it might have been applied to Fa-
ther, but in my case it is simply

that I have been content. His

company was enough for me, and
_since then my own has sufficed.
Until—

Ah, now we have come to the
beginning!

I was working in the garden
one afternoon, gathering the vege-
tables that were ready for can-
ning, when I saw Roger Hartley
for the first time. He was a tall
man, who moved with an easy,
animal-like grace. He carried his
jacket slung over his shoulder, and
his face was flushed from the Au-
gust heat. I watched him curiously
as he approached, wondering at
my .own lack of uneasiness at
seeing a stranger appear from no-
where.

He was about forty, I judged—a
year or two younger than I—and
as his face creased into a smile, I
was aware of a completely new
sensation. Beautiful is not a word
ordinarily used to describe a man,
but beautiful he was, with his
dark hair, white teeth and broad
shoulders above a flat stomach and
narrow waist.

FOOL ME TWICE

His car had broken down on
the highway, he told me, and he
had followed the lane from my
mailbox to the house in order to
ask the use of my telephone. He
seemed not at all disturbed to
learn I had no telephong, and ac-
cepted my awkward offer of a
glass of iced tea. I had never been
schooled in the art of hospitality, -
but he seemed so hot and tired, I
spoke without thinking, :

He carried the baskets of- to-
matoes and green beans to the
kitchen for me, talked animatedly
over several glasses of tea, helped
me with the kettle of hot jars I
was sterilizing, accepted my hesi-
tant offer to share a simple sup-
per—in short, he never left. When
I think of that night, and all the
ones that followed, I find my hand
gripping the key painfully. How
could such beauty come to this
ugliness?

The next day, he borrowed my
father’s old toolbox and walked
back to repair his car, driving it
in to park it near the house when
it was once more in operating or-
der.

I have said I was content with
my life, but now I knew that
there is a vast difference between
contentment and happiness. And I
was happy—deliriously so for a
few weeks before the lingering
pall of my father’s stern morality
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made me insist, however fearfully,
on the legalization of our union.

~ Roger' seemed delighted, as he
seemed to delight in everything I
said and did. He drove to town to
make arrangements, and those ar-
rangements brought a minister
and the necessary ‘witnesses to
my—to our house the next day.
The ceremony was simple and un-
expectedly brief, but it was all I
wished.

Nothing in my life had pre-
pared me for the depth of feeling
Roger Hartley had surprised in
me, and nothing in my life had
ever called forth the hatred I felt
when 1 discovered his treachery.

Habit dies hard, and although
"Roger’s car stood by the side of
the house, one morning just a
month ago I strolled out to the
mailbox to leave my grocery or-

der. I found the flag already up

and peered into the box. A letter

lay there and, realizing that Roger "

had written it, I picked it up and
studied it.

It was addressed to a Miss Doris
Beekman, and as I turned it back
and forth curiously in my hand, I
noticed that it was insecurely
sealed. 1 suppose I must have rea-
soned that we were truly one
now, and that what was his- was
mine, as I certainly considered all
that was mine his, and I opened
- it. Remembering now the para-

lyzing pain it brought to me, 1
wish I had not. And yet—"“fool me
once, shame on you.” '

For he had fooled me. The let-
ter assured an unknown “Dodie”
that all had gone according to
plan, including the services of old
“Parson” Carmichael, who no one
would ever have suspected of
being anything but a real clergy-
man. It wouldn’t be long until he
found all the cash—he’d already
collected almost twenty-five thou-
sand dollars from .various hiding
places around the old house. So
hang in there, baby, we've just
about got it made . . .

I tore the letter into tiny bits
and let them slip from my fingers
as I walked numbly back toward
the house. It was ashes I ‘was

-strewing along my path, and the
taste of ashes was bitter in my

mouth.

It was then that I decided on
the method of my revenge, but it
was midafternoon before I felt
calm enough to suggest a tour of
the old fallout shelter. I went to
the pantry for the key on its long
chain, and walked ahead of Roger
to the structure, insulated by pain
against the charm’ of his conversa-
tion. -

Yes, I answered his incredulous
questions, I had actually kept it
stocked and. in readiness all these
years. Yes, it would sustain two
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people for about ten days, one
person for perhaps as long as a
month if necessary.

I unlocked the heavy padlock,
leaving it hanging open on the
door, and slipped the chain hold-
ing the key around my neck. The
door was wide, and we walked in
side by side. I pointed out the wa-
ter supply and food shelves, and
touched the switch that brought
the generator shuddering to life.

How simple it was with such an
unsuspecting victim! How cal-
lously one can walk out, slam the
heavy door and snap the padlock
into place! ,

And how clear in my mind is
the emotion that accompanied the
passing of those weeks! At first,
thinking it a prank or a tempo-
rary chastisement, the prisoner
chooses favorites from the canned
food, selects a particular book to
read to pass the time.

As time ‘goes by, however, the
thought of rationing the food
arises. The hours are endless, the
days are individual, living deaths.
The dozen or so books are read
- indiscriminately, then reread des-

perately in an effort to avoid the
thought that this is not a prank
after all, not a passing pique.

Yes, it is all so easy to imag-
ine—the hopeless pacing up and
down, back and forth, the pitiful

groping for comfort—nobody

would do this to a loved one! At
any moment now, the door will
open— , :

But the door does not open.
Four weeks and two days have
passed, and my neck still feels the
weight of the only key swinging
from its chain.

The generator stopped running
early this morning. The air has
grown stale and dead. The candle
consumes precious oxygen, but its
flickering light gives a last little
comfort. '

Now I will stop this ridiculous
business of explaining, put aside
my notebook and get up from the
comfortable chair my father
brought out here from the house
so long ago.

There is a single tin of corned
beef and a small jar of peaches
left. At least I will not die hun-

gry-
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Again we must acknowledge the truism that the game is never

over until the last out.

That Friday evening I was at the
high school covering a meeting
for my paper, the Beaver City Ga-
. zette. It was a routine get-together
between ‘the high school faculty
and the county school board and,
for the first hour or so, it was all
pretty dull. Then, around nine
o’clock; there was a coffee break.
The forty or fifty people in the
auditorium barged out to the first-
floor corridor and attacked a huge

coffee urn set up there, plus some .

trays of soggy doughnuts. I drank
coffee, yawned .at the pages of
scribbled notes I'd made, and
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thought about ducking out the
nearby front entrance; then a sud-
den series of echoing pops made
me change my mind.

Everyone looked at everyone
else with “What the hell was
that?’’ expressions. The high
school principal growled, “It
sounds like kids with firecrackers
down in the gymnasium.” _

Several of us headed for the
stairs leading to the basement. It
was dark down -there, except for a
gleam of light in an open door-
way on the far side of the gym. I
went that way while the others
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sprayed out in all directions, turn-
ing on the gym’s overhead lights,
yelling back and forth—everyone
glad for a little excitement.

I reached the open door and
looked into a cluttered little office
used by the school’s phys-ed in-
structor. 1 noticed a thin haze of
smoke in there, an acrid smell
and, as I stepped inside, a faint
whiff of a much nicer aroma—per-
fume.

Then I glanced to my right and
forgot about smells and smoke and
_kids with firecrackers.

A man was standing with his .

hands braced against the top shelf
of some kind of display case
against the wall. He was coughing
and choking "on the- blood that
trickled from his open mouth.
There were red blotches on the
front of his shirt.

For a moment I just stood
there, gawking.

The man ignored me, .-his eyes
fixed on the clutter of items on
that shelf. Then he brushed aside
a couple of metal trophies, some
other things. His hand closed on
something. Just as I moved toward
‘him, he turned. -

M Richard
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With a terrible urgency he
breathed, “She—she . . .”

Then he pitched forward into
my arms. I managed to break his

fall, ease his limp body to the

floor.

People were crowding the door-
way behind me now. Someone
asked in ‘a high, shrill voice,
‘“What’s happened in here?
What'’s the matter with Ray?”

The matter with him was that
he had three bullet holes in his
chest and he was quite thoroughly

" dead.

His name was Raymond Harris;
he’d been the physical education
instructor at Beaver City High
since the beginning of the school
term a few months before. He'd
come to Beaver City from some-
place back east. I knew him
slightly, from seeing him at par-
ties and around town, and he’d
been likable enough, if maybe a
little too impressed with himself.

He was about my age—in his
mid-twenties—all flashing white
teeth, bulging biceps, and boyish
charm. He’d been a big hit with
the ladies; in fact, he’d quickly es-
tablished himself as the local Don
Juan.

However that might be, he was
now dead, and it appeared that
one of his girlfriends was respon-
sible. I got to my feet and glanced
around the cubbyhole office.
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There was a desk, a couple of
chairs, filing cabinets, and the dis-
play case that held a motley col-
lection of sports mementos.

I used the desk phone to call
the cops and then the Gazette.
Luckily, the editor was still there,
getting ready for the big six-page
weekend edition.

minutes later and knelt by the body.

Chief Parker pried the ball out
of Harris" hand. It wasn’t a regu-
lation baseball, but one made of
molded plastic, yellowed with age.
Stamped on it were the words:
Souvenir of Yankee Stadium,
World Series 1956, Yankees vs
Dodgers.

Meanwhile I tried to keep
people out of the office and won-
dered why Ray Harris had spent
his last few seconds alive in
painstakingly selecting a baseball
from the things on the top shelf of
the display case. The ball was still
clutched in his fingers.

I had no idea, and neither did’

Chief of Police Simon Parker,
when he got there a couple of
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The chief grunted dubiously.
“Mebbe it was just the first thing
. that come under his hand, when
he started to fall.”

“l don’t know—he seemed to
know what he was doing,” I said.

Parker squinted at the display
case. There were several other
baseballs, tarnished metal trophies,
and photographs of Ray Harris in
gym shorts and in baseball uni-
forms. :

“Well,” Parker shrugged. “He

grabbed this ball—for whatever.

teason, if any—then he said ‘she’
once or twice, and keeled over.
- That it?”

I nodded. “Only trouble, he
didn’t say who ‘she’ was.”

“Yeah . . . I better talk to
those folks out there in the gym-
nasium. Doc? Can you tell me
anything, first?”

Dr. Johnson, who had arrived
with the chief and his two uni-
formed cops, glanced up from the
body on the floor.

“Uh huh,” he said. “This feller’s
‘dead. He might’ve lived over one
bullet, or even these two—but the
third one went direct to his heart.
Hard to believe he was able to
move around, once that hit him.”

“He did, though,” I said.

The doc blinked thoughtfully.
“Must’ve been somethin’ he
wanted to do awful bad, then.”

Chief Parker frowned at the
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souvenir baseball that he had
placed on the desk. He said,
“Could be.” -

“Heck, if he wanted to leave a
clue to who killed him, all he had
to do was yell out the name,” I
said. “There were half a dozen of
us crowding around him.”

“You ever been shot, son?” the
doc asked me.

“Shot at—but never hit.” A
“Uh huh. Believe me, a man
full of lead don’t necessarily act in
a sane and logical manner. At
least, not from a bystander’s point

of view.”

Chief Parker nodded. “But from
his own point of view—"

“Who knows?” the doctor
sighed.

Parker nodded again, and went
out. I stayed in the little office
long enough to phone in an up-
date tc my editor. Then I fol-
lowed the chief.

He was standing with the high
school principal, and a group of
subdued teachers. Quite a few of
the people had left.

The principal was wielding the
whitewash brush: “No, Mr. Harris
was a fine, hard-working young
man, highly thought of and re-
spected by the students and by his
fellow faculty members. I can
think of no possible motive for
anyone to—to harm him.”

A couple of the younger women
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dabbed at their eyes with their
hankies. One of them—a fluffy
little blonde named Ruth Peter-
son—gulped, “It must have been
an accident of some kind.”

Chief Parker said something.

equally plausible about stray
tramps, or maybe a sneak thief.

I offered, “Don’t overlook the
chance of an escaped lunatic.”

The chief eyed me without fa-
vor. I shrugged and turned away
to light a cigarette. '

Murder was rare inc Beaver
City—population three thousand
and some odd—and there was sel-
dom any mystery about the few
that did occur, but this business
tonight was something else.
Frankly, I doubted that Chief
_ Parker could handle it.

Now another of the teachers,
Ladonna Larson, said in a rather
‘hoarse voice, “Please, can we go
home now? I feel—"

“Yes, of course,” the chief said.
“No reason for you all to stay
around. If any of you think of
somethin’ that might help, give
my office a call.”

The group of teachers broke up
and headed for the stairs.

“Just like that?” I asked Parker.

He shrugged and took a com-
fortable puff at his ever-present
cigar. Then he waddled over to
talk to the doctor, who was ready
to cart away what was left of
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the ill-fated Raymond Harris.
I just stood there, shaking my

‘head sadly.

Another half hour went by in
futility as the chief’s men searched
the school building and the
grounds for the murder weapon,
or anything else in the way of a
lead. Nothing.

A few minutes before ten, al-
most an hour after the shooting, I
called my editor again, to report
that there was nothing to report.

“I think it’s time to get- the
sheriff over here from the county
seat,” 1 added. “Chief Parker’s a
nice old guy and all that, but—"

“Yeah, well,” the editor said.
“By. the way, I have an item you
can pass on to the chief.”

It seemed that just minutes ago,
a woman with a curiously muffled
voice had called the newspaper, .
wanting information concerning
an engagement party that was
supposed to take place during the
upcoming weekend. "

She didn’t know where the
party was to be, or the name of

-the girl getting engaged, though

she did know that the man in-
volved was Raymond Harris.
What she wanted was the name of
the girl.-

“Did she get it?” I asked.

“Not from us,” the editor said.
“Haven’t got anything on any
such party. I told the dame I
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doubted that there’d be any party,
since Raymond Harris was in no
shape to attend. She brushed that
aside, and repeated she wanted—
had to have—the name of the girl.
Then she hung up.”

“Any idea who she was?”

“Nope. She was obviously dis-
guising her voice by talking
through a wadded handkerchief or
something.”
~ “All right,” T said. I hung up,
and went looking for Chief
Parker. I.found him in the little

office off the .gym in the high

* school basement. By then he had
sent his minions on various er-

rands, and he and I had the build-.

ing to ourselves- except for the
janitor, who was wandering
around somewhere upstairs.

The chief was perched on a
corner of the desk, studying the
souvenir baseball he’d pried out of
Harris” hand. He looked up at me
and frowned,

“I was hopin’ you’d gone
home,” he said.

“Fat chance. Listen—” 1. told"

him about the woman’s -phone call
to the Gazette, then said, “You see
the implications?”

Parker didn’t answer at once.
He sat there, a middle-sized,
middle-aged man with a bland
round face and double chins,
blinking at me through silver-
rimmed glasses. What little hair
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he had left was standing out in all
directions from his habit of run-
ning his stubby fingers through it.

" Finally he said, “You happen to
notice that there’s four or five
more baseballs on the top shelf of
that display case? All of ’em auto-
graphed by New York Yankees of
one era or another. Young Harris
must’ve been a Yankee fan.”

I stared pityingly at the old
boy. Now he was down to trying
to change the subject whenever
anything with a direct bearing on
the murder was mentioned.

“Yeah, no doubt,” I said. “Fact,
I heard that he had a tryout with
the Yankee organization a few
years ago—he thought he was a
pitcher—but he couldn’t hack it.
Big deal. Now, look, the sheriff
can get here in an hour’s drive.

. It’'s no disgrace to call for help,
" for gosh sake.” )

Parker absently brushed a scat-
ter of cigar ash from the jacket of
the seedy blue suit he was wear-
ing. He blinked at me with a
mournful air, and said, “You men-
tioned somethin’ about ‘implica-
tions.” I reckon you mean the lady
that . called your paper might be
the killer. That mebbe she met
Harris down here tonight, and he
told her he was gettin’ engaged
and whatever had been goin’ on

‘between him and her was all over.
She didn’t take kindly to the no-
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tion of bein’ dropped—and pulled
a 25 and filled Harris full of
holes. Now, she wants to find the
girl and sort of finish the ]ob That
it?”

“Yes,”
tience. “The thing is, we need to
find the woman before she—"

“Uh huh.” Parker blinked some
more. “You don’t know of any

special friend Harris had? Some- .

one who -could tell us somethin’
solid about his privaté life?”
I shook my head. “He was

pretty much of a lone wolf. With-

2

emphasis on the ‘wolf.

“I believe it. I been sort of
waitin’ to hear from my office,
that somebody had phoned in a
tip or two—but no soap. Nobody
concerned is sayin’ anythin’.”

“What’d you expect? People
like these don’t want to get tan-
gled up in a messy situation.
About calling the sheriff—"

Parker grunted. “Mebbe later
on. Not just yet. But I'm won-
derin’ about this mess of notes you
give me a while ago—the notes
you made durin’ the shindig in the
~ auditorium. You figger you got the
names of most of the folks who
was therer”

As he spoke, the chief hauled
the nétes in question from a side
pocket of his jacket.

“Most of them, yeah,” T said.
“But you could get the complete

I said with some impa-.

list by asking the school princi-
pal—everyone at the meeting was
either a teacher or a member of
the school board. Maybe one or
two strays, like myself.”

Craning my neck around to
look over Parker’s shoulder, I saw
that he had circled in pencil the
names of all the women that 1
had listed. *

“Uh huh,” he muttered. -

“Kind of locking the barn door, -
though, isn’t it?” I asked with
some sarcasm. “I- mean,. you let
them walk out—"

“What would you’ve done?”

“Just for starters, I'd have

" searched every last person in the

joint. Then grilled them one by
one, where they were and what
they were doing when the shots
were fired. Then check and cross-

check their stories. Sooner or later .

discrepancies 'would’ve turned
up.

The chief puffed thoughtfully at
his cigar. “I see.”

“And don’t give me any non-
sense about tramps or sneak
thieves,” I continued.

“All right,” Parker said mlldly
“Appears like all the doors to the .
buildin’ was locked, anyways, ex- -
cept the front door. And the jani-
tor sort of hung around there all
evenin’ to keep .tabs on who come
in. He claims nobody set foot in-
side the buildin™ who wasn’t sup-
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-posed to be here on business.”

“Well then?” I snapped. “Obvi-
ously—"

“You know the janitor? Cranky
old cuss named Shelby. I'm in-
clined to take his word—about
some things.”

“Yeah, yeah,”
tiently.

“You was at the meetin’ your-
self, and you're kind of a trained
observer,” Parker mused. “How
about you tellin’ me when Ray-
mond Harris sneaked away to
come down here? And who fol-
lered him out?”

I blinked at the bland old cod—
ger. “You kidding? People were
coming in and going out all the
time. Then there was the coffee
break, everyone milling around—"

“Hmm. But of course you can
tell me who was where, and who
wasn’t, when you all heard the
shots and come downstairs here to
find Harris® Who was actin’ suspi-
cious? Not to mention who all left
the buildin” and went elsewhere
durin’ the ten minutes or so be-
tween the time you found Harris
and the time me and my boys
showed up. Well?”

“Hell, it was mass confusion,” I
grumbled. “Okay. Okay, you made
your point. Maybe questioning ev-
eryone wouldn’t have turned up
anything, but—"

I said impa-

“As for runnin’ a search,” the
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chief broke in, his faded blue eyes
taking on a nasty twinkle, “I
make it that you got about forty,
forty-five names listed here—and
more than half of ’em women.
Now, how dyou figger I'd go
about gettin’ all those ladies to
strip down for me? Even if they
was all still here—which they
wasn’t.” :

“All right!“ I yelled. “You made
your point.”

The chief shrugged. “As I
started out to say, I been goin’
over the names you took down.
Of course, I know a lot of them,
but not all. For instance, I crossed
off several of the ladies—folks like
Miss Glenn here, and Mrs. Dawes,
whore both pushin’ seventy.”

I took the list and frowned at
it. “You do agree that_ the killer
was a woman, then?”

Parker shrugged again. “Got to
start someplace. And ever’thin’ so
far kind of points to a woman.”

“Oh, come on,” I snorted.
“Harris. told us that much.”

“By groanin’ ‘she’ a couple of
times? He could just as easy been
tryin’ to say a man’s name—
Shelby, for instance. Not that I
think he was. I can’t quite see old
man Shelby wearin’ perfume, and
unloadin’ a .25 pistol at a man
from a range of a very few feet—
and only hittin’ him three times.
The other three slugs are scattered
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pretty good over the wall yonder.”

“Well . . . if we're right in
thinking the killer was a woman
that Harris had been playing
around with, she’s almost sure to
be one of the young, good-looking
high school teachers—and that
cuts the list down quite a bit.”

Using my ball-point pen, I drew
a line through several more femi-

" nine names.

“This one definitely doesn’t go
for men—no way; and this- one—I
was admiring her legs upstairs in
the corridor, just before we heard
the shots . . . This one is much
too plain for Harris’ taste,” and so
on. :

When I finished, I copied onto
a fresh page the names that were
left: eight women who, as far as I
knew at the moment, might possi-
bly fill the bill. A couple of them
1 had dated myself; and another
had turned me down,.at one time
or another.

“Here,” 1 said, handing the
notes back to Chief Parker. “But
remember, this wasn’t a complete
list to start with.”

He nodded, readmg the names:
Mary Tyler, Janice Cartwright,
Ruth Peterson, Carolyn King, La-
donna Larson, Betty ‘Ann Sum-
mers, Celia Pearce, Katherine
Mantle—she was the buxom red-
head who had turned me down
for a date.

I shook my head. “Hard to be-
lieve that any of them—"

“Uh hub,” said the chief. “I
know. But somebody did.”

He picked up the baseball that
he had placed on the desk when I
came in a few minutes ago, and
read aloud: “Souvenir of Yankee -
Stadium, World Series 1956, Yan-
kees versus Dodgers. Now what—"

“Wait a moment,” I said sud-
denly. “Yankees—Babe Ruth—Ruth
Peterson!”

