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Dear Reader:

I trust you have grown inured to
little crises such as inflation, politics
and unemployment, and are no longer
letting them bug you. To help stamp
out all lingering cares, allow me to
, "oREEE=S  quggest The Preying Mantis. It is this
month’s lead story by Pauline C. Smith. This and all
stories herein are new, as usual, including the suspense-
filled novelette by Albert Avellano titled Crime by Ac-
cident. '

We must, however, consider the value of the insect.
I recently heard of a welsher who patronized a young
purveyor of lemonade. Upon returning to his office
with the refreshment, he discovered therein a six-
legged swimmer. The drink went promptly to the pot-
ted philodendron, which died by morning. The welsher
later learned the lemonade merchant was a midget hit
man. As for the bug, he could not testify, but wished it
well. i

As for me, I intend to continue taking ever greater
care that you imbijbe monthly

Good reading. _

Richard E. Decker, Publisher
Gladys Foster Decker, Editorial Director
Ernest M. Hutter, Editor

Patricia Hitchcock Associate Editor
Frances E. Gass Associate Editor
Nick J. Sartorio Circulation Director

Marguerite Blair Deacon, Art Director
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‘The county editor leaned back in
his swivel chair and rested his
~ head in his clasped hands,
shirt-sleeved elbows jutting out
like white wings. “I want you to
go out to Twin Hills,” he told his

reporter;:“and:-check- on-this' pray--

his’

o g

R-TEORREN K V : (
VEven an angel may eventually be faced wzth a credzbthty )
problem. )

/

ing mantis who’s speaking at the
church.”

“Praying mantis?”

The county editor unclasped his
hands, stretched and leaned for-
ward. “You know what a praying
mantis is?”

“Well, I thought I did, Isn't it a
greenish-brown grasshopper kind
of insect that puts its forelegs to-
gether as if it is praying?”

“Right,” said the editor. “Mos:

lems believe it always faces |

Mecca while it prays.’
+ “Is- this’a Moslem - Church - you
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want me to go to?” asked the re-
porter.

“No, it’s a Community Church.
Do you know the reason for the
prayerfu] attitude of the mantis?”-

“Never thought about it. All I
know is they leap. fast and fly
" slow, and I used to catch them
when I was a kid.”

“You know how a mantis rears
its body upright and raises its

forelegs to draw them back
against itself, like hands clasped in

prayer? Well, it's not praying at
all; instead, it's prey it is after,
and when some poor dumb
smaller insect comes waddling
“along, the mantis is in a perfect

{“El .Faulx ne

Sith

position to reach out, “seize. and
eat it. Now, Ed, I want you to go
out to Twin Hills where that

women’s prison is and catch this .

gir]”s act in the church . . ..oh,
hell, she’s no girl anymore—ac-
-tually she’s a mature woman who
adopts. the praying position so she
can gather in her prey.”

“I don’t even know what you're
talking about.”

“I'm talking about Lydia Deyo,

THE PREYING MANTIS
. s

the kid who was so good lwith a
switchblade that she slashed her

~ boyfriend to death and now wants

to be patted on the head for how
well she became rehabilitated.”

“I don’t remember any Lydia
Deyo.” -

The editor contemplated Ed
with cold and unforgiving eyes for

"a moment before he snapped his

fingers and said, “Sure. You

‘weren't around here then and it

only got a line or two on the AP,
but it. rocked this county on its
ear. The sliced boyfriend came
from a good family and the slicer
from trash. The other one . . .™

“What other .one?”

“The guy she laid it on—older—
a junkie-punk, in and out of jails.
What was his name? Oh yes,
Britt. Something Britt. Anyway, "

" he got executed. The {girl~ got off

with life, and sure she would,
being blonde, a pretty kid in a
brazen kind of way, eighteen
then, that'd make her about 35
now . . ." '

“Her?” Ed asked ‘

Lydla Deyo,” said the editor
impatiently, “the praying mantis
who has become an authority on
Christian virtue. She’s speaking at
the Community Church in' Twin
Hills. I want you to go over there
and listen, then interview her. But
first, bone up in the morgue of
seventeen years ago. Read the

3.



transcript of the trial and my edi-
torials.
-mind.”" L

The casé was scruffily senseless,
an “incredible horror, played
through on the worn-out Deyo
farm around the_shabby Deyo
barn on a hot August night sev-

enteen years ago. It had about it -
the elements of a Greek tragedy .

in-modern’ dress; a danse macabre,
stiffly  stylized. The curtain rose

when young Paul Hopkins eased
~ his high school graduation gift, a.

shmy brlg,ht 1957 Thunderbird,

over the ruts and potholes of the .

‘Deyo lane. He was just eighteen
and-had come to show off his car.
He found Lydia, not alone, but
with an older man' (23), one he
knew only by reputation . . . just
“hanéing around,” as Joe Britt -puit
“Oh, sure, I hung around a lot
over there, ‘and then this guy
come, wheelin’ .up in his - shiny
" Bird, like King o' the Road, you
know?”
Lydla concurred. “We were out
by the barn when Paul come to
" take me for a ride in his brand-

133

' new car .

The two agreed that Paul did
not wish’to include Britt.

“He come to show off the car
to me and "take me for a ride,”
Lydia said. “Then Joe said he was

“coming too,. and :you could :see-

I haven’'t changed my.

- Honest.

b Paul.gettlng mad. But whaf could

he do about it? So we both piled
in and Paul just drove around and
around the barn, saying he
wouldn’t go anywhere as long as

« Joe was in the car. Then Joe got
" .nasty and made some cracks about -

the car—how it was :a no-good
heap, you know—and ‘Paul
slammed on the brakes ‘and they
both got out and began to fight.”

“Tt wasn’t nothlng really,” pro-
tested Britt. T just pushed him a
little and when he was down, I
jumped in the car and took off.”

“He sure did,” Lydia -said,
“round and round the barn, yell- -
ing and laughing, with. me hang-
ing on for dear life and poor Paul”
jumping up and waving his arms
for him to stop and jumping back -
when Joe headed the car at
him . . _

“I was only kiddin’,” Britt testi-

fied honorably. “Just havin’ a little'

fun. I stopped after a while and

got out and told him to ‘take his

old car. I didn’t-want to drive it if
he didn’t want me -to. I said him -
and Lyd could drive off to China
for all me. I was through by then.

! But somethmg -got into
Lyd. ..

" Here the two stories diverged.

Britt’s had it that Lydia, who
didn’t know how: to drive, at-.
tempted to grab the wheel for her

-turn-around the barn, which natu- .
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rally caused Paul to leap forth in -

defense of his property and Lydla
to yank the keys and jump from
the car, ‘most of which Lydia de-
nied categorically.

“Why, that’s not so,” she said,
- shocked, adding that what really
happened was that she had leaned
over, .simply to caress the steering
wheel of the pretty new car while
Paul started to get inside so that
‘they could at last take their de-
layed drive, - and "that it was Joe
who reached inside and wrenched
out the keys.. “Of course I jumped
-out of the car. I wanted to help
" Paul get his keys back.” .
. “Lyd ran around the car,” Britt
then related, “and tossed the keys

to me. And there it was, another

game, with her ‘tossin’ "’em to me
~and me tossin’- 'em back to her,
and that poor guy dancin’ around
between us tryin’ to catch ’em,
_ and then they. got dropped some-
where out in the weeds .

“It was awful,” Lydla.said
demurely, “Joe with the keys,
jumping them up and down on
the palm of -his hand, and Paul
trying to rush him. That’s when I
ran around the car and Joe tossed
the keys to me and I tried to tess
them to Paul, and they dropped
in the weeds .

The denouement for this Com-
edy of Errors, this tragically stu-
.pid drama, occurred as dusk gath-

- “THE PREYING MANTIS

ered that hot August night while
the youth searched for his-symbol
of manhood among the weeds.
Apparently; the headlights of the -
prestigious little car had been -
turned on in order to aid the

search which; also apparently, did

little ‘good since the car was so
faced that they did not shme on

- the hldmg place.

“How about a ﬂashhght'? came

Lydia’s suggestion.

- “Oh, sure, 1 got ﬂashhghts all -
over me,” Britt answered in scorn.

“I bet you got 'a flashlight.
Come on . . .” and the games be-
gan again, with Lydia . searching

Joe, the two of them giggling,

scuffling, and drawing forth the
switchblade . . .

“Lyd got the knife,” Britt testi-
fied, “and she tossed it to me like
she had tossed the keys. I should
have kept it, but I don’t know

. I tossed it back. A game, you
know? Back and forth, like with

the keys. Maybe that's what the

poor guy thought we had-—His
keys. He must have thought we'd
found ’em while he was crawling’
around in the dark, and were
playing with ’em like we had be-
fore. Anyhow, he was up and over
to where we were, dancing
around and reaching for the knife -
we tossed back and forth, thinking
it was his keys.”

.It was during ‘this weird scene,

~—— . B 5 .



as Britt told it, with angular shad-
ows gyrating in the smoky edge of
-light, that Lydia found and
pressed- the button that activated
the knife from its handle, and im- .
mediately changed the game and
its tenor.
. “She started to jump around

Brltt testified, “lungmg, kind of
you know? I guess the poor guy

~ connected, thinking Lyd had keys

in her hand and not a knife. So I
_guess it was an accident, kind of.”
“With all those knife wounds?
he was- asked.
"~ “Well, she got carried away,”
he suggested
Lydia’s story, from the time of
~ the flashlight Tequest, was totally:
different. -Yes, she had seen the
switchblade, had it in her hand
and returned it immediately. She
had then stalked off to aid Paul in
his search for the keys, and it was
Joe who played ‘games with the
knife. Joe did the lunging and the
teasing. Joe did the killing. It was
Joe’s switchblade out of Joe’s
pocket . .. a straightforward

story without any frills or strange -

“innuendos, one.the jury could be-
’ lieve—especially since it involved
a junkie-punk.

“So what do you think, now
that you've read the case of Lydia
~ Deyo?” the county -editor asked
" his reporter. . '

-according to the courts.

“Thmk‘? Well, it-was all pretty
gruesome

“Sure it was: And there she is
now, spreading her virtue, her no-
bility, and her purity .all over the*
place hoping to gain. public sym-
pathy—gaining it too, I guess, so a
parole board will let her go free.”

“She’s had seventeen years in ~
prison. Maybe she’s ready.”

“Sure she’s had seventeen years.
in- prison, every minute of which
was spelled out for her. She’s been
managed hour by hour, 'day by
day. How about when she’s -free
and on her own? .How about then,
_huh? And something sets her off
so she straightens out her knees
and unclasps’ those praying hands
long enough to grab a handy knife
and plunge it in someone? She’s =
guilty and she’s dangerous, 50
they d better keep her locked up.’

“Only part gullty——a.n accessory,
It was -
him, Britt, who really did it.”

“Don’t- you believe it. Killing
wasn’t Britt’s style. He was stupid, -
perhaps, and a troublemaker, but
not vicious. Sure, he carried a
switchblade—that ~was for show,

for. big-shot purposes. Probably

what he used it for, when no .ene’
was looking, was to whittle.”

One of the Twin Hills was |
deominated by the prison, the
other by the town. The hlghway
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_ran through the valley skirted by -

farms, orchards,. service stations
and hamburger havens.

" It was in-one of these last, Hop-
kins Hamburgers, that the re-
porter began his questions about

Lydia Deyo. “I'm Ed Magill,” he.

told the. man behind the counter.
“Reporter for the Courier.”
“Yeah?” the man said without
expression.
“I- understand a prisoner from
up on the hill is going to speak at

the Commimity Church on Sun-

day.”

He said, “Yeah, I guess
closed up.

“You are Mr \Hopkms‘?"

“I am. .

“Well, what do -you “think of
it

“Of what?”

" “Of Lydia Deyo bemg allowed
‘out, to speak at a church.”
.~ The man’s face fell apart and
he shrugged his shoulders. “Look,”
" he said, “Paul’s gone. Our only
_ child_be was. Good boy. Smart
too. I wanted him to be some-
thing more than his old man, and
have something more than a ham-
burger joint. I sent him through
high school on hamburgers,”" he
waved his arms expansively, “and
I .was sénding him to college in
the car I bought for him—all on
hamburgers.”- He swallowed and
closed his eyes .in momentary

THE PREYING MANTIS

’ -and

pain. “Then he got killed—my
boy—his future gone. All of it
gone. His and ours. Seventeen
years ago. I don’t think about it.

Don’t ask me to.”

“All right, Mr.” Hopkms All .
right.”

“Sure, they say that glrl has
been whatever-they-call-it “and -is
.ready to be freed. Sure.- Some' .-
even think she is innocent. That
she didn’t really do anything. Lots
of people say it was that way.”

“What do you- say, Mr.. Hop-
kins?” Ed Magill asked.

“Me? 1 don't “say anything. I
quit saying. I quit thinking long-
ago—seventeen years ago when it
_happened. It happened. "It made

no sense . . .~ His face crumpled.

“So 1 dont thmk about it. Don’t

ask me to.”

-~ “All right, Mr. Hopkins.”

“My wife. You can ask her. It’s
all she thinks about. All these sev-
-enteen years she’s thought about
it. Ask her. She talks about it. It’s
all she talks about. I close my ears

\

. I can’t stand it. Ask my wife -

. she’s probably sitting in front.
"of Paul’s pictures right now. Go
out there—out on Trimble Road.
It’s all she does, sits in front of
.the pictures and if you walk in,
- she’ll talk .
Mr. Hopkms turned and became
busy shining chrome, polishing
porcelain. Ed laid down a bill and

-~ 7



-some -coins and. went out in the
August sun to~his car. It wasn't
hard to find Trimble Road, being
the third offshoot from the high-

way. There were farms and

groves, small acreages; and at the

mailbox sign of Paul Hopkins, Sr.,
- he turned in to drive up the
meandering road between care-
lessly cared for fruit trees, weed-
‘infested former gardens, to brake
before ‘a carport where stood a
jacked-up classic Thunderbird, still
" shiny under only recent dust. He
“walked up the steps of a house
. that looked as if it hadn’t had a
fresh-coat of paint for seventeen
" years. o
He was surprised at the appear-

ance of the woman who finally~
answered the doorbell.. She was.
.- birdlike—not the brown-wren

type, but more the shrike, with

appraising hostile eyes and ruffled

feathers. “YesP” she asked. ,
Ed stammered an explanation as
to his presence, received a wide-
open door and a flurried entrance
into a room—one beyond” the par-
‘lor—a kind "of sitting room.
“There,” Mrs. Hopkins stated, and
pointed out. a . sideboard-buffet-
whatever, crowded with. pictures
in studio folders, framed, mounted
~on ‘cardboard easels . . ." A fine-

. looking boy, thought Ed, with the

“clean Amerlcan crew-cut look -of
the '50’s, a boy- crouched over a

football, vlookin‘g ﬁérce;'serfous stu-
dent in cap and gown. The side-

board, buffet or whatever held the

short life of the young man from
his bare-bottomed infancy on a

‘bearskin rug in the back row
. through his tricycle years, school

years and up to college.
“Yes,” said Mrs. Hopkins,
killer is to speak at the church.” -
“Mrs. ‘Hopkins,” Ed replied in
weak protest, “the girl was judged
to be an accessory only . . .” just

" before being thrust into a chair

facing the memorabilia, and

weighted down by an album.

across his knees.
“She was the killer all nght

Don't ‘ever forget that. Everyone
else has forgotten it, but she was .

the killer. Look . . .” Mrs. Hop-
kins leaned over h1m and ﬂlpped
a few pages of the album. “Here.
These are the news clippings.” Ed
could see that they were. He had
read most of them..

“She was the. killer. A bad glrl
I told Paul not to take- his new
car around to her place—a girl

like that—and. he promised. But a -

boy—and she was ... well,” he
couldn’t hélp himself o
Mrs. Hopkins turned away from
the reporter, her shoulders

‘hunched, her arms clasped against

her. spare bosom as if she were

folding .her wings around cold

thoughts this hot August day.

-8 _ o ALFRED HITCHCOCKS MYSTERY MAGAZINE
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She whirled and leaned her hips. .
against the picture-covered side-

board, her face wild with helpless
rage. “Why did she kill him? Paul
was so proud of the car. He
" wanted to show it off. He would
have been gone-in'a week. State
College. His tuition was paid, his
books bought; his dormitory ar-
ranged for . . . his roommate. Ev-
erything ... .” She spread her
wings, all .brown.wren. “Paul had
girls, nice girls, but he was grow-

ing up and this was thé one he

wanted-to show off to,”, and Mrs.
."Hopkins again became _the shrike:

Ed cleared his throat “Mrs.
Hopkins, if it upsets you too ‘much
to talk about it . . Rising, he
helped her to a chairt ‘

She looked up -at him, dry-eyed.
“Sit down,” she -said, “You came
to hear about the killer that’s go-
" ing.to speak at the church. I am

telling you about her. About what

she left.”

Ed sat, looked around for a
place to lay the album, then find-
ing none, placed it on his knees
again.

“We built up. this property just.

for Paul. We aren’t educated
people, Paul’s father and I, so we

worked to give him what he -
would need to make his place in .

" life.” She bowed her head a mo-

ment, then raised it,- eyes glaring®

“And that . . .

_ THE PREYING MANTIS

~ again. that . . .”

-terly.

She swallowed, not haviﬁg a word
in her vocabulary to name Lydia

‘Deyo. “Why did she kill him?”

“Well,” Ed said tentatively,

“the jury called the man the

killer—Joe Britt—and he was- exe-
cuted for it. They named the gir},

Lydia Deyo, as an accessory and .

gave her life.”
" “Life!” cried Mrs. Hopkms bit-

give my son_life?” and her eyes
were accusing. ‘‘She was the
killer, not the other.”

“Why do you think that, Mrs.
Hopkms‘p

“I know it,”’ ,she"sald.‘

watched her in the courtroom.{

She’s a killer. Those Deyos. I
never knew them. Hardly anybody
did. They had this farm ten miles
out the hlghway that didn’t
amount to a hill of beans. They
were trash and so was the girl.
She did it, all right, and if she’s
let go, you mark my word, she’ll
do‘it again.”

Ed rose ﬁnally, and looked
agam at the reiterated pictures of
a dead youth, made his way
through the farmhouse and out to
his car. He glanced at-the T-bird,
a regal reminder, and drove the
meandeéring road down to Trimble

Road, then to the highway and'

the motel in the valley
The motel,. called the Sllyer
Shield, was run by Mr. and Mirs,

“They gave her life! Did she -



. Shields * explained,

Orrin Shields, each of whom was

willing to talk about the prison on’

the hill, the inmates “and;
obliquely, about Lydia Deyo.
“What we. do here in town,”” Mr.

girls they'll let off-grounds—like

. the ones that are going to be re-

leased soon, and have a good
record, and they want to give

" .~ them some experience, you know?

So when they ‘get.out, they can .

* get a job.

“Well; now, the Deyo woman
never worked here. She’s-a lifer.
These girls we hire are short-

- termers. The pnson station wagon
brings them down in the morning -
and comes back for them in the.

evenlng
“The Deyo woman gets out

- once_a week for a little while,”

‘ broke in Mrs. Shields. “Every Sun-

" kids” folks attend the services. She

day. One of the’ matrons brings

her down to the Community
Church and she baby-sits back in-

the Sunday-school room while the

don’t “sit for my grandchildren

though. I have my daughter bring
" them here before she goes to

- chuarch. Like I tell her, T wouldn’t

!

10

trust--a woman like that with a
ten-foot pole. You just bring those
kids ‘here where 1-know they’ll be

‘safe,’ and she does.”

"~ “Well, she seems trustworthy
enough,” Mr. Shlelds said gently,

“is hire those

“and I say-she’s’ got i right to her

freedom -if she gets it. Nobody
ever did’ prove she helped with

that kllhng _

" “Maybe she did and maybe she
didn’t, but elther way, she’s got
the taint,”” said Mrs. Shields. -
“Anybody lays down with dirt is

-bound to get dirty. And, sure, I'm -
- as broad-minded as the- next - one,

so if she gets out of  prison after

being put in there for life without
any chance of ‘parole, like they
said, I won’t be against it, but I-
just hope she goes far away be-
cause I don’t want her around this
town.” '

Both Mr. and Mrs. Shields had
seen Lydia Deyo. “But not close
up. Only in the car with the ma-.
tron on her way down to Commu-
nity Church. to baby-sit on Sun-
days,” said-Mr. Shields.- “She don’t

“look like a killer.”

“Of course she don’t,” said Mrs. ~ -
Shields. “They never do.”
Ed Magill drove up the’ prison
hill road that Saturday evening,
between rows of corn;- tomato-
vines, plum and apricot trees. The
summit of the hill was completely -

.enclosed by .chain link supported’

with -brick pillars. It was maxi-

mum’ security softened by the

purple twilight. Through_the

fence he could see sprawled gray
“buildings, grassy. plots well tended,

flower gardens, young trees, and

ALFRED HITCHCOCKS MYSTERY MACAZINE



heard no sound, saw no movement
in the breezeless heat of twilight.
So far, Ed knew. Lydia Deyo
-only as the county editor’s histori-
. cal items, Mr. Hopkins’ memory
block, Mrs. Hopkins' son-killer,
Mr. Shields’ rehabilitated citizen

" and Mrs. Shields’ rejected - grand-

child-sitter.
He .drove back down again to

" the highway where the neons hid )
begun to glow bright promisé of -

FOOD and GAS, and the church
sign offered a Sunday morning
sermon subject, titled: “To For-
give-is Divine,” with a later pre-
sentation: “Lydia Deyo to Speak.”
The Commumty Church. stood
on the corner of the highway in-
tersection and ‘the town road,
" white-framed, steepled, a picture
postcard church, surrounded by
lawn, dark now in the gathering
night. :
On Sunday morning,

~ Silver Shleld office with two small
boys
“Not me,”
, Magill’s question, T .wouldn’t
trust that kind of woman to take
care of my kids at the end of a
ten-foot pole. Sure, she may be all
right; but why take a chance?”
After the replay of her mother’s
convictions, she became uncertain
as .to whether or not she would
_ attend the evening talk. “Oh, I.

THE PREYING MANTIS

7

. /the.
Shields’ daughter arrived at the’

she answered Ed.

don’t know. I'm not too inter-
ested. Not that I don’t think she’s
got a right to try and talk her
way out of prison if she can. Any-
way; maybe she really is innocent
" and with that duplication of
her father’s vague arguments, the
Shields’ daughter left Ed with no
new or further knowledge of
Lydia Deyo” as he drove to the
highway - intersection, turned up
the town road and into the park-
ing lot at theé rear of the.church.
. The church bell was ringing in
the morning services just as Ed
stepped from his car and, “as if on

cue, a station wagon, showing its - .

official emblem, drove -up and
parked at the outside door of - the
Sunday-school annex. ‘

Ed caught only a glimpse of the
large woman in blue and ‘the

small one in gray as they stepped

from the station wagon and in
through the door of the annex.
The driver tilted his cap -forward
and slumped in the seat, prepared -
to wait. )

Ed apﬁroached him. “Is that

Lydia Deyo just went in?”

The driver straightened, flicked

* his cap. back with a forefinger and

said, “Sure, what about it?” .
“I'm Ed Magill of the Courier.
I'm in town to catch her talk.”
“Oh, sure. Well, that’s one fine
little lady, let me tell you: But she:
don’t talk till this evening.”
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“T know. I_intend to be here.”

“The Courier?”

“Right.”

“Well, you write her up good.
She’s an angel. I been ‘guard up~
‘there for twelve-thirteen years. I
" watched her grow and educate
_herself and plant flowers and paint
pictures, and take care of kids
_ . Look at”her. She’s.a saint.
* Just go look .at her.” -

Ed walked around the station
wagon ‘and peered through the
‘windows,” cupping- his eyes *with '
the palms. of his hands to shade
them from the sun, and there was
Lydia Deyo, her gray prison uni-
form shaped éeductlvely “‘to her
bowed body “as she sat in the
‘midst of .a garden of children—
little- ones, big ones, -medium-

“sized, ‘all hanging onto words.Ed

- could not hear. She looked like a
Madonna, Ed thought, a small,
: blonde Madonna and he feil in
love. -

His reporter’s’ eye caught the

blue of the matron’s uniform, a
shadow inside the door.
- He did no more interviewing,
no more prying and prodding
through the rest of that Sunday.
He went back to the Silver Shield
and lay on his bed, arms cradling
his _head, waiting for evening
church time.

N !

Ed was thxrty nine and had

" many.

never married. He was a romantic
without being aware_ of 1t—and .
being a romantic, self-destructive.’
The girls he knew and had known
did not fit the' fragility of hls~-_

.dream.

“What are you looking for?” his
mother nagged -at him. “You go

with a girl, you think she’s the
-greatest—you- worship, idolize her,
- think you might even marry her.
~Then you find ‘this wrong and that
"wrong ‘and start ‘all over again.

What in the world is it you want ‘
1n a wife?” )

Ed’s heart interests ‘had been ‘
There had been -Maida,
Margaret, Brenda and Barbara, -
Eleanor, Eloise, Harriet and He:
loise. “Mom,” he answered, “T
haven’t found her. Maybe 'I never
will. If T do, I will tell you.” .

Well, now ‘he had found her—an
angel in prison garb. ~

_ The churchyard was. crowded . -
that evening, with knots of people
in discussion . .~ “The sweetest

* thing!” Ed heard” “A doll.-A mar-

tytj.” - .
The sun set over the close- °
clipped lawn .in -brilliant heat.
“She needs her chance for free- -
dom,’
tainty.

" “What d1d she do‘r‘”'Ed heard -

on the frlnges “What did. she do

“to get there: 1n the first placep
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“Well, I don’t rememberthe _her, I think that’s what it was.”
case,” someone said. “It was-a The official station .wagon
long time ago. Knife murder, as I awaited an entrance from the
_remember. Two boys fightin’ over prison road onto the highway.
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“Here she comes,.’
called and the crowd,. broken up
into cliques, came together as.one

and moved toward the church -en-

trance. _
Ed. watched the station wagon

make the turn from the highway -

to the town road and -into .the
" ‘parking lot_in back, and followed
the crowd into the church, where
he stood, behind the last audience
row, his pencil -poised on"a note-

"~ book where he didn’t enter a

"word on¢e Lydia Deyo moved

" across the platform®and stood at
. the podium to tell the people all
Brotherhood of -

about. Goodness,

- Man, and Life of -Service within

" prison walls.

He wrote it all later, and the

. ,(,ounty “editor blew his top. '
“Youre kidding,” he said, his

_eyes rolling wildly. “You make

. her a saint and she ain’t. 'So.you're

kidding.” :
© “You didn’t see her,” Ed said
. stoically. “I saw ‘her and heard
her.” : '

“You saw her,” said the county
editor, “in her praying position,
‘and heard her crunching the
bodies ‘of all you dumb insects.
-Ed, she’s playmg, a game, just. as

before; only now the rules are dif-

ferent and the’ stakes hlgher The

editor- glared and went off to-

write_a downbeat editorial on a

playful female kl]ler ‘while. Ed .

a voice -

I like her,”

Magill stepped up his article 'o_n

the pure Madonna innocent.
From that time on until the pa—
role board met, the county editor -
dedicated himself to Lydia’s de-
tention while Ed labored over-her
liberation, making weekly trips to-
the prison to refresh his mind and

" heart.

“What’s with this thmg you ‘ve
got going at ‘the clink?’" ‘the
county editor asked coldly: “You =
take off with a freshman smile as -

if youre on your way. to your first. -

date, and come .back ‘with the

: sophomorlc grin of successful con-

quest
“She’s a wonderful woman and
answered Ed just as
coldly ’
“You're crazy!” i
“You're prejudiced. You have a -
closed mind. You judged her
guilty seventeen years ago and
you haven't changed.” ,
““Hell no! Neither has she'
“Eddie,” his mother worried,
“you don’t go out with girls any- -
more. Not any girls. You don’t
even see any girls except that’
prisoner up ‘there in Twin Hills.” -

“She’s a fine woman, Mother. -~

Finer than any I have ever
known,” which caused his mother
not only ‘to wonder upon the
character’ of his former female
companions, but to . ponder over
what genetic comple)uty and/or
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error in child’ training had
wrought such warped ]udgment

- Ed’s visiting day at the prlson
~ fell on a Thursday; and on each
. following Friday, Saturday -and

‘Sunday he. savored the visit just
- past, remembering the golden
nimbus of hair, the gentle lift of

lips, blue eyes so steady and sin-~

cere, the sweet, soft voice; .then
Monday, Tuesday "and -Wednesday
he spent happily anticipating the
next Thursday visit. '

He was offered 'an hour, but:
~ Lydia, being the oldest inmate (in

years of incarceration), was al-
. lowed gigat latitude, so that some-
times the “visit lasted an hour and
a half, even two hours. .

“You came!” she always_ greeted”

him as if she could not believe
her great good fortune. “Oh, you
came again. How nice!”
“She has no one else to visit
her,” Ed _explained-to his county
editor. “No friends; no relatives
on the outside.” : ,
- “Of course not,” the editor said.
“She killed one friend, had the
other executed, and her folks dis-
appeared when it was done.” -
_Ed’s articles on Lydia and her

- long life in prison became weekly .

features, as did the county. editor’s
editorials on why she should spend

~_ her lifelong where she was. The
_county. editor would have  fired-Ed -
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for his mawkish journalism except

* that the subscription list to. the’
Courier tose by leaps and bounds.

The summer heat of August was
replaced by the autumn heat of
September, and Ed’s visits to the
prison were garden idylls, with a

‘matron in the unobtrusive offing,

and a guard hardly ‘noticeable.
Lydia bent préttily over her pee-

‘dlepoint during thesé times, or -

knelt by the flower beds in minis-

- tering genuflection, " and Ed wor-

shiped.-

She was hkevnothlng he had
ever known. He sometires won-
dered if he had made her up.

“Listen,” the county editor said,
flicking Ed’s copy -with ‘a con-
temptuous forefinger, “‘she can’t
be all that. You're imagining her.”

But she was real. A saint,- an
angel, as Ed well knew the next
Thursday when she cried out to
him in velvet musical tone, “You

‘ came!” with quiet joy and a hint

of thanksgiving, _

He brought clippings of his arti- |
cles, but not the county editor’s
editorials, and she was'pleased as
she read, proceeding to give him
new facets of her personality so
that he would have the material

“for his next week’s item. .

Her time in prison was a credit
to the facility and its method of .
rehabllltatlonv‘as well as a credit 4
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to her for, takiug advantage of

what was offered. She had finished

her high school education and fe-
ceived a college degree via- exten-

sion courses, majoring in Psychol-
ogy, minoring in" Philosophy . . .-
- How beautiful! -thought Ed- with
rapture. How brave and dedicated.”

She had taken a nurse’s training
course. under the tutelage of the
prison doctor and often helped in

the yard hospital. A Florence .
. Nightingale in gray," thought Ed
. starry-eyed. )

", She was a fine needlewoman, an

excellent floriculturist . . . A won-

der at all the lost arts, thought Ed

in awe. - )
October was cool a.nd Novem-

- ber came on cold.

- manners. '

“So she’s wonderful " sneered

the county editor as he read Ed’s

copy. “A.nurse, flower grower,
sews nicely and has company

well educated in Psychology—

that’s so- she’ll know what games.

to play on whom; and Philosophy,

" so she can make her own rules.

Ed, all the. education and flower
beds in the state can’t change the
fact that she took one life just for
fun, and. another so she 'could
live.” 3

“I don’t think it was that way,”

Ed said stiffly,

the county - editor.

But all these talents °
.don’t mean she ought to be let
“loose on the world. I see she’s

and  became .

militantly .defensive “And, any-

_way, is that any reason to punish - '
her forever?”

“She isn’t being punished,” said'
“She’s- being
confined so the rest of “us, -in- .
cludmg you, will be safe.” - .

“Oh, come. on. She gets out, to .
give her talks, to take care of -
children. If you'd only see her, '
yowd know . . .” , ‘

“What would I see? A regi-“
mented woman, one who’s con-

“stantly watched, That’s a lot dif-

ferent from letting her out on

‘parole, alone and on her own.”

“She won’t be alone .and on-her
own,” Ed said and smiled. “T'm -

going to marry her. That is, I'm

working on it, So if she’s paroled,
I'll be the,re, her husband, to take
care of her. If she isn’t’ paroled, -
she’ll be’ there, my wife, and . 1.
will, visit her.”

When- he asked her to’ 1marry . .

‘him that cold November day in’

the prison visiting room with a

‘matron.in survelllance he: thought .

of her not as a convicted killer,
but as a princess, in durance vile.
with an attendant lady-in-waiting.
Lydia raised heér eyes and’ clasped'
her hands. : -
The mantis in her praymg po-
sition,” defined the sneering editor
to the hopeful bridegroom, “and

‘you've just sprung the trap that -
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“will let her free to smk her. kmfe

blades into you ,
-“TI hope s0,” Ed sald “What 1
mean is, I hope that marrying

Lydia will get her a parole. 1 cer-.

" tainly hope so.”

“You poor, dumb, blind insect

you,” pronounced the editor and
. ‘went off to write a scathing edito-
rial about bleeding-heart parole
boards and lifers who shouldn’t be
_freed, while Ed tapped .out an-
other lyrical Lydia column.
 His mother was furious with the
fury of the anguished. All these

years she had -wanted him to-

marry—worried over whether
there was something wrong with
~ him that .he did not—and now he
had proved what was wrong, now
that he wished ‘to marry a con-
vict!
“But she’s wonderful, Mother

- he said. “I look up to her.”

