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I\Zarch 1977

Dear Reader:

Of the twelve calendar months es-
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madness, reality and illusion.

So when the wind rattles your windows, settle down

- with this latest AHMM and let it rattle you. And even
if March should turn out to be lamblike this year, one.
thing we can promise you: AHMM won't.

Good reading.
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Victor C. Stabile : Vice President & Treasurer
Leonard F. Pinto . Vice President & General Manager
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It was a situation where they were damned zf théy did, 4
damned if they didn't . . . : g\

NOTHING SHORT OF
HIGHWAY ROBBERY

Y

$U=y/ Iéi.“"\ '

BY S |
L AWRENCE BLOCK

| cased up on the gas pedal a-few hundred yards ahead of the service
station. 1 was putting the brakes on when my brother Newton opened
his eyes and straightened up in his seat.

“We haven’t got but a gallon of gas left if we got that much,” T told
him. “And there’s nothing out ahead of us but a hundred miles of sand
and a whole lot of cactus, and I already seen enough cactus to last me a
spell.”
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He smothered a yawn with the back.of his hand. “Guess I went and

fell asleep,” he said. ~
“Guess you did.”

He yawned again while a fellow a few years oldern us came off of
the front porch of the house and walked our way, moving slow, taking
his time. Hé was wearing a broad-brimmed white hat against the sun
and a pair of bib overalls. The house wasn’t much, a one- story clap-
board structure with a flat roof. The garage alongside it must have
been built at the same time and designed by the same man.

He came around to my side and I told him to fill the tank. “Regu-
lar,” T said.

He shook his head. “High-test is all I got,” he said. “That be all
right?” ;

I nodded and he went around the car and commenced unscrewing
the gas cap. “Only carries high-test,” I said, not wildly happy about it.

“It'll burn as good as the regular, Vern.”

“I guess 1 know that. 1 guess I know it's another five cents a gallon
or another dollar bill on a tankful of gas, and don’t you just bet that’s
why he-does it that way? Because what the hell can you do if you want
regular? This bird’s the only game in town.”

“Well, I don’t guess a dollarll break us, Vern.”

[ said 1 guessed not and I took a look around. The pump wasn’t so
far to the rear that I pouldn’t get a look at it, and when I did I saw the
price per gallon, and it wasn’t just an extra nickel that old boy was tak-
ing from us. His high-test was priced a good twelve cents a gallon over
everybody else’s high-test.

I pointed this out to my brother and did some quick sums in my
head. Twelve cents plus-a nickel times say twenty gallons was three
dollars and forty cents. I said, ° D__mn Newton, you know how I hate
_bemg played for a fool.”

“Well, maybe he’s got his higher costs and all——being_out in the
middle of nowhere and all, little town like this.”

“Town? Where's the town at? Where we are ain't nothing but a wide
place in the road.”

And that was really all it was. Not even a crossroads just the frame
house and the garage alongside it, and on the other side of the road .a
café with a sign advertising home-cooked food and package goods. A
couple of cars over by the garage, two of them with their hoods up and
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various parts missing from them. Another car parked over by the café.

“Newt,” I said, “you ever see a softer place’n this?”

“Don’t even think about it.” -

“Not thinking about a thing. Just mentioning.” ‘

- “We don’t bother with nickels and dimes no more, Vernon. We
agreed on that. By tonight we’ll be in Silver City. Johnny Mack Lee’s
~ already there and first thing in the morning we’ll b'e_ taking that bank
off slicker'n a bald tire. You know all that.”

“T know.”

“So don’t be exermsmg your mind over nickels and dimes.”

“Oh, I know it,” "1 said. “Only we could use some kind of money
pretty soon. What have we got left? Hundred dollars'f’

“Little better'n that.”

“Not much better though.”

“Well, tomorrow’s payday,” Newt said. .

I knew he was right but it's a habit a man gets into, looking at a
place and figuring how he would go about taking it off. Me and Newt,
we always had a feeling for places like filling stations and liquor stores,
7-11 stores and like that. You just take ‘em off nice and easy; you get
in and get out, and a man can make a living that way. lee the saying
goes, it don’t pay much but it’s regular.

But then the time came that we did a one-to-five over to the state
pen and it was an education. We both of us came out of there knowing
the right people and the right way to operate. One thing we swore was
to swear off nickels and dimes. The man who pulls quick-dollar stick- -
- ups like that, he works ten times as often and takes twenty times the
risks of the man who takes his time setting up a big job and scoring it.
I remember Johnny Mack Lee saying it takes no more work to knock
over a bank than a bakery and the difference is dollars to doughnuts.

I looked up and saw the dude with the hat poking around under the
hood. “What’s he doing now, Newt? Prospecting for more gold?”

“Checking the oil, I guess.’
“Hope we don’t need none,” I said. “ ‘Cause you just know he’s gotta
be charging two dollars a quart for it.” : :

He did a good job of checking under there, topping up the battery
terminals and all, then he came around and leaned against the car
door. “Oil's 0.K.,” he said. “You sure took a long drink of gas. Good
you had enough to get here. And this here’s the last station for a whole
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lot of highway.”

“Well,” I said. “How much do we owe you?”

_He named a figure. High as it was; it came as no surprise to me
since I'd already turned and read it off of the pump: Then as I was
reaching in my pocket he said, “I guess you know about that fan
clutch, don’t you?”

" “Fan clutch?” ; ‘

He gave a long slow nod. “I suppose you got a few miles left-in it,”
he said. “Thing is, it could go any minute. You want to step out of the
car for a moment I can show you what I'm talking about.”

Well, I got out, and Newt got out his side, and we went and joinéd
this bird and peeked under the hood. He reached behind the radiator
and took ahold of some damned thing or other and showed us how it
was wobbling. “The fan clutch,” he said. “You ever replace-this here
since you owned the car?”

Newt looked at me and I looked back at him. All either of us ever
knew about a car is starting it and stopping it and the like..As a boy
Newt was awful .good at starting them without l(eys You know how
kids-are.

“Now if this goes, " he went on, “then there goes your water pump.
Probably do a good job on your radiator at the same time. You might
want to wait and have your own mechanic take care of it for you, The
way it is, though, I wouldn’t want to be driving too fast or too far with
it. Course if you hold it down to forty mlles an hour and stop from
time to time so’s the heat won’t build up—" - A

Me and Newt looked at each other again. Newt asked some more
about the fan clutch and the dude wobbled it again and told us more
about what it did, which we pretended to pay attention to and nodded
like it made sense to us.

“This fan clutch,” Newt said. “What's it run to replace it?”

“Around thirty, thirty-five dollars: Depends on the model and who
does the work for you, things like that.”

“Take very long?”

“Maybé twenty minutes.”

“Could you do it for us?”

The dude considered, cleared his throat, spat in the dirt. “Could,”
he allowed. “If T got the part, Let me just go and check.”

" When he walked off I said, “Brother, what's the odds that he’s got”
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that part?”

“No bet a- tall You figure there’s something wrong with our fan
clutch?”

“Who knows?”

“Yeah,” Newt said. “Can’t figure on him being a crook and just
spending his life out here in the middle of nowhere, but then you got
to consider the price he gets for the gas and all. He hasn’t had a cus-
tomer since we pulled in, you know. Maybe he gets one car a day and
tries to make a living off it.”

“So tell him what to do with his fan clutch.”

“Then again, Vern, maybe all he is in the world is a good mechanic
trying to do us a service. Suppose we cut out of here and fifty miles
down the road our fan clutch up and kicks our water pump through our
radiater or whatever the hell it is? By God, Vernon, if we don’t get to
Silver City tonight Johnny Mack Lee’s going to be vexed with us.”

“That’s a fact. But thirty-five dollars for'a fan clutch sure eats a hole
in Our capital, and suppose we finally get to Silver City and find out
Johnny Mack Lee got out the wrong side of bed and slipped on a
banana peel or something? Meamng if we get there and there’s no job,
then what do we do?”

“Well, 1 guess it's better'n being stuck in the desert.”
“I guess. -

Of course he had just the part we needed. You had to 'wonder how a
little gas station like that would happen to carry a full line of fan
clutches, which I never even heard of that particular part before, but
when I said as much to Newt he shrugged and said maybe an out-of-
the-way place like that was likely to carry a big stock because he was
too far from civilization to order parts when the need for them arose.

“The thing is,” he said, “all up and down the line you can read all of
this either way. Either we're being taken or we're being done a favor
for, and there’s no way to know for sure.”

~ While he set about doing whatever he had to do with the fan clutch,
we took his advice and went across the street for some coffee. “Woman
who runs the place is a pretty fair cook he said. “I"take all my meals
there my own self.”

—

“Takes all his meals here,” 1 said to Newt. “Hell, she’s got him .

where he’s got us. He don’t want to eat here he can walk sixty miles to
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a place more to his liking.”

The car that had been parked at the cafe was gone now. and we were
the only customers. The woman in charge was too thin and rawboned
to serve as an advertisement for her own cooking. She had her faded
blonde hair tied up in a red kerchief and she was perched on a stool
smoking a cigarette and studying a True Confessions magazine. We
each of us ordered apple pie at a dollar a wedge and coffee at thirty-
five cents a cup. While we were eating, a car pulled up and a man
wearing a suit and tie bought a pack:of cigarettes from her. He put
down a dollar bill and didn’t get back but two dimes’ change.

“I think I know why that old boy across the street charges so much,”
Newt said softly ‘He needs to get top dollar if he’s gonna pay for his
meals here.”

“She does charge the earth.”

“You happen to note the liquor prlces? She gets seven dollars for a
bottle of Ancient Age bourbon. And that’s not for a quart. either. That 5
for a fifth.”

+I nodded. “I just wonder where they keep all that money.”

“Brother, we don’t even want to think on that.”

“Never hurt a man to think.” .

“These days it’s-all credit cards anyways. The tourist trade is nothing
but credit cards and his regular customers most likely run a monthly
tab and give him a-check for it.” St

“We'll be paying cash.” ‘ ' ‘

“Well, it’s a bit hard to establish credit in our line of work.”

“Must be other people pays him cash. And the food and liquor over
here, that’s gotta be all cash; or most all cash.” '

“And how much does it generally come to in a day? Be sensible. As
little business as they're doing—"

“T already thought of that. Same time, though, look how far they are
from wherever they do their banking.”

“So?” T

“So they wouldn’t be bankmg the day’s receipts every night. More
likely they drive in and make their deposits once a week, maybe even
once every two weeks.” ,

Newt thought about that. “Likely you're right,” he allowed. “Still,
we're just talking small change.” :

“Oh, I know.”
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But when we paid for our pie and coffee, Newton gave the old girl a
smile and told her how we sure had enjoyed the.pie, which we hadn’t
all that much, and how her husband was doing a real good job on our
car over across the street.

“Oh, he does real good work,” she said.

“What he’s doing for us,” Newt said, “he’s replacing our fan clutch. I
guess you probably get a lot of people here needing new- fan clutches.”

“I wouldn’t know about that,” she said. “Thing is I don’t know much
about cars. He's the mechanic and I'm the cook is how we divvy things
up. , .
“Sounds like a good system,” Newt told her.

On the way across. the street Newt separated two twenties from our
bankroll and tucked them into his shirt pocket. Then I reminded him
about the gas and he added a third twenty. He gave the rest of our
stake a quick count and shook his head. “We're getting pretty close to
the bone,” he said. “Johnny better be where he’s supposed to be.”

“He’s always been reliable.”

“That’ s Cod s truth. And the bank, it better be the piece of cake he
says it is.’
“I just hope.”

“Twenty thousand a man is how he has it figured. Plus he says it
could run three times that. I sure wouldn’t complain if it did, brother.”

I said 1 wouldn’t either. “It does make it silly to even think about
mckels and dimes,” I said.

“Just what I was telling you.”
“I was never thinking about it, rea]ly Not in the sense of doing it.
Just mental exercise, keeps the brain in order.”

He gave me a brotherly punch in the shoulder and we laughed to-
gether some. Then we went on to where the dude in the big hat was
playing with our car. He gave us.a large smile and held out a piece of
metal for us to admire. “Your old fan clutch,” he said, which I had
more or less flgured “Take hold of this part. That's it, right there.
Now try to turn it.’ ’

I tried to turn it and it was hard to turn. He had Newt do the same

' thmg “Tight,” Newt said. \
“Lucky you got this far with it,” he sald and clucked his tongue and
heaved the old fan clutch onto a heap of old metalllc junk. -
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I stood there wondering if a fan.clutch was supposed to turn hard or
easy or not at all, and if that was our original fan clutch or a piece of
junk he kept around for this particular purpose, and I knew Newton.
was wondering the same thing. I wished they could have taught us
something useful in the state pen, something that might have come in
handy in later life, something like your basic auto mechanics course.
But they had me melting my flesh off my bones in the prison laundry,.
and they had Newt stamping out license plates, which there isn’t much
call for in civilian life, being the state penal system has an official
monopoly on the business. )

Meanwhile Newt had the three twenties out of his shirt pocket and
was standing there straightening them out and lining up their edges.
“Let’s see now,” he said. “That’s sixteen and change for- the gas, and
you said thirty- to thirty-five for the fan clutch: What's that all come
to?”

It turned out that it came to just under eighty-five dollars.

The fan clutch, it seemed, had run higher than he’d thought it
would. Forty-two fifty was what it came to, and that was for the part
exclusive of labor: Labor tacked another twelve dollars onto our tab.
And while he’d been working there under the hood, our friend had
found a few things that simply needed attending to. Our fan belt, for
example, was clearly on its last legs and ready to pop any minute. He.
showed it to us and you could see how -worn it was; all frayed and just
a thread or two away from popping.

-So he had replaced it, and he'd replaced our radiator hoses at the
same time. He fished around in his junkpile and came up with a pair of,'
radiator hoses he said had come off our car. The rubber was old and
stiff with little cracks in the surfade, and it sure smelled like something
awful.

I studied the hoses and agreed they were in ternble shape. “So you
just went ahead and replaced them on your own,” I said.

“Well, he said, “I didn’t ‘want to bother you while you were eat-
mg

“That was con51derate Newt said.

“I figured you fellows would want it seen to. You blow a fan belt or a
hose out there, well, it’s a long walk back, you know. Course I realize
you didn’t authorize me to do the work, so if you actually want me to
take the new ones off and put the old ones back on—"
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Of course there was no questlon of doing that. Newt looked at me
for a minute and I looked back at him and he took out our roll, which I
don’t guess you could call a roll any more from the size of it, and he
peeled off another twenty and a tén and added them to the three twen-
ties from his shirt pocket. He held the money in his hand and looked
at it and then at the dude, then back at the money, then back at the
dude again. You could see he was doing heavy thinking, and I had an
idea where his thoughts were leading.

Finally he took in a whole lot of air and let it out in a rush and said,
“Well, hell, I guess it's worth it if it leaves us with a car in good condi-
tion. Last thing either of us wants is any damn trouble with the damn
car. This fixes us up, right® Now we're in good shape with nothing to
worry about, right?”

“Well,” the dude said.

We looked at him.

“There is a thing I noticed.”

“«Oh?”

“If you'll just look. right here he said. “See how the rubber grom-
met’s gone on the top of your shock-absorber mounting, that's what
called it to my attention. Now you see your car’s right above the hy-
draulic lift, that’s ‘cause I had it up before to take a look at your shocks.
Let me just raise it up again and I can point out what’s wrong.”

Well, he pressed a switch or some such to send the car up off the
ground; and pointed here and there underneath it to show us where
the shocks were shot and something was cutting into something else and
about to commence bending the frame. “If you got the time you ought
to let me take care of that for you,” he said, “because if you don’t get it

.

seen to you wind up with frame damage and your whole front end goes

on you, and then where are you?”

He let us take a long look at the underside of the car. There was no
question that something was pressing on something and cutting into it.
What the hell it all added up to was beyond me.

“Just let me talk to my brother a minute,” Newt said to him, and he

took hold of my arm and we walked around the side.
" “Well,” he said, “what do you think? It looks like this old boy here
is stlckmg it in pretty deep.” .
“It does at that. But that fan belt was shot and those hoses was the
next thingto petrified.”
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“True.”

“If they was our fan belt and hoses in the first place and not some
junk he had around.” .

“I had that very thought, Vern.”

“Now as for the shock absorbers—"

“Something sure don’t look altogether perfect underneath that car.
Something’s sure cutting into something.” '

“I know it. But maybe he just went and got a file or some such thing
and did some cutting himself.” '

“In other words, either he’s a con man or he’s a saint.”

“Except we know he ain’t a saint, not at the price he gets for
gasoline, and not telling us how he eats all his meals across the road
and all the time his own wife’s running it.’ :

“So what do we ‘do? You want to go on to Silver City on those
shocks? 1 don’t even know if we got enough money to cover putting
shocks on, far as that goes.” _

We walked around to the front and asked the price of the shocks. He
worked it all out with pencil and paper and came up with a figure of
forty-five dollars, including the parts and the labor and the tax and all.
Newt and I went into another huddle and he counted his money and 1
went through my own pockets and came up with a couple of dollars,
-and it worked out that we could pay what we owed and get the shocks
and come up with three dollars to bless ourselves with.

So I looked at Newt and he gave a great shrug of his shoulders.
Close as we are, we can say a lot without speaking.

We told the dude to go ahead and do the work.

While he installed the shocks, me and Newt went across the street
and had us a couple of chicken-fried steaks. They wasn’t bad at all even
if the price was on the high side. We washed them down with a beer
apiece and then each of us had a cup of that coffee. I guess there’s
been times I had better coffee.

“I'd say you fellows sure were lucky you stopped here,” the woman
said.

“It's our lucky day, all right, Newt ‘said. While he paid her, 1
looked over the paperback books and magazines. Some of them looked
to be -old and secondhand but they weren’t none of them reduced in
price on account of it, and this didn’t surprise me much.
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What also didn’t surprise us was when we got back to find the shocks
installed and our friend with his big hat off and scratching his mop of
hair and telling us how the rear shocks was in even worse shape than
the front ones. He went and ran the car up in the air again to show us
more things that didn’t mean much to us.

Newton said, “Well, sir, my brother and I, we talked it over. We

figure we been neglecting this here automobile and we really ought to
" do right by it. If those rear shocks is bad, well, let’s just get ’em the
hell off of there and new ones on. And while we're Jhere I'm just about
posmve we're due for an oil change.”

“And.T'll replace the oil filter while I'm at it.”

“You do that,” Newt told him. “And I guess you'll find other things
that can do with a bit of fixing. Now we haven’t got all the time in the
world or all the money in the world either, but I guess we got us a
pair of hours to spare, and we consider ourselves lucky having the good
fortune to run up against a mechanic who knows which end of a
wrench is which. So what we'll do, we’'ll just find us a patch of shade to
set in and you check that car over and find things to do to her. Only
things that need doing, but I guess you'd be the best judge of that.”

Well, I'll tell you he found things to fix. Now and then a car would
roll 6n in and he’d have to go and sell somebody a tank of gas, but we
sure got the lion’s share of his time. He replaced the air filter, he
cleaned the carburetor, he changed the oil and replaced the oil filter,
he tuned the engine and drained and flushed the radiator and filled her
with fresh coolant. He gave us new plugs and points, he did this and
that and every daimn thing he could think of, and I guess the only parts
of that car he dldn t replace were ones he didn’t have replacement
parts for.

Through it all, Newt and I sat in a patch of shade and\51pped Cokes
‘out of the bottle. Every now and then that bird would come over and
tell us what else he found that he ought to be doing, and we’d look at
each other and shrug our shoulders and say for him to go ahead gnd do
‘what had to be done.

“Amazing what was wrong with that car of ours,” Newt said to me.
“Here I thought it rode pretty good.” '

“Hell, I pulled in here wanting nothing in the world but a tank of
gas. Maybe a quart of oil, and oil was the one thing in the world we
didn’t need, or it looks like.”
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“Should ride a whole lot better once he’s done with it.”

“Well, I guess it should. Man’s building a whole new car around the
mgarette lighter.”

“And the clock. Nothlng wrong with that clock, outside of it loses a
few minutes a day.”

“Lord,” Newt said, “don’t you be telhng him about those few min-
utes the clock loses. We won’t never get out of here.”

That dude took the two hours we gave him and about twelve min-
utes besides, and then he came on over into the shade and presented.
.us with his bill." It was all neatly itemized, everything listed -in. the
right place. All of it added up and the figure in the bottom right-hand
comer with the circle around it read $277.45.

“That there is quite a number,” I said.
 He put the big hat on the back of his head and ran his hand over his
forehead. “Whole lot of work involved,” he said. “When you take into
account all of those parts and all that labor.”

“Oh, that’s for certain,” Newt said. “And I can see they all been
taken into account all right.”

“That’s clear as black and white,” I 'said. “One thing, you couldn’t
call this a nickel and dime figure.” '

“That you couldn’t,” Newton said.. “Well, sir, let me just go and get
some money from the car. Vern?” '

We walked over to the car together. “Funny how things work out,”
Vern said. “I swear people get forced into things, I just swear to hell

-and gone they do. What did either of us want beside a tank of gas?”

“Just a tank of gas is all.”

“And here we are,” he said. He opened the door on the passenger
side, waited for a pickup truck to pass going west to east, then popped
the glove compartment. He took the .38 for himself and gave me the

.32 revolver. “I'll just settle up with our good buddy here,” he said,
loud enough for the good buddy in question to hear him. “Meanwhile,
why don’t you just step across the street and pick us up something to
drink later on this evening? You never know, might turn out to be a
long ways between liquor stores.”

I went and gave him a little punch in the upper arm. He laughed
the way he does and I put the .32 in my pocket and trotted on across
" the road to the café. Turnabout’s fair play, they say.
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When somebody kidnapped Manny Korman’s daughter, it made a lot
of waves at police headquarters. Not that Detective-Sergeant Korman
was particularly loved by his colleagues. Too often he had been seen
trotting to his car with his rifle held muzzle-down in one hand, lower-
ing it gently onto the nesting blanket in the trunk, slamming the lid-
and testing the lock, and only then walking back slowly to the bank or
liquor store or wherever to check on the condition of the man lying on
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" the sidewalk, )

“These guys are punks,” Korman said on more than dne occasion.
“They carry guns and they don’t hesitate. The best thing I can do is
shoot them down. The quicker the better.”

This simplistic-philosophy had won Korman a number of citations in
the past. At the same time, it earned him the underworfd’s enmity
which, unlike its individual members who entered \/Ianny s rifle sights,
refused to die.

Now somebody had” taken Im Korman,. fifteen years old, the long-
haired, gently smiling light of Manny’s life. The ransom note, an erra-
tic collage of words and letters clipped from a weekend newspaper, did
not demand cash. It said,

“Korman. Resign ﬁom the force.
Hand in your badge. Mean it.
Or never see Iris again.”

It was a strange communication, almost like a message within a fami-
ly. The police psychologist who expressed that opinion went on to say,
“And no wonder. Korman is really no different from the worst of them.
He's every bit as vicious. The diflerence is, society approves of his kill-
ing.” : . -

“Not all of it.” This response was from the Chief.

“All of society or all of his killing?”

“Both.”

Had Korman been present. when the conversation took place, he
would have had plenty to say. More than once the Chief had tried to
curb the detective’s enthusiasm for knocking hoodlums dead in the.
streets. '

“This city is not your private shooting gallery, Korman. We are ex-
pected to apprehend criminals in the commission of crimes. There are
other ways than putting a slug in the head.” :

“T'm just trying to reduce the recidivism rate,” Korman said. He was
in a bantering mood; two dead out of three involved in trying to take a
liquor store that morning. Some sort of tip-off had been flashed an
hour in advance, giving Korman time to stake himself out in a
warehouse window across the street. “Too many. hoods get out of jail
only to harass the community again,” he said.

The Chiefs running argument with Korman was weakened when the
mob killed Korman’s wife. To be sure, it was Manny they were after,
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not Beverly, but she was ahead of him that day and got into the car
first, starting the engine with a view to warming up the interior before
her husband got in. Manny was five steps away when the device went
off, sending the front seat straight up through the roof.

Korman himself was knocked out, his skull ripped by flying frag-
ments. The resulting surgery left two long scars upon which hair re-
fused to grow. Korman reacted to this indignity by instigating a grosser
one, having his head shaved regularly to maintain an’ artificial
baldness—a rude parody, he admitted, of the well-known television
cop.

But Korman had none of the warmth and grace of his TV counter-
part. A nasty desperation settled over him. Previously, he had gone
about his killing with a sort of exuberance. Now he was sullen-about it,
withdrawn, like any middle-aged clerical worker locked into a defeated
life. .

Almost his only pleasure now, certainly the only activity he enjoyed
with another human being, was the ritual of brushing his daughter’s
hair. Iris would surprise him half-asleep before the television set. -

“Are you going to be around for a while, Dad?”

“Sure.” Where would he go? |

“I'm going to Shower and wash my hair. Will you brush it out for
me?” -

“A pleasure.” :

Her hair reached almost to her waist, chestnut brown, coarse, and -
thick. When it was dried and free of snarls, parted in the middle and
fragrant with balsam rinse, she was like a heroine from a fairy tale.

Korman would draw the brush in long crackling strokes through the
great mane as Iris sat with a straight back, staring solemnly into the
mirror. “Rapunzel, Rapunzel,” he would intone, “let down your hair.”
And she would smile. The dialogue had been the same since early
childhood. -

After. the car bombing, Korman made himself a more difficult target
for his enemies. He was, of course, always armed and alert and now he
ceased to own an automobile. Instead he began using different modes
of transport—today a bus, tomorrow the subway, another day a taxicab.
He varied his hours of departure too, from home and precinct. There
was no way to get a good fix on him.

. So they had reached him through the.back door, hit him where it
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hurt, taken his daughter. Surely this would put his gun to sleep once
and for all. How could he risk the one more life that meant more to
him than his own?

That question was put to Korman by one of a crowd of media men
armed with portable tape recorders. He answered it, his large white
head inclined forward, displaying the livid crescent scars, one of his
globular eyes heavier-lidded than the other.

“The guys who took Iris are dead men,” he said. “Put this on the
air. Play it the way I'm safing it. No deals. If they drive up here now
and deliver my daughter in a chauffeured limousine, they're dead the "
minute they get within range. That's all. It’s too late for them.”

Then Manny Korman turned his back and walked up the wooden
steps and- into his ground-floor flat, slamming the door behind him.

Reeny Bothwell was waiting for him. She looked almost as distraught
as he did. Sometime during the past ten years, after she turned 35, she
had" stopped taking care of her appearance. Last year when Manny’s
wife was killed, Reeny made a minor comeback, changing her hair
color, shedding five pounds, doing something with her eyes. For a
month,or two she was quite attractive again, displaying a powdery
ripeneds, behaving protectively toward Korman whenever he, would
“let her. One time only, they made love. It was fine as far as Reeny was
concerned, but the experience must have dlsturbed Manny because he
never made the move again.

Reeny had kept a key and now here she was, drinking an ounce of
his gin-from a kitchen tumbler and smoking noisily. ~

“It's no use,” he said as soon as he saw her. Since they grew up in
the same neighborhood, their minds seemed to be connected in a mys-
terious way; there was much that went without saying. :

“Give him a break, Manny.” She suspected her nephew Tim was in-
volved in the kidnapping and she knew Korman thought so too.

“If he's got her, I'm going to kill him.”

“He’s only a kid.” _

“Iris just turned fifteen.” : 4

“Timmy’s only eighteen. Somebody else must have planned it.”

“0.K., then they used him. Because he was close to her.” Korman
took the glass out of Reeny’s hand as she raised it te her lips. “I should
never have let her go on seeing him. I knew he was trouble.”
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“You can't tell kids what to do,” Reeny said. “Not even you, Manny.”