I expected Parker to jump
through the ceiling; instead, he
muttered, ““Yankees—Mickey
Mantle—Katherine Mantle. Or-
Babe Ruth—the King of Swat. Or
baseball itself—the Summers’ Sport
. . Huh uh. I’d thought of
those.” . '

I was pacing back and forth in
the cramped area between the
desk and the door to the gym.
Now I wheeled around and
pointed a forefinger at the chief.
“For crying out loud, Mickey
Mantle probably played in the ’56
series!”

“Yeah. Only, amongst those
autographed balls on the shelf
there is one signed by Mantle.
And anothern has Babe Ruth’s
moniker on it. If that’s what Har-
ris meant, why didn’t he pick up
one with the right name on it?
You said yourself he took his time
at it—appeared to be pickin’ out a
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particular ball—and chose this one.”

I groaned. “This is all fantasy,
anyway. You were likely right in
the first place. He just happened
to grab that ball as he started to
fall over.” '

“I can almost see it,” he said.
“Right on the tip of my tongue

. The 1956 Series. Dum it,
what—"" Abruptly he raised a
palm and slapped it across his
wrinkled forehead. He , snapped,
“Of course! Harris was a would-be
pitcher—a Yankee fan—that must
be it!”

“What—who?” I stammered.

The chief was busily drawing

heavy pencil circles around a

name on the list of women.

I squinted at the name he had
circled. I still didn’t understand.
I'm a sports fan—more or less—but
" at the time of the '56 World Se-
ries I was about seven years old.

Now Parker asked, “What’s the
number of that sorry newspaper
you work for?”

I told him absently, and while
he snatched up the phone from
the desk and dialed the number, I
wandered over to a shelf that held
a row of battered sports volumes.
Among them was this year’s alma-
nac. I took it down, looked up
Baseball, and under that heading,
World Series Records. 1 turned
pages till 1 reached the 1956 se-
ries and almost at once came to

MURDER STRIKES OUT

an account of the game on Octo-
ber 8th, the only perfect game
ever pitched in World Series his-
tory, by a guy named Don Lar-
sen . . . i .
I looked up at Parker. He had
finished his phone call.

He nodded. “Uh huh. She spells
her last name with an o instead’ of
an e but—""-

““Ladonna Larson,”” I said
hoarsely. “Hell, I dated her a
couple of times. She was a little
too prim and standoffish for my
taste. 1 dont—where’re you go-
ing?”

The chief was at the door and
picking up speed.

I hurried after him. Minutes
later we were in his car speeding
through the dark and deserted
residential streets west of the high
school.

“Miss Larson has an apartment

‘a few blocks from here,” Parker

told me. “We’ll meet my scout
car there.”

I braced my hands against the
dashboard as we skidded around a
corner. Then Parker slowed the
car to a crawl; he stopped and
switched off the headlights.

He nodded toward a two-story
brick building just down the street
on our right. There were lights
showing at several windows and
at the front entrance.

I said, “Yeah, that’s where. La-
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donna lives. But what the heck,
you can’t barge in there and ar-
rest her just on the strength of a
theory—and a crazy theory at
that.”

“Don’t intend to,” the chief
said, leaning forward over the
steering wheel to peer toward the
apartment house. “Any minute
now, your boss at the paper is
goin’ to phone Miss' Larson. He’s
goin’ to tell her he still ain’t
found out who Raymond Harris
was plannin’ to get engaged to—
but he’s workin’ on it.”

I thought about it. “Oh. She’ll
think that she gave herself away
somehow when she called the Ga-
zette.” :

“Mebbe. If all the speculatin’
we been doin’ is right. And. if she
loses her nerve, just mebbe she
will come runnin’ out that door to
go around to the garage where
she keeps her car. And. since we
didn’t find that gun, just mebbe
she’ll have it in her purse. Lots of
ifs and mebbes.”

I spotted the shadowy shape of
Beaver City’s one black-and-white
scout car easing to the curb, sev-

eral houses in front of us, to wait.

At ten-thirty-one by my watch,
I saw movement in the lighted en-
trance of the apartment building,
the outer door flew open and La-
donna Larson flew out.

We met her on the front lawn.
It wasn’t pleasant. .

She did have the gun, a .25
Beretta automatic, in her handbag,
and once she realized it was all
over, she went to pieces.

It was about the way Chief
Parker had figured. Ladonna and
Ray Harris had been having a se-
cret affair. Tonight Harris had
told her. it was. over. She hadn’t
liked the idea.

That was that.

Later on, I stopped by the
chief’s ramshackle office at head-
quarters for a moment, before go-
ing across the town square to
write my story at the Gazette.

Parker looked at me somberly
and said, “You know, in all the
excitement, I plumb forgot to call
the sheriff to get hisself over here
and help me out.”

“Never mind the wisecracks,” 1

told him. “Tust—skip it.”
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Trust, like anything else, is curable if the medicine is potent

and appropriate.

Amelia Turner, still trim-and pe-
tite at fifty, capped the bottle of
pale-pink enamel which she’d
been applying to her nails and
shivered deliciously as the heroine
on the TV screen walked down a
dark alley where her father’s mur-
-derer lurked. "Background music,
apprehensive and staccato, tensed
Amelia’s nerves unbearably. For-
getful of wet polish, she pressed a
thumbnail to her teeth and willed
the girl to turn and run. Too late!
A dark hulk Junged out at her.
The girl screamed, shots rang out,
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spotlights flared and the murderer
sprawled on the pavement to
gurgle a dying confession as the
heroine collapsed on the young
detective’s shoulder. Triumphant
music; fade-out; commercial.
Amelia released the breath

she’d been holding, flicked off the .

television and began repairing her
“damaged thumbnail. With the
television silent, all the small fa-
miliar noises of the old house
crept back: the grandfather clock
on the landing; the clicks and
sighs as the furnace cooled in the
cellar; the gentle scratch of a tree
limb brushing an upstairs window;
the creaking plank between the
kitchen and dining room . . .

Amelia froze. That plank never
creaked by itself; only when
someone stepped on it. The
kitchen door! As if in televised in-
stant replay, Amelia saw herself
taking her dinner scraps out to
the garbage pail earlier and: leav-
ing the back door unlocked when
she returned! Silently, she raged at
her carelessness and her terror
mounted when the plank creaked
again, released from the intruder’s
weight.

Newspaper headlines detailing
‘unmentionable  crimes  flashed
through her mind, and the tele-
phone seemed miles away as she
forced her trembling legs to carry
her across the room. As she
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reached for the receiver, the din-

ing room door was flung open and

a h_arsh voice snarled, “Touch that
phone and you're dead!”

Whirling to face her assailant,
Amelia was struck by " laughter. -
“Oh,. Amelia.” The woman stand-
ing there giggled. “If only you
could see your face!” But when
Amelia, pale and trembling, sank
down on the telephone bench, the
woman’s giggles changed to re-

morse.

“Oh gee, honey, I really scared
you, didn’t I? Gee, I'm sorry, but
you've got to be more careful
about locking up. Think of that
woman over in Ripton last week
who had someone walk in her
open front door and murder her
right there in her own vestibule.”
Chattering nonstop, the woman
bustled into the dining room and
returned with a small glass of
sherry for Amelia. '

Clara Demarest was also in her
early fifties, but fighting every
month of it. Where Amelia was
soft white curls and delicate pastel
dresses, Clara was blue rinse and
vivid pants suits which over-
emphasized her hips. I only
meant to show you how easy it is
for someone to break into a big
barn of a house like this,” Clara
said righteously as-Amelia’s color
returned. “I could have been a
murderer—or worse!”
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“That’s the first time in months
I forgot to lock the door,” Amelia
protested.

“Once is all it takes,” Clara said
darkly, and her eyebrows knit in a
facial expression so like Henry’s
that Amelia’s heart turned over.
Clara’s brother had been dead ten
long years and they really hadn’t
looked alike, yet any memory of
Henry’s dear, earnest face could
still evoke that aching sense of
loss.

To cover it, Amelia busied her-
self with assuring Clara that she
was all right now. Mechanically,
she went through the motions of
hospitality, but her thoughts still
strayed to Henry and those lost
days of innocence.

Theirs had been a leisurely, old-
fashioned courtship; a love discov-
ered and blossoming in middle age
when both had outgrown the
painful shyness of youth. She had
been too much under her father’s
autocratic thumb to encourage a
lover, even if one had existed in
their small town with eyes to see
the untouched emotions concealed
beneath the guise of a dutiful
spinster daughter.

Henry, too, had suffered from
self-consciousness as a youth and
had hidden himself in the bank’s
Estates and Trusts Department,
where his years of careful atten-
tion to detail were eventually re-
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"warded by a vice-presidency. At

the death of Amelia’s father, it
was Henry who had guided her
through the minor intricacies of
the old man’s estate. If she called
at the bank too frequently at first
for his advice on this or that in-
vestment, he never made her feel
unwelcome. -Soon it had been he
calling her, and without any pre-
text of banking or estate matters.

“I think I will have a glass of
sherry,” Clara said, and her words
brought -Amelia back to the
present, since Clara seldom ac-
cepted spirits of any kind. “One
lush in the family’s enough,” she
often told Amelia with coarse
irony. ‘ ,

Amelia supposed it was better
to laugh than cry about Henry’s
weakness; and, to do her credit,

"Clara never made the remark to

anyone else, yet Amelia couldn’t
help wincing whenever she said it.
If Henry had to be dead, then let
his faults rest in peace, too. Re-
member only the good.

And he had been good, Amelia
thought, as she brought Clara
sherry and watched her plump
fingers lift the glass daintily. Even,
Clara, who couldn’t resist occa-
sional innuendos about Henry’s al-
coholism, remembered her
brother’s generosity with grat-

" itude: the way he’d stood by her
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when her husband died, leaving
her penniless and on the edge of a
nervous breakdown; how Henfy
had arranged for her recovery at a
decent rest home and later
brought her to share his own
house.

Over the years, Clara had told
Amelia all the details, but at the
time, Amelia had sensed Henry’s
embarrassment over his sister’s
misfortunes and she had asked no
questions. Henry had been grate-
_ful for her tact, and Amelia re-
membered the hopefulness with
which he_had introduced her to
Clara. He had so wanted them to
become good friends.

Were they good friends? Ameha
wondered now, watching Clara
finish her sherry with unwonted
relish. Certainly Clara was all that
remained to her of Henry. Only
with her could Amelia openly re-
member what might have been,
even though Clara had treated
their romance with amused con-
tempt at the time.

“Poor thing. You were so na-
ive,” Clara always said. When she
dwelt too long on Henry’s drink-
ing, Amelia almost hated her; but
then Clara would remember how
Henry had saved her from wid-
owed penury and both would
mourn his loss.

Now Clara set down her glass
and hoisted. herself from the chair,

saying cheerfully, “Well, I'd bet-
ter be getting behind locked doors
myself while the night’s still
young.”

Amelia returned her smile. “You
sound as if the streets were crawl-
ing with muggers, Clara. We
don’t have many crimes here.”

“One’s all it takes,” Clara said
meaningfully as she paused in the
doorway. “Now, you be sure and
lock this door after me, you hear?
And don’t forget the back door,
either.”

“Oh, Clara, stop it;”. Amelia
said, suddenly tired of the older
woman’s patronizing airs. “You al-
ways think the worst.”

“Better a live coward than a
dead fool,” Clara snapped; but
then she turned and said earnestly,
“I'm sorry, honey. 1 don’t mean to
treat you like a child, but you're
my only friend in this one-horse

.town and you're so trusting—there

I go again, for Pete’s sake!” Once
more her eyebrows furrowed like
Henry’s. “All 1 mean is that I'd
hate for anything to happen to
you.” ‘

Impulsively, -Amelia clasped her
hand and squeezed it warmly. “T'll
lock up,” she promised.

Putting on the night latch after
Clara had driven away, Amelia
thought again of her words. Per-
haps she was an innocent, naive,
trusting fool. She did take people
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too much at their words. Hadn’t
she believed Father when he told
her it was best to devote her life
to him? And hadn’t she taken
Henry at face value? Assumed his
lavish use of after-shave lotion and
breath mints were signs of per-
sonal fastidiousness and not for
masking alcoholic fumes? Hadn’t
she believed him the many times
he’d broken their dates, claiming
another bronchial attack?

“Drunk as a lord, usually,”
Clara had told her after his death.
“Not that he didn’t have a weak
chest, too—it runs in our family,
you know,” and Clara would
touch her own buxom chest.

At least that much had been

true about him. If his chest had

been stronger, perhaps he
wouldn’t have died. Poor Henry!
Always so respectable. Amelia was
sure no one in town suspected
that he had drunk, nor why he’d
been out that raw night ten years
ago in the freezing rain. Never
once had anyone slanted their
eyes at her and made her feel that
the shameful story was buzzing
around behind her back.

Over and over, Amelia wished
that even she didn’t know. Of
course, that was impossible. Clara
was the type who simply had to
unburden herself to someone.
“Out of whiskey, he was,” Clara
had wept afterwards. “You never

RANC! YOIT'RE DFAD!

saw him when he was drinking,
Amelia. He was completely differ-
ent then. I got him up to his
room and thought he’d passed out;

" but when 1 checked on him later,

he was gone. If only T hadn’t hid-
den the car keys! He tried to
walk—on a night like that, with
his weak chest—to buy another
bottle, but he passed out at the
end of our driveway, soaked to
the bone and half-frozen. I got so
drenched helping him back up the
drive it's a wonder 1 didn’t die,
too.”

Clara escaped with only a light
chest cold, but Henry had devel-
oped bronchial pneumonia and
had died two days later, under an
oxygen tent in the town’s hospital.

Amelia mogved through the
empty rooms, straightening up
and clicking off lamps as she
went. In the kitchen, she reck-
lessly threw open the back door
and stared into the night. She’d
never before feared the dark, but
now she shivered, closed the door
and rammed the bolt home, feel-
ing vulnerable and exposed. Clara
was right: times had changed and,
after all, she was a woman alone
with no one to protect her. Of
course, the Higgins boy from
across the street was on the police
force now and he patrolled their

. street at least twice a night, but
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how could he prevent someone
from sneaking across the dark
yards and breaking a cellar win-
dow? She propped a chair under
the cellar doorknob and decided
to buy a hasp for it tomorrow—
_and perhaps she could locate Fa-
ther’s old pistol. She remembered
seeing it and a box of cartridges
last spring when she cleaned the
attic.

Suddenly, Amelia was furlous
with Clara. Blast the woman for
arousing fears which had never
existed before.” She deserved a
good shaking!

Thus, it was with the idea of -

paying her back that Amelia hid
in the shrubbery under Clara’s
window the next night. She’d
~ parked her car down the street
and. crept in through the back
gate. Stealthily, she tried the
“doors, but all were firmly locked.
Through a slit in the curtains she
saw Clara- idly leafing through a
magarzine, with a glass of iced tea
on the table beside her.

There was a guilty sense of
power in secretly watching some-
one, and Amelia was fascinated at
first. Eventually, though, she be-
came annoyed at Clara’s equa-
nimity and the smug, unworried
manner in which she sipped her
drink and turned the pages. She’d
"come to frighten Clara, somehow
to make her admit that she, too,

was as much a potential victim as
Amelia. But how? The doors were
locked and Amelia did not feel
equal to climbing through win-
dows.

Should she just knock on. the
door and take her by surprise?
No, Clara always looked before
opening up. Inspired, Amelia sud-
denly remembered Clara’s bitter
complaints about a neighborhood
dog which kept tipping over her
garbage pails. She even kept a
supply of small rocks on a shelf -
by the back door with which to
chase it. Quietly, Amelia found a
long-handled rake; then, hiding in
the overgrown bushes, she gave a
strong shove to the rake and one—
of the garbage pails clattered to
the ground.

Almost immediately, a dim light
clicked on beside the door. She
crouched lower in the bushes as
Clara peered through the window.
With the rake handle, she nudged
a tin can and sent it rattling ‘along
the walk.

Goaded, Clara flung open the
door and walked threateningly
down the steps. “Git!” she cried -
and strode past Amelia to fling a
handful of rocks in the direction
of the noise. _

Stepping out from her hiding
place into the light, Amelia
triumphantly called, “‘Surprise,
Clara! You've just been mugged!”
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~ She laughed at the expression on
Clara’s face. “There’s no point in
locking your doors if you can be
tricked into coming out so easily,”
she teased, as Clara stood there
looking first stunned, then angry.
“You're not going to be mad, are
you?” Amelia asked uncertainly.
“After all, turnabout’s fair play
and you started it.” She stretched
out her hand, but Clara waved
her back.

“Get away from me!” she
gasped. “Coming here, spying on
me, turning over my garbage!”

“Not spying,” Amelia protested.
“No more than you did to me.”
Hurt, she righted the pail and be-
gan picking up the debris.

“Oh, stop it!” Clara ordered
sharply. “Just leave it alone! T'li
clean it up tomorrow. Serves me
right for being so dumb.” Avoid-
ing Amelia’s bewildered face,
Clara brushed by her heavily and
went up the steps. “Good night,
Amelia.”

Feeling like a chastened fool,
Amelia turned and fled. In the
darkness, she didn’t see the tin
can lying on the path, and as it
slipped away under her foot, her
ankle took a sickening twist. By
the time she’d reached the car, it
throbbed unbearably. -Painfully,
she managed to drive as far as Dr.
Sorkin’s house.

The old man had given up most

of his practice the year before,
but he still maintained his old-
fashioned office at home and
would treat the minor ailments of
such long-time patients as Amelia.
Soon her ankle was comfortably
taped and Dr. Sorkin brought her
a glass of rosé while they waited
for the pain injection he’d given
her to take effect.

In retirement, the old doctor
had grown garrulous and Amelia
had always been a favorite of his,
so he was happily prepared to
turn her mishap into a sociable
visit. “Turned your ankle coming’
down Clara Demarest’s path, eh?
How is Clara these days?” He
poured himself another glass of
wine.

Much later, as she let herself
into the house, Amelia could hear

. the phone ringing endlessly. With-

out haste, she carefully closed and
bolted the door before answering
it. '

“Amelia? Thank goodness! I was
just about to call the police and
have that Higgins boy go looking
for you! Where were you?”
Clara’s voice sounded hoarse over
the wire. ’

*+ “I turned my ankle when I left

your house,” Amelia explained
coolly, “and I stayed to talk with
Dr. Sorkin after he took care of
it.”

“That old windbag! No wonder



it took you so long to get home:
Listen, Amelia, I just wanted to
tell you—that is—well, gee, I'm
awfully sorry 1 was such a lousy

sport tonight. I mean, you really

-got my goat the way you suckered
me outside; and”on top of every-
thing, ’'m coming down with an-
other rotten chest cold. I really
wasn’t myself tonight, but I
shouldn’t have yelled at you like
that. You got me fair and square.”

Amelia allowed her voice to

soften. “That’s all right, Clara. I'm

not angry.”

At the eénd of the week, when

Amelia’s ankle.was on the mend
and Clara had decided she didn’t

- have a chest cold after all, Amelia
invited her over for lunch. It was
a beautiful fall day and they ate
on the back terrace under spread-
ing trees which had just begun to
change color. Clara seemed quite
recovered from her chagrin of the
other night and only laughed
when Amelia teased her about
being fooled so easily. :

" “You have to admit you played
dirty, though,”. Clara defended
herself. “A real intruder wouldn’t
have known about the dog.”

“Nonsense,” Amelia said. ‘I
should think it an obvious trick.

Everybody’s had a dog knock over .

a garbage pail occasionally, and
with that much noise anyone
would think it was a dog. No one

expects a burglar to raise an up-
roar. It was perfectly legitimate
and it proves that in your own
way, youre just as much of an in-
nocent as you always accuse me
of being!” ‘

Clara pursed her lips but she
refused to take umbrage, even
when Amelia kept needling her.

As the afternoon drew to a
close, a cool breeze sprang up and
the two women began clearing
things away. “T'll stick the chairs
in the cellar for you,” Clara vol-
unteered, as Amelia wheeled the
serving cart into the house.

“Oh, thanks,” Amelia called,
“and would you lock the door for
me when you've finished?”

“Sure thing,” Clara said as she
disappeared down the shrubbery-
hidden steps with the wicker
chairs. '

As soon as Clara had driven
away, Amelia went around to the
cellar door. As expected, the lock
was open; Clara still thought she
was a trusting fool. “Surprise, sur-
prise!” Amelia thought wryly.

At full dark, she switched on all
the downstairs lights and drew the
curtains too tightly for anyone to
see through. Leaving the radio
playing softly, she then went up-
stairs and sat motionlessly by a
back window in a dark bedroom.
It was- almost ten before her pa-
tience was rewarded and she’d
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had time to relive the conversa-
tion in Dr. Sorkin’s office over and
over, beginning with his words,
“How is Clara these days? Going
a little easier on the whiskey than
she used to, I hope?r”

At that, the distortions which
Amelia had somehow sensed all
these years suddenly gave a half-
turn and everything fell into sharp
perspective. She really hadn’t
needed to question nor even hear
the rest of the old doctor’s mean-
derings. It was as if she’d known
all along. “
Henry. Taking her in when her
husband got fed up with her d.t.’s
and kicked her out . . . Waste of
money drying her out in that san-
atorium. At least when Henry
caught pneumonia from pulling
her in out of a sleet storm, his
death shook her up enough to
make her stay home when she’s
drinking,”

Amelia had hardly heard him.
She’d been remembering the “iced
tea” in Clara’s hand earlier that
-evening -and her overly-angry re-
action to Amelia’s trick. Had
there been any liquor bottles in

BANCG! YOU'RE DEAD!

. a real saint, that"

Clara’s overturned garbage pail?

Now Amelia waited until she
saw Clara’s blocky shape merge
with the darkness of the cellar
steps. Moving noiselessly, she
slipped from the bedroom and
down the stairs.

Strange that Clara had always
jeered her for being too- trusting
and naive. Of all the lies which
she, Amelia, had ever believed,
Clara’s were the most heinous.
Not only had. Clara caused the
death of the only person she’d
ever loved, she had also cheated
Amelia out of the comfort of his
memory—forced her to believe
that Henry’s love had been shal--
low and flawed.