~ “Yes, you look up to her, up on
that - pedestal you've put her on.
But it’s the same old pedestal, Ed-
die, the one on which you've
_ hoisted every woman you ever got
halfway. serious about. The same
" old pedestal, except this time, the
woman on her pedestal is inside a
prison where she can’t topple off.
What if she gets paroled and you
" take her-out of there, her and her

pedestal? What then, Eddie?

You'll chxp away at that pedestal
-just-as you've chlppe(_i away at ev-

THE PREYING MANTIS
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ery pedestal you've ever stood a

woman on, to knock them off—but
with this one, Eddie, ‘when you

. chip the pedestal away from this

woman, you may ﬁnd out you've
got a killer . . .7

Ed and Lydia were- married in
the warden’s office on a visiting:
day, and two weeks later, at a
meeting of the probation board,
she was paroled in the custody of
her husband.

Ed took her far away to the

‘edge of a city and bought her a

house in the suburbs, a house with
a garden so she could plant her

flowers in the spring, and .a sew-

ing room where she could sew.
She practiced those fine womanly

- arts"of homemaking with bowed-

head modesty and small, grateful
smiles until the security of her
freedom brought out her laughter
and lifted her head at last.

It was during the next summer
that Ed began to notice these
changes. “You're different,” he ac-
cused. Not that there was any-
thing he could put his finger on,
but enough to remember the edi-
tor’s metaphor and suspect that
the mantis he had perched on a
pedestal just might have left her
praying for.prey. :

“What happened that mght
back there?” he asked her. :

“What night back where?” she
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“asked . with slahted blue eyes.
- It was only after a lengthy se-
" ries of carefully. casual questions

and carelessly candid queries,”
* the knife? Britt with your lies?”

which she- tossed back at him like
keys in.a game of words, that she
admitted knowing. the night and
-the place in question, while ex-
_pertly parrying the happening.
“What did ybu do?™
“I was there.”
““Did. Britt- really do it?”
“I saw him.”
Now the game was on, with Ed
hacking away at the pedestal

while - Lydia tossed . pieces of - it

back to. him. .
“Remember the knife?”
“The- knife Joe used?

asked.

“Or you .
. The questions. were inter-

she

mittently constant with no an-’
~“-swers, just as constantly inter-

mittent as Ed chipped and Lydia
tossed. '
~ He watched her closely He
watched until there were shadows
" always dancing along thé edge of
his vision. “Lydial” he cried, “you
killed that boy!” -

18 .

~“Lya”

- “No,” ' she rephed at last. “No
“No what, Lydia?” ’

“No. I did not kill him,”

“Kill whom, Lydia? Paul with

Her lip curled. She drew herself
up to her full height and’ clasped
her. hands tight, not as if she were
praying,but as’ if she were hold-
ing them’ ready for the kill. . '

Ed wheeled and raced. for the”

'.kltchen where hé yanked a .

wicked little parmg knife from
i the rack..

In the doorway, he called,
and tossed the knife across
- the room.. ) )
" It cut away the last of the ped- = .
estal ‘and she held it in her hand.

“Lyd, you killed h1m didn’t.
you? You killed Paul.” ‘

Ed approached her, smilirig,' and

she pounced.

“I didnt kill' him. I didn’t J(lll
him;" she cried, the .knife rising
and plunging as she repeated me-
chamcally, “I didn’t kill him,” her
voice holding such rote-like tone
of habit that even her own -ears
heard and did* not know whether
to believe or disbelieve the words.
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Despite the many facto'fs' to be.weighed,_'one may be able to

solve a moral dilemma posthaste.

She is gone nbw, the " reporter.

- from- the Times-Argus. She was
not at ease interviewing me here
in the Loving Care Nursing Home

on the occasion of my 87th birth- .

day. She was an arrogant young

woman, full of talk about. “new

_journalism” and how she must put
her opinions into everything she
" writes.

I have not yet seen her story,
but with or without her opinions I
think I know pretty much what it

. will say. :

' It will dutifully note that my
late wife. Clara and I founded the
Loving. Care Complex which, in

~ addition to the nursing home, in-

THEY WON’T TALK TO ANYONE ELSE- -

g;

cludes a general hospitél and the
best geriatric research facility
west of the Mississippi. ...

ha ¥

It will add that ironically, in

the beginning, Loving Care was
concerned with the young, not the
elderly. We .founded it as an or-

phanage, a refuge for homeless

il



boys. It remained so until after
World War II when, because
_there was less need for private or-
phan care here," we moved into
fields where we could be of more
use. :

mind, those hard, early years in
‘the 1920’s and .1930’s were in

-many respects’the most rewarding.

So. many fine boys went through

Loving- Care then—boys -we
“helped guide to productive lives.

An uncommon number became
professional men or leaders in
their field. In fact two are now in
. Congress, three are presidents of
universities_and one was the gov-
-ernor of this state for eight years.
Unfortinately the young woman
who interviewed me today. will
not write much about those men.
In -common with reporters who
have interviewed me in prior
" years, she was' interested most in

. my recollections of two other .
Loving Care boys, the infamous-

Hacker brothers, Lamar and Mau-

" rice.

Given 'the current “national pre-
occupation with crime, I-suppose
that is understandable. The Hack-
ers were outlaws, at their peak as
well known "as Dillinger, Clyde
Barrow and his Bonnie Parker,
Pretty Boy Floyd and all the oth-
ers. Last year,a film' company
~ even made a movie about them '

- The sfory will say that to my .

‘The- Times-Argus story will say
that I refused to discuss the Hack-
ers with the reporter, just as I.-
refused to discuss them with the -

fools who made the. movie. “Then o

it will no doubt recount some of -
the ‘Hackers” exploits culled from

old news clippings, exploits which

become more dlgorted w1th each
retelling.

- The Hackers robbed banks,’ _
back then the fastest way for
criminals to enrich themselves. -
Bank robbery attracted the best

young criminal minds before it

was made a federal offense in.
1934. Contributing to their legend,
was their bizarre relationship with
Sally Lou McCoy, a farm girl who
became “enamored of them after
seeing their pictures on a Wanted
poster. By hanging around the un-
derworld’s fringe, she managed to
meet them, join their gang and-
become mistress of both of them. = .
The: Times-Argus story may lead
you to believe that 1 do not even

want to think about the Hackers . -

and Sally Lou, but. that .is _not"."
true. I think about them more
than anyone could realize and for

. a reason you will presently-

know—but certainly it is not
something I would discuss with a -
reporter. ' ‘

The Hacker boys—what memo-
ries they evoke. My wife, in retro-
spect always far irnore a realist
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than I, had been reluctant to \16.1(1-
‘mit them to Loving Care. She
thought she sensed in them a
streak of incurable viciousness.

- The movie portrayed them as
being orphaned because their wid-
owed father was killed trying to
block foreclosure of the family
farm, but in “fact their father, a
shiftless ne’er-do-well, died after
drinking adulterated moonshme
from his own still.

Left on their own the boys ran
wild, stealing and engaging in
senseless acts of violence until

they were jailed. If I had not vol-

“unteered to .take' them in they
"~ would have gone to the reforma-
tory.

Neither was a model resident of

qour little .community, but they

* feared being sent to the reforma-

tory and did not commit any gross -

violations -of our rules. Maurice
‘was an easygoing, handsome
youth, but Lamar especially im-
pressed me as showing promise as
a natural leader. When they left
Loving Cére to strike out on their
own—1 arranged employment for

them in Kansas City—I was sure .

they would become productive
‘members .of society. ‘
They never wrote. We heard
Jindirectly that they had been im-
prisoned _irr Missouri for armed-
-robbery and a few years later be-
" gan’ seeing .newspaper headlines

THEY WON;T TALK TO ANYONE ELSE

about - their gang, but by then
Clara and I had our own troubles.
The bank that had been rénew-

‘ing our mortgage regularly was so

hard pressed that it could no
longer afford to carry us. In fact .
it was near the end of a day of
unsuccessfully trying to solicit do- -
nations to keep. Loving Care from
going under -that I got a phone

* call from Sheriff Dunaway.’

Evén on the weak party line, -

.the tone of his voice made clear

that he was under great strain.

“Reverend?” he said. “You've
got to get rlght out to the old
Powell place.”

I asked, “Why?”

“The Hacker boys robbed an
upstate bank this morning. Guess
they figured nobody’d look for ’em

‘here, but a farmer saw their car

sneaking up a. back lane. We got
‘em surrounded.”

“What do you need me for'r’” -

“There was a shoot-out at the
bank and they .took a hostage, a. -
teller. We're trying to negotiate
to save him, but the Hackers say~
they don’t trust us. They’ i only
talk to you. They keep repeating
over and over again that they

‘won’t talk to anyone else.”

I had to' go. :
Sheriff Dunaway was a decent
man. Unsaid but understood be-
tween us was the knowledge that
some peace officers there might
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. too.

) open fire at the Hackers on sight,

no matter what promises they vio- -

lated or who else might get hurt.
My presence might forestall some-
‘thing like that.

- Then .there was my concern for
the Hacker boys. I still hoped
there might be some chance for
their rehabilitation, or at least of
.their repentance before they were
éxecuted. :

Finally, and most 'important,
" there was, the hostage. By going, I
might be able to save an innocent
person’s life.

It was.late afternoon when‘

s Clara and 1 reached” the narrow

.dirt road to the Powell place, a
small farm that had been fore-
closed and was now vacant. Near-

- ing a hill that looked down on the
. farm ‘buildings, we found the road’

* blocked and the base of the hill

- guarded by police officers.

‘Many other cars were parked in
" a field, and a crowd of morbid cu-
riosity seekers huddled near the
. hill. T parked a con51derable dis-
‘tance from them. -

“Wait here,” I told Clara. “If
shooting starts, -get down.” There’s
- mno telling where stray bullets

mlght land.”

~ “You're ‘making a mlstake she
replied, “risking your neck for the
,:Hackers They 11 take you hostage

They already have one hos-
22

3

tage. Why “would they need an-
other?”. :

“I don’t know, but—"

“Clara, I must do all I can' to
prevent bloodshed. Despite the
terrible crimes the newspapers say
those young men have committed,

I can’t help thinking we've been ' '

given a distorted picture. I'm sure |

there’s some decency ‘left: in

them.”.
“You're a sent1menta1 fool »
Clara said, looking away, “but for

 pity’s sake, ‘don’t let them blow '

your brains out.”

A trooper -at the roadblock di- . -

fected me to a cluster of boulders
at the hill’s crest where ‘he said I

~would find the sheriff. Fortunately

I wore a heavy coat to break the
strong northwest. wind, which

brought an unseasonable arctic

chill to the mid-November day.
~ Two mien. were with my portly '

little friend Dunaway—the presi-

dent of the bank that had just
been robbed and Captain Oldberg -

of the state police, commandei of

the peace officers. I knew Oldberg
from my social work in the -courts.
Burly and square-faced,. his repu-
tation. was that of a tough dis-
ciplinarian who tended to take the

law into his own hands. RN
About forty other men, state
troopers and sheriffs deputies -

from several counties,
tioned behlnd cover around the
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farmhouse, which. was part way’
down the slope. At the hill’s bot-
tom a thick clump of- woodland
ran along a riverbed.

“We tried to surprise them,”
Dunaway ‘said, “but they saw us.
We exchanged fire and since then
- have been yelling, trying to get.
_“them to give up.-They say they’ll
kill the hostage if we attack. We
- know the Hackers and Sally Lou
are inside, but don’t know if ‘any
. other gang members are with
them. They had two cars, but split
- up right after the robbery.”

“Frankly,” Oldberg told me,
“I'm against your going down
" there. I think they’re just using

the hostage to stall for time.”

“Time for what?” I asked.
“They’re completely surrounded.”
“It'll be dark soon. They've got

-machine guns. If they should

come out shooting, there’d be a

lot of confusion. They might make
“it into those woods and get away.

No, I say burn ’em ‘out how, while

it’s still light. When they run out,

we could shoot ’em down easy.”
“Burn them out how?” 3
. “That old house is bone-dry. .

We're close enough to shoot ar-

rows tipped” with burning rags

onto that roof. The place would

" be a tinderbox in a minute.”

“But what about the hostage?”
Dunaway asked. He' glanced at
- -.the banker. “A young man, isn’t

THEY WON'T TALK TO ANYONE ELSE

‘he?, His wife just had a b‘ab'y?;" .

“Yes.” Nervously, the. banker -
pounded fist-in-palm. “Their third
child. Such a nice family. He has
such a promising future. It would
be a tragedy if—" '

“Can’t help that.” Oldberg was
emphatic. “I'm sorry for your ..
teller too, but were gonna get the
Hackers no matter what. You bet-
ter understand that yourself, Rev-
erend. If they take you hostage
you're on your own.” - .

“Of course. But if they surren-
der to me, I want your guarantee
that they won’t be harmed.”

“Guarantee? I'm just one man. °
The Hackers killed another peace
officer today. He -had a lot of
friends here.” ’

“Stop hedging.” These men are
your responsibility. If any man
fires at the Hackers without prov-

- ocation, I'll place myself in the

line of fire. And if I survive. I'll
_ hold you accountable,” I told him.
Unbelieving, Oldberg stared at

.‘me for a moment. Then he said,

“All right. T'll guarantee their
safety to the Calhoun County Jail.
Then all the jurisdictions that
want ‘em can start arguing over
who'll try ’em first. But that’s the
only deal 1 make. And absolutely
no free passage out,” no matter
what they threaten to do.” He
glanced at his watch. “You've > got
ﬁfteen minutes.”

~
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“F_ifteen?“ Why, that’s not—"

“After fifteen - minutes, come
back and report on how the talk
is going. Tell ’em if they dont
show good: faith and let you walk
out, we'll attack.”

“Very well.” I turned to the’
. banker. “What’s your teller’s
name?” . - .

“Bill Perkins.” '

“Whatever happens, I'll do
what I'can for him.”

' “Thanks, Reverend. And when
you talk to thetn—I don’t want to
sound cold-blooded—but if they’
won’t give up, maybe you. could
find out about the money. The
gang took an awful lot of it. If
you could learn how much the
Hackers have with them—' .

Oldberg said, “Oh, damn your
money.’

He poked his head around the
- boulders, cupped his hands and
shouted,
Hackers! Your P\everend’s here.
He’s coming down now.’

The walk to the farmhouse was
~only about a hundred yards: but
seemed much longer. Conversation
“among the peace officers fell
~ away. The only sounds were my

boots on ‘the frozen road and the

* wail of that bitter wind:

~ For the first time I began to
comprehend the precariousness of
my. situation, I confess 1 became
very afraid.
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“Hackers? Hey, you-

-

. There was no-movement at the

house, but surely 1 was being
watched. 1 passed the Hackers
car, now- a_useless, shot—up wreck.
The farmhouse windows were.
shattered and the walls were rid- °
dled with bullet holes, signs of
what must have been a furlous ex-
change of fire. : :
" As I neared the front porch the
door swung open. I- chmbed the
steps and went inside.

The door ‘clesed and there was
Maufice, lounging against the wall -
with a machine gun under his

- arm. Maurice, the handsome one— -

only he did: not look handsome
now. His clothes were filthy and
torn. He was unshaven, his eyes’
were bloodshot and he grmned in
a foolish way. “Hi, Rev- . .”
Gazing at me from a far comer

"was Lamar, the leader, sitting on -

the floor under a window. His ma-
chine gun’was leaning against the
wall near a suitcase. He was hold-
ing a bottle. Whiskey, of course.
The place reeked of it. No doubt
they were all drunk to one degree
or another, numbing their brains
to keep from thinking about their
desperate plight.

“VVe told thém,” Maurlce went
on; “we wouldn’t.talk to anyone
else. Didn’t we, Lamar?” '

Lamar  nodded. He was half-

‘smiling, but there was a look . of

pain in his eyes. I moved closer
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and saw why. He’d been
wounded. His trousers were sod-
den with blood..
‘. “Sure did, Rev. There’s nobody
- else we trust. Sal, come on out.
The lawmen won’t try nothing
while the Rev’s with us.”

Carrying ‘a lever-action carbine,

Sally Lou McCoy walked in from

another room. ;
Newspaper photographs had
portrayed her as a freckled coun-

try girl with a suggestion of

simple charm, but the young
woman I saw, her figure blanketed
by a man’s overcoat, had bloated,
prematurely-lined features and lips
parted in an insolent half-leer. .
“They’d better not. If they do,

* THEY-WON'T TALK TO ANYONE ELSE

he gets it first. You hear that,
Rev?” she said: :

“He heard it. Rev, how s every-
thing 4t Loving Care? I guess
with everyone going bust, it’s not
so easy to—"

“Lamar,” I broke»jln,
wasting time. If I don’t go back in
fifteen minutes to report, _they’ll
attack. What did you want to talk:
to me about?”

Straightening, Maurice said,
“It’s obvious, ain’t it? Even_if we
marched out” waving white flags,
them crazy lawmen would kill
us.” : . o

“That’s right,” Lamar said.
“They’d shoot us down, just for

~the glory of -it. That's why we .

25
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asked for you. They won’t shdot if .

. you're alongside us.”
- “You'll surrender to me?”

“If the terms are-right. The
odds on our shootin’ our way out’

“weren't 'too godd even, before 1
got this slug in my hip.”
“What kind of terms?”

“Who's guaranteeing our ;afety.'

‘Where they’ll . take us. Plus a

*, promise that ‘you -won't ‘leave us

until you're sure we're safe.”
‘Som'éthing was wrong: I looked

. around. “Any other members. of
" your gang here?” :
“No. " They were in the other

3y

car,”.

Four hostage, Bill Perkins.
~ Where is he?” -
* Maurice said,
-fooled those lawmen into thinkin’
he was here so they’d send for
" you: Actually, he ain’t here. We
" let him out of our car about ten
miles from the town where we
_ robbed the bank. Dumpéd him in
" a ditch. Oh, he was tied up. But
he probably worked himself loose
by now.’

“Precisely where ‘is that ditch?”

“I don’t know exactly. You rob ~

a bank, you got things on your
mind. I didn’t pay-that much at-
tention. I think it was about ten

" .- miles, but—"

" “Think harder. I won’t help you
until he’s been found and I'm ab-
solutely sure he’s safe.”
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. where everyone was goin’.

“Well, we kind of

- side of me.
fine young man? -Did you shoot -
him? Strangle him? Stab him, or"
what? And was he bound and .-
helpless?’ Or did you glve him a -

“Aw, c’nion, ,I"\ev. You can’t—"
Lamar interrupted. “That’s
enough, - Maurice. We'd best" tell

the truth.” He paused, then said, -

“Y’see, Rev, he’s in the ditch, all

right, but—well, at the time there - -

didn’t seem much choice. We just
had to kill him. Oh we didn’t like

doin’ it. But he heard us talking
to the bunch in the other car, just’

before we split up. He knew
And
so—well, given hindsight, I guess
you'd say it was a mlstake in

- judgment.”

“Yes;” I see now why you
wanted me here. Wlthout my

presence, once those peace offi---
. cers learned the hostage was dead,
-you wouldnt have a chance. But

how did you do it?”
'Lamar blinked: “How?” .
“Yes.” Rage was building up in-
“How did you kill that

chance to run? Did you—
“We. shot  him,”
defensively. “Oh,. it was all hu-
mane. We-got it over w1th fast,”
“Who shot him?”
“Well, it wasnt so much any

one of us as—

“Maurice;” Sally Lou’ McCoy
said, “don’t tell him any more.’
She walked up to me. Lookmg

N

‘Maurice said



at her, it was hard to see how this
unkempt slattern could kindle a
spark of desire in ‘any normal
“man, something you might think
about when you see the beautiful
actress portraying her on the
~ screen. e
“Rev,” she continued, “you’re
supposed to help us, not preach a
sermon. Maybe we should take
you hostage. . And then tell the
cops we'll kill you if they- don't
give us a’car and let us out.”
“Naw,” Lamar said pensively,

+ * “that wouldn’t do no good. Would

it, Rev? They musta thought of
that.”

“They did. Whatever you do to
- me; you'll get no free passage out
of here.”. 1 sought to bring -my
temper under control. “The girl’s
right. 'm not here to-judge you,-
so let’s get on with it. The men
out there are commanded by Cap-
- tain Oldberg. He has already
promised that if you surrender to

me, he’ll guarantee your safety.”
- “Oldberg?” Maurice snorted in
_disgust. “Rev, he’s vowed to kill
us. personally. You -don’t under-
stand how much .that man hates
us” o

“He’ll keep his word,” Lamar
" said, “if he gave it to the Rev.
But how.did he say he’d carry out
this guarantee?”
- “He'll take you to _the Calhoun
-County Jail. You'll be held there

"THEY WON'T TALK TO ANYONE ELSE

until it can be decided where
youll be tried, and for what.”
“Calhoun County?” Lamar
shook his. head. “That’s where he -
fooled you. I guess you, ain’t been
reading about us lately.” -
“Frankly, I haven’t.” ‘-
“Well, 'last month we robbed a
bank there. We had to run out
shooting, like today. It was our
bad luck.that some children got in
the line. of fire. One was killed
and the others were shot up real
bad. So if we went to that flimsy-.
little jail, there ain’t much doubt
what would happen. We'd bet
lynched -
“Youre turning the -
down?”
“No, just askin’ for one small’
change. Go back and tell Oldberg’
we'll give up if he takes us to-the

‘oﬁer

- big jail in the state capital. Either

that, or we try to shoot our way
“out—and maybe kill some of his
troopers.”

- “Very well. If I put-it to him
on that basis, I don’t see how he
could possibly object.”

' Fme And one more thmg

* Lamar opened the suitcase -
and pulled out a ﬁstful of cur-
rency.

“Our share of the bank’s.money.
You won't be able to ‘get it all
out, but under that big coat
you're wearin’, you could stash a
lot- of it where them lawinen
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. t
wouldn’t be - likely to see it
“Money for what'? They re go-
ing to hang you.” :
“Maybe they' will,” Lamar re-
- ‘plied cryptically, “and maybe
- they won’t] You just get as much
money as you can to our-lawyer.
. He'll know what to do with it.”
“I couldn’t do that.” - .
] “Rev,” Lamar said, “you better
~do it. Otherwise we'll keep you
‘with us and gamble on gettin’ out
as best we can. -Most likely you’ll
be killed. But if we give up, .and
you double-cross us by giving the
money back to the bank. after-
wards—then it’s for sure you'll be
killed. Even from jail, that
wouldn’t be hard to arrange.”

““You're threatening me?” -

“Rev, our lives are at stake. To
.us there ain’t nothing more impor-
tant. Oh, I know the spot this
puts ‘you in—what in Sunday
School you used to call a moral®
~ dilemma. But think of it this way:
if you help us, you'll stop a lot of.
bloodshed. That’s humanltarlan
ain’t it?"”

-1 didn’t reply.
© “We talked about this before
you got here,” Lamar went on.
“We decided that for gettin’
money out for us, you can keep
ten percent. With the hard times
and all, I imagine Loving _Care

. _could use it."So how -about "it? Ei-
ther you stash the money: away, -

- go back :and get Oldberg to agree |

to take us to the state capital, or

‘we shoot it out, with- you here

with us, and devil take the con-
sequences.” -
I had so much to-think about in’

those few seconds, so ‘many factors - -

to weigh. Looking back on it now,
it 'was remarkable  with what cer-

‘tainty I made up my mind.
“I want to be
perfectly. clear about one thing. I

“Lamar,” I said,

won't do this for the money. But

I'll do it for what you sald—for '

humanitarian reasons.’

Sally Lou said, ]ust a minute.”
Her fingers strayed to the safety
on her carbine. “Boys,

oddsare,- I think we'd be better

~ off waiting for dark, and then us-.
ing him as a shield and trying to :
shoot our way out. How about it, *

Maurice?”

Uncertain, Maurice studied me,
then turned to h.lS brother. “T ain’t
sure about him either, Lamar:. Not
after he started lecturin’ us about
the teller. He' seemed awful riled

>

up.’

“There’s nothmg to. worry '
- about,”

Lamar rephed his eyes
never leaving me, “so long as Rev

gives his word that he’ll bring us

out safe. And carry out as miuch
- money as he can for our lawyer.

You'll do that, won’t you, Rev?”-

“Yes,” I said, meeting his gaze
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I don’t;
trust your Reverend. Long as”the .
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squarely, “T'll "do that, Lamiar.”
A few minutes later I left the
.house and climbed back up the

hill. Under my coat, stuffed into .

" pockets and inside my shirt, was
currenéy totaling about twelve
thousand dollars, an immense sum
in those days.
Captain Oldberg asked “Well?”
“The Hackers,” 1 told him,
“want a car and free passage.”

stances—" -

“T know. And- I now agree,
they're stalling until dark. What'’s
more, I don’t think the hostage is
even there. I think they’ve already
" killed him. They wouldn’t let me

see him, and were evasive when I
asked about him. So while it’s still
_light, youd best do what you
“must do.” - ‘

As I turned to leave, the banker .

-said, “Reverend, did they say any-
thing about—" .
“The money? Not a word.”
Black smoke was rising from
behind the hill when I got back to
the ‘car.
“You were rlght ” 1 told Clara
“Those boys are beyond redemp-

THEY WON'T TALK TO ANYONE ELSE

tion. But there’s one consolation. ’

dollars.”
“Gave you?”
. “Well, not exactly 7 I started

the- car and turned it toward

"home. “I had to break my word

to them just now, but I think the
Lord will forgive me. It was for
humanitarian reasons. As for the

- money, it belongs to the bank
| told you. Under no circum-'-

they robbed. But if we're going to

continue our ‘good work in this .

' They gave me twelve thousand ‘

community, I've decided we. must -

keep it, pay -off the mortgage and

.put Loving .Care on a sound fi-~

nancial footing. Hopefully _the
Lord will forgive me for that
too.”

To my relief, Clara did not pro- B

test. She always did have a more
realistic turn of mind. “With the
hard times, there’s no other way
to save Loving Care, is there? But

suppose the Hackers tell some- - .

one?”
Behind us there was a ~single

shot, followed by a number of -

shots and then a great volley.
“Don’t worry,” 1 assured her.
“They won't talk to anyone else.”
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In conmdenng motives, one should remember that ‘a trivial ir-

(
)

ntatton may assume monstrous proportions.”

_Lieutenént Ralders;, New Haven
Homicide, was"unhappy That is,
he -was more unhappy than he
customarily was as he sat uncom-
fortably on one of Leffing’s Victo-

rian chairs and scowled at the .

~ flowered rug.

“It makes no. sense!” he reiter-
_ated. “There’s just no motive. He
was strangled very efficiently, yet
“his wallet was still in his pocket
and, so far as we can tell, not a
single - item was™ taken from ‘the

30 e

No vandalism either.

apartment.
Not a trace of damage. No forc-
ible entry. No Sign‘tha't the killer -
left in a hurry or ‘was interrupted.
It’s got. me buffaloed, Leffing.”

"He dabbed at his perspiring
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" Lucius Leffing, regarded the un--

- Lieutenant.

foreblead with ‘a. ilandkefchief. .

“And I .don’t need to remind you
we’re under terrific pressure. these

days. The people in these housing -

projects are really getting on our
backs. Burglaries, muggings, van-
dalism, day after day—and now
murder! If I can’t crack this, I

. might as well quit!” -

My prlvate 1nvest1gator frlend

happy police lieutenant w1th a be-

mgn smile.

“An intriguing little puzzle
Lieutenant. Perhaps I shall have a
look into it.”

Ralders sighed with relief. “T d

_certainly appreciate it. 1 feel like

a little fish bltmg a very big
hook.”

" Leffing nodded. “Possibly you
could fill us in-a bit on the details,

however, let me make one correc-

tion. You said, ‘There’s just no .

motive.” Nonsense, Ralders!
There’s always a motive for mur-
der. What you meant was, there’s
just no apparent motive.”

Ralders humbly agreed. “That’s
what I meant, of course. Well, to

begin, the victim, Frederick Mat-’
. thews, was- sixty-eight. He’s lived

in the project nearly three years.

He’s one of those persons who, as

- they say, has ‘come down in the

world” He was”a former" astrono-

mer’and pretty well-known. -Had

THE MURDER OF MR. MATTHEWS .

Before you begin,:

I

all kinds of degrees and a good -
teaching job. After his wife di-
vorced him—about ten years ago—
he hit the skids. Drank, neglected
his work. Finally was. asked to re-
tire. He had retirement income '
but just no head for money:
Couldn’t pay his alimony. Made °

foolish investments: with the little

cash he had left. Finally he "be-
came eligible. for the elderly per- o

-sons” housing project.”

“Was his divorce amxcable—or
nasty?” Lefling asked.

Ralders. thought a moment.
“Somewhere in between. So far as -
we know, there were no violent -
scenes, but his ex-wife didn’t re-
main friendly. Her attorney han-

.dled all correspondence with Mat-

thews. She’s’ now living in
Michigan, by the way.” .
““Has his former wife learned of
his murder?”’ . N
“She was informed the next.
day. She has an airtight alibi, un-
less she hired someone to kill him. .
But she had no motive for mur-

"der. She’s happily remarried and,
.in fact, really didn't need the ali-

mony even before that. There
were no children.”,

“A ‘motive for murder’ is not >
necessarily monetary in origin,
Ralders. But continue.”

- “Well, Matthews lived in one of

'three apartment - units in a com-

pléx ‘for the - elderly—Tranqullhty
3L



Terrace, they call it—out near
West Rock. There are fifteen per-
sons in each unit. Generally
. speaking, the people in each unit

keep pretty much to-themsélves, -

but not entirely “of course.” So far,
we’ve interviewed all- fourteen
" people 'in Matthews’ unit. We're
starting  work tomorrow  on the
other two units.”

" Sighing wearily, he pulled out a
thick notebook. “Out of the four-
teen persons interviewed in Mat-
thews’ unit, 'we have three pos-
sible  suspects, but the cases
against all three are awfully

- flimsy. What I mean is, they had

some reason to dislike Matthews,

but not nearly enough reason to"

murder him.”

Leffing’ placed -his long ﬁngers
“together,. tentlike. “In.the -dis-
torted mind of a killer, Ralders, a
trivial irritation may assume mon-
strous proportions.’ )

Ralders opened his mnotebook.-
» “Yeah, ;1 hope so. Well, to start,
* there’s ~Philip Carver, seventy.
"Carver had an” apartment two
doors down from Matthews. They
visited back and forth and played
chess together.. Apparently they
“took their chess seriously and
were sometimes overheard arguing

about a game. They had quite a.

row only a few weeks before Mat-
thews. was strangled. From what
-we can learn, they hadn’t spoken

"to each other since that time.”

“Most interesting,” Lefﬁng com-
mented. “Continue, Ralders.” .

Ralders. turied a page . of the
notebook. “Wendell Simpson,

. sixty-seven; Simpson lived at the
far end of the corridor. He was on

speaking . terms with Matthews,
but no more than that. However,
a month or so ago, a registered

_package arrived for Matthews

while he was out. Either the de-

-liveryman mispronounced the

name or Simpson misunderstood
him. At any rate, he told the
mailman that the-package was in- ~.-
correctly addressed, that nobody
by that name lived ‘in-the apart- -
ment unit. The package was ' re-
tuned to- the post ' office—and
promptly disappeared. We - pre-

-sume it was mislaid and will even-

tually ‘turn up. But® when Mat-

"thews found dut that a package

had arrived and been returned—-
and then lpst—he was furious. He -
blamed Simpson, of course.

. Walked down the hall, hammered

on . Simpson’s door andtold him’

‘off. Simpson answered right back.

Like Carver, Slmpson quit speak-
mg to Matthews

“Dear~me,” Lefling mterposed
“Poor Mr. Matthews seems to
have possessed a positive gemus
for alienating his neighbors.”

* Ralders consulted his notebook. -~ *°
Miss -

“Third poééible suspect,
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. strangle
pointed out, “but-there are always
exceptions to the rule. You have.

Amelia Kraff, sixty-five. Matthews
had taken her to dinner a few
times. The neighbors think she, in

turn,. had him in to dinner at her.
apartment. Rather abruptly, it ap-
pears, he dropped her. That is, he

didn’t stop speaking,- but he no

- longer asked her out to dinner. In-

fact, if the neighbors can be be-
lieved,- he seemed to be trying to
avoid her. Well, you know, ‘a

woman scorned,” as.they say.” He.
« closed his notebook. '

“Female murderers seldom
their victims,”

no other possible suspects?”

Ralders shook his head. “The

" other residents in the unit knew

Matthews by -sight and about half

- of them spoke to him, but so far

as we can learn none of them had
any reason for disliking him—

‘much less for murdering him.

Most of them knew of his aca-
demic background. and had great

respect for him. A majority of the

tenants hadnt got beyond high
school, some no further than
grade school.”

Leffing leaned back in his_com- "
fortable morris chair and for some -

moments remained silent. “Exactly

~how was Matthews strangled?” he

asked at length.

“A thin but tough cord was
looped around his neck and pulled’

THE MURDER OF MR. MATTHEWS

Leffing

i

'tlght He was found in an arm-

chair, It appeared that the killer
had dropped ‘the loop over his

“head from behind. We don’t think
‘Matthews ever managed to get,

out of the chair.”

“Was the cord recovered?”

“No. It had cut deeply into
Matthews’ neck but the killer got’
it off somehow. We haven't found -
it.”