He put a thumb across his shoulder, pointing toward the door. “Go
home,” he said. “T've got no time for you today.” As she swept things
into her handbag, he said, “And leave the key. I don’t want you com-
mg in here on me.’

“Why not, for God’s sake? I tidied up.’ And she had. The tabletop
gleamed and there was the smell of wax in the air. “You need that, if
nothing else.” :

“But I don’t need Timmy. Bothwell’s friends waiting in here to
bushwhack me after I kill him.” ' _ 4
He took the key fi6m her hand, avoiding her eyes. She said, “T don’t
- believe what you've become,” and left quickly, not hearing his reply.
“I haven’t become. I always was.”

Three days later, Reeny went to Tim’s secret pad, ostensibly to give
it a cleaning but largely-in the hope that he might be there. It was a -
place nobody knew about except her. When Tim’s father, Frank
Bothwell, went to prison—a survivor, in fact, of one of Korman’s
shoot-ups—thé boy’s mother went almost immediately to live with a
good-looking young electrician in the next building. So Tim turned to
his Aunt Irene for meals and a temporary bed as well as for a loan.

He used the money to furnish the small flat, then began working at
the post office to earn the rent. When an overtime check came in, he .
had wall-to-wall carpeting installed. It was cheap stuff but it made the
tacky furniture look acceptable.

Reeny telephoned first from the telephone booth down the street, a
procedure she adopted after her arrival~one day had embarrassed her
nephew in bed with a girl. Not having a telephone of her own, she
always used the one within sight of Tim’s building. She liked to know
who, if a.nybody, was flushed out by her calls.

“Hello?” Tim’s voice was tense.
“It's me. You alone?”

“Not really.” ‘

““Is she with you? Iris?”

“Aunt Irene, don’t mess in.”

Then it was true. And her nephew, the only family that meant any-
thing to her, was due to be killed by Manny Korman. “Why did you
take her? Why let them drag you into this?” -
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“Let who? There’s nobody in this but me and Iris.”

“What?”

He explained it to her ‘then. How Iris was as- dlsturbed as anybody
by the public executions carried out by her father in the name of law
and order. How they staged the kidnapping as a ploy to induce him to
turn in his badge.

“That’s a crazy idea.”

~“It may work,” Tim said. Irls and I want to get marrled as soon as
it's legal. She wants some peace.’

Reeny’s eyes were closed. She did not see Manny Korman approach-
ing the phone booth at a pace near a run. She said, “But he won’t buy
any of that. He's said he'll kill you. "~

The door flew open and Korman seized the receiver. Reeny
screamed and all Korman managed to hear was a dial tone. “You were
talking to Timmy, weren't you?” ~

" Reeny made herself believe it as she sald “I was warning
your inan, but it isn’t I’lm : -

“I could take you in,” Korman said almost to himself. He was look-
ing up and down the street. “What are you doing in this neighbor-
hoodP This isn’t your part of town; the kids live here.”

“I want a cup of coffee.” She walked toward a restaurant not daring
to~lool\ at the entrance of Tnnmy s building.

Korman caught up to her. “His pad must be around here.”

“Buy me a coffee.” ' '

Reeny held him for twenty minutes at a back booth in a coffee shop,
time enough for Tim and Iris to clear out. Then she agreed to show
Korman where her nephew lived.

It was deserted when Reeny used her key to open the front door.
“Now do you believe I came to do the floors?” she said. -

She got out the vacuum cleaner and plugged it in, fitted the hose
and the carpet implement, switched it on, and began cleaning the
broadloom. Korman sat in a chair and stared at her. The sound of the
electric motor and Reeny’s stooping posture reminded him of his own
efforts at home. Since losing his wife, he had discovered that woman’s
work was not easy. It was backbreaking, for example, to run the vac-
uum cleaner. Especially in Iris’s room when . . . '

Suddenly the significance of Reeny’s actions jolted. his mind. After”
sliding the implement back and forth over the broadloom, she would
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lift it up to disentangle from its teeth a swirl of long brown hair. It was
exactly his procedure when he did Iris’s floor.

Reeny noticed him watching and tried to put herself between Kor-
man and the machine. He got up and reached around her to take the
strands of hair. His face was grey, his eyes like murky glass. “All
right,” he said, “she’s been here and you warned him on the phone.
Now where did he-go?”

“I don’t know.” She was frantic. “Listen, she isn’t even kidnapped.
Shé ran away with him. She’s in on it.”

The words had no meaning for Korman. “I can make you talk,” he
said. He took her by the arm.

Then Iris Korman spoke from the doorway “It’s true, Dad. Timmy
and I wanted to make you stop.’

Korman turned and saw his daughter standing beside Tim’ Bothwell
They were holding hands. It was-as if an extremely bright light began
to shine inside his head while heavy bells tolled underwater..

“Come on, boy,” he said, moving between them, separating their
hands, leaving his daughter:in the room as he propelled Timmy
Bothwell down the stairs.

“Where are you takmg him?” Iris shouted.

“Just for questioning,” Reeny said, wondering when she had decided
to be Korman’s accessory. '

Korman and Tim clattered down the first flight of steps and half of
the second before Korman drew his pistol and shot the boy in the
. head. Iris came running and wailing, followed by Reeny. They found
Korman sitting on the stairs and Timmy’s body on the landing below.

“I twisted my ankle,” Korman said “I asked him to wait, but he
took off.”

This story was the version accepted by the police board of inquiry. .
Irene Bothwell, going all the way now, testified that she heard
Sergeant Korman order the kidnapper to stop. Iris Korman said
otherwise, but her haunted eyes and her speech, slurred by sedatives, ’
detracted from her credibility. Besides, if it was not a kidnapping, what
was she doing living with the son of a convicted criminal anyway?

The case was closed and Korman took his daughter home.

But she was not inclined to stay. He watched her throwing things
into the backpack she had carried the previous summer when they
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went hiking in Oak Hills. There had been hollows clogged with dry
leaves and she’d walked just ahead of him, the leaves swirling about
her legs, her long hair braided and tied behind her head. Rapunzel,
Rapunzel. . .

Now he stood in her bédroom doorway. “Where will you go?”

“I have friends—never mind who. I want them alive.”

“You're underage. I could make you stay.”

“You'd have to keep me locked in a tower,” she said.

After- she moved out, Reeny Bothwell shifted her things into Man-
ny’s flat and began doing for him full time. He needed it because he
began to become forgetful, showing up for duty on his off-day or not
reporting when he was expected. His appearance deteriorated too, and
he did not always answer when spoken to. ‘

But it was on the firing range thatthe disintegration of Manny Kor-
man_was most apparent.= His hand trembled, his chest heaved with
convulsive breathing, perspiration trickled into his squinted eye, and
he seldom made an inner, let alone a bull's-eye.

The time was right for the force to rid itself,of an embarrassing
public-relations problem. Manny Korman went on extended sick leave
which was sure to evolve into an early retirement.

“Any word from Iris?” Once in a while Manny would ask Reeny the
question. And she would answer, “Nothing. Not a word.”

Then he would curse her out, and punish her further by not eating
the good meals she prepared. He was convinced she was hiding some-
thing from him, some communication from the daughter he adored
who must still love him, he told himself, no matter what he had done.

And he was not entirely wrong. The brown-paper parcel had been
left on the back doorstep months ago by somebody familiar with. the
lanes behind the- buildings. Bécause there was no name on the wrap--
ping, Reeny opened it. Then she resealed .it with tape and string and
tucked it out of sight at the back of the top shelf in the hall cupboard. -

Now she, Reeny, was waiting. A time would come when Manny
would push her too far with his bad-mouthing and callous indifference
. to her feelings. Then she would produce the package and watch him
open it. It would be interesting to see his face when he discovered
what his beloved daughter had sent him—a thick hank of chestnut hair, .
crudely shorn and carelessly tied with a few inches of cheap twine.

24 © ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



In some circles it’s hard to find anyone you can trust . . . L

NO BED
OF ROSES ||
Q

A

BY EMILY NEFF

“There is a. . . gentleman who insists on seeing you,” Miss Hinchley
said with prim disapproval. She opened the door of George Maxwell’s
private office the minimum distance to admit her bony frame sidewise,
squeezed through, and quickly shut the door behind her, as if the
.mere proximity of the stranger might pollute this sanctum. “He won’t
tell me his name or business, but he said to give you this.” She ad-
vanced to Maxwell’s desk and placed an envelope on the blotter.
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“A mystery man, eh?” Maxwell smiled at his secretary’s indignation.
He liked Miss Hinchley. He liked the air of importance and busyness
she lent the office. As an official in the shipping company owned ‘by his
father-in-law, Maxwell’s position was mainly titular, and the atmos-
phere of activity generated by Miss Hinchley was largely phony. Still,
he appreciated her little farce—it was preferable to.the overt boredom
of previous secretaries, worldly young ladies who yawningly did
their nails and read magazines. ' .

He opened the envelope and unfolded the single sheet of paper
within. There was no message, simply a date scrawled in pencil—
“April 17.”
~ The smile slid away from Maxwell’s mouth and left a grimace of un-
expected pain. He pressed his fingers to the bridge of his nose and
closed his eyes briefly, trying to calm his thoughts, which were scatter-
ing like a flock of quail in the sudden shadow of a hawk. -

Miss Hinchley cleared her throat decorously.

““Wants to see me, does he?” Maxwell stalled, crumpling the paper
mto a tight ball. He should have been prepared for this—it had
hatnted him for more than a year. And yet the possibility had lessened
with each passing day until he had almost been lulled into thml\mg he
was safe.

“I told him you were busy,” Miss Hinchley said conspiratorily.

Maxwell forced his features into a smlle “But I'm not busy, Miss
-Hmchley Show him in.” : = V

“Yes, sir.” Miss Hinchley was too well trained to disagree with her -

employer, even by her tone of voice.

Maxwell rose and walked to the window, clasping his hands behind
him to control their trembling. Seven floors-below him, on Baronne
Street, people walked purposefully in the wilting morning heat of the
‘New Orleans July. How lucky they were, wrapped up in their meager
everyday problems.

He turned to see a short blunt-faced man of about forty, wearing a

soiled seersucker suit and holding his hat in his hands. Behind -him,"

Miss Hinchley hovered in the doorway as if to say, “You see what a
sorry sight he is? T warned you.” -
“Thank you, Miss Hinchley. I'll buzz if I need you.” Moving with
studied calm, he reseated himself behind his desk and surveyed his vis-
itor. “What's the mystery?” he asked lightly. “What can I do for you?”
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Playmg it innocently was his only chance.

The man fingered his hat and eyed the carpeted, paneled office.
“Kirby is the name,” he said,- his eyes meeting Maxwell’s directly, al-
most insolently. “Jim Kirby. I dnve a ‘cab. You probably dont re-
member me. But I remember you.’

It was as bad as George Maxwell had expected—possibly worse.
“Kirby?” he said vaguely. “Should I remember you?”

“Not by name,” Kirby said. “But I guess you remember taking a cab
to a certain address on Pitt Street the night of April seventeenth a year
ago?r” '

Maxwell looked thoughtful. “T've taken a lot of cabs to a lot of places
Apr11 last year?’ That was a long time ago.’

“It was,” Kirby- admitted. But I thought that particular date would
stick in your mind.”

Maxwell looked at the smug face before him. What made you think
that?”

“Mind if I sit down?” Klrby pulled up a chair w1thout waiting for an
answer, and lowered himself into it. “April seventeenth was the night
Adele Béaumont was murdered.”

Maxwell unfolded Kirby’s crumpled note and began shredding it sys-
tematically into confetti. “I remember the case,” he said. “The murder
was front-page news for weeks. But I fail to see the connection.” _

“If you paid the lady a visit the night she was murdered, I guess the
police would see a connection.”

“That’s absurd. I didn’t even know her. You ve obviously made a

" mistake—and a rather serious one, I might add.”
- Kirby seemed to examine Maxwell’s face inch by inch. “No mistake_.
I've got a good memory for faces. I've been locking for you for over a
year. In a city like New Orleans, I figured I'd spot you sooner or later,
if you were still around, and last week I did. I followed you and asked
a few questions. And here I am.”

“You're mistaken. I'm not the man you drove to Pitt Street that
‘night. It was dark and it was raining and it was a long time ago.’

Kirby grinned. “You remember the rain?”

Maxwell flushed angrily. “Everyone who read the papers remembers
that it was raining—and everything else aboit the case.”

“I'll bet you followed the papers closer than most, didn’t you, Mr.
Maxwell? I'll bet you were sweating buckshot. Remember the picture
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the States-Item ran of me? ‘Was he the chauffeur of death? I liked that:
‘chauffeur of death.” Both the papers interviewed me, and ran my de-
scnptlon of you—medium height, early forties, brown hat, tan rain-
coat.”

“That could apply to any number of men.”

“Sure it could. That's why they never found you, But I've found you.
Even with your moustache. When did you start growing that, Mr. Max-
well? The day after the murder?”

Maxwell sprang to his feet angrily. “Now see here, I've had enough
of this nonsense. I ought to report you to the police.” ~

Kirby tilted back in his chair, “Why don’t you?”

Maxwell clenched his teeth. He mustn’t panic. “Because, Mr. Kirby,
I see no reason to involve myself in a scandal through the wild imagin-
ings of a cab driver. I am . willing to forget the matter if you give me
your word to walk out of here and not annoy me further.”

Kirby raised his bushy eyebrows guilelessly. “That’s mighty big of
you, Mr. Maxwell. Real generous. To tell you the truth, though, I was
hoping you'd be a little more generous than that.” T

Maxwell's ‘hands were beginning to shake again' and he thrust them
into his pockets. “What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean, friend. Why do you think I came to you
instead of going to the cops? Because I'm good-hearted, that’s why.
Because I'd hate to send a fellow-human to the chair. I figured it might
be worth something to you if I kept my mouth shut. Say a small sum
the first of every month? I've always wanted a little place across the
lake where I could take it easy, go ﬁsh1ng~Mandev1lle maybe, or
Covmgton You got any suggestions?®”’

“I don’t give a damn where you go fishing,” Maxwell snapped. .

“Don’t you like fishing, Mr. Maxwell?” Kirby looked surprlsed
“That's funny. 1 had the idea you did a lot of fishing. And golfing. And
sailing. I had the idea your wife’s daddy paid you a big salary just for
sitting behind that desk.” He glanced at the hand-blocked drapes, the
Hobbs etchings. “It must be nice to have a layout like this. You got a
bar?” -
. With enormous effort, Maxwell restrained himself from lunging for-
ward and landing a punch on Kirby's insolent face. He desperately
needed time to think. The stand he took now was of supreme impor-
tance. He mustn’t hesitate, mustn’t contradict himself. ‘
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“Get out of here,” he said quietly.
Kirby shrugged. “No deal, huh? Well, it’s your funeral Guess I'll
have to do my civic duty and tell the cops I've found their man. No
skin off my teeth.”
“The police take a dim view of blackmailers,” Maxwell reminded
him. . ' )

Kirby threw his head back and laughed. “T'll risk it,” he said. “Per-
sonally, I never heard of a murderer bringing suit.” He stood, clapped
his hat on his head, and started toward the door. Pausing with his hand
on the knob, he said"“Sure you won't reconsider?”

“Get out.” )

Kirby refused to be hurried. “I sure hate to turn yeu in, Mr. Max-
well. And your wife—it would just about break her heart, wouldn’t it?
Maybe I could make a deal with her.” (

Maxwell stiffened. “Don’t you dare go to my wife with your evil in-
sinuations. Don’t you dare!”

Kirby seratched his neck. “Well, I want to be fair about this. Tell
you what I'll do. I'll give you until six o’clock tonight to change your
mind.” He returned to the desk and wrote a phone number on the
memo pad. “If I don’t hear from you—well, I think I can do business
with the Mrs.” He paused and fingered. the scraps Maxwell had made
of his original note. “What's the matter? Afraid Miss Pruneface might
file that?”

Maxwell bent and swept the scraps toward the wastebasket SO vi-
ciously that they scattered across the carpet.

“Take it easy,” Kirby grinned. “I'm going.”

a
A

After he had gone,lMaxwell leaned his head on his hands, pressing
his palms into 'his eyes. What was he going to do? It was obvious that
his bluff hadn’t worked—XKirby seemed unshakably positive in his iden-
tification. Would the police take the word of such a man against Max-
well’s flat denial? The time element was in his favor. It was not likely
that the district attorney would press.charges on the testimony of a

~witness who claimed to have seen him once, a‘year ago, on a rainy
night. But it was possible.

Maxwell got up and began to pace the oﬁice Blackmail was out of
the question. It would be an admission of guilt, and Mavis would be
bound to question any large regular withdrawals of money. Her
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money. The thought of his wife’s sharp, probing questions made him
shudder.

But if he didn’t submit, would Kirby really go to Mavis?.

Whether he liked it or not, he would have to have a talk with
Mavis—and before Kirby did.

Maxwell reached for his coat and slipped Kirby's telephone number
~in his pocket. In the outer office Miss Hinchley was typing
* industriously—probably a letter to her niece.

“I'm leaving early,” he told her. “Can you carry on?”

“Yes, sir.” Her gaunt face puckered with concern. “I hope you're not
Jilta ) -

Driving home in his custom-built car,_Maxwell thought about how
he had got into this sordid mess. It seemed so unfalr—a tr1ck of cir-
cumstance. ‘

His mistake had beén in getting 1nvolved with Adele Beaumont in
the first place. But even as he admitted that, another part of his mind
knew that it had been inevitable. He had met her at a time when his
emotional life with- Mavis had seemed unendurably barren. He had
been starved for love—not merely physical love, but warmth and - tol-
erance and companionship. He had found all of these with Adele. Of
course, she had tricked him too, but until he had known that he had
been a happy man.

George Maxwell had been thirty-two when he married Mavis. Up to
then his life had been a series of small failures—financial, romantic,
and social. He was drifting, a nonentity. One day he looked at the
wealthy, supremely unattractive daughter of Herbert Rothrock, head of
the shipping company where he was a clerk, and saw his solution.
Mavis was several years older than he was, fat, nearsighted, and shy.
Despite her wealth, she had never been proposed to before, and she-

“accepted him withotit hesitation.

-He had expected that the marriage would give him a good job with
Rothrock, plenty of money, leisure in which to spend it, a social niche,.”
and a minimum of domestic demands. It answered all these require-
ments but the last.

Overnight, it seemed, Mavis developed into a possessive, dominéer-
ing wife. She smothered Maxwell, surrounded him, guarded him like a
trophy.
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After eight years of it, Maxwell began his liaison with Adele Beau-
mont, a pretty, slender, stylish divorcée, delicate where Mavis was gross,
tender where Mavis was brusque. A

He had been meticulously careful. When he gave Adele money (he
was as generous as was feasible with Mavis holding the purse strings),
he gave cash. When he visited her on Pitt Street he went at night, and
parked his car a few blocks away. They never went out together. He
phoned her often, but always from a public phone, and he never wrote
to her—even a line.

- He had made only one blunder.

April 17. Mavis had been late for dinner that night. She had come in
shaking the rain from her coat and complaining that the garage door
had jammed as she was closing”it. He had been annoyed because he
had planned to see Adele that night, and both cars were in the garage.

Mavis had gone to her room early, and when he slipped out at nine
the rain had become a downpour. After getting thoroughly soaked
wrestling with the garage door, he gave up. He was illogically angry at
Mavis, as if she had jammed the door on purpose to keep him at
home, and walked to St. Charles and Napoleon. There he hailed a
cruising cab and went straight to Adele’s house. The subterfuge of get-
ting out a block away, although it occurred to him, had seemed
foolhardy in the driving rain.

-And now, a year later, Kirby was prepared to swear that he had
driven Maxwell to the house on Pitt Street at nine-thirty on the night
of April 17. At eight the next morning, April 18, the maid had found
Adele Beaumont dead on the living-room floor, two bullets in her
heart.

But George Maxwell had not killed her.

He had rung the bell and waited, then let himself in w1th the key
Adele had given him. Only the entrance-hall light was on, and he had
groped his way into the front room and switched on a table lamp, call-
ing Adele’s name. He knew she was expecting him. When he saw her

“crumpled on the floor, his first thought was that she had fainted, or
fallen. He bent over her, thankful that he had come. It took him &
while to realize she was dead. He had never seen a dead person be-
fore. He kept talking to her, shaking her-

Then, displacing the grief and the questions, came the sudden freez-
ing realization of his own position. Here he was, George Maxwell, in
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the room with a murdered woman who was his mistress. He took out
his handkerchief and rubbed fiercely at any object he might have
touched. He left the house stealthily, hurrying through the steady rain
to the closest bus. He was home by ten-thirty, drenched to. the skin.
Mavis was asleep, thank’ God, and he passed her door quietly and slip-
ped into bed, into a sleep wild with nightmares.

The afternoon papers, which reached his desk at noon, were full of
the story. “PARTY GIRL MURDERED, " the headlinés read. "POLICE
GRILL MEN FRIENDS.” Party girl? Adele? Maxwell could not believe it.
But there it was, in black and white.

So he had not been the only one. It had been vanity to think that an
attractive woman like Adele would be content with_ the furtive, in- -

" frequent visits of a married man. There had been other men, and one,
of them had killed her.

Whoever it was, Maxwell hated him. Hated him for destroying the
source of his only happiness. Hated him for the grim timing which. had
made the murder coincide with the night of his visit, 1mphcatmg hxm
in a crime of which he was utterly innocent. . .

The police turned up several suspects, men who, unlike Maxwell
had been careless in their gifts of personal checks and traceable
jewelry. But no conclusive evidence could be found against them, nor
any motive.

" The papers finally dropped the story, but Maxwell knew the pollce
had not dropped it, and he could not forget that somewhere in New
Orleans was a man who might someday. point at -him and say: “There’s
the murderer.”

" He became afraid to be seen on the street. He cultivated a mous-
tache. He never took a cab, avmded crowds and refused to be photo—
graphed:

~ Sometimes in his dreams he thought he really was a murderer, run-
ning, gun in hand, from armies of policemen and fleets of taxis.

Maxwell saw the gardener’s truck parked in front of ‘his house and
remembered - that this was the day Mavis had ordered the roses. He
put the car in_the garage and walked across the lawn to where his wife -
was supervising the work of two men, her voice brisk and authorita-
tive. Her back was to him and he observed how ludicrous she looked
in slacks.
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She turned quickly at his voice, glancing at her wristwatch. “Why,
‘hello, George. What brings you home at noon? Are you smk?

“No. Something came up. I want to talk with you.

“What is it?” .

“It’s personal he said. '
~_ “All right.” She walked ‘with him to a cluster of deck chairs on the

other side of the yard.

“It’s all utter nonsense, of course,” he began. “The man’s crazy. But
I wanted to talk to you first—before he did.” ' )

“Who?” Mavis asked impatiently. “What are you talking about?” She
stripped off her gardening gloves and lit a cigarette. He watched .
her stubby manicured hands and remembered how slender and taper-
1ng Adele’s hands had been.

“A man came to.see me today, a cabdriver by the name of Kirby.
He claimed he could identify me as the man he drove to the house of
Adele Beaumont the night she was murdered. You probably remember
reading about the case—it was about a year ago, I think. Anyway, this
fellow had the gall to try to blackmail me. He threatened to go to the
police with his story.”

He had Mavis’s complete attention. “And?”

Maxwell shrugged nervously. “And I threw him out, of course.”. ‘

Mavis leaned forward and grasped his arm, her face blotchy. “Is he
going to the police?”

“Not yet. He seems to want money badly. He said he-would come to
you if I wouldn’t pay him. I won’t let you see him, of course, but I
wanted to tell you.” .

Mavis took a puff of her cigarette. “Suppose he goes to the police?” -

“Well, suppose he does? It would be damned embarrassing, but that’s
all. I never even knew thie woman, much less went calling on her.”

“Oh, yes you did, George. Don’ t lie to me.” She watched him steadily
with her small keen eyes.

Maxwell felt suddenly as if the last _support had been swept from

under him. “Mavis, you don’t think.

" “I don’t think, I know. I knew all a.long you were seeing that wom-

> She cut off his mumpled protests. “Oh, let’s not have a scene
about it. After all, she’s dead. I had hoped not to have to humlllate you
by telling you I knew, but now it looks as if you're in a mess

“Mavis, before -God I did not kill Adele Beaumont
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“I know you didn’t. You wouldn’t kill a fly. But you dld go to her
house that night? Tell me the truth!” :

Maxwell put his face in his hands. “Yes. T went.”

“You fool.” She looked at him furiously. “You complete fool! -You
couldn’t use the car, so you took a taxi in that rain to see your precious
Adele.”

“My God, Mavis, I didn’t know she was going to be killed. How do -
you think I felt, walkmg in and ﬁndlng her body?”

“This is worse than I thought.” Mavis stamped out her cigarette.

“We'll have to pay this Kirby. How much does he want?”

“He didn’t say. Plenty, I imagine.’

“Can you get in touch with him?”

“He gave me a phone number. Look, Mavis, I don’t like blackmail.
I'd rather make a clean breast of things to the police. I should have
done that.a year ago, I suppose, but I was scared, I wasn’t thinking
straight. T'll tell them the truth, Mavis. I'm sick of living like a crimi-
nal. I'm innocent. TheyIl have to believe me.”

“Why risk it? Why drag your name—and mine—through the mud? I
don’t like blackmail either, but I can afford it. Call Kirby. Tell him to
come here tonight.”

For once, Maxwell was grateful for his wife’s interference. With her
usual blunt assurance, she had assessed the problem and decided on a
course of action. Whether she was right or wrong, it was-a relief to let -
her handle it. And maybe she was right—maybe blackmail was better
than exposure.

Mavis came into the house with him while he telephoned Kirby.

“This is"Maxwell,” he said. “I've been thinking about your offer. Can
you come out to the house at about eight tonight? I'd rather not see
you at my office again.’ ' :

“Now you're talking,” Kirby sald ‘

Mavis whispered something, and Maxwell added, “I'd appreciate it if
you don’t park your cab too close to the house. You understand?” '

“Sure, friend. I always play my cards close to my chest

Maxwell hung up and nodded to his wife.

“Don’t worry,” Mavis said. “I have a feeling everything will work out
all right. Why don’t you have Mattie fix you a bite to eat and then take
a nap or go play some golf? You're in no COI)dlthﬂ to go back to the
office. . .” '

\ -
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At a few minutes before eight, the front-door chime sounded and
Maxwell himself went to open it.

“Hello, Mr. Maxwell.” Jim Kirby walked into the foyer, looking even
more obnoxiously cocky than he had in the moming. He was wearing
the grey uniform and visored cap of the company he worked for.

Maxwell took him into the study, a small side room opening onto the
garden. “Have a chair,” he said. “And lét's make this brief. How much
money did you have in mind?”

Kirby sank into an easy chair~~"Your wife’s not around, is she?”

“Unfortunately, she is. But I told her-I was expecting an insurance
man. If she should come in, just play along, will you?”

“Oh, sure.” Kirby grinned. “Well, Mr. Maxwell, how about a
thousand dollars a month? That shouldn’t break you. And I could use
it.” : :

Maxwell felt the blood rise in his face. “That’s fantastic!” he cried.
“I'm doing this to avoid a scandal. I'm not a murderer.” ~

“You're not?” Kirby said mildly. “O.K. But that's my price.”

“And how do I know you won’t double your price when you feel like
it?” .

“You don’t.” Kirby started as the door swung open and Mavis en-
tered smilingly. She was carrying a tray with two highballs and a plate
covered by a napkin. :

“I'm sure you men can do with a little refreshment,” she said, set-
tmg the tray on a table.

“Mavis, this is Mr.—James. My w1fe Maxwell said.

