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Dear Reader:

- It’s August once again, month of
soothing heat—and restlessness. In
this issue you will read about crimes
of impatience and frustration and, yes,
ayemmmm @R yillainy—perpetrated in cities and
' towns all over, including Washington, -
D.C. and Montreal.
“What in May escaped detectlon ” wrote Robert
. Browning, “August notes, and names each blunder.”
So follow these crimes and note the blunders—of the
victims, of the criminals, and of the undetecting by-
standers who are not as discerning as you. And enjoy
what remains of this precious time of year
-Good reading.- :
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They called themselves consumer lobbyists, which was as i
good atagasany . .. '
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Id just come back from a luncheon meeting with Nader’s people at the
Mayflower Hotel when my partner Ray Larson summoned me into his
office. “How’d it go?” he asked, leaning back in his chair. -

“Good. They're after a chemical company in Ohio that’s been dump-
ing PCB into a lake there. They want some help from us.”

“Can we give it to them?” ‘ ,

“I think so. I'll dig through the files this afternoon.”
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Have you got some spare time for something else ﬁrst?
He asked it so casually I knew it wasn’t casual at all. “Sure. What is
it?”
“Glenda Moore’s waiting in the conference room. Remember her?
- Charles Wheat's secretary at Care-Wheat Corporahon? 1 thmk she s got
somethmg to tell us. ~

“What are we waiting for? Let’s go see her.”

I followed him into the conference room, a paneled den with a long

- table that made it more impressive than either of our small offices. A
blonde-haired woman in her late thirties was standing by the window
looking out at the Washington skyline. She turned as we entered and
said, “There are no tall buildings in this city!” '

“Their height is hmlted by law,” Ray explamed. T suppose it’s not
much like Houston.” :

“Not much,” she agreed, turning toward me. Her face was a bit too
round to be really pretty, but she made up for it with a smile that
could have warmed a mummy. N

“Glenda, this is my partner, Dan Summit.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said.

“Larson and Summit. I get to meet the whole firm!”

“Do you have some information for us, Miss Moore?” I asked.
“About Care-Wheat?”

She nodded. “You have to understand I've been loyal to Mr. Wheat
for a good many years, through a great many troubles. I stood by his
side when he had that run-in with- you. I've never been anything but a
loyal secretary.”

“I understand.” ,

“But now—now something’s changed. There’s something I feel I
have to tell.” .

“About the company’s products?”

“About the testing program for new pharmaceuticals.”

“What aboutit?”

“They’ve been testing a new drug called AV-5. It's for elderly pa-
tients in the early stages of senility. I have documentation that-the
drug is bemg tested in 2 San Diego nursing home on patients without
their consent.”

“If they’re senile, how could they consent?”

If they're senile, consent should be obtained from next of kin. In

6 : . ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE )



some cases AV-5 was administered- even after relatives refused their
approval Patients have died, possibly from harmful side effects.”
“Can you supply names and dates?”

“Yes.” , '

“That’s a very serious charge, Miss Moore,” Ray reminded her. I
could tell he was wishing Audrey was there to make a stenographic rec-
ord of all this.

“I know,” she replied.

“When can we have the names and dates?”

“Tomorrow.” She was suddenly nervous, and her hand darted into
her big green purse for a wrinkled pack of cigarettes. “I can give you
the log of the AV-5 test program tomorrow.”

“Where is the information now?” I asked.

“I couldn’t risk bringing it with me on the plane,” she answered
vaguely. “I mailed it ahead to a friend in Washington. I'll get it to-
night.” )

“You'll sleep better if you're rid of it,” I argued. “Let me meet you
tonight and pick it up. Would that be all right?”

“I think so0,” she agreed.

“Where are you staying?” . }

_ She hesitated only an instant. “Meet me at eleven o’clock in the
lobby of the Griffin Hotel, near Dupont Circle.” :

I nodded. “T know the place.” o

When she’d gone, Ray Larson sat back and stared at me. “What do
you think, Dan?”

“I think maybe\we ve got Care Wheat Corporatlon at last.”

‘

To understand my feelings toward Care-Wheat you have to go back a
few years, to the time when Ray Larson and I came home from Viet-
nam at the end of that mixed-up war, full of ideas and ideals about a
better tomorrow. It was a year of flux in Washington. Nixon was on his
way out, the environmentalists were strong, and Ralph Nader was the
city’s leading consumer advocate. Ray and I founded Larson and Sum-
mit with a couple of small foundation grants and a lot of dreams. We
called ourselves consumer lobbyists, which was as good a tag as any.

The first big company we went after was Care-Wheat, a conglomer-
ate formed by the merger of Care Chemical Corporation and Wheat
Pharmaceuticals. Based in a Houston skyscraper, the firm had
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branched out in recent years into medical publishing, plastics, and a
half-dozen other ventures. Their plastics division was making a seal for
the doors of microwave ovens—a seal which broke down quickly and
allowed the leakage of dangerous amounts of radiation. We forced them
to withdraw it from the market, and to replace the seal on ovens al-
ready sold. - The resulting publicity made the reputation of Larson and "
Summit, and also made us a lifelong enemy- of Care- Wheat Corpora-
tion.

Over the past few years our reputation grew. Ray lectured and au-
thored a couple of consumer-oriented handbooks that added to our, in-
come. Neither of us was growing rich, though, in what was basically a
nonprofit operation. Books, lecture fees, and oceasional grants didn’t go
far toward supporting a Washington office with a full-time secretary
and some part-time people. Ray was in worse financial shape than me,
with a wife and a couple of kids not far from college age. All I had was
a failed marriage and an ex-wife too proud to take alimony.

So here we were, back up against Care-Wheat once more.

“Why do you think she’s broken with her boss?” Ray wondered. He
liked to speculate on things like that.

“Who knows? Maybe he decided to go back to his wife. How the
" hell should I know? The important thing is that she’s come to us.”

- -When I left my modest Georgetown apartment that night at ten-
thirty, I figured my meeting with Glenda Moore would be the start of
‘something b1g It was, but not in the way I imagined. - _

She wasn’t in the Griffin lobby so I asked the clerk for her room
number. He told me she wasn’t registered there. I waited a few min-.
utes, letting this news sink in, and finally went outside. There was a
crowd gathered halfway up the next block, where police cars and an
ambulance stained the night with their revolving red lights.

I felt a chill up my spine, as if I knew what I would find before I-got
there. :
- It was Glenda Moore and she’d been stabbed to-death on the street.
The cop told me it looked like a mugging that had gone wrong.

Street crime in Washington was especia.lllybad that spring, and the
police wrote off the killing of Glenda Moore as one more regrettable
" tragedy. “We came close,” Ray said the next morning. “It's damned

bad luck.” , .
8 ~ ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE
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I sat on the edge of his desk and lit a cigarette. “I don’t believe
much in luck—or coincidences—like that.”

“You think.Care-Wheat was involved? Have they reached the point
where they're killing off witnesses?”

“According to her story, people died in that nursing home ‘Another
killing to cover it up isn’t too far-fetched.” :

“All right,” Ray agreed with a sigh. “I know better than to disagree
with one of your hunches. But where do we go from here?”

“Glenda Moore told us she’d mailed the information to a friend. She -
was going to pick it up last night and meet me in the Griffin lobby.
But she wasn’t registered there. She might have been using another
name, but since she was killed on the street it's far more l1kely she was
on her way to the hotel from the place she was really staying.’

“And where would that be?”

“Her reaction to our skylme implied that this was her first trip to
‘Washington. And yet she came up with the Griffin—an obscure
hotel—when I asked for a meeting place. And she wouldn’t have
wanted to travel too far on Washington streets that late at night. I
think she was staying very close to where she was killed—somewhere
actually within sight of the Griffin Hotel. Across the street or down the
block. F'm going to check it out.” :

Ray Larson stared up at me. “Be careful, Dan.”

*No one had seen the attack on Glenda Moore. She’d been stabbed
once in the chest, straight to the heart, and her open handbag was
found discarded down the block. At first glance it had all the earmarks
of a-typical mugging, with the criminal panicking when she screamed
or tried to resist. But her wallet with fifty-five dollars in cash was still
inside the purse.

Maybe her killer had been after something else, somethmg more
important than money.

I had to find out where she’d been staying, ‘and with whom. I had to
find out if she had the Care-Wheat records in her purse when she was
stabbed. Because they weren’t there when the police reached the
body.

Our full-time secretary, Audrey Lincoln, was both black and beauti-
.ful. And she knew Washington like the back of her hand. I explained
the problem to her and said, “You know that neighborhood, Audrey.
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Are there any apartments nearby? A place where she could have been

staying with this friend? It would probably be in sight of the Griffin.”
She thought about it, pulling a pencil from the nest of her modified

Afro and jabbing it at the large=scale city map on my office wall. “This

‘whole block is apartments. Maybe two hundred of 'em. How are you.

going to find the nght one?”
I grinned at her. “You're going to help me.”

My idea was simple, though only a lot of telephoning and footwork
would tell us if it paid off. I figured this had been Glenda Moore’s first
trip to Washington, so there was a good chance the person she stayed
with was a friend or relative from Texas. The police said no one had
come forward, but that only meant the person was afraid to be known.

“You'll be looking for someone from Texas, at least someone who
lived in the Houston. area before coming to Washington,” 1 told Au-
drey. “Check for people named Moore first. It could be a relative. I'm
going to check the taxi records for the last few days, for a fare between
the airport and one of those buildings you pointed out.”

I found what I wanted without too much trouble, a fare from the
airport on’ the day before Glenda Moore visited our office. When 1
reached the building Audrey was already there, talking to the superin-
tendent in the hallway. “This is the place,” I confirmed. “Any luck?’

“No Moores but he remembers a woman arrlvmg two days ago with
a suitcase.”

The super-nodded but didn’t speak Wthh apartment did she go

to?” I asked.

“I don’t remember for sure.’

“She’s the woman who was stabbed to death last mght If you can’t
remember, the police mlght be able to help you.” - .

“I don’t want no trouble,” he insisted nervously.

“Which apartment?” '

“I think number 25.”

It was on the second floor. The bulldmg was old but clean, with -

well-lit hallways. I knocked at the door, not knowing what to expect.
The man who answered was slim and blond-haired, with a slight accent
that could have been a muted Texas drawl. “What is it?”
I looked him in the eye and said, “I'm a friend of Glenda Moore.”
His eyes shifted from my face to Audrey’s. “Is this some sort of rack-
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et? Who are you people?”

I showed him my card. “Dan Summit, of Larson and Summit. Con-
sumer lobbyists. Maybe you ve heard of us.”

“I don’t read the papers.

I edged into the room. “Funny you didn’t tell the cops she was stay-
ing here with you.’

“Go to helll” He started to shut the door but my foot was in- the
way.

“We know she came here. We know she left you just a few minutes
before eleven to cross the street and meet me in the Griffin lobby.”

He relaxed his pressure on the door. “You were the one she went to
meet?”

“That’s right.”

“All right. Come in.”

The apartment was sparsely furnished with pieces that seemed to-
tally unrelated to its present occupant, suggesting that his stay was'
temporary at best. “Were you a friend of Glenda Moore?” I asked.

“T used to work with her at Care-Wheat. My name’s George Howff.”

His age was hard to judge, but I figured him for a few years younger
than Glenda. “She was staying with you, wasn’t she?” I let my eyes
wander to the double bed set in an alcove on one wall.