“The autopsy dlsclosed nothmg
else?”. .
“Nothing relevant that I can,
think of. No contusions, -no
bruises—not a single scratch. It

seems unlikely that there was a .
struggle. Apparently Matthews,

like most persons of his age, had a
degree of arteriosclerosis, but that
had nothing to do with his death. -
He was strangled, period.”-
Leffing nodded with satisfaction.

“You've given us a good outline of
the case, Ralders. Perhaps we will -
look in on the tenants at Tranquil-
lity Terrace tomorrow mornihg.”

Ralders stood up. “I sure hope
you can turn up something. I feel
right now as if my whole career is
teetering on a tightrope.” Sighing,
he moved toward the door.

“Well, what do you think of
the case?” Leffing inquired after
Ralders had left. :

I frowned. “I'm afraid you've
taken on a tough one, Leffing. As- .
suming it’s a so-called ‘inside

3



job’—Wliich we're’ by no ‘m'eansl:
sure of—there. are still forty-four

possible suspects. I-think Ralders

-is just indulging in wishful think- .

ing “when he says “that the resi-
dents in each unit ‘keep pretty
. much to “themselves.” I've been
" past the place; the units are- well-
spaced,.:but they’re .not so far

apart that the tenants in one unit
would remain unacquainted with

" . those in-another. Forty-four sepa-
rate interviews!” I shook my head"

"in dismay.”

. “Your point ‘is well made,”

- fing agreed, “but perhaps. some-

‘thing will turn up before we

reach that forty-fourth interview.”
About eleven o’clock the next

morring we parked in the visitors’

“lot at Tranquillity Terrace and
" walked toward the housing unit

where. ‘the murdered man had
lived. The area was clean and
well-landscaped but the units
.themselves, rectangular wooden
- buildings painted white, reminded

" me a bit of -army barracks. They

were obviously designed for the
middle to lower income group.

vPhilip Carver, the victim’s
former chess opponent, g'reete'd‘ us
sourly, rubbing his eyes. Man
- can’t even take a morning’s nap,
he ‘complained. '

He invited us in reluctantly.
- Waving toward a worn_sofa, he

seated himself in a nearby rocking -

L
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Lef-

chair. His sharp features were
stamped with irritation.

“I've been quizzed. already,” he
observed. “That dumb detective
spent an hour grilling me!”

Carver’s attitude annoyed Lef-"
fing.” “Lieutenant Ralders’ is. a
competent investigator, Mr..

Carver—and may I point out that

the killer might strike again. You
yourself could be a potential vic- .
tim. Surely you wish to cooper-'
ate?”

Leffing’s comments -appeared .to. -
have a sobering effect. Carver
shrugged. “All right. Fire away.”

“Is it true,” Leffing began, “that -
you quarreled with Matthews over
a chess game and quit speaking to,
him some weeks beforé his mur--~
der?” .

Carver ran a hand through his
thinning hair. “That’s right. When

it looked as if he might lose a

game, he usually came up . with-
some crazy rule nobody else ever -
heard about. I just got fed up
with it. I was winning that last

game when he claimed that I had-
to sacrifice

a - passed pawn
whether or not I warited to. Hog-
wash! I uptilted. the board and
walked out.”

The recollection rekindled , hls ’
anger -and his face grew red. “But

‘I didn’t kill him!” he added, al-

most as an afterthought.
“Do you know of anyone in this



unit, or in either of the others,
who may have hated Matthews
enough. to murder him?” Leffing
Casked. -7
Carver was scornfully emphatic.
“Nol. You're just wasting your
time questioning the tenants here.
Matthews had a sort of know-it-all
attitude that annoyed some of us,
but nobody would strangle him
~ for that. It was an outside job, ob-
viously. It was either a burglar or
a person who hated Matthews for

something that happened in' the

past. We don’t need-a Sherlock
Holmes to figure that out!”

Leffing stood up. “You may be
right, Mr. Carver. You may be
right.”

As we stepped into the corri-

- dor, Carver slammed his door
without so much-as a farewell
nod. A

“Testy old boy,” 1 observed.

Leffing remained unruffled. “In
this business, one meets all types,
Brennan,” he replied with profes-
sional aplomb.

He started down the corridor :

“We will try Mr. Simpson next.”
Wendell Simpson, short, plump
and white-haired, was the soul of
cordiality. After we were comfort-
ably seated in his spotless apart-
ment, he offered us coffee, which
I accepted and Leffing politely
-+ declined. ]
Simpson himself opened the
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‘conversation. “That incident about

the package was most unfortunate.
Either the address label was
botched ‘or the-mailman couldn’t
see clearly. He inquired for a Mr.
Frederick. Of course there’s no
Mr. Frederick in the unit—nor in -
either of the other units, so far as
I'm aware. Naturally I told him
he must have the- wrong address.
It never occurred to 'me that he
was looking for Frederick Mat-
thews. I didn’t even recall Mat-
thews’ first name till later.”

Setting down his coffee cup, he
shook his head. “When he learned
of the package incident, Matthews
pounded on my door and tore into
me almost before I could -open my
mouth.” He smiled ruefully. “Gen-
tlemen, he was positively abusive.
Ordinarily, I'm quite—ah—even- .
tempered, but Matthews™ tirade
was just too much. I'm afraid I.
lost my temper. Of course I was
sorry afterward.”

_ Leffing nodded understandingly. -

“An unfortunate but essentially~
trivial incident, Mr. Simpson. I

. have no doubt you were ]ustlfied

in defending yourself verbally.”
Simpson looked relieved. “That
detective from the police. seemed
to look on.me as a—well, an ac--
tual suspect. I was horrified!”
Leffing  smiled. reassuringly.
“These interviews are purely rou-
tine, Mr. Simpson. Where murder
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is concerned, we must question
everyone even remotely connected
- with the*victim. Tenants in -all
three of these units have been or
will ‘be, questioned.”

Simpson poured -more coffee.
“You have no alternative, of
* course. It was a pretty brutal busi—
ness. I'm still shaken up about it.”
He set down-his cup. “I don’t re-
sent being qmzzed. But I truly
feel, Mr. Lefﬁng,'that an outsider
committed this horrible crime.”

Leffing.stood up. “That remains
‘a_definite possibility. I'm sure the
police are working on that as-
‘sumption, Mr.. Simpson.”

After thanking him for his co-
operation and- ‘hospitality, we
emerged into the corridor again.

" “Quite a contrast to Carver,” I-

clommented. “Where to next?”
Leffing straightened his

- . 'tie.\
“Miss Amelia Kraft.”

Miss Kraft, tall, dignified and -

" meticulously. groomed, looked less
than . her sixty-five years. She ap-
peared. cooperatlve yet somewhat
aloof.

After we sat down, Lefﬁng
seemed momentarily uncertain
about. how to begin the question-
ing. “I understand, Miss Kraft,
that you were—ah—acquamted
- with the murdered man.’

‘Miss Kraft, sitting straight i
her chair, looked dlrectly lnto.‘
Leffing’s eyes.

36

“I was not merely

acquainted ‘with him, Mr. Leffing. . -
He invited me ‘out to dinner a
number of times and on one occa-
sion we dined together in my
apartment. Quite sudderly—or so -
it . seemed . to me—Mr. Matthews -

- made it evident that he no longer

desired my company. I have no

idea why.”

Leffing - returned "Meiss - Kra\ft’s

gaze with a show of admiration in

his own eyes. “Thank. you for

.. being frank, Miss Kraft. Have you

any idea, no matter how fantastic
it may appear to you, what per-
son or circumstance may have fig-
ured inm Mr. Matthews’ dreadful

" demise?”

“None Whatever I believe. he
had ‘some minor " squabbles with -
some of the other tenants, but
nothing of any consequence. I my-
self- was annoyed with him, but I.
looked on him purely as a friend.
I certainly had no designs on him!
I can’t believe that anyone living
here would want to kill him. I am
convinced that someone from out-
side_ slipped into his apartment
and strangled him.” -

SHe paused and then shiiddered. .
“I am so sure of this that I have
ordered - double locks for all my
doors and windows. -1 have even

‘considered obtalmng a-~well, some

kind of firearm.” - '
Leffing inclined his head. “I can
appreciate your concern, Miss
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-Kraft. I'm afraid we arefli\;;ing'in‘i-

an intensifying climate of crime.’

After a few further questions, .

which I must admit appeared en-
tirely perfunctory to me, Leffing

. arose and Miss Kraft acknowl-

edged our thanks as we fnoved to
the door.

Leffing hesitated briefly as the
door closed behind us. At length
“ he started down the corridor. “I

think that does it for today, Bren- .

nan. We have seen Ralders’ three
so-called suspects. Before we go
on, perhaps I had best mull over

-the facts we. have so far assem--
.bled, meager though they appear

to be.”
As we drove back toward Au-

tumn Street, I finally ventured an’

‘opinion. “I can’t help feeling that

the mlssmg package may be a key
clue.”

“It may be a key clié, or it
- may prove meaningless,” Leffing

replied.
“You see no significant leads?”
“At this point, Brennan, mere
speculation is foolish. We must

"have more data. The three sus-

_ pects remain suspects—but so does

: everyone else in the housing com-

plex.”

When I drove back to Autumn'

Street the next morning, it was

- obvious that Leffing had made no

progress. He was moody and irri-
table.
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“What baffles me, Brennan, is
motive. 1 can see none!” .

I nodded. “The same problem .
that brought Lieutenant Ralders -
to a dead end.” ‘

Leffing paced the~room rest-
lessly, “Ralders has furnishéd me
with so-called thumbnail sketches
of thé cther .eleven tenants in the "
victim’s apartment unit. All eleven
have been interrogated by Ralders
himself, and he has drawn a com-

“plete blank. I fear we must repeat -
_ the interrogation process, Brennan,

tedious though it may be.”

I stood up. “We might as well
make a’ start, then. My car’s out-
side.” . -

““Have you decided on any sys-

-temized order of interview?” I .

asked as we drove back toward
Tranqmlhty Terrace. .

“Since none of Ralders’ notes
offers any promising information,
I can’t see that the specific se:
quence of interviews matters in
the slightest,” Leffing answered. '
“We will simply interview-at ran-

dom whoever is up and about and . .

available.” ]

The first tenant to be inter-
viewed turned out to be an el-
derly arthritic woman, a Mrs.
Julia Conport, who answered ‘the

_door supported by two canes. Af-

ter motioning us to chairs, she
lowered herself onto a sofa with
an effort which = was obviously
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agonizing, then she turned to us.
“One of. those days,” she com-
mented. “Some days is terrible

-and some is middlin’. No. days is -

really good once the pain’s settled
_ in your poor old bones.”
Leffing was properly sympa-

thetic. “Do not despair, Mrs. Con-

port. Medical science is making
-tremendous strides.”

_ Mrs. Conport rested. her canes
" against the sofa. “Ain’t stridin’.fast

“enough thelp me! Well, I suppose

you want to’ask the same ques-

tions .that detective ‘asked the-

other day. I can tell you now, Mr.
. Leffing, I thought and thought and
there ain’t a thing I can add. I
had just a noddin’ acquaintance

” with- Mr. Matthews. He wasn’t in- -

~ terested in a crippled old lady like
me. I'm right positive. he’ was
killed by some crazy young person
who came  here to steal. I just
think it's a disgrace—them young
people all mad-like with dope,
_ runnin’ around murderin’ to get
_more money to get more dope.

“It's an outrage! And the police sit- -

tin’ in their cars under a shade
" tree when the sun gets hot!”

“You. malign the police, Mrs:
Conport,” Leffing replied rather
sharply. “They risk their lives
- daily in the pursuit of criminals.”

- Mrs. Conport remained unim-
pressed” “Well, they. ain’t havin’
much luck. Every time I pick up
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the daily papef I4get the cold

chills readin’ about some terrlble B
new killin’.”
" After a few duestions whxch

.seemed to me repetitious as well -

as routine in nature, Leffing stood

-up and thanked Mrs. Conport. We

reentered the corridor.

_“Another blank,” I commented..
* Leffing glanced at the list in_his
hand. “It would appear so, Bren-

nan, Well, we can but go on. Let

us see if Mr. Virgo Atano is avall-
able.”".

Virgo Atano, 51xty ﬁve, a short,
muscular- man with a bald head
and bright black eyes, greeted us
warmly, even offering wine—.
which we refused—after we were

‘seated.

\

Atano spread hlS hands in a ges-
ture which we soon noticed was’
habitual and characteristic. “A
terrible thing! A terrible thing! I— -
what you say—rack the brain. I
tell the detective all T remember.

But is not much. Mr. Matthews a

great man!”

He shrugged. “I—had not much :
school.” He shook his head sadly.
“He knew so much, and me so
little. It should have been me
murdered, not poor Mr. Mat-
thews.” )

“Nonsense, Mr. Atano"’ Leffing
interrupted. ““Great knowledge
does not always bring wisdom—

nor happiness. But let us get on. - - :
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You knew Mr.
ficiently well to converse with
him on occasion?”

Atano spread his hands. “Mr.
Matthews a nice, polite 'man. He

talk to me sometimes.” He said I

made the -good, wine! You sure
you not have any?” He looked
from Lefling to me.

1 was about to refuse a second

time when Leffing spoke up.
“Well, perhaps I will recohsider,
Mr. Atano. But only a drop.”

Ataho was pleased. He - looked.

at me, questioningly.
"I smiled._ “Just a taste, Mr.
Atano.” : , ,
He got' up quickly and started
- for the kitchen.
Good for the blood.”
As he moved about the kitchen,
Leffing glanced at the far wall. I
saw that he was gazing at a paint-

ing of what I took to be an olive

" grove on a hillside.
At length he got up, crossed the
_room and lifted the painting from
the wall. He was still looking at it
when Atano came back with three
glasses of wine.on a small tray.

Atano set the tray on a coffee

table. “You like?” . .
Leffing rehung the painting.

“Yes indeed, Mr. Atano. I hope.

. you will forgive my being so bold

. as to take it from the wall, but I

did want a good look at it.”
Atano sighed as 'we lifted

THE MURDER OF MR. MATTHEWS

Matthewé suf; '

“Is good for you.

glasses. “That painting, it remind
me of my homeland. 1 look at it
and sometlmes the tears, they.'-
come.’

Leffing nodded understandmgly
“It is indeed surprising, Mr.\
Atano, how affecting a mere
painting can sometimes be.”

Somewhat to my surprise, the
wine was excellent. We all ap-.
peared to relax and enjoy it.

Atano, at Leffing’s urging, re-
viewed his occasional chats with
Matthews, but he offered no new
information.

He smiled finally, ruefully. “He
talked, and I listen. I do not un-
derstand what he say half the

me.” He tapped his head. “Mr.
Matthews knew everything, Me? I
know how to make the good
wine.” ]

Leffing set down his empty
glass and got up. “Good wine, Mr. -
Atano, has its own importance,” .

After thanking him for his hos-
pitality, we stepped once "again
into the familiar corridor.

Leffing looked at his list, hesi-
tated, and finally ‘shoved it back
into his pocket. “I fear, Brennan,
the wine was a mistake. The
thought of further useless inter-
views rather depresses me at the
moment.”

As we drove back to Autumn
Street,. he lapsed into one of his
frequent uncommunicative moods
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. Which I knew and also dreaded.

“Do you intend to continue the
- questioning tomorrow?” I asked.

‘Taking out his list, he read_

through the names. “I presume so.
. There seems no escape from it.”

" When I stopped to pick him up
the next morning, I saw at once

that his mood had changed. As we -
- drove toward -Tranquillity Ter-

race, I decided a cautious inquiry
might be in order.

“There has been a break in the
" caser”

" “[ believe so, Brennan. We are
" to meet Lieutenant .Ralders -and

Detective Cardino at Tranquillity.

Terrace. 1 hope to obtain a con-
fession from the murderer.”

I was astounded, but I knew
_better than to question him fur-
ther. Unfortunately, he possessed
an almost childish penchant for

climactic melodrama and 1 real-

ized that he would /resent addi-
tional questions until after the
case was resolved.

When we arrived, Lieutenant
Ralders and Cardino were waiting
for us. As we strode down the
corridor of the umit in which the
murdered man had lived, I felt
positive that we would stop at
_Wendell Simpson’s door. 1 was
wrong.
- Instead, Leffing rang the door
" chimes at Virgo Atano’s: apart-
ment

- Atano looked startled to see us,.
but ‘he recovered quickly and in-
vited us in. He was dressed in a

‘batlirobe and he had not yet

shaved. .

He apologlzed for his appear-

“I-oversleep- a little. I guess

I must get the alarm clock.”

Once we were seated, Leffing
lost no time. “Mr. Atano, we have
come here to-arrest you for the
murder of Mr. Matthews. -
have recovered. the- cord with .
which you strangled him. Chem-
ical tests prove beyond the
shadow of a doubt that you are
the killer!” ) '

Atano’s mouth dropped open in _
astonishment. He stared at us.
“The cord?” he said weakly.

Leffing nodded. “The cord, or
rope as you may call it, which
you dropped over Matthews” head
as you walked behind his chair on -
some pretext.” '

Atano’s round face whitened
visibly, but he was not yet ready
to concede anything.

‘'He spread his hands. Why 1

kill Mr. Matthews? I have no rea-.

1’

son! : :
Lefﬁng was relentless You had

‘the best reason in the world. Mat-

thews destroyed your faith—your
religious” faith—and in destroying
that, he destroyed your. peace of -

‘mind. The loss of your beliefs

made you miserably unhappy—and
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finally you came to hate Mat-
thews!” '

Atano gazed at Leffing with
horrified . incredulity. One "might
have thought that my friend was
some kind of diabolic magician.

There was silence for a mo-
ment.. Suddenly Atano ‘buried his
face in his hands ‘and began to
sob. _ - '

The four of -us sat, watching
_him. I felt embarrassed and ill at
ease but Leffing’s face remained
expressionless.

Atano took out a handkerchief
and looked up at us. “Is true! All
my life I believe in God, in
heaven and hell. 1 think that

when [ die, I live agam—forever

- happy for all time.”

He shook his head. “Then I talk.

" to Mr. Matthews. He tell me

- .about the sky, the universe, the.

stars, millions and millions and
millions. He said the earth—this
" whole earth—was a tiny piece of
sand, a grain of sand on a big

" beach ten thousand miles long. He-

said the universe stretched so far
no telescope ever sée the end—not
the biggest telescope can be
- made!”

He wiped his eyes “I think of

these things—until I feel I go mad..

I think and think and I not under-
stand. I no longer believe what
"the good nuns taught-me. Mr.
. Matthews said nobody can under-
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stand, can explain, the .universe:
He just—just laughed about it!”
~. His face darkened. “Yes, I killed
him. Because he killed me—in-.
side.” He touched his chest. “In
here. He killed my soul, my faith.
I hated him for that. And for that
I killed him!” -
~AWe left Lieutenant Ralders and .
Defective Cardino to take care of
the formalities.’ R

As 1 walked out of Atano’s

apartment, I felt a sense of im-

mense relief. Neither Leffing nor 1
spoke until we were nearly half- .
way back to Autumn Street.

“I suppose once again I appear -
obtuse, Leffing, but how in tarna-
tion did. you figure it out?”

“Brennan, you simply must
learn to be more observant. Did it
not strike you -as at least peculiar
that I would lift down a palntmg
from Atano’s wall?” ) :

“The olive grove? But it was a
poor painting, one of no signifi-
cance. You could pick up such a
“slapdash product at any shopping
center for a few dollars.”

“Exactly! Obviously, then,'I had
no interest in the painting. I was
interested in what lay beneath it.”

I stared at him. “But there was
nothing beneath it!”

Leffing thought a moment. “You
were a few feet farther away from
the wall than I, but I doubt that
small distance would . make any
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difference’ " Beneath the painting,
clearly visible on the wall, was
the outline where a ‘cross or cruci-
fix had previously hung, presum-

.ably for a falrly long period of
* ginning ' that Matthews had not. ~

time.”

I made no attempt to conceal
my exasperation.” “How could I
see through the painting to the
wall beneath?”

Leffing - explained . patiently.
“The lower two inches of the
crucifix had extended beyond- the
bottom edge of the painting. It
- was that light' rectangle on the
wall, directly beneath a painting

. which was obviously new, which

first attracted my attention, When
I removed the painting, pre:
tending interest in it, I immedi-
ately saw the entire outline of .the
“crucifix which had only recently
. been removed.

ST _recall correctly, Brennan, I
: stepped away from the wall when
-1 removed the painting. Had you.

" _been more observant, you' would
- have seen the outline of the cruci-

fix.”

Back at Autumn Street, 1 set-
tled into a chair. “All right. I ad-
mit I should have been more ob-
. servant. But I'm still left high in.
the -air. How did you connect. the
-removal of a crucifix from a man’s
- wall with a recent murder in the
'bu1ld1ng'r‘”
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. Atano’s
Leﬂing slid back into hlS com-

fortable morris chair. ‘Remember, *

~~Brennan, what brought Ralders to

us in the. first place—lack of any
apparent motive for murder: To
me, it was obvious from the be-

been killed by an outsider. Do
you think it likely that he would
sit quietly in a chair while a -
stranger walked around behind-
him and dropped a noose ovér his

‘head? Possible, of course, but vety

unlikely. I decided to dismiss such -

-a p0551b111ty I concluded -that.

someone Matthews knew tolerably
well had killed him. Probably, -1
reasoned, the killer got behind his

chair on some commonplace pre: - -

text. Perhaps he had asked to use

the lavatory, which would require -

him to pass behind Matthews _
chair. ‘
“Once I had made up my mind

on. this, I began to search for a

motive. I found it difficult to be-
lieve that any of Ralders’ so-called

suspects were guilty. None had

sufficient motive. Carver—a quar--
rel over a chess game; Simpson—a
mlsunderstandmg over a package

“which had been returned to -the

post - office and- mislaid;. Miss
Kraft—the termination of a friend-

- ship which had not progressed be-

yond the-casual stage." o

“As 1 began to muse over '
crucifix, . a - fantastic
thought occurred to me. When I
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checked with Ralders aboﬁt the

missing cord and a few other mat-

~ters, he mentioned—quite inciden-

~ tally—that a trash pickup man had.
.- found a crucifix in the rubbish

barrel in front of Matthews™ unit.
Since it was in good condition, he
had retrieved it and taken it
home: Unquestlonably it had be—
_longed to ‘Atano.

* “Why, Brennan, would a man
remove a crucifix from his wall
. and throw it in the trash? Why?
Because its symbolic value no

. longer held any meaning for him! .

You of course recall that Mat-
thews was—or had been—a noted
astronomer.- While I do not mean
‘to imply that astronomers are reli-
" gious skeptics, I did sense the in-

congruity of the conversations

which must have taken place be-
tween Matthews and Atano. Atano

admitted talking to him and men-

tioned that Matthews had com-

plimented him on his wine. It was

apparent to me that Matthews

had. probably visited Atano’s
" apartment and that Atano in turn,
* had returned the visit.”

I stood up and paced the floor.
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“It seems lucid when you explain

-it, but there are so many loose

ends.. What about the cord and
those . chemical tests? You didn’t
even tell me the cord had been
recovered. And what about the
missing package?

Leffing smiled wryly. “There
were no chemical tests. We were -
bluffing. In fact, the cord hasn’t-
been found. We believe Atano
threw it in the trash before the in-
vestigation got under ‘way, and it
has been incinerated at the city
dump. The' package will probably
be recovered in due time. I pre-
dict that it w111 have no bearing
on the case.

- 1 sat down, moll1ﬁed but still
somewhat incredulous. “It still re-
mains the most bizarre motive for
murder._that I've ever heard.”

" Leffing shrugged. “I assure you,
Brennan, I have known of motives

far more bizarre.”

Later, as we lifted brandy
glasses to celebrate the successful
conclusion of -a case, Leffing
smiled apologetically. “Perhaps,
Brennan, the outline of that cruci-

fix was not as clear as I believed.”
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A selfless operative may have his bwn‘paﬁibular reasons for

ferreting out a misfit. .

. Sunday Morning Coming Down

That’s the title of a sad popuiar

song by Kris Kristofferson, about a

man with.-no wife and no children

and nowhere to go and very little’

to look forward to on a quiet Sun-

- day morning. On this quiet Sun- -

day morning, I was. that man. No-
where to go and very little to
‘look forward to. o

I carried a ‘cup -of coffee into
the livingroom of my flat in San

- my fingers

)

Francisco’s Pacific Heights. It was -
a pretty nice day out, cloudless, a
little windy. The part of the Bay-I
could see from my front windows
was-a rippled green and dotted -
with sailboats, like a bas-relief
map- with a lot- of small white

flags pinned to it.

* I moved over to the tier of
bookshelves that covered one wall,
where most of my six-thousand-

~odd detective and miystery pulp

magazines were arranged. I ran
over some of the
spines: Black Mask, Dime Detec-

" tive, Clues, Detective. Fiction
‘Weekly, Detective Story. 1 had

started _collecting them. in 1947,
and that meant almost three

.decades of my life were on those
‘shelves—nearly three-fifths of the
“time I had been on this earth—and .

next Friday, T would be fifty. years

“old. e

I took one of the- Black Masks
down and looked at the cover:
Chandler, Whitfield, Nebel, Bab-
cock—old friends -that once I
could have passed a quiet Sunday
with, that would have lifted me
out of most any depressed mood I
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mlght happen to be m—but not
this Sunday .

The telephone rang.

I keep the thing in the bed-
room, and .I went in there and
- caught up the receiver. It was
Eberhardt, a sobersided lieutenant
of detectives and probably my
closest friend-for about the same
number of years as I had been
collecting the pulps. .

“Hello,_hot stuff,” he 'saxd Get.

you out of bed?”
“No. I've been up for hours.

“You're getting to be an. early

~_ bird in your old age.”
“Yeah.” :
“Listen, how’s for a little crib-

bage and a lot of beer this. after-

noon? Dana and -the kids are off
“to Sausalito for the day.”

~~ “I 'don’t think so, Eb,” I said.
“I'm not in the beer-and-cribbage
-mood.”

BY s
““You sound like you're in a
mood, period 7
“T guess I am, a little.”
“Private eye blues, huh?”
“Yeah—private eye blues.”
.- - He made chuckling sounds.
“Wouldn’t happen to have any-

.thing to do with your fiftieth com-
ing up; would it? H_ell, fifty’s the

PRIVATE EYE BLUES

_sharply.

prime of life. 1 ought to know, ti-

ger I been there two years 1 now.

“Sure.” - g
~ “Well,: you cha.nge your mind
about the beer, at least, come on .
over. Tl save you a can.”

We rang off, and I went back
to the livingroom and finished my
coffee and tried not to think

-about anything. I -might as well

have tried not to breathe. I got
up and paced around: for a whlle
aimlessly. ,
Sunday morning coming down . .
Abruptly, the old consumptlve
cough started up. So I sat down
again, handkerchief to my mouth,
and listened to the dry brittle

sounds echo hollowly through, the

empty flat. Cigarettes—damned

cigarettes! An average of two ~ -

packs a day for thirty-five years,

_thirty-five out of fifty. More than . .

a half-million cigarettes. More
than ten million lungsful of to-
bacco smoke . . . .
Knock it off, I told my%elf
‘What's the use in that
kind of thinking? Once more I got
to my feet—all 1 seemed to be
doing this morning was standing
up and sitting down. Well, 1 had .
to get out of there, that was all,
before 1 became claustrophobic.

Go -somewhere, do something. A °

long solitary drive, maybe; I just. -
did not want to see Eberhardt or

anybody else.
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I put on an old corduroy jacket,
. left the flat and picked up my car.
The closest direction out of the
‘¢ity . was north, and so 1 drove

across the Golden Gate Bridge

and straight. up Highway 101.
Some.two hours later, in redwood

- country a few miles north of Clo-

verdale, I’ swung off toward the
coast—and eventually, past two
o’clock, 1 reached Highway One
" and turned- south again. R
.| There, the sun was invisible
. above a,?high—ridjng bank of fog,
and you could smell the sharp,
- clean odor of the sea; traffic was
only sporadic. The breakers ham-

mering endlessly against the shore-

- line began to have a magnetic at-

traction, and near Anchor Bay I

pulled off onto a bluff. I left my
car on the deserted parking area,
" found a path leading down to an
equally deserted beach.

I walked along the beach,
watching the waves unfold, listen-
ing to their rhythmic roar and to
the -sound of gulls wheéeling un-
seen somewhere in the mist. It
~was a lonely place, but the loneli-
" ness was part of its appeal; a good
spot for me on this Sunday.

The cold began to get to me- af-
ter half an hour -or so, and the
cough ‘started again. I came back

~up the path, and when I'reached -~

the bluff I saw that another ve-
hicle had pulled into the parking
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area—a dusty green pickup truck
with a small, dusty camper at-
tached to the bed. It listed a little
to the left in back, and the reason
for that was evident enough: -the
tire there was flat. Nearby, mo-
_tionless except for wind-tossed
“hair and clothing, two men and a

girl stood looking at the tire, like -
figures in some sort of alfresco ex-

‘Hibit: o

I started in their direction, the
direction of my car. The crunch-
ing sound of my steps carried

above the whisper of the surf, and
‘the three of them glanced up..

They did some shifting of position
that I didn’t pay much attention

to, and exchanged a few words;

then they stepped away from the
pickup and approached me, walk-

“ing in long matching strides like
We. all -
stopped, a few .feet apart, along

marchers in a parade.

the driver’s side of my car.
"“Hi,” one of the men said. He
was in his early twenties, the

same approximate age as the

other two, and he had longish red
hair and a droopy moustache,

wore a poplin windbreaker, blue -

jeans and chukka. boots. He looked
nervous,- his smile, nothing more

‘than a forced stretchlng of his -

lips.

halr was dark cut much shorter

Both the other guy and the g1rl~
seemed to be just as nervous.. His"



than' the rédhead’s, and he had a

dark sQuarish face; his outfit con-

sisted of slacks, a-plaid lumber-

man’s jacket and brown loafers.
She was plain; thin-lipped, pale,

_ wearing a -long, heavy car-coat

-and a green_bandanna tied for-
‘ward around her head like a
monk’s cowl. Chestnut-colored
hair fell across her shoulders. All

You get feelings sométxmes when
you've been a cop ifi"one form or
another most of your life, and you
learn to trust them. I had one of -
those feelings now, -and it said-
something was wrong here—very
wrong. Their nervousness was part
of it, but there was also a heavy,
palpable tension among the three

of them: people caught up_in

three of them had thelr hands
buried in their pockets.

I nodded and said, “Hi.”

“We've had a flat,” the redhead
said.

“So I see.”

“We haven’t got a jack.”

“Oh. Well, I've got one. You re
welcome to use it:”

“Thanks.” -

I hesitated, frowning a little.

PRIVATE EYE BLUES

some sort of volatile and”perhaps
dangerous drama. Maybe it was
none of my business, but the cop’s
instinct, the cop’s innate curiosity,
would not allow me to ignore the -
feeling of wrongness. .

I said, “It’s a good thing I hap-
pened to. be here. There doesn’t

seem ‘to be much traﬂic in these -

parts today.” .
_The redhead took his left hand
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out of his pocket and pressed dif-
fident fingers against his mous-
tache. “Yeah,” he said,' “
thing.”

The girl shuffied a - little from -

the cold, produced a handkerchief,

snapped it open, and blew her

nose;
straight ahead.

* The dark-haired guy shxfted his

~ feet, and his eyes were furtive. He

“drew the flaps of his jacket in '
- across his stomach. “Pretty cold -

out here,” he said pointedly.

I glanced over at the pickup;3 it
had Oregon license plates.

far?”
~ “Uh... Bodega Bay. _
“You on vacation?”
“More or less.”
© . “Must be a little cramped, the
three of you in that camper.”

“We like it cramped,” the red-
head said. His voice had gone up
an octave or two. “How about
your jack, OK?” -
1 got my keys out and stepped
back around the car and opened
the trunk. The three of them
stayed where they were, watching
me. They don’t belong together, 1
thought - abruptly, not those
threé—and that, too, was part, of

the feeling of wrongness. The red-

head was the mod type, with his
long hair and moustache, and the
dark one had a more-conservative
look Did that mean anythmg"’
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a. good

her . eyes were focused

“Going

One c¢ould be an interloper, the

unwanted- third wheel—though in
a situation that may have had a
lot more meanmg than the aver-
age kind of two’s- company—three s
a-crowd thing.
which one? The girl had not

looked at one guy more than the

If that was ’it,

other; her eyes, crinkled against-
the wind, were still focused

', straight ahead.

I unhooked the ]ack and took it
out and closed the trunk again.
When I returned to them I said,
“Maybe I'd better set ‘this up for

you. Its tI'leleI‘ to operate than

most.”
“We can manage,

guy said.
“Tust ‘the same . . .7 -

I took the jack over to the rear .
. .of the pickup; the spare tiré was
propped against the bumper.
There were little windows in each

of the camper doors, one of them

draped in rough cloth and the" |

” the dark

other one clear. 1 glanced inside -

" through the clear window. There

were storage cupboards,-'a small.

table with bunk-type benches on .

two sides, a ladder that led up to
sleeping _facilities above the cab;
all-of it neat and clean, with ev-
erything put away or tied down

that might roll around when they -

were in motion.
The three of them. came over
and formed another half-circle,
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the girl in the mlddle this time. I
got down in a crouch and slid the
jack “under the axle and fiddled
~ with it, getting it in place. As
"soon ‘as I began to work the
handle, both the. redhead and the
dark-haired one' pitched in to
~ help. Nothing passed between any
of _them that I could see.