Kirby got to his feet. “Pleased to meet you, Mrs. Maxwell.”

Mavis shook his hand-warmly. “Do sit down. What sort of insurance
are you in, Mr. James?" '

“Life insurance,” Kirby told her, glancing at Maxwell with a half
smile. ' :

“Well, I'm not going to interrupt,” Mavis went on. “I just brought
you soine drinks and something to munch on.” She handed them each
a glass and then picked up the napkin:

What happened next was a blur. There was a muffled gunshot and
Kirby Slouched back in his chair, limp, with a widening circle of red
staining his chest. His highball glass fell to the floor, the spilled whis-
key instantly absorbed by the thick rug.

Mavis replaced the gun on the tray and hurried to Kirby’s body
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“Quick,” she told Maxwell, “help me move him!” .

Maxwell stood as if frozen. He wetted his dry lips. “Mavis,” he said.
“Mavis. . .7

“Come on!” she said furiously. Do you want bloodstains on the
chair?”

Together they half carried, half dragged the heavy body through the
French doors-and onto the flagstone terrace Only then did Mavis
straighten up and look at her husband. “It had to be done,” she told
hnn flatly. “You should have done it, but I knew you couldn’t.”

“You planned to kill him all along?’

“Of course. It was the only way.
“But the body—how are you gomg to get rid of it?”

“That’s all arranged,” she said. “I had the gardeners dig the grave
this afternoon. They thought- they were digging a bed for the roses.

Maxwell shuddered. She actually sounded pleased with herself.
Proud.

He watched her go through Klrbv s pockets deftly, removmg his wal-
let, papers, keys, and finally a small revolver. “You see,” she said.

They pulled Kirby's body across the darkened yard and.rolled it into
the neat coffin-shaped hole. Then, working with feverish strength,
Maxwell shoveled it half full with dirt, then inserted three rose bushes,
their roots neatly wrapped- it burlap.

When the bed was filled and_smooth, Mavis stepped back admir-
ingly. “They look nice, don’t they?” she.remarked. “They’re Noc-
turnes. I hope they’ll do well there.”

Exhausted, his hands torn by thorns, Maxwell followed his wife back
through the French doors into -the study, where he stood watching
while she tidied up, scrubbing the place on the rug where the highball
had spilled, putting the glasses back on the tray. She examined the
chair where Kirby had been sitting and seemed satisfied. “I was afraid
there’d be a bullet hole.” She stooped and picked up Kirby’s cap. “One
more thing. The cab.” ' - '

Maxwell groaned. He had forgotten about it. “What do we do—bury
it too?” he asked without humor.

“I'm afraid that’s impossible,” she sald dryly. “You must drive it to
" the top. of the bridge and leave it. I'll follow you in the car and pick

, youup.

““You mean they’ll think he Jumped? We neéed a body in the river to .
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prove that.” [

“Remember the Vories sulcxde? His body was never found.” She col-
lected Kirby’s cap, wallet, and gun and gave them to Maxwell. “Here,
toss these in the water. Leave the keys in the ignition.”

“I cai’t do it, Mavis. What if I'm seen?”
-“There’s not much bridge traffic at this hour. All you have to do is
stop the car, get out, and start walking. I'll stop for you farther on.”

“I don’t like it.” S 4

She handed him his untouched highball, warm now and flat. “Have a
little Dutch courage!”

/

Kirby had left his cab at the corner. Maxwell got in, waited until he
saw Mavis back -the car out of the driveway, then headed toward
Claiborne Avenue, the controls of the car strange and stiff in his gloved
hands. Beside him on the seat were Kirby's cap and wallet. 'And the
gun. Mavis kept a discreet half-block behind him as he sped out Clai-
borne and into Jefferson Highway. .

Once a pedestrian tried to” flag him down, and he experlenced a
moment of terror before remembermg that he was, after all, driving a
taxi.

It was ten o'clock when he reached the Huey P. Long Bridge, a
soaring grey span over the dark water. At the very top, he pulled over
and stopped, jumped out, and—with no other cars in sight—dropped
Kirby’s things over the railing.- Then he started at a half run along the
sidewalk, his legs hardly able to support him. Two cars whizzed past
and he prayed that the drivers didn’t take particular notice of him. He
knew it would be only minutes before someone reported an abandoned
car on the bridge. .

Finally, after what seemed hours, he heard Mavis pull alongside and
call him. He flung himself into the car and lay back against the seat,
taking deep, shuddering breaths. He opened his-eyes only when they
were back on the highway.
~ “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” she 2 asked
" He stared disbelievingly at her calm snub-nosed proﬁle Her hands
were perfectly steady on the wheel. She might have been driving
liome from a card par'ty. -

" A terrible thought was takmg form in his mind.

“Mavis,” he said slowly: “The nlght Adele Beaumont was murdered
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the garage door wasnt really jammed shut was it?”
“Of course it was.’
“Not jammed. Nailed. You'did that to keep me from gomg to her
house that night, didn’t you? Because you knew she was dead.”
Mavis was silent.
“You killed Adele.” ‘
‘His wife kept her eyes on the road. “Why, George,” she said. “What
an idea!” )

[

R

Maxwell did not sleep that night. Toward daylight, he fell into a fit-
ful rest in which he dreamed of roses—great, thick-petaled, heavy-
scented roses, which grew up all around the house and choked up the
‘doors and windows.

Mavis would not hear of his going to work that day. She gave hima
sedative and phoned Miss Hinchley that he would not be in. Maxwell
submitted docilely. He had the queer detached feeling that he and
Mavis were the same person, welded together by evil. She brought
him the evening paper, and they read it together. The police superin-
tendent was quoted as strongly suspecting suicide in the case of the
missing taxi driver.

The following day Maxwell returned to the office. It was a relief fo
see things moving along as usual in the Rothrock Building. Miss Hinch-
ley was typing in the front office as he entered. She loocked up with
pleasure. “Good morning, Mr. Maxwell! It's good to see you back! I
hope you're quite recovered.”

“Quite, thank you, Miss Hinchley.”

“I'm glad. If you have a moment, sir, I'd like to speak with. you.”

“Come right in.”

She followed him into his office and waited while he hung up his hat
and coat. She was such an amusingly formal old girl.

" “Well,” he said, seating himself at his desk and glancing at the mail.
“What's on your mind?”
“T'd like a raise, Mr. Maxwell:” The cameo at her throat quivered.‘

“A raise, eh? Well. How much do you think you re worth?”

“A great deal, Mr. Maxwell.”

He looked up sharply. “Oh?”

““Yes, sir.” She blushéd. “You see, I've dlSCOVGIed that the rude
gentleman who upset you so much on Tuesday was Mr. Kirby, the
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man the papers say killed himself. I recognized his picture.”

“You're wrong, Miss Hinchley. That man on Tuesday was a
dockworker by the name of Murphy. He wanted to discuss some union
trouble

“I think not, sir. I made a tape recordmg of your conversatlon with
him—in case you needed to refer to it later.”

Maxwell turned chalk-white. “Where is this thoughtful tape record-
ing?”

“In my safe-deposit box,” Miss Hmchley said. “Tt was.a very in-
teresting conversation, Mr. Maxwell.” )
The situation suddenly struck Maxwell as supremely funny—a huge
joke on Mavis and himself. He began to laugh, gently at first, and then

loudly, uncontrollably, until the tears came.
Miss Hinchley watched him apprehensively, wondering if he had
lost his mind and, in any case, what would happen next.
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To be admitted or not was the burning question . . .

GETTING IN

by
Barry N.
- Mazberg

So1 go to the admissions office of the Residence and explain my prob-

lem. Bankrupt marriage, complaining mistress, problems in the class

placement of my elder daughter, financial worries; career deadening

and closing in rapidly as I approach my fortieth birthday. “T'd like to

be put away for a while,” I say. “A controlled environment if you will

-Just someone to take the responsibilities away. They can’t get at me
here and, anyway, at least intermittently I feel that Tm going crazy.”
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Cooperatively they put me through tests. They are very good at the
esidence in that way; anyone may.apply, anyone has as good a chance
s anyone else, granted the need. Blood count, urinalysis, elec-
ocardiograph just to verify organic damage or the lack of it, and the
inctional stuff: thematic apperception, gestalt, free association, the
rojective battery, Stanford-Binet, and of course the sexual-preference
sries. It all ‘goes very quickly, spurred on by my own conviction that I
1 showing satisfactory madness. And then I am called into the chart-
1g room where the most solemn of the supervisors looks up from my
ew file on his desk and says, “I'm sorry, we have no place for you
ere. You are absolutely sane.” ’

“Sane?” I say. “Living this kind of life, involved with the people I
n, the depressions, the guilt, the self-loathing, the grief-stricken
reams in‘the night?” '

“All normal—all part, I am sorry to say, of the pattern for males of
our chronology and socioeconomic status. You have no idea how
ommon it is. No, we're unable to help you. You are completely sane.”
“I won't be if this goes on.” :

“Fear of incipient madness is one of the signs of sanity,” the super-
isor says. “You have to be-reasonable. You must accept your respon-
ibilities. Most men go through this kind of thing, you know.”

“I can’t take it any more.” 7 '

“No one’s happy,” the supervisor says. He looks down at my file,
hakes his head. “You should hear about my mistress,” he offers. ‘

So I return home to my children and my wife and then, as is my
ustom, go to the supermarket for the next day’s provisions. I had re-:
slved to say nothing to them about my application for the Residence;
1ight up to the moment of commitment I had resolved to be steadfast,
> meet all of my responsibilities. Now of course there would be no
oint in telling them anything. What would my wife say if she knew
hat in the judgment of the best authorities I am sane? How would my
aughters deal with a non-crazy daddy? On the way to Food Village I
rause at Wonder Waffles to niake a quick call to my mistress. I see her
n Fridays and Tuesdays and phone her every other day at least twice.
.ometimes I see her on Wednesdays and Saturdays as well, but these
re catch-as-catch-can visits, depending upon how my schedule works
t home. My first commitment I have always felt is to my family.
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“Well ” she says in her angry voice, “it’s about time I heard fron
you .
“I called as quxckly as I could :

“I suppose you dont care how long I was by the phone waltmg A
you have to do, you monster, is pick up the phone and just ring. It
like I'm out on the desert somewhere.” _

I have heard all this before and should know how to deal with it b
this time. In fact I do know how to deal with it—it is the fact that I n
longer want to that drove me to the Residence. Still, I must be stead
fast. Venting my own pain and rage would merely extend the conversz
tion and at any moment some.neighbor might walk into Wonder Wal
fles, see me at the pay phone, and make deductions that could b
passed on to my wife. “I'm sorry,” I say. “You know I love you.” -

“You're just using me. You don’t know what love is.”

“I know exactly what love is and I do love you.”

“No you don't, you monster,” she says, “you’re just using me t
make your own miserable life work.” And she begins to cry. “T'r
sorry, I'm sorry,” she says, “I don’t mean to be this way, you just can
imagine what it’s like to live for one person only and that person—"

“I do'know,” I say, “I do know. I live for you too.”

Chocolate malteds burble merrily in the Wonder Waffles shaker
near the pay phone and I continue in this manner, barely able to hea
her for the whirring, but after a while the operator says that my initic
period is up, and I say I' have no more change and hang up the phon
quickly, ignoring the ringback. She is in many ways a lovely and loy
able person, my mistress, but when she becomes this way it costs ¢
least one dollar and seventy-five cents to calm her down and I can
_take the risk in Wonder Waffles. , !

It wouldn’t have helped matters t6 have told her that I was sane
particularly since she is often apt, in her lovely and lovable Way, to cal
me a crazy person.

I go'to my ofﬁce and look at the drafting boards, convinced mor
than ever that I have wasted my career, that it’s all futile. An assistan:

- comes in and looks at me questioningly: it takes me several minutes t.
remember that I had made an appointmént with him yesterday .anc
broken it because:of my decision to go to the Residence. I had in
tended to fire him, and though I find my mood has shifted 1 say
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“You're very gifted, but your gifts don’t quite fit into the situation
here. We're all convinced that—"

~ “That I'd be much happier seeking another situation,” lie says and
bursts into tears. He falls from his chair, claws and screams, gnaws at
the carpet, begins to utter loud prayers. After a while I pick up the
phone and notify the company medical unit. They come and look at
him solemnly and sometime after that equipment and personnel from
the Residence arrive and take him away. I follow his disappearance
-with envious eyes.

I'seek to patch up things with my wife and make it really well be-
tween us, but all of the time I am thinking of my mistress. So I make
time the next day, a Wednesday, to go and see my mistress. But even
though she is in one of her better moods I am thinking of my wife. I

. leave her much disturbed and on the way home am seized with regret’
and stop at Wonder Waffles to phone her. As I say hello my wife and
daughters walk in and stare at me. “Goodbye,” I say and my mistress
curses me. I blunder toward my wife and daughters, saying, “I was just
ringing home but you were out, you were out,” and my wife says,

“What are you doing in Wonder Waflles making phone calls in the

" middle of the afternoon?” My daughters commence to quarrel between
themselves and a very lively discussion ensues, the details of which are
somewhat blurred.

T hire a new assistant who I perceive on the second day has already
been taken into management’s confidence and is spying on me and
monitoring my telephone calls. I tell my mistress that I will no longer
be able to call her so frequently and never from the office. She says I
am a monster and possibly insane.

My wife says we are growing further apart.

My elder ddughter is put into an open classroom which is also avail-
able to my younger daughter, and murderous passions arise between
the two since the younger now feels smarter and the elder dumber

than before

My mistress says that she feels I am abstracted all the time and that -
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in all likelihood I am cheating on her.

So I go to the Residence and state my case reasonably. They pull my
file-and the supervisor says regretfully, “I'm sorry. You are sane. You
are absolutely sane. I tegret it but there is nothing we can do for you.
You will have to face your problems and smk beneath them like most
of the rest of us.’

I pull out the Smith’ & Wesson .38 bought illegally just yesterday
and shoot him m the left hand.

“You're sane,” he says desperately, brandishing his right hand in a
military manner. “You're sane.

I' shoot him in the right leg. “Youre sane,” he says, kicking out Wlth
his left. “This is the world, you must live in it. You have no choice.” I
shoot him in the heart All the ‘way down to the floor he repeats,

“You're sane. . .youre sane. . .you're sane.

The doors open then and all of them come in: wite, mistress,
daughters, spying assistant, the proprietor of Wonder Waffles—
everyone, in fact, except my prior assistant who is safely at rest behind
the walls. And as I wait for the message they will give me, I wonder if
I'll have the strength and purpose to respond to it with the gun.

-

The April issue of Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery
Ib]_agazine will be on sale March 15.
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Could Jefferson possibly have had the cut of a man’s hair in i\

mind when he spoke of equal and exact justice for all
men? . . . -

’ — AR N T\l b

BRIAN GARFIELD

Deke Allen was arrested F riday afternoon on his way home from”his
uncle’s house in Yorktown Heights. ) : .
He'd had a-call that morning from his father. Mostly just to ask how
Deke was doing, how was business, how’s that girl what's-her-name,
the one you live with, pretty little thing. So forth. But during the call
his father mentioned that Uncle Bill was having a problem with rats in
his basement. Deke’s father said, “If you happen to be heading up that
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way you can drop by and pick up my shotgun. Take it on up to Bill’s
and see if you can take care of those rats for him.” .

Uncle Bill didn’t like to put down poison because he had a houseful
.of dogs. He adopted stray dogs; it. was his avocation. The place—a
four-acre farmstead near the Croton Reservoir—was fenced in to con-
tain the cacaphony of orphaned dogs. Deke liked Bill and had nothing
better to do that Friday. His next job wasn’t scheduled to start till
Monday. So he went by his father’s house in Ossining and picked up

the pump-action sixteen-gauge and a boxful of shells for it, and drove
out along Baptist Church Road to his uncle’s dog farm.

Deke Allen tended to carry just about anything a human being might
need in his Microbus. It was his factory, craft-shop, tool-warehouse,
and repair center. Deke, in his anachronistic two-bit way, was a build-
ing contractor. He specialized in restorations of old houses, preferably
pre-Revolutionary houses; there were plenty of them in the Putnam
County area and he had a good deal of work, especially from young
New York City couples who'd made themselves a little money and
moved to. the country and bought “handyman special” antique houses
for low prices, hoping to meet the challenge. Most of them learned
that it was harder work than they’d thought; most of them had city jobs
to which they had to commute and they simply didn't have enough -
time to repair their old houses. So when an old cellar sprang a leak or
an old beam needed shoring up .or an old wall crumbled with dry-rot,
Deke Allen would arrive in his Microbus with his assortment of tools.
Mast of them were hand-made tools and some of them actually dated
* buck to Colonial times. He was especially proud of a set of old wooden
planes. He'd had to make new blades for them, of course, but the
wooden housings were the originals—iron-hard and beautifully smooth.
and straight. ‘And he carried buckets filled with old squarehead nails
and other bits and pieces of hardware he'd retrieved from.condemned

buildings and sheriff's auctions and the Ossining city dump. \

- He kept all his toolboxes and hardware in the Microbus; he'd built
- the compartments in. He even had a little pull-down desk in the back
where he could do his paperwork—measurements, billings, random
calculations, the occasional poem he wrote. He kept an ice cooler in
the back for soft drinks and beer and the yogurt he habitually con-
sumed for lunch. Deke was a health-food nut. The only thing he never
carried in the truck was marijuana; he knew better than that. Show a
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state cop a psychedelically-painted Microbus driven by a young-looking
25-year-old with scraggly blond-hair down to his shoulder blades and a
wispy yellow beard and moustache and a brass ring in his left ear—show
a state cop all that and you were showing him a natural reefer reposi-
tory. So the grass never went into the Microbus. And he was always
careful to carry only unopened beer cans in the ice cooler. It was legal
so long as it was unopened. Deke got rousted about once every three
weeks by a state cop on some highway or other. It was an inconve-
nience, that was all. You had to put up with it or get a haircut and
change your lifestyle. Deke wasn’t tired of his lifestyle yet, not by a
long shot. He liked living in the tent with Shirley all summer long,
Winters they'd spring the rent for an apartment. This was March; they
were almost ready to move out of the furnished room-and-a-half; but
they were still living indoors and that was why his father had been able
to reach him on the boarding-house phone.

This particular Friday he went on up to Uncle Bllls dog farm and
went inside with the shotgun. They took a lantern down into the dank
basement and they sat down until the light attracted the rats. They'd
put earplugs in; it was the only way to stand the noise in the confined
space. When Uncle Bill' judged that all the rats were in sight, Deke
handed him the shotgun and Bill did the shooting. Deke didn’t like
guns, didn’t know how to shoot them, and didn’t want anything to do
with them. He was lucky he’d been 4-F or he’d probably have dodged
the draft or deserted to Canada. It was one moral decision that hadn’t
been forced upon him, however, and he was just as happy he hadn’t
had to face it. He was half deaf, it seemed, the result of too much
teenage exposure to hard rock music at too many decibels. Deafness
qualified you for a 4-F draft status. It also made life fairly miserable
sometimes; he wasn’t altogether deaf, not by a wide margin, but there
were sounds above a certain register that he couldn’t hear at all and he
generally had to listen carefully to hear things that normal people could
hear without paying any attention. Conversation, for example. If he
looked at TV—which wasn’t often, since he and Shirley didn’t own

N\
one—he had to sit close to the set and turn the sound up to a level
that was uncomfortably loud for most other people in the room.

But he could hear it all right when Shirley whispered in hlS ear that
she loved him. )

. When Bill got finished shootmg the rats he handed the gun back to

-
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Deke and went down across the basement floor with a burlap sack to
pick up the corpses so they wouldn’t make maggots and houseflies or
stink up the house. They left the basement—it was then about two in
the afternoon—and had a couple of sodas out of Deke’s ice cooler:
They talked some, mostly about the dogs that kept jumping up and try-
ing to lick Deke’s beard. Finally Deke slid the shotgun carelessly
across onto the passenger seat, got in, and drove out -of the yard. Be-
hind him Uncle Bill carefully closed the six-foot- hxgh gate to keep the
dogs in.

A few miles down the road a state cop pulled Deke over because one
of the bolts had fallen out of the rear license plate and the plate was.
hanging askew by one bolt, its corner scraping the pavement and
throwing the occasional spark.. Deke because of his hearing problem
hadn’t heard the noise it had been making.  The cop had to .use the
siren and the flashers and get right up on top of the Microbus before
Deke knew he was there. Deke hadn’t been speedmg or anything. He
figured it for another tiresomeé marijuana shakedown. He was glad he
didn’t have beer on his breath; they'd had sodas back at-Bill's, not
beers.

He pulled-over against the trees and got out, reaching for his wallet.
The cop was walking forward; behind him the lights on top of the
cruiser were still flashing, hurting Deke’s eyes so Deke looked away
and waited for the cop to come up. :

“Your license plate’s hanging crooked,” the cop said. “A lot of
sparks. Could hit the gas tank. You want to fix it.”

Deke was relieved. “Say, thanks.” He opened.up the back of the
Microbus and the cop saw all the tools and hardware in there. Deke
got out a screwdriver and fouhd’ himself a nut and bolt in one of the
compartmentalized toolboxes. He fixed the license plate back in place.
Meanwhile, the cop was hanging around. One of those beely guys with
a Texas Ranger hat and his belly hanging out over his Sam Browne
 belt. He wasn’t searching the ‘truck exactly—he was just hanging
around—but when Déke went to get back in, the cop saw the shotgun
on the passenger seat. §

The cop’s face turned cold. “All right. Get out slow : ’

Deke stood to one side and the cop slowly removed the shotgun
from the seat. He worked the pump-action and a loaded cartrxdge
flipped out of the breech. The cop stooped down to pick it up. “Loaded
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and chambered. Ready to fire. What bank you fixin’ to rob, boy?”

-- After that it was inevitable. The cop handcuffed Deke and locked
him in the cruiser’s back-seat cage and drove him into the Croton bar-
racks. There he was handed.over to two other police types. They ran
him on into Ossining and.he was booked.

“Booked? For what?”

“Possession,” the sergeant said.

Deke still didn’t think much of it. He was a hippie type. They ha-
~ rassed hippie types on principle, these cops. They’d throw him in the
tank overnight and tomorrow he’d have to hitch a rlde back to pick up
his truck.

‘Only it didn’t work out that way. -

Stanley Dern figured himself a pretty good country lawyer. He'd
known Harv Allen for several years, not well but as a lawyer knows a
casual client: he’d drawn. Harv’s_will for him, done a few minor legal
chores for him from time to timé. When Harv called him about his
son, Stanley Dern at first tried to ‘put him off. “I'm not really a crimi-

“nal lawyer, Harv.”

“Nor is my son a criminal,” Harv replied. He had an old-fashioned
New England way of talking; the famlly-—and Harv—was from New
Hampshlre

“Well, I'll be glad to go down there and talk with him. Have they
set bail?”

“Twenty-five thousand dollars.” ‘ :

‘ Stan]ey Dern whistled through his teeth. “What's he charged with?”
“I can’t remember the exact words. Possession of a deadly weapon
in substance.”
“I'll see what I can do.”

Stanley Dern had practiced in Ossining for thirty of his fifty-four
years; he knew everybody in the district attorney’s office and he knew
most of the cops in town. Criminal court activity in Ossining had al-
“ways been more intense than in other cities of comparable size because
Ossining was the home of Smg Sing, the old New York State peniten-
tiary. -

Stanley Dern went to the Crlmmal Part Clerk and found out that the
prosecution had been assigned to a young assistant D.A. named Dan
Ellenburgh. Stanley didn’t know this one; Ellenburgh was new.
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He was also large, as Stanley found out when he entered the office.
Ellenburgh 'was half-bald, small-eyed, and at least a hundred pounds
overweight—a shame in such a young man, Stanley thought. -

“Now it’s a Sullivan Law violation,” Ellenburgh said after he’d pulled
out Deke Allen’s file and looked ifito it to remind himself which case
they were talking about. “Possession of a deadly weapon. He had it on
the car seat right beside him. Armed and charged. Ready to fire.”

“Now come on, Mr Ellenburgh. That’s a ten-year rap. The kid
could get ten years

“That’s right,” Ellenburgh said blandly. “Of course you'll probably

"cop a plea and he'll end up serving one-to-three and he’ll be out in
nine or ten months on good behavior.”

“Nine or ten months out of the kid’s life JllSt because he helped his
uncle shoot some rats?”

Ellenburgh put on a pair of granny glasses—Ben Franklins. They
made him look ludicrous; they were far too small for the fleshy mas-
siveness of his face. “Do you think we should just let any hippie kid

" ride around with a loaded gun on his car seat, counselor? What do you
suppose we have gun laws for?”

“Mr. Ellenburgh, this young man isn’t a dangerous felon. He’s never
been convicted of anything worse than a traffic violation. He runs his
own business in this community. He's well- regarded by the people he’s
worked for. He may not cut his hair the way you might prefer but he’s
certamly not a menace. The facts in the case are clear enough, it seems
to me. '

“The facts in the case—it seems.to me—are that the man was caught
red-handed with a loaded gun on his car seat. That's in clear violation
~of the law. It's a felony law, counselor, and a loaded cocked shotgun is

_ nothing if not dangerous. Therefore I've got to dlsagree with you. I'd
classxfy this’ case as a dangerous felon.”

“Come off it,” Stanley Dern said.

“You think I'm playing some sort of game with you, counselor'r’ Well,
you come to court and see whether I am.” And Ellenburgh got up and
turned his back rudely, replacing the file in his steel cabinet, indicating
plainly that the interview was ended. ] )

Stanley Dern went down to the jail to see Deke Allen. He -asked
Deke if he wanted him to be Deke’s lawyer. Deke said, “I'd love it,
Mr. Dern, but all I've got is about forty dollars to my name right now.
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If you'll put. me on the.cuff I can pay you off in mstalments Assuming
it doesn’t cost too much.”

Stanley Dern didn't have any remote idea whether it would cost
forty dollars or forty thousand to defend Deke Allen in this case. He
said, “Never mind the fee, Deke. Whatever it is, I'll bill you no more’
than you can afford to pay. This idiot prosecutor’s got me mad and
whén they get Stanley Dern mad they'd better hunker down and watch
out.”

Then Stanley Dern arranged with a bondsman to put up Deke s bail;
it cost Deke’s father $2,500 but there was no question of his not paying
it—Deke’s father was a retired baker of no particular importance in the
community and certainly no wealth, but he was a decent man and he
‘loved his son even if he didn’t understand his son’s so-called life-style.

And finally Stanley Dern went into the law library at the firm where
he worked and began to read up on the gun law.

The law stated quite clearly that it was illegal to carry a loaded
weapon on one’s person or in one’s car except on one’s own
premises—home or place of business. For the benefit of hunters a
loophole had been built into the law whereby you could carry a “non-
concealable weapon”——that is, a shotgun or rifle—on your person or in
your car so long as'it was unloaded and broken down in such a way as
to be not easily assembled and fired. The wording of the loophole was
quite strict and specific. There was no way to get around it: the
weapon, in order to escape the provisions of the gun law, had to be
unloaded and dismantled. Clearly Deke Allen’s case didn’t meet those
criteria. Technically he was guilty. Or so it appeared

Stanley’s instinct was to wait and see which judge’s docket the trial
would be set for. A reasonable and sympathetic judge would either
throw the case out or, at the worst, administer a slap on the wrist to
Deke.

But Stanley’s heart fell when he saw the court calendar for that May
17th. State of New York vs. Allen 5/17 CC Pt. III. Criminal Court Part
Three. That was Judge Elizabeth Berlin. Of them all she was the most
hardnosed, the least tolerant of youthful offenders, the judge most in-
clined to mete out the harshest possible sentence.