“I—yes, she was. We were old friends.”

“What brought you to Washington from Houston?”

“I was a purchasing agent at Care-Wheat and they fired me. I came
here hoping to land a government job, but so far it hasn’t worked out.”

“How long ago?” '
“What?”

“How long ago did you come here?”

“Three_months. Back in the winter.”

“And Glenda Moore resented their firing you?”

He hesitated. “Yeah, I guess she did.”

I nodded: It helped explain why she’d suddenly turned against her
employer. They'd fired the man she loved and driven him out of town.
‘"To a woman of Glenda Moore’s looks and age, that could have been
the tragedy of her life. “Did Glenda mail something to you recently?”

“Last week.”
“Records of drug testing?”

“You seem to know it all.”

ALL KNIVES ARE SHARP 11



““Did she tell you she was coming to see us?” -
“I ‘guess she mentioned it. I told her to be careful. 'Ihese streets
aren’t safe at night.” He looked away, refusmg to meet my eyes.
“She wasn’t killed by a mugger,” I said. “You know that.” :

George Howff glanced at me, and then at Audrey again. He seemed
to be waiting for her to say something. When she remained silent he
said, “I don’t know any such thing. I don’t know who killed her.”

“If you thought it was a straight mugging there’d be no reason not to
come forward. You kept quiet about knowing her because you think
the corporation got to her. Right?” :

“I—" : : A

“Look, Mr. Howff, you're on dangerous ground. This whole business
could wind up in front of a Senate committee with you testlfymg before
TV, cameras. Would you like that any better'r’ ’

“No, he admitted.

“Did she leave anything here when she went out to meet me?”

He opened a closet door. “This suitcase is all.”

It was unlocked and.I snapped it open. Underthings, cosmetics, a
brown leather purse with"a handkerchief and her plane ticket inside.
No sign of the AV-5 records, which only confirmed that they’d been in
her other purse. “You must have opened the letter Glenda sent you.
What was inside?” .

“I couldn’t make much of it. I think it was a log of some tests with
AV-5. There was a doctor’s name—Memlo—in San Diego.”

I made a note of it."“Maybe that’s what I need.”

- I talked it over with Ray Larson and flew out to San Diego the fol-
lowing morning, coming in low over the bay to land at Lindbergh
Field. It didn’t take long to rent a car and .establish that Dr. Carlos
-Memlo was director of the Happy Harbor Nursing Home, situated on a
hill which gave it a view of the marinas and the downtown skyline. :

Dr. Memlo himself was a burly man with a black beard and a high
forehead. The window behind his desk- offered, I was sure, the best
view available of San Diego harbor. Dr. Memlo was the sort who'
would always have the best view for himself. .

“I've heard. of you, Mr Summit,” he said. “You're one of those con-
sumer rabble-rousers.” He was busy sorting a stack of file cards, and
he. glanced only occasionally in my direction.

12 . ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



“I'm glad my fame has spread to the West Coast,” I replied.

What can I do for you, Mr. Summit? As you can see, Im a busy
man.” :

“We're lookmg into the testing program on AV-5. You're familiar
with the drug?”

“Certainly. We've done some limited laboratory work on it.”

“Has it been tested on anyone here at Happy Harbor?”

He put down the cards and leaned back in his chair, giving me his
full attention now. “It has been used on some of our patients in a care-
fully -controlled program. It has not been tested on them in the sense
you seem to infer.” .

“You have records to back this up? Permission forms sxgned by your
patients?”

“We do.”

“I'd like to see them if I may.”

He smiled and shook his head. “You must know that patlent records

'are confidential, Mr. Summit. You'd need a court order to see them.”
“Isn’t it true that some of the patients who took AV-5 have died?”
“Certainly! In a nursing home as large as this one we average about

one death a week. Nothing unusual in that!”

“As I understand it, Dr. Memlo, AV-5 is a drug for the treatment of
certain forms of semlity.”

“That’s correct.” -
“Then the patients to whom it's administered would hardly be capa-
ble of making rational judgments about being used as guinea pigs.”

He was on his feet then, pointing toward the door. “Get out of my
office, Mr. Summit, or.I'll have you thrown out! I do not intend to
listen to any more of your wild charges. And if you repeat them in the
press you'll be sued for libel!”

“I don’t think you'd want a court to look into your activities too
closely, Dr. Memlo.” '

I left him and went back outside to my rented car. I hadn’t flown all
the way across the country for nothing, so 1 drove downtown to the
public library and got out the file of recent local newspapers. The drug
AV-5 had only been available for testing during the past fourteen
months or so. According to Memlo, the nursing home averaged about
one death a week among its patients, so I figured during the period in
question I should find maybe sixty names in the obit columns that be-

/
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longed to Happy Harbor. Some who died shortly after admission might
be identified by their former home address, but. I ﬁgured they weren’t
the ones I wanted anyway.

At the end of two hours I had seventeen names, with several months
left to check out. I decided to work on the seventeen for now and see
what I came up with. ,

Callmg next of kin and asking about the cause of -a parent’s or
spouse’s death isn’t any easy task, and I got through the list with diffi-
culty. Two couldn’t be reached and four wouldn’t talk to me. Six others
assured me that their elderly relatives had been given no unusual
drugs while at Happy Harbor. But with the other five I hit 'pay dirt.
They all said they’d been asked by Dr. Memlo to allow the administra-
tion of AV-5. Three had denied permission, but the other two had
agreed. At least one of the three denials believed the drug had. been
administered anyway, to her mother She agreed to let me come and
see her.

Her name was Rita Rogers and she was in her late forties. She lived
~in a small house and when I arrived late that afternoon she was alone.

“The kids are all gone and my husband’s at work,” she explained.
“Some days it gets lonely. I'm looking around for a job myse]f now that
I don’t have to worry about mother any longer.”
“She died three months ago?” I asked, consulting my list.

“That’s correct. We had to put her.in Happy Harbor last year. “Thefe

was no room for her here, not with the care she needed.”

“How old was she?”” - .

“Eighty-one, and a bit senile, Oh, she’d have her good days but
there were fewer of them toward the end.”

“And Dr. Memlo approached you about trying AV-5 on her?” :

Rita Rogers nodded. “He said it might help and I was all for it at
first, till he gave me a long permission form to sign. It would have ab-
solved Happy Harbor and the. drug company of liability. I refused to
sign it and told him not to administer the drug to my mother.”

“But you believe he did it anyway?”

She nodded. “I'm sure of it: One day, in a more lucid moment,
mother remembered marking an X on a paper for-Dr. Memlo. I de-
manded to see the document, and sure enough—it was the permission
‘form. Memlo wouldn’t say whether they were actually giving her AV-5,

but after a few days of seeming improvement she suddenly died. When
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I confronted him with it he said they had her X on the paper, wit-
nessed by two nurses, and there was nothing I could do about it.”

. I stayed with her for another hour, using my portable recorder to
make a tape of her testimony and noting carefully all the dates she
could give me. When we finished I:was sure I had the beginnings of a
case against Dr. Memlo and Care-Wheat Corporation.

I remained in San Diego overnight and talked to three more famlhes
the following day. At least two of the three bore out what Rita Rogers
had told me, and all were willing to repeat their charges in public if
necessary.

That night, feeling good for the first time in days, I boarded a plane
to Houston.

There had been one previous meeting between myself and Charles
Wheat, back in the early days of Larson and Summit, but that had
been in Washington, in a congressional committee hearing room. This
- was my first visit to the Houston headquarters of Care-Wheat Corpora-
tion, and I was impressed. The forty-story building actually tapered
going up, giving it the look of one of the oil wells I'd seen on the way
in from the airport. -

Charles Wheat's office, which I'd penetrated a phalanx of secretaries
to reach, was all chrome and glitter, two floors high, with a sweeping
view of the buildings across the street. He sat behind a large oal< desk
without-a single object on top of it.

“We meet again, Mr. Summit.”

“Right you are, Mr. Wheat.” I shook his hand to keep it all proper.

“What new scare headlines are you workmg on these days? Still on
the microwave-oven kick?”

“No, I've moved on to other things. Testing new drugs on human
gumea pigs without their conscious consent—how’s that for a scare?”

“You came to Houston, to my office, to tell me this?” He was a tall
man, beating my six feet by a couple of inches, and just then he
seemed filled with a towering indignation. ,

“I've got the evidence, Mr. Wheat. Names, dates, statements from
next of kin. How long do you think Dr. Memlo will stay silent if it's his
neck on the line?”

““Get out of here!”

“Memlo already tossed me out. But I'm not leaving this roomtill

\
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I've had my say. What Care-Wheat has been domg on the AV-5 tests is
_ downright criminal and you know it.”

He seemed on the verge of pushing a concea]ed buzzer beneath the
rim of his desk, and then to- thmk better of it Instead he sat down and
said,

“All right. You have my attention, Mr. Summit. What in hell do
you want?” '

“The murderer of Glenda Moore.”

S

She was your personal secretary. I'm sure you haven’t forgotten the
name.’

“No, of course not. I heard about her traglc death in Washmgton
His eyes met mine. “A mugging, I understand.”

“You understand wrong. She was stabbed to death on her way to
meet me. I think her death was ordered by 'someone connected with
Care-Wheat Corporation.”

“Oh, come now, Mr. Summit! This is a bit too much, even for you!”

“I want the person who killed her, Wheat.”

“I know nothing about it. She was an old and valued friend. We
hardly go around killing former employees.” ‘

There was little point in talking any longer. “All right, Mr. Wheat.
You know what information I've got and you know what information I.
want. Care-Wheat is in big trouble already. The trouble could get even
worse if the corporation is linked to Glenda Moore’s killing.”

He sighed and pulled open a desk drawer. I half expected his hand
to come up holding a gun, but it came up holding a package of
hundred-dollar bills instead. “All right, Summit,” he said, tossing the
money onto the bare desk top. “There’s ten thousand dollars. Put it in
your pocket.” ‘

I didn’t touch it. “That’s not my price.”

“What is? Twenty? Thirty?” His hand moved, producing two more
packets of money.

“You can’t buy me, Wheat. ‘Don’t bother to try.”

~

He leaned across the desk, his lips turned back in a sneer. “I can

buy you. Every man in Washington has his price. Every man!”
“The only way you'll stop me will be with a knife in an alley.”
“I'll make it a dull knife, Summit, so it'll hurt more.”
“All knives are sharp,” I replied, heading for the door. “Ask Glenda
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Moore the next time you see her.”

Ray Larson was in my office the following morning. “How’d the trip -
g0, Dan?”

“Good and bad. I'm loaded with stuff from the West Coast. But I
stopped by Houston on the way back to confront Wheat with it and
drew a blank.”

“Charles Wheat? You went to see him?’

“Sure. T thought I could get somethmg from him about the murder
of his secretary. But he wasn’t talking.”

“A man like Charles Wheat doesn’t fly in from Texas to stab his
secretary on a street in ‘Washington.”

“Agreed—but he could pick up a phone and have it done. He has
the money for that, He even tried to bribe.me.”- '

“You!”
“Thirty grand, right on the desk top. I told him to forget it.”
“Too bad you didn’t tape that bit.” -

“He has body scanners in the receptlon area. No one. could get near
him with a gun or a tape recorder.”