"It took us fifteen minutes to

change . the tire. I tried several

times to make conversation, small
talk that might give me a clue as

to what was going on among

them, which of them didn’t be-
long, but they weren’t having any.
The boys gave me occasional
monosyllables, and the girl, snuf-
. fling, did not say anything at all.
When I had worked the handle
to lower the .truck onto all four
tires again, and -pulled the jack

out from underneath, I said,

“Well, there you go. You'd better
- get that flat repaired at the first
" station you come to. You don’t
want to be drlvmg around without
".a spare.”

, “We'll do that,” the - dark guy
sald

I gave them a let’s-bridge-the-
generation-gap smile.
wouldn’t happen to have "a beer
or a -soft drink or something 'in-
side, would you? Manual labor al-
ways makes me thirsty.”

‘The redhead looked at the girl,
then at the dark-haired one, and

‘PRIVATE EYE BLUES"

‘“You-

bégan to ﬁdget. “So}ry——nothing at
all”

“We'd better get moving,”

dark guy said, and he plcked up '>
the flat and slid it into the metal
holder attached to the under-

carriage, locked it down. Then the
three of them went immediately
to the driver’s door.

1 did not want to let them go,
but there was no way I could

- think of to keep them there. Fol--
lowing, I watched the redhead’

open the door and climb in. That

gavée me a _good look inside the -

cab, but there wasn’t much to see;
nothing there that shouldn’t be

there, nothing at all on the seat.or -

on the little shelf behind the seat,
or on the dashboard or on the
passenger-side  floorboards. The
girl -got_ in second, and that made

the dark one the driver, He swung -

the door shut, started the engine.
© “Take it easy,” I said, and lifted

.my hand. None of them looked at

me. The pickup jerked forward, a

little too fast, tires spraying

gravel, and pulled out onto High-
way One. It went away to the
south, gathering speed.

I stood watching until they
were out of sight. Then I went

started her up and put the heater
on high. So now what? Drive
back to San Francisco, forget
about this little incident—that was
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the simplest thing to do—but- 1

could not get it out, of my head.
Omne of those’ kids, or maybe even
more than one, did not belong.

“The more I ‘thought about it, the’

more I felt T ought to know
which of them it was. More im-

*. portantly, there was that aura of
* . tension and anxiety all three had.

projected.

I had no real cause or right to
play detective, but I did have a
" duty to my conscience and to the
vested interésts of others, and I

did have a.strong disinclination to
" return to my empty, quiet flat. So
all right. So I would do some of
what 1 had been doing in one
form _or another, for- bread and
" butter, the past thirty-one years.

I put the car in gear and drove -

“out and south on the highway. It

took me four miles to catch sight:

of them. They were moving along
- at a good clip, maybe ten over

the speed limit but within the
" bonndaries of safety. I-.adjusted

my speed to match theiis, with
* several hundred yards between us.
It was not the best time of day
for a shagging operation—coming
. on toward dusk—and .the thick,
drifting fog cut visibility to a min-
imum; but the pickup’s lights

were on and I could track it well

enough by the diffused red flickers
- of the tail lamps.

We went straight down the

coast through Stewart’s Point and
past Fort Ross. There was still not
much traffic, but enough so that
we weren’t “the only two vehicles
on. the road. The fog got progres- -
sively heavier, took-on the con-

_sistency of a misty drizzle and

forced me to switch on the wind-
shield wipers. Daylight:faded into
the long, cold shadows of night.
When we reached Jenner, at the:
mouth of the Russian River, it was
full dark. - v -
A few miles farther on, ‘the -
pickup came into Bodega Bay,
and went right on through with-
out slowing. So- that made the
dark-haired one a liar about their
ultimate destination. I" wondered
just where it was they were really
headed, and asked myself how far

I was prepared to follow them. I .

decided all the way, until they . -
stopped somewhere, until I satis-

fied myself one way or another - -
- about the nature of their relation-
~ship with each other.

) If that .
meant following them into tomor-

‘row, even into another state—OK..
"I had no cases pending, nothing -
“on my hands and too much on my

mind; and work, _plirposéful or ..
purposeless, was the only real an-
tidote I knew for self—plty and. de— E

pression. -
Valley Ford, Tomales “Point
Reyes . . . the pickup did not al-~ °

ter its speed. We were maybe
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thirty miles ffem the Golden Gate
Bridge then, and 1 was running-

low on gas; 1 had enough to get
me into San Francisco but not

- much farther than that.
The problem of stopping to re- .

‘fuel turned out to be academic.
Just south of Olema Village the
pickup slowed considerably, and. I
saw its brake lights flash. Then it
- swung off onto a secondary road
to the west, toward the Point
" Reyes National Seashore.

When I got to the intersection

a couple of minutes later, my

head lamps picked up a sign with
a black-painted arrow and the

"~ words Public Campground, 3

Miles. So maybe they were going

to stop here for the night, or for.

* supper anyway. I debated the wis-
-dom of running dark. The fog was
thinner along here, curling tendrils
 moving rapidly -in a sharp, gusty
. wind, and you could see jagged
" patches of sky, like pieces in an
astronomical jigsaw puzzle. Visi-
bility was fairly good, and there

did not figure to.'be much traffic

on the secondary road, and 1 did
not want to alert them. I switched
off the lights, turned onto the
road, and drove along at less than
‘twenty.

The terrain had a rumpled look,
because this area was a major San
Andreas fault zone: I passed a
httle “sag pond” where run-off

PRIVATE EYE BLUES .

water had collected in depressmns
created by past earthquakes Ex-
actly three miles in,- close to the -
ocean—I could hear again the
whisper of combers—the camp-
ground appeared on the left.
Backed in against high sand dunes .

westward, and ringed by pine and

fir to the east and south, it was’a
small state-maintained facility
with wooden outhouses and stone
barbecues, "and trash receptacles
placed. in reminder every few -
yards.

The pickup was there, lights
still on, pulled back near the trees
on the far edge of the grounds.

I saw it on a long diagonal,

~partially screened by the ever-.

greens. Instead of driving abreast
of the entrance and beyond,
where they might see or hear me,
I took my car immediately onto
the berm and cut off the engine.
Ten seconds . later, the ’pickup’s
lights went out.

1 sat motionless behind the
wheel, trying to decide what to
do next, but the mind is a funny -
thing: all the way here I had been

unable to clarify the reasons why

1 felt one or more of those three
didn’t belong, and now that I was
thinking about something else,
memory cells went click, click,

click, and all at once I knew just

what had been bothéring me—
three little isolated things that,
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put together told me exa.ctly ied the ground along the near side
which of.them did not belong. I of. the pickup: no-gravel, just
felt myself frowning. I still had'no earth and needles that would
idea what the situation itself was, muffle the slow tread of footsteps.

but what I had just perceived One pace at_a time, I.went
made the whole thing all the from the pine to the: side of the
more strange and compelling. pickup.. Near the end of the_

I reached up, took the plastic camper I stopped and. leaned in
" dome off the interior light and un- .close and pressed my ear against.
screwed the bulb, then I got ‘out the cold metal, put my right index

- of the car, went across the road. - finger in the other ear to shut out -
. The wind, blowing hard and cold, _the wind. At first, for_a full thirty

had sharp little teeth in it that bit seconds, there were faint “sounds’
" at - the exposed skin on my face - of movement inside but no con-

and hands. Overhead, wisps of fog versation. Then, muffled but dis-
- fled through the darkness like tinguishable, one of them spoke—

" chilled fingers seeking warmth. the one who didn’t belong.

. Moving slowly, cautiously, I en-- Hurry up w1th those sand-
tered the trees and-made my way > wiches.” : ,
to the south, roughly parallel to “I'm  almost ﬁmshed another

~

where the pickup was parked. Be- voice said timorously.
yond the second of two. deadfalls I =~ “And I'm damned hungry—but I
had a glimpse of it through the don’t want to_sit around here any
wind-bent boughs, ‘maybe forty longer than we have to.” You un--
-yards away. The cab was dark and  derstand?”
seemed to be empty; faint light “It’s. a public campground The
“shone.at the rear of the camper, State Park people won't bother us;
faint enough to tell me that both if that’s what—" A
- door windows were now draped. “Shut up! I told both of you- be— :
I crossed toward the pickup, fore, no comments and no trouble
stopped to listen when I was less if you.don’t want a bullet in the
than ten yards from it and hidden head. Do I have to tell you -
in shadow along the bole of a- again?” :
bishop .pine. There was nothing to “No.”> ,
. hear except the cry of the wind “Then keep your mouth closed
- and the faint murmuring of surf in and get those sandwiches ready.

93,

the distance. I stared in at the We got a lot of driving left to do - -

" -cab. Empty, all rlght Then I stud- before we get to Mexico o
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< "Hold it!”

That éxchange told. me as ruch’

as I needed to know about the sit-
uation, and it was worse- than 1
had- expected. Kidnapping, prob-
ably, and_God knew what other
felonies. It was time to take my-
‘self out of it, to file a report with
- the closest Highway Patrol of-
. fice—Olema or -Point- Reyes. You
can take private detection just so
" far, and then youre a fool unless
you turn things over to a public
law-enforcément agency. 1 pulled
back, half-turned, and started to
\retreat into the trees.

_In"that moment, the way thmgs

happen sometlmes-—unexpectedly,.

. coincidentally, so’that there’s no
way you can foresee them or
guard against them—the wind
gusted sharply and blew a limb
from' one’ of the deadfalls nearby,

sent it banging loudly against the .

metal side of the camper.

From inside, in immediate re-
* sponse, there was an abrupt scrap-
ing and a crashing of something
upended. I was still backing away,
but it was too late then for run-

ning. The camper’s doors rattled -

open and one of them came lurch-
ing out and into my vision, saw
‘me and shouted,
In one--extended hand
was something long and black,

.+ something that could only be . a

gun. I held it.
The ﬁgure was, the “one who

PRIVATE EYE BLUES

“Hold it, “youl!.

o

- didn’t ‘Belor.xg, "of. course—and. the

one who didn’t belong was” the -

cgirl.

. Only he wasn’t a glrl -
He stood there with his feet -
spread, crouching slightly, holding

‘the gun in both hands: nervous,

scared, dangerous. -He was- not
wearing the- wig or the bandanna
now; his hair was clipped close to
his scalp, and it was light-colored,
almost white in the darkness.” Ex-
cept for his pale girlish face, his
hairless hands—physical quirks of
nature—there was nothing at all
effeminate about him.

“Move up this way,” he said.

I hesitated, and then I did what
he told me. Hé¢ backed away .
quickly, into position to cover .
both me and the rear of the

‘camper. When 1 was three long
strides from him [ stopped, and I

could see the other two standing
between the open doors, sil-
houetted in the light from inside.
They were motionless, eyes flick-
ing between me and the one hold-
ing the gun. -

“What the hell?”” the guy with

the gun said. He had recognized
You followed us.”

I did not say anything.

“Why? Who are you; man?”

I watched him for a moment,
then, stretching .the truth a little
because I wanted to see his reac-
tion, I said, “I'm a cop.” )

-
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‘He dida’t like that. A tic
started up on the left side of his

. mouth and he made a’ swaying
“motion with the gun, as. if he

could not - quite keep his hands

. steady. He wasn’t at all chary
about using the weapon, 1 was

pretty sure of that—on me or on
the two scared kids by the
" camper. You get so you can gauge
* the depths of a man, how far he’ll
go, what he’s capable of; this one
was capable of murder,. all right,
and in his agitated state it would
. not’ take much to push h1m into
it. -

He said ﬁnally, Thats your
* problem,” and made a sound that
might have been a grunt or a
+ skittish laugh. “You don’t- seem

surprised that I'm not a female.”

“No.” -

“What put you onto me'? :

“Three things,” I said ‘flatly.
“One -was the way you blew your
nose back there on the parking
area. You took your handkerchief
- out and snapped -it open in front
of you; that’s a man’s gesture, not
a woman’s, Second thing is the
way you walk. Long strides, hard
“strides—masculine movements,
same as the other two kids. Third
thing, -you Wweren’t carrying a
* purse or a handbag, and there
wasn’t one inside the camper or
cab. I never knew a girl yet who
'_dldn 't have somé kind of ha.ndbag

“you!

“him.

within. easy reach at all times.”

He rubbed the back of his free
hand across his nose: “I'll .have to
watch -those things from now on,”
he 'said “You’re‘pretty sharp, old
man.’

Old man, L thought T said,
“Yeah, pretty sharp.” . - -

The redheaded kid said, “What
are you going to do?’; in a shaky
voice.

- The guy with the gun did not.

answer immediately; he was star-. .

ing - intently at me, mouth still

~ twitching. I watched -him think it

over, making up his mind. Finally

he said to the other two, “You got

Tope or anything inside there?”
“Some clothesline,” the dark'

" one answered.

“Get it. We'll tie the cop up
and take him with us.

Anger started up inside me. You
let him tie you up, I told myself,
you stand a good chance of dying
that way, helpless; you and those
two kids, dead by the side of the
road somewhere. I said, “Why not

- shoot me right here and be done
with it? Here or someplace else,

what difference does it make?” .
His face darkened Shut up,

2
I took a measured step toward ’
“Stand stilll” He ‘made a con-

vulsive stabblng motion with the
gun. “T'm’ warning you, old man,”
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Fm shooting if you don’t stop.”

“Sure you are,” 1 said, and
jumped him. -

The gun went off a foot in
front of my face. /

- .Flame and powder seared my
skin, half-blinded me, and I felt

" the heat of the bullet past my

right cheek. ;The roar of the shot
was deafening, but I got }ny left
hand on his wrist, coming in close
_ to him, and twisted the arm away
_before he_could fire again. I hit
him twice with my right—short,
hard blows to the stomach and
chest. Breath spilled out of " his
mouth, and he staggered, off-bal-
“ance. I kicked his legs out from

under him, wrenched the gun free
~as he fell and then went down on

top of him. When I hit him again,
on the lower jaw, I felt him go
limp. He was out of it.~

I pulled back on one knee,

stood up holding the gun laxly at

my side. My cheek was sore and

inflamed, and my eyes stung, wa-.

tered, but. that was all the damage
I'd suffered. Except for a liquidy
feeling in my legs, I did not seem
to have any belated reaction to
_ what I had just done.

The redhead. and the dark guy.

. moved forward. jerkily, the way
people will after a full release of
-tension; their faces, stark and
white, were animated with a-kind
of deliverance.

PRIVATE EYE BLUES

* broken into an empty house look-

“OK,” I said to them, “you'd -
better.get that clothesline now.”

We used my car to deliver the
one who didn’t belong, whose -
name turned out to be Cullen, to
the Highway Patrol office in Point
Reyes. On the way, the other.
two—Tony Piper and Ed Holm-
berg—gave me an account of what
had been for them a twelve- hour
ordeal. .

They were students at Linfield

~ College in McMinnville, Oregon,

and they had set out from there
early this morning for a two-day
camping trip along the Rogue -
River. However, near Coos Bay

‘they had made the  mistake of

stopping to offer a ride to what
they thought was a girl hitchhiker. -
Cullen pulled the gun immedi-
ately and forceéd them to drive
down the coast into California. He
wanted to go to Mexico, he’d told
them, and because he did not
know how to drive himself, they
were elected to be his .chauffeurs
all the way.

He had also told them that he'd
escaped from the local county jail,.
where -he had been held on one
count of armed robbery and two -
of attempted murder after an
abortive savings-and-loan holdup.
Following his escape, with a state-
wide alert out on him, he had
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ing for clothmg and money. The ]

house apparently belonged to a
spinster, since there hadn’t been
any male clothing around, but
there had been a couple of wigs
and plenty of female apparel of
_Cullen’s size. That was when he

had gotten the idea to disguise, -

himself as a woman.

When we arrived at the ngh—
way "Patrol office, Cullen was still
unco,ns'cious.' Piper and Holmberg

~ told their story again to an officer- . .

named Maxfield, the man in
‘charge. 1 gave a terse account of

~my part in it, but they. insisted on’
_ embellishing that, making me out, .
~-in their gratitude, to be some sort.

.of hero.

Maxﬁeld and I were alone in his

private office when' I showed him
the photostat of my license. He

gave me a cynically amused smile. -
_“A private eye, huh? Well, the-
iway.you disarmed Cullen was pri-

vate eye stuff, all right. Just like

on TV.”
“Sure,”

on TV.”

_ “You've got a lot of guts, that’s
- .all I can say

I said w'ear.ily.. “Tust like

““No, I don’t have a lot of guts.
I've never done ‘anything like that
before. in my life. I%just couldn’t
let those kids be -hurt, if 1 could
help it. Cullen might have killed
them, sooner or later, and- they ve
got plenty of 11v1ng left to do.”

“He almost killed you my
friend,” Maxfield said. 4 _

“T" didn’t much care about that.
Just the kids.”

“The selfless op, nght‘r”’

“Wrong.”

“Then why didn’t you care
what happened to you?” _

I did not say anything for a
time. Then, because I had kept ‘it
inside me long enough: ““All right,
I'll tell you. In fact, you'll be the
first person I've been able ‘to tell.

My best friend doesnt even

know.”
“Know what?”
I went over to the window and
looked out so I would not have to
face. Maxfield’s reaction. “Unless’

" something of -.a minor miracle

takes place, the doctors give me

~ maybe eighteen months to live,” I

said. “I've got terminal lung can-

cer.
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- A little knowledge is said to be a dangerous thmg-—but there )

" are times when it is expedzent

*Toward midforenoon after the

midnight sailing, the _purser, Mr:
. Harloe, left his office in response

to a: telephone call and went up

to the captain’s room. Captain.

Baird, prone in his bunk with an-
other of his recurrent attacks of
arthritis in the legs, handed him a
" yellow radiogram form, delivered
to him a few minutes ago by the
bellboy. The message was ad-
dressed to. the Master, S.S.
Guayas, and came from the man-
ager of the Andean Sugar Com-
‘pany’s Guaro Division. =~
DELIRIUM TREMENS

)

. been mistaken,”

/-

It read: NURSE FEBER IS'
MISSING STOP CUSTOMS
GUARD ON GANGWAY LAST
NIGHT STATES SHE DID NOT

LEAVE SHIP STOP CONFIRM -
~ SHE IS ON BOARD.

Handing back the radjogram, \
Mr. Harloe remarked, “She was in" ~
the send-off party for Dr. Reid.
She got pretty drunk, so may have
found a vacant cabin unlocked -
and flopped out. Still, she’d surely
have come round by now and .
shown herself.” :

“The customs guard could have”
the captain sug-
gested. He winced "as he moved a

leg “Better check anyway.”

A ﬁj{}m}(@ %e’ife :

The purser nodded. He was
dark and short, with a florid face
and the hint of a blue-veined alco-

“holic nose, his middle-age bulge -

straining the brass buttons of his
white jacket. He turned to go, but -
paused as the captain added as an
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afterﬂlought”‘“lt must have been

* . a lively party.’
“Not rowdy, though Nurse Fe-

. ber. was the only ‘one who got
" really tight.. Dr. Reid was ‘an-
noyed, I could tell ‘and one of the
_other women led her out of the
smoking room.” ' :
© - “It’s a wonder she wasn’t
_ mlssed if she dldnt go back
~ashore.” .«

“The party didn’t leave in one -

group. Some drifted off ahead- of
others.” Mr. Harloe shrugged. “I
‘don’t think any -of .them w/o'uld
. concern themselves about. Nurse
Feber. She’s not popular with the
" women.’ '
“As a nurse or somally?’ B
“Socially.. This is her first year

down in Guaro and they’re .al-

. ready calling her something of a
“tramp after she made a play for a
" married man.’ .

“Oh?” »

Mr. Harloe nodded agam He
attended dances and any other so-
cial events staged at the -American
Club whenever the Guayas hap-

pened to be loading sugar in.

Guaro, and hence was familiar
with the gossip and scandal of the
Andean Company colony. “The

wife warned Nurse Feber to stay.
away from her husband. They"

were drinking 'in the clubroom

. with others at the time. Nurse Fe- -
" ber, made a. glbe about the w1fes_

\

homeliness. The wife" 'smashed a

- highball glass on the edge.of the
“table"and lunged at Nurse Feber,

saying she’d spoil that pretty face -
of hers.” Nurse Feber managed to
twist away. and save her face, but
the jagged stump of glass gashed
the back of her neck. She has to -
wear her hair down to hide the
scar.” . - .

Captain Balrd smiled. He. was.
broad and past fifty, an easygoing

“man with brown eyes and modest,
“The married

graying ' sideburns.
ladies are doubtless hoping she’s’
on board and good riddance. She’s
perhaps our problem child now.”
Mr. Harloe ‘went below, musing _
that .if Nurse Feber were on board
she’'d be his ‘particular problem
child, for during his bouts’ of
arthritis Captain Baird invariably
left it to him'to act on his behalf,

~and at his own discretion, in mat-

ters relating to the passengers. .
The only vacant cabins were on
“B” deck, and the purser found
cabin 36 unlocked, significantly lo-
cated opposite thé stairway lead- -
ing down from the ‘smoking room.
Furthermore, the spread on one of
the two beds had. obviously been
lain on, and there were traces of
vermilion lipstick. The purser
called in"the bedroom steward re-
sponsible for that section, and -
pointed _to _the dlsarranged bed-

“spread.
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“What do you know -about’

that?” he demanded darkly, sus-
pecting that the -steward might
have unlocked the cabin for a vis-
itor to use, in anticipation of a
tip.

The steward shook his head,
looking uncomfortable. “It must
have been one of the party in the
smoking room last night, sir. It
“looks like I forgot to lock the
door after the passenger in it de-
barked in Guaro.”

The purser accepted the ex-
planation, since the man had ad-
mitted his carelessness. It could be
safely assumed that the woman
who had made temporary use of
the cabin was no longer on board.
Mr. Harloe reported back to the
captain to that effect. “It -could
have been some other woman
from the party, but if it was
Nurse Feber, then the customs
guard was mistaken.”

Captain Baird pondered for a
moment or so. “I wonder if any-
one on board saw her go back
ashore. I'd like to be able to state

something positive in my reply to .

the radiogram. If—T'll ‘tell you
. what. Go down and ask Dr. Reid
if he saw Nurse Feber go off the
ship. If he did, then the manager
won’t be worrying that she might
have fallen overboard at the pier
or something else dire happened

to her while at the ship. Inciden-
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tally, I've a'mind to ask Dr. Reid
for an opinion on Brandon.”

“Get rid of him before he be-
comes violent and brains some-
one,” Mr. Harloe growled.-

Mr. Harloe went below, telling-
himself that if it were up to him '
he’d put Brandon ashore without

a qualm. Captain Baird was taking -~

a big risk in keeping him on
board; he’d hate to see the cap-
tain lose his license on that score.
James Brandon was an old friend
of Baird’s, and this- was his fifth

'annpal cruise in the old Guayas, a

medium-size passenger and cargo
vessel in service from Los Angeles
down to sugar and banana ports
along the west coast of South
America. Brandon’s notion of an
ideal respite from the cares and
worries of his stock brokerage
business was a long voyage in a-
ship’s barroom. During the present
cruise, however, he had become
an inebriated nuisance to the
otheér passengers, and finally, when
the ship was homeward bound up
the Peruvian coast, Captain Baird
had felt obliged to order his bar
service stopped.

With the wiliness of the alco-
holic, Brandon had managed to
wangle a carton of whisky aboard
during the brief call at Callao,
and took to drinking alone in his
cabiri. After a couple of days, he
had come running out with the
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DT.s.

tics, such as unscrewing his_cabin
light bulbs to keep snakes from

crawling around them, or barking

-sell orders into- the purser’s office

telephone and theh.-running out *
“Sell at- ninety.”"

on, deck “yelling,
Then he had- really frightened the
wits  out. of old Mrs. Kreech by

running up to her, wielding an
-empty ginger ale bottle and howl-

-ing, “Fine captain he is, accusing
me of stealing this!”

R After. ‘hearing of that incident,-
Captain Baird had considered con-

fining Brandon to the ship’s hospi-
tal under.Dr. Seldes for the re-
mainder of the cruise. Dr. Seldes,
however, - told “him that Brandon
- had fallen into a deep sleep that
was probably the long sleep mark-
ing the end -of ‘an attack of deli-
rium tremens.” Mr. Harloe had
been dubious. Dr. Seldes was a
young intern relieving the regular
ship’s doctor for his vacation, and
had admitted that - this was - his
first case of D.T.’s. - ‘
-Mr. Harloe found Dr. Reid.at
the less crowded after-end of the
promenade deck, chatting with
‘another male passenger. The doc-

tor was a large man around forty,
with thinning light hair and a -
‘neatly trimmed moustache and’

- -pointed beard that gave him a
professmnal appearance wearing

’

The other passengers atl
~ first had been amused by’ his an- .

adari tirtleneck Seated” {nd*
brown slacks. Excusingﬁ'himself for
interrupting, Mr. Harloe drew him
to one .side and told h1m about
the radiogram.

Dr. Reid replied without hesita-
tion. “T distinctly saw Nurse Feber
go back ashore last night.”

“You're positive?” :

“Absolutely.. T was standmg

right here .by this rall and I hap- . -

pened to glance over and-saw her
going down the gangway. I'd

.come up-from the party for a few

minutes, to get a little fresh air. I
couldn’t mistake her for anyone |
else, with that red hair of hers.”.

“That settles it, Doctor The,..
customs guard was wrong.” .

- “Perhaps he didn’t notice her. 1.
recall now that he was having a
little altercation of somé” kind
with a crewman returning frdm_
shore.”

“Have you any - 1dea why she
should be missing on shore?” the
purser asked curiously.

The: doctor looked away for.a

- moment across the gray, unruffled

sea. He was"supefmtendent of the
sugar company’s Guaro' hospital, a
widower, and was now on his way
to San Francisco to take up his
new appointment as medical -offi- -~
cer in charge of the company’s
entire medical department. “Nurse

‘Feber may have shown -up’ by.

now. It Wouldn’t be the first time
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-she’s appeared late at_the hospital
after a party the night before.

. She’s a most competent nurse, but .

undependable in -other respects.
You saw the ‘state she was in at
“the party last mght It was most
. embarrassing to me.

Mr.
. the captain to report on his talk
with Dr.’
‘with his own opinion. “She defi-
nitely’ went back ashore. May be
at the hospital right now.”

“I'll .radio Guaro that Dr. Reid
saw her leave the ship.” Captain
Baird- grimaced as he eased his
legs to a more comfortable pos-
~ ture in the bunk. “One more thing
beforé you go back to your of-

" fice—see if Brandon’s come out of

the heebie-jeebies yet.- If he has,
drop back and let me know what

- you think—if -he’s really back on
" .an even keel. 'If not, T'll ask Dr.

Reid for an opinion. He’s prob-

ably had some experience with

D.T. cases.”

Mr. Harloe shrugged and went
out. Captain Baird was in no
doubt what his opinion was.

Brandon occupied one of the
_ dozen high-priced cabins on the
promenade deck, with.spacious
rectangu_laf windows instead of

* the round portholes of the lower '

decks. "His .two windows were
"wide open, for the aging Guayas
had been built shortly after World
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Harloe hastened back to:

Reid. He concluded it

“War II and lacked the a1r-cond1-.
tioning of later- de51gned ships.

Over by the bathroom door was
the whisky carton, with the necks
of the last two' emptied bottles
sticking up from the wastebasket.

. Brandon lay. awake in  crumpled

brown pajamas on the single bed,
eyes bloodshot, and looking like a
dockside wino who hadn’t shaved
for a week. He stared up blearily
at the purser. - -
“It’s you, Harloe,”
in recognition.

The purser saw that Brandon
was plainly out of the D.T.’s. He

he grﬁnted

gestured- amusedly .at the open -

windows, through which came the
click of shuffleboard disks and the
shouts of the players. “No longer
scared of the buzzards?”

“Okay!” growled Brandon.

~“Have fun and tell it to me. The

room steward slipped up on that
one..”

Mr. Harloe grinned. “You shut
the ports and ran out yelling that

‘a swarm of buzzards was trying to

get in and peck you alive.”
Brandon, nearing, sixty and al-’
ready white-haired, his face broad,
with prominent cheekbones and a
cropped moustache, raised a- shak-
ing arm to his head. “I don’t re-
member any of it except the one I
had this morning.’
_“This morning?”
Harloe curiously.

repeated Mr
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“Dxdnt Taggart tell you- about
- that one?” Brandon- asked dryly.
' He ran trembling fingers through
his -thin, tousled hair. “When I
told it ‘to him, he chased me. oﬁ
the bridge.”
“When was this?”

. “Around five o’clock. I woke up
- suddenly. It was light outside, but
my watch was stopped, and I
couldn’t tell whether it was moim-
ing or evening. There were no

‘'sounds out on_ deck, so I decided

it must be early morning. I
couldn’t remember. a thing past
Callao. My head felt as big as a

house and my .stomach was on,
" fire. I got up and took a big dose

" of antacid powder; then went out
on deck feeling like I've never felt
before in my whole life.” Brandon
groaned. “I made straight for the
" rail and leaned over, or maybe I
draped myself over it. That’s
- when I saw it.”

“Saw what?”
" “Don’t laugh, Harloe. It was a
woman’s head coming out of a

porthole right under- where I was

standing. . Then the rest of her
came through, facedown, a little

at ja time, as if she were being -

pushed through. There wasn’t a
peep out of her. Then her legs
came out, and ‘she slithered down
the ship’s side into the sea with a
splash and was gone. That was it.”

“Then what?” Mr. Harloe w?.s
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-far from laughing by this time. -

“I looked round, all excited, but

“couldn’t see anyone around. Then

I heard two bells on the bridge,

_and knew it was ﬁve o’clock and

Taggart would be up there. T was

pretty -groggy, but I made it to
the bridge without tumbling back
down the ladder. T told Taggart
what I'd seen. He joked about it
and said it was only some poor -
guy getting rid of his wife the
easy way. I told him I wasn’t fool-
ing, and I'd seen it with my own
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w6 eyes. That made him'let into
me. He told me I'd seen plenty
with my own two eyes this past
couple of days. No pink elephants
yet, but snakes and spiders, and
now a woman being pushed out of
a porthole. He ended up by tell-
" ing me there wasn’t a redheaded
" woman in the: whole ship, and to
get the hell off the bridge and

stay’ off.” Brandon grunted. “Tag-

gart sounded as though he got out
~ on the wrong side of his bunk this
‘morning.’

“You mean that the woman you

" saw coming out of the porthole "

had red hair?”
sued.

“And a-yellow dress. I saw it all
as vividly as if it were really hap-
pening, but by the time: Taggart
had set my ears back, I felt like
crawling down into the bilges for

Mr. Harloe pur-

the rest of the cruise. I came .

down here again, hoping no one
would see me. I must have gone
off to sleep again, and woke up to
" find the room steward looking in
to see how I was. I got him to tell
‘me about the other’ things Ird
~ been seeing. He just went away to
get me some black coffee and

" toast. I asked him for a hair of the

dog. He said nohow.” Brandon
moaned. “I feel too mortified to
show my face outside.”, N

“I know - how you feel, but
forget about the hair of the dog,

,DELIRIUM TREMENS

"Mr. Harloe said cuiitly. There was’

little room in his mind at the mo- -

_ment for thoughts of sympathy for -
"Brandon. ‘What was~ crowding it

was whether Mr. Taggart would -
have run Brandon off the bridge

so quickly if he’d known -about -

Nurse Feber. This was something -
to be taken up with Captain Baird
without delay.

“Captain Baird is anxious to
know how you are: I'll go up and
tell him. He was.thinking he -
might have to land you in Balboa.
Il drop back later.”

“Bemg dumped ashore is all 1T .

need,” Brandon groaned.

Mr. Harloe hurried back to the
captain’s room. After listening to
his report on Brandon, Captain
Baird expressed deep concern. '
“No wonder- Taggart chased him -
off the bridge. A thing like that
could start the passengers wonder- °
ing if there was any truth in it, if
they got to know that Nurse Fe- :
ber is missing.”

“Mr Taggart didn’t know: about .

" the purser pointed out. “And
was it another hallucination? -After -
coming out of the D.T.’s, a man
doesnt remember his hallucina-
tions.”

“You might be wrong on that
And don’t forget that” Dr. Reid
saw Nurse Feber go ashore. Also
that no woman passenger is miss-
ing, with or without red hair.”
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“It’s not only the red hair, but -

the yellow dress too. The: one
Nurse Feber wore last night. was
- yellow.”

Captain Baird gazed at the pur-
ser, dumbstruck for the moment.
“If -it wasn’t. another hallucination,
then there’s only one conclusion

. to be drawn. But how can we
make sure?”
seeking an answer. “I know—we'll
consult Dr. Reid. Tell him I'd like
him to come up here at hxs conve-
nience.’

- Mr. ‘Harloe hastened below

_again, wishing that the captain
were -well .enough to pursue these
inquiries himself and not take him

- away from his work -at a busy
time.. Dr. Reid had moved down
to the smoking room and was
drinking at a table with a Peru-
vian merchant. He was about to
order another round when Mr.
Harloe approached, and he invited

“him to join them.

“Thanks, but 1 qu1t drmkmg

- some time ago,” Mr. Harloe said,
self-conscious a.bout his blue-
veined nose. “The- captain would
like to speak to you in his room,
when it’s convement for you.”

“At once,” the doctor said read-

ily, pushing back his chair. Excus-
ing himself to his fellow passen-

ger,he followed the purser up to’
the captain’s room. After hearing -

Mr: Harloe’s report on Brandon,

The captain ‘paused,

cof the D.T’s,”

he gave a prompt and unquahﬁed
opinion.