Long-frozen passions had. been
thawing in her veins all week, but
she was calm as she crossed the
kitchen and opened the cellar
door. On the stairway below,
Clara blinked as sudden light hit
her eyes; but nevertheless,; she
gaily pointed her finger at Amelia
and chortled, ““Bang! You're
dead!”

“No, Clara,” Amelia said as she
aimed Father’s pistol, “you are.”
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It is said that courage is a virtue only in proportion as it is di-

rected by prudence.

The gate in the high stone fence
surrounding the estate was se-
curely locked. On the grounds
bulky figures, each with a suspi-
cious bulge under the left armpit,
prowled in silence, their eyes
watchful for any movement in the
deepening shadows of dusk.

Inside, in the huge, oak-paneled
dining room, the chieftains of the
Gatrow family were holding a
strategy meeting. '

Halfway down the length of the
long table sat Peter Gatrow, a
slim, darkly-handsome man in his
early thirties. His was the job of
finding legal ways of transacting
the family’s business. Opposite
him was his brother Michael,
heavily-muscled and resembling a
half-finished statue carved - from
granite. Michael was in charge of
enforcement on those rare occa-
tions when legal means were not
enough to gain the ends the fam-
ily sought.
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At the head of the table sat a
little gray-haired woman—Kath-

-erine  Gatrow—whose tiny figure

was dwarfed by the two men. At
the death of her husband Arthur,
she had picked up the reins of the

'family enterprises in her tiny

hands, running them with a strict .
efficiency which immediately dis-
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couraged outsiders from trying to
move in on the Gatrow empire.

For twenty years the Gatrow
family "had held the entire city in
thrall, buying their way into
power with money if possible, and
with beatings, bombings and even
murder when necessary. Myriad
businessmen poured money into
the family’s” coffers;” and any. ac-
tion which might disturb the
status quo, be it a municipal em-
ployees’ strike, the handling of a
choice bit of political patronage,
or even major crime, would first
be brought to the Gatrows’ atten-
tion for approval. '

Katherine Gatrow seemed too
frail and weak to be the corner-
stone on which the family’s power
was built—until one saw her eyes.
Cold and blue they were, glitter-
ing like flint; as merciless as an
.open grave. Katherine Gatrow
might be small, but every nerve,
every fiber of her being was made
of chilled steel.

“The Supreme Court ruled that
nobody can be executed any-
more,” she said in a voice that cut
‘through the stillness like a knife.
“And yet in a few short days;
your brother Nickie will be

b
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hanged. Is this why I sent you to
law school, Peter?”

“Mama, the Supreme Court de-
cision was in 1972, almost six
years ago, and it only just passed. .
The vote to strike down the state
laws on capital punishment was
five-to-four. As close as you can
get.”

“But the laws were abolished,
yet my son is to die.”

Peter tapped a cigarette into
quivering fingers. “Two of the jus-
tices who voted to abolish capital
punishment never argued that the
death penalty was completely
wrong. They only said it wasn’t
administered fairly, that the rich
and influential could escape it
while the poor could not. Many
lawyers argued that a law which
gave the same punishment for all
would be upheld, even though the
punishment was execution.”

“So after Nickie knifed that
man, they changed the law again,
is that it?” asked Katherine. “Just
so they could get one of the Gat-
row family.”

“Mama, please.” Peter was on
the verge of telling his mother
that she was wrong, .but thought
better of it. “The law in this state
was passed before the mur . . .
Before Nick did what he did. It
said that anyone convicted of
first-degree murder of a policeman
would have to be executed. The
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judge was given no choice what-
soever. And the new law was
never tested in the courts - until
Nick’s case came up.” -

“But why him? Just because his
name is Gatrow?”

“It’s the times, Mama, that’s all.
With the political scandals of the
early '70’s, the country was
screaming for strict’ enforcement
of laws. Then two of the Supreme
Court justices resigned. They were
two of the three that voted
against capital punishment as a
matter of principle. The men who
replaced them tended to interpret
the laws more harshly.”

“Besides, Nick was a damn
fool!” Michael Gatrow looked at
his mother from under bushy
brows. “The cop only pulled him
over because he thought Nick was
drunk at the wheel. But before

my idiot brother even listened to

what the guy had to say, he pan-
—icked and pulled a knife. He must
have stabbed the cop at least a
dozen times. Hacked him to

pieces. Stupid jerk. The drunk-
driving charge could have been

hushed up for a hundred or two.”
_“And remember, Mama,” Peter
added, “Lowery—the policeman—
had a wife and four kids. The
stabbing made headlines all over
" the country. From a strictly politi-
cal angle, Nick had to be sen-
tenced to die, since the law was

Katherine.

on the books. The people would
have lynched any D.A. who asked
for something less than murder
one. The verdict was appealed, of
course, but with the new men on
the Supreme Court, there was
really no chance of a reversal.”

“For one of the few times in
your life, you are right, Michael,”
Katherine said. “Nickie. was stu-
pid. He deserves to die, for idiocy,
if nothing else. Things would be
so simple if he were dead right
now.”

Her two sons looked at her un-
comprehendingly. “TI . . . I don’t
understand, Mama,” Peter said.
“If you want him dead, why are
we—"

“You are my sons,”” rasped
“Strong, you are. You
would not have been foolish
enough to kill that policeman if
you had been in the car. Unlike
Nickie, you have been the sturdy
oaks to which I can cling in time
of trouble.” i ]

She seemed to collapse. within
herself, growing even smaller in
the chair. “But if you are oaks,”
she continued, “Nickie is a weed.
A weakling. When you fought as
boys, you would take your hurts
in silence, but Nickie would come
whining to me like a sick puppy.
I was ashamed of him even then.
The stink of fear was with him

_everywhere he went. His father
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and I paid many times to get him
out of difficulties he was too
afraid to handle by himself, even
with the Gatrow name to help
him. But the killing of the police-
man was too much. Nickie is no
longer a son of mine.”

“Then why not just leave him
to the hangman?” asked Michael
callously.

Katherine turned to Peter.
“Will there be reporters at the ex-
ecution?” she asked.

“Yes, I expect there’ll be one or
two, at least. They’ll give their
stories to all the news services.
The first legal execution in years

will make headlines all over the

country.”

“That is the problem, you see.
For Nickie will not go to the gal-
lows like a man. He will be blub-
bering and screaming for mercy
the whole way, no matter what
kind of tranquilizers they give
him. And that is how the story
will appear in the newspapers—
that a member of the Gatrow
family died with no more grace
and ‘dignity than a wounded rat
squealing out its life in a gutter.

Can’ you imagine the dishonor it -

will bring to the family? To say
nothing of what our enemies will
make of any sign of weakness
among the Gatrows.”
Katherine’s head drooped for-
ward, and her face twisted into a
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grotesque mask. Suddenly she
cried out in a shrill voice: “He
can’t die screaming! For the sake
of my dead husband’s honor, this
must not be!”

Then, just as abruptly she sat
up in the chair, composing her
face and body with a visible ef-
fort. “Forgive me,” she said in a
voice that was deadly calm. “We
must not give way to emotion. In-
stead, we must find some way to
remedy thls matter. I am open to
suggestions.”

For several minutes the room
was silent as the three considered
the problem. Finally Peter spoke.

“It’s no good making the usual
contacts. They wouldn’t want to

- get near a prison, and they

wouldn’t know what to do when
they got there.”

“The best plan would call for a
single individual,” Katherine said.
“Someone with an unusual way of
thinking which would allow him
to look at this project from a new
angle that the rest of the world
would not evensconsider.”

‘Peter looked from his mother to
Michael and then back again.
“Shandy,” he whispered slowly.

“That screwball growled Mi-
chael.

“Maybe. But in his day he
worked some of the most imagina-
tive con games in the business.”

“Look, he’s so old he’d fold up
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and die at the first sign of any
real action. Besides, 1 wouldn’t
trust him any farther than I could
- throw this house.”

“The point is, he can make
people trust him. That's why, in
his time, he was the greatest
bunco man around. If anybody
can do something about Nick, it’s
Shandy.”

“There’s something else. He’s
into us for over five grand he
owes on the numbers,
been pressing him for payment.
He and I aren’t exactly the best of
friends.” '

“Then, Michael,” Katherine
said, “if he is the only one who
can help us, you and Shandy will
become friends.”

The little man in the grubby
apartment at the edge of the
city’s slum area had been ex-
pecting a call from Katherine
Gatrow—if not today, then tomor-
row or the next day; sometime, at
least, within two weeks—because
in two weeks Nick Gatrow would
be executed, unless something
were done.

He saw the black limousine
glide. to the curb beneath his win-
dow and watched Peter and Mike
get out. They shouldered aside a
bum who was weaving along the
sidewalk, and then Peter returned
to the car and escorted his mother

and T've

up the old apartment house steps.

A buzzer rasped in the little
man’s apartment, and he pressed
the ‘button to release the latch on
the front door. He met the Gat-
rows in the hallway and ushered
them inside. Then, as the three
looked about the room dis- -
tastefully, he sat down in the
singlé overstuffed. chair and gazed
at them expectantly.

Michael Gatrow walked over to
him, reached down and grabbed a
handful of shirt. “Up, Shandy,”
said Mike, lifting the man to his
feet as easily as if he were a rag
doll. “Nobody sits while my
mother is standing.”

The man called Shandy brushed
long gray hair out of his face with
one hand and then arranged his
shirt. “A thousand pardons; Mrs.
Gatrow,” he said with a trace of a
bow. “My manners are abomi-
nable, a fact of which your son is
continually reminding me.” He
felt his back gingerly. “The last
time he reminded me, I was bed-
ridden for a week.”

“You were late with your pay-
ment,” Mike growled. .
“Please sit down, Mr. Shandy,”
Katherine said. “I am not here to

_discuss the money you owe me.

Except, perhaps, to_suggest a way-
in which the entire debt might be

‘wiped from the books.”

“Of course,” Shandy said. “You
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wish me to do something for you,
is that not so?”

“How did you know that?”
Mike muttered.

Shandy didn’t take his eyes off
Katherine. “My dear lady,” he
said, as if she had asked the ques-
tion, “I know everything about
the Gatrow family. That’s the
single reason this thug you call a
son hasn’t had me done away with
months ago.” '

Mike Gatrow growled deep in
_ his throat, but Katherine motioned

him to silence.

"~ “You wish to see if I can devise
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some way so that the execution of
your son Nicholas won’t embarrass
you and your family. Isn’t that
it?” .

Katherine Gatrow nodded. “Can
you do it?” she asked. -

“Perhaps. Did you have any
specific method in mind, or will
that be up to me?”

Katherine Gatrow considered
this question for a moment. “If he
were somehow to die before the
execution . . .” she began.

“Out of the question, madam.
Warden Halsey and his staff are
not fools. Besides, Nicholas is
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closely guarded during exercise
periods, and except for that, he’s
never out of his cell. His food is
especially prepared, and all vis-
itors are searched within an inch
of their lives, as you well know.
Murdering him would be an im-
- possibility, unless the killer were
to lay down his own life in the
_ bargain. And I'm afraid I'm not
willing to go that far.”

“Could he be gotten out some.

way?” Peter asked.

“Difficult, but nowhere near as
impossible as killing him,” Shandy
replied “But you really haven’t
given the method much thought,
have you?”

“No. That's why were here,”
Katherine said. “I understand you
- have a way of accomplishing the
impossible, Mr. Shandy.”

“Your confidence is not mis-
placed, dear lady. It is quite pos-
sible for me to spare you any
shame due to the execution of
your son.” :

“Good. Then—"

“A moment, Mrs. Gatrow. I
said that it is possible. Whether 1

choose to do it is another thing.

After all, your son Michael has
not always treated me with re-
spect, as valuable as I have some-
times been to your family. He has
beaten me, he has referred to me
by lewd names, and now that he
holds me in financial bondage—"

“The debt would be canceled;”
Katherine said. “You would never
see Michael again.”

“Ah, now we're getting some-
where.” '

“I know that arranging a prison
break requires a great deal of
money,” Katherine went on. “All
expenses will be taken care of
and, of course, there will be a
little something extra for you.”

“Better and better. But assum-
ing there is a successful escape,
there is the problem of what to
do with Nicholas afterward. Every
policeman in the state will be
looking for him.” '

“The devil can take him for all
I care. I never wish to see him
again. You can throw him in the
river if you like—he was always
too frightened to learn to swim.
My only concern is that he does
not dishonor the Gatrow name by
sniveling and crying like a baby
when he goes to the gallows, so
that our family appears ridiculous
in the newspapers.”

“Very well, the deal is made.
And for doing this, 1T will re-
ceive. . .” He paused, grinning.

Katherine took several thick
wads of bills from her shoulder
bag and tossed them to Shandy.
“There’s ten thousand dollars. If .
you need more, just ask for it. All
I want is results.” ~ A

“There is just one more thing,
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madam, that I would ask of you.”

“What is it?” Katherine asked,
a note of annoyance creeping into
her voice. “Your debt is canceled,
you have money. What more is in
my power to.give?”

Shandy turned toward Mike, his
eyes flashing. “Before 1 do this
thing for your family, I want your
son to say ‘please.””

A’ strangling sound came from
Michael Gatrow’s throat. “Why
you little—" he began.

“Michaell Do as he says!”

Michael looked from his mother
to Shandy and back again. He
shook his head slowly. The woman
advanced on him, her small fists
balled. “Do it!” she snapped.

Mike stalked toward Shandy on
stiff legs and stood glaring down
at the little man. Twice he
opened his mouth, but no words
came forth. His third attempt was
successful.

“Please,” he said as if some un-
controllable force were dragging
the word out of him. Then .he
turned and stomped out into the
hallway.

“I just can’t resist such plead-

ing,” Shandy said. “It will be

done as you ask.”

On a Monday, four days before

Nicholas Gatrow was to be exe-
cuted, a strange little figure ap-
peared at the gates of the Tabor-
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ville State Prison.” He wore the
high, starched collar of a cleric.
His gray hair flowed in soft waves
over the back of his black jacket,
and in one hand was clutched a

Bible. The suit he wore was rum- .

pled and wrinkled as might befit a
man who had no wife to care for
him.

Shandy had bought the whole
outfit from a religious supply
house; there would be no tracing

_it back to a costume-rental firm.

Even the shoes had been bor-
rowed, to present a well-shined
but properly run-down appear-
ance. The cost had hardly made.a
dent in the ten thousand dollars.
A shave and a night in a Turkish
bath had given his face the proper
ruddy and well-scrubbed appear-
ance. ,

It took only a minimum of
pleading with the guards at the
prison gate to be escorted to War- .
den Halsey’s office. With his
bumbling manner, hesitant speech
and eyes blinking myopically be-
hind thick spectacles, Shandy
seemed hardly the type to be
challenging the walled, stone-and-
steel compound that was Tabor-
ville Prison.

“I'm the Reverend Winchell,”
Shandy told the warden, “a friend
of the Gatrow family.” He ex-
tended a card to Halsey. “Since
Mrs. Gatrow heard I would be
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traveling through Taborville, she
asked if I'd see her son. Offer him
spiritual solace in his final hours,
as it were.”

“That’s not as easy as it sounds,

Reverend,” answered Halsey. “You
see,” he’s under special guard, and
all his visitors are very closely
screened.”
“Yes, of course. Well, you see I
have this letter from Mrs. Gatrow
- giving me permission to see Nich-
olas, as well as a letter of identi-
fication from my -bishop, but if
you feel they aren’t enough . . .”
He turned to walk away, a harm-
less little man, badly equipped to
cope with the evils of the world.
Hell, Halsey thought, what
would be the harm? Okay, it
wasn’t strictly according to the

rules, but if Winchell could get.

Gatrow calmed down even for a
little while, it would be worth it.
The guards were getting sick of
that moaning all the time. Besides,
if they didn’t want him to make a
few decisions on his -own, why
had they made him warden?

“Wait a minute!” he called.
“Would that be Bishop Coch-

rane?”
~ Shandy turned. “Yes it is. Do
you know him?”

“We went to school together.
Let me see that letter.”

“It merely serves to identify

e.” Shandy handed it to the

warden. He had no fears. The sta-,
tionery had been stolen from the
chancery office, and Bishop Coch-
rane’s signature was the best that
money could buy.

“How’s he doing lately? It’s
been a long. time since I've seen
him.”

“Fairly well. Oh, his bad knee
is giving him a bit of trouble. He’s
getting treatment in the hospital.”
Shandy chuckled inwardly. That
statement would not only prevent
Halsey from calling the bishop,
but it happened to be perfectly
true.

“Yeah, he got that knee playing
football. in college,” the warden
said. For a long moment he con-
sidered the little man. “Look,
Reverend Winchell,” he said fi-
nally, “I'm going out on a limb.
Nick Gatrow’s been giving us an
awful time, carrying on about
how he’s going to die. Maybe you
could help him get hold. of him-
self. Of course you'll have to be
searched and examined to see you
don’t accidentally bring something
into the .cell that he could use to

- escape, but you look all right to

me. I guess I can cut a little red
tape to do a favor for old ]ack
Cochrane if I want to.”

Fifteen minutes later, Shandy

- was sitting in Nick Gatrow’s cell,

vigorously trying to brush his hair
with his fingers. His comb had
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been taken from him and left in
the warden’s office for safekeep-
ing. “I thought the guards were
going to remove my liver and
hold it until I got back,” he said,
shaking his head.

Nick Gatrow, who had been 51t->

ting on the bunk holding his head
morosely in his hands, looked up
suddenly. “You don’t' sound like
any sky pilot I ever heard,” he
said.

Shandy got up from his stool
and walked to the barred door.
The guard was down at the far
end of the hall, having a cigarette.
“Call me Shandy,” the little man
said. “And I'm not about to pray
over you. I've come to get you
out of here.”

Nick opened his mouth wide,
but Shandy slapped a hand across
it, muffling him. “Keep it down,
and watch for the guard. If he
comes near, pretend I'm talking
about your family.”

Nick nodded, and Shandy re-
moved. the hand.

“Your family doesnt thmk
much of you right now,” Shandy
went on, “but theyre not about to
let you die.”

“If we’re gonna make a break,”
whispered Nick, “let’s go. I want
out of here.”

“So youre going to walk out
the front gate with me just like
that, eh? No dice. There’s still a
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lot of planning to do. The break
will come the day they’re sup-
posed to hang you.”

“What're you getting at,
Shandy?”

“All right, listen, because I'm
not going to repeat myself. Youre .
due to make the drop at midnight
Friday. Here’s what will happen.
At about eleven o’clock the war-
den, the chaplain and a couple of
guards will come for you. The
chaplain will hear any last
requests—letters you'd like him to
write and that kind of thing. Then
he’ll start doing a lot of praying -
and talking about your soul. In
the meantime, the guards will be
strapping you into a harness. It’s
got leather cuffs on it that’ll hold
your arms against your body so
you can’t reach up and grip the
rope when you drop.

“Once you're ready, you 11 be
taken down to the main floor and
put into a car that will drive you
across the yard to the building
where the hangings take place.
When you're inside, the building’s
doors will close, and you'll get out
of the car.”

The look of horror was in Nick
Gatrow’s eyes as he stared at
Shandy. The little man ignored it.
- “When you get out, the scaffold
will be right in front of you. It’s a
platform about eight feet high,
with the crossbar above it. The
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sides of the platform are covered ,

with black cloth. Remember that.
. It’s important.

“On your rlght will be a bunch
of folding chairs. The official wit-
nesses, the prison doctor and any
reporters they allow in will be
seated there. Stationed around the
sides of the building will be about
ten guards. The hangman will be
in position to adjust the noose and
then spring the trap.”

“All this talk about hanging is
driving me up the wall,” whis-
pered Nick. “Get to the escape,
will you? How am 1 ‘gonna get
out of there with that many
people looking on?”

“I'm getting to that. The war-
den will read the judge’s sentence,
and then you'll be led up onto the
scaffold and positioned over the
trap. The hangman will put a

black hood over your head. That’s

the really frightening part, but
you’ll have to keep control of
yourself. Then when he’s ready,
the hangman will adjust the noose
and wait for a signal from the
warden. When he gets it, helll
pull the lever, and the door will
drop away beneath you.” :

“And I'm dead,” whimpered
Nick. “A great escape that is. Get
out of here, will you? I can’t take
any more of this talk.”

“Sorry about your nerves,”
Shandy said unfeelingly. “But the
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fact is that on the day of your ex-
ecution” youre going to have to
stand on the trap with the rope
around your neck. Then you're
going to make the fall. You've got
to be ready for that. The single
difference is that you're not going
to die.”

Nick stared at Shandy as if he
were a madman. “Not going to
die,” he repeated slowly. “What’s
going to prevent it?”

“Eighteen inches, my boy,”
Shandy said with a chuckle.
“Eighteen inches.”

“Dammit, Shandy, stop talking
in riddles. What are you getting
ate”

Hangmg is a very scientific
process, did-you know that, Nick?
The length -of the drop is all de-
termined mathematically, accord-
ing to the condemned man’s
height, weight and physical condi-
tion. Look at you, for example.
You're quite tall, but you’re thin
and light. On the other hand, your
muscles are well-developed, espe-
cially in the chest and neck. Oh
yes, Nick, you'll take a very long
drop. As a matter of fact, if it’s
done properly—and it will be—
your feet shouldn’t be more than

‘about six inches from the build-

ing’s floor when the rope finally

“Six inches,” groaned Nick. “Tt

" might as well be a mile.”
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“No, the six inches are impor-
tant. For consider, my boy. What
would be the result if there were
eighteen extra inches of slack in
the hanging rope‘?

“Why .
this for a moment. “Why, my feet
would touch the floor before the
rope got tight enough to break
my neck.”

~ “Precisely.”

“But the only one who could
arrange that would be the hang-
man himself, and . . .”” Nick
stopped and stared at Shandy,
who was grinning hugely.