“What about San Diego? Do we have enough to ﬂy with?”’ ‘

“Just about. T'll have Audrey transcrlbe the tapes I made. Then we'll
decide where to run with them.”

He patted my shoulder on the way out. “Take care, Dan. Since
Wheat knows we're after him again, there’s no telhng what he’ll come
up with.”

Ray left the office early that afterncon, and Audrey closed up her
desk at five-thirty. I was still going over the mail that had accumulated
during my three days away, so I told her good night and decided to
stay awhile. I was just settling in for another hour’s work when the
phone rang.

“Mr. Summit?”

“Speaking.” :

“This is Dr. Memlo.”

“Yes.”
“I'm here in Washington. I'd like to speak with you. Tonight.”
“Sure, Doc. I'm here in my office. I'm sure you know the address.”
“Not there. I could be seen.”
“Where, then?”
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“The parking garage on HStreet, between 9th and 10th. The second
level.” . ‘ :

“All right,” I agreed. “When?”

“Eight o’clock?”.

“Fine. I'll be there.”

I hung up and sat looking at the phone Thé voice had been Mem-
lo’s, all right, but I didn’t know what it meant. I didn’t even know if
he was really in Washington. Assassins could be hired from Houston
" and victims could be lured into traps by calls from San Diego.

I gathered up all my tapes and notes and locked them in the office
safe. Then I went out to Audrey’s fireproof filing cabinet and opened.
the drawer with the combination lock. There was a .38 revolver wrap-
ped in an oil-stained cloth, which Ray had acquired somewhere in his
travels. We spoke of it as the office gun, but neither of us had ever felt
~ the need to carry it. I used to kid Ray about his private- eye image
when he brought it out on quiet days to oil it.

But tonight I wasn’t kidding. : :

I unwrapped the weapon and checked the cylinder to see that it was
fully loaded. There was no holster, so I dropped it into the right-hand
pocket of my raincoat. With the evening temperature in the mid-fifties,
I figured the raincoat wouldn’t look all that unusual.

I was at the garage twenty minutes early, and found that it was all
but deserted at this.hour of the night. Standing in the shadows I felt a
bit like Woodward waiting to meet Deep Throat.

Exactly at eight a car came in off the ramp and parked. Dr. Memlo
got out and walked toward me. He was alone.

“I'm surprised to see you back East, Doctor,” 1 said. This time I
+ didn't bother to-shake hands.. My right hand was in the pocket with
the gun.

“Oh, T get around. I thought we ‘should talk a bit more about the
AV-5 testmg program.” _

“Gladly.” I was certain now that Charles Wheat had told h1m of my
visit to Houston. .

“I'm willing to admit that we used AV-5 on certain patients without
the consent of their relatlves It was a dec151on 1 made personally, for
the good of those patients.”

“It was so good it killed a few of them.”
“That’s not true! In" every case possible we conducted an autopsy
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There’s no evidence AV-5 contributed to those deaths! And for every
patient who died, ten have showed a marked improvement. Don’t you
see? AV-5 works! Already the test results justify a full-scale marketmg
pl;ogram by Care-Wheat.”

~ “And that’s what interests you most, isn’t it, Doctor? I'm sure you
own a large block of Care-Wheat stock.”

“That’s beside the point. The only important factor is that AV-5 pro-
longs life in elderly patients.” ; ’

“If it doesn’t kill them first.”

“Medical progress has always involved some risks.”"

“But this time those taking the risks are innocent victims, unable to
decline the role you thrust upon them.”

" “What do you intend doing?”’

“The whole AV-5 story will be made-public. I owe that much to your
patients, and to a woman named Glenda Moore.”

“Then there’s nothing more to be said. Goodbye, Mr. Summit.”

“I'm sorry if you flew all the way across the country just for this,”
told his retreating back. .

I watched while he got into his car and drove away, leaving me
alone in the empty garage. The fact was that he had flown all the way
across the country just for this foolish, inconclusive meeting, and I
wondered why. Certainly he was acting on Charles Wheat's orders, but
that still didn’t explain it.

.I'd parked my own car outside on the street and now as I headed for
it I became aware of someone else in the garage. He came out of the
shadows ahead of me, walking my way: He was a well-dressed young
man with black hair and a moustache. His hands swung empty at his
sides, and for a moment I was taken off guard.

He was five feet in front of me when his right hand came up and I
saw the knife shoot out of his sleeve and settle into his grip as if by
magic. Then I knew I was looking at Glenda Moore’s killer.

I sidestepped at the instant of his lunge, feeling the blade rip the
front of my shirt. He came at me again and I danced back a few steps,
trying to pull the revolver free of my pocket. Finally I fired through
.the cloth without aiming. The bullet was wide of the mark but he hesi-
tated just long enough. I grabbed for his wrist with my left hand, giv-
ing him a quick short jab with my right fist. One more punch and he
fell at my feet. . .
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Sergeant Dally of the Washington poli\ce was an old friend. After an
hour’s questioning he came out of the interrogation room and gave me
a full report. “His name’s Mendoza. He’s an Argentine national who's
~ wanted for murder back home. He’s ready to talk. He likes our jails

better than theirs.” ‘

1 followed Dally back into the interrogation room and took a chair
near the wall. Mendoza glanced at me with a sour expression. “All
right,” Dally said. “What about Glenda Moore?” '

. “If that was the woman near the Griffin Hotel, I killed her.”

“Why?

“I was paid five hundred dollars.”

“What about me?’ T asked. “Same amount?”

“Same amount,” he replied, avoiding my. eyes. He seemed embar-
rassed, not by the crime but: by its fallure

“Who hired you?”
“I don’t know names. A phone call. T get it and I get out on"a job.
The money comes in the mail.”

Sergeant Dally nodded. “That was a fancy sprmg—kmfe gadget up
your sleeve. Did you get that back home?”

“We have a long tradition of knife fighting in the Argentine,” he
said. There might have been a trace of prlde in his voice. -

“Too bad Glenda Moore wasn’t armed,” I told him. “That might
have made it a fairer fight. What time did they call you to kill her?”

“Early that evening. I was told to look for a woman alone near the
"Griffin Hotel just before eleven. She would be carrying a big green
purse After I stabbed her I had to take some papers out of the purse.

“Where are they?”
“I was told to burn them.” . .

I leaned forward in the chair. “A smart guy like you wouldn’t burn
. something that might be worth money now, would you?”

He didn’t answer right away. He stared at-me and then shifted his
gaze to Dally, as if trying to decide which one of us was really in -
charge. Finally he said, “I might make a deal.” .

“No deal,” Dally told him. “The only deal you get is we try you for
murder here instead of shipping you back to Argentina.”

I left them to argue about it. There was someone I had to see. The
call to Mendoza might have come from Houston, but somebody in
Washington had fingered Glenda Moore, just as the good Dr. Memlo
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‘had ﬁngered me. 1 thought I knew who. - T
- I drove over to George Howff's apartment, with the revolver strll in
my coat pocket. .

" He was in his pajamas when he let me in. 'He might have been
sleeping, though it was only eleven o’clock. Just about the time Glenda
Moore had died.

They arrested her killer tomght I said. “I thought you’d want to

know.” '

“Glenda’s killer? Who was it?”

“A man named Mendoza. He was paid five hundred dollars to do it.”

George Howff sat down, running a hand through his hair. “It’s
funny—her death never really hit me until this instant.” '

“Somebody had to tell Mendoza where she'd be. You were the only
one who knew she was to meet me, George.”

“Me! You think I—?"

“I think you're still friendly with Care-Wheat, in spite of being fired.
I think you told them Glenda was meeting me.”

“That’s crazy!™

“Is it?”

“Look, I can prove I'm 1nnocent‘ I didn’t know she was meeting you
until she got back here and asked for the records she’d mailed me: I
couldn’t have phoned anyone then, with her right here!”

“You could have gone out for cigarettes and used a pay phone.”

“I could have, but I didn’t!”

He sounded like a man telling the truth. I was about to question him
further when I remembered something. I remembered the suitcase
-he’d shown me, with Glenda Moore’s meager possessions. '

The purse, with her airline ticket inside.

“All right,” I said suddenly. “I'll talk to you later.”

I left him and found a pay:phone, putting in a call to Ray’s home.
Mrs. Larson told me he was working late at our office. Sure enough, -
when 1 reached the building I could see a light burning.

He looked up as I unlocked the hall door. “I thought I was the only
one who worked late around here. It's almost midnight!” he sald

“I've had a busy night. I'm just returning the office cannon.” I put it
back into Audrey’s filing cabinet and started telling him about Mendoza
and the attempt on my life. . '
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“Damn! You actually shot through the coat pocket, like some sort of
private eye? He grinned at the idea. “And this Mendoza confessed
everythmg'i>
 “Everything. If we're lucky we mlght even find that he’s still got the °
AV-5 records. 1 dont think he destroyed them like he was supposed
to.” '

Ray shook his head “God—to klll a woman for that! Couldn’t he
have just knocked her on the head?” ”

I walked to the window and stared out at the city, focusing on the
lights of the Capitol dome. “Is that what you thought he was going to
do when you told them about Glenda Moore?” ’

“Huh?” ’

“You sold out to Care-Wheat, didn’t you, Ray? That's why Charles
Wheat felt he could offer me a bribe, because you’d already taken one

to lay off them!” I turned toward him and his face was ashen under the
fluorescent light.

“Dan—where’d you get such a crazy idea?”

“It's written on your face, Ray. I've known you a long time, re-
member? Mendoza was told Glenda Moore could be identified by a
large green purse she was carrying—the one we saw her with. Now
only the two of us and George Howff knew the time and place of the
meeting. Even Audrey wasn’t here when we set it up. But Howff
would never have used the purse for a description because he knew
she’d brought two purses with her. A brown leather one in her suitcase
had her plane ticket inside. She must have arrived at his place carrying
that one, and as far as he knew she might have decided to switch back
to 1t when she met me.’

“Let me explain, Dan.”

“You phoned Wheat and warned him she’d been to see us. You told
him ‘she was delivering those records to me at eleven. And you de-
scribed what she was wearing. He said he'd take care of it, and he
did.” My anger had boiled over. “My God, Ray—do you need money
that badly?” ' '

“Dan, just give me a chance, will you?” He was trembling as he
spoke, going to pieces before my eyes. In all those years of battling
together for a cause I'd never seen him like this before. “I've got a
wife and family, Dan. You don’t understand how it is. The lectures,
the grants—they don’t bring in half enough! When Wheat offered me
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money I saw nothing wrong with takmg it.”
“Money for what, Ray? For ﬁngermg a poor woman like Glenda
Moore?” _ ,

“He wasn’t supposed to kill her, for God’s sake!”

“Mendoza is a hired murderer. That’s all he does is kill people. You
don’t hire him to snatch a purse!” I started for the door.

_ “What are you going to do, Dan?”

“Tell Sergeant Dally what I know.”

“What about Larson and Summit? What about all the good we've ac-
comphshed‘P

“Maybe Larson and' Summit was nothing but a dream,” I said.

I slammed the door behind me, hearing him call’'my name for the
last time. I was halfway down the hall when I remembered the gun in
Audrey’s file.

My hand was on the knob of the door when I heard the single shot
from his office.