“Undoubtedly another halluci-
nation. In some cases of dehrlum
tremens, the patient may not see
the customary creatures, such as
snakes or spiders; he may see per--
sons,, or- mistake objects for per-
sons. Your Mr. Brandon may have
seen something thrown from a.
porthole, a discarded box, per:
haps; or a porpoise leaping up -
close to the ship’s side, and his
disordered mind transformed it
into the illusion: of a young
woman.’

" “But a man doesn’t recall his’
hallucinations after he comes out
Mr. Harloe de-
murred.

“As a general rule, but there
are exceptions. I must admit that
in Mr. Brandon’s case, it is most
extraordinary that the illusory

~woman had red hair and was clad,

in a yellow dress—remarkable
coincidences, indeed—but the .in-
escapable proof that it was an hal-
lucination lies in two 1ndlsputable"
facts: my seeing Nurse Feber re-
turn ashore, and no female passen-
ger mlssmg overboard. Surely, if it
hadn’t been an.hallucination, Mr.

Brandon would have. recogmzed

Nurse Feber.”

“She -came out facedown “for
one thing, and Mr. Brandon had
never seen her; he was asleep in
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his cabm all the tlme she was
aboard.”

“I wasn’t aware of that, of

. course,” Dr. Reid said, ~smiling.
“However, what I meant to con-
vey was that if Mr. Brandon had
seen something that, unlike color,
could have been ‘identified only
with Nurse Feber, then there

. might be some justification for be-’

lieving that the illusory woman
was real.” . ‘

~ Captain Baird looked. at the
purser. “I'm accepting Dr. Reid’s
opinion. I'm relieved to know that

Brandon has come out of his .

D.T.’s.” The captain addressed Dr.
Reid again. “I was in fear he
might turn violent and harm
somebody.”

.Mr. Harloe was far from satis-
fied.. He felt that Dr. Reid’s opin-
-ion had been, unduly influenced by
his belief that he saw Nurse Feber
go back ashore; the doctor could
be wrong about- that. Mr. Harloe
left Dr. Reid chatting with Cap-

tain Baird, who had offered him a-

cigar and asked him if there was
anything new on treating arthritis.
The purser-went down to his of-
fice on the deck beneath, where
the second purser was wrestling

with the payroll and the third

purser typing a cargo manifest.
- Mr. Harloe sank into the swivel
chair beside his own desk and
picked up a pen, then suddenly
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" in the effort to remember.

dropped the pen and .rose again,
just as the second purser was turn- -
ing to him with a query. “Tll be
right back,” he said, and hurried '
from the office.

He went straight to Brandon’s
cabin. Brandon was now sitting up
in-the bed, a tray with toast and a .
pot of black coffee beside -him. .
“Mr. Brandon, when youl saw the

 woman’s head coming out of the

porthole, her hair was probably

‘blown to one. side’by the breeze.

Did you see a scar on the back of
her neck?”

“Do you have to keep bringing
it up?” Brandon grumbled. “I'm
trying to forget these last two
days.” '

“Did you' or did you not see a
scar?”.

Brandon blinked up at him curi-
ously. “What difference does- it
make?” . ,

“It can make. a very important’
difference.” ,

“Youre sure hopped up about -
it. Okay. So I-saw a scar, a long
ugly-looking thing.”

Mr. Harloe suppressed his ex-
citement. “Can you recall any- -
thing - else, something you chdnt
mention before?”

Brandon gulped down a mouth-
ful of coffee, screwing up his eyes
e “There
was a woman’s handbag. Did. I
tell you that? It came out of the
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porthole right after the woman.
That’s about all I can remember.”

The handbag didn’t excite Mr.
Harloe.
identifiable only with. Nurse Fe-
ber. “Can you tell me exactly
‘where you were leaning over the
rail at the timer” .

“It must have beer right oppo-
"site the doorway leading out to
" the deck from these cabins. I went
" straight to the rail, wanting some-
thing to lean on and stick my
head out”into the breeze.” Bran-

don became quizzical. “What’s all’

this third degree about anyway?” -
“It’s for the official log,” Mr.

" “Harloe told him evasively. “You,

reported what you saw to the
chief ofﬁcé_r on the bridge; so it
has. to be logged in detail.”

Brandon groaned. “Why didn't -
I come right back here and hop

into bed again?”

Mr. Harloe-then went out and
along the short ‘passage and
stepped out onto the promenade
deck, lined with passengers reclin-
" ing-in steamer chairs. A thin man
was chatting with a plump
“woman at the rail directly oppo-

gite the doorway. Mr. Harloe

crossed - and leaned over beside
them. Beneath him was the long

row of round: portholes to the-
cabins on “B” deck. The last pair -

aft ‘were those of cabin 36. He
~ counted the ports back to the pair

Unlike the scar, it wasn’t-
-up- by the speedmg ‘hull,

.some justification for.
‘that the illusory woman was real.”

Alxmmedlately beneath the couple
standing besxde him.

The man turned and looked
down- at the lacy foam churned
“Some-
thing caught your interest down
there?” he asked with a smile.
*“Something more than just in-
terest.” Without amplifying, Mr.
Harloe stralghteﬁed up and went

‘back to the captain’s room. Dr.
Reid was now seated comfortably o

in an easy chair with the cigar. -
The , purser addressed the captain.
“1 spoke to Brandon again. I'm
now convinced that what ‘he .saw
this morning wasn’t ‘an hallucina-

. tion. It' was the body of a woman

being pushed out of a porthole.” .
The captain stared at hlm'

blankly. “What convinced you?”
“Brandon saw a long, scar on

the back- of her-neck. I'm pre-

pared to believe that red hair, a.
yellow dress, could be imagined,

"but it seems to me that only by

the most fantastic of coincidences
could Brandon have had the illu-
sion of a scar,-and exactly in the
right place. Dr. Reid said that if
Brandon had seen anything that
could ~be
Nurse Feber, then there might be
‘believing

Captain Baird glanced "at the

doctor. Dr. Reid seemed bothTper- - -

turbed and confused by having his
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. professional opinion and" credi-
.bility .thrown into doubt.. “Well, 1
must admit,” he said stiffly, “that
it would be indeed a fantastic
coincidence. I—well, I can only
conclude that I mistook some
other woman for Nurse Feber go-
ing down the gangway.”

~ “The question now posed,” the
captain- said gravely, - “is who

“ killed Nurse Feber and put her

body through the porthole?”

“And how he knew or found
out that she was in cabin 36,” Mr.
Harloe added. ,

Dr. Reid puffed out smoke as if
to hide his face. “If I may venture
another opinion at the risk of
being confounded,” he said in a
~ quavering voice, “T'll name the
_'man responsible.”

Both the captain and the purser °

waited in dead silence for him to

_continue.  He waved away the

smoke. .
“He was a passenger—your Mr.

+ Brandon.”

“Brandon!” Captam Baird’s face
registered incredulity.

Dr.. Reid raised. his -eyebrows.
“Didn’t you fear he might become
violent? That is exactly what hap-
pened this morning. He came out
of his cabin in delirium tremens
and dangerous, and wandered

“about the passenger quarters,

deserted at that hour. Nurse Feber
wakened about that time and,
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finding herself at sea, came out of
the_ cabin just as Mr. Brandon was -
passing. ‘She mistook him for a
steward and questioned him excit-
edly about what would happen to

‘her. Something she said provoked -

Mr. Brandon. He backed her into
the cabin, strangled her, and dis-.
posed of her body by way of the

porthole.
“Then,” concluded the doctor
sadly, - “his deranged mind pre-

serited him with the delusion of -
having witnessed his deed from
the rail above. He reacted by run-
ning to the bridge and reporting
it to the. chief officer. He then
went back to his cabin and fell
into what was- really the terminal
sleep.” ,

Captain Baird seemed shocked - | -

into silence. Mr. Harloe, however, -
again voiced his previous objec-
tion. “But ‘why was Mr..Brandon
able to remémber everything in
clear detail, the color, the scar?
Total recall, it seems to me.”

“As I stated before, Mr. ‘Har-
loe,” Dr. Reid replied in a patient
voice, “there are occasional ex-
ceptlons to the usual absence of
memory.”

The purser still balked “I find
it hard to believe that this is a .

case of D.T.’s. I can understand a

man killing a woman under - the
circumstance you ]ust mentloned

~but shoving her body through a
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- tor’s opinion, Mr.

porthole afterward—it appears to
me the act of a man in his right
. senses.trying to hide his crime.”"
“The doctor smiled indulgently,
blowing out more smoke. “It’s
" been my experlence with cases of
_delirium tremens—several, may I
say—that the patient will display
deep: cunning in trying to conceal
an act he knows to be wrongful.”
Mr. Harloe studied the doctor’s
last remark for-a moment or two,

and then said scornfully, “L.

wouldn’t call shoving the body

through the -porthole an act of.

cunning. I'd call it simply part of
the violence, a continuation of it.”

Dr. Reid smiled again. “And
-what would you call throwing her
handbag out of the porthole? Was

that a continuation of the violence

' limpulse, or an act of cunning?”

.Mr.: Harloe was about to
pounce on that statement, but
‘Captain ‘Baird broke -in.
for us laymen to dispute the doc-
: Harloe. After-
all, your - experlence w1th DT s
- was a limited one.’
* “Unfortunately for Dr. Reid’s
theory, Nurse Feber’s body wasn’t
pushed out of cabin 36.” There
was a note of grim satisfaction in
" Mr. Harloe’s voice. “It came out
- of a porthole farther amidships—
right under where Brandon was
standing, cabin 18.”

“Then what was she doing in

“It -isn’t

- that, cabin?” queried the captain.

“Perhaps Dr. Reid can best an-
swer that. That’s his cabin.” ‘
- Captain Baird looked at the .
doctor, who had blanched, the ci- -
gar forgotten.

“This is an outrage!” Dr. Reid

. protested. “He’s casting suspicion

on me. He’s been listening to the
babblmgs of a man in a state of -
temporary insanity, who wouldn’t
be -able to remember where he
was standing.”

“He babbled something else. He

babbled something that only two

men could possibly know—Bran- -
don himself and the murderer. He
told me on my second visit that a °
lady’s handbag was .thrown out of -

the porthole -after the body. I just

led Dr. Reid mto reveahng his .
knowledge of it.”

Dr. Reid had turned deathly
white, eyes staring at the purser,
lips trembling as if from words
trying to pass them. He dropped -
the cigar into an ash stand beside
him and sagged in the chair.

After a long silence,. Captain -

‘Baird said, “Well, Doctor?”

Dr. Reid dropped his gaze - and
spoke to the rug. “An old story,”
he said bitterly. “Blackmail. I had
an affair with the Guaro Division
manager’s wife while he was away
in San "Francisco at a company

' conference Nurse Feber ' learned

of 1t through snoopmg She
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started taking advantage—slack-
ness, insubordination, .intoxication.

The head nurse must have come.

to suspect that Nurse Feber had
some kind of hold over me be-
cause I declined to discharge her.
~ The scandal could shatter my ca-
reer with the Andean Company.
“At the send-off party last
night, Nurse Feber told-me she
had a dream of herself as super-
" visor “of nurses for .all the com-
pany’s hospitals. 1 could have
choked her right then and ‘there.”
The doctor glanced up at the pur-
ser. “That's why I went up on

" deck, not for fresh air. When she

wakened this ‘morning from her
- drunken stupor. and found herself
- out at sea, she lost her head and

came running to my cabin, want-

" ing to know what was to be done.
I calmed her, learned that no one
knew she was on board. I yielded
to.the temptation.

“Unfortunately,”
- ished bleakly, “Mr. Brandon’s, ,ter-
minal sleep had ended, and Mr.
Harloe possesses more than the
layman’s usual knowledge of deli-
rium tremens.”

DELIRIUM TREMENS

the doctdr fin-

“I went through the D. T’s once -
myself,” Mr. Harloe said, “and af- .
terward, I read up on them. With
my little knowledge your opins
ions sounded a bit phony. After
finding out that the woman had

come .out of one of your port-. -

holes, I suspected that they were
not just phony. but faked, and the -

reason. The problem was how to

prove it. When you blamed Mr.
Brandon and claimed that putting
the body .through the porthole
was an act of cunning, I disputed
it and that led you into offering
the handbag as further proof of
your contention.” '

“Your - little knowledge - turned
out to be a dangerous thing—for
me!” said Dr. Reid, with bleak
wryness. “I now realize what I'
was up against.”

“If it hadn’t been for Captam
Baird,”. Mr. Harloe replied, “T'd

have got fired out of the line over. -

my bout of~D.T.s. He covered
me. I owed it to him to see that

‘he didn’t get into trouble through

showing consideration for his old
friend Brandon. That's what you

-were really up against, Dr. Reid.”
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Curbmg one’s. emotions at ‘a critical pomt may be almost too - (
_much for the ordmary mortal

7

Parker the deputy, walked across
the officé to the window. With his
fingers he parted two slats of the
‘blind and peered outside.

“What are they doing?” Thom-

-son asked. He was sitting- behind

‘the desk, carefully and meticu-
lously clea.mng his nails with the
‘point of a.long -hunting knife. He

" was a brawny man in his late.
thirties, his powerful biceps filling"

_the short sleeves of his shirt. A
polished, five-pointed star with
“Sheriff” printed across it was
pinned to his breast pocket.

“Still out" there,” - Parker said.
Mxlhng around.” :
- “How big are the groups’r’

Thomson asked.

“Threes and fours,

“them.” ' '

most of

fﬂ

j&

/—-

Thomson grunted and went -on

~with his nail-cleaning. It would be
-all right as long as they remained"

fragmented in small groups. It was

when one or two fire-eaters began -
haranguing them and pulling them

together into a mob- that the

trouble would start. At the mo-

ment, they were merely sullen and

dissatisfied, not hostile and menac-

ing. .
“What do you think they re
gonna do?” Parker asked.

“Dunno,” Thomson said.

“Most of them are across.the
street in front of the "hardware
store, talking among themselves
and staring over here.”

“Let ’em talk, let ’em stare,”
Thomson said laconically. ’

“You think they’ll try and take
him?” Parker asked. o

The knife in Thomson’S hand
stopped moving, its point poised

over his thumbnail. - His lowered

eyes contemplated the blade.
Parker moved away from- the

window, walked halfway toward

the ‘desk -and stopped. “You'd like * -

them to, wouldn’t you?”.

- Thomson’s eyes came. up and
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languidly he raised his head and
gazed thoughtfully at his deputy.
. “Like them to what?” he asked
quietly. .
Parker jerked his thumb toward
the rear of the building, where
‘the cells were; the only jail in
Brownstown, the only jail for 30
miles around, and a flimsy one,
vulnerable to departures from
within and assaults from without. °
“Like them to take him,”
Parker replied. -
“He’s my prisoner,” Thomson
said. “Nobody is going to take him
‘away from me. My personal feel-

ings about him have nothing-to do
with it.” ‘ ’

Parker shrugged.

“Anybody thinks they’re going
to move into my area of responsi-
bility without invitation,” Thom-
son continued, “will find his
damned skull full of lead.” -

“OK by me.” Parker returned
to the window and looked out -
again. “They’re gathering,” he -
said ominously, surveying the -
scene under the street light.

There were town men out
there, and men in from the out-
lying farms and down from the

FIRST PRINCIPLES
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mean little hardscrabble hills; the

town men in their -conventional .

trousers, white shirts and fedoras,
the others in overalls or denims,
wearing caps; mingling together,
smoking cigarettes, talking quietly.
Pickup trucks kept crui]s',mg past—
" these, were the teen-agers, exhila-
rated by the “excitement.” Parker
knew them all—they were his
neighbors, his friends, and he be-
lieved he understood. them per-

fectly. As a matter of fact, he

kriew that if he weren’t wearing a
" deputy’s ‘badge, -he would ‘doubt-

less be standing out there with-

them.

“ “If you want my opinion on it,”
Parker said, and paused—the sher-
- iff- didn’t want his 'opinior{; he
knew, but he went on never-
theless, “you’re foolish to be mov-

ing him at night. Morning would .
" be better.” )

““First of all,” Thomson - said,
impatience making his voice in-
ordinately- polite, “I was told ‘to
“bring him to Glensburg tonight,
that they want him there first
_ thing in the morning, to charge
him. And second of all, this jail is
a cracker box and you know it

and they know it out there just as.

well.”

“It's.a lonely drive at mght
Parker said. )

“You needn’t fret,” Thomson
said caustically, “you’re not com-

_ing along, so- just forget”about it.”

“l ‘would if you asked me,”

- Parker murmured.
- Thomson . emitted a loud, harsh .
‘laugh. “You're damn right you

would. But I ain’t asking you. If I~
can’t ‘handlé this job' by myself,
then I may as well hang it up.”

Thomson put down the . knife,
pushed back' his chair and got to
his feet. He put his thumbs- into

‘his belt and hoisted his khaki trou-

sers more securely around h1s
thickening middle.

He walked back to the cells.
There were only four, and they
seldom held anyone, and even
then it generally was someone.
sleeping off a drunk. Tonight,
however,
someone special:
pect.

Thomson stood -before the cell
gazing impassively through the
bars at the. occupant. The young
man within was sitting on the cot,
which was suspended out from the

a murder sus-

. whitewashed concrete wall by a.
“pair of taut, diagonally poised

chains. The prisoner was 20 years
old, slight of build, -with short
curly hair. The expression on his
face was of despair, and of mute,

~almost ingenuous appeal, as of .
- someone hoping for compassion

and wunderstanding from strangers.
He was wearing a long-sleeved
white shirt, corduroy trousers and
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desert boots. He had the soiled,

-weary look of the informal trav-

eler.

His name was Earl Johnson. He
had been passing through . Browns-
_-town, heading for Miami, he said,
to look for work. Late in the af-
ternoon of the day before, he was

seen approaching the house of an

elderly widow, Mrs. Norris. His
purpose, he said, was to see if he

. couldn’t contribute. a few hours’
~ work in order to earn. a meal. No

one: had answered his ring, he
said, and he had gone away. Some

hours late a neighbor found Mrs. -

Norris strangled.
Earl Johnson was picked up on
.the highway at midnight, his

thumb in the air. The car he had -

thumbed down was Sheriff Thom-
son’s, who by that time had John-
son’s description burned into his
mind.

- Johnson stuck to his story, un-
der the sheriff's relentless and
menacing interrogation. He had
- done nothing more . than mount
the porch steps of Mrs. Norris’
house, he’ claimed, ring the bell,
.wait, and _then go away. To his
- disadvantage, however, was the
fact that two people had seen him
approach the house and none had
seen him go away, the witnesses
being a' man and a woman in a
passing car.

Word of what had happened

. FIRST PRINCIPLES

“handle it myself,”

spread quickly through the town
and its environs. People didn’t like
what they heard. Mrs. Norris had-
been a particularly popular and
well-liked old woman, and the ac-
cused was a stranger. At five
o’clock the men began gathering
outside of the jail, not belligerent,
not noisy, but simply there,. blOOd— '

.ing and restive.

When Sheriff Thomson tele-
phoried the county  prosecutor at
Glensburg to ask for instructions,
he was told to bring the prlsoner
there.

“Can you do that?” the prose-
cutor asked. :
" “l can ‘do it,” Thomson said.
“But I can’t guarantee anything. -
The people around here -are-
pretty upset over it.” Do

“Do you want me to send some
state troopers to give you a
hand?” the prosecutor asked.

“No,” Thomson said. “I can
and he hung
up. With his hand resting on the
telephone, he. thought I can
handle it myself.

Now he lifted a key from the
chain that hung from his belt and
unlocked the cell door and swung
it slowly back. ~

“Get up,” he said to Johnson.

“Why?” Johnson asked. “What’s
happening?”’

“I'm taking you to Clensburg

((Whyp” *
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“Because it’s the county seat.”
. “Can I see a lawyer there?”
Johnson asked. ,

Thomson wet his hps studylng
the young man with flat, expres-
sionless eyes. “Sure,” he said.

He entered the cell and hand-
cuffed Johnson’s hands in front of
"him: Then he took his prisorier by
‘the elbow and walked him out to
the office.

“I heard you talking,” Johnson
said. “There’s a mob outside, isn’t
there?” o
" The deputy grinned at him.
“You scared?” he asked.

“Sure I'm scared,” ]ohnson said. -

“Wouldn’t you be?”

“Not if T had a clear con-
'science,” the deputy said. “I
" ‘wouldn’t be scared of anythmg, if
I had a clear conscience.’

Johnson turned to the sheriff.
“What's going to happen?”

“I told you,” Thomson said.

o Tm takmg you to Glensburg.”

. “What about them?” Johnson
asked, indicating with a lift of hlS

- head what was outside.

- “Parker,” the sheriff said, “take

. a rifle and' cover us..Stand in the

doorway until we're in the car.”

The deputy unlocked a wall
cabinet and took. down a rifle,
grabbed some . cartridges from a
box and loaded it.

Thomson went first, unlockmg'

-the door ‘and opening it. At the

sight. of t'he-big, broad-shouldered
sheriff standing in the lighted

doorway, one hand on his holster,

the men in the street‘stppped

talking, paused in’ their gestures

and became qu1te still.

" “Come on,” Thomson said over
his shoulder. :

At the appearance of the prisf
oner, the men in the street be-
came animated with pent-up an-
ger, outrage

“‘Give him to us, Sherlff
shouted.

“Hand him over, Tommy, and
take the night off!”

Thomson 1gnored them. The car.

with the big, encircled star on ei- . \

ther door was parked directly in

front of the office. As Thomson.

led his prisoner to the car several
of the men began crossing the

street toward them. Without hesi-

‘tation, Thomson lifted his .45 free’

of its holster and held it ‘belt high.

The men stopped.

“Not another step,”
said.quietly.

One’ man, in the lead of the
others, with a mean, sun-cracked
face, said in a soft, ca]olmg voice,

“Give him over, Tommy.”

Thomson studied him, almost as
though giving consideration to the,
request. Then his llps parted in
the merest smile. “I appre01ate

Thomson

your feelings, Bob, but you boys. -

know me well enough. You know -
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I can’t, and you know I won’t.”

A beefy young man with a
white T-shirt covering his broad,
" sloping belly came forward and
pointed his ﬁnger at Thomson.
“You're making a big mistake,
Sheriff!” he shouted.

“Not as big as the one you;ll be .

making if you take another step,”
Thomson said, grinning mali-
ciously and cocking the .45. Then
to Johnson, he said, “Follow me.’
Without taking his eyes off of
the crowd of men in the street,
Thomson opened the door on the
passenger side and pushed Johnson
-inside, then slammed the door

shut. With the deputy standing in.

the doorway, rifle shouldered and
aimed " into the stieet, Thomson
got into the car and slid behind
the wheel. He placed the .45 on
" _top of the dashboard, turned on
the ignition and drove away.

The drive to Glensburg was 30
miles of almost unrelieved desola-
tion, covering winding back roads.
One saw an occasional farmhouse,
but that was all. Thomson had
made the drive countless times
“and knew it well. He also knew
that after dark only an occasional
cdr or truck traversed the sinewy
two-lane road, which for years the
_old-timers had referred to as the
“highway” because of the white
stripe painted down the middle.
Depending on your purposes, the

~ FIRST PRINCIPLES

“highway”™ could be dangerous or
it could be safe.

- As he drove away _from town,
Thomson kept looking into the
rear-view mirror. He didn’t think
any of-them would have the nerve
to follow, to try something, but he
couldn’t be-absolutely certain. He

. knew they weren’t going to dis-

band so quickly, that they were
going to continue standing there,
talking about it. It was quite pos-
sible one of the fire-eaters in the
crowd might strike the right
chord and provoke the others into
doing something impulsive. '
Thomson took the road’s broad,
sweeping curves as fast as- he
dared. Next to him, his prisoner -
sat,, handcuffed, head bent, mo--
rosely silent. From time to time
Thomsoh glanced at-him. Neither
man spoke. ' ,
When they were about 15 miles
out of Brownstown, Thomson be-
gan to slow down. :
Johnson raised his "head and .
stared out to where the headlights
were picking up the roadside.
brush, the scrawny "trees. “Why
are we slowing up?” he- asked.
Thomson didn’t answer. He'. .
brought the car to a halt at the.
side of the road and switched off
the engine, then turned off the
lights. The darkness was immedi-
ate and engulfing. ' .
“What are you doing?” Johnson -
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asked as he gazed at the sheriff.
. Thomson reached out and took
" the .45 from the dashboard. He
swung it around and pointed it at
Johnson.
- “What’s going on?

asked. .
Thomson did not immediately'
"~ answer. Only the noise of the
crickets beating their rolling,
twinkling Ssounds interminably
upon the night broke ‘the silence.

“Listen,” Johnson said, fear and
pamc filling his voice now, “what
are you doing? What's happen—
ing?”

“T want to tell you something,”"

Johnson

Thomson said. “That old lady was °

_like a mother to me. She prac-
* tically raised me, after my own
mother died.” ‘

“Look,” Johnson said, “I had
_ nothing to do with it. You’re mak-
ing a big mistake here. I never
saw her. ‘Nobody answered the
door, and I went away. I've told
you that over and over. It’s the
truth, Why can’t you believe it?”
~ Thomson  said, very quietly,_
_“Because I can’t. Because it isn’t
the truth, and you know it.”

~“Then if I did-it,” Johnson said,
“why didn’t you find. something on -
me? -You said there was stuff.
taken from the house—money, -
jewelry. Where is it?”

" “You had plenty of time to get
‘rid of it, once you saw you

76

weren’t gomg to be gettmg out of -

town so fast.”

Johnson closed his eyes despair-

" ingly and brought. his. manacled

hands with some impact up to his
forehead. “Oh, hell,” he muttered'
“Oh, hell. Ob, hell.”

“I've been waiting to do this,”
Thomson said. “Of all the people
in this world, she was the only -
one who ever gave a damn for
me.” : :

“I ‘never saw her,” ]ohnson

whlspered shakmg his head, his

hands still pressed to his forehead.

Ill tell them you tried to es- .
cape,” Thomson said. '

“You'll never get away with it.”

“Nobody will give a damn
about you,” Thomson said. “You
saw those men back there. Is.any-
body going to give.a damn?”

No- one would question the in-
cident, Thomson knew. He would
tell them that his prisoner had
gone berserk in the car, tried.to
wrest the gun away from him.

There had been a struggle in the =

moving car, the gun had dis-
charged. The prisoner- was-killed. .
That would be the end -of it. No

‘one would care about a murderer

a stranger. .
At that moment a flash of hght -
in the rear-view mirror caught
Thomson’s attention. He peered .
into the mirror, then- whirled
around. Three sets of headlights -
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: _ bitterly.

were advancing aiong the road.
“Damn them!” ‘Thomson said

‘ There was no questlon in his
~ mind about who they were, what
they were doing on this road at

this-hour. One car along this road

at night was a rarity; and two or
three, traveling in tandem, meant
that the fire-eaters had finally got
. the men in the street moving.

- Thomson .jammed the. .45 into
his holster and swung back behind
the wheel and got the car started.

“What’s happening?” Johnson
cried. :

“Shut up,” Thomson said furi-
ously. ’

The sheriff gunned the accelera-.

tor, taking the curving road.as fast
as he dared. The car swung out

dangerously across the road’s cen-.

ter stripe. The roadside trees and
shrubbery seemed to be lunging
straight for the car as the head-
lights suddenly opened on them,
but then, as the car followed the
curving road, they seemed to leap
back. :

Gritting his -teet-h, scowling,

Thomson negotiated the turns -

with all the skill he tould. Now
and then he threw a glance into
. the mirror: they were still behind
him, still coming, with a reckless-

ness and determination equal to-

his own. There was no point “in

stoppmg and trylng to face them-

. FIRST PRINCIPLES

down not out here not after they
" had come this far. He knew them -

~well enough—they had" guns ‘in

those cars, and they would use

_them. Once that kind of energy

became mobilized there was no
stopping it.

Next to him, ]ohnson swung
back and forth with every sharp
snap of the wheel,. like some life-
less, boneless mannequin. R

Thomson hit the accelerator a
shade too hard then—he knew it
the moment he saw the next road.
bend .coming up. He tried to
brake, though he knew that was a
mistake too. The . car shuddered
and swung across the road. Franti-
cally, Thomson fought the car, but
it ‘was out of control now, and
there wasn’t time or road enough -
to bring it back. It shot across the
narrow shoulder and fairly leaped
into a snarling tangle of stunted -
pine and brier thickets. Driven.
forward by its own maniacal mo-
mentum, the car plowed ahead for
about 30 feet before coming to a
halt with a thudding suddenness
that tossed its passengers against
the dashboard. -

Thomson turned off the ignition
and the lights, then jumped out.
He hefted himself onto the fender,
slid-across the hood and got to the
other side of the car. He opened
the door and with one powerful
hand took hold of Johnson’s arms
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and yanked him out of the car.

“Get moving, get moving,” the
sheriff said. .-“And - keep your
mouth shut.”

Pushing and pulling and drag—
ging his>prisoner along with” him
through the scratching, grasping
thicket, Thomson pushed ahead
into the darkness. Looking back,
he could see the great fans of
headlights rising into the night as
“the cars came forward around that

‘ '. last curve. -

“Keep moving,’ Thomson said.
- They kept going until Thomson
heard the cars screeching to a
halt, then he unceremoniously
‘threw Johnson to the ground and
crouched next to him, .45 in hand.

He saw them on the road, walk-
ing in front of their headlights. He
* cursed softly.

~ “What are they doing?” John-

son whispered.

- “Shut your mouth,” Thomson
said.
~ He watched them. They were
milling now in front of their head-
lights, with the same tentative un-
certainty they had shown in the

street outside of the jail. They -

could see his car in there, but that
was all they could see.

Thomson’s lips moved in a
churlish simile. He didn’t think
they would have the guts now to
“move in, to come maneuvering

through the thlcket in the dark,

~ guns or no guns (and he could see -

that -several of them had rifles).
He would kill the first one that
came close; they knew that. This
was something more than simply
overpowering him now. A lynch
mob was capable of many things;
exposing itself to gunﬁre was not>
one of them.

Through a network of thlcket
silhouetted by the headlights, he’
watched them. He was almost

" wishing they would-come in. With

those headlights behind them the
damn fools would never have a
chance, but they were either too
dumb or too afraid to turn them
off.

Then one of them called out:
“Thomson. We ‘know youre in
there. All we want is that man.
That’s all. You know that.”

Thomson bent his head low,
next to Johnson, who was trem-
bling and hugging the ground.

~“All they want is you, boy,” he

vwhispered.
" “Sheriff . . .” Johnson said.
“Shut up,” Thomson said.

“They’re not gonna. get you.”
The men at the roadside called’

out a few more times, but made

no forward move, even though
Thomson’s car was clearly visible
to them, the-doors hanging open.
Thomson watched them come .
together in a group to talk it
over. A féw moments later they
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- . away.

did exactly what he expected
them to—they got back.into their
cars and turned around and drove

- “Are they going?” Johnson
asked.

“They’ re gomg, > Thomson said,

" a hard satisfaction in his voice. He

stood -up, drawmg his prisoner
with him.

“Sheriff . . .” Johnson said.

“‘Shut up,” Thomson said.
. “We're going to Glensburg.”

A look of astonished relief
crossed Johnson’s face. He wanted
to say: A few minutes ago you
were about to kill me, but he
didn’t say it; he didn’t say any-

‘thing, The events of the past hour

had totally drained him.
They began walking, As near as
Thomson could estimate, Glens-

burg was about 10 miles along-

this road. They would walk it.
They would get there. He was fu-
riously adamant about it.

. After walking several  miles,

~they were met by a state police-

car coming from Glensburg. The
car pulled alongside and the
‘trooper behind the wheel said,

“‘Hey, Thomson, where you:

been?”

- “Been taking our time, thats
where, Thomson said.

He opened the back door and
" pushed his prisoner - inside,
hauled himself in and closed* the
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then

door, settling himself 1n the seat. ‘

“You have some trouble?” the- °

trooper asked.
“No,” Thomson said, and added

-dryly, “just some inconvenience.”

“Your deputy said you left

hours ago. We've been wondering

about you. The prosecutor’s get-
ting jittery.”

“Then let’s get moving,’ > Thom-
son said. . A

The streets of Glensburg: were
deserted when they drove in.- The
trooper dropped them at the”
courthouse, where the county
prosecutor was waiting. Thomson _

led his prisoner through the quiet

corridors, to the prosecutor’s of-
fice, where he entered without
knocking.

“Hello, Sheriff,” the prosecutor

.said- He -was' a slender -man, his

narrow frame slouched in a swivel
chair behind the desk. “This, I
take it, is Earl Johnson?”
“That’s him,” Thomson said. .
Self-consciously, the proseéutor
laughed. “T'm sorry, Sheriff,” he
said, -“but if we'd found.out ear-

_ lier, we could've saved you the _

trip.”
“What are you talking about?”
Thomson ‘asked.

“We got a call from Laurelville
about an hour ago. They got the
man who killed the old lady'
Nabbed him in the bus terminal.”

_ Thomson’s eyes narrowed. He
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glared at the prosecutor.

are you talking about?

manded :
“They’ve got the man. Found

he. de-

some of the old lady’s jewelry on

. him. Got a full confession.”.

Thomson pointed a finger at the
prosecutor. “Now you listen to
. me,” he said angrily. “I had to
. fight off a lynch mob to bring this
man in here. My car was
wrecked. I was almost killed. And
now you're telhng me he’s in-
nocent?”