Of course he could shoot for a jury trial, he supposed, but there
wasn’t much point in that; a jury could only determine the facts of a
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case, not the law that pertained to it, and the facts of the case were
such that in terms of a jury Deke couldn’t help being held guilty as
hell. And while a jury could recommend a lenient sentence it couldn’t
require one. It would still rest in' the hands of Elizabeth “Lucrezia
Borgia” Berlin.

Three years’ minimum, Stanley ‘thought dlsmally Not to mention
the permanent loss of citizenship rights: a felon, once convicted, could -
never again vote or hold public office or hold any number of jobs. Be-
cause he’d done his father and his uncle a harmless favor and been .ig-
norant of the fine print of the state gun law, Deke Allen could have the
rest of his lifé ruined.

It wasn't good enough.

Stanley went back to his law books. There had to be an answer.

Court day. Stanley and Deke waited silently in the ]courh'oom while
Judge Berlin dispensed several cases ahead of them. She was formida-
ble in her grey suit, a white-haired woiman with a humorous but ungiv-
ing face. Stanley had practiced before her for many years; he knew her
quite well. She was.not a nasty person, merely a sternly tough one: she
was honest and, in terms of her own standards, fair—in that she dealt
equally harshly with all guilty parties and equally sympathetically with
" innocent ones. (That is to say, those whose guilt was not proved. Trials
do not establish innocence. They only establish whether or not the
prosecution has proved its case.) She had, much to her credit, a fine
shrewd sense of humor and she was not reluctant to laugh at herself’
when the situation called for it. It was her saving grace; trials in Part
HI often were' highly entertaining because of the witty repartee be-
tween Ms. Berlin on the bench and the lawyers on the arena floor. '

Two hours dragged by. Then a possession-of-narcotics case was con-
tinued to some future date and the bailiff rose to intone: “State versus
Allen.”

The arresting cop testified as to the cucumstances of the arrest and
the condition ‘of the shotgun in- the car at the tirhe. Stanley cross-
examined the cop with little hope of accomplishing anything ‘useful.
The cop stuck to his story: yes, the shotgun was handy, right there on
the seat. Yes, it was assembled. Not enly assembled but charged,
loaded, and cocked. All you had to do was pull the trigger. The safety-
catch wasn’t even on.
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When the prosecution rested its case, Ellenburgh was sweating; the

fat man glared at Deke and Stanley before he went back-to the D.A.’s
-table and sat down, wiping his face with a handkerchief. Then Stanley
called his witnesses. He called Harv Allen to the stand. Harv testified
how he’d given the shotgun to Deke and why; he also testified that
Deke detested guns and never used them, not even for target practice.
Then Deke’s Uncle Bill got on the stand and told the story of the rat
hunt—how he, not Deke, had shot the rats and how he’'d handed the
gun back to Deke afterward, not thinking to put the safety catch on or
empty the gun. “It's my fault maybe more'n his,” Uncle Bill said ear-
nestly, “I know a little about guns, at least. The boy doesn’t Rnow a
thing about them.” ' '

Then Stanley called a few character witnesses—people who knew

Deke, people he’d worked for. They testified how he’d done good hon-
est work for them, never stolen, worked like a beaver out of that clut-
tered old Microbus of his, always been amiable and cheerful—a little
hard-of-hearing, maybe, but certainly not a criminal type.
- All through the trial—it lasted about five hours, not counting the
break for lunch—Deke’s live-in girl friend Shirley sat right behind the
rail and surreptitiously held hands with (Deke. Judge Berlin saw that,
of course, but she made no objection to it and Stanley was slightly en-
couraged by her evident sympathy for the boy. Just the same, he
realized that the facts in the case weré clear, that there’d been a viola-
tion of the felony law and that he was going to have to pull something
very clever indeed if he was to save Deke from misery.

Ellenburgh made his closing argument—very brief, it didn’t need
much elucidation. Then Stanley stood up and addressed the bench.

“Your honor, I don’t think anybody’s disputing the facts in this case.
We seem to be caught up on a legal issue rather than a factual one. My
client makes no secret of the'fact that he had the gun on his truck seat
as the officer testified. That its presence was not intended for felonious
purpose is, in the eyes of the law, immaterial. We seem to be faced
with a mandatory situation here, wherein the accused—even though

“our sympathies may go out to him wholeheartedly—appears to be un-
compromisingly guilty in the eyes of the law. Even a suspended sen-
tence in this case would brand my client a felon for the rest of his life
and deprive him of vital constitutional rights, as you know.”

Judge Berlin watched him suspiciously: apparently Stanley was only
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confirming the prosecution’s case. She said, “Are you defending the
young man or simply throwing h1m on the mercy of the court, Mr.
Dem?”

“I'd like to defend him, your honor I'd like to pomt out to the
Court the provision of the state’s anti-gun-possession statute which
specifically exempts from prosecution the honest citizen who, for pur-
poses of self-protection or otherwise, elects to keep a gun—loaded. or
otherwxse——on the premises of his own home or place of business.”

“Mr. Dern, I'm fully aware of that prov151on I.don’t see how it
applles in this case.”

“Your honor,” Stanley said quietly, “my client maintains, with per-
fectly good-reason, that his Microbus is in fact his.place of business.”

There was a loud objection from prosecutor Ellenburgh but Judge
Berlin had begun to laugh and Stanley knew by the tone of her laugh-
ter that he’d won.

Deke Allen told me, some time later, after he’d had time to reflect
on the experience,—T guess Justice is blind. But the rest of us sure as
hell have to keep our eyes open, don’t we?”
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It was Julie Calmer’s second summer working the tour boats in Toronto’
harbor. Wearing a white red-trimmed blouse and blue slacks, she sat up
at the front of the boat giving her little talk through the public address
system to the 120 or so paying customers who made up each hour-long
trip.

“Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen and children,” she’d begin,
“and welcome aboard the Island Quéen, one of eight tour boats oper-
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ated by Star Sightseeing. If this boat looks familiar to some of you it's
* probably because it's identical to the glass-topped tour boats used on
the canals of Amsterdam.” )

Then 'she talked about the various ships in the harbor as they -made
their way across to the Toronto Islands, a group of connected parks
containing an amusement area, beaches, picnic grounds, yacht clubs,
and marinas. The long low tour boat picked its way gently among the
waterways separating the islands, guided by Tom Haining’s gentle hand
on the wheel. She was happy to be working with Tom again this
summer. They got along well, and he even let her steer the boat some-
times on the return trips. -

“Coming up on the ducks,” Tom called to her as they passed the
island airport at Hanlan’s Point. “Get your bread ready.”

The ducks were really a mélange of Canada geese, gulls, swans, and
other birds that summered in the waters around the islands, living well
off the tourist fare and the bread Julie and the other guides tossed
them from the tour boats. Now, seeing them wading into. the water
from the shoreline, she ripped open a loaf of stale bread and began
tossing slices out the hatch as she talked. Almost at once the boat was
nearly enveloped in swoopmg, diving birds.

“They always wait for us,” Julie explained to the passengers, exhaust-
ing the first loaf and opening a second. “They- know we're good for a
~-handout.” ’
The craft passed under a bridge with inches to spare, mto a sort. of
lagoon where rented rowboats circled casually. Julie threw out more

bread, and the geese came in low over the water.

“On your left, that red boat is a real Chinese junk, brought over
here five years ago from Hong Kong. The other yachts and power boats -
are all . N

Julie contmued her spiel, her eyes roaming over the passengers.
They were a typical summer crowd—kids, tourists, conventioneers,
Americans from across the lake, French-Canadians down from
Montreal. One man in an aisle seat halfway back looked familiar and
she thought she remembered him from an earlier trip. '

At the wheel, Tom Haining eyed the feeding birds. “They’re all out
today,” he commented. “I wonder what would happen if we came’
across without bread sometime.’

“You'd have a lot of disappointed blrds
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They cleared the last.of the island passages and started slowly back
icross the choppy waters of the harbor. “Ladies and gentlemen, off to
»ur right you'll notice a regatta from the Royal Canadian Yacht Club
issembling for a race. Races.are almost a daily event here during the -
zood summer weather. In the winter, of course, the harbor generally
reezes over——though they tiy to keep open a passage for the few
rear-round island residents. Years ago, some of the park land was
eased for private homes though it's gradually being reclaimed for pub-
ic use.’

The tour boat pulled into. the dock at the foot of Yonge Street and
‘ulie and Tom helped the passengers disembark. The group for the
1ext trip was already in line, but there was time for a few minutes’
yreak. When the last of the passengers was off the boat, Julie grabbed
1p her purse and headed for the ladies’ room on the dock. She mlght
1ave time for a qulck mgarette

“Pardon me,” a man’s voice said.

Julie glanced back and saw that'it was the man she’d noticed on the
oat. “Yes?” she asked with her best girl-guide smile. People often
:ame to her with questions after the trip was over.:  #

“That’s a fascinating ride,” he said. “T enjoyed it so much I took it
wice.” ' '

“I'm glad you liked it.”

He was tall, with a handsome tanned face and a twinkle in his eyes
hat had the contradictory effect of alerting Julie while putting her at
sase. She’d met his type before and wasn’t at all surprised when he
aid, “T'd like to talk to you about the harbor and the islands. They
ascinate me and you must know as much as anyone. Would y0u join
ne for a drink after you go off duty?”

She’d said no to such offers a hundred times in the past, but once or
wice she’d accepted—it had depended on her mood of the moment
ind the way the offer was presented. “Sure,” she said after a moment’s
Jhought, T guess I could, if you don’t mind waltmg while I make one
nore trip across. Then I'm through for the day.” '

“Fine. I'll meet you here in an hour then. My name is Phil Wln-
ers.”

“I'm Julie Calmer.”

On the next trip across she found herself wondering if she’'d done
he right thing accepting the date. She knew that such casual invita-
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tions could lead to problems. Last summer sbe’d had a couple of dates
with a college boy-a few years younger than herself, and when she’d
tried to break it off he had taken to turning up on the dock every day,
attempting to talk to her. But Phil Winters was older and obviously
more experienced. He didn't seem the type for permanent attach.
ments.

It seemed like a safe enough evening.

. "He took her to the cocktail lounge of a nearby.luxury hotel that tow-
ered over the harbor. He wore a tan jacket over his knit. shirt anc
. jeans, and it gave him a casual air that wasn’t out of place.in the sur-
roundings. He looked like a wealthy young lawyer or broker anc
maybe he was.

“Great view from here,” he observed, looking out at the harbor.
“We can see your tour boats. Or do they run at night?”

“The last trip is at elght in the summer. It gets back just before
nine, while it’s still light.” She smxled and took out a cigarette. He
reached over to light it for her. “You wanted to ask' me about the is-
lands.” ¢

“I do, but you interest me too. If you'll pardon my saying so, you

"look a little’ past college age and I thought most of the guides were
- college girls.”

“The extra summer ones are, but I've been working since the seasor
started in April. In the spring, boat tours go till four every day. I lef
college a year ago and worked the boats last summer. During the

winter I didn’t do much of anything. This year I'm back on the boats.”
" “You were in college a year ago?”

“It was a half-hearted attempt to earn a_master’s degree. I gave i
up. Maybe you're right about my being too old for college. I'm
twenty-six.”

~“I think you're a lovely young woman. Are you American?”

“I was born in Canada, but we lived in Cleveland while I was grow
ing up. I came back here to attend college and decided to stay.” She
sipped her drink. “What about you, Mr. Winters?”

“Oh, I've lived an ordinary life. I am American—I came over as :
draft-dodger, went back home during the amnesty, then chucked it al
and came back here again. Now I'm thirty years” old and sort of bacl
where I started.”-

/r - N - A .
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“You have an extraordinary tan.”
“I do a little salhng A friend of mine has a yacht and I go out with
him on weekends.” : .

“What do you do the rest of the time?”

“This and that.” He shrugged. “Marketing, mostly.”

After their drinks they had dinner, and Julie found herself enjoying
him more than she had any other man since Glen. She found herself
telling him about Glen, about living with him through last autumn, and
about the row they'd had on Christmas Eve that ended it all.

“Where do you live?” he asked.

They ended the evening back at her apartment*and in the morning
he helped her with breakfast. “What time do you have to be to work?”
he asked.

“Not till noon today.”

“Good. You know, I never did ask you those questions about the is-
lands.”

She grinned impishly.

She saw Phil Winters every night that week, and he stayed with her
every night but Friday, when he left at ten to attend to some unex-
plained business. She wondered vaguely if he was dealing in narcotics,
because on the second night he’d produced two joints of pot and they'd
lit up.

“What do you do for a living, Phil?” she asked h1m on Saturday.
“I told you. I'm in marketing.”
“That pot the other night was a good grade. Do you sell it?”

He laughed. “I wish I did! There’s good money in it.”

He rode the tour boat again the next afternoon, telling her that he
liked hearing her voice as she gave her lecture. Afterwards, he asked
about the loaves of bread for the birds. “We get it cheap,” she ex-
plained. “It's day-old bread that the bakery sells us. It’s perfectly good
for the birds. Probably for people too, for that matter.”

“Throwing that bread to the birds fascinates me. There's a trick I'd
like to try sometime.” -

“What’s that?”

“T'll tell you later. Let’s go home now.”

Home had come to mean her apartment, and in the space of a week
he’d managed to move in his razor, toothbrush, and several items of

.
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clothing. He explained that he’d been living with someone who was
into hard drugs -and it had gotten to be a bad scene. Julie suspected
the someone might be a girl, but she liked h1m moving in and didn’t
really care how it had come about.

They spent Sunday at the apartment and wandering around
downtown Toronto. The city never ceased to fascinate her, with its
fountains and plazas and endless shopping arcad@s.. \

She worked a six- -day week in the summer. When she returned to
the apartment on Monday night, Phil had a surprise. “Look,” he said,
dumpmg the contents of a paper bag on the table.

“A bag full of cheese sandwiches?”

“They look like it, don’t they? Two slices of bread w1th a couple of
pieces of Swiss cheese in between. There’s even a bite_taken out of one
side. But notice—inside the bitten-out part is the neck of a three-
ounce plastic bottle.”

She poked gingerly with one finger. “It feels like a plastic sponge.”

“That’s just what it is. It's a cheese-sandwich flask for secret drinkers
and wags—perfect for football games or lunch at the office.”

“They sell these?” ~

“Sure—in novelty and souvenir shops.”

“But what are you doing with a dozen of them?”

“That’s part of my idea,” Phil told her. “It’s a‘joke, really. See, the
layers are just glued together. I can pull them apart, remove the, imita-
tion cheese, and glue the two pieces of make-believe bread back to-
gether again. I can even glue another little piece of the bread over this
bitten-out place. Now it looks like two pieces of bread but with the
plastlc bottle hidden inside.”

“Seems like a lot of work when you could do the same thmg with
two pieces of real bread.”

He grinned at her. “The birds would eat real bread.”

Then she understood that he wanted her to do something with the
phony bread—somethmg connected with feeding the birds. “Oh, Phil,
no,” she said. “I can’t—3% R

“Sure you- can! It's just a little gag. A friend of mine will have one of
those rented boats out in the lagoon near the amusement park. You

‘have this piece of bread in with all the rest and you just toss it into
the water near his boat. The birds won'’t eat it and he'll pick it up.”
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She stared at him uncertainly. “What will be inside?”
“Nothing—I swear to you! I just want to see if it will work.”
{. “Suppose it doesn’t float?”
“It'll float. I already tried’it in the sink.”
“You're not getting me into trouble, are you?”
“Look at it yourself—the plastic container is empty! It’s just a gag.”
“You keep saying that, but I don’t see any special humor in it.”
“Just do it for me, will you?” 4
If she had no reason to do it, she had no real reason to declme It
seemed harmless enough. -
“How will I know your friend’s boat?”
“They’re all numbered. He'll have number 15—and he’ll be _wearing
a red shirt.”
“Which trip?”
“The first one—tomorrow noon.”

-1

It was a hot and hazy day and the noon trip across had a full load of
passengers. Tom Haining was chatting with her, so that when they
reached the first of the birds she almost forgot about the special bread
in her purse. But then as Tom maneuvered the boat under the pedes-
trian bridge she saw the man in the red shirt dead ahead, sitting
serenely in one of the little rowboats. He was much older than she'd
expected, obviously not a contemporary of Phil’s. There was something
hard about his features that made him look distinctly out of place in a
rowboat on a summer’s afternoon. She tossed out the fake bread along
with a couple of real slices and it landed together in the water near his
boat. The ducks and geese attacked it at'once, but abandoned the false
bread after a few frustrating pecks. As her boat made a curve out of
sight, she saw the man in the red shirt reach into the water and re-
trieve it. : -

" Phil Winters was waiting for her back on the dock. “How'd it go?”
She shrugged. “He picked it up. I guess-it went O.K.”
“Great. I'll see you back at the apartment tomght
“Phil?”
“Yes?”
“Who is that man?”
“Just a guy I do business with.”

4 \
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That night he brought her a bottle of expensive wine and he seemed
in especially good spirits. “Are you going to tell me about that business
today?” she asked him as they sat down to eat.

“There’s nothing to tell.” He got up from the table and went to his
Jacket Inside a plastic sandwich bag was another of the spongehke
sandwiches. “Will you do it again tomorrow?” he asked.-

She took it in her hand and was immediately aware that it was
heavier than the first one. “What's msxde the plastic bottle?”

“Nothing that need concern you.’

She opened it and spilled a little of the powdery contents onto the
tablecloth. “What is it, Phil?” .

“A few ounces of cocaine, that’s all.”

“My God—what do’you take me for?”

““You smoked pot with me. This is no worse.”

“It’s a lot worse, Phil, and you know it! Are you selling the stuff?”

“I'm delivering it, to the man in the boat. It’s no b1g deal, but we're
afraid of the police.”

“How much is this worth?” , -

- He didn’t answer until she repeated the question. “The current -
street value is about $1200 an ounce.”

“Look, I don’t care what you do—but you can do it w1thout me! I
don’t want any part of it.”

“You made one delwery already.” —

“It was empty.” )

“But if the police were watchmg my friend they don’t know that.
Don’t you see, Julie—you've already taken the risk! If anything was
wrong with the scheme we’d know it by now!”

“Can’t you put it in a locker at the bus station? Or mail it to him?”"

He shook his head. “I need a middleman I can trust. I need you,
]uhe ‘

“I'm not a man, middle or otherwme Or hadn’t you noticed?”

“1 noticed.” :

“Answer me something honestly, Phil. Is thls why you. picked me up
in the first place?”

“No! I swear it wasn't, Julie! T didn’t get the idea till .a couple of days
agol” :

The day was overcast, with forecasts of scattered thundershowers.
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Julie delivered her talk without visible nervousness and threw the
bread to the birds easily, casually. She chatted with the passengers up
front and helped guide Tom under the pedestrian bridge=~When she
saw the man in the red shirt she tossed the fake bread in his direction
without thinking twice. This time she didn’t even look back. -

Just this one more time, Phil had told her.

But she remembered that he'd bought a dozen of the spongy foam
sandwiches.

-When he asked her again two days later, she offered only token re-
sistance. She was into it now, she knew, and it was best not thinking
about it. .

A week later, after she’d made three successful deliveries, Tom
Haining said to her, “You know, there’s a guy in a red shirt who’s out
there in a rowboat almost every day—always on the noon trip.”

“Maybe he likes the exercise,” she suggested. .

“But why would he wear the same-color shirt every day?”-

That night when she returned to the apartment, she told Phil, “Have
your man wear different-color shirts from now on. My skipper is notic-"
mg him.”

“He wears red so you can spot him easily.”

“I can spot him. I'm beginning to see his face in my dreams.”

The next afternoon the man in the rowboat was wearing a yellow”
shirt. Tom Haining didn’t seem to notice him. ‘

Julie had stopped looking inside the plastic bottles after the first
couple of times. When Phil gave her each day’s delivery, she rarely
looked at it. When the day for the eleventh delivery came, she com- -
mented, “You must be out- of sandwiches. Thxs makes eleven and we
used one for the test.”

“I've got good news for you, Julie,” he said. “This is the last one.
After tomorrow I'm retiring from the business.”

“Really?”

“Really.” He took out his wallet and handed her. five $100 bills.
“This is for you. It’s your share.” , ‘

She didn'’t touch the bills. “Phil, I didn’t do it for money.”

“But you should have it. T'm getting money for deliveries you're
makmg

“I've told you since the beginning that you could have delivered it in
a dozen other ways. You don’t need me. You never needed me.”
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“I need you, ]uhe Will you beheve that?”

And she did believe him. She couldn’t bring herself to not beheve
him, to admit that it had all been a game with him from the beginning.
In the end she put the ‘money in her purse She could always decide
what to do with it later.

The next day the man was.waiting in his boat as usual. This time he
was wearing a plaid shirt, and she threw the bread with a little extra
vigor, knowing it would .-be the last time. The Canada geese and the
swans and the gulls swooped in to the attack, plunging their beaks into
the real bread almost before-it touched the water. The man in the

- plaid shirt leaned forward to fish his prize from the swelling wake of

their craft. Hadn’t anyone else ever noticed him in all these days, she
wondered, battling the birds for his strange prize?

The final delivery had seemed a bit heavier than the others and she
looked back to make sure it hadn’t sunk. Which was why she was
watching when the flash of flame enveloped the rowboat and the sick-
ening thud of the explosion swept over them.

She waited in horror for the smoke to clear as Tom Haining wrestled

~ the wheel against the swells of water from the blast. Some women in

the back were screaming in panic' without really knowing what had

. happened.

Only Julie knew for sure, and hers was the greatest panic.

“It was a bomb, all right,” Tom Haining said as he Brought the tour
boat back to its dock at the foot of Yonge Street.

“Tom, I'm not feeling well. That was too much for me. I'm going to
take the rest of the day off.”

“You don’t look good, Julie. Tell them at the office to call in one of
the other girls. We can skip a trlp tlll she gets here.”

“Thanks. I'll see you tomorrow.”

She went back to the apartment, wondermg what she would find=-

She found nothing,.

His clothes were gone from the closet Every ev1dence that he'd
ever existed had been wiped away. She had to face the fact that he'd
been using her from the beginning, setting up an elaborate plot by
which she would deliver first cocaine and finally a bomb to the un-
named man in the rowboat.

He'd never loved her.
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And when the police started backtracking from the explosion in the
rowboat, the trail would end with her. She didn’t know where Phil
Winters lived or even if that was his real name.

She got out the phonebook and found two dozen listings under Win-
ters but not a single Philip or Phil or P.

The trail ended with her. She’d been delivering the cocaine—and
even had a five-hundred-dollar payment in her purse at that moment.

There was no Phil Winters, not any longer. There was only Julie
Calmer, who’d just murdered a man.

She started to shake uncontrollably.

She went to the window, threw it open, and stared down at the traf-
fic on Bloor Street ten floors below. )

In that moment she was closer to killing herself than she’d ever
realized possible.

Then she closed the window and decided to kill Phil Winters in-
stead

That night she went out to a bar alone for the first time in months.
‘It was a bar near her apartment where she and Phil had sometimes
stopped for a drink. But he wasn’t there, and the bartender knew him
only as a friend of hers.

She began to realize how little she knew of this man who had shared
her life so intimately for nearly a month. He'd been a phantom even
when he was in her arms.

The next moming Tom Haining was waiting for her on the dock.

“There’s a detective here wants to talk to you, Julie. About what hap-
pened yesterday.”
“Why? I don’t know anythmg about it.”
“I's only routine, Julie,” he said, and she thought she could read
some sort of warning in his eyes.

The detective was a tall slim man wearing a light blue summer suit.
His name was Sergeant MacKenzie and he spoke with a trace of accent
that could have been Irish or Scotch. “I'm working on the bombing,”
he said by way of introduction. “We've identified the dead man as a
drug pusher named Arnie Newmark Does the name mean anything to
you'P

“Not a thing,” she answered honestly. “I never heard it before.”

“Odd sort of case. The man who rents the boats out on the island
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says Arnie was a regular customer. He came out every couple of days,
apparently on the ferry, and rented a rowboat. He always came right at -
noon, and he always wanted boat number 15. That wasn’t hard because
business is slack that early in the day. But it was curious enough so that
the man started watching Arnie. Seems he stayed out every time tll
just after your tour boat passed.”

“Oh?” :

Sergeant MacKenzie nodded “A couple of times the boatman saw’
" him take something from the water after you passed by. We think
maybe it was narcotics.” '

“How could that be?”

“Someone who regularly rode your boat could toss out bottles or
‘ packages that would float. Then yesterday they could have substituted
some plastic explosive and a detonator for the narcotics. The package
might have felt a llttle heavy to Arnie so he tried openmg it right away
and blew himself up.’

Julie’s mouth was very dry. You mean you thmk someone on the
boat did it?”

“It’s a strong possibility. That's why I wanted to talk to. the skipper
and you, to see if you remembered any passengers who régularly took
the noon tour.”

“No,” she managed to reply, “I don’t remember anyone.”

“And you think you would if it had been the same person every
couple of days?’”"

“I think so.” -

He nodded as if she’d confirmed what hed thought all along. “I
guess that’s all I need to ask you, Miss Calmer. Thank you.”

“Tell me—why do you think anyone would want to kill this man New-
mark?”

“These people are always falhng out among themselves It might
have been a dispute over the payoff, or about how much the drugs
were being cut before their street sale.”

“It’s terrible.”  — ,

“Have you ever.tried drugs, Miss Calmer?” .
“What makes you ask that?”

He shrugged. “A great many people your age do.”
“Well, I've smoked pot. But I've never tried cocaine.”
“No,” he said. “I thought not. Well, thank you again.”
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She watched him until he was out of sight around the corner, then
she went out on the dock to where Tom Haining stood near the Island
Queen '

“How'd you make out? he asked. -

“All right. As you said, it was just routine.”

When the noon boat pulled out, there were already a hundred
people in line for the next trip. Everyone wanted to see the place
where the bomb had gone off. Julie tried to give her usual perfor-
mance, but she knew it wasn’t coming off. Once or twice Tom shot her
an odd look, especially when she faltered as they were going under the
island bridge. It was almost as if she expected to see Arnie Newmark
back in hlS rowboat again,-waiting for her to kill him again.

She shuddered at the thought, and Tom Haining put out a hand to
steady her. He took the nearest loaf of bread and began throwing slices
to the waiting birds.

When they returned to the dock, he watched her helping the pas-
sengers off the boat. Then, after they were alone, 'he asked in his quiet
voice, “Is there anything I can do, Julie?”

“What do you mean?”

“I know you're involved in this somehow I've suspected for some
time that you were throwing something into the water with the bread.
But I can’t believe you'd kill anyone, Julie.”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” she said, turning away.

“I saw you a couple of times with George Kozit. I hope you're not
involved with him.” :

“Who?” -

“Kozit. He took a couple’ of trips with us last month—and I saw you
one night having a drink with him. He doesn’t know me, but my kid
brother got involved with him a few years back. He’s no good, Julie. If
he’s involved. in this somehow, you should tell the police everything.”

George Kozit.

. Phil Winters was George Kozit.

There was only one Kozit listed in the Toronto phonebook, and it
wasn’t George. She went to the address ariyway and found a woman in
her thirties whose blonde hair was dry from too much bleach.

“Sure—George is my brother,” she said. “What about him?”

“I have to find him. It's very important.”
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“You pregnant or somethmg?

]uhe felt herself flushing. “No. But it’s very 1mportant

“I haven’t seen George in months. I don’t even know if he’s still in -
town.” ' : o

~ “Where was he living the last you knew?”

The woman put her hand on her hip and looked Julie up and down.
“My brother always had a weakness for women like you.”

“Where\ was he living?” Julie repeated.

“Oh, hell, he was rooming with a fellow named Sweet out near
Scarborough Here, I'll give you the address, then get lost.”