There wasn't much I could say to Mrs. Larson at the funeral. You
" don’t like admitting that you've driven your best friend to suicide. I
stayed with her for a while, and then drove down to police headquar-
ters, where Sergeant Dally gave me the AV-5 data he’d recovered from
Mendoza’s apartment. Then I went down to the office.
Audrey Lincoln was back from the funeral, cleaning out her desk.
“What's all this?” I asked her.
“I figured we’d be closing up.”
“You figured wrong. We've still got Care-Wheat to go after, and Dr.
" Memlo, and after that we've got a half-dozen other projects on the fire.
There’s a chemical plant up in New England that's—"
“You're sounding just like Ray did, back in the early days,” she said.
She’d stopped taking things out of her desk.
“Yeah,” I said. “That’s the way I like to remember him. Come on,
let’s get to work.”
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*“*Well-ordered days make a well-ordered life.” Barry Protheroe
couldn’t remember where he'd first heard that, but he heartily sub-
scribed to it. This fine crisp Sunday was laid out like a map.

Even the annoyances were predictably in place. Barry poured him-
self another cup of coffee and cast a wryly indulgent eye at the kitchen
door. No need to wonder what his wife was-doing out there so long.
“Fixing something special for Sunday breakfast,” he mimicked her.
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“Eva!l” he called out. “Don’t make such a big deal of it. You know I
want to catch the 10:26.” For quite some time now Barry had left hlS
car at home on Sunday ‘and taken the commuter train mstead
makes a relaxing change” was the way he put it.

His entreaty having had no effect, Barry went over and pushed open .
the swinging door—and shook his head in exasperation. For there
stood Eva, time and train schedules be damned, doggedly sprinkling
some last something or other on her creation.

“Please—" She jumped at the souid of his voice so near, setting the
shaker down with a clatter.. “Just bring it in now, will you?”

She picked up the tray and followed him back into the dining room.

“I wanted to fix something special for Sunday breakfast she explained
as she set his plate in front of him.

“Mmmmm,” Barry murmured politely after he'd taken a couple of

bites. Whatever it was, it tasted no worse than usual. -

Good old Eva, she never gave up and she never improved. -She'd
learned to cook in the same plodding way she tackled everything. Got
herself a basic book and followed the instructions, line by line, till’
she’d grasped the rudiments. But the rudiments were all she ever
grasped. She simply lacked whatever it took to rise above the
mediocre. No matter how exotic the recipe she started from, her every
dish turned out as umnterestmg as Eva herself.

Yet, funnily enough, she enjoyed quite a reputation for her cooking.
Since it couldn’t possibly be because she did it so well, Barry supposed
it must be because she did such a lot of it; or, more likely, because it
was the only thing she did even passably. When people wanted to say
something nice about poor Eva, they seized upon her cooking. What
else was there?

Across from him Eva sighed. “I don’t see why you have to work
every Sunday.”

It was a familiar plamt and Barry was not about to listen to it again.
“It can’t be helped,” he said brusquely and pushed back his chair.

“You didn’t finish your breakfast,” Eva protested. -
“I've had all I want.”

“But I made it especially for you.” -

“Eva, I just haven’t time!”

Her face fell. “You don’t like it.” .

“It’s great—delicious,” he lied. She remained uncheered. “Oh, for
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God’s sake. Look, I love it.” He grabbed up his fork and shoveled in a
huge final mouthful. '

Which only set her off on another of her favorlte tacks “You always
do that,” she scolded, “bolt your food, eat on the run.” Then, thh a
kind of sullen certainty, she added, “You'll get indigestion again.”

As though she’d pronounced a curse, he did feel a small visceral
twinge. “I feel fine,” he said testily and strode out of the room. -

But it was too much to hope that she’d let-him go in peace.

“Barry * Her voice and then Eva herself pursued him into the
hall. “Did you take your car in to have the brakes checked?”

Why, oh why, he beseeched the heavens as he struggled into his
coat, did she always save up these little fussings to bombard him with
Just as he was ready to leave? )

“T'll do it the first of the week,” he sald evenly, pxckmg up his brief-
case.

“You shouldn’t keep puttmg it off,” she persisted in that earnest
worrying drone. “I was talking to Clifford Baker about it and he says if
you let it go, you might—"

“All right!” Barry snapped. “You’ ve made your point!”

Which' shut her up on that subject, but before he could get out the
door she put a detaining hand on his sleeve to ask, “When will you be
home?” " -

Barry shrugged the hand off 1n annoyance and replied coldly,
wouldn’t wait up if I were you.” So then, of course, she put on her

woebegone look, makmg him feel like a brute. '
"~ “Oh, come on now,” he coaxed. “You ought to be glad to have me
out of the way for awhile. You've got that whole stack of library books
in there. Why don’t you just curl up and have a nice long read?”

She pondered the idea as though making some earthshaking deci-
sion. Poor Eva was not the quickest-witted soul in the world. “Maybe I
will,” she said finally. Then she actually smiled. “And maybe I'll have a
surprise for you when you get home.” .

Barry knew all too well what that meant; another culinary venture.
_ His stomach™ churned a little at the prospect. “I can hardly wait to see
what it is,” he said} smiling back. Then he kissed her lightly on the tip
of the nose and at last made his escape.

Briefcase in hand, Barry looked the very model of probity as he
walked to the end of the street, down the steep incline of Maple Hill,
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taking a sharp left under the bridge and over the four blocks to the
railway station.

. There, as was his custom, he purchased a round-trip ticket to the
city, exchanged the usual pleasantries with the man on duty, then
mounted the steps to the platform and boarded the mext city-bound
train.

“The city, however, was not his destination. At Cedarbrook, a suburb
just two stops beyond his own, Barry left the train. He trotted smartly
down the steps, out of the station, and around the comer to a shady
side street where Margot James was waiting for him in her car.

He slid in beside her and tossed the useless briefcase onto the back
seat. Then they sped away to her place, as they had done every Sun-
day for several months.

But the day was not, in Barry’s view, an unqualified success. And
that evening, when Margot was driving him back to the station, he -
came to the regrettable conclusion that his interest in her had just
about run its course. Yes, another week or two perhaps, and then—
gently but firmly—he ‘would. :

“Oh,” Margot said as he was gettmg out of the car, “I can’t see you
next week. I'm going out of town.’

Barry didn’t bat an eye. “Some other time then,” he said lightly, and
they parted, their smiles cool with the knowledge there would not be
another time. No muss, no fuss a neat and painless ending to a brlef
. affair.

Just the way he hked it, Barry insisted to himself as he boarded his
train, trying not to admit how profoundly shaken he was that Margot
had usurped the initiative in breaking it off. It'was the first time such a
thing had happened to him. All of a sudden he was quite anxious to get
home.

He walked quickly back the way he’ d come. In fact, he started up

~ the punishing grade of Maple Hill too fast and was puffing well before
he reached the top. But he pressed on, dogged by an irrational notion
that the very street he lived on might somehow have altered.
. It hadn’t; of course. Silly of him. He paused a moment to catch his
breath and savor the heartening normalcy of the scene. A few lights
were still on here and. there—it was only a bit after 11:00—but his own
house was already dark. Eva, as usual, had retired early. ‘

He felt an uncommon rush of warmth for her as he let himself in and
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hung up his coat. Say what you like about Eva; at least you always .
- knew what to expect from her.

Indeed, as if to bear him out, there on the hall table was her cozily
predictable “surprise,” a huge plateful of cookies; and on a chair beside
the table a pile of those library books she was so addicted to, syrupy
romances every one. Barry shook his head and chuckled Poor old Eva.
She never changed.

- He sauntered over and glanced with tolerant scorn at the top title—

- then blinked and looked again. Furniture Reﬁmshmg Made Easy.
" Frowning, he bent down and- examined the others. But those, too,
.plopped into his consciousness like so many non sequiturs: Design Your
Own Clothes. Home Auto Repair. Common Poisonous Plants. The Art
of Macrame. Not a sentimental novel in the lot. Barry straightened up
with extreme care. Another chunk of familiar ground se‘e'med to have
given way beneath him. What the devil could have got into Eva?
" Unless—he brightened as an explanation dawned. Well, of course!
That must be it. Only a couple of weeks ago he'd taken her to task
about her low taste in reading. “You'll soften your brain with that pap!”
he’d chided her. “Why don’t you branch out a little? Try something
constructive?”

And, bless her simple heart, thats exactly what she’d done, or
thought she had. What he’d intended, naturally, was that she read
some of the classics for a change. But literal-minded Eva had inter-

- preted . “constructive” to mean this bunch of how-to books. Oh,
Lord—she really was incorrigible. But rather sweet. And he’d better
eat a few of those cookies so as not to hurt her feelings. :

He sampled one. Edible. But only just, he amended tartly. He tried

-another. Come to think of it, he’d had precious little else to eat since
breakfast. His stomach had been too unsettled most of the day to cope
~with the takeout hamburgers and greasy french-fries which were the
usual fare at Margot’s. “Cooking just isn’t my thing” was her line. . _

This reminder of Margot unleashed Barry’s unspent outrage at hav-
ing been beaten to the punch. In an excess of misdirected venom—

~ against Margot, against the perfidy of women in general—he bit sav-
agely into another cookie, and another and another until, before he re-
alized what he was doing, he’d wolfed down the whole disgusting plate-
ful. ’

It was a grievous mistake. His stomach was already protesting as he’
~ . > :
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trudged up the stairs. He undressed gingerly, hoping the feeling would
pass. But he’d barely managed to crawl into bed when the first cramp
seized him. He dashed to the bathroom and was sick.

And that was just the beginning. For the next couple of hours he
. was up and down repeatedly. So often, in fact, you'd think Eva might
have awakened—shown a little concern, for God’s sake—fixed him a’
cup of tea. She was all over him with attention when he didn’t want it!

When the cramps subsided, he decided he really could use some
tea. It might warm him up a little too. The house was like a barn at
night.

“Eva,” he said plaintively, then more sharply, “Eva!” But her
rhythmic snoring merely faltered for a second, -then resumed even
louder than before:.

Eva had always snored a little, of course, a sound Barry was very
relieved to hear on those nights when he crept home in the wee hours.
But now he found it irritating beyond measure. And faintly unnerving
somehow. In the nighttime stillness it seemed aggressively loud, even
hostile. As if she were malignly gathering to herself all the sleep there
was in the world, shutting him outside in some eternally wakeful -
limbo. An involuntary shiver ran through him.

He shrugged off the feeling with a shaky laugh. “Self-satisfied cow,”
he muttered, venting his discomfiture in spite. Who needed her? He'd
fix his own cup of tea. He pulled on a pair of pants and a sweater
against the unfriendly chill of the house and, leaving Eva to her greedy
slumber, stalked out of the room and down the stairs.

But once in the kitchen his bravado wilted. This was Eva’s domain, a
place he seldom ventured. It took him minutes of poking around just
to find where ‘she hid the tea bags and frustrating minutes more to lo-
cate the cups and the spoons. The blasted water took forever to boil
and, to add injury to insult, when his efforts finally produced a cup of
tea, the first incautious swallow nearly scalded his insides. Damn Eva
and her fool kitchen! '

He carried the cup over to the table and, smarting in tongue and
spirit, sat down to wait for the tea to cool. But everything he viewed
only heightened the growing feeling that he was the object of some fell
conspiracy. From their hooks Eva’s gleaming pots and pans winked at
him malici6usly. And that jungle of creepy green stuff she had growing
in boxes on the windowsills and in planters suspended from the ceiling
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seemed repellent, almost sinister.