Thomson heard a thud behind
him. When he turned around he
saw Johnson fainted dead away on
the floor. C-

Later, when Thomson left the
‘courthouse to wait outside for his
ride back to Brownstown, he saw
his former prisoner sitting on the
‘courthouse steps, back curved, one
hand rubbing his ‘wrist, as if trying
to rub away the pain .or the hu-
miliation of the handcuffs. A

Thomson came softly down the
steps, ignoring Johnson, and stood
~ at the curb; hands on hips, looking
into the street. He was acutely

conscious of the man on the steps,

knew he was being stared at.

“What

" “Sheriff,”_ Johnson ‘said at ‘last.
“What?” Thomson asked’ with-
out turning around.
“Some of it I understand—some

‘T don’t. You have to explain.”

Thomson said ‘nothing, merely

- stood there staring into the empty

street, waiting for the state police = .
car. - -
“You were about to kill me,”
Johnson continued. “But then you
were ready to lay down your life

‘to save me. I don’t understand it.”’

Now Thomson turned around
and looked at him.

“It’s very simple,” the sh’eriif
said. “They were trying to push. -
me around, which they had no

‘right to do, and which you can’t

ever let them do.”

“But you—" :

“I know, I know,” Thomson
said with a pamed expression. “I
let the emotions of it get to me,
that’s all. And it was a mistake. .
Violation of first principles. Po-
licemen are like doctors, Johnson.”

"He turned around and finished: his

statement facing -the empty street,
“When they make a mistake,
there’s usually nobody to apolo-

gize to.”
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It is not invariably lucky for one who finds the object of his

Twice a day nearly every day Sr.
Giampietro Saccovino, 1’Ameri-
cano ricco as the Portofinese re-

ferred to him, descended from his

~ villa in the pine-shrouded foothills

above the Via Roma and refreshed -
himself for a while at a table on

THE FLY SWATTER




the piazza: outside the Trattoria

Navicello.

He came first in the morning
. not long after the carabiniere had
. unpadlocked the heavy chain- that
stretched .across the narrow road

at the town’s entrance_ from -one -

stone post to another—about 7:30.
He came again late in the after-
noon, a few hours before. sunset.
'"Generally'he was alone, although
_ there were thosé rare occasions
when he might be accompanied

by a woman—one of ‘a number .

‘who visited the villa with“some
degree of regularity; women ‘'who,
‘in the eyes of the parochial na-
tives,
- high-piiced sgualdrine down from
Genova. The Signore nevertheless
was adjudged il gentiluomo, for

" _man is not born to be a saint. -
Saccovino tipped

Besides, Sr.
- most handsomely all who served
him.’

Also he wore shimmering silk
_ suits - of a conservative cut. The
* third finger of his left hand shone
with a stone worth perhaps’ two

- million lire or more. Another. for-

tune was represented by the ruby-
studded clasp formed like a scimi-
tar that adorned a succession of
hand-painted cravatte. Then there
- was the thin gold watch, not
much larger than a Communion
- wafer,” which told not only the
hour down to the spht of a second

looked *suspiciously like .

but the day of the week as well.
Not to be overlooked either was -
the slender pen of (some said)
platinum that the .Signore em-
ployed: with a smile and a flourish- .
to sign the presented chits, never
failing to write down that_gener-
ous gratuity. Then—the pearl-han-
dled fly swatter.

This fly swatter was" final proof, -
if ever such proof were needed,
that Sr. Saccovino was not only a
rich American gentleman but ec-
centrico in the bargain, and this
could be the very best kmd to.
have around. :

_He entered Portofino toward
the middle of March on board the
yacht Santa Costanza. The ma-
rinai who operate the taxi craft in

‘the harbor quickly learned that he .

had chartered the yacht at Bastia
in Corse and had sailed here by
way of Livorno and La Spezia. .
Five boat-taxi and three mule-
cart trips were required .to trans- -
port the Signore’s luggage from
the yacht, which soon thereafter
raised anchor, to the villa that had
been unoccupied since the pre-
vious spring when the owner, a

crusty old port-drinking inglés,

had succumbed to il colpo apople-

‘tico while watching, as was his -

dlurnal wont, the evening sun sink
like a big orange into the Ligu-
rian Sea.

Sr. Saccovmo made his ﬁrst ex-
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ploratory visits to the quayside a
few days after settling in: Fliés
" being scarce at this time of the
year, he came armed only with
his warm engaging smile.-and his
soft but authontatlve voice. HIS
“Buon giorno,” his “Buona sera,”
- his “Venga qua, per piacere,” his
“Mille grazie,” were .all uttered

without the -trace of a foreign ac- .
cent. When he ordered lasagna al

pesto (a regional manifestation of
© squared pasta covered with a
green sauce in which basil is
prominent, and sprinkled with
grated goat cheese and crushed
pine nuts), he obviously knew ex-
“actly what to expect. '

. These pleasant aspects of the
man, combined with the dignified
swaths of gray in his sleek black

hair @and the corded wrinkles in-

his mastiff-like face, earned him
immediately a certain homage
from the townspeople.

- The pearl-handled fly swatter
‘didn’t appear until the last days of

©  May. By then the mosce were

growing bold and bothersome.
-While strolling from shop to stall
and along the quays, the Signore
carried the fly swatter as incon-
spicuously as possible. Often as
not he concealed the greater part
of the beautiful handle up the
“sleeve of his jacket in the fashion
of a professional knife thrower,
but whenever he sat at a table he

THE FLY SWATTER -

.always laid it out-in plain view on
the cloth to the right of the place.
setting, ready for instant use, and
-he could use it with remarkable

accuracy.’
Each mormng the Signore
broke his fast with the same nour-

. ishment—caffe ristretto, warm rolls

with sweet butter and tart marma-
lade, a bottle of mineral water,

more caffe ristretto. Mercia was
usually .the cameriera at his table-

and she batted her brown eyes

outlandishly _as she - served him.

She was a plump young widow -

with two small children.
In the evening, when he con-

- sumed a bottle of white wine with

perhaps pasta con frutti di mare,
he was most respectfully attended
by a gaunt middle-aged bachelor
named Silvestro, whose voice and
mien were as funereal as an un-
dertaker’s at the obsequies.

During the noontime repast in

the trattoria’s aromatic kitchen
these two—Mercia and Silvestro—
were forever dissecting and
analyzing every nuance of Sr. Sac-

covino’s utterances and behavior.

The following colloquy, typical in

mood, occurred one day in July:
“This morning the Signore

praised the cool breeze coming in :

from the harbor.”
“Last evening he spoke well of

' it too.”

“Did he dine alone?”’

~



Mercia.”

“What did she look hkerr>

“Her hair was .as- black as a
‘raven’s wing . .

“You have -a poets tong:ue Sil-
vestro.”

s

» . ‘Her eyelids ‘were tinted
green. A tiny black star occupied
her left’ cheekbone. Her skin was
the color of fresh cream. She pos-
sessed a pair of mammelle the like
of which you see on—"
~ “Ah, one of that type again.”
“What else?”
““What else indeed. He is a man

" with blood in his veins. His nature.

is affectionate.”

“Last evening he .ordered two
bottles of Cinque Terre and per-
mitted the lady to drink a bottle
and a half.” :

“He is an abstemious man. His

name is a gross misnomer. What '

did he eat?”

“Fish -soup with an extra pinch_

of basil. . Squid simmered in oil
and garlic. Anchovies and capers
in lémon juice. Bearded mussels in
mustard. Pasta with -clam sauce.
- Wild strawberries in brandy
“The food of love.” -

- “I-must say he appeared to be
wonderfully prepared for the lady

by the time she had ﬁmshed the’

last of the wine.’
“I can_ well believe it. Did ‘he
- kill many flies?” -

86 - -

“As if YOu didn;t already kno'w?'.

“Only three - in’ ‘my presence.
The lady was a powerful dis-

" traction. _
“And the gratuity, it was gener-
" ous?”

“More than generous.

Eight
thousand lire.” -

“So it goes. This morning- he

presented the carabiniere. with
_two long cigars and bought a

dozen lace handkerchiefs from old -

Camilla.”

“The dark -hours of night . re-

~warded him.”

Over coffee he 1nqu1red after

my bambini by name.’ .
“He is a most courteous ge'n‘-
tleman.”

“He asked why I do not marry :

again.”
“How do you reply to such a
question?”

“To the Signore I said that a .

good man is not td be found in -

the market as readlly as a good‘

fish.”
“Alas, that is the truth ”
“And he answered— Do you

wish to hear what the Signore

said to that, Silvestro?”

- “I think so.”

" “He said that many a sweet-
. fleshed fish .is overlooked because

it is thought to be not fat enough

or young enotgh.”

" “That also is true.” -

“Such a fine ﬁsh is Sllvestro he -

sald -
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“He actually said that, Mercia?”

“I swear on the cross.”

“He spoke m jest, of course.”

“Of course.’

“Then with his platinum penv he
wrote out a gratuity of thirty-five
hundred lire on a chit of half that
sum. A night of love is a wonder-
ful experience, Silvestro.” _

" Toward the latter part of Sep-
tember—sabato, settembre venti-
- simo primo, as it would be re-

\\

. where the mucca grazes,”

membered locally—the Hairy

Tourist arrived in a rented Fiat
just as the.carabiniere was making
fast the chain across the Via
. Roma. The time was 10:04 a.m.

“What’s the big idea?” the

Hairy Tourist asked as the carabi-
niere snapped shut the padlock. “I
want to drive this heap into
town.” He spoke abominable Ital-
ian with an atrocious foreign ac-
cent.

“No motor vehlcle is allowed in
the town, signor,” said the carabi-
niere, whose name was Umberto.
- “Except between the hours of
seven and ten o’clock in the
moming. And then we allow only

those vehicles authorized to make,

deliveries of essential com-
modities.”

“What the hell kind of a,tov'vn-,

.- is this anyway?”
“An old town, signor. A peace-

" THE FLY SWATTER
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ful town. A town as yet unblessed
by the fumes’ of benzina.” : :

“Okay, admiral. Where do I
park the heap?”—using the word
mucchio.’

“You may park the mucchxol
Um-
berto said, pleased at the way he
had worked a cow into the con-
versatlon

" It was Sr. Daddarlo manager of
the Hotel Nazionale, who dubbed
this ‘'man the Hairy ‘Tourist. The
proffered passport .identified him
as Henry A. Scotti of St.'Louis,
Missouri, U.S.A-but Sr. Daddario -

“was more impressed_by the bushy-

black eyebrows, the sweeping "
black mustachios, the dense black
beard, and the flowing black hair
that fell nearly to his shoulders.

~“You are fortunate, signor,”
Daddario said. “Because of a late
cancellation we have a single
room available.” ]

“I'll take it,” the Hairy Tourist
said,” setting his luggage, an air-
lines flight bag, on the counter as
he signed in. .

“On the other hand, you are
not so fortunate. This room is
available for three days only.”

“That’s all right with me, cap-
tain.:I'll be checking out early to-
morrow morning.”,

“In that. case, signor, you must
pay in advance.”

The room, a small one as are all
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the rooms in the Hotel: Nazionale,

_was situated on the second floor

and overlooked the town square.

\

The Hairy Tourist remained in it
_just long enough to drop the flight

bag on the bed and then he was

outside wandering around the

town and asking questions of ev-

“eryone about everything.

Where is the Church . of San
Martino? Who lives in the Cas-
tello Brown? Are there dolphins in

these. waters? Where is the

Church of St. George? Is the fish-
ing good outside the harbor? How

- cold does it get here in the win-
.ter? How old are some of these

old arches? Do many tourists
come here? Where do most of the
tourists come from? Are there any
Americans in. town now? Has Sr.

Giampietro Saccovino been living -
. here long? Where does he live?

When he dines here in town does

he' dirie alone? How many miles is.
‘it to Rome? How much is a kilo-
‘meter?”

Sr. Saccovino strolled- down

from his villa an hour before sun-

set, graciously greeting all whom

_he met on the way, and ﬁnally

settled: down at a table outside the -

Trattoria Navicello. The chair he
sat in, his favorite, afforded him a
view of the harbor, with its flo-
tilla of pleasure craft,

-
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inipeded
-only by an occasional passerby.
He en]oyed the warm: ghttenng-

- look of the water at this time of -

day. - :
Silvestro materialized at his side

with a mournful “Buona sera” and
. “Desidera, signor?”

The Signore ordered a bottle of

Cinque Terre and the antipasto

and placed the peari-handled fly
swatter on the table. The flies of
September are obnoxious and
hardy. In a moment one of the
creatures buzzed past his ear- and

settled on the corner of a. folded

napkin. The Signore’s veined right

‘hand' moved stealthily toward the.

pearl ‘handle, grasped it firmly,
lifted it slightly, stapped it down :
unerringly.

The crumpled ﬂy left- a spot of
black blood on the white napkin.

.Using the rubber palm of the

swatter, the Signore meticulously =
shoved the small corpse off the
table onto the cobbles. ™ :
. “This I had to see with my own -
two eyes,” twanged an American
voice close by. “Old J. P. Sacco
killin’ flies for his kicks.” o
‘The Signore raised his eyes - -
from the spot of. blood and saw

‘the 'Hairy Tourist standing where.
‘Silvestro normally stood, with .

what appeared to be an' exultant
grin breaking its way through the
hirsuteness. The- Signore’s eyes -
grew suddenly slitted but his
voice, when he spoke, was toned
to its usual softness. “Buona sera,
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signor. A qué ora c’¢ T'omicidio?”
- “Let’s talk United States,” the
Hairy Tourist sald

“As you wish,” said the Slgnore
“Since you probably plan to stay
a while, take a seat.”

The Hairy Tourist, sitting in 4

" chair that placed his back to. the

harbor, said, “You got a very
quaint scene here, J. P.”
“It’s restful.”

“I guess. .A man could rest in -

~ peace here. Forever.”
“There are worse things. What
is your name?” '
“What's the difft We ain't
gonna know each other long
- enough to get acquainted.”
“We're already -acquainted,” the

Signore said, lifting: the swatter -

and striking down a fly in mid-air.
“You're acquainted with me by
sight and reputation. I'm ac-
‘quainted with you because I've
known .a dozen of your kind.”

“It takes one to know one,”
Hairy Tourist said.

the

“Don’t equate me with yourself, .

young man. I never did a thing in
my life for just money alone.”

“Oh yeah.”

Silvestro arrived with the wine
" and cast a look of sad inquiry at
the newcomer.
 “Bene, -grazie, Silvestro,;’ the
Signore said. “Un altro bicchiere,
per favore.” To the Hairy Tourist:
““What will you drink?”

THE FLY SWATTER

'P.”

Moran back in the old days.”

“What’s good enough for you is -
good enough for me.’
“Would you care for an anti-
pasto‘P
“Why not?”
The Signore gave instructions to

Silvestro, who left-for'a moment .

and returned with another glass.
He poured a dram for the Sig-
nore’s taste of approval and then -
filled the Hairy Tourist’s glass to
the brim. »

“Can this ginzo understand

_ English?” the Hairy Tourist asked
after Silvestro’s departure.

“No more than ten or twelve
simple words,” the Signore re-
plied, his attention on a fly that
had landed a few inches from the
tip of his fork.

Taking a swallow of wine, the
Hairy Tourist watched the Signore.

-slap the insect fatally and flick it

from the table. “What’s all this
business with the fancy ﬂy swat-
ter?” he asked.

“Swatting flies is second nature °
to me,” the Signore said.
first money I ever made was paid
to me for swatting flies.”

“You're tryin’ to put me on, J. .

“Not at all.”

“This is Cutter Moran you're
talkin’ to.”

The Signore took a thoughtful
sip of the wine. “I knew a Cutie
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“None other than my old man.”

“You don’t say. Like father like”

- son.” As I remember, Cutie got too

* cute for his -own good. ‘And- sud—
. denly he wasn't around anymore.”

“Just like you, J. P. Suddenly
you weren’t around no more and
one hell of a lot of bread went
with you.”
“I took my retirement fund,

" Cutter. That’s all.”

“I ain’t interested in the details,

man. All I'm gettin’ paid for is
findin’ you and finishin” you.” .
“How did you find me, by the
way -
“It wasn't easy.”
_ Silvestro served * the antipasto
and asked whether there would be
anything else. The Signore
thanked Silvestro and promised to

signal when further service was
. required. Silvestro bowed som-

- berly and left. - -

The Hairy Tourist ﬁngered a
slice of red peperoncino from the
“-dish in front of him and popped it
into the whiskery opening in hlS
face. “One thing’s for sure, J. P.;’
he said, chewing, “you got off the
" beaten track when you picked this
burg. They don’t even let cars in-
side. ’pr,
hot!” He\, downed a big draft of
wine. “Now, if you’d gone to

‘Rome or’ Naples, we- got con-’

nections there ‘and could’ve dug
you out in a couple a weeks. In

these peppers are -

§

fact that’s where I' was goin’ first,
to Rome, but then I decided I
better see an uncle a mine in Cor-
sica I hadn’t seen in four five
years, a nice old guy retired like
you but clean, and that’s where

- the -old coincidence come in. I'm

in a waterfront joint outside Bastia

_a couple nights ago and I get

talkin’ baseball with this cat
speaks United States pretty . good
and it turns out he goes to sea
whenever a job turns up, except
he ain’t been to sea since way last
spring when he gets a berth on a .
yacht chartered~by a rich Ameri-
can named Saccovino, this cat-
says—Jampeetro Saccovino—and 1
think. to myself, I wonder. Plain -
dumb luck, but here I am, two
days later drinkin’ wine with old
J. P. Sacco himself.” ’ )
“Do your employers in St.
Louis know about this dumb

- luck?” the- Signore asked, laying
_another fly low.

“Not yet. Until I seen you in
person I wasn’t a hundred percent’
sure you'd be the same "cat who
chartered that yacht.. Besides, I

-hate to use the phones in this

damn country. I -don’t’ trust the -
damn phones,- you know what 1
mean.’ : !
— “And quite rlght too, Cutter
Beads of perspiration -began to
form on the bare area of the

Hairy . Tourist’s face, that space -
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between the bushy eyebrows and

the low bangs. “That pepper was’
From the lapel pocket of his
jacket he flicked a handkerchief

hot.”

embroidered with a blue M and
patted his brow. “Do you eat
these damn peppers as a regular
thing?”’

“Yes,” the Signore said. “T find
they sharpen my wits.” :
“lee swalleym " a lighted

match.”

“Well, you've got to be prop-
. erly dressed to-eat these peppers.”

“Oh, sure you do.”

“That turtleneck sweater you're
wearing, for instance, and the
tweed jacket. Absolutely no good
for anyone who plans to eat a few
red peppers.”

“Yeah, you gotta be naked to
eat' them.”

- The Signore chuckled. “It might .

help at that, yes it might. But I
can promise you one thing, Cut-
ter, you’ll definitely be more com-
fortable without that heavy wig
and those phony whiskers.”

- Thé Hairy Tourist registered
. confoundment, at least to the de-
gree that it was able to seep

through the camouflage, and then

_tried to cover it up by ‘pouring
more wine into his own glass. Fi-
~ nally he said, “A .real sharpie,
ain’t you? They told” me that
. about. 'you—a real sharp cookie.
Don’t ever rate him low, they

THE FLY SWATTER

said. He’s ogot a sharp eye for a
lot a little things nobody else no-
tices. That's why he live -so long.
He keeps an eye open for the—"

The Signore’s swatter took toll
of another fly.
© “Flies they failed to ‘mention.
Little things like flies. What’s this .
fix you got on flies, man? You act
like a cat with a bad habit.” :

“It's an old habit- anyway,” the
Signore said. “I've already told
you that.”

“Yeah, you made money at _it.
Tell me more.”

“Are you really mterested Cut-
ter?”

“Until the sun goes down, J. P.,
you're my main interest in life.”

“That’s very flattering, Cutter.
Silvestro!” _
“Keep it cool, man.” A
“That’s why I'm ordering more
wihe.’

Whatever you do, you talk .
United States.”

“That wouldn’t be cool at all,

Cutter. I always converse with Sil- - ..

vestro in Italian.” o
“Then keep it short. My old
lady was Italiano and 1 capeesh
and don’t you forget it.” ‘
Silvestro materialized and.
leaned deferenfially toward Sr.

Saccovino; who ordered another

bottle of wine and two plates of
lasagna al pesto. The Hairy Tour-
ist followed every word with the .
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big-eyed concentration of a blood-
hound. . .

“My first flies,”
“as Silvestro withdrew. -“I- was
elght or nine at the time, a small

- boy, small for my age, my father

already dead, my dear mother
forced to work long hours in
" sweatshops . . .
want to hear this, Cutter?”

“With violins it. would be bet-
ter; but keep talkin’.” "~

" “My mother had a younger
brother Isacco—Ike to all who
knew him—and somiehow he got
enough money together to rent a
small shop in our neighborhood.
Much Jater I was able to guess
* where the money came from.
. Anyway, for sale in.Ike’s shop
were olive oil, cheeses, prosciutto,
sardines, salaml tomato paste,
. figs, mushrooms, peppers
than even these in this antipasto;
braciole—"-

“Skip the Little Italy part, man,

and get to the flies. That’s the

part I'm_interested in. How you
started out makin’ meney by

: kxlhn flies.”
“Of course. Well, my uncle’s in--

ventory: attracted fli€s in the

warm weather. And although this .
inventory was merely a front for’

‘he had a.

his ‘real. stock-in-trade,
fussy prejudice against—"
“You mean he was like hustlin’

somethin’ else out of the back»

the Signore said.

Are you sure you -’

hotter .

room there, I guess. Right, man?”
" “That’s right, Cutter. This was

“during the time of the Eighteenth

Amendment. Ever hear of it?”
- “Sure; the no-booze bust.”

“Right again. Uncle ke didn’t
sell enough Italian'food to pay the
rent. He moved what was known
in those -days as hooch. Still, he

"had a certain number of food cus-

tomers, old-country people, who
came in for a pound of provolone .
or something like that, and he
honored thém' by. keeping the .
front of the store neat and clean.

"No flies allowed. He let me hang -
~out there after school and on Sat-

urdays for the express purpose of

" keeping the place free. of flies. I

used a rolled-up newspaper to kill
them and earned a penny a
corpse. At the end of a good day
I often collected as much as . . .-

While the Signore was talking’
Silvestro served the lasagna and

more wine. and the sun slipped

_into the shimmering sea and vio-. -
“lent shadows crept rapidly . over
“the pines on the uplands behind”

the town. Soon the darkness lay
everywhere outside the meager
light from the old-fashioned street
lamps ..and the boats moored in
the harbor. ' '

The Hairy Tourist washed down

“the last morsel with the last of the

wine. “I feel so .good right now,”
he said, “that I almost might grab'
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the check right off the  waiter.”
~ “Don’t strain yourself,” the Sig-
‘nore said. “I have a weekly ac-
count here.”

"~ “This could be ‘the week 1t

don’t get paid.” The Hairy Tourist --

chortled mirthlessly in his beard.

“That depends on how well you

do your job.™

“I ain’t ﬂubbe-d a job yet, ] P’

“Silvestro!”

The Hairy” Tourist, sobering,.

leaned across the table. “Watch
‘yourself with the waiter, .man.
One word outta line and I'll put a
~shiv in your gut so fast you won’t
have time to_say-scusa.”

“Don’t worry, Cutter. 1 have
due respect for any man with a
-name like yours.” The .Signore
took the proffered tray from Sil-
- vestro and signed the chit with his
renowned pen, adding a fat gratu-
ity.

“Mllle grazie, signor,’ Silvestrd
said. - :
“Prego, Silvestro,” the Signore -

said benignly.
“Buona notte, signor.”
“Arrivederci, Silvestro.” )
A few minutes later-the Signore

and the Hairy Tourist passed from -

the town square side -by side. The
Signore was carrying the fly swat-
ter, pearl handle up, under his
" right arm, much in the manner of
an NCO with a baton on parade.
The Hairy Tourist was smoking a

THE FLY SWATTER- .

N

»s
- case,

'cigare;cte silently, all. talked out. .

As they proceeded around one .-
of "the stone posts that held the
chain ‘across the Via Romad, the
Signore said conversationally,
“Did you come by car?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“Where did you park it?”

“You'll see soon enough.” )

“You plan to gwe me a ride?”

“Just a short one.

Out in the darkness, away from

. the lights of the town, a thousand
.stars became visible around a

nearly full moon. In a moment
the Signore’s searching eyes °
caught a metallic glint ahead on
the side of the road—a steel wheel
disc. A ‘
“Do you have another ciga-
rette?” he asked. _
“Sure do,” the Hairy Tourist
said. - ' '
“I could use one.”-
“Okay, but no tricks.”
Hairy Tourist took a pack of-ciga-
rettes from one pocket’ of his
tweed jacket and a switchblade
knife from the other. “Just in
he said, snapping out the
business end of the knife.
- With his left hand the Signore

" pulled a cigarette from the pack.

“Do you have a match?”

“You want me to spit for you
too?” Returning the cigarette pack °
to_his pocket, the Hairy Tourist
came up with a butane lighter.

93 -

The .



To94

“Here you. are, man;”
chckmg, a blue flame into life.
:“Enjoy it. You got time for maybe
. five good drags.”

The Signore was standing ram-
rod straight, a few inches shorter
than his companion. He still held

".the fly swatter tucked under his.

he said,

" arm like a ‘baton. As the Hairy'

- Tourist leaned forward to touch

the cigarette ‘in the Signore’s

mouth with the shimmying flame,
the Signore’s left hand went
_swiftly to the pearl handle and
gave it a double twist. There was
" a .vibrating sound—piiing-giing-
giing—and the lighter shook con-
vulsively. .
“Aaah gug- ach,” the Hairy
Tourist said, dropping the switch-

: blade and reaching for his throat.

- In 4 few seconds he got down on
" his knees and in another few sec-

" onds he prostrated himself at the

“Signore’s feet.

After rolling the body over on

~its. back, the Signore squatted be-
side it and- began to remove the
wig, the eyebrows, the beard, the
moustache. The face thus revealed
struck a chord of memory. Cutie
Moran - all over again, 20 years
later, with a few minor variations.
Still stupid, still 1nept Like. father
like son.

He raked the nearby ground
with his fingers until he located
- the butane lighter. Then with the

lighter’s help he explored the-
throatal region until he found
what he was looking for—the tip
of a narrow stainless-steel ' shaft
protruding a tiny fraction of an. .
inch from the folds of the tuitle-’
neck sweater. With a pair of jew-
eler’s pliers taken from the pocket -
of -his silk coat he grasped the tip
of the shaft and gently pulled,
presently extracting a needle six -
inches long. He wrapped it care- -
fully in the monogrammed hand-
kerchief which he took from the
breast pocket of the dead man’s
jacket and set it on the ground
next to the fly swatter for reload-
ing at a later time. He stripped
off the Jad\et and went through
the pockets. Wallet, money, trav- '
eler’s checks, two passports.

The first passport, containing a
photograph of the Hairy Tourist,
identified him as Henry A. Scotti
of St. Louis, Missouri; the second;
depicting a living likeness of the
hairless corpse, was issued to
Charles Moran, also of St. Louis.: ..

“Addio, Enrico,” the Slgnore
muttered. “Addio, Carlo

He spread the tweed jacket on
the ground. Onto its lining he
dropped the passports and the

“switchblade. The turtleneck

sweater followed. Next went the
slacks, in the hip pocket of which,
he found the car keys. When the-
corpse. was stark naked he -
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.dragged it several yards off the

road and propped it in a sitting..
position with its back agamst a

" boulder.

He made a bundle of the tweed
jacket by tying its arms together.
He carried the bundle to the car—
a rented Fijat, he noticed—and

" locked it in the trunk. He climbed

into the driver’s séat and -drove
the car in the dlrectlon of Paraggi
.until he reached a place where
the road hung recklessly over the
Golfo Marconi. He got out of the
car, its motor idling, and walked
it with some effort to the brink of

_"doom. As it began its irreversible
“ tilt he lit the butane lighter and

tossed it into the front seat. Then
_he began- the longish walk—three
"kilometers, at least—back to the
villa, reloading the pearl- -handled
fly swatter en. route.

" The next day was doménica,
God’s day, but the Portofinese
weren’t talking about-God. The

““main subject of conversation was

the discovery of the nude body of
an unidentified man on~ the Via

'Roma outside the town. The man

" "THE FLY SWATTER

- was generally assumed to have

been an Italian because of the tat:
too on the left forearm—a serpent

.(evil) ¢limbing a ‘cross (good).

Though not yet officially - deter-
mined, the cause of death was at-.
tributed by Umberto the carabi-
niere, who had seen such. things,
to a fishbone’s lodgment sidewise
in the man’s gullet.
seemed to wonder why a naked

_ stranger would be eating bony fish
~out there at night.

A minor ' topic of conversation
that same morning concerned the
fact that Henry A. Scotti had de-
parted unseen from the Hotel Na-
zionale without taking along his
airlines flight bag which con-
tained, according to the- manager,
Sr. Daddario, a safety razor, a
package of razor blades, an aero-
sol can of shaving cream and a
bottle of lime-scented ‘lotion.

“Why should such a hairy devil

- carry around articles like these?”

Sr. Daddario was fond of asking
whenever the subject arose, which -
was not often.

On this same day Sr. Saccovmo
killed 27 ﬂles . .
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sze has some curious twists but frequently it compensates 1f )
" one plays the right tune. .

"A murder trial brought me back.
. to my home town, Whitaker..I
would never have-gone back there
if a certain wealthy doctor’s wife -
- and her boyfriend had not decided ™
to knock off the good doctor in a
“hunting accident.” Their" clumsi-.
ness got them arrested for capital
-murder. They wanted, and could
afford, the best criminal lawyer in
the state. So they hired me, Roger
Spencer. I come high, but I have
~ a national reputation. Since they
were guilty as hell, they were go-
" ing to need the kind of courtroom
miracles I could pull off.
Whitaker had changed little in "
the thlrty—odd years since I left. I

, .J‘J),."f\i\\.. \\ "
rds -
a1 O

muw’ _
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_drove into town in my new -car
and turned slowly down Main
Street, the setting of a thousand
boyhood "memories. Old. Hester’s
pharmacy was now a chain drug-
store. The front of the Bijou had
been remodeled and was now the

~Ciné, but for the most part, the

store fronts had the same-depress-

~ ing, slightly seedy look as when

I'd grown up here. It was as if the -

‘Great Depression had settled here
-and never left. I had the spooky
feeling that if I walked into the
barber shop, the calendar on the
wall would read “1936.”

~ Then I passed the corner where
the First National Bank was still
located, and suddenly I could hear
a banjo plunking. It was a trick of

memory, of course, because that

was the corner where old Mr.
Banjo used to sit on his apple box
and play for nickles and dimes.
After all these years, I could still
see him clearly, a frail old man,
his sightless eyes looking nowhere,
his faithful old dog Rascal curled
beside his box, and his banjo
strumming merrily away.

Then the memories became -

~ chilling. 1 shivered and speeded
up to get away from there but the
ghostly banjo music followed me

'down the street. I drove to the.

new motel where I had a reserva-
tion. :
For the next twenty-four hours

MR. BANJO

I was extremely busy, meeting
with my clients-and their local at-
torney, preparing for the first day
of jury selection.

I was leaving the courthouse
about four the next afterngon
when a rather nondescript, gray,
middle-aged man approached me.
“Mr. Spencer—Roger . .". -remerh-
ber me?”

.1 put on my professmnal pub—
lic-relations smile. “Why vyes, I
think so. Let me see now . ..”
(Actually, I hadn’t the vaguest
idea who he was.)

“Dick Frazer. I-I guess we've
all changed,” he said, apologizing
for my not remembering him.

Again flashed a flood of memo-

.ries—the banjo ringing faintly

down the corridor of years—and a
slight chill rippled down my.
spine. “Dick! Of course I remem-
ber,” I said with genuine warmth,
shaking hands with him. “Why,
we were good friends. We hunted
squirrels and rabbits after school,”

“Had to,” he laughed. “Food
came scarce in those days. Re-
member the rattlesnakes we used
to trap and sell?”

I shuddered. “Don’t remind me!
Like you said, though, money was
hard to come by. So you're stlll .
living here.”

“Yes. I'm running the town’s -
newspaper—still-a weekly like it
always was. I took it over after
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my father passed away: Listen, do
" you have a minute for a cup of

coffee? You're a celebrity now. I'd

like to get a‘ story about you for
this Friday’s edition.”

I could do that much for my
boyhood 'chum, Dick Frazer. He'd

been the only person in this entire-

town I'd given a hang about. I

“hadn’t even come back for my old

man’s funeral. His sister, my Aunt

Cynthia, sent me a wire the night

his booze-riddled liver finally gave
out.- The wire said, -“Your father
" died at eleven p.m. tonight.” I
" had a strong urge to wire back,
“So what?” but I guess. we're all
slaves to our conscience." 1 wired
several thousand dollars to the fu-

neral home here, told them to

plant the old man in their best
casket. 1 made .only one stipula-
. tion—that they put a quart of
cheap bourbon beside the body.
" Over coffee at the local cafe,
Dick said, “Roger, I guess you
know this story I'm going to write
will have the old ‘local boy makes
good’ angle. You were the only
one in our school ¢rowd who had
the sense to get out of this town
and make something of yourself.
Remember Kate Lowery, the pret-
“tiest girl ih our class? Everybody
said she’d be a Broadway star one
day. Well, she’s still here, running
"a dingy little dance studio for

kids, supportmg her no- good hus- -

band. Cecil Buford, our football
captain—well, he’s running a ser-
vice station. Some of them are
dead now . . .”