It was dark by the time Julie found the address in Scarborough. It
was an older house that had been converted into apartments, and the
mailbox listed Sweet in the second-floor rear. She pushed the buzzer
in the dim downstairs hallway and waited.

- Nothing happened.

She pushed the buzzer again.

“This time she heard a door open somewhere above her. A voice
called down, “Who's there?”

It was Phil.

She started up the steps without answenng

“Is that you; Sweet?” he asked. ‘

She saw him when she reached the top of the stairs, sxlhouetted

agamst the hght from the room behind him. :
“Hello, Phil,” she said quietly.
“Julie! What in hell are you domg here?”
“I had a hard time finding you.

She walked past him into the lighted apartment and he followed,
closing the door. “I didn’t run out on you, if that'’s what you think. But
when 1 heard about the explosmn I knew there’d” be lots of cops
around.”

She tumed to face him, surprlsed at how completely the love she'd
felt had drained away. “When you heard about the explosion? You
caused the explosion, Phil! You made me kill that man!”

“Calm down, will you?” . - :
“It was all a game with you, wasn’t 1t'P And I was stupid enough to
do whatever you asked!”

“Julie—"

“Youre not even Phil Winters! You're George Kozit!” -
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His face hardened at the sound of his name. “How'd you find me,
Julie?”

She fumbled w1th her purse, pulling out the sharp-bladed steak knife
she’d hidden there. Her eyes were beginning to blur with tears. “I
swore I'd kill you, Phil, for what you did to that man, and to me! I
found you and 1 came here to kill you—but now I can’t!” She hurled
the knife to the floor at his feet. “You made me a killer, but I could
never kill anyone—not even you.” -

He stooped to pick up the knife. “Julie, you have to understand. I
had a business arrangement with that man Newmark. He did some
things 1 didn’t like so the partnership had to be dissolved. I realize
now I shouldnt have involved you in it. That was a bad mistake and
I'm sorry.’

“Sorry! A man is dead!”

“What :are you going to do about it?”

“Do? I'm going to tell the police everything—that’s what I'm going
to do!” o

“You'll go to jail along with me,” he said quietly. “It won’t be pleas-
ant there.” : »
t “I don’t care any more!”

He took a step toward her, and shessaw the steak knife in his hand.
“When you stop caring, it’s the same as dying, Julie.”

‘She turned and tried to run for the door, but he grabbed her and
pulled her back. She screamed and the knife was at her throat and she
screamed again and knew she was going to die.

-

There was a great deal of noise in the room. She was on the floor -
with someone bending over her and she recognized the face of the de-
tective, Sergeant MacKenzie.

“You'll be all right,” he said. “Lie still. He didn’t cut you bad.”

She lifted her head and saw Phil across the room in the grip of
another detective. “How did you get here?” she asked MacKenzie.

“We've been following you all day. When I talked to you you men-
tioned cocaine. I hadnt said anything about cocaine. That was enough
to make me suspicious.’

“I'm so glad.”
“We have a great deal to ask you.”
She looked over at Phil and said, “I have a great deal to tell.”
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To each his own moment of triumph . . .

- There are experiences that change men’s lives, and David Blout was
sure that he’d-undergone such an experience when he turned the last
‘page of Triumph Through Toughness. He'd begun the book after din-
ner, lying on the sofa with his shoes off, his 'stereo turned to high
volume so that the sound of his popular -music tapes permeated the
small tenth-floor apartment. ,

. But within five minutes Blout became oblivious to the pulsating mu-
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sic, so engrossed ‘was he in Triumph Through Toughness, advertised as
“the indispensable manual for the realistic rising businessman.” Here’
was a book Blout could sink his teeth into, chew, and digest. The au-
thor, Sternn Moxie, a successful real-estate broker, was a man much like
Blout wanted to become—moneyed, hard-driving, pragmatic, a man on
top, on the very apex. And in strdightforward language Sternn Moxie
through his book was telling Blout how to emulate that success. And
Blout was listening.

Five loud evenly spaced knocks on the apartment door broke
through Blout’s reverie like muffled gunshots.

Blout placed the book on the coffee table and went to thej door.’

His neighbor in 10-D, .Sam Milquist, was standing in the hall prepar-
ing to knock again. As the door swung inward, Milquist’s upraised fist
opened like a rose and he lowered his arm. He was about Blout’s age,
thirty-six, but shorter, with defeated blue eyes. He was balding and
apparently putting up no struggle against middle-aged fat. -

“Your stereo,” he said to Blout, his round, tentatively smiling face
gleaming with beads of perspiration. “I'd appreciate it if you'd turn it
down. It’s late and I have to get up early tomorrow for work. . .”

“Sure,” Blout said curtly, and shut the door. He didn’t want trouble
with his neighbors, but he was tired of Milquist’s complaints about his
music.

But when he stood before the stereo Blout’s hand stopped a few -
inches from the volume-control knob. Did -Milquist think he was in
charge of the tenth floor? Blout paid his rent. He had as much right to
live as he pleased as Milquist.’ More maybe, considering he’d been a
tenant longer.

Turning his back on the still-blaring stereo, Blout went back to the
sofa and picked up his book. He thumbed through the pages to Section
Three, “Victory Through Intimidation—The Art of Instilling Fear.”

* Blout read it over again to the rhythmic blasting of the stereo. There
were no more knocks on the door. His faith in Sternn Moxie’s book
expanded.

When he finally went to bed, Blout marveled at how fate was favor-
ing him. Triumph Through Toughness couldn’t have entered his life at
a more advantageous time. He was in the running for ‘the new south-
‘east district manager’s job at Colfarr Container. The company’s
higher-ups were observing both Blout and Will Tremain, trying to de-
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termine which of the two men would be best for the managerial job.
The incline to success was slippery, with room for only a select few. It
was rumored that the man not chosen for the job would get the ax,
with the economy what it was. But Blout was suddenly confident now
that the job would be his. : ; ’

“Morning,” Will Tremain said to Blout the next day on the elevator.
Blout didn’t answer him. Let him stew.. Let him begin to wonder
just how important he really was.
When the two men left the elevator, Blout was plezsed to notice the
faintly puzzled expression on Tremain’s blandly pleasant features.
Sternn Moxie had described that expression (Chapt 2) as the first sign
that a rival had been knocked off balance. -
At lunchtime that day Blout waited until it was almost time for Tre-
““main to return before leaving himself. He went to the restaurant where
Tremain usually ate, walked past his rival’s table with a casual wave of

~ his hand, and took a table in the more expensive dining room beyond,
where Tremain could see him. Blout ordered a martini and sat sipping -
it, glancing now and then at his watch as if waiting for someone. He
knew Tremain had a 1:30 appointment and would soon have to leave, -
not knowing for whom Blout was waiting. And when Tremain was
gone, Blout would cross back to the lower-rate dining room and order
a sandwich.

But apparently, Tremain hadnt read Sternn Moxie’s best-seller. He
rose from his chair and walked toward Blout, smiling. Blout was careful
not to return the smile.

“David,” Tremain said through his widening smile, “who are you
waiting for?”

“Oh. A friend. . .”

“Listen, you didn’t speak to me in the elevator this morning. I hope

othmg s wrong.’

“No, Will, I guess I just didn’t hear you.”

This wouldn’t do! Tremain was standing and Blout was sitting. Blout
stood up, holding his drink.

“You leaving?” :

“Afraid so.”

Blout made a point of staring at Tremain’s tie, on which-there was a
gravy.spot. Treniain seemed-not to notice, or not to care. '

N
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“What about your friend?”

“He'll have to make it some othei time,” Blout said, finishing his
drink. “See you back at the office.”

Blout left the restaurant ahead of Tremain, and they walked to
where Blout had been careful to park next to Tremain’s car. Blouts
was a newer car, recently waxed. Without a word to Tremain, Blout
got into his shining sedan and drove from the parking lot. He was glad

“his car was royal blue—a power color.
y I

When Blout reached his apartment door that evening, tired and not
in the best humor, Sam Milquist stepped from his adjoining apartment,
buttoning his-wrinkled suitcoat. He gave Blout a self-conscious side-
ways glance and hurried toward the elevator.

* “Milquist,” Blout said, so softly that he might not have spoken.

By the time Milquist had turned, Blout was stepping inside his
apartment and shutting the door, feeling better. '

That- night Blout again studied Section Three of Triumph Through
Toughness, marveling anew at its simplicity and practicality. Eventually
Tremain would have to be affected by the techniques Blout was apply-
ing. Sternn Moxie was careful to point out (Chapt. 6) that certain types
sometimes took longer to break.

But in the meantime the situation annoyed Blout. When he heard
the muted sounds of Sam Milquist’s return, he turned up the volume
on his stereo. A doormat like Milquist was living proof (if you wanted

~ to call that living) that the book’s techniques worked. Basically Tremain |

~ was a sensitive quiet sort like Milquist. Deep inside they were all the

“same (Chapt. 4). Blout went to sleep that night confident that time was

all' he needed to accomplish his goal.

He got the opportunity to try more of Section Three’s techniques the
next day in Tremain’s office, where the regional general manager was

going to give the two candidates instructions for a dual research proj- -

ect. Ostensibly the assignment was to reduce by half the possibility of
human error, but Blout knew that ‘the man who turned in the most
impressive report would in all likelihood secure the new Southeast Di-
vision managerial position. -

The regional manager was late for the meeting, and Blout politely
refused Tremain’s invitation to sit down. Instead he paced slowly, al-
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most absently, glancing down at a sharp angle from time to time at the
seated Tremain.

Tremam seemed unconcerned, completely at ease. “I understand,”
he said, “we’re to examine ways to increase the bursting test strength
of the new heavy-duty container without adding to production costs.’

“I can think of several possibilities offhand,” Blout said—so softly
A' that Tremain would have to strain to hear. -

Speak up, will you, Dave?” Tremain said amiably.

The man was maddening! Blout felt a cold rage—he wanted Tremain
to hate him, to be afraid of him!

When the regional general manager, an imposing grey-haired man
named Rogers, came into the office, Blout treated him with respect,
but at the same time in a manner that made it plain that he, Blout, felt
that he was Rogers” equal (Chapt. 9). Rogers.seemed not.to notice. .

The bursting test reports were what was required. All'through Ro-
gers’- instructions Blout kept his “dominant glare” trained on Tremain,
whose bland features registered more puzzlement than submlssweness

“Blout,” Rogers said suddenly, “are vou listening?”

“Yes, sir! Certainly!” Blout countered. It was difficult to concentrate
on both the dominant glare and what Rogers was saying. Just as he’d
feared. Not enough practice before the mirror. And Tremain was
smiling—at least he seemed to be smiling: Frustration grabbed hke a
claw at Blout’s stomach. He took work home that night. -

Most of the evening his thoughts were concentrated on cardboard
thicknesses, corrugation patterns, cubic inches, and stress factors. Fi-.
nally he decided that the answer was to reduce the size of the side
cardboard flaps while increasing that of the end flaps. According to En-
gineering, that was possible.

When his eyes ached from studying fine print and his head throbbed
with a dull but persistent pain, Blout set aside his work and lay down
to relax to his favorite music. But he kept thinking of Tremain, the im-.
perturbable, infuriatingly unconcerned Tremain.

The knocking on.the door couldn’t overpower the. beatmg bass -
rhythm that pulsed like a mad heartbeat through the apartment. Blout
ignored the knockmg with a certain pleasure. '

But he couldn’t ignore the telephone. Cursing, he rose from the sofa
on the sixth ring and plucked the receiver from its cradle, disgusted
with himself-when he heard Sam Milquist’s diffident voice-on the line.
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“Mr. Blout, you didn’t answer my knock. Please, you've got to turn
down the music. I have to sleep. . . I'm under a great strain. . . My
entire family isn’t well. My brother’s in the hospital. .

Blout became encouraged by the cringing quality in Mllqulst s voice.
Sternn Moxie’s methods certainly worked on him. Milquist seemed not
only respectful but in petrifying fear of Blout.

“I'm not interested in your family problems or in who's in the hospl-

l Blout said testily.

“I don’t expect you to be. But the noise. . .”

“Oh, all right, Milquist, I'll turn it down.” This was the “agree and
anger’ ploy (Chapt. 7). Blout replaced the receiver without saying
goodbye and returned to stretch out again on the sofa, the stereo vol-
ume unchanged. The apartment manager was on vacation, and Milquist
didn’t have the nerve to phone the police. -

Blout fell asleep on the sofa.

He awoke at four A.M. with the stereo still blal.mg, it had automat-
ically replayed dozens of times the last cassette he'd inserted, “Drum-
mers Wild.” Milquist hadn’t phoned again—or i he had, Blout hadn’t
heard him.

By chance, Blout and Milquist were alone in the descending elevator
in the morning. Milquist appeared unhealthy, with dark circles under
his sad eyes and a waxy pallor to his face. He refused to look at Blout,
who never averted his gaze from him. Blout knew there was nothing to
fear from Milquist physically; the Milquists, the Tremains of this world
were simply not the sort to be capable of physical violence except in
their fantasies (Chapt. 8). The real world belonged to the fearless, the
takers, and Blout was one of those. R

Milquist was an interesting and therapeutic exercise for Blout, but it
was Tremain who was important—and he somehow refused to become
intimidated by Blout’s techniques. '

Later that week, the evening before the bursting test reports were
due, Blout worked late at Colfarr Container, and when everyone else
on his floor had left he used a plastic credit card to let himself into
Tremain’s office. His breathing was loud, like escaping steam, and his _
heart pounded with an exhilarating rhythm as he searched Tremain’s
desk. This was “reasonable reconnaissance” (Chapt. 5), and Blout knew
that Tremain would have surreptitiously entered his, Blout’s, office if
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he had the nerve. Crime paid, and the clever and audacious collected.

' Blout found the bursting test report in a middle drawer. He scanned
it quickly. Tremain’s solution to the container problem was the use of a
different type of glue on the flaps and a rougher-textured cardboard. It
was a more economical solution than Blout's—costs would actually be
cut.

After only a second’s heSJtatlon Blout carried the lengthy, complex
report to his own office, altered a few flgures then returned it to Tre-
main’s desk drawer.

Blout returned home in a cheerful frame of mmd that night. He
practiced. his dominant glare before the medicine-cabinet mirror for a
while, then decided to have dinner out. '

After a shower, he changed ‘into casual clothes and left the apart-
ment, leaving his stereo playing to discourage burglars.

The next day Rogers._informed Blout that the Southeast District
Manager’s job was his. Rogers shook Blout’s hand. He treated him as
an equal. Section Three had proved prophetic.

Tremain seémed philosophical about the selection, his disappoint—
ment held in careful check. Blout didn’t feel sorry for him; the weak
were unworthy of pity. Sometime in their lives they had ‘made a con-
scious or unconscious choice to be as they were. They were the neces-
sary casualties over which- men like Blout climbed to eminence.

Blout seldom drank to excess, but that night he had cause for cele- -
bration. Near his apartment there was a dim but respectable ]ounge
where he'd stopped a few times .with friends. Tonight he drank there
alone, and not until he- made his tnsteady way home did he realize
he’'d drunk too much.

There was something brittle—broken glassP—on the hall carpet out-
side his apartment door, Blout noticed, when he inserted his key in
the lock on the third try.

Once inside, Blout was startled out of his alcoholic daze. The hand-
worked cabinet of his expensive stereo system was splintered,
smashed. Cracked tape cassettes were strewn about the floor. The im-
ported turntable lay bent like a junkyard tin-can lid. Blout swayed,
"clenched his fists, stared unbelievingly. - -

“It was the only way I had left,” an apologetic voice said behind
him.
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Blout turned away from the wreckage of his stereo to see Sam Mil-
quist sitting rigidly on the edge of the sofa, his hands folded in his lap.

“I didn’t want this,” Milquist continued. “I'm not a violent per-
son. . .but I'm not well. Schlzophlema runs in my famlly You made
me afrald of you, made me hate you, forced me to resort to this. . .”

The alcohol Blout had drunk was suddenly sour in his stomach, and
the black bile of anger rose, choking him. He took a heavy deliberate
step toward the seated Milquist. “You little marshmallow, you'll pay for
this!” he cried. “By God, you'll pay!”

“I'm afraid you’ll- pév Milquist- corrected him politely in.a firm
voice not at all like, his own. Smiling jauntily, he stood and raised the
emergency fire ax hé’d taken from the shattered glass case in the hall.

Blout stood gaping at his set intense face, at the long-handled ax as it
descended, parting the air with the dread whisper of impending death.
And in that instant of incredible calm, he remembered the layman’s
term for schizophrenia—split personality—and he wondered what
Sternn Moxie would have to say about this.
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Can happenings on a sunny summer day properly be called ‘\
‘nightmare? .

THE S
 EXORCISM

BY TONITR S GARDPNER

The brochure had described it as “Your Enchanted Second Honey-
moon: Sun-filled days. Fun-filled nights.” But for Lisa Maxton, so
run-down that she arrived on vacation with a bad case of flu, the entire
trip was a disillusionment. And then—their last night on the island—
there was the dream. . - :
In it, she and Jordan were just starting for home after their week-
long stay on St. Katrina. They were in an ancient taxicab, half their
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“luggage stowed on top of its rattly 1950’s roof, the rest wedged into its
misshapen trunk and tied there by a length of cord. The taxi was
headed for the pier. Although she’d never seen the S.S. Seafarer ex-
cept in pictures, every detail of its twin-stacked bulk loomed invitingly
ahead of them as thgy rode through the tropical Gauguin-landscape
with its bronze and scarlet flowering trees and its skyscraping coconut
palms, their mobile fronds arched into giant-sized umbrellas. They
~ were early. She leaned against Jordan in the back seat. She felt rested,
completely relaxed. She was also a flattering pinkish-tan, not nearly as
fragile-looking as she’d been for the past few months, and in the dream
she felt as happy as if the loss of their baby had never taken place.
“Look, Jordan,” she said as they passed a row of small thatch-roofed
stores that, miragelike; suddenly appeared out of nowhere, “we never
‘even saw this little shopping. area.” :

Signaling the driver to pull over, he reached into his pocket. “Why
don’t you browse around here for fifteen minutes or 5o and then meet
me back at the ship? It's only a few blocks away " He handed her a
ten-dollar bill.

“Can’t you come with me?” she asked

“Hardly,” he said, jerking his ‘thumb at the roof of the cab where
their luggage had bounced precariously above their heads. Then, low-
ering his voice, he said, “What's to stop the driver from disappearing
_ with all our thmgs'r’ o

“You're rlght, she told him. “T'll meet you at the dock as soon as
T'm finished.”

She got out of the cab and entered the first store. It was a charmmg
little place, almost’ doll-sized, and she exclaimed in delight over the
selection of miniature shell necklaces, each of them in soft iridescent
colors, no two of them -exactly alike. After purchasing several-strands
from a clerk whose shiny gold hoop earrings matched the fillings in her
front teeth, she went to the next. store. There she started to examine
some lovely hand-embroidered baby dresses in sheer wool and lustrous
silk and then recoiled, berating herself for being a masochist. The baby
had been stillborn. And before that she’d had more miscarriages than
shé cared to remember. So many, in fact, that before her last preg-
nancy ]ordan had pleaded with her to give her body a.chance to re-
cuperate. “Why rush to have a babyr" he’'d said. “It’s ridiculous for you
to turn yourself into an invalid.”
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‘But of course she hadn’t listened to him. Now, on doctor’s orders,
she had no choice. So what need did she have for baby dresses? She
hurried next door and found herself in a straw market. There were
baskets of all shapes and sizes, many of them woven into elaborate de-
signs: She picked up a small bread-basket but discovered another she
liked better and replaced the first. She kept on looking through piles of
merchandise stacked on shelves, on tables, and on the floor, and soon
came across a third one which she then exchanged for the second.
Each time she proceeded toward the back of the store it -seemed to
grow, one little room leading .into another like a series of intricate
Chinese puzzle boxes. Finally she came to the last one. She found a
basket with a braided handle that she couldn’t resist. She looked at the
price: it was three-fifty, and well worth it. She paid the smiling black
‘woman who stood near an old cash register that had been repainted a
brilliant Day-Glow green, and tucked her previous purchases inside
the basket. She still had a dollar left over. Did she have time to buy
something else? She glanced at her watch. She’d been shopping for
three-quarters of an hour! Somehow, as she’d wandered through the
ever-increasing multitude of rooms, her allotted quarter of an hour had
expanded until, in a panic, she realized that the ship would be depart-
ing in less than ten minutes. If she ran she might make it-but she
couldn’t run. She no longer had the strength.” She emerged from the
store and stood on the worn cobblestone sidewalk. It was very warm
but she was shivering. She pictured the ship pulling away and leaving
-her behind on this isolated patch of island. And then the thought oc-
curred to her that maybe that was exactly what Jordan wanted. She
was no good to him. She couldn’t even give him a baby.

“Taxi, Ma'am?” A decrepit old sedan, more ancient than the one that
she and Jordan had just ridden in, suddenly stopped next to her.

She jumped into it with a muted outery that was half relief, half fear.
that she was already too late. “Take me to the pier,” she said to the
broad-shouldered black man in the front seat. “And hurry!” She fin-
gered the dollar in her hand. Thank God she hadn’t spent it. It was
more than enough to get her where she had to go. Sitting on the edge
of her seat, she stared out the open window, silently willing the cal to.
go faster and faster. The driver, as if reading her thoughts, obliged.
But as they jolted along she found that the florid landscape had, at
some point, begun to alter. Everything was now parched, the few palm-
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trees they passed drooping as if they'd been attacked by some preda-
tory insect, or ravaged by a virulent tropical disease.

They pulled up to the dock. The ship was still there, but its horns
were blasting and sailors in white T-shirts were already hauling at its.
ropes. She thrust the dollar at the driver’s right hand, then quickly
withdrew her own as she noticed that his index ﬁngernail resembled a
curved dagger several inches long. “Thank you,” she said. “And keep
the change.” She reached for the door handle. It didn’t move. The
driver turned around, his face gleaming with sweat, his even teeth as
smooth as the backs of miniature ivory dominoes. .

“No, Ma’am, one dollar is not enough.” He pointed to a rusty con-
traption that was ticking away to her left directly in back of his seat.
He lowered a small lever. “Ma'am, the meter say seventeen dollars
and ten cents.”

“But that’s absurd!” she protested. “It was no more than a quarter of
a mile!” A

“See for yourself, Ma’am,” he said, shining a huge dented flashlight
onto the unlighted meter and tapping it with the sharp point of his
daggerlike nail. .

. She squinted at the'meter. It did indeed read $17.10. She slid along
the seat and reached for the opposite door handle. “You obvicusly had

. that thing running way before I even got in here,” she said, and pulled
the handle. It didn’t budge.
“Ma’am, you give me the money.”
“I don’t have seventeen dollars and ten cents,” she,said in a hoarse
whisper ‘Let me out of here' 2 '
“No, Maam.’
The ship’s horns sounded again.
“T'll call the police.”
“No police here, Ma’am.’
She thrust her head out the open window, shading her eyes against
the -bright glare of the sun. He was right. There were no police—only
_some straw-hatted ‘natives with pushcarts selling bruised bananas or
spongy-looking yams to passersby, and two or three blind beggars with
-outstretched hands. )
“Look, Mister—" she swallowed at the sourness that bubbled up
from her stomach and burned her throat “—T'll have to get the money
from my husband. I just don’t have it.” :
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“Ma’am, you bring your husband back here?”

“Yes! Yes!” she said, intending no such. thing. But - 'she had to get
away from this maniac.

He reached back, and with one continuous motion his mammoth
hand grabbed her basket, transferred.it to the front seat, and then
- opened the back door. “I keep the basket, ‘Ma'am, to make sure you
come back with your husband.”

She bounded out of the car. Let him keep the damn thing, she. told
herself. It was worth the price of the beads and the basket just to be
rid of him. But as she hurried along, she was hit with a sickening
realization—she had left her purse behind on the seat! Her driver’s.
license, her keys, her medicine, everything! ’

Hysterical, she ran toward the gangplank. “Jordan! Jordan!” she
screamed, ignoring the curious stares of the passengers who stood
peering down at her from the ship’s upper decks. .

Suddenly Jordan was hurrying toward her. Breathlessly she ex-
plained what had happened. They rushed back to the taxi.

The driver was Smlhng at them like 2 malevolent croupier with' a
stacked deck of cards. “You give me the money, man. I give you the
lady’s pocketbook and the basket.” ‘

“You're a thief!” she shouted at him. :

“Let me handle this,” Jordan said as he steered her toward the
gangplank. “Just get on board and tell them to hold up the ship for a
few minutes. I'll be right there.”

She started back. The gangplank was already going up. “Wait!” she
shouted. “Please wait!”

She was no sooner aboard than a voice said, “All accounted for—haul
’er up,” and instantly the gangplank was withdrawn. The horns tooted
for the last time and the ship gave a shuddering lurch. They were mov-
ing. . .
“My husband!” she shrieked and pointed toward the dock, but as she
did, to her incredible horror, the taxi was gone, and Jordan with it.
Only the small straw basket lay forlornly on the curb until a native
woman with enormous breasts and a blood-red scarf on her head am- -
bled over to it, hooked it over her arm, and slowly strolled away.

She was:still screaming his name when ]ordan ‘woke her up.
“You were having a bad dream,” he said. “Go back to sleep.”
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“Jordan,” she said, “it was more than a dream. Almost a premonition
of—" ";‘

He sealed her lips with his index finger. “Come on, Lisa”—there
.was a hint of impatience in his voice—"it'’s three o’clock in the morn-
ing. This is no time to start imagining things.”

“Jordan, you've got to listen to me! This dream frightened me.”

“All right,” he said, sitting up and switching on the lamp.

Amazed at how the events of the dream were still so vivid in her
mind, she began repeating them to him in detail. But it wasnt until
she described how he disappeared that her voice broke. “That’s why I
was so terrified, Jordan. It was that part about losing you.”

, Llsa I'm a-grown man. You can’t just lose me like a piece of lug-
gage

“I know that,” she told him. “But if anything happened to you,
I'd—TI'd kill myself.”

“Nothing’s going to happen to me. Or to you either,” he said. “So
stop being so melodramatic.” He straightened the covers. “Now, do
you think we could both get some rest?” Shutting off the light, he
turned his back to her, burrowed his head into his pillow, and was
soon fast asleep.

She was disappointed that Jordan wouldn’t take her dream seriously,
that he didn’t reassure her—and annoyed at herself for needing reas-
surance. After five years of marriage, she should have known that he
was tog practical a man to involve himself in her overwrought maun-
derings. As for the dream, she suspected that her fear of losing him
was related to the previous loss of their baby She dec1ded to put it out
of her mind~

When it was time to leave the next morning, a taxi, summoned to
their hotel by the porter, was waiting for them. Its driver, a short man -
whose sunglasses were as dark as his skin, stowed half their luggage in
the trunk and tied the rest on top of the rickety old sedan with some -
frayed rope. Recalling her dream, she began to feel a twinge of anxi-’
ety. You're a big girl now, she scolded herself. There’s nothing to be
afraid of. Mentally she reviewed the facts: All the taxis on St. Katrina
were old and rickety. All had less than adequate provision for baggage.

She settled back against the brittle remains. of what had once been a
‘soft leather seat, vowing that she would remain in control. But as they
drove along the unfamiliar route to the harbor, she became more and
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more agitated, she didn’t know why. The winding road, the faded
stucco houses, the sounds and smells, all were different from the way
she had dreamed they would be. Only the flowering trees and
Gauguin-landscape appeared familiar. In just a few minutes, safely
aboard ship, she knew she’d be ashamed of herself for being so foolish.
‘As they neared the harbor, their ship in view, they came to a row of
gift shops, their roofs thickly covered with thatch. She would shut her
eyes until they were past them. But the driver, obviously anticipating
that they would ask him to stop, slowed down. Lisa clenched her fists
tightly. , ’ '

- “Look, Jordan,” she said, deliberately duplicating the words she’d
~ used in her dream, “we never even saw this little shopping area.’