Abruptly, Barry jerked his chair around turning his back on the
mocking utensils and the menacing greenery. But the opposite wall
held bad news of another sort. The first thing he spotted was the clock,
- and he groaned when he saw the time. Lord, the night was practically
gone. He'd be lucky if he got any sleep at all. .

He sipped moodily at the cooling tea and shifted his aggrieved gaze.
to the spice rack. His lip curled-at the sight of those neat rows of jars
and shakers. Nasty dried-up bits of this and t}iat.‘ Eva’s precious herbs
and spices. The way she went on about them you'd think they were
some kind of magic. Her “secret ingredients,” she called them. She
was always sprinkling some damn something or other on. . .

Barry paused, frowning. Now what had that reminded him of? Puz-
zled, he looked back at the wall rack for a clue. Herbs? Spices?: Eva? ‘
- Shakers.. Suddenly it clicked into place.

Just this morning—yesterday morning now—the way she d jumped
when he caught her sprinkling something over his breakfast plate. And
his plate only, as a matter of fact. He remembered distinctly; she’d
dropped the shaker like a hot potato and brought the tray right in.
Well, maybe she’d already seasoned her own.

But—had she? He hadn’t actually seen her do it. Funny, now that he
thought about it, it was always his portion she seemed to be adding her
arcane little - touches to.

- And before he could halt this errant train of thought it ran smack
into the word “poison.” The impact was so melodramatic as to jolt him
back to his senses. Really now! The lour was playing hob with his imag-
ination. The 3 a.M. blues, that's what he had. ’

And yet-there was the odd coincidence of these digestive upsets he’d
been having. Of course, he’d always had a nervous stomach. Lately,
though, the attacks were more frequent—yes, and much more severe.
And only ajter he'd eaten at home. Thé thought fairly took his breath
“dway, the more so because it had surfaced unbidden.

Oh, he must bé mistaken. - .

Suddenly, what had begun as idle speculation, a sort of bad-
tempered little game, turned dead serious. Barry searched his memory
dlhgently, desperately. But it was no use. He simply could not recall a
smgle instance when he’d been stricken after eating at a restaurant or a .
friend’s house. For the first time he felt the chill of real fear.
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And betrayal. To think Eva would—Eva, of all people! A mocking
echo of his long-ago description of her came back to him. “Done in -
. pastels” was the moonstruck way he’d thought of her pale hair and
lashes, the delicate brush of pink on her cheeks. “Gentle of coloring
and gentle of manner.” The recollection brought 'a bitter laugh. So
much youthful hogwash. Those pastels quickly proved colorless, the
gentle manner merely dull. He’d become inured to that, of course.
But—malice? That was something he’'d never expected from Eva.

And why, for God’s sake? What could Eva possibly have against
him? He'd been a good provider, a good husband. He’d never given
her a moment’s cause for complaint. ‘ v

Well. . .once, perhaps. She’d been upset—cried, carried on—that
time she found out about him .and Ceil Connors. But good Lord, that
was years ago! From then on he’d been meticulously careful, gone to
inordinate lengths to see that she never learned about the others. He'd
bent over backwards to spare her feelings. And this was the thanks he
got! :
What a trustmg fool he’d been, disarmed by that mask.of bovine
complaisance. Beneath it, Eva was every bit as illogical, capricious, and
ungrateful as the rest. And devious. All these years—God only knew
what she’d been up to behind his back.

He sat bolt upright, stabbed by a sudden thought. Those peculiar
books she’d taken to reading behind his back. Were they so’ innocent,,
after all? He slid off the chair and hurried into the hall. And, yes—
cleverly tucked in among the innocuous manuals on dress design and
such—there it was, the clincher, Common Poisonous Plants.

Barry seized it and carried it back to the kitchen. And whatever
doubts he had clung to were dispelled as he read with horrified fascina-
tion of the toxic properties of various seeds, flowers, berries, and roots.
It seemed as though some part of every plant that grew was lethal.
Even the bulbs of those sunny heralds of spring, daffodils and
hyacinth, produced symptoms that gripped his vitals with a sickening
familiarity. .

Barry let-the book fall shut and for a moment stared unseeing in
front of him. Then his eyes focused on the clock, inexorably nibbling
away the precious minutes, and he realized he had to take some kind
of action. But what? He couldn’t think straight in this kitchen—in this
house—this lair of the enemy. He had t¢ get out, go someplace where
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he could think. Make plans, talk to someone.:’

Suddenly he stiffened, every muscle tensed, listening. There it was
again. Footsteps on the floor above. Eval!

He leaped up in such haste he nearly lost his balance. As he stum-
bled backwards, a vine dangling from a_planter stroked his cheek like a.'
live thing. He fought it away in panicky repugnance and made a dash
for the hall. He yanked on his coat, patted his pocket for the car keys,
and rushed out into the dawn.

Eva was coming back from the bathroom when she heard the garage
door go up. She slipped on a robe, padded down the stairs, and
opened the front door just as the car roared out the driveway.

She caught Barry’s eye for a moment and waved. But he didn’t wave
back. He swung the car around and gunned it down the street as if the
devil himself were after him. He took the turn at top speed, then dis-
appeared over the crest of Maple Hill.

Eva remained standing in the doorway. And a few seconds later,
even from that distance, she heard the crash as the brakeless car

- slammed into the bridge abutment at the bottom turn.
“Surprise!” she said softly, and closed the door.

"On her way to the kitchen she paused beside the tumble of books on
the chair. She looked at the one entitled Home Auto Repair and
sighed. It had been difficult going, line by line, but well worth the ef-
fort.

“Much quicker than poison,” she murmured approvingly.

Then she went on to the kitchen and said good morning to her

plants.
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Here again, our late late detective from the Cardula
Agency . . . } < .

“M:. Cardula,” he said, “how do you feel about blackmailers?”

“They are dastardly people,.-sir.”

He gazed out of the window at the scattered lights in the office
building across the street. “Frankly, they should be dead, don’t you
think?”

“Possibly, sir.”

He turned back to me. “I drew the low card.”
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My prospective client was a tall man dressed with impeccable ele-
gance. There was also the faint aura of liquor about him.

He continued. “We cut cards and I got the three of clubs. So .that
left the job up to me. It was all to be simple and direct. I would go to
his home and shoot him. And if, for some fantastic reason, the police
should question me, the others would swear that I had never left the
table all evening.”

“The table?”

“The card table. They would clalm that I had never left the room all
evening.”

“They?”

“My associates in this matter.” He sighed. “I went so far as to knock
at his door, but then I turned and ran before he opened it.”

He looked out of the window again. “What would you say if I offered
you ten thousand dollars to kill someone? Or to find someone who
would? I suppose you ’d go to the police?”

I smiled faintly. “If I did, I could prove nothmg It would be my
word against yours that the offer was ever made.”

He remained thoughtful for a few moments. “Frankly, I don’t know-
any killers for hire or haw to go about finding them. But then it came
to me that private detectives generally muck about in the seamier
things of life, what with divorce work, wiretapping, and so forth, and if
anyone knew of an available killer, they certainly should. Anyway, it
appeared to be my only lead to the underworld. So I turned to the
yellow pages of the phonebook for help.”

"And why did you select me?”

“It seeméd to me that any private detective whose office hours are -
from 8 P.M. to 4 A.M. must be closer to the night world of crime than
-anybody else.” N

I contemplated my bridged fingertips. “Perhaps I can help,you at
that. What would be the exact financial arrangement for this killing?”

He brightened and leaned forward. “I don’t have that much money
on me right now, but I will see that you get five thousand tomorrow
and the other five thousand when the job is done.”

I nodded. “And what is your name, sir?”

“Never mind that. It won’t be necessary for you to know.”

“Well then, the name “of the victim. I certainly wouldnt want to kill .
the wrong man, sir.’ :
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“His name is Raoul Henri O'Brien. 118 Frawley Road.” My client
sighed. “An artist. Of sorts.” :

“He is blackmailing you and your associates?”

“Yes.”

“About what?”

“I don’t think it is necessary to your job to know why.”

I accepted that. “Undoubtedly you will want to arrange an alibi for
the time O’Brien dies. When do you want him killed?”

He thought about it, “How about Friday evening? Anywhere from,
say, eight'to eleven?” : '

“It is as good as done, sir. Pr0v1ded of course, that I receive the
first five thousand dollars tomorrow

He nodded and rose. “As a private detective, I suppose that you are
rather good at following people?”

“Sir, that is my speciality. I am superb at it.”

“Fine. But don’t try to follow me. You will stand at that window and
look out. When I reach the street, I will look back up. If I do not see
you still at the window, I will assume that you are attempting to follow
me and the whole deal will be off. I will find somebody else to earn
the ten thousand dollars.”

When he left, I went to the window as directed and loocked down at
the lighted street four stories below. At this time of night—nearly
eleven—the street was almost deserted.

I saw my client leave the building and cross the street. ‘He stopped
and looked back up.

1 waved.

. He acknowledged this with a nod and continued walking. He turned
the corner and disappeared.

I opened my window and followed.

I had, of course, not the slightest intention of murdering Raoul
O’Brien. However, as I had pointed out to my client, taking the matter to
the police would be futile. I had to know more about the conspiracy
and its participants before I could act in an effective manner.

I sighted my client again as he slipped into an automobile parked -at
the curb.

He drove from the centra] city to the lake shore road and on to the
“suburbs. Eventually he turned into a long graveled driveway. I paused
at the roadside mailbox long enough to read the name “James
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McQu1ggley and then continued after. :

My client parked his car behind three other vehicles on an oval be-
fore a large Norman- style home. He opened the front door and en-
tered.

I moved on to the side of the building where light streamed from a
slightly opened French window. Inside I saw three men seated at'a
card table.

One of them looked a bit familiar. Ah, yes. The short, round man in .
his middle fifties would be Florian Appleby of the Appleby Galleries. I
had sold him the last two paintings I had managed to brmg over to
America. |

I sighed. When I fled the old country, I had managed to take but a
few things with me—some gold, a few pieces of jewelry, and half a
dozen paintings—whatever could be fitted, somewhat uncomfortably,
in an eight-by-three-foot box.

" But, alas, all of my possessions were now gone and I was forced to
work for a livelihood. :

All'three of the men at the card table looked up eagerly as my client :
entered the room.

“Well, James,” Appleby said, “is Raoul dead?”

My client—apparently. James McQulggley——went to the llquor
- cabinet and poured himself a drink. “Raoul is still alive. I couldn’t
bring myself to kill him.”

Appleby registered his disappointment. “You reneged, James. I can’t
stand a man who reneges.

McQuiggley shrugged. “I have come up with a much more satisfac-
tory solution to our problem I managed to hire a professxonal killer
who will do the job for us.”. .

Appleby regarded him with some awe. “How in the world did you
know where to contact a professional killer?”

McQuiggley smiled mysteriously. “I have my ways. He is asking forr
ten thousand dollars to do the job. We must each ante up one-fourth.”

He sipped his drink. “He is going to kill Raoul sometime between
eight and eleven this coming Friday evening, so we will all gather here
again during those hours.”

When Appleby and the two others left, I journeyed to 118 Frawley
Road, approximately a half mile farther on.