I know what he was thmkmg,
me of all people—Roger Spencer,
son of the town drunk—the least
likely of us all .to make it big.
Life has some curious twists.-

- We had our coffee and chat

.and Dick made his notes for the

story he was going to write about
me—the story I told him, of-
course. Nobody knew the real
story except me and a couple of

_other people who have been dead

for .a long time. That’s the one -
part of my life about which even
my wife Ellen doesn’t know.

We left the cafe together and
walked to the parking lot. On -the .
way, we passed the First National
Bank corner.

“Hey, Roger, remember that

_old tramp that played the banjo -

here on the corner?” Dick asked.
“Sure,” 1 said, hurrying a httle
to get to my car..
“Mr. Banjo, we used to’ call
him, He was a fixture on that cor-
ner for years. Remember how

-somebody got the crazy story
-started that he was one of those

eccentric misers who went around

in ragged clothes while he was-

hoarding a bunch of money hid-

den- somewhere in his shack?”
“Yeah I remember.”.
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" .buried _ treasure. Of course,

“Would you believe it, for years.

after he disappeared folks in this

town rooted around -that shack.

where he lived, hunting for his
they
“neverdfound anything. Poor old
.guy never had more than the
clothes on his back. But people
like to dream. I often wondered
what became of that old man.
One ‘day he just disappeared.”

“Not much telling. Well,. I've
“got to get back to the motel,
Dick. Have a lot of briefs to read.
Sure nice talking to you again af-
ter all these years

“Same here.” He looked admir-
ingly at my car as I slid behind
the wheel. *
cess, Roger.
gratulations.”

He said it a bit wrstfully I un-
derstood. He was one of many

Again,

‘men who suddenly- look around -

and find that middle age has ar-
rived, and they must face the fact
that life is never going to deliver
the promises it made when they
were young.

“It’s all in the breaks Dick,”
said, and that was true. I'd ]ust
been one of the lucky ones. We
~ shook hands and I drove out of
the parking lot. Dick and I had
been close, but that was more
than thirty years ago. Now we
had nothing in common, and I
probably “would never see him

MR. BANJO

So glad for your suc- .
con-

again. 1 preferred to leave the

past where it belonged.

In my motel. room the - large
vanity mirrored ,my reflection: a
tanned, still handsome man, gray
over ‘the temples, but a body kept

_trim by the best-equipped gym in

town plus regular golf at the
country club. I took off my ex-
pensive suit, my imported Italian
shoes and the fancy wristwatch
guaranteed not to lose over two
seconds in two months. I put it on
the dresser beside the picture of
Ellen, my lovely wife, and Pam,
our daughter, that I always car-
ried with me.

I mixed a drink; then stretched
out on the bed in my shorts. I'd
brought along my banjo. I began
idly strumming some chords. Play-
ing the banjo was a hobby going
back many years. I played for
kicks and for charity shows back
home. I'd found it an excellent

.therapy for unwinding the knots

of tension that go with my profes-
sion. - N -

-Now the instrument brought the
memories back again, this time in
sharp focus.

Those had been hard times,
growing up in Whitaker back in
the thirties, but we kids made our
own fun. My greatest treasure was
a single-shot .22 squirrel rifle. -
Somehow my old man managed to
stay sober enough one Christmas
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seasori to give it to me. Most of

‘the time he spent in an alcoholic
fog in some bar while 1 roamed
around town and into the country

pretty much as I pleased. As Dick

said, we spent-a lot of time on the
tiver bottom hunting squirrels and

rabbits, and 1 had -developed a

" little business trapping and selling

rattlesnakes to an outfit in Florida

‘that canned the meat. That paid
for.my .22 cartridges and clothes
my old man never quite managed
.to get-around to buying for me.
School was a sketchy affair, but
T'd-inherited a high 1.Q. from my
mother who died when I was
four. I read a lot on my own and

- made good grades despite all the

times 1 played hooky to hunt.

I picked up music from that old
blind beggar we called -“‘Mr.
Banjo.” I'd once heard that his
last name was Jones—Banjo Jones.
I don’t know for sure if that was
. really “his name. He never told

He probably didn’t know

»hlmself

_ He lived in a one-room tar- -pa-
per shack out of town a way, be-
tween the city dump and the
river. A familiar sight in our town
~was Mr. Banjo trudging in every
‘morning to take his place on his
- apple box beside the bank. He'd
be carrying his banjo and holding
* the leash of his dog Rascal. Rascal
wasn't -one of those fancy Seeing
1100

R N

Eye dogs. He was just a big old
mongrel, but he sensed with some
kind of canine intuition that Mr.
Banjo was blind and did a pretty
good job of leading him around.
Kids like Dick and myself-were
fascinated by Mr. Banjo. We'd

stop by the bank on our way . °

home from school to hear him
whanging away on his banjo. All

.we had to do was drop a-coin in

his. tin cup, and he’d start off like
a jukebox. If we didn’t have a
nickle or penny for his cup, we’d
drop a steel-washer in. He didn’t
know the difference. He seemed
to enjoy playing. He’d whang that
old banjo like he was performing .
on a stage with a. spotlight, show-
ing his toothless gums in a grin
and nodding his gray head to the
time of the music. :
I guess I made friends w1th old
Banjo because we were both what
you mlght call town outcasts. 1
was “that ragged Spencer kid,”
son of the town drunk. Most of
the nice kids in town—like that
snooty Kate Lowery that I had a
hopeless crush on because she was
so~pretty—wouldn’t have anything-

- to do with me. The town just tol-
- erated old Banjo because they felt

sorry for him, I guess. In those
days, every place had its town
beggar. Mr. Banjo was ours.

My roaming: around. the coun-
tryside with my squirrel * rifle

"ALFRED I*iITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



sometimes took me down to the
city .dump and past- old Banjo’s
shack. Sometimes on Sundays .(the
only day he wasn’t in town), he'd
be sitting in front, sunning him-
self, Rascal curled at his feet. 1
began stopping off to talk to him.

He was a strange old guy. I don’t-

guess he had a full set of brains,

but I liked to listen to him. He"

wouldn’t talk much to people in
town, so everybody thought he
.was a half-wit. I think it was be-
_cause he was suspicious of people;
but he trusted me. I'd get him
. started and he could tell stories by
the hour. According to- him, he’d
been all over the -United States
before he came to Whitaker. He
talked about cities like San. Fran-

cisco, New Orleans, Memphis. To "

a kid who'd never been out of his

home county, that was exciting -

stuff, even if most of it was lies. |
guess it was listening to Banjo tell
- those stories that gave me the
itchy feet that wanted to shake
the dust of Whitaker forever.

Old Banjo taught me what I
“know about music. He’d put my
fingers on the strings of his beat-
up old instrument, showing me
the way chords were made. I
guess I had a natural ear because
- it wasn’t long before I caught on:
He must have liked me pretty
much by then, because he hardly
ever allowed anyone else to touch

MR. BANJO

miser.

" his battered old treasured banjo.

I don’t know ‘who the idiot was
that started the rumor about
Banjo having a fortune -hidden in
his shack. I guess it was the hard
times. People were so desperate
for money, they liked to believe
stories like that. It probably got
started when .somebody read about
a ragged bum who died on skid
row and ‘the police found a bunch

. of money sewed up in his mat-
- tress. Things like that do happen

all the time—misers who live in
rags, with hardly enough to eat,
accumulating- a fortune, penny by
penny, until they have hoarded a
bunch of money they hide in their
dwellings because they dont trust
banks.

- Of course, it was ridiculous to -
think poor old Banjo had anything
besides his dog and his banjo and

“the shack he lived in, but I heard

the rumors. Guys down at the bar-
ber shop who didn’t have any-
thing better to do would speculate
on how much Banjo had stashed
away. It got to be a kind of game’
around town, guessing the
amount. ‘‘See ‘that -old bum,”
somebody would say. when Banjo
shuffled into town, -holding Ras-
cal’s leash. “He collects a lot of
nickles -and dimes and never”
spends a cent except for a few
cans of beans every week. He's a
Must have hoarded thou-
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sands of dollars. No telling how

much ‘he’s got hid.” Somebody
added fire to the rumors by claim-
ing they’d seen Banjo ride the bus
into the county seat with a heavy
" “tin box under his arm—and come
‘back without the box.

It might have been a hérmless,

game if Sheriff Buck Mayden
hadn’t decided to. get serious
about it. You saw a lot of law of-
ficers like Buck in the small towns
back in those days; men short on_
brains, but long on.muscle. Buck
was a big,. sullen man with. a
mean streak. Everybody was
afraid of him. His way of keeping
law and order was to pack a big
six-shooter on his hip and bully
. people into-respecting him.

"Buck got to be sheriff .when old
Sheriff Honer died. Well, Buck
hadn’t been sheriff long before he
started making life miserable for
" old Banjo. I saw him talking to
Banjo in front of the ‘bank one
. day. The next day, Banjo didn’t
show up in his usual place.- That
was the first time in my entire life
I could remember that I didn’t see
Banjo with his dog, his cup and
~ his apple box on Main Street.

I went out to his shack, ex-
pecting to find him sick, but he
was sitting out front on his apple
box; . looking sad. “Sheriff says the
city’s got a law against beggars,”

" he told me. “Sheriff says I got to
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buy a license. I ain’t no beggar. 1
play ‘music” for a living,” he -said
with a stirring of prlde

“How much does the license
cost?” T asked. _ ‘

“Sheriff says it’s twenty- ﬁve dol-
lars to start and ten dollars a
week after that. The old sheriff
never told me nothin’ about a li-

'cense like that when he was 11v-

ing.”
I whistled softly. That was a blg

sum of money in 1936. “You goin’

to pay it?” _

“Where'm I goin’ to get money .
like that?- Guess I'll have to move -
along. Don’t much. feel like it,
though. I'm gettin’ too old to go
driftin’ around the country. Al-
ways figured to spend the rest of
my days here.”

The next several days, whenever
I went down to Banjo’s shack, he -
was sitting in the same’place out *
front, staring straight ahead, his
blind eyes looking at nothing. I
figured he didn’t have anything to
eat, so I cookeéd up some rabbit _
stew and .took it out to him. ‘

One afternoon, when I was ap-
proaching the shack, I saw the
sheriff's car parked there. Buck
drove one .of those black 1934
Ford V-Eights that Clyde Barrow :
liked.

I sneaked closer to see what
was going on. Buck was standing
over Banjo, - yelling at him. The
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old man ‘looked scared. *“You got
that twenty-five dollars. I know
you have. That and a lot more'
Now where is it?”

Banjo ‘made some kind of frlght- ‘

ened, pleading sound, holding up
his hands as if to protect himself.

. He kept 'shakmg his- head vigor--

ously when Buck asked about
money.

Buck uttered a scorchmg swear-
word and stomped into the shack.
I heard him throwing .things
~ around in there. It sounded as if
. he were tearing the place apart,

‘board by board. I hid behind a
bush. My" heart was thumping.
. Like everyone else in the county,
I was afraid of Buck Mayden.
_ Wasn't a thing I could do but sit
there and watch.

After a while, Buck came out,
looking mad and frustrated.
“Where is it, you old fool? Where
'you got that money hid?”

“Ain’t got no money hid,”
Banjo whined. -

- “Th’ hell you ain’t! You stingy
" old miser.
_them nickles and dimes for years.

Where you got them hid?”
~ Banjo just kept shaking his

head. Buck suddenly grabbed him
and gave him a hard shaking. It
was like shaking a sackful of rat-
tling bones.

Rascal " was growhng ﬁercely -

Then, to protect his master, he

MR. BANJO

You been hoarding-

charged Buck.- He sank his fangs
in Buck’s leg. Buck let out a howl
of pain-and fury. He shook the
dog loose, then drew his big old
six-shooter and shot Rascal dead.
Poor old Banjo let out a cry of
grlef He knelt on the ground be--
side the dog that had been his
companion for so many years.
Buck grabbed Banjo again and
started giving him a terrible pistol
whipping. He’d stop from time to

time, sweating and panting, and

demand to know where Banjo had

. his money hidden, but Banjo

would only shake his bloody head
and beg the sheriff to stop. hitting
him.

.Finally Buck yelled, “Well, if
you ain’t got no .money, then
you're a vagrant and youre goin’
to jail! Get in there!”  and he
threw Banjo into the back seat of
his car.

I sat behind the bush a long

- time after they’d left, feeling sick.

Finally I went down and dug a
hole behind the shack and buried
Rascal. I made the grave as nice
as I could, and put a piece of bro-

- -ken concrete that I dragged over

from the dumping grounds for. a
headstone and wrote “Rascal” on
it with a pencil. ’ _
There wasnt much left ‘inside
the shack. Buck had ripped the
mattress apart, torn up the floor-
ing, cut Banjo’'s few clothes to
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shreds. I found the old banjo and
tin cup in the wreckage and car-
ried them home with me.

Next day, I went down to the
jail. The - sheriff's office with its
two-cell jail was situated in a
little brick bulldmg near the out-
skirts of town. Respectable people
never went near the place. I knew
where-it was because my old man
spent a lot of Saturday nights
there, sleeping off drunks.

Buck was leaning back. in his

swivel chair, his boots crossed and .

propped on his scarred desk. He
was chewing a match and reading
the Police Gazette. When 1 came
in, he glanced up. “What do you
want, kid® I ain’t got your old
man in here today.”

“I wonder if I could see Ban]o
I said.. -

He went back to reading.
“Can’t nobody see him. He’s a
dangerous prisoner. Got him in
solitary confinement.”

I screwed up my courage to
ask, “How come he’s in jail?”

“Attacking an officer, re51st1ng
arrest. Vagranc_:y Mostly va-
grancy

“How long’s he gonna be in
'jail?”

“Till he can pay hlS fine.”

“Where’s he gonna get the
money?”

“Oh,. he’s got it. He's got a Iot
of money hidden somewhere, but
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‘he’s -too tight—ﬁstéd to tell any-
‘body. He’d rather rot in jail. Now

go on; beat it, kid.” _
I stood on one foot, then an-.
other, fhinking fast. " “Well,” I
said, “me’n ol’ Banjo’s‘ pretty good
friends.” I'd sure like 'to see him
get out of jail. Maybe if I could
talk to him, he’d tell me where
his honey is. He trusts me.” ,

Buck slowly lowered his Police.
Gazette, gave me a thoughtful
look as he sucked on his match.
Finally he spat out some frayéed
match pieces, got up and took the
cell key out of his pocket. “You
find out where he keeps his
money so’s he cap pay his fine
and we’ll let him go.”

“How much is his fine?”

“That depends. First you find
out where his money is.”

Buck unlocked the cell door. I
went in. Poor old Banjo was lying -
on a smelly bunk. He looked real

bad. The blood was dried. and .

crusted on his face and in his gray

hair. It was plain to see he’d had

no medical attention. Probably

‘nothing to eat, either.

“Hi, Banjo,” I said, trying to
sound cheerful. “It’s me, Roger. I
came to see you.”

He turned his sightless face
slowly;'painfully in my direction.

“Hello, boy,” he whispered
faintly. g S
I said, “I brought your banjo.
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Figured you'd like to have it. It

wasn’'t hurt none.”

_For. the first time he showed a
little life. He reached out with
“shaking hands.-1 put the banjo in
his_hands ‘and he hugged it close.
Some tears rolled out of his eyes.

That _surprised me. I didn’t know ~

blind people could cry.
I looked around to see if Buck

" was listening, but he’d gone back

‘ up front to_his desk. “Hére’s a
candy bar,” I whispered, sneaking
. it out of my pocket. He thanked
~me, but he put it beside him with-
out eating it. I guess he was too
sick to eat.

“Buck said he'd let you~go if-

you'll pay a fine,” I said.

He shook his head. “Ain’t got
no money to pay a fine.” He
turned his face to the wall. “I'm
going to die here.”

He wouldn’t say anything else. I
finally called Buck to let me out
of the cell. 1 looked back once.
The old man was lying there, hug-

ging his banjo, his face tumed to

the wall.

“Well?” Buck demanded.
he tell you?”

I.shook my head and Buck mut-
tered some cuss words.

I went home, got my rifle and

“Did

~spent the rest of the day down on-

the river bottom, plinking around
and checking the rocks for rattle-
snakes. I was feeling pretty low. I

MR. BANJO

couldn’t sleep much that night,

-thinking about poor old Banjo.

There - wasnt any- use “talking to
anybody in town about him. No-
body was going to cross Buck
Mayden over .a worthless old beg-
gar. Banjo was going to die in
that jail cell, just like he said.

Sometime during the night I hit
on a way I could save Banjo. I sat
straight up in bed, sweating and
scared, my heart pounding. I tried
to stop thinking about it, but I
couldn’t. Finally I knew I was go-
ing to do it.

The next day I skipped school
and made a trip out to Banjo’s
shack. Then T hiked back to town.
It was early afternoon when I got.
to the jail. Buck scowled when I
walked into his office. “You back
again?” )

I wet my lips and swallowed
hard. “Could I please see Banjo
one more time? I sure want to get
him out of jail. Maybe he’ll tell
me today about where his money’s

‘hid.”

Buck was in a real mean, sullen
mood. “Don’t kriow why he’d tell
you when he won't tell me. That’s
the stubbornest old miser I ever
saw. He’d rather lay there and die
than tell me where his money s'
hid.” :
“Let me try,” 1 pleaded: “He
came close to telling me yester-
day

- : 105



- Buck gave me a hard, suspicious
look. “How do I know if he ‘tells
.you, you won’t run out there and
dig the money up and keep it
-yourself?”

“Then how could I get: Ban]o
“ out of jail?”’ I pointed out.
" “Please; he’s gor'ma die if I can’t
get him out soon.”
" 1 guess I'did a good job of con-
vincing him. He scowled at me
‘hard, but said, “Well,
_ hurt to try. He’s sure not going to
tell me. But let me warn you,
youre in big trouble, boy, if you
try to make off with that money.
I'll throw both you and your old
man in jail.”

He. took me back to Ban]o s cell

and left us alone for a while.-

Banjo was worse than the -day be-
fore. He was only partly con-
scious. I leaned over his bunk;
whispering to him.

When Buck came to get me out
of the cell, 1 sa.ld, “Well, he told
me.”

Buck s eyes lit up like the elec-
“tric sign” in front of the Bijou.

" “You tellin’ the truth, kid?”

“Sure. I know where to find it.”
© - “Well, I'm not- trusting you.
" Come on. We'll go out there and
you'll show me where it is.”

- Buck got his Stetson hat and

" buckled on his b1g 51x-shooter We -
drove out of town’ fast in his V-

- Elght Ford. We went down. the
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it won’t”

‘dirt road to Banjo’s shack in a-

cloud of dust. When we got there,

-1 led the way around the shack in

the direction of the dump

- grounds. Finally I pointed to the
‘Tusting. remains of a Model T. -

“Under there. He’s got it buried
there.” ~

“Whoopee!” yelléd -Buck. “You -
stay back here, kid,” he warned.
Then he ran to. the wrecked car’
and started digging wildly, -throw-

‘ing trash and loose dirt aside.

There were dark sweat stains
around the arms and ‘neck of his
shirt. Then I heard him:. give a
panting exclamation when he
came to the can. He clawed the

" lid off and plunged his hand down

for the money.

Then "he let out.a bellowing
scream and leaped to his feet.
Dangling from his arm was the
big, diamond-backed rattlesnake
I'd put there earlier that day. The
snake’s fangs were sunk in Buck’s
wrist. He screamed again with
pain and fright. He shook the
snake off, yanked out his six-
shooter and blew its head off.

I'd stood there, petrified. Now:I

-broke ‘into a dead run, back to

Buck’s car. I grabbed the keys out
of the ignition and sprinted
toward the woods. i ’

Behind me I heard Buck’s en-
raged bellow. “Come back " here,
you lousy kid!”
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I ran all the faster, zigzagging
around the trash in the dump

grounds. I heard the roar of his
six-shooter. The buzz of .45 slugs’
were around me like angry hor-

nets. Then I reached the woods

and plunged into the brush. I
. _heard him coming after me, crash-
ing ‘limbs. . He was sobbing and

bellowing with a mixture of pain,
fright and anger.
For a long time I ran through

~ the_brush along the riverbank

with Buck floundering and crash-

- ing behind me. Luckily, I'd spent -

so ‘much time down here 1 knew
every trail and bush. I don’t know
how long Buck chased me but at
last I heard -a- final crash in the
brush behind me, then silence. I
crept back to make sure it wasn’t
a trick. It wasn’t. Buck was
sprawled out on his back, staring

up at the sky with glassy, scared

eyes. Sweat was pouring off him.

" His arm was swollen up like a

balloon. It was turning purple.

It took a long time for Buck to
die. 1 sat on the ground and
watched. He got delirious. He'd
cuss for a while, then he'd sing.

‘Sometimes he’d try to get up, but

he’d fall back down: and lie there.

. Finally,- at sundown, he died. I.

waited a while, then went over
and looked down at him. His

‘bulging eyes were staring straight

" up at the sky like. glass marbles

MR. BANJO

about to pop out of the sockets. I
forced myself to reach in the
pockets of his sweat-soaked cloth-
ing for the jail keys. Then I ran
back to his car.

It was dark when I drove up to
the jail. I made sire no one was
around; then I went inside, turned

-on a light and unlocked Banjo’s

cell. “It’'s me, Rogér. Come on.
I'm going to get you out of here.”

Two things: 1 had to get us
away from this town before
people started looking for Buck,
and I had to get Banjo to a doc-
tor.

The old man: was so weak I
half-dragged him out to the car,
but he wouldn’t leave his banjo
behind. He lay down on the back

‘seat, still hugging his banjo while

I drove out of town. A

I figured it might be several
days before somebody found Sher-
iff Buck Mayden, but I drove all
night to be on the safe side, cross-
ing the state line about dawn. The
first large town I came to, I asked -
how to find a hospital that had a
charity ward. It wasn't long be-

fore 1 had Banjo in the county

hospital and a doctor was working
on him. . , '
I went to get some breakfast
and I ditched Buck’s car on the
other side of town.
When 1 got back to the hospl- -
tal, they’d cleaned Banjo up and
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he looked nice and peaceful in a
-hospital gown on a bed in. the
charity ward. He was sleeping.
The awful look of pain was
erased. A nurse told me they'd

given him a shot to make him

coinfortable.

‘I hung around the hospital most
of that day. I told them Banjo was
my uncle and that heé got all
banged up when he fell off a
“horse.” His foot was caught in the

stirrup and the horse dragged him.
I'd read about that happening to a
guy in a pulp Western story.
- That night 1 slept on a park
bench. The next morning I went
to see Banjo again at the hospital,
but his bed was empty.

The doctor saw me and called
‘me aside. He explained that Banjo
had died peacefully in his sleep
during the night. “We did what
we. could for him, but he was a
very old man.” He asked if we
had any money and I said .we

“didn’t and he said thaf he’d ar--

range for the county to bury the
old man,
They gave me a small bundle,
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the bloodstained rags he’d been
wearing when 1 brought him in,

_and his banjo. I went down to the

park bench where T sat alone and"
cried a little.

I hit the road after that. I did
what a lot of young .guys were
doing those depression years. 1

“worked the C.C.C. camps and

roughnecked in the oil fields.
In 1938, I was roughnecking in
an oil flield near -Seguin, Texas.

. Wherever 1 went, 1- always took

Banjo’s” beat-up old instrument
with. me. I was in my rented room
one night, plunking some chords,
trying to learn a tune that was
popular that "year. The head on
the banjo split. I took it apart to
see if I could fix it. It was easy—a

" blind man could do it. When I re-

moved the head, I found pasted
inside the banjo five one-thousand- =
dollar bills. That was a lot of
money in those days—enough to

- take a smart kid out of the C.C.C.

camps and oil fields and put him
through law school. .

I've liked banjo music ever
since: '
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_ Man may escape one trial only to ﬁnd himself facing another g( :

" The . white Rolls-Royce made a
right turn off Washington’s Geor-
gia Avenue’ at the main entrance
to the Walter Reed Army Medical-
Center. The M.P. in front of the
little guardhouse waved it

" through; and the limousine rolled

CRIME BY ACCIDENT

senger side,

—

smoothly-albng the black asphalt.

It passed the commanding gen-
eral’s house, circled the fountain
in front of the main building, and
made’ its way to the front” of the
Red Cross Building where it
pulled quietly to the curb. _

The chauffeur, a slim, narrow- .
shouldered man with a pink face
and small,. silver moustache, got
out, leaving the engine running,
He was wearing a.dark gray suit,
white shirt, narrow black tie, -and
a dark gray cap with a black vi-
sor. He walked around to the pas-
glanced at his
wristwatch and stood waiting. It
was 4:28 p.m. He was two min-
utes early.

. A few blue-robed patlents with
facial disfigurements, with empty
sleeves, or who tried to make two

%baﬁ
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109°



+ metal crutches do the work of a
missing leg, left the building and a
“few others entered. A man in a
_private’s uniform came out “and
paused to light a cigarette. Al-
though he didn’t wear a long blue
~patient’s robe, the “soldier might
have been mistaken for a patient.
‘He had pale-blue, expressionless
eyes, and his face seemed in-
capable of registering emotion.

- Like the Vietnam casualties, he,
. too, had something scarred or
missing—it ]ust wasn’'t on the sur-
face.

There was a stocky man in ci--

vilian clothes standing in front of
the yellow-brick post theater, pre-
tending to read the placards and

nervously shifting his weight from -
one foot to the other. From where -

he stood, he had a good view of
the entrance to the Red Cross
Building 200 yards away. As soon
. as the car arrived, he became
~alert. When the soldier appeared,

he began striding rapidly -toward -
the white Rolls- Rbyce opening '

and closmg his hands as he‘
walked.

A young woman in a gray Red
Cross uniform came out of the
building. She. danced lightly .down

* the -steps and her blonde hair

*. bounced on her shoulders. The
- chauffeur bent and opened the
rear door for her. She stopped be-
side him to say a few cordial

i10
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.words, then entered the limousine.

The driver closed the door and
turned to find the cold-eyed sol-
dier standing in front of him.
From then on the action
speeded up. " The stocky civilian
reached the other side of the car,
opened the door, and climbed in -
beside the startled girl. The
slamming of the car door caused
the driver to whirl around to see
what was happening. When he
did, the soldier placed the barrel

of a small pistol at the nape of his

neck and sent a bullet upward
into his brain. Then he ran around
and took the wheel of the car,

~ made a ‘curb-hopping U- turn, and

drove away.
_ At the sound of the shot, a
patlent who had been coming
along the sidewalk with the aid of
two. canes, sat down and began to
cry. He was still there, refusing all
help, when the FBI arrived to as- .
sist' the mlhtary police.

When the phone rang, . Zoltan
Lenny was reading a detailed re-
port from one of his companies

“about a proposed Dallas-Fort

Worth: monorail. Telephones,
whether in his Washington office
or here at his- Maryland estate,

.had been installed for his conve-

nience, not the callers’. If it
wasn’t convenient for him to an-
swer, he simply ignored them and
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waited for his secretary to take
the call after the third ring.

In this case, however, it was his

. green phone that was screaming
for attention. There was no exten-
. sion in the secretary’s office. The
green phone was his most private
* line, used only by a handful of the
~nation’s most powerful men and
only in emergencies. He snatched

the handset from its cradle and .

said, “Yes?”

He was answered by .a dull, ob-
viously disguised voice. ““Mr.
Lenny, we have your ‘daughter.” If
you want her back in one healthy
piece, start raising _$500,000' in
cash. Old bills. Nothing bigger
than a hundred. You have one
week. Do exactly as you're told,
or she gets what your chauffeur
got.” The lirie went dead.

For once in his life Zoltan
Lenny was at a loss for words. He
. dropped the phone back in place
and drummed his fingers on his
desk. Then he punched a button
on his intercom. “Tell my' daugh-
ter I want to see her in my office
' right away,” he ordered-: .

Phyllis Lenny came burstmg
through the door a few minutes
“later. She was five-feet-two,
pretty, with long blonde hair.
“Daddy!” she said indignantly.
“You know I'm having a party in
my apartment for one of my
friends. I'm not finished with the

CRIME BY ACCIDENT

preparations - yet. Why did you
have to bother me?”

“T just received .a phone call
from a man who said he had kid-
napped you,” he answered.

“Oh!” The girl put her-hand to
her mouth in a gesture learned
from television. “I asked the
chauffeur to pick up Ruth Lord at
Walter Reed at 4:30. Her husband
had their car, and she had no
other way of coming to the
shower.” She allowed her hand to
drop. Ruth looks a lot like me,
Daddy .

Paul Lord, the husband of .the -
kidnapped woman, rushed to the -
Lenny estate as soon as he got the
news. His car was ten years old
and white smoke poured from its
exhaust, but anyone following him
would have had a hard time keep-
ing up. He took the private road

- to the front of the sprawling man- -

sion, and left his old sedan double-.
parked beside an FBI vehicle.
Lord was of medium height
with an athletic build. He wore
his hair short. He'd tried it long,
but he’d been in the Army too -
many years to be comfortable
with long. hair. He had on a .pair

_of faded green fatigue trousers

and a short-sleeved sport shirt, the
costume he always wore to classes
at the University of Maryland..

He had been -afraid no good
would come of Ruth’s friendship

111



with Phyllis Lenny, but he hadn’t

 anticipated anything like this. His

fear had been that his wife would

- become dissatisfied with their . life

~

together after exposure to Phyllis
Lenny’s life style. The only thing

" the two girls had in common, be-

sides’ a similar appearance, was
the fact that both did volunteer
work at the Army hospital. Once
they ‘began to meet away from

- the hospital, Lord was afraid Ruth

would make unfavorable com-
parisons. It had seemed inevitable.
Paul Lord had met Ruth- at the

" hospital. He had been there to

have some shrapnel fragments re-

~moved from his left leg shortly

before his discharge. She had been
one of the volunteers who brought

books around, read to the men,.
- and wrote letters for the patients

. unable to write. .Lord was the

- only man in his ward well enough

to appreciate what he saw.

He ‘invited her to the tiny post
theater a couple of times and she
accepted. After he was discharged
from the hospital and then the

" . Army, he had remained in the

Washington area, and she had
continued to see him. He had de-

-cided to resume his education. He

wanted to become a patent attor-
ney, and Washington, D.C. was

'  the best place in which to do it.

One night he had carefully ex-
p]alned his - financial status to
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Ruth. They decided that his G.I -

educational benefits plus his in-
come . from his part-time job
would be enough they could be

married. They couldn’t-afford chil-.

dren right away, but ~they could
be married. '
Now, as the butler led hiin to

Zoltan Lenny’s office, Lord was
afraid his one-year marriage might

be over. He knew his wife had

" been kidnapped by mistake and

he knew the-men had killed the -

Lenny chauffeur: There didn’t ap-
pear to be much hope that she’d

be released even if they got what-

ever it was they wanted. There

A

would be no hope at all if "they -

didn’t.

- When the butler opened the of-
Zoltan Lenny was

fice door
speaking. “Of course, I'm not go-
ing to pay the ransom. That’s all
I'd need. Once word got around

that I was willing to pay ransom

for total strangers, there would be
no end to it.”

turned to look, and Phyllis ran to
Lord. -“Oh, Paul, I'm so sorry,”
she said, taking his arm and bring-

ing him farther into the room.-

“This is Paul Lord, Ruths hus-
band.” '

“Oh, the husband Sorry about_

this, son,” Lenny said.
Paul "Lord brushed it 351de.
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‘the doorway. “Who’s this?”
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“You were saying something about --

ransom. How much do they
want?” He spoke crisply. '
“Half a.million in small, used
bills.” '
There were six agents in the
-room. One of them took Paul’s

room with his g’lance,l making éye'
contact with_all of the agents. “I

~ don’t want you people to do any-

thing that might put her in more
danger than she is already. Don’t
tell the newspapers they took the
wrong woman. If they find out

arm and tried. to pull him away.—~ they have nothmg to sell to Mr.

“Mr. Lord, I'd like to ask you—" .

Lord turned on him. “Do you
know how I can keep those meén
from killing my wife "and get her
back?” he snapped.

“Well, uh—"

“Then keep your hands off me
~ and keep your mouth shut.”

The agent’s face reddened, but
he remained silent.

Zoltan Lenny watched the
scene with an expression of sur-
prise on his face.

“Okay,” Lord continued, “how
do they want the money deliv-
eredP” ,

Lenny shook his head. “They
didn’t say. They just told me how
much they wanted and gave me a
week to raise it.”

“Oh!”

" Lenny misunderstood.
. much time, is it?”
“It’s too much time,” Lord said,

getting control of himself again.
“My wife isn’t strong.”
“You mean she’s ill?”

“I mean- she’s’ not strong. This. -

experience is going to be very bad
for her.” He paused to sweep the
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“Not .

Lenny, they won’t call again.”
He turned to Zoltan Lenny. -
“When they call again, tell them
youll have the money and ask
how they want it delivered.” By

“But Im not going to pay the
" ransom,” Lenny protested.

Paul Lord put his hands flat on
Lenny’s desk and leaned forward -
with his face only inches away
“from the other man’s. ‘“Mister,
you tell them exactly what 1 told
you to tell them. Nothing more. -
Nothing less. Ruth is my wife.
This will be handled my way.
Don’t any of you make the mis-
take of getting me more _angry
than I am already.”