“I can take a hint,” he said and, slgnalmg the driver to pull over, he
reached into his pocket and extracted several bills. “Since you were
sick all week we still have some spending money left” But let’s not be
too long. We've only got about thirty-five minutes till sailing.”

“You're commg with me?

“Of course. : :

“But you can’t!” She gestured toward the trunk of the cab whisper-
ing as she did, “How do we know the driver won’t take off with our
luggage?”

“You're such a worrier,” he chided. “The man’s not going to—"
“Jordan,” she interrupted him, “in my dream you wefe the one. who
" was worried about the luggage. Don’t you remember?”

“For God’s sake, Lisa—"

She‘checked -her wallet nothmg but a few pennies. “I'll meet you at
the dock as soon as I can.” S

“If that’s what you. want—" With a shrug, Jordan proffered the
money. She accepted ten dollars. “Don’t be late,” he said. “These
ships leave right on schedule.”

V RN

. After watching the -cab disappear down_the road, Lisa made her way
-into the first store and was almost disappointed to see that it contained
only séme rough wood-carvings which had been stained a deep shoe-
polish brown. She was about to leave when the proprietor, an old black
man wearing rimless glasses, held up a trayful of shell beads in his ar-
thrltlc hands.

“Lady, I give you a good price.
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Without stopping to haggle, she selected three multi-colored sets
and paid for them. Bypassing the next couple of stores, she headed for
the one at the far end, drawn there by its crudely lettered sign, THE
BASKET CORNER. It was much less imposing than the store in her
dream; it was, in reality, only one tiny room with an open door in the
back through which, in a dirt-filled yard, she spotted several naked
children teasing a yellow dog with a bamboo stick. The store itself,
dimly lit and smelling of mold, contained very little merchandise.
There were no other customers and no clerk in sight, but somehow she
knew she had to find the basket, the one she’d dreamed about. She
searched all the shelves, ignoring the clouds of dust she stirred up, the
cobwebs she disturbed. Her basket wasn’t there. The closest thing to it
was an almost-duplicate in the same shape and size but lacking a han-
dle. -

She picked it up. It was the same price as the one she remembered.

“You like?” a melodic female voice inquired from the open back-
door. , . ‘

“Yes,” Lisa said, “except that it has no handle.”

“No problum, Ma'am. I can put a handle on for you—take i’ min-
utes. But it cost you two dollars extra.” -

Two dollars was all she had left flom the ten. “I'm sorry,” she said,

“but I can’t spare that much.” .

The woman hesitated. “All right,” she said. “I do it for one dollar.”

Lisa nodded agreement and gave her the basket. :

It took a good deal longer than five minutes for the handle to be _
attached. But Lisa did not rush the woman. It was almost as if she had
to see how far she needed to go in reenacting her dream.

When she left the store it was too late for her to walk to the ship.

When a vintage cab that had been idling nearby suddenly pulled up
next to her, Lisa jumped inside and told the driver, a heavyset black
man in a stained grey homburg, to hurry to the dock.

Settling against the worn plastic seat-cover, she reached into her
pocketbook and, withdrawing the dollar bill, began to fold and urdold it
in her perspiring hands. Why hadn’t she taken more money from Jor-
dan, an extra seventeen dollars and ten cents, for instance? She took a
deep breath. Never mind, she told herself. You don’t néed more than
the dollar.

As they rattled along the narrow road, she averted her eyes \from the
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clicking meter whose unlit numbers she couldn’t read even if she’d
wanted to and concentrated on the scenery, only mildly surprised to
discover that not. only weren’t there any diseased palin trees but no .
palm trees at all. The vegetation, however, was just as colorful and
lush as elsewhere on the island. A

" The driver stopped the cab at the dock, turned toward her, and
- pointed to the ship. She was relieved to see that he appeared older
than his-evil counterpart in her dream, and that his fingernails were all
of a uniform length. But then he took off his battered homburg and
smiled at her, and to her shocked disbelief he began to resemble the
man with the domino teeth.

“Let me out of here!” she cried.- “Please let me out!” He switched
off the meter and studied it for a moment. She threw the dollar bill
onto the front seat and, clutching her pocketbook and the straw basket,
lunged for the door.

He reached for the handle. “Ma’am, you walt

“That's all T've—got!” she stammered. “I'm sure it’s more than
what's on the meter!”

- He shook his head. “I don’t want your dollar, Ma'am.” He handed it
back to her.- “Your husband pay me -at the boat to pick you up and
bring you back here.”

“He did? Oh!” She relaxed her viselike grip on the pocketbook and
basket.

“But, Ma'am, " he said, grabblng both from her withhis massive hand
and placing them at his feet, “you go back and tell your husband he
don’t give me the right amount of money.” His domino teeth glistened
as he opened the door for her. “In the meantime, Ma’am, I keep your
pocketbook and basket.”

In a trance, Lisa got out of the cab and hurried to meet Jordan on
the pier.

When she told him what had happened, Jordan mslsted that she
head for the ship while he dealt with the taxi.

By the time she was on -board she was -shivering as 1f she still had
the flu, and her line of vision to the cab was completely blocked by a
truck taking natives with crates of squawking chickens to market. She
watched it and the gangplank as if her life and Jordan’s-depended on it.
As the ship’s horns sounded she was so intent in trying to see the taxi
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that it wasn’t until the truck slowly moved on that she realized that the
'gangplank had been withdrawn and the ship was on its way.

“My husband!” she shrieked and pointed toward the dock, but as S she
did she saw that the taxi was gone, and Jordan was gone. Only the
small straw basket lay forlornly on the curb until a native woman with
enormous breasts and a blood-red scarf on her head ambled over to-it,
hooked it over her arm, and slowly strolled away.

This time, instead of screaming his name, she stared mutely ahead of
her until she could no longer see the place where Jordan had disap-
peared. But hadn’t she known that some diabolical force would take
him from her? Perhaps—now that she had time to think about it—
she’d sensed this even before they'd come to St. Katrina. Yes, she was
all alone now, and bereft, but there was one final step she could take
to regain control of her own destiny. She peered over the railing at the
churning water below. Soon the other passengers would be going in-
side for lunch and by then the water should be deep enough.

There was nothing left to do but wait.

As the taxi sped along the road to the airport, Jordan Maxton leaned
back in the tattered seat, regretting the years he’d wasted with Lisa.
He thotght longingly of Stephanie. He could never afford to marry her
if he had to pay the substantial alimony he would have to pay his sickly
wife. But now that would no longer be a problem. Who would have
suspected that Lisa herself, with that dream of hers, would provide
such a perfect solution to his dilemma? Not that he’d realized it until
she asked to stop at those dingy little stores. Then he’'d remembered
what she’d said last night: “If anything happened to you, I'd kill my-
self.”

One thing about Lisa—whether it was trying to have a baby he
never wanted or attempting to exorcise some evil in her own
nightmare—when she felt compelled to do something there was no
stopping her. And alone on an ocean-going cruise ship, terrified by his
disappearance, she would definitely carry out her threat.

The faxi pulled up to the small terminal: As the driver got out to
open the door for him, Jordan Maxton extended his hand.

“Hamilton,” he said, “thank you.” He reached for his wallet.

“Sir, I was happy to help you play a little joke on the lady.”

“Yes, you're a good actor, Hamilton. And your sister was perfect too.’
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When you thank her for me, tell her she can keep the pocketbook and
the basket.” Hé extracted several bills, stuffed them into the other’s
shirt pocket. “But if you really want to know why I picked you over
those other drivers, it was because of your teeth.”

“Sir?” The man grinned, his oversized teeth glinting in the sunlight.

Jordan Maxton smiled back at him. “And that's why I'm going to
give you a bonus, Hamilton. Exactly’—he counted out the money—
“seventeen dollars and ten cents.”

by

7

IMPORTANT NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS

All subscription orders and mail regarding .
subscriptions should be sent to P.O. Box
2600, Greenwich, Connecticut 06830.

For change of address, please advise 6 to 8
weeks before moving. Send us your current ' -
mailing label with new address.

~

90 . ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

'



| yawned, rubbed the stubble of my beard, and reflected once again
what a boring and basically awkward process it was for me to shave
myself every evening."Janos—my man—had done the task for me until
two months ago, when I had had to let him go. I simply could not af-
ford to feed him any longer. ‘

I climbed out of bed and went to the dark windows. It was raining
heavily. Certainly no weather for flying.

v

THE CARDULA DETECTIVE AGENCY ' 91



I plugged in my electric razor and went to work. I was becoming a
bit more -skilled at the job. Actually, of course, putting a straight part
in my hair was much more difficult. When I flmshed shaving, 1 slipped
out of my pajamas and showered.

I moved on to the closet and surveyed my two remaining suits. Top
quality, certainly, but both had seen better days. I sincerely hoped.
that some night soon I mlght replemsh my wardrobe with something

new, possibly even other than black.

1 finished dressing and donned my black raincoat. I checked to make
certain that I carried my tobacco pouch. There was no tellmg where
circumstances might force me to spend the day. '

Outside my apartment building, I raised my umbrella and began
walking toward my office, slightly more than a mile away.

The rain slackened to a light drizzle as I proceeded dowh Wisconsin
Avenue, crossed the bridge, and turned into the alley shortcut I usu-
ally take when I find it necessary to walk. :

I had almost reached the opposite street—East Wells—when some-
one leaped upon me from behind, hooking his arm under my chin.

Clearly I was being mugged. ;

I reached back, grasped his collar, and flipped him head over heels
some twenty feet into the side of a brick wall, from which pomt he
. dropped to the alley surface and remained still,

But apparently he was not alone. Another and larger figure sprang
from a building recess and thréw an overhand right which caught me
squarely on the jaw. I distinctly heard several phalanges of his fist frac-
ture and he yelped with surprise at the injury:

I then lifted him high overhead and sent him crashing across the
alley to join his inert companion.

I'brushed off my raincoat, picked up my umbrella, and continued on
to my office. Really, I thought, this was outrageous. It.was no longer
safe for an innocent pedestrian to walk the streets or alleys at night.

When I reached my office, I found a young woman, probably in her
late twenties, waiting at my office door.

She seemed a bit startled when she first saw me, but then most
- people are. She looked at the keys in my hand. “Do you work for the
Cardula Detective AgencyP

I smiled sparingly. “I am the Cardula Detective Agency I unlocked
the door and we entered my one-room office.
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She sat down, produced a silver case, and offered me a cigarette.

“No, thank you,” I said. “I don’t smoke.” :

She lit her cigarette. “My name is Olivia Hampton. I phoned about
an hour ago. A recording said that your office hours are from 8 p.M. to
4 AM.7”

I nodded. “They vary according to the solstices.”

“It's my Uncle Hector,” she said. “Someone shot at him while he
was dressing for dinner. The bullet went through his bedroom window
and missed him by inches.”

“Hm,” I said thoughtfully ‘Since you came to me, I gather that you
did not go to the police.”

“We regard the incident as a family matter. All of the logical sus-
pects are relatives. Except for Uncle Custis Clay Finnegan. I mean,

he’s a relative, but not one of the suspects, because he has millions of
his own.”

“Why does anyone want your Uncle Hector dead?”

“Because he’s going to change his will tomorrow morning when he
sees his lawyer. He called us into the study and told us that he was
cuttmg all of us out of his will.”

“Why would he want to do that?” .

“He said he just read a book and now he doesn’t believe in individu-
als inheriting wealth. He's going to give his money to various
charities.” '

“How much money does he have?” -

“The last time he mentloned the subject, I think he said three mil-
lion.” :

“Aha, and you want me to find out who’s trying to kill him?”
“If you can, of course. But the main idea is for you to see that Uncle
“Hector is still alive when he sees his lawyer at.nine tomorrow morning.
After that, there won't be any motive for any of us to kill him because
we'll be out of the will anyway.’ _

I drummed my fingers for a moment or. two. “I'm afraid I can
guarantee his safety only until approximately 6 A.M. tomorrow. After
that I have another commitment.” :

She thought about that. “Well, it's better than nothing, I suppose..I
don’t 1magme I could get anybody else at this time of the mght She
got up. “T think we'd better get going -right away. If anyone’s going to
murder Uncle Hector, it’s got to happen tonight. 1 have a car and
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chauffeur waiting downstairs.’

It was still drizzling when we walked half a block and turned into a
parking lot.

As we approached a Volkswagen mlmbus the driver’s door burst
open and a small uniformed chauffeur hopped out. He 1ushed forward
and kissed the back of my hand. :

It was Janos. o N

“Count,” he breathed fervently. “It is so wonderful to see you .
again.” '

Olivia smiled. “It was Janos who recommended that I come to you.
Did he call you Count?” .

I shrugged. “That was yesterday and todav is today

“His highness has fallen on bad times,” Janos said, “through no fault
of his own.” .

I sighed. “At one time the subject of money never, disturbed my
mind. I had extensive holdings in Cuba, the Belgian Congo, Lebanon,
Angola, and Bangla Desh. What wasn’t confiscated or nationalized was

" destroyed.”

Janos slid back the side door of the minibus. “In the old country the
people’s government has made his castle a state shrine. Busloads of
school children and tourists stop there every day, and the grounds are
sprinkled with souvenir -and food stands. The entire lower east gallery
has been converted to public restrooms.”

As Olivia and I rode in the back of the minibus, she gave me some
background on the members of Uncle Hector’s household. There was
Cousin Albert, whose right arm was three inches longer than his left, |
and Cousin Maggie, who liked red port, and Cousin Wendy, who
wrote the kindest 1eJect10n slips, and Cousin Fairbault, who detested
crustaceans. - ’

. After some twenty miles of freeway travel, we took an off-ramp and
continued on a two-lane road into the countryside, where only an occa-
sional farmyard light broke the darkness.

It began to rain heavily.again. Lightning flashed across the sky and
thunder rolled—truly a splendid evening. '

It was nearly ten-thirty when we turned in at a pair of gateposts and
followed the graveled and bumpy driveway through a cordon of gro-
tesque, bare-branched trees. In the revelation of another bolt of lightning,
I saw ahead the looming monster of a Victorian mansion. Here and
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there a light gleamed dully from behind pulled drapes.

Janos stopped the Volkswagen and Olivia and I rushed up the wide
steps to the shelter of the porch. She opened a huge door and we
stepped into the large, dimly lit vestibule.

I heard a muffled crash from somewhere deep inside the house fol-
lowed almost - instantly by a brief series of splinterings. Strange, I_
thought it sounded exactly like a bowling alley.

“I'll introduce vou all around,” Olivia said. “And we might just as
well start with Albert.” She led me through a passageway and then
down a flight of stairs to high- cellmged cellars. ‘ '

I looked about as we proceeded. Stone walls, stone floors, roomy,
damp, musty-smelling, grimed by a century of dampened dust.

I heard the crashing noise again, this time much closer.

Olivia opened a door and we stepped into the bright lights of an
elongated room containing a two-lane bowling alley.

A gangly man in his thirties, concentrating intensely, stood poxsed to
bowl. He took a five-step approach and delivered the ball smoothly
with- a flawless follow-through. The ball hit the pins solidly and he had
a strike. ’

The automatic pin- spottel scooped up the pins and returned the ball

“Albert,” Olivia said, “this is Mr. Cardula. He's a private detective
and he’s spendmg the nlght with us to see that Uncle Hect01 doesn’t
get killed.”

“ Albert shook hands, but he seemed eager to get back to his bowlmg

I glanced at his score sheet. He had a string of seven strikes. I nod-
ded approvirigly. “What is your average?”

He brightened. “I have 257 over the last one thousand games.” .

*Was he pullmg my leg? A 257 average? 1 smiled slightly. “Magnifi-
cent bowling.” _

He agreed. “I practice ten hours a day. I would make it more, but
that’s about all the bowling the human body can take.”

I glanced down. Yes, his rlght arm did seem to be several inches
‘longer than his left.

“When I'm not bowling,” Albert said, “I do all of the maintenance
work down here. I can even take the pin-spotters apart and put them
back together blindfolded.” He smiled. “I have 983 perfect games so
far.”

983 perfect games? Oh, come now, I thought.
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But he nodded earnestly. “And the alleys aren’t grooved or anything
like that: They could pass mspectlon anytime by the American Bowling
Congress.”

When we left him; Olivia said, “Albert’s father was somethmg of a
local bowling celebrity in his hometown. He and Albert's mother were
killed in an automobile accident when.Albert was ten. He spent six

- years in an orphanage before Uncle Hector heard about him' and got
him out. But by then . ..” She sighed. “Uncle Hector had the alleys
built because bowling seemed to be the only thing that interested Al-
bert.” .

* I followed her through an archway “Albert shouldn’t have to brood
about being cut out of the will. If what he says about his bowling is
true, he is the greatest bowler this world has ever seen or is likely to.
He would sweep any tournament he entered, “and what with endorse-
ments and such he could easily become a mllhonalre in a relatxvely
short time.” '

Olivia shook her head. “No. Albert has never left these grounds
since the day he came here. He doesn’t want to see > any other- part of
the world, no matter what it has to offer.” :

She led me to another door and switched on a light.

I found myself gazing upon bushel baskets and boxes of apples,
potatoes, beets, rutabagas, squashes, and bins of sand which I surmxsed
contained - carrots and other root vegetables. One side of the room’was -
totally shelved and occupied by an array of glass jars containing pre-
served tomatoes, ‘green and wax beans, and dozens of other fruits and
vegetables. Two large top-loading freezers stood at one end of the
room.

“Cousin Fairbault does all of this hlmself Olivia said. “The 'seeding,
the cultivating, the harvesting. Then he cans and freezes and pre-
serves. He's converted the carriage house into a barn and he raises all
our beef, and pork, and chickens. He also makes sausages and hams
and even cheeses.”

She closed the door. “Fairbault was a Navy pilot. He got shot down
.and was washed ashore onto a tiny uninhabited island not more than an
acre in size. It had three palm trees and all kinds of miscellaneous veg-
etation, but none of it edible.. He couldn’t even fish, because he had
nothing to fish with. But there were spider crabs and slugs and all
kinds of things ‘that-crawled and scuttled and came out mostly at night.
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Fairbault was on that island for seven years before he was rescued—he
was down to eighty pounds. He spent another ﬁve years in an asylum
where he tried to hoard food under his mattress.’

We took the stairs up. “When Fairbault first came here, he kept that
room locked at all times. We had to ask his permission whenever we
wanted anything for the kitchen and he would watch over us while we
got it. But he’s been here eleven years now and he trusts us so much
that he leaves the room unlocked and we are free to take anything we
want at any time, just as long as we don’t waste it.”

We returned to the first floor and entered a large, well-ordered
kitchen. In one corner, a heavyset woman in her fifties sat at a table .
working at a jigsaw puzzle. A half-empty bottle of red wine and a glass
were at her elbow.

Olivia introduced me to Cousin Maggie. “She does the cooking for
us and she’s really the best cook in the world.”

Maggie beamed. “I try to do the best I can and I don’t touch a drop
unt1l seven. Are you hungry, Mr. Cardula? Could I fix you a snack?”

“No, thank you,” I said. “I had something last week.”

She blinked. “Last week?”

I cleared my throat. “I mean I have taken nourishment lately enough
not to be hungry. How do you feel about your Uncle Hector changing
his will and leaving all of you out?”

Maggie shrugged. “Well, it'’s his money and I wasn’t rea]ly counting
on any part of it, even assuming that I would outlive him.” Her eyes
clouded with worry. “Just as long as I have my job here. That’s all
that really counts.”

We left Maggie to her jigsaw puzzle and bottle and proceeded to the
second floor.- -

“You employ a cousin to do the cookmg? I asked.

“Maggie likes to be useful.” i

“Why is she worried about the possibility of losing her job here9 If
she’s as good a cook as you claim, she shouldn’t have any difficulty get-
tmg another job.”

“Unfortunately, whenever she worked anywhere else, she began
drinking as soon as she woke in the morning and kept it up as long as
she was able to stand, or sit. She was continually getting fired without
references and was in quite desperate straits when Uncle Hector found
her.” . :
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Olivia stopped at an open doorway.

I looked into an abundantly furhished room. A plump balding man
sat comfortably ensconced in a deep easy chair, puffing a large curved
pipe and engrossed in a book whose jacket read Secrets with Broccoli.

Olivia introduced me to Fairbault. :

He offered me wine, but I declined. o )

He held his own glass to the light. “Six years in the cask. I call it
Fairbault 71. Because of the climate here, I am forced to concentrate
on the northern grapes. Not nearly as ideal for wine as the sweet
California varieties, but one must make do.”

I glanced at the bookshelves. All of the volumes seemed concerned
with vegetable and fruit gardeninig and animal husbandry. One entire
shelf contained what was very likely eleven years of an organic garden-
‘ing magazine. “Do you do any greenhousing?” I asked.

_He shook his head. “No. Greenhousing would expand the season to
twelve months a year and too much is too much. Besides, half of the
fun of gardening is to store and stock and preserve during the winter
months and read gardening magazines and make plans for the spring.”

We left Fairbault and continued down the corridor. We turned a
corrier and found a somewhat hefty and firm-jawed lady in her forties,
nearly supine in a window seat, her face deathly white with perhaps a -
few ‘touches of green. A cigar, one inch smoked, dangled from her
somewhat limp square hand.

Olivia sighed. “Why don’t you glve up trying to smoké cigars,
Wendy? You know you just can’t do it.’

Cousin Wendy opened her eyes. “One of these damn days I'll find
the right brand.” .

“Cousin Wendy is the founder and editor of the Trempleau County
Poetry Review. It has one hundred and ten subscribers from all over
the country and one hundred and nine of them are also contributors.”

Cousin Wendy nodded. “Believe me, it makes for a tyyelve -hour day.
Last month I had to plow through 800 manuscripts before I could make
up the November issue. But I suppose nobody really appreciates all
the work I put in and the correspondence and the free constructlve
criticism.”

“Now, Wendy,” Olivia sald ‘you know that every one of your read-
ers is absolutely depending on you to sift and winnow, to separate the
wheat from the chaff.” She turned to me. “Cousin Wendy is not only
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an edxtor but she is also a top poetry person

Cousin Wendy shrugged modestly. “I try to keep my hand in when I
have the time.”

When we left her, I said, “Trempleau County? Isn’t that about three
hundred miles north?” -~ A

“Yes. That's where Cousin Wendy used to live. She was a waitress in
a roadside café and wrote poetry on the side. Then one day a trucker
came on a batch of her poems and started reading them out loud to the
customers. So she crushed his skull with a counter stool. She was still
-in prison when Uncle Hector heard about her and he vouched for her
at the parole hearing.” , :

“Just one moment,” I said. “Are you telling me that all of these
people.are really blood relatives of Uncle Hector?”

Olivia sighed and smiled faintly. “Well, to tell the truth, none of us

_really is. But we like to think of ourselves as cousins because it’s
warmer.”

We went downstairs this time.

“Uncle Custis is our houseguest about once every six months or so,”
Olivia said. “He came here after supper tonight and Uncle Hector in-
sisted that none of us breathe a word about the murder attempt on his
life. He doesn’t want Uncle Custis to worry: So I'll just tell Uncle Cus-
tis that you are also a houseguest.”

-We found Uncles Hector and Custis at a pool table in the game

~ room.
" Uncle Hector, -a short man with soft white hair, had good nature
stamped into his face.

Uncle Custis, on the other hand, was tall and gimlet-eyed. He re-
garded me sourly. “A houseguest? Or are you another one of those
damn cousins Hector digs up now and then?” -

“How much has Uncle Custis won from you so far this evenmg? '
Olivia asked.

" Uncle Hector shrugged. “Fifteen dollars

“Uncle Custls is quite a pool p]ayer Olivia said. “Eight ball is his
: ,vfavorlte game.’ .
~ “Eight ball?” I said. “Is that anything like billiards? I remember in
-my student years at the university 1 played the game a number of
times.’

Uncle Custis eyed me pityingly for a moment. Then he allowed him-
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self an economical smile and explained to me the simple rules of eight’
ball. “Would you care to try your hand at it? I like to make things a -
little more interesting. How does five dollars a game strike you?”

I lost the first game, and the second. -

Uncle Custis consulted his watch. “I'm “just about ready for bed.
What do you say about a final game? Let's make it for fifty dollars?”

I agreed and then proceeded to win that game with the utmost sklll
and dispatch.

Uncle Custis watched as I bank shot the eight ball into the side
pocket and then glared. “I've been hustled. I know when I've been
hustled.” He flung five tens onto.the table and stormed out of the
room.

Uncle Hector regalded me with approval ‘Damn, T've been wanting
to do that for years.

I turned to business: “Sir, if you don’t mind my saying so, wouldnt
it have been" wiser to change your will secretly and then inform your

" household that it had been disinherited? Do you realize how many

people who boldly and- blatantly. announce that they are going to
change their wills the first thing in the morning never gét to see the
sun rise?” I winced slightly at the last two words.

“Nonsense,” Uncle Hector said. “Ninety-nine percent of will.chang-
ers survive to see their lawyers the next morning. The one percent
who are murdered get all of the publicity and give the entire process a
bad name.” He glanced at the wall clock. “Well, I suppose it’s bedtime

forall of us too. T understand that you are going to keep watch outside of my

bedroom door tonight?”

“No,” I said firmly. “I will be inside your bedroom. I do not intend
to allow you out of my sight for one moment.”

"We said goodnight to Olivia and went upstairs.

Hector's bedroom was quite as large as my entire apartment “and
contained a huge canopy bed and a capacious fireplace. ,

While Hector changed to pajamas, I searched the room thoroughly. I
then went to the windows and checked to make certain that they were
all securely locked. I drew the drapes and sat down.

"I frowned. There-was something’ wrong here. Something I should
have seen, but didn’t. My eyes went over the room again, but I
simply couldn’t put my finger on it. _

Hector sat on the bed and took off his slippers. “There’s really no
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need for you to stay up all n_ivght.. Why not lie down on that couch? I
could get you a pillow and some blankets.”

“No, thank you,” I said. I went to the bookshelves, found a volume
on hematology, and sat down.

Hector climbed into bed and closed his eyes. After five minutes he
turned restlessly. He repeated the turnings at fairly regular intervals..
Finally he sighed and sat up. “I simply can’t go to sleep without my
regular glass of warm milk and tonight I completely forgot about it.
You wouldn’t care to slip down to the kitchen and see if Maggie is still
up? If she isn’t, could you put a glass of milk into a saucepan and heat
it slowly? Short of boiling, you know. And then add a teaspoon of sugar
and a few dashes of cinnamon?”

“I'm sorry,” I said. “But I am not leaving this room.”

He thought it over. “Then I think I'll just hop down there myself.”

“Very well,” T said, “but I will accompany you. And we will make
certain that the milk is taken from a fiesh sealed bottle.”

Hector scratched the back of his neck. “Forget it. It's too far to the
kitchen anyway.” He brightened. “There’s a liquor cabinet over there.
Why don’t you help yourself to something? There's nothing like a good

~—snort or two for relaxation.” ‘ .

“I do not intend to relax,” I said. “And besides, I do not drink. At
least not liquor.” C :

Hector sank back onto his pillow and closed his eyes.

The hours passed. It was somewhat after five in the morning when 1
suddenly realized what it was that I should have seen earlier, but
didn’t.

I looked in Hector’s direction. Was he really asleep or-was he faking
it?

I allowed five minutes to pass, then yawned and let my eyelids
droop and finally close, except for a calculated millimeter or two. I
began breathing heavily and allowed the book to slip from my hands to
the carpeted floor.