" “You’re beginning to see it,
aren’t you?” Shandy said. “The
hangman is an old-timer, one of
the few left in the country who
knows his business. Fortunately for
you, his morality was for sale. His
dream is -to own a little place on
an island in the Caribbean where
he can live out his years. Your
mother plans to buy it for him
right after the execution. He came
cheap. The doctor was higher.”

“The prison doctor?”

Shandy nodded. “He had to be
approached more carefully—ethics
and all that. But we found he’d
been dismissed from . a hospital
~ back east under suspicious circum-
stances. Threat of exposure, plus
the promise of financing a clinic
with his name .on it, finally
brought him around. Because your
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Nick consxdered‘

family was able to buy these two
men, you will not die on Friday.
“Now, let’s get back to where I
was before you interrupted, Nick.
The trap will be sprung, and
youll fall. Reach out with your
feet as far as you can. Remember,
you've only got eighteen inches of
extra rope. That’s all the hangman
could arrange without it looking
suspicious. 1 expect when your
feet do hit, you'll fall sideways.
You'll probably have your wind
cut off a bit by the noose until
you recover your balance, -and

you'll be sporting rope burns for a

few weeks, but at least your neck
won’t snap. However, you will
have to maintain enough weight
on the rope to keep it tight so the
witnesses will think there’s a dead
body on the end of it.”

“But won't the witnesses see
I'm still aliver”

“No. The cloth around the scaf-
fold will prevent that. Its real
purpose, of course, is to keep
them from getting sick at the
sight of a dead body hanging
there. All they have to see is
when you drop. The doctor alone
goes behind the cloth to pro-
nounce you dead, and the beau-
tiful thing is that he also has the
responsibility of removing your
body from the prison. In that, he’s
assisted by the hangman.”

“So I'll be alive when the doc-
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tor examines me and the hangman
cuts me down.”

“Sure. But you'd better practice
playing dead. After all, they’ll
have to carry your ‘body’ right

past the guards and witnesses to

put it in the hearse. After that it’s
just a matter of driving you' out
through the gate. Nobody’ll exam-
ine you closely then, the doctor
will see to that. Once you're out-

side, you'll be given some money, '

a change of clothes and a pass-
port. The name on it isn’t yours,
but the picture is. We've already
arranged transportation to an out-
of-state airport where you'll get a
plane ticket. Get out of the coun-
try fast, before anybody discovers
you're not really dead. And dont
plan on ever coming back. Your
mother will do this one thing for
you, because your name is Gat-
row, but she’s threatened to have
you killed if you ever try to come
home.” .

“Jeez, you've got it all worked
out, haven't you?”

“That’s what I get paid for.”
Shandy got up and called to the
guard. Then he opened the Bible.
When the guard reached the door
he saw only the Reverend Winch-
ell reading a prayer over a con-
demned man who was trembling
as he sat on his cot. He could
hardly know that the shaking was
due to relief, not fear of the
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horror of the impending hanging.

The night of the hanging was-
hot and sultry. Pale wraiths of wa-
ter vapor surrounded the
floodlights that lit the prison yard.”
It was a few ‘minutes after eleven
when the warden, accompanied
by Chaplain Franks and two
guards, reached Nick Gatrow’s
cell.

“It’s time, Nick,” the warden
said. “I can call the doctor to give
you something if you think you're
going to break down.”

“Nah, Halsey,” Nick replied
with a small grin. “Guess I'm as
ready as I'll ever be.” Stupid jerk,
he thought.

The chaplain sat on the cot be-
side Nick and read from his Bible.
Nick considered the paper slippers
he’d been forced .to wear ever
since entering the prison.

“Is there any message you'd like
to leave behind?” asked Franks fi- -
nally. “Anyone you'd like to say a
last word to?”

“I don’t think so. Look, I knifed
the cop by myself. I guess I can
take the rap the same way.” He
turned aside and smirked at one
of the guards.

The harness was fitted into
place. The guards guided straps
over his shoulders and buckled
them firmly in back “Hey, not so
tight, you guys,” Nle said. “You
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wouldn’t want to stop my breath-
ing before the hangman gets a
chance, would you?”

The cuffs were fitted securely
around his wrists, and clamped to
the front of his body.

A telephone in the hall buzzed.
The guard at the door went to an-
swer it. “The car’s ready, sir,” ‘he
said to Halsey.

Nick walked calmly downstairs

and got into the car. The harness -

threw his balance off, and he al-
most rolled into the rear seat. He
made a joke about it to the guard
on his left. As the car started for-
ward he could see wide doors
opening in a building at the far
end of the yard. The car glided
slowly into the building, and the
doors closed silently behind it. A
guard opened the rear door of the
car and helped Nick get out.
Directly in front of him, the
scaffold reared upward, sur-
mounted by the crossbeam from

which hung a rope of yellow:

hemp. The hangman, who wore
neither tie nor jacket, was exam-
ining the noose and its knot. Nick
counted the steps to the scaffold.
There were thirteen. He won-
dered if this were traditional.

At one side, the witnesses and
reporters sat, looking at him sol-
emnly. Hampered by the harness,
he still managed a slight bow to
them. '

HE CAN’T DI CCOREAMINC

Hell, it was going to be easy.
Eighteen extra inches of rope. In-
stead of hanging in mid-air with
his feet six inches above the floor,
he’d have a full twelve inches of
slack after he touched the floor to
take up the shock of the fall. He
knew he could manage it even
though, as Shandy had said, it
wouldn’t be easy—but dying -

-wasn’t easy either.

The warden began to read from
a paper in his hand. “Nicholas
Howard Gatrow, you have been
convicted of the crime of murder
in the first degree against the per-
sonof...”

Finally it was time for him to
climb the steps. The hangman
positioned him over the trap and
tied his ankles with a bit of rope.
He noted approvingly that the
rope was left quite loose.

“Nick, this is your last chance,”
the warden called up to him. “T
don’t like to do this thing to any
man. If you have any final words,
I'll hear them now.”

“I have nothing to say,” Nick
replied. A half-smile played about
his lips. With a little luck the
warden and all the witnesses
would go to their own graves be-
lieving he had died this night.
“Hang me high, and be damned
to you!”

The hood was lowered over his
face. He felt the roughness of the
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rope as the noose went around his
neck and the massive knot was
positioned at his left shoulder.

In that moment of waiting he
could hear a loud thudding. It was
several seconds before he realized
it was his heart beating. Get on

with it, he thought. Just get me

out of this place. Then he
chuckled loudly at his own ner-

© vousness.

The floor on which he stood
parted, and for an instant his feet
were on nothingness. Then he
rocketed downward, his toes
reaching for the floor below.

The end of the rope was
reached.

The knot was yanked viciously
around under his chin. It jerked
upward and slammed against the
point of his jaw. Held in the
noose, his head was driven back. .

In that final fraction of a sec-
ond, Nick Gatrow knew that
Shandy had played him false. He
‘tried to shout, but there was no
time. )

His neck snapped like a dry
twig breaking,

A hundred and twenty seconds
later the prison doctor entered
into the gloom under the scaffold,
closing the curtains behind him.
- He held a stethoscope to the dan-

gling man’s chest just below the
pinioned arms and, hearing noth-
ing, he pronounced Nick Gatrow
dead. The hangman helped him
cut the body down, and with the
help of guards they carried it to a
waiting hearse for removal to a
place of burial.

Early the following morning, a
butler escorted Shandy into the
livingroom of the Gatrow man-
sion. “You have done your job
well,” Katherine Gatrow told him.
“In death, at least, my son has
made me proud of him.”

Shandy felt he had done better
than Mrs. Gatrow would ever sus-
pect. His debt to her was can-
celed, and even after expenses, he
had over nine grand left from the
money she’d-given him. He looked
down at the newspaper on the or-
nate coffee table and began to
read to himself the smaller pririt
under the headline: KILLER EX-
ECUTED. _

“Those who knew him say he
whined and sniveled his way
through a coward’s life,” the story
began. “But at least on this one
night—the night he knew he was
to die—Nicholas Gatrow found
somewhere the courage to be a

>

man.
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than ever.

Moartin Elliot was not surprised
when he was tagged one of the
three best criminal lawyers in the
country. He had planned it that
way.

As a tough product of the East
Side’s concrete jungle he became
a tough, brilliant, ambitious stu-
dent slugging his way through law
school by working as a law clerk.

His fellow students and instruc-
tors sneered at him for wanting to
be a criminal lawyer. They called
him a fool. Criminal law was a
shady, undesirable side-street of
the profession. Its practitioners

FINAIL TUDCMENT

A judge may. one day find the death sentence more imperative gc

were often in the pay of under-
world characters; but mainly the
pay was bad. Most defendants ac-
cused of felonies are poor, and
poor people do not stimulate ef-
fort from ambitious young law-
yers. Not when the big easy
money waits in problems of
equity, corporation law, and real
property. ‘

So a felon whose life is at stake
in the criminal court is too often
represented by -disinterested
youths and elderly, cynical, in-
competent’ hacks. Knowing this,
Elliot focused his attention only
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on criminal law. Instead of torts,
he studied Darrow and Liebowitz
and the psychology of human per-
versities. He reasoned that his un-
questioned brilliance would shine
even brighter in a field with little
competition. Quick notoriety
would be followed by fame and
wealth. He was ready.

First, he needed a client, just as
one needs a proper suit of clothes
to make a favorable impression on
important functionaries. He didn’t
want the usual thieves or perverts
handed over to beginners for
practice. He needed a murderer.

" Poor felons, unable to afford

better, are usually represented by-

lawyers appointed by the court.
So Martin Elliot bulled his broad
six-foot way into the chambers of
Judge Lawrence .Langston one
cold Monday morning, and de-
manded a client as if he were ex-
acting a desirable table from a
headwaiter.

Judge Langston raised a gray
eyebrow. He had achieved judicial
eminence, not by intelligence or
respect for the law, but by un-
questioned loyalty to the political
party which had been in power
for twenty years. Young Elliot’s
attitude impressed him as up-and-
coming. -

“When would you like your

client, Mr. Elliot?” he asked with
a trace of amused sarcasm.
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“Now if possible. At once.”

“Do you have any spe01al pref-
erence in clients?”

“I would like a murderer, sir.”

" Judge Langston’s eyes widened.
“Your first case, and you want a
homicider” )

“Defending a thousand petty
thieves and drunks won’t make me
better qualified to defend a mur-
derer.”

Judge Langston grinned wryly.
“And of course you want to be a
crusader and enter the lists against
injustice.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And of course murder always
gets headlines, and that is impor-
tant too, isn’t it?” .

“Murder is always dramatic, sir.
And if it isn’t, a good lawyer can
make it so. Murder is, or should
be, the most colorful and fascinat-
ing business ever devised by
man.”

“Yes—uh—any particular type of
murderer, Mr. Elliot? Sex prefer—

ence, age—?"

“It seems theres quite a selec-
tion this morning.”

“At the moment the docket is
overloaded.” Judge Langston
sighed. “You came to see me at
an opportune time. You probably
learned somewhere that every
mid-July in this ¢ity, the court has
more felons than it can find room
or counsel for.”
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“I did learn that very thing, sir.”

“I presume not just any sort of
felon will do, Mr. Elliot? You
have something special in mind?”

“A man charged with first-de-
gree murder, sir. One who isn’t
given a Chinaman’s chance to es-
cape the chair.”

Judge Langston chuckled. “I
have just the client for you, Mr.
Elliot. A géntleman of Chinese ex-
traction. And he seems not to.
have a chance.”

Elliot blinked.

“Five witnesses saw him beat
another man to death with a wine
jug down on the Bowery. The
killer has signed a full confession.
There’s no.question of his having
committed an act of cold-blooded
- murder. There are no extenuating
circumstances. He says he killed
the man to rob him of wine, his
money, the few -clothes still on his
back. He has not shown any incli-
nation-to deny his confession. The
DA’s office is, of course, going for
a first-degree conviction. The de-
fendant is certain to get the
chair.” .

“Beautiful!” said Martin Elliot.

Elliot stepped into the pris-
oner’s cell, briefcase in hand, and
studied his client. The thin, age-
less-looking Chinese lay on the
bunk, gazing disinterestedly at the
ceiling. He wore a stained, faded, -

FINAL JUDGMENT

denim shirt; soiled, shapeless
pants; shoes with holes in the
soles; no socks. His thin hands lay
folded on his chest as if he were
prepared for burial. His face was
gaunt and unwashed. His black
hair was unkempt and his expres-
sion one of resigned melancholy.
He did not look at Elliot but
once. "

Elliot said he was there to serve
as legal counsel. The prisoner
seemed not to hear.

Elliot asked him his name. How
old was he?

The Chinese seemed voiceless
and incomprehending.

Elliot held out a page of print.
“Will you read this?”

The man stared silently at the
ceiling.

Elliot put a pencil in the man’s
hand, asked him to write on a
pad. He made a meaningless
scribble and stopped.

Elliot left the cell- “He won't
say or write anything,” he said to-
the guard. ,

“Never has, as far as I know,”
the guard said. “Maybe he can’t.”

“Maybe,” Elliot said cheerfully
and hurried out. He never said
good-bye or looked back at his
client.

In preparing and conducting his
client’s case, Elliot set the tone
and pattern of his future spectacu-
lar courtroom successes. He
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planned carefully. He explored ev-

ery personality and circumstance
bearing on the case. He inter-
viewed all witnesses for the prose-
cution. He made every attempt to
find witnesses of his own. There
were none.

He got a Chinese student he’d

" known at law school to question

his client. “Find out anything you
can about him. He had no identi-
fication. He won’t speak or write.
Is he an alien? Find out about his
family.”

The client refused to speak to
the Chinese law student. “Further-
niore,” the law student -reported
back to Elliot, “this one is an odd-
ball as far as our people go. You
just never find a Chinese bum on
the Bowery, We take care of our
own. That’s all I can tell you.

He—he doesnt trust me. Maybe
he’s crazy.”
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“Maybe,” Elliot said cheerfully.

- He sent a physician to examine

the client. The doctor reported

that aside from malnutrition he
was not physically ill, and showed
no sign of brain damage.

Elliot sent a psychiatrist over.
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He got nowhere. The client
refused to talk or cooperate in
any way. The psychiatrist’s guess
was that he was a mental case,
possibly a form of catalepsy, or
amnesia. ' :

Elliot went briskly about his
business, all of which was un-
known to and-unsuspected by the
prosecution. The client was no-
body, nameless, a voiceless nonen-
tity. His victim was just as unim-
portant, a nobody they called the
Duck: The DA’s office did not
even bother to prepare its case,
which* was considered open-and-
run-of-the-mill. Five wit-
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nesses had testified, and would re-
peat their testimony under oath.
They had seen the murder and
robbery in an alley off of Houston
Street. The accused had seemed
eager to confess. He had no
money, no name, no family, no
home, no importance whatever.
Nor had his victim. So the prose-
cution assumed that no lawyer as-
signed by the court would bother
with any attempt at a viable de-
fense. They gave themselves a day

to wrap this one up. A bored,

young, or incompetent hack as-
signed to the defense would im-
mediately, as usual, enter a plea
of guilty of murder in the first,
and throw the accused like a bone
"to the so-called mercy of the
court, )

Instead, they got Martin Elliot.
Elliot knew very little about his
client. That. the prosecution knew
even less delighted him. The less
“anyone knew or cared about him
the better. Of course no one did

care about him, except as a means _

to desirable ends. Everyone knew
he was a desirable end to the
prosecution. They needed him on
an impressive list of first-degree
murder convictions. Such a record
would have political muscle at a
time when the hue and cry was
“Law and Order.”

What they didn’t realize was’

that the client was also a means

FINAL JUDGMENT

to Martin Elliot’s end, and he ex-
ploited the situation to the hilt.
Four days after the prosecution
expected to have gotten rid of the
case, Elliot was still selecting a
jury. Elliot began putting the
prosecution, the court, then the
city’s police department on trial.
Scores were rejected from the jury

-box as incompetent and unsuit-

able. Elliot asked everyone if they
harbored feelings of prejudice
against people of Oriental extrac-
tion. He implied that the prose-
cution did. He made a point of
arousing the interest of the press
in a case that would not ordinar-
ily have rated three lines on page
ten. By the time the jury was se-
lected, black headlines were
screaming Elliot’s indignant accu-'
sations. He never denied that his
client had murdered the Duck. He
never bothered to cross-examine
the witnesses for the prosecution.
He raised repeated accusations of
injustice to the poor, violations of
human rights, police brutality,
forced confession, prejudice.

He displayed bruises on his
client’s body and swore they were
the result of police brutality, to
force a confession.

He claimed that his client was =
mentally defective, incapable of
standing trial, unable to distin-
guish the difference between right
and wrong. He was a pitiable,
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mentally deficient wretch being
ruthlessly exploited for political
purposes.

Elliot finally scraped up wit-
nesses for the defense. An ex-cop
testified to the brutality he and his
comrades on the force had used to
beat confessions out of the unfor-
tunate. He examined the bruises
on the defendant and said they
were the type often inflicted by
rubber hoses. He himself had in-
flicted such bruises until, sickened

.. by his actions, he refused to con- .

tinue, whereupon he had been
falsely accused of taking bribes
and booted off the force.

The presiding judge, a political
appointee, and the three young
prosecutors, were at first flabber-
gasted, then outraged, finally pan-
icked. They found a doctor who
testified that most Bowery bums
had bruises similar to the accused,
from repeatedly falling down
drunk. No one seemed moved by
this testimony. -

Elliot had obviously hooked the
jury in his favor, but he didn’t let
up. He brought in a psychiatrist
who made a living testifying in
trials. He said the accused might
very well- have the mentality of
an eight-year-old child; that he
suffered from some form of dete-
riorative psychosis, a mental dis-
order with a tendency to progres-
sive loss of mental functions. He
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should be sent to a hospital for
further diagnosis and treatment.

Then Elliot called his client to

the witness stand for the coup de
grace.
- He flourished the signed con-
fession before the defendant. The
defendant stared at it with glazed
and unseeing eyes.

“Is this the so-called confession
you signed?”

No answer.

“Can you read this?”

No answer.

“Did you sign this?”

No answer.

“Is this your signature?”

No answer.

“Can you read?”

No answer. '

“Can you write?”

No answer.

Then Elliot “ suddenly shouted.
“Nay hoh mah?”

The~defendant jumped. His eyes
sparked for an instant, and he
mumbled something that sounded
like, “Ngau hoh, nay yau-sum—"
Then he slumped back. His eyes
glazed over. His mouth clamped
shut.

“Are you well?” Elliot said. He
said it louder, “Are you well?”

The accused sat staring with
blank incomprehension.

“You speak Chinese, yes? But
you don’t understand or write
English at all, isn’t that correct?”
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Elliot turned triumphantly
toward the judge and the jury.

“You have heard testimony that
the accused is mentally incompe-
tent to stand trial. But I say that
he is also incapable of speaking or
reading or understanding or writ-
ing English. He has never re-
sponded to any question put to
him in English. But when 1 just
asked him in Cantonese if he were
well, he answered at once, Tm
well, thank you.” If the court de-
mands more proof that this unfor-
tunate man can speak, read or un-
derstand only Chinese, I'll present
it. However 1 swear to this court
that- the accused cannot read or
understand English—and therefore
could never have read this con-
fession and signed it!”

The prosecution asked for a re-
cess. Taking Elliot aside, they
begged him to settle for murder
in the second degree. Elliot
refused. Not guilty by reason of
insanity was all that he would
settle for. His client, he said,
would not be crucified as a com-
mon criminal when he was, in
fact, insane.

The prosecution had to-agree.

Elliot had won his first sensa-
tional case. He had launched his
spectacular career. His fame as a
defender of the underprivileged
and of harassed minorities was on
its way.

FINAL JUDGMENT

No one noticed the anonymous
and voiceless defendant being led
away.

No one even remembered him.

Twenty-five years later, Judge
Martin Elliot, an even more strik-
ing figure with iron-gray hair and
skin tanned by Barbados sun,
frowned across his <imported
teakwood desk at a .38 revolver.

. The revolver was held in the
peculiarly gaunt, claw-like hand
of an uninvited guest who had
crept in through the French win-
dows that afternoon and waited in
patient silence for hours until
Judge Elliot entered his home
study and sat down. _

" Judge Elliot blinked at the re-
volver. Then he looked at the
cadaverous yellowed face of- the
uninvited guest.

“What do you want? Who are
you?” he asked calmly.

“I must shoot you,” the visitor
said in a cracked whisper. It was
hard to see his eyes. They were
deep in dark sockets that were
like holes in a desiccated mask.

- “Why?”

“Vengeance. And peaceful rest.”

“Whose vengeance?”

“Mine.”

“Who are you?”
asked again.

“Your first client,” the visitor
said.

the judge

\
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" Judge Elliot stared for a long
time. Something that held his face
together loosened and his muscles

sagged.
~ “What?” he whispered. There
was a long, long silence-that filled
the room like some alien kind of
sound. “But I saved your life.
They would have electrocuted
you. [ saved your life. I don’t un-
derstand.” ,

“You never did understand me.
You didn’t try to. You didn’t care.
You never even saw me, did
you?”

Judge Elliot’s heavy face
worked. A drop of sweat ran
down the side of his nose. Some-

thing, a tiny nerve, wriggled be-

side his mouth.
“You cared nothing for my guilt
or innocence,” the visitor said.

“You have never cared. You never .

cared about me. I knew you
didn’t care. That is why I never
spoke to you, never revealed the
truth.”

“You could speak!” Judge Elliot
said hoarsely. “You spoke English
then, too! Why—why didn’t
you—"

“I was not insane. I could speak
and- understand a little English.
But I was guilty. I killed a blame-
less man. It was an act of deliber-
ate evil. I deserved to die for it. I
wanted to die for it. But you
weren't interested in my guilt or
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my desires. Nothing of the sort.”
“Why, then—why didn’t you
speak up?”
“I had no one I could trust
with the truth. Least of all you.”
“What truth?”
“My identity. Once I spoke
out—admitted that I could speak

‘and understand—it would have

been only. a question of time until
they found out my name, about
those who smuggled me from the
ship, and about my family at
home. So I refused to speak. be-
cause I did not want my identity
known. I did not want my rela-
tives and then my family to learn
of my deed and be dishonored.”