. The address proved to be a huge Victorian structure in the midst of
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wooded acreage. I glided silently to the only lighted windows. A strik-
ingly handsome woian, perhaps in her early thirties, sat watching the
- late movie on a television screen.

I heard a car coming up the dnveway and moved back to the front of
the house.

A Karmann-Ghia pulled to a stop-and a trimly bearded young man
stepped out. He used a key to unlock the front door.

I hied back to the window in time to see him enter the room. The
woman barely looked up for a moment and then resumed her televi-
sion viewing. As for the man—Raoul Henri O'Brien?—he continued
through the room and up a stairway. -

Light appeared from two windows upstairs and I watched O’Brien _
change to pajamas, yawn, and lie down on a bed where he promptly
fell asleep.

I returned to the woman downstairs and became engrossed in the
motion picture she was watching—something about a creature from a
dark lagoon. .

At the conclusion of the movie, she turned off the set and went up-
stairs to another bedroom.

I left her to her privacy and flitted about the outside of the building,
peering into dark windows here and there (my eyesight remains rather
keen even under the darkest of circumstances). At the rear of the
- house I found what had very likely once been a solarium was now con-
verted into an artist’s studio. :

My exploration done, I returned to my office, closed the window,
and consulted the yellow pages of my phonebook until I found’ that
there existed a James McQuiggley Art Gallery..

So both McQuiggley and Appleby dealt in paintings and their in-
tended victim was ‘an artist. Of sorts, McQuiggley had qualified. Then
was it a fair assumption that the other two gentlemen I'd seen in
McQuiggley’s home were also connected with the world of art in one
capacity or another?

Raoul Henri O’Brien. Was he an artlst? Frankly, 1 had never heard
of him before.

The next evening at 8 p.M. when I reached my office, I found a
small. package-had been thrust through the mail slot in the door.

I opened it and found five thousand dollars in one-hundred-dollar
bills.
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Should I go to the police now? Or would it be wiser to learn more
about the entire matter- before I made such a move? Perhaps if I asked
_ O’Brien a few judicious questions, I could learn why McQuiggley and"

associates wanted him killed.

" I returned to 118 Frawley Road and pressed the doorbell. ‘

The woman who had watched the TV screen the previous evening
answered the door. “Yes?™

“Could I speak to Mr. O’Brien, please?” .-

She had speculative grey eyes. “I'm sorry, but he’s not here. He left
about an hour ago.”

“Could you tell me when he will return?”’

“I haven’t the faintest idea.”

“Would you by any chance know where he has gone?” :
“He didn’t tell me and I didn’t ask.” She looked past my shoulder.
“Where’s your car?” _

I cleared my throat. “I parked it down the road a bit.”

There seemed to be nothing more to do but say goodbye and I did. 1
walked down the driveway and glanced back. She still watched me
from the doorway, so I continued until I was well out of sight.

What should I do now? On the assumption that O’Brien might re-
turn early, should I linger about the premisés and wait? I decided that
it was worth a try and made my way stealthily back to the house and
the lighted windows.

The room was empty of human life, but only for a few minutes. Then
the woman entered carrying a sandwich on a small plate and a glass
of milk. She turned on the TV sét and sat down.

We settled down to watch what the screen had to offer, which, until
ten o'clock, consisted prlmarlly of squealing tires and endless automo-
bile chases.

After the ten o’clock news, she switched channels to the late movie,
Werewolf in the Tower of London—really quite engrossing.

At its conclusion, she turned off the set and retired to her bedroom.”

It was now nearly one o’clock in the morning. Should I continue my
vigil? The dark sky threatened rain'and I detest getting wet. I decided
to make a run, so to speak, for my office and 1 arrlved there just as the
first heavy drops began to fall.

~

The next evening—a Thursday—I rose as usual just after sunset. I
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showered, dressed, and settled down to readthe newspaper before set-
ting off for my office.
An item on an inside page instantly caught my attention,

A Raoul Henri O'Brien, 118 Frawley Road, had been killed by a '
hit-and-run driver at eleven-thirty the previous night as he left a. sup-
per club. According to witnesses,. O'Brien had been crossing the street
when an automobile had come speeding out of the darkness and struck
him. The impact tossed him more: than sixty feet, and he was killed
instantly. The witnesses were unable to recall the automobile’s license
number, but the vehicle was described as being a light-colored late-
model Lincoln Continental.

I frowned. Had McQuiggley or one of his associates decided to take
the bit into his own teeth and dispose of O’'Brien? Or was this a legiti-
mate hit-and-run accident? _ -

When 1 reached my office, I found another brown package on the
floor inside. It too contamed five thousand dollars in one-hundred-
dollar bills.

Clearly all of this needed further investigation. I went to
McQuiggley’s home and pressed the buzzer at the door. :

McQuiggley himself answered.” He showed alarm when he saw me.
“Good heavens, there was no need for you to come here. 1 dropped off
the second five thousand at your office this afternoon.”

“I know. However, I have a few questions to ask.”

The murmur of voices from within indicated that McQuiggley had.

_guests. He quickly pulled me into a side room. “Our agreement was
that O’Brien was to be killed on Friday, not Wednesday. It was just
luck that yesterday was Charlie’s wedding anniversary and we were all
at the party. Otherwise I doubt if any one of us would have an alibi.”

Charlie? I remembered that when I'd gone to the yellow pages I had
also seen a Charles Hanson Galleries listed. “Have the police
questloned you?”

“No. I really don’t expect them to. I ]ust like to be prepared.” He
“smiled. “Frankly, I thought you'd use a gun or a knife or a blunt in-
strument, but I suppose hit-and-run was more intelligent.” Another
thought came to him. “How did you. know where to find me?”

I flicked a professional smile. “McQuiggley, I know all about your
group—you, Appleby, Hanson, and—" I took a guess “—the one with
the beard. His name is at the tip of my tongue.”.
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McQuiggley supplied it. Brmkmann
Ah, yes. Hadn't I also seen a Brinkmann Gallenes in the yellow
pages? I seated myself. “Mr. McQulggley, I did not kill your Raoul
O’Brien.”
-He blinked. “You dldn t? But if you didn’t, who did?”
“I haven't the faintest idea. Why was O’Brien trymg to blackmall
you?’
“That is none of your business.”
“I am tempted to go to the police and tell them what has transpired
between us.
“I would deny everythlng
“Really, sir? Then how would you explain to the police the fact that
your fingerprints are on the ten thousand dollars I have in my safe?”
Actually, I had no knowledge as to whether McQuiggley had or had -
not left his fingerprints on the money.
He rubbed his chin reflectively. “Couldn’t you just keep the money
any forget about the whole thing?”
I shrugged. “Perhaps if I learn the truth, I might not find. it neces-
sary to go to the police.” -
McQuiggley sighed and then capitulated. “Very well. We first ‘met
"O’Brien two years ago when he arrived here from the West Coast and
represented himself as a connoisseur and collector of modern paintings.
He attended all the exhibitions and parties and even bought a painting
here and there. He certainly, had an engaging personahty and he sim-
ply wormed himself into the art world here.
“Periodically he would dash off to Europe for two or three weeks
and when he returned it was always with original paintings which he
“claimed he had purchased from private galleries or discovered in out-
of-the-way pawnshops and attics. He would add them to his own col-
lection and at various times showed them to each one of us.

“Naturally the estimated value of his paintings came into our conver- - _

sations and he very cleverly left the impression that while he was quite
sharp about the value of his Cezannes, he was more than a bit hazy
concerning his.van Goghs, Gauguins, Modiglianis, and so forth.”
McQuiggley wiped his forehead with a handkerchief. “And so it ap-
peared that here was a golden opportunity for us to plck up pamtmgs
at bargam prices and turn a penny or two.
“And what with one thing and another, each of us bought canvases
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which he reluctantly, very reluctantly, let go. For friendship’s sake, so
to speak. In all, over a period of two years, I bought fourteen paintings .
from him, and my associates perhaps a similar number each.”

“And, in turn, you sold them to someone else?”

He brightened slightly. “At a modest profit, of course.”

“But then something went wrong?”

“Yes. A week ago O'Brien told us that the paintings we had pur-
chased were forgeries—every last one of them. And the reason he
knew that they were forgeries was simply because he had painted them
himself.”

McQuiggley shook his head sadly. “I grudgingly admit that, as a
forger, ‘he was a genius. He took us all in completely. Fooled the eye
and what modest tests we made. He had a good thing going, but unfor-
tunately he was also greedy. He wanted more money than what the
canvases brought him and he threatened to reveal the forgeries unless
we agreed to pay him an additional one hundred thousand dollars
each.” -

“Why didn’t you go to the police?”

He seemed pained that I should ask such a questlon

“The exposure would have absolutely ruined us. Our reputations,
oui business. Not to mention people clamoring for their money back
and threatening to sue.’

“But still you decided that you were not going to pay O'Brien for his
silence?” .

McQuiggley nodded.” “There was the possibility that he would come
back to us again and again with demands for more money, and it also
remained~that O’Brien alive could blow the whistle on us at any time,
if only in a careless moment.”

I pondered. “All of you—Appleby, Hanson, Brinkmann, and you—
have alibis for the time O’Brien was killed?”

“We were on Charlie’s yacht. We took a moonlight cruise that began
at eight p.M. and lasted until well past three -a.M. It would have been
_impossible for any of us to have gotten off the ship to kill O'Brien, if
that’s what you are thinking.” , .

“Was O’Brien married?”

“He never said he was.”

“Then who is the woman living in his house?”

“That would be Louise Peterson. She’s his secretary, or something of

~
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the sort. Mostly something of the sort, I would imagine.”

I left McQuiggley and went on to 118 Frawley Road, where I
pressed the doorbell. T
Louise Peterson answex;ed the door.
“My name is Cardula,” I said. “Private invéstigator.” 1 handed her
one of my cards.
She examined it. “What is there to mvestlgate?’
“The death of Raoul O’Brien.”
She regarded me calmly. “Are you working for an insurance com-
pany?’
1 smiled noncommlttally “Was Raoul O Brlen s life heav1ly insured?
And who is the beneficiary?”
“As far as I know he didn’t carry any insurance. Besides, who would
. he leave the money to? He didn’t have any what you might call
friends—or relatives.”
“Possibly you might be his beneficiary?”
She laughed shortly ‘Hal” .
“Madam,” I said, “I have reason to beheve that Raoul O’Brien was
. murdered.” ‘
She allowed me to enter the house.
“You were Raoul O/Brien’s secretary?’ ~
“You might say that.” .
“Then possibly you were aware of O'Brien’s actlvxtles?
“What activities?” , —
I thought I might as well come out into the open. Blackmall
Madam. Blackmail.” . .
‘She eyed me skeptlcally Blackmall? Who the hell would he
blackmail and why?” ,
“Art dealers, Madam. Your employer sold a number of paintings to -
art dealers in this city and every last one of them is a forgery.”
She folded her arms. “Really?” =~
“But was he satisfied with that?” [T asked rhetorically. “No, he was
not. After he sold the forgeries, he again approached the dealers. and
threatened to expose the entire racket if they did not each give him an
additional one hundred thousand dollars.”
She blinked. “The bastard.”

“Greed is the undoing of many an enterprise,” I said. “Raoul
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‘O’Brien was not content with just painting the canvases and selling them,
he had to stoop to blackmail.”