Uncle Hector’s eyes opened and he watched me intently for perhaps
three minutes. Then he slipped quietly out of bed and tiptoed over to
a bureau. He opened a drawer and removed a Finnish-style hunting
knife.

I tensed a bit, but he crept past me to the door and dlsappeared into
the hall.
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I rose and followed him.

As he threaded through the halls, he looked back frequently, but I
kept myself confined to the darkness of the high ceiling.

He paused before a door, slowly turned its knob, and crept inside.
1 silently swooped into the room myself.

The room was very much like the one he had left. It too was graced
by a canopy bed and upon it lay Uncle Custis, gently snoring.

Hector approached the bed and raised the dagger high into the air.

1 quickly sprang forward, grasped his wrist, and removed the knife
from his grip. He was startled at my appearance and action, but he
made no exclamation. He merely closed his eyes for a moment.

On the bed Uncle Custis continued his snoring without interrup-
tion.

I moved to one of the windows and pushed aside the drape for a
moment. It was still raining heavily and the hghtnmg penodlcally frac-
tured the dark sky. Exhilarating.

I let the drapes fall back into position, motioned to Hector, and we
went back into the hall.

On our way back to his room, Uncle Hector glanced at the ceiling .
now and then. “You know, I could have sworn I caught just a glimpse -
of something flying up there a little while ago.”

* Once inside his room, I said, “Aha, the old bedroom-switch ploy.”

He portrayed innocence. “What old bedroom-switch ploy?”

“When 1 first came into this room and searched it, I should have
seen something, but it was not there. If it had been there, I would cer-
~ tainly have noticed it immediately. It took me a bit of time to realize it
was not there, but once 1 did, I suspected that there was mischief afoot
and that you were probably at the root of it.” ’
" “What are you talking about?”

“Olivia came to me because someone took a shot at you through
your bedroom window.” I pointed in the direction of the windows.
“Neither one of those has a bullet hole in it.”

He thought fiercely and then smlled “I forgot to mention that the
window was open at the time.’ N

“Good try,” I acknowledged. “But then how do you e\plam the fact
that one of the windows in the room Custis now occupies does have a
bullet hole in it?”

He resumed thmkmg, but I cut the effort short. “You faked that at-
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tempt on your life and this evening you probably told Custis that his
regular guest room was being pamted or something of the sort, and he
should take your bedroom instead.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Because you intended to murder Custis and make it appear as
though the crime had occurred by accident. Someone in the house,
thinking that you still occupied your own bed, sneaked into the room,
and in the darkness mistook Uncle Custis for you, and stabbed him to
death.”

Hector evaded my eyeés and said nothing.

“Why?” I asked. “Why were you trying to murder Custis?”

He finally sighed. “Money, of course.”

“But you've got millions.”

“I had millions. Good solid investments in Angola, Lebanon, Bangla
Desh . . . ” He shrugged. “Today I am almost dead broke.”

Now his eyes met mine. “You have seen and talked to the people
who inhabit this house?” '

I nodded.

“Then you know that they have all been severely wounded by the
world we live in. If they had to return to it, they would break com-
pletely. And I really couldn’t allow that to happen. So I decided that
the only way I could | get enough money to keep this household going
was to kill Custis. Basically he’s a mean bastard anyway and wouldn't
be missed by anyone. And we really are cousins, you know. Custis has
o visible heirs other than me, so if he should die, I would certainly
get first crack at his estate. You don’t suppose you could let me have
the knife-again so I could finish . . .”

“Neo,” I said firmly.

And yet I could sympathize with Uncle Hector. He had aduty and a

_ responsibility to the members of the household.

Hector needed and deserved help. I sighed. All right. I would do
the job for him. Not tonight or in this house, of course. But some eve-
ning a week or two from now when Custis walked a city street I would-

" leap upon him, snap his neck, and rémove his wallet. The crime would
be put down in the police records as a fatal mugging.

I put my hand on Hector’s shoulder. “T absolutely insist that you put
the idea of murdering Custis completely out of your mind. I have the
strongest premonition that your fortune will change dramatically within
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a week or two. T

—

Hector seemed ready. to wait. “To tell you the truth, I'm a little re-"
lieved that I didn’t go through with it tonight.”
- 1 glanced at my watch. It was that time again.

I went to the window and pulled aside the drapes. Still raining. A
bad night for fliers. 1 turned to Hector. “You don’t suppose that Janos
could drive me back to the city?”

“Qf course. His room is on the third ﬂoor right next to the bust of
Edgar Allan Poe.” :

I went up to the third floor and woke Janos with my request.

He yawned and consulted his alarm clock. “I'm sorry, your highness,
but in wet weather like this, water condenses in the distributor of our-
Volkswagen. By the time I got everything apart and wiped dry and put -
together and the engine perhaps started, we would never be able to
make it to the city in time. And the 'minibus is the only vehicle we
" have.” -

Damn, I thought, that leaves me no alternative but getting wet. If I
leave right now I might have time for a hot footbath when I get to my
apartment

“Why don’t you stay here‘P Janos said. “There’s a nice roomy place
in the cellar. I could fix up an army cot. I am certain that nobody
-would disturb vou-down there.”
" We carried what we needed downstairs to a large chamber in the
cellar. Janos unfolded the cot dnd put a mattress on top of it. “Your
tobacco pouch, sir?” '

1 handed it to him. “It isn’t necessary to sprinkle the stuff all over
the mattress anymore, Janos. 1 discovered that simply putting the full
pouch under the pillow will suffice. I suppose it is the spirit of the
thing rather than the letter that counts.’

]anos finished putting on the sheets, the pillowcases, and the blan-
kets. “Have a nice sleep, sir.” < _

When he was gone, I slipped into the pajdmas and lay down. Really
a most spacious chamber. Beautiful vaulting at the doorway. The aroma
of damp, stagnant air. I could almost imagine what the place would
look like if I brought in a few choice items of furnishings from my
apartment

I sighed. But it was not to be. This was a strange household, but it
was really expecting too much of its occupants to accept me.
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I thought I heard a noise in the passageway outside.

I put on my slippers and hid in the shadows near the archway.

Olivia passed by outside. She wore a dressing gown, slippers, and
from the turban-like creation on her head, I guessed that she had. her
hair in curlers. '

She opened a door at the end of the passageway.

I saw a room elegant with draped antique spiderwebs and in the
.center of it, on a marble pedestal, stood a magnificent, comfortable-
looking sarcoph—

Olivia entered the room and closed the door behind her. After a few
moments, I distinctly heard the creak of a lid rising. And then lower-
- ing.
I smiled and went back to my cot.
1 don’t care what tradition demands, I always sleep on.my left side.
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by edward wellen - IJ

Chester Burin parked his car at the curb lining the foot of the gentle
slope. All the expansive and expensive lawns in this neighborhood had
gentle slopes. As he walked the flagstones paralleling the sweep of
driveway, he noted small potholes in the blacktop ;discreetly called for
patching. He took in the crumpled rear fender on the last year’s model
Caddy that stuck out of the attached garage. Rust in the creases
showed that it had been waiting some while for fixing. The lawn looked

106 ' ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



free of crabgrass but it needed reseeding. A badminton racket on the
lawn caught his eye; tape held its split frame together. It seemed as
though the Joneses were having a hard time keeping up with them-
selves.

"Mrs. Jones answered his ring. She was wearing a bikini and a gay -
‘bandana partially covered her hair. Her patrician voice tried to hide
her wonder at the business-suited weekend callel

“Yes?”-

He introduced himself. Mrs. Jones gave him a nervous bright
smile—"“Oh!”"—and her eyes shot to his hands—"Do you have the
check?”

“No, ma'am.” N ,

“Oh, no, of course not.” She bit her lip in punishment. “You
wouldn’t this soon after the robbery.”

He could see the thought turn itself over in her mind. Her eyes shot
to his, pockets and grew a touch fearful, though her voice sought to
convey joy. “Don’t tell me you've recovered the jewelry?”

“No, ma'am.’ '

Relief, then back to fear, both under cover of honest bewilderment.

“But then I don’t understand. Why are you here?”

“Is Mr. Jones around? I wonder if I could speak with both of you.”

“Of course. Won't you come in?”

She led him through to the swimming pool in the back-
vard. On the way he glimpsed a sheaf of bills on the sideboard in the
dining room. The topmost bore a red past-due stamp. Even if he had
not known before, he knew now how he would have to handle the
Joneses. It was not greed but need that had inade them do what they
had done. :

“Dear?” -

At first, Burin failed to see who she was talking to. Mr. Jones, in
trunks, was cleaning the swimming pool. He climbed into view and
onto the patio. He wiped a hand and offered it to Burin. He peered at
the business card Burin handed him. His smile w1ped away a twitch of.
nervous alarm.

“Insurance ll]VGStlgdtOI‘ Are you here about the robberv we had the
" other week?”

“That’s right. I'd like to talk to you about your claim.”

“Sure. We might as well make ourselves comfortable. Let’s sit down
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here. How abotit something to drink? Is beer all right?”
™~ “Beer's fine.” '
“Tll get it, dear.”

Burin caught the glance of warning Mrs. Jones shot her husband be-
fore- she left, and his slight nod. He smiled and discussed w1th Jones
the weekend weather and the traffic.
< Mrs. Jones returned, carrying a tray of bottles and glasses to the
parasoled table. .~

“Now what’s this about our claim?” Jones asked, pourmg the im-
ported beer expertly into a glass.

Burin reached into his pocket and drew out a newspaper clipping.

“We received this in a locally postmarked envelope from an
anonymous sender. It's O.K. to handle it—we found no fingerprints on
it.” '

His eyes fixed on the Joneses as they read the account of the rob-
bery. The story, which he knew by heart, seemed straightforward
enough in its details. Two masked gunmen had forced their way into
the house, found Mrs. Jones there alone, and had made her open the
wall safe and hand over her jewels. That part was all right. It was the
list of jewels that came into question. He knew when the Joneses hit
the words “emerald necklace” that someone had circled. And he
watched their huddled heads twist to read the block letters someone
had written in the side margin in heavy outrage: IT’s A LIE!

Mrs. Jones turned pale and Mr. Jones reddened. They read on to
the end; then Jones handed the clipping back to Burin with a shrug.

“What do you want us to say about it?” '

“Whether it's a lie that it's a lie. Wait. Before you answer, let me
make a point or two. I have to be honest with you and say our first
thought on getting your claim was to make suré you had no hand in
robbing yourselves You'd be surpr 1sed how often people stage these
rthmgs But we're satisfied in your case.’

”  “Thanks.” A good swallow took none of the dryness out of Jones’s
voice. :

Burin frowned. “Yes, we think we know the pair. Not. who they are
or where to lay our hands on them—they've been too cute for ‘us. for
that so far—but we recognize their modus operandi. This isn’t the first
job they've pulled. What puzzles us is why they should send us this
clipping.” .
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T thought you said it came from an anonymous sender. What makes
you think they sent it? It looks like a crank to me, Crime draws cranks
Jike flies.”

“That’s true. But look at the tone of it. It rings truer if we assume
the robbers sent it. But if it comes from the robbers it raises an in-
teresting question. Why would they say what they say, and go out of
their way to say it, if it isn’t so? They have no reason to lie about the
haul. If we catch up with them, they face-the same punishment -
whether the necklace was part of the loot or not.” Burin narrowed his
eyes at the Joneses. “Why would even a crank want to throw quspluon
on you, cast a shadow on your claim?” -

“Does a crank need a reason?”

Burin sighed. “Let me make another point. 1 speak from experience
now. We find it’s tempting for people who've had business reverses in
a time of recession, or who've had bad luck in the stock market, or an
unexpectedly heavy drain on their resources because of illness in. the
family, or who are just plain greedy, to make the most of a loss when
someone has victimized them.

“Still, most people are basically honest. They may tend to overstate
their losses because of confusion in their rush to report the incident
and after the report is in, though they realize they've reported some-
thing missing that isn’t missing after all—being human, all too
human—they're ashamed to admit they've made a mistake.

“Part of my job is to give people a chance to correct a false claim.
While I warn them of the penalty for reporting and sticking to a false
claim, I reassure them that no stigma is attached to an honest mistake
if it’s corrected before we process the claim.

“Of course, after that it’s too late and they must face the same con-
sequences as if they had deliberately set out to defraud us. I don’t
mean to come on heavy, you understand—I'm only doing my job.”

“We understand.”

“Good. Then the only thing that remains is for me to ask you if you
wish to revise the list of items you claim the robbers took.”

The Joneses volleyed a glance back and forth between them, then
Jones screeched his chair backward and took hold of his wife’s arm. He
looked bleakly at Burin. '

“Will you excuse us a minute?”

“Certainly.”
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The Joneses moved across the patio for a muted flurry of gestures.
Burin tactfully gazed the other way, though he could make out their
distorted figures on his stein as he raised it to finish his beer. .

Jones’s mouth took on a quirk of a smile as he and his wife returned to
the table. “Yes, we'd like to correct the list,” he said. “The night of the
robbery I was staying overnight in the city. I usually do that when I
have to work very late at the office. 1 had taken the emerald necklace
with me that morning to have my jeweler add another stone as~a sur-
prise for my wife on our anniversary. ‘

“When my wife phoned me about the robbery, all that concerned
me was that she was all right, that the two masked gunmen who forced
her to open the safe hadn’t harmed her. I forgot to tell her I had taken
the necklace. And I didn’t realize till too late that the necklace would
be on the list that she gave to the pollce and that the papers got hold
of. I've: been meaning to correct it .

“And the necklace?”

Jones’s eyes flickered. “I never did get it to the jeweler’s. It's still in
my dispatch case.” He reddened. “I'd better get it back in the safe.”

Burin nodded. “No harm done. As I said, any correction you make
"at this time is welcome.” He rose.

The Joneses saw him off with their arms linked.

As he drove off,-Burin looked back at them and he waved his free
hand.

He stopped at a highway pay phone. “Well,” he said when he made
his connection, “TI've made them honest. Sure, they had the necklace
all along. Of course they claim it was an oversight. But the way I figure
it, Jones had the necklace with him-in the city to sell or pawn it. He
was -staying there overmght planning to make the rounds of jewelers
or pawnbrokers in the morning, when he got the call from his wife tell-
ing him about the robbery. It was a windfall for them. They decided it
would profit them more to list.the necklace among the missing and col-
lect the insurance on it.”

He smiled at the mouthpiece. “I'm still sore that they had us think-
ing for a minute, when we saw the write-up in the paper, that one of«.
us had crossed the other. But what counts is that the phony business

card paid off and the necklace will be back in the wall safe ready for
the taking. I'm ready when you are.’

’

-
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The man was like the island he'd bought: unfriendly, remote,
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The first I heard that somebody had bought Smuggler’s Island was late
on a cold foggy morning in May. Handy Manners and Davey and I had
just brought the Jennie Too into the Camaroon Bay wharf, loaded with
the day’s limit in salmon-—silvers mostly, with a few big kings-—and
Handy had gone inside the processing shed at Bay Fisheries to call for
the tally clerk and the portable scales. T was helping Davey hoist up
the hatch covers, and I was thinking that he handled himself firfe on
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the boat and what a shame it'd be if he decided eventually that he
didn’t want to go into commercial fishing as his livelihood. A man likes to
see his only son.take up his chosen profession. But Davey was always
talking about traveling around Europe, seeing some of the world,
maybe finding a career he liked better than fishing. Well, he was only
19. Decisions don’t come quick or easy at that age.

Anyhow, we were working on the hatch covers when I heard some-
body call my name. I glanced up, and Pa and Abner Frawley were
coming toward us from down-wharf, where the café was. I was a little
surprised to see Pa out on a day like this; he usually stayed home with
Jennie when it was overcast and windy because the fog and cold air
aggravated his lumbago. :

The two of them came up and stopped, Pa puffing on one of his~
home-carved meerschaum pipes. They were both 72 and long-
retired—Abner from a manager’s job at the cannery a mile up the
coast, Pa from running thé general store in the village—and they'd
been cronies for at least half their lives. But that was where all resem-
blance between them ended. Abner was short and round and white-
haired, and always had a smile and a joke for everybody. Pa, on the
other hand, was tall and thin and dour; if he’d smiled any more than
four times in.the 47 years since I was born I can’t remember it.
.Abner had come up from San Francisco during the Depression, but Pa
was a second-generation native of Camaroon Bay, his father having
emigrated from Ireland during the short-lived potato boom in the early
1900’s. He was a good man and a decent father, which was why I'd
given him a room in our house when Ma died six years ago, but I'd
never felt close to him.

He said to me, “Looks like a good catch, Verne.”

"P‘retty good,” I said. “How come you're out in this weather?

“Abner’s idea. He dragged me out of the house.”

I looked at, Abner. His eyes were bright, the way they always got-
when he had a choice bit of news or gossip to tell. He said, “Fella from
Los Angeles went and bought Smuggler’s Island. Can you beat that?”

“Bought it?” 1 said. “You mean outright?”
“Yep. Paid the county a hundred thousand cash.”

“How'd you hear about it?” N

' “]ack Kewin, over to the real-estate office.”
“Who's the fellow who bought it?”
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“Name’s Roger Vauclain,” Abner said. “Jack don’t know any more
about him. Did the buying through an agent.”

Davey said, “Wonder what he wants with it?”

Maybe he’s got ideas of hunting treasure,” Abner said, and winked
at him. “Maybe he heard about what’s hidden in those caves.”

Pa gave him a look. “Old fool,” he said.

Davey grinned, and I smiled a little and turned to look to where
Smuggler’s Island sat wreathed in fog half a mile straight out across the
choppy harbor. It wasn’t much to look at, from a distance or up close.
Just one big oblong chunk of eroded rock about an acre and a half in
size surrounded by a lot of little islets. It had a few stunted trees and
shrubs, and a long headland where gulls built their nests, and a shel-
tered cove on the lee shore where you could put in-a small boat. That
was about all there was to 1t———e\cept for those caves Abner had spoken
of.

They were located near the lee cove and you could only get -into
them at low tide. Some said caves honeycombed the whole underbelly
of the island, but those of us who'd ignored warnings from our parents
as kids and gone exploring in them knew that this wasn’t so. There
were three caves and two of them had branches that'Ted deep into the
rock, but all of the tunnels were dead ends.

This business of treasure being hidden in one of those caves was just
so much nonsense, of course—sort of a local legend that nobody took
seriously. What the treasure was supposed to be was two million dol-
lars in greenbacks that had been hidden by a rackets courier during
Prohibition, when he’d been chased to the island by a team of Revenue
agents. There was also supposed to be fifty cases-of high-grade moon-
shine secreted there.

The bootlegging part of it had a good deal of truth though. This sec-
tion of the Northern California coast was a hotbed of illegal liquor traf-
fic in the days of the Volstead Act, and the scene of several confronta-
tions between smugglers and Revenue agents; half a dozen men on
both sides had been killed, or had turned up missing and presumed
dead. The way the bootleggers worked was to bring ships down from
Canada outfitted as distilleries—Dbig stills in their holds,- bottling
equipment, labels for a dozen different kinds of Canadian whiskey—
and anchor them 25 miles offshore. Then local fishermen and imported
hirelings would go out in their boats and carry the liquor to places
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along the shore, where trucks would be waiting to pick it up and
transport it down to San Francisco or east into Nevada. Smuggler’s Is-
land was supposed to have been a short-term storage point for whiskey
that couldn’t be trucked out right away, which may or may not have
<been a true fact. At any rate, that was how the island got its name.

Just as I turned back to Pa and Abner, Handy came out.of the pro-
cessing shed with the tally clerk and the scales. He was a big, thick-
necked man, Handy, with-red hair and a temper to match; he was also
one of the best mates around and knew as much about salmon trolling
and diesel engines as anybody in Camaroon ‘Bay. He'd been working
for me eight years, but hie wouldn’t be much longer. He was saving up
to buy. a boat of his own and only needed another thousand or so to
swing the down payment.

Abner told him right away about this Roger Vauclain buying Smug-
gler'’s Island. Handy grunted and said, Anybody that'd want those
rocks out there has to have rocks in his head.”

“Who do you imagine he is?” Davey asked.
“One of those damn-fool rich people probably,” Pa said. “Bu‘y some-
thmg for no good reason except that it’s there and they want it.”
“But why Smuggler’s Island in particular?”
“Got a fancy name, that’s why. Now he can say to his friends,. why
look here, T own a place up nérth called Smuggler’s Island, supposed
. to have treasure hidden on it.”

I said, “Well, whoever he-is and whyever he bought it, we'll find out
eventually. Right now we've got a catch to unload.”

“Sure is a puzzler though, ain’t it, Verne?” Abner said.

“It is that,” I admitted. “It’s a puzzler, all right.”

If you live in a small town or village, you know how it is when some-
_thing happens that has no immediate explanation. Rumors start flying,
based on few or no facts, and every time one of them is retold to
somebody else it gets exaggerated. Nothing much goes on in a place
like Camaroon Bay anyhow——conversation is pretty much limited to the
weather and the actions of tourists and how the salmon are running or
how the crabs seem to be thinning out a little more every year. So this
Roger Vauclain buying Smuggler’s Island got a lot more lip service pald
to it than it would have someplace else.
Jack Kewin didnt find out much about Vauclain, just that he was
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some kind of wealthy resident of Southern California. But that was
enough for the speculations and the rumors to build on. During the
next week I heard from different people- that Vauclain was a real-estate
speculator who was going to construct a small private club on the is-
land; that he was a retired bootlegger who'd worked the coast.during
Prohibition and had bought the island for nostalgic reasons; that he was
a front man for a movie company that was going to film a big spectacu-
lar in Camaroon Bay and blow up the island in the final scene. None of
these rumors made much sense, but that didn’t stop people from
spreading them and half- believing in them.

Then, one night while we were eating supper Abner came knocking
at the front door of our house on the hill above the village. Davey
went and lét him in, and he sat down at the table next to Pa. One look
at him was enough to tell us that he’d come with news.

“Just been talking to Lloyd Simms,” he said as Jennie poured him a
cup’ of coffee. “Who do you reckon just made a reservation at the
Camaroon Inn?”

“Who?” T asked.

“Roger Vauclain himself. Lloyd talked to him on the phone less than
an hour ago, says he sounded pretty hard-nosed. Booked a single room
for a week, be here on Thursday.”

“Only a single room? Jennie said. “Why, T'm disappointed, Abner. 1
expected he'd be traveling with an entourage.” She’s a practical woman
and when it comes to things she considers nonsense, like all the hoopla
over Vauclain and Smuggler’s Island, her sense of humor ‘sharpens into
sarcasm.

“Might be others coming up later,” Abner said seriously. .

Davey said, “Week’s a long time for a rich man to spend in a place
like Camaroon Bay. I wonder what he figures to do all that time?”

“Tend to his island, probably, 1 said.’

“Tend to it?” Pa said. “Tend to what? You can walk over the whole
thing in two hours.” :

“Well, there’s always the caves, Pa.” ‘ —_

He snorted. “Grown man’d have to be a fool to go wandering in
those caves. Tide comes in while he’s inside, he’ll drown for sure.”

“What time’s he dué in on Thursday?” Davey asked Abner.

“Around noon, Lloyd says. Reckon we’ll find out then what he’s
planning to do with the island.”
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“Not planmng to do anything w1th it, I tell you,’ * Pa said. “Just
wants to own it.’ ;
“We'll see,” Abner said. “We'll see.”

Thursday was clear and warm, and it should have been a good day
for salmon; but maybe the run had started to peter out because it took
us until almost noon to make the limit. It was after two o’clock before
we got the catch unloaded and weighed in at Bay Fisheries. Davey had
some errands to run and Handy had logged enough extra time, so I
took the Jennie Too over to the commercial slips myself and stayed
.aboard her to hose down the decks. When I was through with that I
set about replacing the port outrigger line becausé it had started to
weaken and we’d been havmg trouble with it.

1 was doing that when a tall man came down the ramp from the quay
and stood just off the bow, watching me. I didn’t pay much attention to
him; tourists stop by to rubberneck now and then, and if you encour-
age them they sometimes hang around so you can’t get any work done.
But then this fellow slapped a hand against his leg, as if he were an-
noyed, and called out in a loud voice, “Hey, you there. Fisherman.”

I looked at him then, frowning. I'd heard that tone before: sharp,
full of self-granted authority. Some city people are like that; to- them,
anybody who lives in a rural village is a low-class hick. 1 didn’t like it
and I let him see. that in my face. “You talking to me?”

“Who else would I be talking to?” -

I didn't say anything. He was in his forties, smooth- lookmg, and
dressed in white ducks and a-crisp blue windbreaker. If nothing else,
his eyes were enough to make you dislike him.immediately; they were
hard and unfriendly and said that he was used to getting his own way.

He said, “Where can I rent a boat?” '

“What kind of boat? To go sportfishing?”

“No, not to go sportfishing. A small cruiser.”

“There ain’t any cruisers for rent here.” ,

He made a disgusted sound, as if he’d expected that. “A big out-
board then,” he said. “Something seaworthy.” '

“It’s not a good idea to take a small boat out of the harbor,” I said.
“The ocean along here is pretty rough—"

“I don’t want advice,” he said. “I want a boat big enough to get me
out to Smuggler’s Island and back. Now who do I see about it?”
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“Smuggler’s Island?” I looked at him more closely. “Your name hap-
pen to be Roger Vauclain, by any chance?”

“That’s right. You heard about me buying the island, I suppose.
Along with everybody else in this place.”

“News gets around,” I.said mildly.

“About that boat,” he said. -

“Talk to Ed Hawkins at Bay Marine on the wharf. He'll find some-
thing for you.” .

Vauclain gave me a curt nod and started to turn away.

I said, “Mind if T ask you a question now?”

He turned back. “What is it?”

“People don’t go buying islands very often,” I sald partlcularly one
like Smuggler’s. I'd be interested to know your plans for it.’

“You and every other damned person in Camaroon Bay.”

I held my-temper. “I was just asking. You don’t have to give me an
answer.”

He was silent for a . moment. Then he said, “What the hell, it's no
secret. I've always wanted to live on an island, and that oné out there
is the only one around I.can afford.”

I stared at him. “You mean you're going to build on it?”

“That surprlses you, does it?”

“It does,” I said. “There’s nothing on Smuggler’s Island but rocks
and a few trees and a couple of thousand nesting gulls. It's fogbound
most of the time, and even when it’s not the wind blows at thirty knots
or better.” _

“I llke/?og and wind and ocean,” Vauclain said. “T like isolation. 1
don’t like people much. That satisfy you?”

I shrugged. “To each his own.

“Exactly,” he said, and went away up the ramp.

I~worked on the Jennie Too another hour, then I went over to the
Wharf Café for a cup of coffee and a piece of pie. When I came inside

I saw Pa, Abner, and Handy 51ttmg at one of the copper -topped tables.
I walked over to them.’

They already knew that Vauclain had arrived in Camaroon Bay.
Handy was saying, “Hell, he’s about as friendly as a shark. I was over
to Ed Hawkins’s place shooting the breeze when he came in and de-
manded Ed get him a boat. Threw his weight around for fifteen min-
utes until Ed agreed to rent him his own Chris-Craft. Then he paid for
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the rental in cash, slammed two fifties on Ed’s desk like they were sin-
gles and Ed was a beggar.”

I sat down. “He's an éccentric, all nght I said. “T talked to him' for -
a few minutes myself about an hour ago.

“Eccentric?” Abner said, and snorted. “That’s just a name they give

to people who never {earned manners or good sense.

Pa said to me, “He tell you what he’s fixing to do with Smugglers
Island, Verne?”

“He did, yep.” .