Judge Elliot stared in partial
comprehension of something . he
could never fully understand.
“How was I supposed to know?
You didn’t—"

“I would have told you. But
you didn’t care. You would not
have cared what I wanted. And I
wanted to die. I was guilty. But
you made it impossible for me to
pay in kind for my guilt. Do you
know how long it is—twenty-five
years in an insane asylum? Ter-
rible punishment, yes. But I have
not paid in kind for the ultimate
sin of murder. You prevented that.
That is why I escaped during a
transfer of inmates and found my
way here.”

Judge Elliot shook his head
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slowly from side to side, twice.

“This time there will be no
question of my guilt. No one to
deprive me of proper punishment.
For having killed I shall be
killed—as I wanted to be killed
twenty-five years ago.”

“But they’ll simply send you

back to the asylum.”

The visitor made a gesture of
denial.

“And even if they didn’t,”
Judge Elliot said unevenly, “even
if you were tried and sentenced
for first-degree murder, you
wouldn’t be executed—if that’s
what you’re saying you want.
Don’t you know that? There is no
more capital ‘punishment in this
state and—"

“No,” the visitor said. He
reached under his worn jacket and
pulled out another gun and slid it
butt-first across the
desk. “I search only four houses to
find these _weapons. They are so
plentiful now.’

Judge Elliot blinked at the gun
very slowly, three times.

“This time I make sure,” the
visitor said. “This time you will

FINAL TUDCMENT

teakwood .

give me the punishment I deserve.
Or 1 kill you.”

Judge Elliot rubbed his hands
together. He coughed. He cleared
his throat. He looked at the gun
centered on his chest.

“I give you one minute,” the
visitor said, “by the clock there

-on the wall. I wish to go to my

ancestors and I am tired.”

Judge Elliot watched his right
hand creep across the desk top,
hesitate, then close on the gun,
lift it and level it.

“There will be no problem,”
the visitor said. “Self-defense?”

Judge Elliot nodded. He clasped
his right hand with his left to
steady it. His voice quavered. “I—
I'm sorry about those long years
in that place . . .V

“You will have time for more
sorrow.”

Judge Elliot squeezed the trig-
ger.

The visitor stumbled back and
lay on the thick maroon rug. He
folded his hands across his chest.
He stopped breathing. His eyes
stared unblinking at the ceiling.
On his lips was a fixed smile.
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I suppose that it is a very rare individual who has not one

great regret over the past.

lts odd the way memory works.
We may have experienced some-
thing a hundred times, but we al-
ways remember the first time. Our
-first time in an airplane, our first
love, our first failure or success,
all seem to be tattooed across our
minds; we couldn’t forget them if
-we wanted to.

I associate the spring of 1940
with a lot of firsts. I had gradu-
ated from high school the year be-
fore, my parents had been killed
in a traffic accident, and I was on
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my own for the first time. My
people had never owned much ex-
cept the small insurance policies
they had paid toward each week,
so there hadn’t been a lot left af-
ter the burial expenses were paid.
However, there was enough to
pay for an old, square-bodied,
1924 Dodge, so I piled my few
belongings onto the rear seat and
left town.

I didnt really have a destina-
tion in mind. I remember I
headed north along narrow high-
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ways and dirt roads, looking for
adventure, but not certain I'd rec-
ognize it if I saw it. I slept along-
side the road or in farmers’ fields,
and sometimes stopped to earn a
few dollars by helping a farmer or
-storekeeper for a day or two. Be-
cause I didn’t know where I
would eventually find myself, I
wasn’t-in any particular hurry to
get there. o
Not that the old Dodge was ca-
pable of hurrying. Its engine was
just about shot, and all four tires
were as smooth as my 19-year-old
cheeks. The body had more rust
than paint, and one running board
had fallen off, allowing the fend-
ers on that side to shake wildly

KF Oreg nik

whenever the engine was idling.
When the car was actually mov-

ing it sounded like a can of bolts’

being kicked down a flight of
stone steps.
Despite all the car’s faults, I al-

ways sat erect and gripped the

large wooden steering wheel
proudly. I was a tall, blond, wide-
eyed youngster getting my - first
taste of self-reliance, and my first
look at the world beyond my
birthplace—and the old Dodge
was my first car.

THE WAY MEMORY WORKS

I met Jack Gotkind and Ruby
Aldiss in northern Missouri, not
far from the Illinois state line. I
was chugging along the road
toward Hannibal and saw a brand-
new Chevy coupe pulled up on
the road shoulder. It was grass-
green in color and was shining.
like it'd just been waxed. The rear
deck was open, and a pretty
woman in a yellow dress stood be-
side it.

I pulled up behind the Chevy
and climbed down. That’s when 1
saw the man. He’d been bent over
with his head and shoulders inside
the engine compartment, and he
straightened - up when he heard
me stop. He was wearing ex-
pensive-looking sharkskin trousers
and .a vest, but his jacket was
draped over the back of the car
seat. He’d loosened his necktie
and rolled up his sleeves, and -
there was a dirty oil smear across
his forehead and a dark streak in
his sandy hair. I guessed he was in
his late twenties.

Whatever I noticed about the
man must have been out of the
corner of my eye because it was
the woman who had my attention.
I'd never seen anyone like her.
Her shoulder-length hair was so
black it reflected blue in the sun-
light, and she was pretty enough
to be in movies or on magazine

covers. She appeared to be about -
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my age, but at the same time
. gave the impression of being
older, much older. I can’t explain
it.

“Hey, kid, you know anything
about automobiles?”’ the man
asked, dragging my attention
away from the girl.

“A little bit,” I acknowledged.

“Thats swell. Maybe you can
help me get this heap goin’
again.”

“Sorry, mister. I can’t help you
there.”

- In no more time than it takes
to snap your fingers his temper
flared. “What the hell do you

mean you can’t help me? You just -

said you_ know something about
cars, didn’t ya?”

“Sure, but your car’s thrown a
rod,” 1 said. “There’s pieces of

your engine block in the road a

hundred yards back and a trail of
oil all the way to here.”

“Oh . ..” That stopped him.
- “How could that happen? This is
a new car.”

“Maybe you tried to break it in
too fast,” I offered.

.The girl giggled, and he turned
on her. “You just shut your
mouth, Ruby. This ain’t a bit
funny.” .

She stood her ground. “I think
it is. That salesman told you to
take it easy for the first five thou-
sand miles, but you wouldn’t lis-
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ten to the man. You knew it all.”

He rubbed his forehead wearily,
smearing the oil that was there.
“Shut up, Ruby. Do yourself a fa-
vor. Don’t get me riled unless you
want to get your head whipped.”

I didn’t think he. should talk
that way to a lady, but I didn’t
say anything. '

We stood there for a while
without anyone talking. The man
wrinkled his brow like he was
thinking hard. Finally, he said,
“You can give us a lift to the next
town.” It wasn’t a question. '

He got their luggage from the
Chevy. All they had was one suit-
case for the two of them and a
large carpetbag. The carpetbag
was a surprise because it made a

_ clanging sound like it was full of

hammers and other tools when he
put it on the rear floor; but he
wasn’'t a mechanic. Anyone who
didn’t even know when his car
had a hole in its engine couldn’t
have much use for tools, I figured.

There was no room for anyone
in back, so we all sat in front. I

. drove, and Ruby sat in the

middle. 1 tried to avoid it, but I
couldn’t keep from touching her
leg when I shifted gears. She
didn’t seem to notice.

“Where ya headed, kid?” the
man asked. : '

“Nowhere particular,” 1 an-
swered. “I'm looking for adven-

ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



-

ture—something kind of special.”

The man let out a dirty kind of
laugh and gripped Ruby high up
on her thigh. “You hear that,

honey? He’s lookin” for adven-

ture.”

Hard as I tried, I couldn’t find
anything to like about that guy.

“Well,' kid,” he said to me,
“you’ve found your adventure. I'm
‘Jack Gotkind and this’s Ruby Al-
diss.”™

He kept looking at me after he
said it, like he was expecting
something, so I said, “Pleased to
meet you.”

“Hey, kid. I said Jack Gotkind
and Ruby Aldiss. Don’t that mean
nothin’ to you?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Where you from, kid?”

I told him.

“Don’t you have newspapers or
radios there?”

“Sure we do,” I said defen-
sively. “There’s close to. five thou-
sand people in the county.”

“Well, if you'd been reading
the papers or listening to the ra-
dio, you'd know. about us.”

He was holding his suit coat on
his lap. Now he opened it to show
it had been wrapped around a re-
volver in a shoulder holster with
heavy leather straps. He must
have removed the weapon when

- he took off the coat back at the

Chevy. :
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“Know what this is?” he asked.

“A pistol,” I answered.

“Show the kid your gun, Ruby,”
he ordered. '

The girl opened her purse so I
could look at the tiny, pearl-han-
dled automatic she had. “See?”
she said. :

I licked my lips. “Are you two
bandits?” I asked. '

“Nope, but youre close. We're
burglars,” he said. “You scared?” ‘

“A little,” T admitted.

“Good. Maybe you’re not as
stupid as you look.”

We rode in silence for a few
minutes. A state police car passed
us, and my stomach got tense, but
the troopers gave us hardly a
glance.

That pleased Jack because he
let out that laugh of his again and
grabbed at Ruby. “Did ya see
that, honey? Those dumb cops
didn’t give us a second thought.
They're lookin’ for two people,
not three. Say, I just had an idea,
kid, how’d you like to team up
with us? I guarantee you’ll have
adventure. Ruby and me are just
like Bonnie and Clyde.” '

I didn’t know who Bonnie and
Clyde -were, either, and I guess
my face showed it.

Jack looked like he was about
to get mad at me again, but

thought better of it. Instead, he

nudged Ruby with his elbow and
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intimated she should take over.

Ruby turned on the seat and
hugged my arm to her. “What’s
your name?” she asked.

“Herbert—Herb,” 1 said. I could
feel my face getting hot and real-
ized I'must be blushing.

“You want to come with us,
don’t you, Herb? I wish you
would. The three of us can have
some great. times together.” Her
eyes were wide and innocent.

“Okay . . . Sure, I'll come with
you.”

“That’s fine,” Jack said.
remember one thing—if you ever

try to hold out on me or cheat

me, I'll blow your head off.”
“Okay,” I said. “I'll remember.”
- Jack was a prince.
The first thing Jack said when
we reached Hannibal was that he

wanted to buy another car. Mine
wasn’t good enough for him, and -

he had a wallet stuffed with
greenbacks. I thought it was
pretty strange for a professional
thief to pay for his cars instead of
stealing them, and I told him so.

Jack shrugged instead of getting
mad. That was a switch. “I
wouldn't know how to go about
stealing a car,” he confessed. Then
he tried to make a virtue of his
ignorance. “I never.learned to
steal small,” he said. .

We rented a couple of cabins at
a tourist court, and Jack went into
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Hannibal to get a car. He was
back in an hour and a half with a
jet-black 39 Ford sedan. It had
Missouri license plates and he’d
even stopped at a drugstore and
bought himself a Missouri driver’s
license for 25 cents.

“What'll I do with my. car?”” 1
wanted to know. '

“Just park it -somewhere and
leave it. It’s not worth anything.
And don’t bother unloading all
that junk of yours. You're gonna
have to learn to travel light, and
now’s the time to start. Don’t
keep any more clothes and things
than you can carry in one suit-

) 24
case.

“Okay,” I said, but I didn’t like
it.

I went out to the Dodge and
spent a couple of hours trying to
decide what to keep and what to
leave. It was hard to do. I had al-
ready done that before leaving
home, and I'd thought everything

. I brought with me was important.

Now I had to leave most of it be-
hind. ‘

I ended up settling for my best
clothes, a wedding picture of my
parents in a gilt frame, and my
dad’s pistol. I felt like marching
right into the cabin where Jack
and Ruby were and showing them
that I had a pistol, too, but I de-
cided against it. Dad’s gun was an
old single-action Colt .45, manu-
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factured about 70 or 80 years be-
fore. Even though it worked well,
and Dad had taught me how to
use it, they wouldn’t have been
any more impressed with it than
they had been with the Dodge. I
figured I'd get laughed at if I
. showed it to them. It would have
been bad enough to have Jack
laugh, but Ruby’s laughter would
have been worse.

I got permission from the
people who owned the cabins to
leave the Dodge parked in the
rear. 1 locked it up and put the
key in my billfold in case I could
come back for it. I couldn’t very
well forget it—it was my first car.
Then I carried my suitcase to the
cabin I was staying in. The cabins
were spaced fairly far apart, but
Jack and Ruby kept me awake
half the night with their carrying
on. -

In the morning, with me behind
the wheel of the Ford, we crossed
over into Illinois and drove to
Springfield. That night I went
with Jack on my first burglary and
watched him open the safe in the

office of a lumber company. He

.may not have understood much
about automobiles, but he seemed
to know safes. He knocked the
dial off with three blows of a
small sledgehammer, then put a
long punch against the end of the
spindle and pounded some more.

THE WAY MEMORY WORKS

In less than five minutes he had
the safe open, and we emptied it
into a pillowcase from our hotel.
Ruby was our lookout, circling
the area in the Ford. She picked
us up as soon as we stepped out-
side. The whole thing had gone so
smoothly that I was “almost
ashamed I'd carried my dad’s gun

-under my jacket. But Jack Got-

kind had carried his pistol, too, so
it couldn’t have been such a bad
idea.

Once back at the hotel, we di-
vided the loot. It came to an even
$1500, giving us each $500 as our
share. Somehow the loot seemed
like less than it had when we
were taking it from the safe, but
$500 was still far more than I'd
ever had at one time in my life.
There’d been whole years when
my dad hadn’t earned that much.

We had a party later, celebrat-
ing our- good fortune. We sat
around, drinking store-bought
whiskey, telling stories and listen-
ing to music on a Victrola Ruby
had bought. I leamned that Bonnie
and Clyde had been a pair of ban-
dits who’d been killed several
years earlier. They’d once helped
a man named Ray Hamilton es-
cape from the Eastham Prison
Farm in Texas, and Ruby had
helped Jack get away from that
same prison farm. That's why Jack
thought that he and Ruby were
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like the earlier pair even though
Jack and Ruby weren’t as well
known, or wanted as badly by the
police.

T hear Jack tell it, he was the

- wildest, smartest, bravest criminal
since Dillinger, and he was
pleased to find I knew- who that
was. He spent a lot of time telling
me what I had to do to be a good
criminal-how I should walk and
talk, act and think. Then he fell
asleep and Ruby tried to teach me
to dance and other things.

We left Springfield the next day
and moved east. Jack and 1 bur-
gled a safe almost every night.
Sometimes we got only a few dol-
lars, sometimes several hundred;
but none of the. safes held as
much as the first one, and none

were as easy to open. Jack ex-
plained how safes of different

manufacture required various
methods to. open them. He also
told me how to recognize the dif-
_ ferent kinds of safes by the shape

of their wheels, hinges and ban-

dles. -

I noticed that the size of a
score seemed to shrink between
the time we took it from a safe
~ and when we divided it, but I was
never sure it didn’t just look like
-more in the excitement of the
burglary. Then one night in Har-
risburg, Pennsylvania, I took a
bundle of twenty-dollar bills from
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a safe and dropped it into the
sack. It had a thick red rubber -
band around it, so it was easy to
identify. Later, when we all sat
down to make the split,. that
bundle was missing.

- I didn’t say anything right then,
but when we were traveling the
next day I turned to Jack. “What
would you do if you caught a
partner cheating you?” I asked.

He gave me a real hard look. “I
told you that when you joined up

- with us. Don’t you remember? I

said I'd blow his head off.”
“That’s what I thought,”
and let it rest.
From then on I kept a watchful
eye on the.sack of- loot. I guess

I said,

" Jack took the hint because he

never tried to get alone with it
anywhere before the split, and the
size of the loot no longer seemed
to change. I was sure glad to see
that happen.

Unfortunately, it didn’t last
long, Within three weeks, Jack be-
gan to find errands for me to take
care of before the loot was di-
vided, and the size of the sack be-
gan to shrink again. Then one
morning after a particularly difli-
cult job, we pulled into a roadside
picnic area to eat and make the
split. I wondered what Jack was
going to find for me to do this
time.

“Hey,” Jack said as soon as the
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car stopped rolling. “I noticed we
have a slow leak in the left rear
tire. Better change it right away,
Herb, so we can move on out of
here in a hurry if we have to.”

“Okay,” 1 said, and got busy

with the tire, keeping an eye on
them all the while.
" Ruby spread our picnic blanket
on the grass under an elm tree,
and Jack carried the sack of loot
from the car. He opened it up
and dumped the money onto the
center of the blanket. It was an
hour after sunup, so we had the
spot all to ourselves.

“We'll just divide up this swag
while youre workin’,” Jack called.

“No,” I called back. “Wait for
" me to be there.”

“We don’t need you to cut up a
score,” Jack retorted with a nasty
tone in his voice.

Ruby had lowered herself to the
blanket and sat cross-legged facing
me. Jack knelt down with his
back to me and reached out for
the money.

“Yes, you do need me,” 1
yelled, hurrying to put the new
tire in place. Then I repeated
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Aforcefully, “Yes, you do need me.”

I straightened up in time to see
Jack toss some bundles of bills to
Ruby and saw her stuff them out
of sight into her purse. ) '

I walked over to the blanket
very slowly. No criminal worth a
dime would let a partner get
away with that. That was break-
ing the code, the same as inform-
ing. When I got to Jack I reached
down and grabbed his hair with
my left hand and pulled his head
back. With my right I pressed my
dad’s old .45 against his temple
and pulled the trigger. Blood and °
brains splattered all over the
grass, and he stiffened up, then
went limp. I pushed him away so
he wouldn’t' leak all over the
money. :

I'll always remember Jack be-
cause he’s the first person I ever
killed. Ruby was the second one
because of all her screaming and
such, but, of course, I have other
reasons for remembering her.

I never did go back to get my
old Dodge, and T've felt badly
about that ever since. It's funny
the way memory works.
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Eyes that look their last ‘may stab more pointedly than one’s

conscience.

Arthur Hamlin, realtor, swung
the car into his driveway at ex-
actly ten minutes before noon and
brought it to a halt in the garage.
He felt certain that no one had
_seen his arrival, for the area was a
new development and, as yet,
there were no near neighbors.

1292

e

Nerves taut and quivering, he
went directly through the breeze-
way. and into the kitchen. His
wife Alice was standing at the
head of the basement steps, two
baskets of laundry at her feet. It
was just thé way he had pictured
it as being. Even though she had a
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new washer and dryer in the base-
ment, she would spend the entire
day dawdling with the wash, a
chore that shouldn’t take her more
than a couple of hours. Then she
would complain about all the
work she had to do and would
have a list of tasks a mile long for
him to do when through at the of-
fice, things she could very well ac-
complish by herself.

She turned toward him, her
mousy hair as yet uncombed.
“The basement needs scrubbing,”

she said, her long face quickly

hardening into domineering lines.
“T've told you and told you . . .”

That was it! The last straw!
Never before during his two years
of married life had he ever come
home at lunch time. Yet, now, she
hadn’t even wondered if his sud-
-den appearance might be due to
illness, disaster, or some other
kind of ‘crisis. Oh, no; just, “The
basement needs scrubbing.”

She stooped, picked up one’ of

( awi
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THE ACCUSING EYES

the baskets, and turned toward the
basement stairs. “And another
thing . . .”

Hamlin didn’t wait to hear
what the other “thing” was. He
had been planning this for weeks,
and the time to act had come.
Leaping suddenly forward, he
placed the heels of his palms
against her shoulders, closed his

" eyes, and launched her into space.

There was a short scream, fol-
lowed by a thud, then silence.

Hamlin opened his eyes and
peered down. Alice was lying on
her back on the cement floor, her
neck twisted slightly to one side,
the heel of one foot resting on the
bottom step. The basket she had
been carrying had overturned,
spewing its contents about, and
one sheet was draped over the
lower part of her body like a par-
tial shroud.

- Now that the job was done, a
feeling of relief and satisfaction
crept over him. He was now free,
free to keep his luncheon engage-
ment at -the Diamond Inn with
the two Harper boys, free to sign
with them the contract that would
put him on the high road to suc-
cess, for he was certain that,
thanks to ‘the double indemnity
clause in Alice’s life insurance pol-
icy, he would be able to lay his
hands on the extra $20,000 well
within the sixty days of grace that
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would be stipulated in the con-.

tract. -So far, things had gone ex-
actly as he had planned, and all
he had to do was to get into his
car and-drive to the Diamond Inn.

His thoughts were suddenly bro-
ken when a slight movement be-
low caught his eye. As he
watched, Alice’s foot slowly slid
from the bottom step to the floor.

A wave of panic coursed
through him. What if she were
still alive, only stunned by the
falll Maybe paralyzed! There
would be hospital bills, doctor
bills, maybe a wheelchair! She
could even charge him with at-
tempted murder . . .

He fought down an impulse to
flee, knowing that flight could not
solve his problem. He couldn’t
leave until he knew for sure, until
he was certain. :

Slowly he made his way down
the stairs and stepped over her
prone body. He could detect no
further movement, no sign of
breathing. Hesitantly, he leaned
over her and extended a hand in
search of a possible heartbeat. It
was then that the eyes flicked sud-
denly open to stare directly up
into his, and those eyes were filled
with a burning look of  intense
hate and accusation.

Involuntarily, he leaped back
and away from them. They did
not follow him. They remained
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open, staring fixedly into space,
still filled with their terrifying, ac-
cusing light.

With a low, inarticulate cry es-
caping his lips, Hamlin leaped
across the prone body to the stairs
and went scurrying -up them on
all fours like a frightened animal. -

By the time he drove into the .
parking lot of the Diamond Inn,
at exactly ten minutes after
twelve, Hamlin had succeeded in
getting his jangled nerves. under
reasonable control again. It was
over, and the road to success lay
directly ahead, wide and clear.