Zoltan Lenny wasn’t used to

" -being talked to this way. He

watched Paul Lord leave the

‘room and realized his mouth was

~hanging open like a schoolboy’s. |
He snapped it shut and sat more
“erect in his chair.

“Wow!” Phyllis Lenﬂy ex-

claimed in awed tones. . “That ex-
plains it.” .
“Don’t talk in riddles,” her fa-

ther said. “What explains what?”
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“At the hospital there were sev-
eral. men who had been in Nam
with Paul Lord,” she said. “They

I4

.were all afraid of him.”
 Lenny cleared his throat. “He’s
right, of course. The woman is his
wife. The decisions 'should be his,
not ours.” - )

The -agent in charge stepped
forward. “That may be, sir, but
what about the telephone number
the kidnapper called? Am I safe
. in assuming it is unlisted?” -.

“All of my numbers are- un-
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listed, and that one was the most
private of all. Less than a dozen
men have -it, and none of them °
could possibly have given it to the
kidnappers.” '

“Let me have the names.of the
people; anyhow, Mr. ‘Lenny. They
will have to be checked out.” -

Lenny shrugged and gave him .

" the list. The first name was the

President of the United States. -

- Bruce. and Victor Cowles had

the same last name, but they
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weren’t brothers. They were cous-
ins. They had, however, lived and
worked together for the previous

five years, first as linemen for the

telephone company, and later at a

long list of illegal activities, cul-

minating with the kidnapping of
Ruth Lord.”

They got their start in crime by.

accident, literally. Bruce fell Trom

a pole and landed, headfirst, .on

" concrete, suffering brain damage.
His 1.Q. plummeted from high-av-
erage to the low sixties. Bruce be-

came ‘a childish automaton. The .

insurance settlement he received
was large because of “the extent
and permanence of the damage.
After the settlement, the cousins
lived like princes on Bruce’s
money. They traveled widely,
staying at the best hotels and eat-
ing in the finest restaurants. They

‘wore expensive, tailored suits and

often moved on to new places,
forgetting to pick them up from

-the cleaners, and had more made

in the next city. They gambled in-

_sanely, accepting the most ridicu-
lous bets and making good their
losses instantly. They tipped liber-

ally and attracted a following of

hangers-on, both male and female,

who were content to tell them

what great fellows they were as

long as they paid the bills.
The cousins had acted as

though the money would last for-
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' ever; but it lasted little more ‘than

six months. By then there was no
chance that Victor would be con-
tent to go back to climbing tele- -
phone poles for a living, and
Bruce had nowhere to go at all.
Crime—specifically, armed rob-
beries—was the only answer. "At.
least, it was the solution Victor
found.

It wasn’t easy money, but it
was quick money, and it allowed
them to continue their free-and-

“easy style ‘of living. A robbery a
week, or sometimes two, was all it

took. They progressed from filling
stations to supermarkets, and even
robbed a couple of small branch
banks before Victor decided that
robbery was too. much work and
risk. There had to be something .
else.

Victor remembered connecting
the private lines at the Lenny 'es-
tate in Maryland. At the time, he
had carefully’ made note of the
telephone numbers. He liked to
have the private numbers of im-
portant men. It made no differ-
ence that he would never use
them. The green phone had obvi-

ously been the most important be--

cause it was a direct line from a
Washington, D.C. exchange, and .

‘it had no extensions in the man-

sion. He had circled it in ‘red.
He also remembered seeing
Lenny’s white Rolls-Royce drop
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- tions.

" his daughter at Walter Reed
Army Hospital one mommg He

and Bruce had been checking tele-

A

woman inside. She was still un-

~ conscious.

phone lines when the car passed.-

The car was memorable because
of its one-of-a-kind, custom body,
and the cousins had admired it
~ when they’'d seen it at the Lenny

.estate. Victor took the two memo-
ries, put them together, and they
added up to a full-blown kidnap
scheme. :

‘Now, a few weeks later, the
plan was in operation- and they
" were speeding along a back road

-

_in Virginia. Bruce had removed

the Army shirt and hat and was
driving with the mechanical pre-
cision he brought €0 all of his ac-
Victor sat in the center of

the rear seat with his feet resting -

on the still form of the girl.

She had tried to make a break
for it when they were changing
cars in Rock Creek Park. Victor
had hit her with his fist, and she
hadn’t moved since. He had
watched her while he made the
" call to Lenny from a roadside
phone, but she hadn’t so much as
twitched. )

Bruce slowed their car and
made a right turn onto a gravel-
-covered farm road. A-few minutes
- later he parked the car behind a
weather-beaten frame building
. whereé it couldn’t be seen from the
road, and helped Victor carry the
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In the large front room there
was a cage made of steel-rods that
had been welded together. The
only thing it contained was a |
stained old mattress. They-
dropped Ruth Lord onto the mat- -
tress and Victor squatted beside

"her. He opened a few buttons on

her bodice and slid his hand in-
side. After a moment he nodded
and stbod up. “She’s -breathin’.
She’ll come around before long.”
" They left the cage and Victor
snapped a large padlock in place,
locking it securely behind them.
“Did you have to hit her?”
Bruce asked, his face an un-
readable mask. '
“Sure I did. You. know that
You saw her try to run.’ o
“But you promised,” Bruce ac-

cused.

“I know.”

“You promised,”
peated “You said if she had to be
hit, 1 could do it.”

Twenty minutes passed before
the girl regained consciousness.
She made a whimpering . sound
and sat up, holding her head with ~
both hands. The left side of her
face was swollen and discolored
from' the blow Victor had struck.

She began to cry and strands of-

blonde hair stuck to her wet
cheek. : :
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= “Shut up!” Victor ordered,. and
the girl reacted as though she had
~ been kicked. :

She twisted around on the mat-

tress, cowering and holding one
arm up in a defensive pose, until

she was facing the cousins. They.

“sat side by side on the couch, re-
garding her through the bars. -
. “Any more noise out of you and
youll get your head whipped
some more,” Victor threatened.
He took a puff on his cigarette
and continued, “Be quiet.and be-
have. You give us any trouble and
you'll wish to hell you hadn’t.”
She wiped her eyes, but she

CRIME BY ACCIDENT

bling. . “What do you want with
me?” -

= “Money—what else? Your old
man is going to part with a piece.
of the Lenny fortune: if he ever
wants to see you again.”

“But . . . But-" ~ -

* “But nothing. My partner and I
don’t mindtaking a risk if we get
paid for it, but youre not goin’
nowhere unless your old man
pays. You better hope he likes you

.amore than his money because he’s
~going to have to part with one of

> >3

em. A
Victor stood up -and crushed out

_his cigarette on the bare wooden
* couldn’t keep her chin from trem- "~

floor with the heel of his shoe.
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- barracks at Fort McNair.

“Stay with her,”
“I'm .goin” to get some sleep. I'll
relieve you later. We've a long
week ahead of us.”

By the time Paul Lord had St-o-.

len a boat and rowed:across the
Washington Channel- from East
Potomac Park, it was 2:47 in the
morning, He dropped the boat’s
cement-block anchor into the pol-
luted water beside a retaining
‘wall and leaped, catching the top
of the concrete wall with the tips
of his fingers. He pulled himself to
-the -top and looked carefully about
. him. It was a cloudy, ‘moonless
night; and he had trouble seeing
_very well. It was plain, however,
that his navigation had been accu-
rate. He was behind one of the

Army posts are amazingly alike
and FortMcNair is the only one

located along the east bank of the:

channel. .

- Lord was dressed entirely in
black. He had. on black -denims
_ with a black cotton turtleneck
sweater, and he’d applied a coat
of dull black to his tennis shoes
with a spray' can of quick-drying
paint. From his wide belt hung a
“boltcutter. When he moved from
the wall he dissolved sﬂently into
the deep shadows.

To,get to. the front walk he. had':

to creep past the post arms room,
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he said to Bruce.

Alt

but he didn’t pause. He had no
use for a-mortar, bazooka, or any
of the other heavy weapons stored
there. At the walk he stopped and-
looked both ways for the sentry,
he- knew was "posted. There- was

"no one in sight, so he knew. the

guard had to be at one of the.ex-
treme ends of his post. Lord made
a dash for the barracks’ entxance-
and disappeared inside.

The Charge of Quarters was

asleep on a cot in the office to his

left. Lord slipped quietly inside
and leaned over the counter. He
pulled out a drawer and' removed
a pair of Colt.45 caliber automat-
ics. He placed one in each of the
side pockets of his trousers and
moved silently into the larger
room. There were several rows of
bunks, almost every one contain-
ing a sleeping man. The only light -
came from the office behind-him

_and the entrance to the latrine at
- the far end of the room.

A long rifle rack stood in the
center of the floor. A steel chain-
ran through the trigger guards of
two rows of M-16 rifles to keep
anyone from removing a weapon.
Lord advanced to the rack, taking
the boltcutter from his belt. The
men of. this barracks were as-
signed as honor guards: The M-16
rifles were all new and in perfect

-condition. He placed the “chain in
“the cutter’s jaws and waited. One

\

ALFRED HITCHCOCK S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



of the sleeping soldiers was snor-
ing. Lord timed the rhythm of the
man’s snores, then crushed the
chain when the- snoring covered
the snap of the metal links. He re-
moved half a.dozen.empty maga-
zines from - weapons, then lifted
the end rifle from the rack and re-
treated the way he had come.

. As he passed the office he saw
that the CQ  was still sleeping
peacefully, lying on his back with
- one arm_ shielding his ‘eyes from

the hght Lord waited in the
shadow of .the entrance until the
sentry had passed. Then he moved
out, crouching low. He now had
~ three weapons—two pistols and an

automatic rifle—~but he didn’t have
_so much as one round of ammuni-
tion. That was his next target.
: An ammunition bunker had
"been hollowed out of the ground
~ between the barracks and the
arms room. It was nearly hidden
by foliage. Only a three-foot .
round door “secured by a heavy
brass padlock was above ground
level. The pit had been designed
~ to hold emergency supplies.

.Lord dropped to his knees be-
side the door and placed the M-16

and extra magazines on the grass:.
One bite of the boltcutter’s jaws

“and the lock’s shackle fell away.
He pulled open the door and
Jlooked inside: with the aid of a
pencil flashlight. He could  seé
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cases of mortar rounds and ba-

zooka rockets on the bottom, but.
what 'he wanted was all within
reach of the opening. He pulled
out.a metal box of ammunition for
the M-16, .a small box of .45 cali-’
ber rounds, and a few hand gre-
nades.

He was interrupted by the
scrape of .feet in- the distance and
knew the guard was returning. He
got up and faced the approaching
man, It was too late to retreat
without being seen, so he walked
toward the sentry with his head
down. He held his left hand palm-
up in front of him as though ex-
amining' something he had just
found. He advanced on the sentry
without lookmg up, and his odd
behavior took the man off guard.

The sentry managed to say,
“Halt!” but that was all. He had
let Lord get too close. Before he
could get out another word, Paul
Lord had disarmed him and

‘knocked him senseless with his

own weapon. At Fort McNair, as
at most stateside military installa-
tions, guard duty was assigned to
the ‘most 1nexper1enced men, and
the weapons they carried were
unloaded. - Lord ‘knew this, but it.
wouldn’t have made any differ-
ence if the circumstances had |
been different. He had over-
powered his share of fully-armed
cpmbat veterans, too.
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He turned and dashed back to
his pile of loot, gathered every-
thing up and trotted to where

he’d left the boat anchored. Now -

that he didn’t have to worry
about the sentry sounding an
alarm for a few minutes, he was
able to move without trying to be
completely silent. He dumped ev-
erythmg into the waiting boat and
-was halfway across the channel
before the sentry regained  con-
sciousness - and staggered toward
the nearest barracks.

At 7:30 in the morning, when
an FBI man knocked-at the front

door of Paul Lord’s rented home

in Silver Spring, Maryland, a sub-
urb of Washington, D.C., Lord
had already concealed his loot in
his garage and treated himself to
a long, hot shower. He hadn’t
been to bed, but he was fully
alert.

“Yes?” he asked, without step-

ping back to invite the agent in-

side.
The FBI man held out Ruth’s
handbag. “This was found in Rock

Creek Park beside the abandoned'

limousine.”

Lord took the bag and allowed

himself a small smile.. “Good. .1
was wortried about that.”

The agent frowned. What do
you mean?”
. _“Without the handbag and the

* identification she carried, the only
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.-way thé kidnappers can know

they have the wrong woman is if
someone tells them.” . )

The agent started to ask some-
thing else, but Lord had already .

_ closed the door.

At ‘10:30 aan., as soon as the
early-morning rush had ended, and

well before the lunch-hour cus- - -

tomers would arrive, a lone bandit -
robbed a branch of the Riggs Na-
tional Bank in Washington. No
shots ‘were fired, but the robber‘
was obviously prepared to shoot if
it .came to that. He was armed
with two .45 _caliber automatics.
At two in the afternoon, during
a similar .business lull, another
branch of the same bank was
robbed.  The total loot was in ex- -
cess of $80,000, and it had been -
the same man both times. Movies
of the holdups were shown on
television, but they didn’t help to
identify him. He had been dressed

“in black from head to foot, and

his face had been covered by a
woolen Navy watch cap with eye-
holes. It had been pulled down to "

form a hood.

*The only thing witnesses could
be certain of was that he wore ‘a
wide wedding band, something

"the hidden cameras confirmed. He

hadn’t worn gloves, yet he'd left
no fingerprints. Everything he had
touched, he had taken with him.-
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The following day there were.
two more bank robberies, bringing

the total amount'stolen to
$217,000; but that wasn't what
had tlie TV commentators scream-
ing. This time shots had been
fired. As the bandit was backing
out of the side entrance of the
second bank, he ran into a woman
who was trying to enter. The
bank guard took the. opportunity
provided by the confusion to dive

for the revolver he’d been forced -

to throw away. As he came up
with the weapon in his hand, the
bandit fired once and a bullet tore
‘into the guard’s shoulder. The
force spun him around and

knocked him through a plate-glass

window.

Paul Lord got up from where
he’d been watching the replay of
the afternoon’s events on televi-
sion and clicked off the set.. The

coffee table in front of the couch

was piled high with banded cur-
rency. He transferred it to a large
suitcase and frowned. The' case
was a long way from being full.
He closed it and slid it out of
sight between the back of the
couch and the wall.

Next he picked up the tele-
. phone and dialed the number he’d
been calling a dozen times a day
since his wife was kidnapped.

“Any news?” he asked as soon as
the phone was answered.
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“No,” Zoltan Lenny replied.
“They haven’t called back yet.”
"Lord dropped the phone into its
cradle. He had to think. Every

bank in the District of Columbia

would have police hiding in. it to-
morrow. He was sure of it, but he
couldn’t stop, so he was going to
have to change the pattern.

The next morning the bandit in
black raided a bank in College
Park, and eluded -a police chase
across the campus of the Univer-
sity of Maryland. In the afternoon
he avoided the District of Co-
lumbia again and showeéd up in
Arlington, Virginia. This time he
hit it lucky. It was the 15th of the
month and the bank was prepared
to cash government payroll checks
for the civilian employees of the
Pentagon. The loot from this one
bank came to almost $300,000,
and his total for three days was .
$554,000.

Victor Cowles paced the floor
around the cage. Ruth sat on the
dirty mattress, watching him ap-
prehensively. He was - sorry now
he'd. given Zoltan Lenny a.week
to raise the ransom. A rich guy
like that wouldn’t need a week.
Maybe a day would have been
enough. Every day had certainly
seemed like a week. There had

been nothing in the papers, but

that ‘made him uneasy, not_con-
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fident. The cops weren’t going to
ignore the dead driver. He wished

he had a radio or TV to tell him

what was going on.

“Hey, Bruce!” he called. When
the sleepy-eyed Bruce appeared,
he - said,
broad. I'm going to go make.a
-phone call.”

This time when Paul Lord ar-
rived at the Lenny mansion there
wasn’t the same feverish activity
as the day of the.kidnapping.
There was only one unmarked
FBI car parked in front, and the

_butler took his time answering the .

door. He was led to Lenny’s office
where the millionaire and two

- FBI agents Lord hadn’t seen be--
fore were waiting. A tape

re¢order was on a table beside the
kidney-shaped desk.

“Do you want to hear the
call?” one of the agents asked.

Lord stared at him for a few
seconds. “That’s why I drove all
the way out here,” he said in a
level tone.

The agent pushed the play-back .
- button and the reels began to
' turn.

Zoltan Lenny’s voice was the
first to come from the speaker
“Yes?”

“Do you have the money?” The
voice was gruff dlsgmsed '

“Yes, I do.”
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“Keep an eye.on the

-“All of it? And all in old bills?”
“Yes.”
Okay I want you to brmg it
to me.’
“No.” :
“Don’t .get smart, mister! You'
want to see your daughter again?”
“You can have the money, but I
won’t bring it.”
. “I want gou to bring it.”
" “The point is -not negotiable.
You have my daughter; you are
not going to have me as well. Tl
send a man with the money any-
where you say, but I will not
'bring it myself.” :
“Scared,” huh? . Okay. You get
‘your car back yet?”
“The Rolls-Royce?”
- “Yeah, the big wh1te one.’
“Yes, it’s here.”
“Okay, listen good. At mldm'ght
I want one man in the car with
the money. He’s to" cross. Chain
Bridge into Virginia and follow
Glebe Road. At Columbia Pike he
should turn right and drive to Bai-
ley’s Crossroads. Make a left there
and drive to Alexandria. He’s to
keep driving back and forth along
that route until he sees a green
light flashing at him. When he
does, he should stop and- hand
over the'money. You got that?”

“‘Chain Bridge . . . Glebe Road
. Columbia Pike . . . Bailey’s
Crossroads: . : .. Alexandria,”

Lenny repeated the order and ‘was
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rewarded with a click from the
* distant receiver.

The agent turned off the ma-
chine. “The call' came from an-
other exchange. That’s all -we
know for sure. With direct dialing
it’s almost jmpossible to trace a
call.” .

“I'll. be” borrowing your car
tonight,” Lord told Lenny. It

 wasn’t a request.

“Yes, certainly.”

Lord.looked thoughtfully at the
-agents. “Just the two of you,
huh?” :

“Yes. A high-priority case came
up,”” the leader said apolo-
getically. =

“I'm not complaining. The two

- "of you are more than I want, but
maybe the fact that'only two of
you are here will explain why.
Nothing is more important to me
than my wife. I'm not putting her
safety in the hands of people who
don’t value it as much as I do.
This is just one more case to you,
and not a very important one.”

“That’s not so. We regard all
cases as important.”

“Mister, -if those guys had really
kidnapped the daughter of Zoltan
Lenny, would there be only two
of you in this room tonight?” He
waved his hand impatiently, cut-
ting off the reply. “Don’t bother
saying anything. 1 already know
the answer. Just dont interfere. I
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want my wife back, gentlemen.”

Sitting at a scarred wooden
table in the kitchen of ‘the farm!
house, Victor Cowles fastened a
piece of green tissue paper over
the lens of his flashlight with a

—rubber band. Then he turned the

light on and off rapidly -a few
times to test it. Satisfied, he got
up and stuck it into his hip
pocket.

The sound of digging came
from the open door. Victor went
to it and looked out. Bruce was
stripped to the waist and busy
with a pick and shovel. He stood
in a rectangular hole about four
feet deep that he had dug behind
the building. .

“Go down another foot or so,

then make the hole more square,”

Victor ordered.

“Square?”

“Yeah.” Victor grinned. “We
wouldn’t want anyone to come
along later and think it looked
like a grave.” '

Paul Lord crossed Chain Bridge
exactly at midnight. He drove sev-
eral miles below the speed limit,
sweeping his glance from one side
of the road to the other as he
went. He wanted to be sure to see
the flashing green light.

Victor watched the white lim-
ousine go by and examined the
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other traffic carefully. Everything
looked cool. That’s what he had
expected. Zoltan Lenny wasn’t
_about to let anything happen to

-

“then get the hell out -of here.
We'll let the girl go in a few
hours.”

-He waited until Lord turned

his ‘only kid, not over a mere half-—and started to walk back to the

million. That was chicken feed to
him.

Victor waited until he saw the -

car returning, then stood by the
side of his car with an automatic
pistol in one hand and his flash-
light in the other. He pointeéd the
light at -the Rolls-Royce and
turned it on and off several ‘times.
_ The limousine swung off the road
“and joined him on the blacktop
beside the ticket booth of a closed
drive-in theater.

Paul Lord, dressed- entlrely in
‘black, climbed from behind the _
wheel, then reached back inside
~ for his large suitcase. He brought
it to within fifteen feet of Cowles
before Victor told him, “That’s far
enough.’ Just set it down and lift ~
the lid.” -

Lord squatted beside the case
" and worked the catches and straps
by touch alone. He didn’t take his
eyes off the pistol Victor held at
his side. Victor liked that. It
showed respect for the fact that
he held the aces.

One look was all Victor needed.
© 'He’d hit the jackpot! His - mouth

was suddenly dry. and he wanted

to get the transaction completed.
“Okay. Closejitrup,” he said,
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limousine béfore raising the . pistol
from his side. Then he took care-
ful aim at a spot between the re-
treating shoulder. blades. and
cocked the hammer with his °
thumb.

Paul Lord must have been wait- .

dng for that sound because he

threw himself to one side, twisted

- around, and ended up lying prone

with .a’ cannon in each fist: Victor
found himself looking down the
pistol barrels while his own
weapon was still pomtlng high
.and to the left.

“Drop it!” Lord ordered. - .

, Victor let his pistol fall. “You're
making a mistake,” he said hur-
‘riedly. “You won’t get Lennys
daughter back this way.’

“She’s not Lenny’s daughter.
She’s my wife. And if you were
going to shoot -a deliveryman to
keep from being identified, you're
not about to let- her go willirigly, »
no matter how much you're paid.”
He lowered his aim slightly and
then both pistols spit flame. -

Victor felt the shock of his

kneecaps being blown away, and

the next thing he knew the as-
phalt was rushing up to meet. his
face. Even before the pain began,
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he pried, “Get me a doctor! I'm
- dying!” , _

“Yes, you are,” Paul Lord
agreed quietly. “But you have
something to tell me first.”

“We have half a dozen cars sta-
tioned along the delivery route
and a helicopter running without
lights overhead,” the FBI agent
told Zoltan Lenny.
think we’d let him meet the kid-
nappers alone, did you?” 4

“I didn’t know,” Lenny said,
.making ‘a face and shrugging. He
felt uneasy in situations where he
couldn’t predict the outcome, so
he tried to give the impression
that his lack of knowledge was
unimportant.

“We have a standing rule never
to interfere as long as there’s a
chance that the victim will be re-
leased unharmed. But that doesn’t
. apply in this case. Paul Lord isn’t
being very realistic, so we have to
be. Once the kidnappers. realize
Lord doesn’t have the ransom
money with him, there’s no telling
what will happen. We rmust be

" .ready to act.”

“I had assumed he intended to
~ pay the ransom,” Lenny said.

“Sir, that’s half a million dollars
we're talking about. Where could
he—” The agent stiffened as
though he’d just received an elec-

tric shock. He snatched the tele-~
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“You didn’t

phone'from Lenny’s desk and
pushed the buttons as fast as he
could.

Ruth Lord’s face was smudged

" with dirt and streaked from cry-

ing. She had neither a mirror nor
makeup, and the cousins hadn’t al-
lowed her. to wash. Her left cheek
hurt and she was sure she had a
livid bruise, but somehow she
managed to be attractive. At least
Bruce Cowles didn’t seem to be
repelled by her appearance.
Whenever Victor was away in the
car, as now, Bruce would stand -
holding the bars of thé cage and
stare down at her.

“Where has your friend gone‘r‘”
Ruth asked.

“To* get the money,” Bruce an-
swered expressionlessly.

“The ransom?” .

He nodded once—a short,
choppy motion. .

Ruth’ didn’t know about the
hole Bruce had dug, but she did
know that ™ Zoltan Lenny wasn’t
going to pay, half a million dollars
for her release. A look of terror
crossed her face, but she quickly
suppressed it. She had to get away
somehow before the other man re-
turned empty-handed. -

“You will let me go when he
gets back?” She forced herself to
smile. _

He didn’t answer for a moment,
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then said, “Yeah, we’ll let you go.”

“Let me go now. Please! I don’t
. like your friend. I'm afraid of him.
I won't tell anyone about’ this
place, and you can say I tricked
you and ran away. He wont
know.” :
“He’d know. Victor is real
smart.” .

“No, he wont.” She put her
hand over his on the bars.
“Please? I'll . .. I'll be nice to
you before I go.”

Bruce seemed to focus his dull

eyes for the first time. “You will?™

“Yes, yes, 1 will,” she said
quickly, .bobbing her head up and
down for emphasis.

- Bruce fished_in his pocket and

- found the key to the padlock. He
~ opened the door of the cage and .

stepped inside. “Will you let me
hurt you?” he asked.

Ruth couldn’t keep her lower
~ lip from trembling. “Yes,” she an-
swered, and moved close and let
" him jput his arms around her.

Paul Lord heard the low-flying
helicopter and looked up, but he
couldn’t see anything. His upward
vision was .obstructed by the
drive-in’s canopy. He had no
doubt the chopper was searching
for him, though. He should have
known the FBI wouldn’t let him
handle this himself. If the* kidnap-
per hadn’t chosen a meeting place
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that was shielded from above, the
spot would have been crawling
with agents already. As it was, the
chopper must have missed 'seeing
him turn and cars were probably

being dlspatched to search for .

him.
Lord left Victor's battered body

on the ground behind the white

limousine. He transferred' the
M-16 and his extra magazines
from the Rolls-Royce to Victor’s
car. Then he shot away from the
theater, leaving the suitcase on
the asphalt.

" Victor had told him about the
farm. He had been very anxious to
tell him anything he- wanted to
know. At first Victor had been re-
luctant, but at the .end he was
blurting out answers before Lord
had the questions completed.

The farm was less than ten
miles away. He could be there in
minutes. He leaned on his horn
and shot past the occasional other
traffic as though it were standing
still. He saw a couple of cars he
was sure held FBI men, but they

hardly gave him a glance. Until-

they found the Rolls-Royce,_that’s
the only car for which they'd be
looking.

He slowed when he knew he
was getting close to the place
where he’d have to turn. -He
watched for the roadside mailbox
and the name Victor had told him
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to_expect. When he found it, ‘he

swung right onto the farm road.
' Halfway to the house, he was met
by Bruce, running down the
middle of the road; waving his
arms. )

- Lord pulled up and got out.
The headhghts blinded Bruce until
he reached the car. When he saw
it wasn’t Victor coming back, he
looked around vacantly, confused.

“Where is she?” Lord de-
manded. . ’

Bruce didn’t say anything.

“Did you hurt her?”

Bruce smiled stupidly and nod-
ded. A

Lord pulled the trigger on the
M-16 and held it back until the
magazine was empty. He was fir-
ing his fourth full magazine . into
what was left of Bruce’s body
when the first Federal agents ar-

Dear Reader:

rived and carefully disarmed him.

Two miles away, Ruth Lord
came staggering, scratched and
bleeding, out of a field. She was
picked up by a passing truck
driver. He rushed her to the po- .
lice station in Arlington, Virginia.
She told them that Bruce Cowles
had let her escape while the other
kidnapper was away colle¢ting the
ransom. ’

There was no trial for Paul
Lord. He was allowed to plead

_guilty to one count of bank rob-

bery, the one where he had
wounded ‘the guard. The judge
took into consideration all exten-
uating circumstances and sen-
tenced him to five years in prison.
Ruth -met another man and di-
vorced Lord before he’d served a
year. :
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‘ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE
STANDARD SUBSCRIPTION RATES

ONE YEAR .........0 e reeenens
B TWO YEARS......ccooeee
THREE YEARS
Make check ’ Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine , . 223
payable (o > 784 US. 1, Suite 6 : '
and mar to North Palm Beach. Florida 33408
T am a subscriber,
extend my subscription: <12 issues
This is a new order for:—12 issues
My remittance of $............ is attach
NAME
ADDRESS
CITY ' STATE &ooe
- *FLORIDA RESIDENTS ADD 4% SALES TAX IMPORTANT: FILL IN YOUR ZIP CODE

Save on Back Issues

Now that you have come to the.last page of your Alfred Hitchcock’s
Mystery Magazine we hope that you can’t wait until the next issue is
publishéd. So THIS IS WHAT WE HAVE TO OFFER:

While they last, we will send you postpaid FIVE RECENT BACK IS-
SUES for $2.00. All five issues will be in MINT FRESH, A-ONE
CONDITION. PLEASE - USE THE ORDER COUPON BELOW.

ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 223
784 U.S. 1, Suite 6, North Palm Beach, Fla. 33408

Please send me your special back issue offer of five recent issues for which I enclose $2.00
NAME
ADDRESS

SR ) ) X . zIP
CITY : STATE . CODE

IMPORTANT: FILL IN YOUR ZIP CODE .
Make checks payable to Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine.

-
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His newest Perry Masons: rmem— R, B e S
1. The Case of the Postponed Murder. 9
(Publ. Ed. $5.95) OHND.

2. The Case of the Fenced-In Woman.
(Publ. Ed. $5.95) 1
J. J. MARRIC

3. Gideon's Press. Scotland Yard foils a

plot. (Publ. Ed. $4.95)

NGAIO MARSH

4. Black As He’s Painted. Assassins at the
diplomatic garden party. (Publ. Ed. $6.95)
LEN DEIGHTON

5. Spy Story. Another spell-binder
by the writer of * The Ipcress File.”
(Publ. Ed. $6.95)

DONALD WESTLAKE

6. Jimmy The Kid. The unlucky
masterminds of “Hot Rock’ and
“Bank Shot'" try again: with a
kidnapping. (Publ. Ed. $6.95)
GEORGE HARMON COXE

7. The Inside Man. What
happened to the dead sky-
jacker’s $450,000 booty?

(Publ. Ed. $5.95)

BRIAN GARFIELD

8. The Threepersons Hunt.

A hair-raising chase after an escaped
convict—by the author of the movie hit,
“'Death Wish.” (Publ. Ed. $6.95)

JOHN D. MACDONALD

9. A Deadly Shade of Gold. The new
Travis McGee adventure. (Publ. Ed. $7.50)
MIGNON EBERHART

10. Danger Money. Brand-new by the
“*Queen’’ of suspense. (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

GEORGES SIMENON
11. Maigret and the Millionaires.
His latest case. (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

_ The Detective Book Club, Roslyn, New York 11576

‘ MicDONALD

1
]
]

Please enroll me as a member and send at once the
4 double-volumes and 1 triple-volume shown on the other
side, containing 11 mysteries. | enclose no money now.
I may examine my introductory books for one week,
then will either accept all 5 volumes for the special
new-member price of only $1 (plus postage and handling)
or return them and owe nothing. As a member, | will
receive free the Club’s monthly Preview which describes

YSTERIES FOR"1.

THE KID

)

@fdmn%

W dd Murie -

my next selections, but | am not obligated to accept them; | will always
have at least 10 days to reject any volume by returning the form provided.

I may return any book at the Club’s expense for full credit. For

each

monthly 3-in-1 selection | keep, | will send you only $3.89 (plus postage

and handling). | may cance!l my membership at any time.

(Books shipped in U.S.A. and Canada only.) 5-YD
Mr.
Ms. (please print plainly)
(See Address
other side 42-5A
for further
details.) ¢ City, State Zip

Note: Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only. Canadian members will be

serviced from Ontario; offer slightly different in Canada.
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Original L@unﬂ@ﬂnsﬂn@[rs price $7/©

For $1 enjoy 11 big thrillers |nclud|ng
the two newest Perry Masons. Plus the
latest adventures of Travis McGee and

" Inspector Maigret. Plus brand-new who-
dunits by Mignon Eberhart, Len Deighton, *
Brian Garfield and Donald Westlake.

These 11 mysteries in the publishers’
original editions cost $70.00. But you get
all 11 full-length névels, in 5 handsome
hardbound volumes for only $1 — wh||e
they last.

We would like to send you these 11
great mysteries to prove to you that The
Detective Book Club gives more and asks
fess of you than any other club

. You'll pay no member- <
ship fee. There is no .
minimum number of
books you must buy. You

- getfreethe Club's
Preview which describes
each month's selectiohs.
You may reject ary vol-
ume before or after -~ N
receiving it. And you may
cancel at any time.

Yoip— Leslie Charteris (' The ;

3

When you do accept a Club-selection;
you get three complete, uncondensed .

. detective novels in one handsome, hard:

bound triple-volume (like the one shown

“on this page) for dnly $3.89. That's less

than'you'd have to pay for any one of

these novels in its trade edition. v
The Club’s editors'select the best from .

more than 300 mystery books publlshed

.., each year. Their choices are s6 out-

standing that many mystery wrlters a're N
members, too. :
Recent selections have mcluded new -
thrillers by top authors like those w
featured above — plus Agatha Chrlstle I
Samt ), EIIery Queen, '
~+Hugh PenteCost, John.¥
" Creasey, Dick Francis,
Rae Foley, and others.
Return the postpaid
card below to get your
“1l mystenes for $1.
. The Detective Book
Club Roslyn, New York
11576.

v

Business Reply Mail toe

No postage stamp necessary Ce

if mailedin the Unifed States
Postage Will Be Paid By

‘The Detective Book Club

¢ Roslyn New York 11576 .

1, First Class -
"o 1, Permit No.7
" Roslyn, N.Y.~

B ..‘, -~ H (see

: it other side
L, | for further
R detalis)