“Told Abner too, over to the Inn.” Pa shook his head, glowering,
and lighted a pipe. “Craziest damned thing' I ever heard. Build a house
on that mess of rock, live out there. Crazy, that’s all.”

“That’s a fact,” Handy said. “I'd give him more credit if he was
planning to hunt for that bootlegger’s treasure:”.

“Well, I'm sure not going to relish having him -for a neighbor,”
Abner said. “Don’t guess anybody else will either.”

None of us disagreed with that.”A man likes to be able to get along
with his neighbors, rich or poor. Getting along with Vauclain, it
seemed, was going to be a chore for everybody.

v

In the next couple of days Vauclain didn’t do much to improve his
standing with the residents of Camaroon Bay. He snapped at mer-
chants and waitresses, ignored anybody who tried to strike up.a con-
" versation with him, and complained twice to Lloyd Simms about the
service at the Inn. The only good thing about him, most people were
saying, was that he spent the better part of his days on Smuggler’s
Island—doing what, nobody knew exactly—and his nights locked in his
room. Might have -been he was drawing up plans there for the house
he intended to build onthe island.

Rumor now had it that Vauclain was an architect, one of these inde-
pendents who'd built up a reputation, like Frank Lloyd Wright in the,
old days, and who only worked for private individuals and companies: -
This was probably true since it originated with Jack Kewin; he'd spent
a little time with Vauclain and wasn’t one to spread unfounded gossip.
According to Jack, Vauclain had learned that the island was for sale
more than six months ago and had been up twice before by helicopter
from San Francisco to get an aerial view of it. .

That. was the way things stood on Sunday morning, when Jennie and
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I left for church at ten. Afterward we had lunch at a place up the coast,
and then, because the weather was cool but still clear, we went for a
diive through the redwood country. It was almost five when we got
back home. ) )

Pa was in bed—his lumbago was bothering him, he said—and Davey
was gone somewhere. I went into our bedroom to change out of my
suit. While I was in there the telephone rang, and Jennie called out
that it was for me.

When 1 picked up the receiver Lloyd Simms’s voice said, “Sorry to
bother you, Verne, but if you're not busy I need'a favor.”

“I'm not busy, Lloyd. What is it?”

“Well, it’s Roger Vauclain. He went out to the island this morning
like usual, and he was supposed to be back at three to take a telephone
call. Told me to make sure 1 was around then, the call was
important—you- know the way he talks. The call came in right on
schedule, but Vauclain didn’t. He’s still not back, and the party calling
him has been ringing me up every half hour, demanding I get hold of
him. Somethmg about a bid that has. to be delivered first thing tomor-

" Yow morning,.

“You want me to go out to the island, Lloyd?”

“If you wouldn’'t mind,” he said. “I don’t much care about Vauclain,
the way he’s been acting, but this caller is driving me up a wall. And it
could be something’s the matter with Vauclain’s boat; can’t get it
started or something Seems kind of funny he didn’t come back when
he said he would.”

I hesitated. I dldnt much want to take the time to go out to Smug- -
gler’s Island; but then if there was a chance Vauclain was in trouble I
couldn’t very well refuse to help.

“All right,” I said. “T'll see what I can do.”

We rang off, and I explained to Jennie where I was going and why.
Then I drove down to the basin where the pleasure-boat slips were and
took the tarp off Davey’s sixteen-foot Sportliner inboard. I'd bought it
for him on his sixteenth birthday, when I figured he was old enough to
handle a small boat of his own, but I used it as much as he did. We're
not so well off that we can afford to keep more than one pleasure craft.

The engine started right up for a change—usually you have to choke
it several times on cool days—and I took her out of the slips and-into
the harbor. The sun was hidden by overcast now and the wind was up,
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building small whitecaps, running fog-banks in from the ocean but
shredding them before they reached the shore. 1 followed the south
jetty out past the breakwater and into open sea. The water was chop-
pier there, the color of gunmetal, and the wind was pretty cold; I
pulled the collar of my jacket up and put on my gloves to keep my
hands from numbing on the wheel.

When I neared the island I swung around to the north shore and
into the lee cove. Ed Hawkins’s Chris-Craft was tied up there, all
right, bow and stern lines made fast to outcroppings on a long, natural
-stone dock. I took the Sportliner in behind it, climbed out onto the -
bare rock, and made her fast. On my right, waves broke over and into
the mouths of the three caves, hissing long fans of spray. Gulls
wheeled screeching above the headland; farther in, scrub oak and cy-
press danced like line bobbers in the winds It all made you feel as
though you were standing on the edge of the world.

There was no sign of Vauclain anywhere at the cove, so I went up
through a tangle of artichoke plants toward the center of the island:
The area there was rocky but mostly flat, dotted with undergrowth and
patches of sandy earth. I stopped beside a gnarled cypress and scanned
from left to right. Nothing but emptiness. Then I walked out toward
the headland, hunched over against the pull of the wind. But I didn’t
find him there either. .

A sudden thought came to me as I started back and the hairs: prick-
led on my neck. What if he’d gone into the caves and been trapped
there when the tide began to flood? If that was what had happened, it
was too late for me to do anything—but I started to run anyway, my
eves on the ground so I wouldn’t trip over a bush or a rock.

I was -almost back to the cove, commg at a different angle than be-
fore, when 1 saw him. % '

It was so unexpected that I pulled up short and almost lost my foot-
- -ing on loose rock. The pit of my stomach went hollow. He was lying on

his back in a bed of artichokes, one arm flung out and the other wrap-
~ ped across his chest. There was blood under his arm, and blood spread
across the front of his windbreaker. One long look was all I needed to -
tell me he’d been shot and that he was dead. _ .

Shock and an eerie sense of unreality kept me standing there
another few seconds. My thoughts were jumbled; you don’t think too
clearly when you stumble on a dead man, a murdered man. And it was
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murder, I knew tha\it’well enough. There was no gun anywhere near
the body, and no way it could have been an accident.

Then I turned, shivering, and ran down to the cove and took the
Sportliner away from there at full throttle to call for the county sheriff.

Vauclain’s death was the biggest event that had happened in Cama-
roon Bay in forty years, and Sunday night and Monday nobody talked
about anything else. As soon as word got around that 1 was the one
who'd discovered the body, the doorbell and the telephone didn’t stop
ringing—friends and neighbors, newspaper people, investigators. The
only place I had any peace was on the Jennie Too Monday morning,
and not much there because Davey and Handy wouldn’t let the subject
alone while we fished.

By late that afternoon the authorities had questioned just about ev-
eryone in the area. It didn’t appear they'd found out anything though.
Vauclain had been alone when he’'d left for the island early Sunday;
Abner had been down at the slips then and swore to the fact. A couple
of tourists had rented boats from Ed Hawkins during the day, since the
weather was pretty good, and a lot of locals were out in the harbor on
pleasure craft. But whoever it was who had gone to Smuggler’s Island
after Vauclain, -he hadn’t been noticed.

As to a motive for the shooting, there were all sorts of wild specula-.
tions. Vauclain had wronged somebody in Los Angeles and that person
had followed him here to take revenge. He'd treated a local citizen
badly enough to trigger a murderous rage. He'd gotten in bad with or-
ganized crime and a contract had been put out on him. And the most
farfetched theory of all: he’d actually uncovered some sort of treasure
on Smuggler’s Island and somebody’d learned about it and killed him
for it. But the simple truth was, nobody had any idea why Vauclain
was murdered. If the- sheriff s department had found any clues on the
island or anywhere else, they weren’t talkmg—but they weren’t making
any arrests either.

There was a lot of excitement, all right. Only underneath it all
people were nervous and a little scared. A killer seemed to be loose in
Camaroon Bay, and if he’d murdered once who was to say he wouldn’t
do it again? A mystery is.all well and good when it’s happening some-
place else, but when it's right on yeur doorstep you can’t help but feel
threatened and apprehensive.
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I'd had about all the pestering I could stand by four o’clock, so I got
into the car and drove up the coast to Shelter Cove. That gave me an
hour’s worth of freedom. But no sooner did 1 get back to Camaroon
Bay, with the intention of going home and locking myself in my base-
ment workshop, than a sheriff's cruiser pulled up behind me at a stop
sign and its horn started honking. I sighed and pulled over to the curb.

It was Harry Swenson, one 6f the deputies who'd questioned me the
day before, after I'd reported finding Vauclain’s body. We knew each
other well enough to be on a first-name basis. He said, “Verne, the
sheriff asked me to talk to you again, see if there’s anythmg you might
have overlooked yesterday. You mind?”

“No, I don’t mind,” I said tiredly.

We went into the Inn and took a table at the back of the dining
room. A couple of people stared at us, and I could see Lloyd Simms
hovering around out by the front desk. I wondered how long it would
be before I'd stop being the center of attention every time I went
someplace in the village.

Over coffee, I repeated everything that had happened Sunday af-
ternoon. Harry checked what I said with the notes he'd taken; then he
shook his head and closed the notebook.

“Didn’t really expect you to remember anything else,” he said, “but
we had to make sure. Truth is, Verne we're up agamst it on this
thlng Damnedest case I ever saw.’ :

“Guess that means you haven’t found out anything positive.”

“Not much. If we could figure a motive, we might be able to get a
handle on it from that. But we just can’t find one.”

I decided to give voice to one of my own theories. “What about rob-
bery, Harry?” I asked. “Seems I heard Vauclain was carrying a lot of
cash with him and throwing it around pretty freely.”

“We thought of that first thing,” he said. “No good, though. His wal-
let was on the body, and there was three hundred dollars in it and a
couple of blank checks.” -

I frowned down at.my coffee. “I don’t like to say this, but you don't
suppose it could be one of these thrill killings we're always reading
about?”

“Man, I hope not. Thats" “the worst kind of hom1c1de there is.’

"=~ We were. silent for a minute or so. Then L said, “You find anything
at all on the lsland9 Any clues?”
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He hesitated. “Well,” he said finally, “I probably shouldnt discuss
it—but then, you're not the sort to break a confidence. We did find
one thing near the body. Might not mean anything, but it’s not the
kind of item you'd expect to come across out there.” -

“What is it?”

“A cake of white beeswax,” he said.

“Beeswax?”

nght Small cake of it. Suggest anythmg to you?”

“No,” I said. “No, nothing.”

“Not to us either. Aside from that, we haven’t got a thmg Like I
said, we're up against it. Unless we get a break in the next couple of
days, I'm afraid the whole business will end up in the Unsolved File.
—That’s unofficial, now.” . .

“Sure,” I said.

Harry finished his coffee. “I'd better gét moving,” he said. “Thanks
for your time, Verne.” '

I nodded, and he stood up and walked out across the dining room.
As soon as he was gone, Lloyd came over and wanted to know what
we’d been talking about. But I'd begun to feel oddly nervous all of a
sudden, and there was something tickling at the edge of my mind. I
cut him off short, saying, “Let me be, will you, Lloyd? Just let me be
for a minute.”

When he drifted off, looking hurt, I sat there and rotated my cup on
the table. Beeswax, I thought. I'd told Harry that it didn’t suggest any-
thing to me, and yet it did, vaguely. Beeswax. White beeswax. . . _

~ It came to me then—and along with it a couple of(other things, little
things, like missing figures in an arithmetic problem. I went cold all
over, as if somebody had opened a window and let the wind inside the
room. I told myself I was wrong, that it couldn’t be. But I wasn’t
wrong. It made me sick inside, but I wasn’t wrong,

I knew who had murdered Roger Vauclain.

~

When I came into the house I saw him sitting out on the sun deck,
just sitting there motionless with his hands flat on his knees, staring
out to sea. Or out to where Smuggler’s Island sat shining hard and ugly
in the glare of the dying sun. C -

I didn’t go out there right away. First I went into the other rooms to
see if anybody else was home, but nobody was. Then, when I couldn’t

SMUGGLER’S ISLAND . 123



put it off any longer, I got myself ready to face it and walked onto the
deck. oo ‘

He glanced at me as I leaned back against the railing. I hadn’t seen
much of him since finding the body, or paid much attention to him
when 1 had; but now I saw that his eyes looked different. They didn’t
blink. They looked at me, they looked past me, but they didn’t blink.

“Why'd you do it, Pa?” I said. “Why’'d you kill Vauclain?”

I don’t know what 1 expected his reaction to be. But there wasn't
any reaction. He wasn’t startled, he wasn’t frightened, he wasn't any-
thing. He just looked away from me again and sat there like a man who
has expected to hear the words for a long time.

1 kept waiting for him to say something, to move, to blmk his eyes.
For one full minute and half of another, he did nothing. Then he
sighed, soft and tired, and he said, “T knew 3omebody’d find out this -
time.” His voice was steady, calm. “I'm sorry it had to be you, Verne.”

“SO am 1.”

“How'd you know?”

“You left a cake ‘of white beeswax out there I said. “Fell out of
your *pocket when you pulled the gun, I“Buess. You're just the only
person around here who'd be likely to have white beeswax in his pock-
et, Pa, because youre the only person who hand-carves his own
meerschaum pipes. Took me a'time to remember that you use wax like
that to seal the bowls and give them a luster finish.”

He didn’t say anything. .

"“Couple of other things too,” 1 said. “You in bed yesterday when
Jennie and I got home. It was a clear ‘day, no early fog, nothing to
aggravate your lumbago. Unless you'd been out someplace where you
weren’t protected from the wind—someplace like in a boat on open
water. Then there was Davey’s Sportliner starting right up for me. Al-
most never.does thatson cool days unless it's been run recently, and
the only person besides Davey and me who has a key is you.”

He nodded. “It’s usually the little things,” he said. “I always figured
it’d be some little thing that'd finally do it.”

7 1 said, “why'd you kill-him?”

He had to go and buy the island. "Then he had to decide to bulld a
house on it. I couldn’t let him do that. I went out there to talk to him,
try to get him to change his mind. Took my revolver along, but only
just in case; wasn’t intending to use it. Only he wouldn’t listen to me..
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Called me an old fool and worse, and then he give me a shove. He was
dead before I knew it, seems like.”

“What'd him building a house have to do with youP

“He'd have brought men and equipment out there, wouldn'{ he?
They'd have dug up everythmg, wouldn’t they? They'd have sure dug
up the Revenue man. .

I thought he was rambling. “Pa. . . .

“You got a right to know about that too,” he said. He blinked then,
four times fast. “In 1929 a fella named Frank Eberle and me went to
work for the bootleggers. Hauling whiskey. We'd go out maybe once a
month in Frank’s boat, me acting as shotgun, and we’'d bring in a load
of 'shine—mostly to Shélter Cove, but sometimes we’d be told to drop
it off on Smuggler’s for a day or two. It was easy money, and your ma
and me needed it, what with you happening along; and what the hell,
Frank always said, we were only helping to give the people what they
wanted.

“But then one night in 1932 it all went bust. We brought a shipment
to the island and just after we started unloading it this man run out of
the trees waving a gun and velling that we were under arrest. A Rev-
2nue agent, been lying up there in ambush. Lying alone because he
didn’t figure to have much trouble, I reckon—and I found out later the
government people had bigger fish to fry up to Shelter Cove that
nght

“Soon as the agent showed hlmself Frank panicked and started to
un. Agent put a shot over his head, and before I could think on it I
ut loose with the rifle T always (,arrled I killed him, Verne, I shot that
nan dead.”

He paused, his face twisting with memory. I wanted to say
omething—Dbut what was there to say?

Pa said, “Frank and me buried him on the island, under a couple of
ocks on the center flat. Then we got out of there. 1 quit the bootleg-
rers right away, but Frank, he kept on with it and got himself killed in

big shoot-out up by Eureka just before Repeal. I knew they were
joing to get me too someday. Only time kept passing and somehow it
wever happened, and I almost had myself believing it never would.
‘hen this Vauclain came dlong.- You see now why I couldn’t let him
wild his house?”

“Pa,” I said thickly, “it's been forty-five years since all that hap-
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pened. All anybody'd have dug up was bones. Maybe theres some-
thing there to identify the Revenue agent, but there couldn’t be any-
thing that'd point to you.”’

“Yes, there could,” he said. “Just like there was something this
time—the beeswax and all: There’d have been something, all right,,
and they’d have come for me.”

He stopped talking then, abruptly, like a imachine that had been
turned off, and swiveled his head away and just sat staring again. There:
in the sun, I still felt cold. He believed what he’d just sald he honestly,
believed it.

I knew now why he’ d been so dour and moody for most of my life,,
why he almost never smiled, why he’d never let me get close to him.
And I knew something else too: I wasn’t going to tell the sheriff any of
this. He was my father and he was 72 years*old; and I'd see to it thatl
he didn’t hurt anybody else. But the main reason was, if I let it happen
that they really did come for him he wouldn’t last a month. In an awfull
kind of way the only thing that'd been holding him together all these:
years was his certainty they would come someday.

Besides, it didn’t matter anyway. He hadn’t actually gotten away
with anything. He hadn’t committed one unpunished murder, or now
two unpunished murders, because there is no such thmg There's just
10 such thing as the perfect crime.

I walked over and took the chair beside him, and together we sat
quiet and looked out at Smuggler's Island. Only I didn’t see it very
well because my eyes were full of tears.
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MONEYMAKING OPPORTUNITIES

STUFF, MAIL ENVELOPES!! $250.00
profit per thousand possible. Offer .details:
Stamped, self-addressed envelope, Kings, B-
21487K-AH-37, Fort Lauderdale, FL 33316.

$500.00 PROFIT Stuffing 1000 envelopes. 25
Cents Details: Canapro Enterprises, Box
215C. Station ‘“H,’’ Montreal, Que., Canada.

CASH from boxtops: Save up to 100% on
grocery items: Issue $1.00, a year $5.00. Re-

fund Bulletin DP Box 503, Cape Girardeau, -

MO 63701.

FREE “1001 ODDS'’! $10,000-$100,000 actu-
ally made at home by oddballs! You’ll never
get over it! Publico-E, Carlsbad, CA 92008,

$1000 MONTHLY POSSIBLE, mailing com-
mission letters, Information—¥ree! OPPOR-
TUNITIES, Box 721D, Lynbrook, NY 11563.

RECEIVE 10, unigue, moneymaking plans.
3500% FLICKINGER, Box 44, Antioch, IL
02. '

$1,000 MONTHLY possible stuffing envelopes.
Free2 details, DB, 928 Asbury, Evanston, IL
6020

$200 WEEKLY. Mallmg Circulars. Samples
25¢. GRAHAMCO, DPBX 99371 Tacoma,
WA 98499,

' GET INTO BROADCASTING!

CATALOG 14¢-

$3 HOURLY stuffing envelopes. Easy work
Details free. Feldco, Box 228 Ryder, Brook-
lyn, NY 11234. .

Become DJ,
engineer, Start own CABLE/FM station, get
free tapes-records. Free booklet: “Broad-
casting’’, Box 5516GC3, Walnut Creek, CA
94596.

MAKE $1,000 MONTH MAILING LET-'
TERS. 2 Stamps, details, Diamond Rt. 1,,
Box 137 Diamond, MO 64840.

$500.00 WEEKLY! IMMEDIATE, Guaran-

teed home income stuffing envelopes FREE |
Supplies! Send 25¢, Stamp. Profits,~ B725-,
DP3, Belen, NM 87002.

BORROW MONEY. No credit check-7 little
known secret ways $2.00. Lee Enterprises,,
6501 North 8th, Fresno, CA 93710.

$1,000.00 MONTHLY possible stuffing en-:
velopes. National, Box 4314, Baltimore, MD!
21223.

$400. WEEKLY POSSIBLE. Clip news-)
papers/stuff envelopes. Proven program. Send!
stamped addressed envelope, E. MASON, Box
9473-p3B, Fresno, CA 93792.

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN

AMAZING Find. Collection 100-Year-Old!

Pioneer Recipes. Write: Mormans, 3975|
Rawhide,- SLC, UT 84120.

PERSONAL
"SINGLE? Widowed? Divorced? Nationwide

introductions!  Identity, Box 315-DC, Royal
Oak, MI 48068,

JAPANESE introduction! Girl’s photographs,,
descriptions, brochure, details. $1.00. INTER-
PACIFIC, Box 304-SC, Birmingham, MI/
48012.

JAPANESE Girls Make Wonderful Wives
We have large number of listings. Many,
intefested in marriage. Only $81.00 brings
application, photos, names, descriptions, ques-
tionnaire, Etc. Japan International, Box -156-
AA, Carmnelian Bay, CA 95711.

DATES GALORE! Meet singles-anywhere
Call DATELINE; ftoll-free (800) 451-3245.

MAKE YOUR CLASSIFIED AD PAY. Get
“How to Write A Classified Ad That Pulls.”
Includes certificate worth $2.00 towards a
classified ad in this publication. Send $1.50
(includes postage) to R. S. Waynér, Davis
Publications, Inc., Dept. CL, 229 Park Ave-
nue South, New York NY 10003

MORE
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Classified Continued

MONEYMAKING OPPORTUNITES—Cont'd

RADIO & TELEVISION

BEAUTIFUL MEXICAN GIRLS Wanting
American Boy-Friends. Details, Photos
Flbe; ”* World, Box 2876-DC, San Diego, CA
9211

“DATE WITH DIGNITY"” Professional
Matching Drawer 6765, Fort Worth, 76115
(817) 921-0281 Anytime.

OVER 1000 beautiful ladies photos, world's
largest matrimonial catalog $5.00. Interpress:
Box 12, Toronto M4A 2MB or Box 737,
Ft. Lauderdale 33302.

ADULT Pleasure Products—over . 600 items!
Giant catalog $1.00. Clifton’s D-1068, Saugus,
CA 91351.

OLD Mystery & Detective radio shows on
tape. Low as $1.85 per hour. Catalog $1.00.
Phantom Empire, 2500 Pennington, Houston,
Texas 77093.

REMAILING

CONFIDENTIAL! Remail, forwarding-re-
ceiving service rates by month or letter. For
information 7522, Loma Verde Wy., Sacra-
mento, CA 95822,

STAMP COLLECTING

'

ISRAEL set. Free Approvals. W-B. Stamps
Co., Wilkes-Barres, PA 18703,

LATIN AMERICAN GIRLS appreciate their
men. Let us introduce' you to a dark-eyed,
unspoiled beauty. Complete application pack-
ake and photo selection $2.00: Maria Garcia,
Box 80801D, San Diego, Calif. 92138.

SURPLUS EQUIPMENT

GIANT Bargian Packed Canadian Surplus
Catalog $1.00, Etco Electronics-DG, Box 741,
Montreal “‘A.”’

Place your ad in one of our SPECIAL COMBINATIONS:
- Combo #1, Combo #2, or Combo #3.

Each combination is designed to give your ad the largest audience available.
For further information write to R. S. Wayner, Classified Ad Manager,

“ Davis Publications, Inc., 229 Park Ave. So., New York NY 10003.

HOW TO SUBSCRIBE TO

THE WDRLD'S LEAOING MYSTERY MAGAZINE

L:d

ELLERY QUEEN’S 7
'MYSTERY MAGAZINE

Special limited offer for new

GUEEN'S

Subscribers only. A mystery bargain!
feaRuARY 1377 s1.00 Mystery Magazine. ! .

[J Send me 9 issues for ONLY $6.97
3O Payment enclosed. = [J Bill me.-

O I prefer 18 issues for which | enclose'
$13.94. By paying now, | save $7.06!

Add 90¢ for each 9 issues for Canada &
U.S. possessions.

Name.

Address.
City

State ' Zip.

Every month a 160-page
anthology averaging 11 new
istories never before published,
bv the masters of mvsterv And

H7A004

ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE







Savings of $4 or more
on every mystery you read

When you accept a club selection, you get
three complete, unabridged detective novels
in one hard-cover triple-volume for only $3.89.
That's $2, $3, or even $4 less than one mystery
costs in the publisher's original edition. The
club’s editors select the best from some 400
mystery books published each year. Selections
inciude new thrillers by all the top names, from
Georges Simenon and Jon Cleary to John
MacDonald and Len Deighton.

Send the post-paid card now to get your
fifteen mysteries for $1. The Detective Book
Club, Roslyn, New York 11576.

Mignon G. Eberhart. Family Fortune. Eberhart's
newest best-seller. A border-state family is
divided by the Civil War and an inheritance that
leads to murder. (Publ. Ed. $7.95)

John D. MacDonald. The Dreadful Lemon Sky.
The newest best-selling Travis McGee adven-
ture puts him on the track of an international
dope ring and some of Florida's leading citi-
zens. (Publ. Ed. $7.50)

Georges Simenon. Maigret and the Apparition.
The latest Maigret mystery. The shooting of a
policeman friend has Maigret on the trail of a
millionaire art patron. (Publ. Ed. $7.95)

Erle Stanley Gardner. The Case of the Postponed
Murder. The latest Perry Mason, in which he
defends a lady “caught in the act” of murder.
(Publ. Ed. $5.95)

Agatha Christie. Nemesis. Miss Marple gets a
letter asking her to investigate a forgotten
crime. But the man who wrote it is already
dead! (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

J.J. Marric. Gideon's Fog. The kidnap victim is
not only Commander Gideon's assistant, he's

them and owe nothing.

Please enroll me as a member and
send at once my five triple-volumes
shown below, containing fifteen mys-
teries. |1 enclose no money now. | may
examine my books for one week, then
will either accept all five volumes for
the special new member price of only
$1, plus postage and handling, or return

As a member, | will receive free the
club’'s monthly Preview which describes

also engaged to Gideon's daughter. (Publ. Ed.

$5.95)

Velda Johnston. The Frenchman. An ex-presi-’
dent's wife invites her cousin on a European
tour that unexpectedly threatens to heat up
the cold war to the boiling point. (Publ. Ed.

$5.95)

Lillian 0'Donnell. Leisure Dying. The husband-
and-wife detective team of Norah and Joe
Capretto stalk a five-time murderer on New |
York's Upper West Side. (Publ. Ed. $6.95)
Brian Garfield. Death Sentence. Having left New
York at the end of Death Wish, Paul Benjamin
(Charles Bronson in the movie} reopens his
one-man war against crime in Chicago. (Publ.
Ed. $6.95) '
Dick Francis. High Stakes. Race-horse owner
Steven Scott is swindlied by his jockey and
his bookie in a braintwisting tale of intrigue and
deceit. (Publ. Ed. $7.95)

Ellery Queen. A Fine and Private Place. The clues ~
point to the victim's young wife—or do they?
(Publ. Ed. $5.95)

Robert B. Parker. Mortal Stakes. Baseball pitcher
Marty Rabb's beautiful wife has him tied up
with gamblers, loansharks, and blackmail.
{(Publ. Ed. $6.95)

John Creasey (as Gordon Ashe). A Shadow of
Death. Patrick Dawlish of Scotland Yard
searches for a vanished nuclear physicist and
a critical piece of radioactive waste. (Publ. Ed.

$6.95)

Len Deighton. Catch a Falling_Spy. Deighton's
newest best-seller, a tale of international vio-
ience, spy networks, power politics, science
and counterintelligence, (Publ. £d. $7.95) :
Maj Sjowall and Per Wahlgd. The Terrorists. The
last Martin Beck mystery. Beck tries to protect
an American senator from terrorists and ends
up a murder target himself. (Publ. Ed. $7.95)

. mynextselectionsbut | am not obligated
to accept them; | will always have at
least ten days to reject any volume by
returning the form provided. | may
return any book at the club’s expense
for full credit. For each monthly triple-
volume [ keep, | will send you only

.$3.89, plus postage and handiing. |
understand | may cancel my member-"
ship at any time.

The Detective Book Club, Roslyn, N.Y. 11576
A N

7-KN

2-53-78
Zip.
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Wirk Franch
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Best-
Seller

{and 14 other
mysteries for

Business Reply Mail
No postage stamp necessary
if mailed in the United States
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Roslyn, New York 11576
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