There were only a few cars in
the parking lot, and the red con-
vertible of the Harper ‘brothers
was not among them. This, too, he’
decided, was good. He could say
that ‘he had arrived at the ion
promptly at twelve, thus estab-
lishing that it had taken him only
fifteen minutes to drive from the
Ferguson apartment to the inn
rather than- the forty minutes it
had actually taken him. '

The red convertible slid to a
sudden stop beside his own car,
and the two heavyset, dark-com-
plected Harpers, along with the
slim, long-haired lawyer, got out.
They were dressed in sport clothes

‘and seemed to be in high good

spirits.
“Been a change in plans!”’
shouted one of the Harpers.
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“We're all going out to Elm Hill
Fairways; new place, just opened.
We'll have lunch there, get our
" business over, and play a round.”

- “We tried to get in touch with
you,” said Greg Bender, the law-
yer, “but your office girl said you
were out with some clients. Plenty
of time for you to go home, get
your clubs—"

“Not necessary,” Hamlin put in
quickly. “I always carry my clubs
in the trunk of the car during the
_season. Slip away from the office
once in a while, you know.” It
now suddenly occurred to him
that, from this day on, he could
play golf whenever he wanted to
do so. He was a free man! “Ride
-along with .me,”” he invited

Bender. “I've never been to Elm
Hill.”

Hamlin arrived back home at
ten minutes past five, drove his
car into the garage, killed the en-
gine, and sat for a moment in
contemplation. So far, things had
gone just as he had planned, per-

“haps even better than he had
dared hope. All that remained to
be done was to “discover” the
‘body, put in a frantic call to the
police . . .

He entered the kitchen and
paused, his eyes riveting on the
open door to the basement. Those
hate-filled, accusing eyes had been
haunting him all afternoon, nearly
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destroying his golf game. He was
now afraid to look into them
again. lest they follow him in
nightmares for the rest of his life—
but perhaps in death they had
closed .

He went slowly forward, step
by step, as if drawn by some com-
pelling, magnetic force. Reaching
the door, he gave a quick glance
downward. Then he turned pale,
froze in his tracks, and clutched
the sides of the doorway for sup-
port.

Alice’s body was no longer ly-
ing at the foot of the stairs! It was
nowhere in sight in the basement,
and the spilled wash had been
picked up from the floor and re-
placed into the clothes basket!

Trembling violently, he shoved
himself back and away, then went
rushing through the livingroom to
fling open the doors to the two
bedrooms. “Alice,” he called,
softly at first.” Then, frantlcally,
“Alice! Alice!”

There was no answer—only a
terrifying, deathlike silence.

He stumbled to the livingroom
table and slumped down into one
of the chairs beside it, his brain in
seething turmoil. Had the fall only
stunned her? Had she, through
force of habit, returned the scat-
tered wash to the basket and then
called an ambulance? Was she still
alive? Where?
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He had put up ten thousand
dollars—money borrowed on his

assets—when he had signed the -

contract with the Harpers. Now,
if he couldn’t lay hands on the ex-
tra twenty thousand from Alice’s
life insurance, the surety bond of
ten thousand would be forfeit,
leaving him in debt! .Too, there
would be doctor bills, hospital
bills, an invalid wife . . . °

What if she had talked with the
police, accused him of attempted
murder? Perhaps, even now, the
police were searching for him,
ready to place him under arrest.

As if in answer to his thoughts,
the doorbell rang. He hesitated a
moment, then got slowly and un-
steadily to his feet, walked to the
door and opened it. A tall man
with a long, deeply-lined face
stood there. “Detective: Sergeant
Miller,” he said, ﬂash_ing identity.
“May I come in?”

Hamlin- nodded and backed
awkwardly away toward the table.

This was it! Alice was alive and
had talked!

Sergeant Miller indicated one of

the chairs. “Perhaps you should sit
down, Mr. Hamlin,” he suggested.
“I am afraid I have some very
bad news for you.” _

After Hamlin had eased himself
into -the chair, Sergeant Miller
.seated himseff in a chair across
the corner of the table from him
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and took a notebook from the
pocket of his coat. “To put it
bluntly, Mr. Hamlin, your wife
had a serious fall. Down the base-
ment stairs.”
“She—she’s dead?” -
Sergeant Miller nodded. “Sus-
tained a broken neck. She died in-
stantly, as far as the medical ex-
aminer could determine. We have
her body at the city morgue.”
Hamlin did not have to pretend
that he was in partial shock. The
disappearance of his wife’s body,
plus the arrival of the sergeant,
had taken care of that. He hoped
that the sigh- that suddenly es-
caped his lips would be inter-
preted as a sigh of deep remorse
rather than as one of relief. Alice
was dead! She hadn’t talked! Ev-
erything had worked out per-
fectly, just as he had planned!
“Here are the -details we have
found thus far,” Sergeant Miller
said, opening his notebook. “Your
wife’s automatic washer must have
broken down sometime. this morn-
ing. She called a repairman at
eleven-thirty. He arrived an hour
and a half later—at approximately
one o’clock this afternoon--and
discovered the body at the foot of
the stairs. We came immediately
in answer to his telephone call,
made the usual examination, and
tried to get in touch with you.
Your office girl tried to find you
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but didn’t know where you had
gone. Under the circumstances,
there was little else to do except
to take your wife’s body to the
morgue. 1 have been  patrolling
the area ever since, waiting for
your return.”

Hamlin let another sigh escape
him. “Then—then she must have
accidentally fallen down the
stairs.”

“It would seem so.” The ser-
geant flipped a couple pages of
his notebook and placed it flat on
the table. “I hate to trouble you
at a time like this,” he said, “but
there are certain routine ques-
tions, just for the record.” He
took a pencil from the breast
pocket of his coat. “I'd like to
have a brief account of your ac-
tivities from the time you left the
house this morning until your re-
turn just now.” .

Hamlin nodded. “Certainly. I
arrived at my office at nine
o’clock, as usual, and went over
some contracts with my secretary
until an elderly couple, the Fergu-
sons, arrived by taxi. I took them
out to look at a house they were
interested in buying and then took
them back to their apartment at
eleven-forty-five. After that, 1
drove directly to the Diamond Inn
where I had a business-luncheon
engagement with some associates,
the Harper brothers, and Greg

THE- ACCUSING EYES

Bender, a lawyer,” he explained.

“You ate luncheon at the Dia-
mond Inn?” :

“No, the Harper boys suggested
we go directly to Elm Hill Fair-
ways for our luncheon and a
round of golf afterward.” ‘

“You came home for your
clubs?” )

“No, they were in the trunk of
my car.”

“Then you drove your car out
to Elm Hill Fairways?” -

“Yes. Greg Bender rode along
with me to keep me company.”

“I see.” Sergeant Miller flipped
a page of his notebook. “Then the
only time during the entire day
when you were not actually in the
presence of someone else was
when you drove from the Fergu-
sons’ to Diamond Inn?”

“Right.” So far his alibi was
holding up nicely. “A fifteen-
minute drive, from eleven-forty-
five till twelve noon.”

“Which corresponds to the pre-
cise time when your wife must
have met her death,” said the ser-
geant.

Hamlin felt sudden fear lay
hold of him again. “Now wait a
minute! Surely you dont think
that I-T1. . .

Sergeant Miller ‘shook his head.
“I’'m not accusing you of any-
thing. Just trying to get all the
facts straight.” He folded the
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notebook and returned it and the
pencil to his coat pocket. “Now,
just a couple morg questions, Mr.
Hamlin. Did your’ wife carry life
insurance?”

“Yes, we each carried a policy
of. ten thousand dollars, each nam-
ing the other as beneficiary.”

“And was there a double in-
demnity clause in each? Double
payment in case of accidental
death?” :

“Why—why, yes,” Hamlin said,
as if he had just now remembered
it. -

Sergeant Miller drummed long
fingers on the tabletop for a mo-
ment or so. “You might have
some difficulty in collecting the
double payment,” he said, finally.

“But I thought you said that
her death was accidental!”

“I said that it seemed so. Come.
I'll show you something.”

Sergeant Miller led the way
down the stairs to the cement
floor of the basement. “Your
wife’s body was found here,” he
said, indicating an area at the foot
of the steps. “We know that she
was carrying a basket of wash
when she fell, for bedding was

strewn about on the floor and one
of the sheets lay half over her
body. We also know that someone
approached her body immediately

.after—or shortly after—her fall,

someone who, for some reason,
did not report the incident.”

“But—but I don’t under-
stand . . .”

Sergeant Miller took a white
handkerchief from a hip pocket,
unfolded it, and laid it carefully
upon the floor. “Fortunately for .
us, Mr. Hamlin, your basement
floor has not been scrubbed for
some time, and the accumulation
of dust, clinging. to the rubber
heel of a shoe, left a perfect im-
print on some of the bedding we
took along to headquarters. Now,
Mr. Hamlin, please place the heel
of your right shoe carefully on the
handkerchief. Just for the record,
you know.”

Hamlin’s face went suddenly
white, as white as the sheet on
which he had inadvertently '
stepped when he had leaped back
and away from the terrifying look
of hate and accusation that had
stabbed up at him from the eyes
of his dead wife.
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When one is handed an ace in the hole, the game may take a
new turmn.

When the phone rings late at

night, there is a limit to who it . 87\/’}{

can be. I had three guesses as I » WL
picked it up: a wrong number (all

wrong numbers are the same per-
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- son), or Lois, or—I didn’t bother

to think his name. It isn’t his, any-
way.

~ “Hello?”

“Hello,” he said. “You know
who this is?” )

“Kelséy.” It’s the name he tells
- me. “What is it, Kelsey? You're
not due for another four months.”

“I need an advance. Are you
sitting down?”

“I'm in bed, you—" Reading a
book, but 1 didn’t tell him that.
Better he should be off balance.

“Sorry. I just wanted you
braced. I need sixteen thousand—"

“Bug off!” I slammed down the
phone.

There was no point in - picking
up the book. He’d call again.
Sometimes he waits a few minutes
to  make me nervous. This time
the phone started ringing almost
immediately, and I snatched it up
in the same instant and held it to
my ear without saying anything.
It’s a kind of bluffing game, one 1
" always lose. ;

“Kelsey again, and I'm not kid-
ding. I need sixteen thousand, nine
hundred and forty dollars. I need
it by the end of the week.”

“You know perfectly well T

can’t do that. I can’t make that
much money disappear without
somebody noticing: Lois, the
bank, the Bureau of Internal Rev-
enue. Dammit, Kelsey, we’ve
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worked this thing out before.”
“The best laid plans of mice
and men—"
“Go to hell”” Something hit me
then. “That’s a funny number. As

long as I can’t pay anyway, why

not make it seventeen thousand,
or twenty? Why, uh, sixteen thou-
sand, nine hundred and forty?”

“It just worked out that way.”
He sounded defensive.

I probed. “What way?”

“You aren’t my only client.”

“Client? I'm a blackmail victim!
At least be honest with yourself,
Kelsey.”

“I am. Shall I téll you what. you
are?” ’

“No.” Someone might be listen-
ing, which was the point he was

-trying to make. “You've got other

clients, huh? Go to one of them.”

“I did It was a mistake.” He
hesitated, then went on. “Let’s
call him Horatio, okay? Horatio
was a bank teller, long ago. He
owns a hardware store now. I've
known him about five years. I had
to trace him myself, you under-
stand. He embezzled some money
while he was a teller.”

“What did he do, die on you
when - the mortgage was due?” I
put sarcastic sympathy in my
voice.

“I wish he had. No, he waited
for my usual call, which I make
on April Fools’ Day. Not my idea;
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his. I call him once a year, just
like you. So I called him and told
him he was due, and he said he
couldn’t afford it anymore. He got
kind of brdve -panicky, you know
how it goes—"

“Don’t I just, damn you.”

“—and he said he wouldn’t pay
me another red cent if he had to
go to prison for it. T got him to
agree to meet me at a bar and
grill. T hated doing that, Carson. I
thought he might try to kill me.”

“Occupational hazard. I may
return to this subject.” I had
threatened to kill Kelsey before
this.

He sounded dispirited. “It won’t
help you. I'm careful, Carson. I
took a gun, and it was a public
place, and 1 got there first. Be-
sides, there are my files. If I die
the cops’ll go through them.”

I was going to need that infor-
mation someday, maybe, but it
wasn’t fun to hear. “So you met
him in this bar and grill. What
then?”

“Well, he had the money w1th
him. He put it right out on the
table, and I grabbed it quick be-
cause someone might be watching.
Someone was, too. I saw the flash-
bulb go off, and by the time my
eyes had stopped watering, who-
ever it was had gone out the door.
Ra—" He caught himself. “Horatio
stopped me from getting out. He
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“laugh before and mean it.

said, ‘Do you know what the stat-
ute of limitations is for embezzle-
ment?’

“I remembered then. It was
seven years, and Horatio had me
in a box. Blackmail. He figures
I've taken him for sixteen thou-
sand nine hundred dollars and no
cents, plus forty bucks for the guy
with the camera. He wants it
back or he turns me in to the po-
lice, complete with photographs.”

Kelsey had never heard me
“That’s
hilarious. The Biter Bit bit. If you
turn in your files it'll only be
more evidence against you. You'll
just have to fight it out in court,
Kelsey. Tell 'em it's a first of-
fense.” _

“I've got a better idea. I'll get
the money from you.”

“Nope. If 1 make that much
money disappear,
people would start wondering
why. If they find out, I'm dead.
Dead. Now 1 want you to remem-
ber "that word, Kelsey, because it’s
important.”

“Files, Carson. I want you to
remember that word, because it’s
important to you. If I die, some-
body will go through my files and
then call the cops.

Well, it hadn’t worked Poor
hard-luck Kelsey. “Okay, Kelsey.
I'll have the money. Where can
we meet?”
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“No need. Just get it to me the
usual way.”

“Now, don’t be a damn fool. I
probably can’t get it until Satur-
day, which means I'll have to get
it to you Sunday There isn’t any
mail on Sunday.”

He didnt answer for a while.
Then, “Are you thinking of killing
me?”’

I kept it light. “T'm always
thinking of killing you, Kelsey.”

“Files.”

“1 know. Do you want the
- money or don’t you?r”

I listened to the scared silence
on the other.end. Dammit, I
didn’t want him scared. I was go-
“ing to have to kill him, but Td
have to find out, where the files
were first, and for that I'd have to
have him alone, somewhere far
away, for several hours. He was

going to be too wary for that. I
could sense it.

“Listen, there’s a third way,” he
said suddenly. “If you move the
money, someone’s likely to notice.
If you kill me someone’s sure to
notice. But there’s a third way.”

“Let’s hear it.”

“Kill .Horatio.”

I yelped. “Kelsey, what do you
think I am, Murder Incorporated?
I made one mistake. One.”

“Youre not thinking, Carson.
There’s no connection between
you and Horatio. None! Zilch!
You can’t even be suspected . . .7
He went on and on, but I was
way ahead of him: If I could get
the file Horatio had on Kelsey, I'd
have Kelsey. No more payments.
We'd have each other by the
throats.

Poor hard-luck Horatio.
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There may be a definitive alternative to living with what one )

creates.

She breathed on the window,

then drew on the mist with her-

fingertip. She made an oval and
inside it she dotted two eyes and
a nose and curved a lopsided
smile. Her own face turned hard,
and she slashed two crossbones be-
low the foggy face. She saw an
overlay of her own face dimly re-
flecting on the crude skull.

The hardness in her face would
not have come out so readily if
the ordeal she had lately under-
gone had not thinned her to the
bone, hollowed her cheeks, deep-
ened her eyes. Before her trial for

$1.81

=

(

murder her face had been soft and
sweet. She had thought the ac-
quittal and the remarriage would
have smoothed over the ravages.
. But the nightmare was with her
yet and the honeymoon was still
young. It would take time. Her
face softened. Reno had told her
she looked even lovelier now,
fined down by the fires of adver-
sity. Quickly she wiped it all out.

She dried her hand on her

" house dress. She froze that way,

hand on hip, and stared out
through the picture window. She
knew what they said behind her
back about ‘her and her new hus-
band: that he had put his life on
. the line in marrying her.

She gazed out at the lesser
homes below her on the hill and
smiled a lopsided smile. Their
numbers did not trouble her, nor
the staring -eyes of their windows.
As long as she was Mrs. J. Reno

b Edward
| ellen
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Palmateer they would all remain
at her feet.

She heard movements overhead,
feet on the stairs. Reno was com-
ing down. She started guiltily. She
flushed to “think of Reno finding
her idling their precious moments
" away ‘when she should be in the
kitchen plugging in the coffee-
maker and getting out the orange
juice and the bacon and eggs and

bread and butter and jams. She-

whirled toward the kitchen. In her
hurry she knocked an ash tray to
the floor. It shattered.

It was not one she prized  or
“even liked, but it was the one
Reno used most often.

She heard Reno pause halfway
down.

“Something, dear?”

. Strange how colorless his voice
was outside the courtroom.

“Nothing, dear.”

She shoed the bigger pieces out
of sight under the drapes. She
_ flushed again. Why had she lied?
Why was she hiding the evidence?
She drew a deep breath and
strode to the kitchen.. She would
sweep up the pieces later and
spend the morning looking in the
stores for an ash tray just like the
one she had broken.

The coffeemaker plug was elud-
ing the socket. when Reno came
up behind her and wrapped his
arms around her. She turned her
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face to his for a lingering kiss
whose pressure lingered.

Leota liked these cook’ s-days-
off. It made her feel more the lov-
ing wife to be doing for her hus-
band with her own hands. Then,
too, she was happy to be without
the third. pair of eyes for a while.
The cook was quiet and eflicient
and kept herself and her soul
thoughts to herself, but she was a
person and had her own ideas,
however hidden. Leota had a no-
tion what those were from catch- .
ing the cook’s quickly hooded
eyes on-her.

Along with everyone else the
cook believed Leota Rohan had-
murdered Grady Rohan; and won-
dered how long it would be be-
fore Leota Palmateer murdered J.
Reno Palmateer.

Leota’s hand shook as she
poured. She had suddenly found
herself trying to_.read in Reno’s
eyes if he too wondered when she
would get around to doing him in
by poison or other means; but he
was kind and smiling and loving—
still honeymoon-struck, as he put
it—and ate with oblivious relish
whatever she put before him. .

The radio news was the usual.
bad news and the weatherman
spoke happily of icy conditions.
Reno smiled and Leota smiled
with him. Reno was ‘good at driv-
ing, as he was good at everything
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else. No doubt of that at all.

After another lingering kiss
Reno went upstairs to brush his
teeth and finish dressing. Leota lis-
tened, then hurried back into the
livingroom with broom and dust-
pan to sweep up the pieces of the
ash tray. On his way out Reno
would likely pause by the picture
window to survey his world in the
frame of his success. He might
easily step on a shard ‘and then
the kindly cross-examining would
begin. She did not want him to
catch her in a lie, however small.
Their whole relationship hung on
his continuing to trust.her.

She swept up. swiftly but thor-
oughly, making sure she left no
telltale bit behind, and carried the
broom and laden dustpan back to
the kitchen. The garbage pail was
full and they were out of spare
liners. She turned to the shelf of
the broom closet.

Reno had got into the bachelor
habit, before their marriage, of
saving paper bags and storing
them neatly in the broom closet.
- She smiled. Another of his careful
foresighted .ways. Reno made a
better housekeeper than she was
or ever would be. She took down
a paper bag and shook it open to
receive the pieces of ash tray.

She caught sight of a short strip
of cash register tape at the bot-
tom of the bag. Sometimes a
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checkout clerk folded the strip of
register tape over the mouth of
the bag and stapled it to seal the
purchase, and sometimes a clerk
simply dropped the strip of- tape
into the bag along with the pur-
chase. The latter was what had
happened here. For no reason but
idle curiosity Leota reached in -
and plucked out the tape.

.The purple figures leaped out-at
her: $001.81 TOTL.

It was the price of the bottle
that was State’s evidence in the
case of State v. Leota Rohan for
the murder of Grady Rohan.

The date on the slip was nine
months old but it was a date she
knew. It was the day before
Grady’s death.

The ink was faint, but Leota
made out the name and address of
a discount drugstore just over the
line in the neighboring state.

Why had Reno driven out of
the state to buy $1.81’s worth of
drugs?

Reno had been to. the Rohan
home the evening before Grady’s
death. Reno had had every chance
in the world to steal into her-and
Grady’s bedroom sometime during
the evening on the pretext of go-
ing to the bathroom.

The slip trembled in her hand.
It was too much of a coincidence
to be one.

Leota remembered now how
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uneasy Reno had always made her
‘by the intent way he eyed .her
whenever they met at parties. He
had wanted her and he had got
her. What could be more natural
after Grady’s death and her in-
dictment than to turn to the one
famous trial lawyer she knew?

She almost burst into a hys-
terical laugh. thinking how grate-
ful she had been to Reno for sav-
ing her, how fond she had been of
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him for willingly risking his life in
marrying a woman the world still
believed a murderess; J. Réno
Palmateer, the bold knight cham-
pioning her cause in the tourney

of law.

The - prosecution—the per-
secution, Reno kept miscalling it
till the judge admonished him and
he apologized with a wink at the
jurors he’d had a careful hand in
selecting—had based - ‘its case on
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circumstantial evidence. The pros-
ecutor had witnesses—guests at the
dinner party the night before
Grady’s death—who had overheard
Grady and Leota quarreling.”
Leota could not prove that the
quarrel had not been a quarrel.
She had been trying to keep
Grady from overtaxing his poor
worn heart. He had wanted to
show off their new swimming pool
by taking a high dive into it and
she had urged him not to do it.