She stared at the ceiling. “The canvases were forgerles and O Brien
pamted them?”

“He confessed the deception to the dealers when he approached
them for the blackmail.” I allowed a drop of acid to creep into my
voice. “But surely, Madam, working for the man and residing in his
house as you do, you could not have failed to notice that there was a
bit of hanky panky?”

She seemed to be thinking. “You don’t suppose that one of those art
dealers got into his car and ran down the dirty dog?”

“No, Madam. Every one of them has an 1ranclad alibi for the time. of
O’Brien’s death.”

She shrugged. “Or possxb]y you think that I might have kllled the
creep?

“Madam,” I said. “You have referred to the deceased as a bastard, a
dirty dog, and a creep. I sense that you might have a motive for killing
him However, I know that you did not.”

“How could you know that?” =

I knew, of course, because at the time of O’Brien’s death she and I
had been watching Werewolf in the Tower of London, she in comfort
and I chilled to the bone. But I said, “Suffice it to say that I have an
instinct about such matters.” ) .

She regarded me with interest. “If one of the wheeler-dealers didn’t
kill him and I didn’t, whom does that leave? Could it have been a plain -
old-fashioned hit-and-run accident?”

“At the moment it appears so.”

She smiled shghtly “So you're a. private detective? How does it
pay?”

I shrugged. “It’s a living.”

“You've got a certain style,” she said. “Yes, I hke you.”

I would have blushed except that I did not want to strain myself

Her eyes steadied into mine. “Cardula, how would you like to take
O’Brien’s place'P ,

“Madam,” I said, somewhat shocked at the directness, “what are you
proposing? O’Brien is not yet in the ground and already you are casting‘
eyes. Perhaps if we waited a decent month or two—"

She went on. “Raoul was just my front. My salesman. Nothing more.

THE CANVAS CAPER : 43



You need a man to do the talkmg when you're negotxatmg with
dealers. I painted those canvases.

My mouth dropped. “You! You painted those forgeries?”

She nodded. “Though technically they'are not forgeries. They are
 originals done in ‘the style of anybody you'd care to name. I have a
knack for that sort of thing. If I can find space on my studio floor for .a
canvas, I'll whip you up a Jackson Pollock that will blow your mind.”

“You mean that you—a woman—" .

“Why not? Is there a law against it? What is so ridiculous about a’
woman being an unscrupulous forger? I did the painting and O’Brien
did the selling. But the blackmailing was his own idea. I didn’t know a
thing about it and may he fry in hell.”

She came closer. “We'd make a great team. Of course we'd have to
‘move to some other town The racket is shot here. How does Miami
strike you?”

“My dear Louise,” I said. “I am a man of rigid moral fiber. I would
not for a moment consider—"

“It's perfectly safe. Even when you’re found out, nobody ever takes
it to the police. It's hush-hush all around because everybody’s got a
finger in the pie.”

“That is not the question—"

“It's profitable. Very profitable. Did you know that two weeks ago I
sold a Matisse to Langley for nearly—"

I held up a hand. “Langley? Who's Langley? - : /

“He’s that art dealer on Jefferson”Avenue.” ‘

I closed my eyes. But of course. Here I had assumed that
‘McQuiggley, Appleby, Hanson, and Brinkmann represented all of the ~
~art dealers O’Brien had tried to blackmail. Why couldn’t there have
been more who were not necessarily privy to McQuiggley’s group?

“How many dealers did you sell your paintings to?” I asked..

She thought for a moment. Flve McQulggley, Appleby, Hanson,
- Brmkmann and Langley.” .~

I smiled. “Would you by any chance happen to know if Langley
drives a light-colored late-model Lincoln Continental?”

“Why, yes. He once drove O’Brien and me to an exhibition.” She
stopped, her eyes widening a bit. “Oh. The newspaper said O'Brien:

was run down by a light-colored late-model Lincoln Continental, dldnt
it
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“Exactly,” I said. “Langley is our murderer.” I went to the phone.

“Hold it,” Louise said. “What do you think you're doing?”

“I'm phoning the police. I'll wager that in Langley’s garage they will
find a light-colored late-model Lincoln Continental with a badly dam-
aged fender or hood or both. And by comparing the paint chips un-
doubtedly found on O’Brien’s clothes with the paint of the Lincoln
Continental, they will unquestlonably find that they match.”

“So they match,” Louise said. “But I still don’t think you’ve got
enough evidence to sustain a murder charge. If he admits to anything
at all, it will be simply hit-and-run. And if he is convicted of that, what
do you think will happen to him? He is an upstanding member.of the
community with some degree ‘of money and an unblemished past. At
the worst he will be given a years probation and his driver’s llcense -
will be suspended for thirty days.”

I brooded on that darkly. Here I uncover a murder most foul and
the murderer faces nothing more than the possibility of having his
driver’s license suspended for thirty days. Was it worth the trouble?.

I sighed and put down the phone.

“Now now,” Louise said, “don’t take it so hard. You can’t expect jus-
tice to triumph all the time.” She led me to the couch. “Sit down and

_we'll talk some more about my proposition.”

I am utterly incorruptible and I knew that I could not be swayed.
However—in the interest of open-mindedness—I thought I ought to
give her the opportuhity to exercise her logic, her persuasion, or any

" possible wiles she could think of to tempt me to join her in her nefari- -
ous activities.

The late movie featured The Beast wtth Four Fingers, which we
watched now and then. . ’
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He was determined to spare it . . .

W% N

/ T AY
o ) "l

It seemed as if everybody in Good Advice had turned out for the meet-

ing that night in the town hall. -Every- seat was taken, and the dark .
oaken rafters hewn and fit in place by the ancestors of a good share of -
those present resounded with a steady hum of conversation while the.. -
broad pine planks that made up the floor creaked beneath the tread of

many feet. » - z
Up in front, his plaid jacket thrown back to expose a generous
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pz;unch, Carl Lathrop, the town’s- leading storekeeper and senior
member of the council, stood talking with Birdie Flatt from the
switchboard. 'His glasses flashed a Morse code in the bright overhead
lights as he settled and resettled them on his fleshy nose. I recognized
the gesture from the numerous interviews 1 had conducted with him as
a sign that he was feeling very satisfied with himself, and so I knew
what was coming long before most of my neighbors suspected it.

I was something of a freak in the eyes of the citizenry of Good Ad-
vice, New Mexico. This was partly because I had been the first person
to settle in the area since before 1951, ‘when the aircraft plant had
moved on to greener pastures, and partly because, at 42, I was at least
ten years younger than anyone else in town. Most people supposed I
stayed on out of despair after my wife Sylvia left me to return to civili-
zation, but that wasn’t strictly true. We'd originally planned to lay over
for a week or two while I collected information for my book and then
move on. But then the owner of the town newspaper had died and the
paper was put up for sale, and I bought it with the money we’d saved
up for thetrip. It had been an act of impulse, perhaps a foolish one—
certainly it had seemed so to my wife, who had no intention of living
so far away from her beloved beauty parlors—but my chief fear in life
had always been that I'd miss the big opportunity when it came along.
So now I had a newspaper but no Sylvia, which, all things considered,
seemed like a pretty fair trade.

The buzz of voices died out as Lathrop took: his place behind the
lecturn. I flipped open my notebook and sat with pencil poised to cap-
ture any pearls of wisdom he might have been about to drop.

“We all know why we’ré here, so we’ll dispense with the long-
winded introductions.” A murmur of approval rippled through the au-
dience. “You've all heard the rumor that the state. may build a
superhighway near Good Advice,” he went on. “Well, it's my pleasant
duty to announce that it’s no longer a rumor.” ;

Cheers and applause greeted this statement, and it was some min-
utes before the room grew quiet enough for Lathrop to continue.

Cettmg 1nf0rmat10n out of these government fellows is like pulling
teeth,” he said. “But after about a dozen phone calls to the capital, 1
finally got hold of the head of the contracting firm that’s going to do
the job. He told me they plan to start building sometime next fall.” He
waited until the fresh applause faded, then went on. “Now, this doesn’t
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mean that Good Advice is going to become another Tombstone over-
night. When those tourists come streaming in here, we're going to -
have to be ready for them. That means rezoning for tourist facilities,
fixing up.our historic landmarks, and so on. The reason we called this
meeting is to decide on ways to make this town appealmg to v1sxtors
The flooris open to suggestions.’

I spent the next twenty minutes jotting’ down some of the 1deas that
came from the enthusiastic citizens. Birdie Flatt was first, with a
suggestion that the telephone service be updated, but others dis-.
agreed, maintaining that the old upright phones and wall installations
found in many of the downtown shops added to the charm of the
town. “Uncle Ned” Scoffield, at 97 Good Advice’s oldest resident,
offered to clean out and fix up the old trading post at the end of Main
Street in return for permission to sell his wood carvings and his collec-
tion of hand-wdven Navajo rugs. Carl Lathrop pledged to turn the old
jail, which he had been using as~a storeroom, into a tourist attraction.
The fact that outlaw Ford Harper had spent his last days there before
his hanging, he said, could only add to its popularity. Then, amidst a
chorus of. groans from scattered parts of the room, Avery Sharecross
stood up.

Sharecross was a spindly scarecrow of a man, with an unkempt mane
of lusterless black hair spilling over the collar of his frayed sweater and
a permanent stoop that made him appear much: older than he was. No-
body in town could say how he made his living. Certainly not from the
bookstore he had been operating on the corner. of Main and Maple for
thirty years; there were never any more than two customers in the
store at a time, and the prices he charged were so ridiculously low that
it was difficult to believe that he managed to break even, let alone
show a profit. Everyone was aware of the monthly pension he received
from an address in Santa Fe, but no one knew how much it was or why
he got it. His bowed shoulders and shuffling gait, the myopia that
forced him to squint through the thick tinted lenses of his eyeglasses,
the hollows in his pale cheeks were as much a part of the permanent
scenery in Good Advice as the burned-out shell of the old flour mill
north of town. I closed my notebook and put away my pencil, knowing
what he was going to talk about before he opened hlS mouth. It was all
he ever talked about.

Lathrop sighed. “What is it, Avery'r’ As if I dldnt know He rested
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his chin on one pudgy hand, bracing himself for the ordeal.

“Mr. Chairman, I have a petition.” The old bookseller rustled the
well-thumbed sheaf of papers he held in one talonlike hand. “I have -
- twenty-six signatures demanding that the citizens of Good Advice vote

on whether the tree on Execution Hill be removed.”

There was an excited buzz among the spectators. I sat bolt upright in
" my chair, flipping iy notebook back open. How had the old geezer got

twenty-five people to agree with him? )

For 125 years the tree in question had dominated the high-domed
hill two miles outside ‘of town, its skeletal limbs stretching naked
against the sky. Of the eighteen trials that had been held in the town -
hall during the last century, eleven of those tried had ended up swing-
ing from the tree’s stoutest limb. It was a favorite spot of mine, an ex-
cellent place to sit and meditate. Avery Sharecross, for reasons known
only to himself, had been trying to get the council to destroy it for five
years. This was the first time he had not stood alone.

Lathrop cleared his throat loudly, probably to cover up his own as-
tonishment. “Now, Avery, you know as well as I do that it takes fifty-
five signatures on a petition to raise a vote. You've read the charter.”