The prosecutor had evidence to
show premeditated—and pre-
medicated, he added, but his hu-
mor did not come off anywhere
nearly as well as had J. Reno
Palmateer’s—murder. Grady had
died of a heart attack when the
nitro tablets he relied on proved
not to be nitro tablets. Leota
could not deny that Grady’s heart-
drug bottle tested out to contain
not nitro tablets but harmless non-
prescription sedatives looking
enough like the nitro tablets to
fool a man desperately fighting off
a seizure. She could not deny that
a half-filled bottle of the sedatives
had been uncovered in the drawer
of her night table, or explain how
it had got there, though she de-
nied having bought it or having
known it' was in the house.

.When you could not disprove
the evidence, Reno told her, you
worked on the emotions of the ju-
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rors relentlessly, zealously.

J. Reno Palmateer took out a
pocketful of change and counted
out-seven quarters, a nickel, and a
penny. _

“One dollar and eighty-one
cents. That’s the price stamped on
the bottle of sedative tablets.”

He tossed the nine coins on the
table so that they bounded and
slid toward the prosecutor, who in
spite of himself reached out to
keep them from falling off. J.
Reno Palmateer shook his head
and smiled sadly.

“Not even thirty pieces of sil-
ver. The persecutor—sorry, your
Honor—the prosecutor banks on
one dollar and eighty-one cents’
worth of evidence to send the sor-
rowing widow to prison for life.
Look at her, ladies and gentlemen,
and weigh the pitiful evidence
carefully. Will you sell her life for
one dollar and eighty-one cents?”

He went on in this mood, the
veins in his temples standing out
as he soared to emotional heights.
Yet he never soared too high for
the eagle eye to take in the jurors’
responses.

It had worked. He had got her
off.

Leota still had need of shelter
from the sensationalizing press
and the scandal-loving public that
would not let go. To them she
was still the treacherous blonde,
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with the added spice that she had
got away with murder, but Reno
had been right there, loving and
understanding. He came high and
could have taken her for much of
the estate Grady Rohan had left
her, but he had not_asked for.a
cent. He loved her—enough to put
his life on the line by marrying
and living with a murderess. It
was that more than anything that
had moved her to say yes.

"She looked up at the ceiling,
hearing Reno move competently,
confidently around. A flash flood
filled her eyes.

The nightmare was hftlng but
its pressure remained—a vast sense
of loss and waste and bitterness.
The worst of it was not Reno’s
putting her life on the line. The
worst of it was not pmmng on her
the lifelong label “murderess”—a
word made for whispering. The
worst of it was his making her be-

- lieve Grady, her beloved Grady,

had for some twisted reason
turned against her and given up
on the life he had clung to; the
worst of it was his making her be-
lieve Grady had killed himself and

framed her. The worst of it was—

How could Reno have done
that to her?

She was about fo let love for
Grady flow back into her heart
and hate for Reno flood out. Then
she stopped.

Reno had killed for her, and he
had gotten her off. She couldn’t
fail to consider that. Reno loved
her enough to do his worst and
his best, loved her enough to be
indifferent to "the world’s whis-
perings.

All trace of her tears had van-
ished and she had composed her-
self by the time Reno came down-
stairs again. How dapper and
cocksure he looked. He paused by
the picture window- to survey his
world in the frame of his success.
He gazed at her in the glass and
their eyes met in that misty space.

" _ She smiled. She saw how her
smile .warmed him, and she felt

the warmth of her smile herself.-
Maybe in time she would come to
love Reno as much as he loved
her.

If not, there was always time to
become a murderess in fact.
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Even in the most cut-and-dried cases, the identity of the vic-

tim may be questionable.

She almost begged to be kid-
napped,- so I intended to oblige.
Thana Norden was her name, the
wife of Norman Norden, the mil-
lionaire lemon drink king. Old
man Norden—about seventy years
old—kept to himself in their big

house on Florida’s ocean coast,

while his young wife Thana kept
the bartenders busy in the big ho-
tels up and down Collins Avenue.

THE LEMON DRINK QUEEN

Norman Norden worshiped - his
wife, and in the news releases
concerning his civic activities, and
in the society page writé-ups, he
never failed to mention the fact.
“Worth all my money,” he had
said of her in one TV interview.
That had stuck in my mind.

Thana acted the part of some-
thing worshiped. She was a very
well-built brunette, of medium
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height and weight, about thirty,
with large, slightly tilted .brown
eyes, long legs and a flaunting ele-
gance about her. Her specialty,
the way I heard, was to lead men
on and then not deliver. She
might not have been rare that
way, but she was rare in a lot of
other ways, and she loved to bring
it to everyone’s attention. I sat
and heard her hold court with her
bought friends in a lounge one
evening. “My jewels . . . my car
. . . he’d do anything for me . . .
flying to Paris next Tuesday . . .
why, he’d give a fortune to kiss
my hand . ..” Those were the
sort of remarks that dotted her
conversation. :

After watching Thana for a few
weeks, I found that her favorite
pastime also fitted in with what I
had in mind. She liked to take
long, solitary nighttime walks on
the beach. I'd sit concealed in my
old car and watch her stroll in the
moonlight, and I'd consider- the
possibilities. I was almost forty
now; the big break had never
come. Everything I'd ever done
had always started sweet and

ended sour. Was I considering

something stupid out of some
" mounting desperation, or had T re-
alized finally that I had to take a
chance?

I can’t say I made up my mind
all at once, or even consciously,
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but one day I realized that I had
made up my mind.

So that night I took one final
draw on my cigarette, took one fi-
nal look through the windshield at
the small figure of Thana Norden
below me on the beach. She was
walking barefoot in an evening
dress, about to disappear around a
gentle rise of sand. A long swell-
ing wave rose from the dark
ocean and rolled toward her to
sigh and splay gently about her
feet. In the moonlight she glis-
tened like pure gold.

The kidnapping itself would be
the easiest part; but where would
I hide a package like Thana Nor-
den?

I figured the answer to that
would have to come later. The
thing for me to do now was to
learn all T could about Norman
Norden himself. That way I'd
know better how to proceed, and
how much to ask for ransom.

It was easy to find out what I
wanted to know about Norden—so

‘easy it kind of scared me. He was

more important than I'd thought,

"worth more than T'd thought.

He’d inherited over a million dol-
lars and the Norden Lemon Drink
Company from his father, Milton
Norden. Then, with the increasing
popularity of concentrated frozen
lemonade, he’d built his father’s"
business to ten times its former
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- size and branched out into manu-
facturing other food products.
Alone, without an heir until
Thana, Norman Norden had ac-
quired a huge home in New
England, a plush New York town
house, two swank penthouse
apartments in Miami and a vaca-
tion “cottage” in the Bahamas. He
spent ninety-nine percent of his

time in the sprawling mansion in "

Miami Beach, and from his office
there he conducted his vast busi-
ness.

On a particularly broiling, hu-
mid afternoon I lay on my back
in bed and decided after some de-
liberation to ask $250,000 ransom
for the precious Thana. With that
figure in mind, I fell asleep listen-
ing to the rain begin to fall.

That evening, before it began to
get dark, I had a quick snack,
then drove to look over Norden’s
Miami property. I'd learned that
both penthouses were used for
business purposes only, and that
they were seldom used at all. If

someone very importa.nt came to

.town on Norden business, the
larger penthouse with its pool
atop the Brently Building was
opened and put at the client’s dis-
posal.

I parked near the Brently Build-
ing~and looked up at its top floor.
According to the business-maga-
zine article I'd read at the library,
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this, the more used of the two
penthouses, was occupied for only
a few weeks out of the year.

Squinting up into the sunlight, I
could make out long rows of
draped windows. A little casual
conversation with the doorman
told me the penthouse was unoc-
cupied now, and the tiniest seed
of an idea began to sprout in my
mind. '

When I saw the site of the sec-
ond penthouse, smaller and less
expensive than the first, on the
top of the twenty-story Martinaire
Hotel, that seed took root. The
Martinaire was part of a section
of older buildings, onetime fine
hotels that depressed economic
conditions - were forcing out of
business. What interested me most
about the old but stately Mar-
tinaire was the vacant west wing.
That wing, I discovered, was
being remodeled to contain fewer
but larger rooms. The front of the
building was a sheer twenty-story
rise, but the west wing rose only
twelve stories to stair-step into the
main section of building. I investi-
gated further, then walked back
to my car, smiling.

T had everything planned and
was ready to act two evenings

later. 1 tried to make up my mind

when to perform the actual
snatch, and as I followed a
slightly drunk Thana Norden out
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of a bar that night about eleven
o’clock, I decided then was as
ripe a time as any 'if she were
heading for her late walk on the
beach.

Thana must have been drunker
than usual, for- 1 had some trouble
keeping my old sedan up with her
fast and reckless driving. She
pushed her little red sports car so
hard it was ‘almost suicidal, her
dark hair whipping behind- and
around her in the wind. She was
something, Thana Norden was,
like a heroine from a book.

Finally she parked the car
where she usually did, ran down
to the beach and bent gracefully
sideways to remove her shoes. I
parked down the road about a
hundred yards in the direction I
knew she’d be walking and sat
waiting, my hands clenched on
the steering wheel.

After what seemed a- long wait,

I saw her below, walking slowly
and carrying her shoes in one
- hand, looking out as she often did

to the rolling dark sea. I.got out

of the car, shutting the door softly
béhind mé, and watched her walk
past before I started down toward
her.

The sighing of the waves kept
her from hearing me as I ap-
proached from behind, and when
I touched her shoulder she
whirled with a startled look on
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her pale face. “Thana Norden?”

“Yes . . . P she said, frowning
as if T'd interrupted her from
complex thought. “What do you
want?”

“You’re coming with me,” 1
said, watching her eyes for the
fear that would allow me to man-
age her; but there was no fear—
only annoyance, indignation.

“You must be out of your

mind!” she snapped.
" “You must be. A solid-gold girl
like you, in the habit of walking
alone on the beach at night. You
were bound to be stolen.”.

“Stolen?” Now she looked at
me curiously. “You're kidnapping
me?”

“You've guessed it.”

“You're serious?”

I nodded, drawing the small .32
revolver from my belt.

She looked up at the stars and
laughed. “All right,” she said
when she was finished, “I'm kid-
napped. You, go ahead and call
the shots.”

“Walk along with me,” 1 said,
motioning with the revolver, and
side by side we began the walk
toward my car. Thana didn’t seem
frightened at all, didn’t even seem
nervous, though in a way she
seemed excited, almost like a

.pretty girl embarking on a much

anticipated date.
When we. reached the sparsely-
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grassed earth we stopped so she
could put her high-heeled shoes
back on: Then I prodded her ribs
with the gun and we walked on
faster toward the car.

I let Thana drive while I sat
beside her with the revolver lev-
eled at her side. I was glad to see
that in the confines of my car she
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seemed more frightened than before.

“Back to the city,” ‘I ordered
her.

“My makeup is in.my car,” she
said as we passed her parked red
convertible,

“It stays there. It won’t matter
what you look like for the next
few days.”
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She drove on, staring ahead at
the curving dark road.

“How much ransom are you go-
ing to askP” she said after a while.

“More than you're worth.”

“I'd like to say you cant get
away with it, but you probably
can. My husband will pay plenty

_ to have me back.”

“Thanks for the moral support
Now be quiet and drive.”

“I'm not stupid, you know,” she
said lightly, “even though I am
beautiful. I know I'm worthless to
you dead, so don’t bother with
your threats.” '

“A lot can happen to you with-
out your dying,” I told her. That
seemed to get to her, and I saw
her jaw muscles tense as she tried
to concentrate on the road.

“I said I wasn’t stupid,”
marked after a few minutes. “Af-
ter you get the ransom money I
will be worthless to you, and
~ you've let- me see your face. You
know T'll be able to identify you.”

“Sure you will, only you’ll
never see me again, and [ can
- change myself enough so no one
will be able to identify me from
your description.” What I told her

was true. Acting had been one of .

my many short-lived careers that
had turned out to be something
other than I'd thought, so the art
of altering my appearance wasn’t
new to me. My normally sand-col-
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she re- -

ored hair was dyed black now and
combed low over my forehead,
and the shape and thickness of my
eyebrows were subtly changed by
dark pencil. The fashlonable dyed
moustache I wore would also go
when the time came. Naturally I
wouldn’t be seen anymore at my
usual haunts, because my old life
as a self-described beach bum
would be over.

A tractor-trailer whined past us
with difficulty, doing over seventy.
I cautioned Thana to stay below
the speed limit. Death-defying
driving seemed to be a habit with
her.

When we reached the Mar-

" tinaire Hotel 1 had Thana drive

around the block and park in the
alley alongside the vacant west
wing. I moved quickly, with the
smoothness and. economy born of
careful planning.

After reaching into the back
seat and grabbing the duffle bag
I'd brought, I shoved Thana
roughly from the car, following
her with the gun pressed against
her. Through a lockless wooden
door I took her inside the empty
wing to a small room that prob-
ably had been used to store linens
or cleaning equipment. A light in
that room couldn’t be seen from
outside, and by the glow of my
flashlight I bound Thana tightly to
a metal support and pressed adhe-
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sive tape over her mouth. She sat
limply without a suggestion of
struggle, and her dark eyes were
trained on me as I took one final
look at her by the flashlight beam,
then walked from the room and
closed the door behind me.

Within twenty minutes I was
back, and when I opened the door
to the small room and switched
on the flashlight, Thana was look-
ing at me as she had when I left.
I'd parked my car ten blocks
away in the garage I'd leased and
taken a cab back to within two
blocks of the Martinaire Hotel.
- From there I'd walked the rest of
the way.

I untied Thana but left the tape
across her mouth, and jabbing the
small of her back with the gun
barrel, marched her outside again
into the alley. With one deft toss
I looped ‘a thin, weighted rope
about the bottom rung of the
counterbalanced steel stairs of the
old fire escape and pulled them
down. Then I slung the duffle bag
over my shoulder and motioned
Thana to climb ahead. of me.

It seemed like an hour, that
climb. We passed darkened win-
dow after darkened window as we
rose. During the day this part of
the building would be teeming
with workmen, but at this time it
was completely deserted and ideal
for my purpose.
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We were both breathing hard
when we reached the top window.
I'd taken care of the latch earlier,
and I slid the window open and
pushed Thana inside, cursing
softly for her to be silent. I used
my flashlight with a dark handker-
chief over the lens to guide us,
but I knew where we were going,
could have stage-directed the
whole thing in my mind even in
the dark. I let Thana, struggling
for air, lean against the elevator
well as I pressed the button. She
didn’t seem afraid, and from time
to time her frantic breathing even
seemed to take on the aspect of
exhilarated laughter behind the
adhesive tape.

Now the riskiest moment: we
had to negotiate a short stretch of
hall that passed occupied rooms.

The" elevator doors slid open
onto the empty hall, and we
moved through the door at the
end of the hall and up the nar-
row, steep stairway to the roof.
Now 1 felt sure we'd make it as I
gripped Thana’s elbow and
walked with her “across the tar
and gravel roof of the twentieth
story of the Martinaire Hotel, the
roof of Norman Norden’s pent-
house apartment. Near the center
of the roof, we stopped.

I bound Thana’s hands behind

“her, and crossed her ankles and

bound them tightly. Then I took a
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longer piece of rope from the bag,
looped it beneath her arms and
tied it behind her.

I'd already forced the lock on
the small opaque skylight to Nor-
den’s apartment, and I raised it
and propped it open carefully. Af-
ter dropping iy duffle bag
through the opening, I gently low-
ered Thana into the darkness be-
low. The lack of vibration in the
rope told me she was completely
relaxed and cooperative. I tucked
my flashlight downward through
my belt so T could see below, then
hung by my hands from the sky-
light for a moment before drop-

ping to crouch beside Thana on.

the floor. ,

I'd brought it off! It would have
been impossible to get to the
penthouse unseen through the
main part of the hotel, past door-
men, 'guests: and an army of
bellhops. Yet here I was, in the
least likely spot. While Norden
fretted and sent out his private
searchers, or even if he called the
police, here I would be above it
all in the plush penthouse of the
lemon drink” king himself. The
irony of it really got to me, made

me feel terrific. 1 almost laughed

out loud as I straightened and
moved the soft beam. of the
shielded flashlight about the room.
Thana was sitting awkwardly
cross-ankled, staring up at me, her
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idle hands still bound behind her.
After making sure the heavy,

~-lined draperies were completely

closed, I turned the lights on low.
Very, very nice. The large liv-

-ingroom we - were in was furnished

modern and plushly carpeted in
beige, with a jagged stone fire-
place on one wall. The whole
thing-was in the subdued taste of
extreme wealth.

I walked over and untied
Thana’s ankles, then helped her to
her feet and removed the long
rope from beneath her arms. After
promising to knock her uncon-
scious if she screamed, 1 peeled
the tape from across her mouth.

“Ever .been here before?” I
asked her. '

She nodded her head yes, work-
ing her lips together to ease the
sting from the peeled-off adhesive '

tape. “A few times.”
“Plush,” T said admmngly ‘And
private.”

“Now what?” Thana asked,
walking as if to loosen a stiffness
in her legs, moving her slender
shoulders as if they ached. “Am I
supposed to spend the next several
days with my arms t1ed behmd
me?”

“Not if you behave.”

“It would be foolish of me even
to consider misbehaving.”

“I'm glad you see it that way,”
I said, but I wondered if she
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really did. I couldn’t trust her.

I walked around, getting the
layout of the apartment set in my
mind: two gigantic bedrooms, two
baths, a large kitchen, a dining
room with an oversize (_:Handelier,
and the room we were in,
spacious and glassed-in on three
sides hung with heavy draperies.

I untied Thana and told her, to
sit on the long, modern sofa. Then
I disappointed her by showing her
the simple device I intended using
to limit her movements: a pair of
handcuffs I'd bought at a magic
shop. 1 snapped the cuffs about
her right wrist and a polished
wood arm support of the heavy
sofa. Then 1 removed her gold

. wedding ring and dropped it into
my shirt pocket.-

“I have some gold fillings, too,”
she said.

“I'll remember.” 1 patted my
pocket and walked over to slouch
in a soft chair. -

In the early-morning hours, af-
ter tying Thana firmly to the sofa
and gagging her, I climbed back
up onto the roof and left the same
way I'd gotten into the Mar-
tinaire. I wore dark coveralls now,
lettered 24-HOUR SERVICE across
the back, so I'd attract a min-
imum of attention and be difficult
to remember if someone in the
hotel did happen to glimpse me.

From the phone booth on the
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corner I made the call to Norman
Norden’s residence. At first, who-
ever answered wouldn’t put me
through to Norden, but when I
mentioned Thana’s name and said
it concerned her safety, Norden
was on the line in ten seconds.

Norden sounded anxious, over-
wrought. When 1 told him I was
holding Thana for ransom he let
out a long, old-sounding sigh, as if
he’d expected something like this
to happen and now his fears were
realized.

When I told him how much it
would cost to get her back, he
simply said, “Very well,” without

even hesitating. 1 admired him

then, and felt a little sorry for
him, until I thought about his
money. He asked me how he
could be sure I had Thana. I told
him not to worry, that I'd prove
it to him, then contact him later.
The agreement was the standard
one, that he wouldn’t call the po-
lice and I wouldn't harm -Thana.
He wanted to talk some more, get
more assurance that His young
wife wouldn’t be touched, but I
hung up on him to keep the con-
versation short. After slipping the
gold wedding ring into the
stamped envelope I'd prepared
with Norden’s address typed on it,
I dropped the envelope into a
mailbox near the phone booth. 1
bought a detective novel from a
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big all-night drugstore across the
street, then went back to the dark
alley fire escape of the Martinaire
Hotel’s west wing.

Thana. was awake and uncom-
fortable. When I removed the
tape from her mouth it released a
stream of curses and complaints.

“Take it easy,” I said. “You

wouldn’t talk to me like that if T

had a million bucks.”

“You'd need two million!” she
told me, chopping the words off
angrily. “What did Norman say?”

I looked up at her as I was un-
tying the rope about her ankles.

“That is where you went, isn’t
it? To telephone your demand for
ransom?”’

I nodded, unwinding the rope
and standing. “Your husband’s
worried about you, and he didn’t
seem to think a quarter of a mil-
lion was too high a price to get
you back.”

“Just the way you planned
hmm?”

“Just,” I said, untying her arms,
then handcuffing her right wrist to
. the sofa arm in such a way that
she could stretch out and sleep.

“Dor’t think 'm not aware of
what else you plan.” She was glar-
ing up at me with a dark, almost-
a-dare defiance in her eyes, and I
realized what she meant. “After
all,” she said, “rape carries the
same penalty as kidnapping.”
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“Maybe youre flattering your- .
self,” T told her.

“I know better!” she spat out at
me. It was almost as if she were
trying to argue me into it to
prove she was right.

I stood looking down at her and
she met my gaze without blinking.
‘You're a means of making a
quarter of a million dollars,” I
said. “You don’t have to worry
about being molested by me—if
you are worried.”

I walked to the other side of
the room where slanted morning
light was beginning to edge in
around the heavy draperies. When
it was light enough out, they
could be opened. That shouldn’t
be noticeable or remarkable from
twenty stories below in the street,

-and I was beginning to feel like a

prisoner in the apartment myself.
Thana had been right to an ex- '
tent. Desire for her would intrude
itself into any man’s mind after a
while. However, one of the main
reasons 1 never actually consid-
ered touching her was that I knew
if T did, Norman Norden would
never rest, would never let him-
self die, unless I'd preceded him.
The money he could spare and
forget, but I knew he had to have
his wife back “as was.”

I stretched out in one of the
bedrooms and slept for a few
hours.” Afterward, I arranged
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things in the apartment so Thana
would have a little necessary free-
dom of movement. First I' closed
and locked the kitchen and bed-
room doors, then I checked in the
hall bathroom and removed any-
thing she might use for a weapon,
then broke the lock on the pol-
ished gold doorknob. The tele-
phone was my big worry; Thana
had only to lift the receiver from
its cradle to indicate to the hotel
below that someone was in the
penthouse. The phone was on a
very long cord, though, so I set it
high up on. the top wall bookshelf
where she couldn’t reach it. I fas-
tened the receiver down with ad-
hesive tape so that even if Thana
pulled the phone down by the
cord it would hold firm. She
thanked me when I freed her
from the sofa and let her walk
about with her wrists handcuffed
before her.

Most of the day she just roamed
around- the apartment, sitting now
and then to read part of the pa-
perback detective novel I'd
bought. I watched her try and fail
to concentrate on the book.

“You have lousy taste in litera-
ture,” she said at last, giving up
and throwing the novel across the
room.

“I bought it for you,” 1 said,
getting up and walking to the
long window overlooking the
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street. The draperies were open
more than halfway and the view
of the city was impressive. Below
me I could see the ant-like cars
feeling their way though heavy
traffic to the stop sign at the in-
tersection, where they paused and
seemed to consider which way to
go next before moving on straight
or turning.

“This is intolerable,”
behind me.

“Be quiet and I'll fix supper,” I
told her without moving.

“Fix what for supper?”

“Bologna sandwiches.”

“That was lunch.”

“Itll be breakfast too,”
and it was.

I listened to Thana complain
the rest of the next day, then late
that night I bound her to the sofa
again and went out to make my
second telephone call.

Norden had already received
the wedding ring in. the mail.

“I want this to be’over with,”
he said in a shaky voice. “I have
the money ready in small bills. I
took the liberty of assuming youd
want it that way.”

“And the police?”

“I swear I haven’t talked to
them, to anyone!”

“Tomorrow night,” I told him,
getting to the point to shorten the
call, “send your chauffeur in. your
blue limousine, carrying the

Thana said

1 said,
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money packed in one suitcase.
Have: him turn north on Route
Seven from Highway Y at exactly
eleven o’clock, and tell him to
drive at exactly forty miles an
hour. When he sees the. flash of a
blue light, he's to pull to the-side

of the road immediately, dump.

the suitcase and drive on. Under-
stood?”
“Understood,” Norden said.
“What about Thana? Is she—"
“She’s fine,” 1 said, “and if ev-
erything goes right she’ll be back

to you in no time. If everythlng'

goes right.”
“You can trust me,” Norden
said. “1 swear it. But you mustn’t

harm her.” o
“I don’t want to, Mr. Norden,”
I said, and hung up.

Of course it was true, 1 didn’t
want to harm Thana; and for

some reason I believed I could
trust Norman Norden not to bring
in the police at this point. The
old man, in my brief but tense
conversations with him, had
shown an admirable self-control
and concern for the safety of his
wife. 1 guess you'd say, a certain
class.

I got back to the penthouse and
untied, then handcuffed Thana. to
the sofa so she could sleep, and so
I could sleep without worrying
about her getting to.the telephone
or hurling something through a
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window at this stage of the game.

“I think our worries are about
over,” 1 told her. “Your husband’s
going to pay off tomorrow night.”

She sneered up at me. “Did you
think he might not pay.to have
me back?”

“Not for a second. I'm begin-
ning to think I should have asked
for more.”

“You underestimated my value.”

“Or Norden overestimates it.”

She spat at me then, but I
moved back and she missed.

“How’s it feel to be set up for

.life with. millions of dollars?” 1

asked. R

“It feels great! It's - a feeling
you'll never know.”

“You sound like you're- trying' to.
convince both of us.”

She laughed, a quick humorless
laugh that was more a.reflex from
a touched nerve than anything
else. The swiftness of her mood
changes was startling, though for
some reason the changes seemed
to be only on the surface.

“You're partly right.”” She lay
back and rested her head on the
sofa arm. “It gets boring after. a
while . . . like anything else. You
might. find that out. You're the
same unhappy you, with or with-
out money.”

“But it beats.starving,” I said.

Thana shrugged. “I guess any-
thing beats that. Except maybe
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sleeping stiff as a board on this
damned couch.”

“One more night,” I said, “and
you can be free to recuperate on
your yacht.”

I turned my back on her and
went into the bedroom where I
began going over the way I had
things planned for the next night’s
pickup. I'd turn north onto Route
Seven two minutes after Norden’s
chauffeur had entéred it, and
drive the legal limit of sixty.

Route Seven wasn’t heavily trav- -

eled at that time of night, and if I
did pass any cars between us I
could look them over to make
sure they weren’t police. Our re-

spective speeds would bring the-

cars together at the right spot.
Then I would accelerate close to
the limousine, blink my blue-len-
sed flashlight through the wind-
shield, and drop back to wait for
the chauffeur.to pull to the side
and dump the suitcase. I'd park
well back of him with my head-
lights on, and when the limousine
drove off I would speed forward,
pick up the money, and-a third of
a mile down the road turn onto
the cloverleaf and maze of roads
at the heavily traveled state high-
way. A quarter of a mile from
that cloverleaf was another one. If
anyone were trying to trace me
he’d have to reckon on the possi-
bility of me traveling in any of
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eight directions, and Norden’s
chauffeur wouldn’t even be able
to identify my car. I wouldn’t re-
turn to the penthouse. I'd check
the money, then phone Norden
and tell him where to find Thana.
It seemed foolproof; as foolproof
as you can make something like
that.

As the next day dragged by, the
waiting began to play on my
nerves. Still, there was that feeling
of anticipation—a good anticipa-
tion—because, unlike so many of
my schemes, I was somehow sure
the whole thing would work as
planned.

Thana’s nerves seemed to be
wearing thin, too.-She paced the
large, luxurious livingroom, ab-
sently raising and lowering her
handcuffed wrists before her as if
completely .absorbed in whatever
she was thinking. The way she
was acting kind of surprised me. I
was sure she was convinced I
didn’t mean to kill her when I
had the ransom money. She should
have been feeling a pleasant an-
ticipation too, an anticipation of
freedom. .

I tried to ignore her. endless
pacing, tried to ignore my own
nervousness, and I made a.good
try at reading the paperback
novel I'd bought three nights be-
fore, but the words were only
words, nothing more. I set the
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book aside and checked my
watch. Five o’clock: T decided it
might be a good idea to try to get
whatever rest I could before
tonight’s activity, so I handcuffed
Thana to the sofa arm and
slouched on the other end of the
sofa myself. After what seemed
.like an hour, 1 dozed off
lightly . . .

“Who the devil are you?”

“I'm his prisoner! He’s kid-
napped me and he’s holding me
prisoner!”

The question, asked in a man’s
incredulous voice, stirred me from
sleep. The answer,
Thana’s shrieking voice, made my
eyes open with a start.

There were two men, an older
man in a well-cut, dark suit, and a
short, moustached man in work
clothes, carrying some kind of
long metal toolbox. )

I stood, not really knowing

what to do, and I saw that I'd

drawn my revolver and was aim-
ing it unsurely at them. They both
backed away slowly, then the
moustached man suddenly hurled
his toolbox at me. I raised my
hands but not in time. The heavy
box struck me full on the chest
and I staggered backward. The
- gun roared in my ear and I found
myself sitting amidst ‘wrenches
and lengths of cut pipe, the tool-
box open and lying across one of
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screamed in.

my legs. The two men were gone.

I kicked the toolbox away with
a clatter and stood up, trembling,.
wondering what had happened,
how it could have happened.
Thana was staring up at me from
the sofa, her features set in a

strange-looking sort of defiance.

-As 1 walked toward her I saw
blood on my hand that was still
holding the gun. Something had
cut my arm badly and the blood

‘was running down in a thick, red

current.

“Who were they?” I asked in a
shaken voice, but Thana only
stared at me with that same rigid .
look on her features. I backed
away from her and.went toward
the bathroom to wash some of the
blood from my arm and try to
stop the bleeding.

Halfway down the hall, I knew.
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I heard it first, rather than saw
it. Then I stopped and looked
down at the inch-deep pool of
water I was walking in. I sloshed
the last ten feet to the bathroom
door and went in.

The cold-water tap in the wash-
basin was barely turned on, the

water running silently in a twist- .

ing, steady stream that had filled
the washbasin and caused it to
overflow. As I went to pull the

plug I saw that toilet paper had

been stuck into the overflow drain
at the back of the basin. Thana
had engineered this earlier in the
evening to signal for help. The
* water had finally run through to
the floors below and was brought
to the attention of the hotel man-
agement, who had brought it to
the attention of a plumber.

Cursing the first time I'd ever
seen Thana Norden, I splashed
water over my throbbing arm,
ripped off my shirt sleeve and
made a tourniquet of it that
helped slow the flow of blood
from the jagged cut near my el-
bow. I'd known from the begin-
ning there wouldn’t be time to de-
scend twenty stories to the street
if the police were called, and as 1
walked back into the livingroom T
could already hear the screams of
faraway sirens.

Thana was sitting on the sofa
calmly now, staring up at me with

TLHIE T EAMOIAN TYDIANY NAYITTANT

certainly more defiance than fear.

“You fool!” I almost screamed
at her. “Why did you do it? You
knew it was almost over, you
were almost freel Why did you
mess up the whole thing?”

‘Her face shone with intensity.
“Did you think I believed what
you told me about not killing me?
Believed anything you said?’,

“It was true! I thought you
knew it was true!”

The sirens were much louder
now, and some of them stopped
directly below. I ran to switch off

.the lamp in the corner near the
" fireplace,

and the room was
snapped to near total darkness.

The telephone rang. I walked to
it, my numbed legs moving
jerkily, and untaped and lifted the
receiver.

“I advise you not to harm the
girl,” a slow but tense, deep voice
said in my ear. “Have you?”

I waited a long time before
speaking, listening to the even
breathing on the other end of the
line. “No,” T said. “She’s all right.
I was never going to harm her.”

“Then you're smart. You should
be smart enough to know the only’
thing for you now is to come
down unarmed and turn. yourself
over to us.”

I thought about that while I
squeezed the receiver so hard my

“hand ached. The penalty for kid-
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napping was death; I could be
turning myself over for death.

“The building and the entire
block are completely surrounded,”
the voice said. “There’s nothing
else for you to do but surrender.
It will go easier on you since you
haven't harmed Mrs. Norden.”

I hung up.

There had to be something I

could do. Something! Escape down

the fire escape would be virtually

impossible—but what else was
there? One other possibility: 1
could use Thana as a hostage and
make them let me out, make them
give me a car and a head start.

Yet I knew that was almost no
. possibility at all.

Powerful spotlight beams hit
the windows then, bathing most of
the room in a chalky white light,
changing night to fierce day out-
side the top floors of the Mar-
tinaire Hotel. The draperies were
opened wide, and I moved along

the wall to their edge and stared

down, but all I could make out
were the incredibly bright lights
~ aimed up at me.

“Your whole idea’s turned rot-
ten on you, hasn’t it?” Thana said
behind me.

‘The telephone rang again, and I
went quickly to answer it.

“I thought you were smart,” the
voice said. “Do the smart thing

E]

now.
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“Maybe I'm not as smart as you
think,”” I answered. ““And 1
wouldn’t try to come up if I were
you. Mrs. Norden might get hurt.”
I knew that Thana was my only
card left to play. If the little fool
hadn’t blown everything . . . just
when I'd almost brought it off!

“Hello . . .” It was another
voice on the phone, a familiar
voice.

“Norman Norden?” .

“It is,” the voice said. “Listen
to me before you do anything
else. Will you agree to that?”

“If you talk fast,” I said.

“Fast and to the point,” Norden
answered. There was a decisive-
ness in the aged voice that hadn’t
been there in our earlier conversa-
tions. “We both know your situ-

~ ation is almost hopeless; your only

chance of escape is to use Thana
as a hostage, and that would be a
slim chance. A deal is what I of-
fer. I have money, power, influ-
ence—you have my wife. If you
bring Thana down, unharmed, and
release her, I'll see that you get a
car and four hours of immunity
from the law.” "

I tried to consider the angles to
that sort of offer, but my arm_was
bleeding again and 1 felt faint. It
was hard for me to concentrate on
anything, .

“I can offer something else,”
Norden- said, taking my hesitation
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for consideration. “If you are ap-
prehended later, T'll pull every
string to see that you get off
lightly.”

“Why would you do that?”

“Why shouldn’t 1?7 I'm consid-
ered by some to be a mercenary
man. In my youth I was even
more mercenary. I can understand
what you did and why you did it,
so I bear you no personal ani-
mosity. And T've never broken my
word on a business deal. My only
concern is for my wife, can’t you

understand that? Please bring her

down safely and I'll see that
you're given a car, four hours, a
chance! Please!”

“Can you really do it?”

“Of course I can. Thana’s safety
is the prime concern of the police,
too. If I effect a deal to get her
back . unharmed, they’ll go along
with me.”

I was sitting on the floor now,
looking at Thana and thinking
more clearly. “I want something
else.”

“Something else . .
right, yes, you have it. I intended
giving it to you for Thana in the
first place. It was the hotel man-
ager who recognized Thana and
called in the police. The money
will be in the car.”

“Along with an electronic de-
vice so the police can trace me.”

Anger-and frustration welled up

THE LEMON DRINK QUEEN
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in Norden’s voice when he an-
swered. “Isn’t there anything I
can do to get you to believe me?”

I was surprised myself to find
that I did believe him, that I
trusted his word. I believed he’d
do anything for Thana, and he
and I both knew that what he of-
fered was my only real chance.

“How soon can the car be
here?” 1 asked.

“It’s already here and waiting
for you. The money will take half

- an hour.”

“We have a deal,” I said, and
hung up. I made it to my feet and
said to Thana, “I wish I had your
kind of luck.”

“What does that mean?” She
was sitting “very straight, glaring
at me contemptuously

“It means you're part of a
trade. Your safety for mine. Your
husband’s down below worrying
about you.”

Thana didn’t bother to answer,
just stared at me for a long mo-
ment, then turmed her head to
watch the slight play of the bright
spotlight beams over the wide
windows.

I went into the bathroom again,
found some gauze and bandaged
the cut on my arm. Then I
washed my face and hands in cool
water and fixed my rumpled and
bloodstained clothes so they
looked almost passable. Then I

157



waited for everythihg to develop.

A half hour hadn’t passed when
the telephone rang again. 1 got as-
surances from everyone: Norden,
the hotel manager, the police cap-
tain in charge of operations be-
low. A gray car with its motor
idling would be parked directly
outside the lobby entrance.

I told them I was coming down,

- and went to get Thana.

“Come on,” I said, unlocking
her handcuffs and holding her by
the wrist. “We're going down-
stairs.” As I pulled her to her feet
her face was impassive, her body
tense. : ‘

“Do you really think I believe
you're turning me free?” she said.
She gazed out the windows again
at the brilliant white light sent up
from the scene of excitement and
turmoil below. As I saw the
glazed shine in her dark eyes I
knew for the first time that in a
way she was enjoying being the
center of it all. '

Suddenly, with more strength
than I thought she had, she jerked
her wrist loose and was free of
me. She snatched up a long-
necked glass vase from a coffee
table and backed away.

“Listen,” I pleaded, “there’s no
reason for this now. What I told you
is true. You can talk to your husband
on the phone if you like.”

“It’s a lie! It’s all a lie!”
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“Don’tbe crazy.” I moved toward
her, not understanding why she
wouldn’t believe me. “It’s over.
You're safe. You're going home.”

She slashed the air with the
long vase and I stepped back. We
were near the windows now, and

I had to shield my eyes from the

light. I could hear Thana’s breath
hissing through her teeth. Then,
when I saw the glinting, half-se-
cret grin on her face, I realized
that she did believe me.

I drew the gun from my belt.
“No games now,” I said, waving
the barrel at her. “There isn’t any
reason to be afraid. All I want to
do is take you downstairs. Now
walk to the elevator.” I- motioned
with the gun toward the entrance
to the private elevator, but Thana-
moved the other way.

I lunged then and grabbed at
her wrist, grasped it .for a mo-
ment. She lashed down at me
with the vase and I raised my
other arm in defense. The vase
glanced off my shoulder, and at
the same time Thana twisted,
twirled from my grip. I grabbed
at her waist, felt the smooth mate-
rial of her dress slip painfully
from my fingers as she hurled her-
self out into the blinding light be-
yond the glass that had shattered
behind her.

After the sound of splintering
glass came her scream, a long,
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shrieking scream, a scream of ter-
ror to others who might have
heard it. From where I stood
paralyzed, "however, the sound
was different: it was a high,
triumphant scream, a scream of
deliverance.

In the echo of that scream I
suddenly understood about Thana,
about tie reckless way she lived. I
understood her fast and dangerous
driving, her relentless drinking,
her long nighttime walks looking
out to sea. Yet here, twenty
stories high and the focal point of
concern, excitement, a thousand
upturned eyes and dozens of
brilliant, probing spotlights, 1 was
the instrument she’d chosen.

I meant her no harm at all; I'd
have done anything to save her
and myself. That’s the way it’s
been all my life. They say you

Dear Reader:

learn from experience, but some-
times the trouble with that is, by
the time you’ve learned, the expe-
rience is over and it’s too late.
The arrest, the trial, the sen-
tence—] went through the whole
formality in a kind of detached
haze. The upright citizens of the
state would execute me a dozen
times if they could. Murder, kid-
napping, and the wrath of Nor-
man Norden—I had about as much
chance of surviving as Thana Nor-
den did after flying through that
plate of glass into the sultry Mi-
ami night sky. So the electric
chair’s waiting for me, and I'm
waiting for it. I'll have to agree
with the judge that in the  pent-

house that night a murder was

committed, only there’s some con-
fusion’ in' my mind as to who was
the victim.

Thank you for buying this copy of Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine from
your favorite news dealer who carries a large selection of publications for your

reading pleasure.

Your news dealer ‘is a local businessman who helps make your community a
better place in which to live. Patronize him often, not only for magazines car-
rying the big “K” but also for his other merchandise.

THE LEMON DRINK QUEEN
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11 murders by the cream of crime writers*1.

Gardner

1. The Case of the Postponed
Murder by Erle Stanley Gard-
ner. The brand new Perry
Mason finds Perry defending
a woman who was “‘caught in
the act” of murder,

(Publ. Ed. $5.95)

2. The Case of the Fenced-In
Woman by Erle Stanley Gard-
ner. A marriage on the rocks
and a house divided by a
barbed wire fence add up to
the strangest Mason mystery
ever. (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

3. The Case of the Crying
Swallow and other stories by
Erle Stanley Gardner. Perry’s
client is a war hero suspected
of murdering his wife.

(Publ. Ed. $4.95)

4. The Case of the Irate Witness
and other stories by Erle
Stanley Gardner. Everybody

in town was sure that Mason’s
client had robbed the bank—
except Perry. (Publ. Ed. $4.95)

Christie

5. Nemesis by Agatha Christie.

Miss Marple gets a letter from
a dead man—asking her to in-
vestigate a forgotten crime.
(Publ. Ed. $5.95)

Simenon

6. Maigret and the Informer by
Georges Simenon. Maigret
knows who the killers are, but
can’t prove it without getting
his informer killed.

(Publ. Ed. $5.95)

Francis

7. Smokescreen by Dick
Francis. Once again the race
track is the setting for this
new Francis thriller. A string
of horses that should be win-
ning and isn't leads to mur-
der. (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

Eberhart

8. Two Little Rich Girls by
Mignon Eberhart, New York
Society is shocked to learn
the killer is a beautiful

Queen

9. A Fine and Private Place by
Ellery Queen. The clues point
to the victim’s young wife, or
do they? (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

Marric

10. Gideon’s Men by J.J.
Marric. Has the great Gideon
helped send up the wrong
man? (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

Creasey

11. Inspector West Takes
Charge by John Creasey. One
member of the rich Prender-
gast family after another dies
“accidentally.” But the inves-
tigation leads nowhere until
“Handsome” West takes
charge. (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

The Detective Book Club,
Roslyn, New York 11576

heiress. (Publ. Ed. $4.95)

Please enroll me as a mem-
ber and send at once the 4 double
volumes of full-length Gardner
thrillers and 4 more great mys-
teries. Plus a specially selected
triple volume including new thril-
lers by Dick Francis and Georges
Simenon, and a Mignon Eberhart
classic.

| enclose no money in ad-
vance. Within a week after receiv-
ing my books, | will either return
them and owe nothing, or keep

all 5 volumes for the special new
member price of only $1 (plus a
small shipping charge).

As a member, | am to re-
ceive advance descriptions of all
future selections, but I'm not
obligated to buy any. For each
3-in-1 volume | keep, | will send
you only $3.89 (plus a smali ship-
ping.charge). | may reject ary
volume before or after | receive
it and can cancel my membership
at any time.
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For$1,youget4 Erle Stanley Gardner thril-
lers, including the brand new Perry Mason;
Agatha Christie's latest “Jane Marple” mys-
tery; the new Dick Francis and “Maigret"”
books; plus 4 more outstanding mysteries
by Marric, Eberhart, Creasey and Queen!

These 11 whodunits in the publishers’
original editions cost $62.45. But you get all
11, full-length and handsomely hardbound,
for only $1, as long as the supply lasts.

What's the catch? You are. Only when you
become a member, can  =F 3
we prove to you that
the Detective Book Club s
gives more and asks
less of you than any
other club. Hence, the
irresistible bribe.

You pay no member-
ship fee. There is no
minimum number of
books you must buy.
You get free the Club’s
Preview which de-
scribes each month's
selections. You may re-

Erle Stonley Gardner

7 tre Stonley Gordner
THE CASE OF THE
POSTPONED MURDER

THE CASE OF THE
FENCED-IN WOMAN

ject any volume before or after receiving it.
And you may cancel at any time.

When you do accept a Club selection, you
get three complete, unabridged detective
novels in one handsome, hardbound volume
(like the one shown on this page) for only
$3.89. That's less than you’d have to pay for
any one of these novels in a bookstore.

The Club’s editors select from more than
300 mystery books published each year.
Their choices are so outstanding that many
mystery writers are
members, too. As a
member, you'll be of-
fered the cream of the
crime books by top
names like those fea-
tured above—plus Ed
McBain, Ross Macdon-
ald, Richard Lockridge,
Leslie Charteris,

Rae Foley, and others.
Accept our bribe,
now. Send the card to
get these 11 mysteries

for $1.
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