Sharecross was unperturbed. “When that charter was drafted, Mr.
Chairman, this town boasted a population of over fourteen hundred. In
the light of our present-count, I believe that provision can be waived.”
He struck the pages with his fingertips. “These signatures represent
nearly one-tenth of the local voting public. They have a right to be
heard.” ‘

“How come you're so fired up to see that tree reduced to kindling,
] anyway'? What's the difference to you?”

“That tree”—Sharecross flung a scrawny arm in the direction of the
nearest window—" represents a time in this town’s history when lynch
law reigned and pompous hypocrites sentenced their peers to death
regardless of their innocence or guilt.” His cheeks were flushed now,
his eyes ablaze behind the bottle-glass spectacles. “That snarl of dead
limbs has been a blemish on the smooth face of this community for
over a hundred years, and it’s about time we got rid of it.”

It was an impressive performance, and he sounded sincere, but I
wasn't buying it. Good Advice, after all, had not been my first expo-
sure to journalism. After you've been in this business awhile,. you get a
feeling for when someone is telling the truth, and Sharecross wasn't.
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Whatever reasons he had for wishing to .destroy the town’s oldest
landmark, they had nothing to do with afily sense of injustice. ‘Of that I
was certain.

Lathrop sighed. “All right, Avery, let’s see your petition. If the sig-
natures check out, well vote.” Once the papers were in his hands,
Lathrop called the other members .of the town council around him to
look them over. Finally he motioned them back to their seats and
turned back toward the lectern. For the next half hour he read off the
names on the petition—many of which surprised me, for they included
some of the town’s leading citizens—to make sure the signatures were -

- genuine. Every one of those mentioned spoke up to assure~him that

they were. At length the storekeeper laid the pages down.

“Before we vote,” he said, “the floor is open to dissenting opinions.
—Mr. Macklin?” .
My hand had gone up before he finished speaking. I got to my feet,
conscious of all the eyes upon me.

“No one is arguing what Mr. Sharecross said about the injustices.

" done in the past,” I began haltingly. “But tearing down something

that’s a large part of our history won’t change anything.” I paused,
searching for words. I was a lot more eloquent behind a typewriter. -
“Mr. Sharecross says the tree reminds us of the sordid past. I think
that’s as it should be. A nagging reminder of a time when we weren’t
so noble is a healthy thing.to have in our midst. I wouldn’t want to live

in a society that kicked its mistakes under the rug.”

The words were coming easier now. “There’s been a lot of talk here

“tonight about promoting tourist trade. Well, destroying a spot where

eleven infamous badmen met their rewards is one sure way of aborting
any claims we might have had upon shutter-happy visitors.” T shook
my head emphatically, a gesture left over from my college debating-
club days. “History is too precious for us to turn our backs on it, for-
whatever reason. Sharecross and his" sympathizers would do_well to re-
alize that our true course calls for us to turn our gaze forward and
forget about rewriting the past.”

There was some applause as I sat down, but it died out when -
Sharecross seized the floor again. “I'm not a Philistine, Mr. Chairman,”
he said calmly. “Subject to the will of the council, I hereby pledge the:
sum of five thousand dollars for the erection of a statue of Enoch How-
ard, Good Advice’s founder, atop Execution-Hill once the tree has
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been removed. I, too, have some feeling for history.” His eyes slid in
my direction. '

That was dirty pool, 1 thought as he took his seat amid thunderous
cheering from those present. In one way or another, Enoch Howard’s
blood flowed in the veins of over a third of the population of Good Ad-
vice, Now I knew how he had obtained those signatures. But why?
What did he hope to gain? . , '

“What about expense?” someone said. .

“No problem,” countered Sharecross, on his feet again. “Floyd
Kramer there has offered to bulldoze down the tree ard cart it away at
cost.”

“That’s true, Floyd?” Lathrop asked.

A heavy-jowled man in a blue work shirt buttoned to the neck gave:
him the high sign from his standing position near the door.

I shot out of my chair again, but this time my eyes were directed
upon my skeletal opponent and not the crowd. “I've fought you in .
print and on the floor of the town hall over this issue,” I told him,
“and if necessary I'll keep on fighting you right to the top of Execution
Hill. T don’t care how many statues you pull out of your hat; you wont
get away with whatéver it is you're trying to do.”

The old bookseller made no reply. His eyes were blank behind his
spectacles. I sat back down.

I could see that-Lathrop’s attitude had changed for he had again
taken to raising and lowering his eyeglasses confidently upon the
bridge of his nose. Enoch Howard was his great-grandfather on his
mother’s side. “Now we’ll vote,” he said. “All those in favor of remov-
ing the tree on Execution Hill to make room for a statue of Enoch
Howard signify by saying aye.”

Rain was hissing on the grass when I parked my battered pickup
truck at the bottom of the .hill and got out to fetch the shovel out of the .
back. It was a long climb to the top and I was out of shape, but I.didn’t’
want to risk leaving telltale ruts behind by driving up the slope.-
Halfway up my feet began to feel like lead and the blood was pounding
in my ears like a pneumatic hammer; by the time I found myself at the
base of the deformed tree I had barely enough energy left to find the
spot I wanted and begin digging. It was dark, and the soil was soaked
just enough so that each time I took out a shovelful the hole filled up
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again, with the result that it was ten minutes before I made any prog-
ress at all. After half an hour I stopped to rest. That’s when all the
lights came on and turned night into day.

The headlights of half a dozen automobiles were trained full upon me.
For a fraction of a second I stood unmoving, frozen with shock. Then I,
hurled the shovel like a javelin at the nearest light and started to run.
The first step I took landed in the hole. I fell headlong to the ground,
emptying my lungs and twisting my ankle painfully. When I locked up,
I was surrounded by people.

“I've waited five years for this.” The voic‘e belonged to Avery
Sharecross

“How did you know?” 1 sald when I found my breath.

“I never did. Not for sure.” Sharecross was standing over me now,
an avenging angel wearing a threadbare coat and scarf. “I once heard
that you spent all the money you had on the newspaper. If that was
true, I wondered what your wife used for bus fare back to Santa Fe
when she left you. Everyone knew you argued with her bitterly over
your decision to stay. That you lost control ‘and murdered her seemed
obvious to'me.

“I decided you buried her at the foot of the hanging tree, which was
the reason you spent more time here than anyone else. The odds
weren't in favor of my obtaining permission to dig up the hill because
of a mere supposition, so it became necessary to catch you in the act of
unearthing her yourself. That’s when I got the idea to propose remov-
ing the tree and force you to find someplace else to dlspose of the
body.” - |

He turned to a tall man whose stetson ghstened wetly in the unnatu-
ral illumination of the headlights at his back. “Sheriff, if your men will
resume digging where Mr. Macklin left off, it's my guess you'll find the
corpse of Sylvia Macklin before morning. I retired from the Santa Fe
Police Department long before they felt the need to teach us anythmg N
about reading r\ghts to those we arrested so perhaps you'll oblige.”

The September issue of Alfred Hitchcock’s
. Mystery Magazine will be on sale August 16.
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Did Alexander Graham Bell have any idea it could come to 4

this? . . . . . /

He awoke at 6:55, five minutes before the alarm was to sound. Turn-
ing on his side, he gazed with dispassionate interest at the woman who
lay sleeping beside him. ; ,
Such a cow, he thought. When he thought of who he_could be sleep-
ing next to— . _
Sighing, he sat on the edge of the bed and pushed the alarm button
in. :
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“Is it seven already?” Joanne asked sleepily. “T'll get breakfast. Hot-
cakes O.K., honey?” . - :
“Sure,” he said, not looking at hlS wife. *

Her banal chatter at breakfast was almost suffocating.

“And this woman who won the jackpot was rich, from Great Oaks—
can you imagine! How come poor people never win?”

Cow, he thought, rlsmg “T'd better get going,” he said, slipping on
his topcoat. , ) ‘ : - -

The ride to work was pleasant. Peaceful, after a breakfast with .
Joanne.

He tuned in his favorlte FM station and drove slowly, thinking
of Chris. Chris, with her long golden hair, her youthful figure, her
blue eyes.

“You'll get over her, Blll Joanne had said a hundred times, humor-
ing him, forgiving him. The placxd long suffering wife. Cow! he
thought.

He turned the car into the immense parking lot of the Willsin_
Chemical Plant,and parked at the spot marked MR. REED.

It was nice, ‘he thought, to be only 27 years old and a production
manager with his own private parking spot. Willsin Chemical Plant was
relatively new; but growing fast. Maybe in five years, ten at the most,
it would be rated Triple-A; Dun & Bradstreet. .

He'd had the best—college, good connections, looks, ambmon ev-
erything but the right wife.

He could never have his colleagues and their wives to dmner
They’d sit down to one of Joanne’s insipid dinners—tuna casserole, say

" She’d open her mouth and say, “And this woman who won the jackpot
* was rich, from Great Oaks—can you imagine!”

Wincing, he locked the car and headed for his office at the front of
the plant. '

I could have bought her oH he thought. I could have given her
money and seen her through an abortion. But not Mr. Nice. I marry”
her.

“And she loses the baby. And I'm stuck With a cow! A—

“Good morning, Mr. Reed.”

“Morning, Susan,” he said to the bookkeeper.
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“We're getting a rush of orders for that new explosive. Harper Con-
struction Company, Mideast Construction, Fallstaff.” She flipped
through a stack of orders.

“Well, it’s good, cheap, does the ]ob

“And you have to use so little of it,” she said.

Suddenly he felt light-headed. He sat down.
“Is something the matter?” she asked.
“No. 1 just thought of something, that's-all.”

Joanne glanced at the skillet clock on the kitchen wall. Five of ten.
In a few minutes her TV programs would begin. She poured herself a
glass of soda and padded to the living room to turn on the set. Draw-
ing her fuzzy-slippered feet under her, she settled down.

In seven hours Bill would be home. Maybe. The week before he'd
come home late three nights in a row. How late, she hadn’t known;
she’d been asleep. He no longer bothered to call to say he’d be work-
ing late. He simply wouldn’t show up. In frustration she’d eat her:
meal—and his. All 55 of her overweight pounds, she reflected, were
his fault.

She was w1llmg to put up with his tomcatting. Someday he'd settle
down and realize what a comfortable, homey place she’d created for
him. Realize, more importantly, that he still loved her as he once had.
‘He’d come to his senses. All she had to do was wait.

“The first show, Mister Dollar, was on. Leaning back, she immersed
herself in the program

“You're tense tonight,-honey,” Chris said, drawing on her robe. -
“I've got a lot on my mind.”
“Poor Lumpkin.” ‘
“It’s just—a lot of pressure at work ”
“Well, I've got my problems too.” :
“I know, I know.” Bill lit a cigarette. Sometimes she nagged him a
little too much for comfort. '
“I mean, I don’t want to wait so long for myship to come in that my
pier collapses.” -
He smiled, despite his mood. “If won’t be much longer. One of
these days Joanne'll see the light and give me a divorce.” :
“And one of these days I'll win the lottery.”
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“Oh, come on, Chris. Be patient. We still have- each other, haven’t .

we?” _ :
“Sure,” she said. “How about a drink?” -

He nodded. His mind returned to the two small vials tucked into his
jacket pocket. Getting them that afternoon had been absurdly simple.
Now all he had to do was figure how to combine the two chemicals.

The telephone rang. -

“Damn,” she said, going to answer it. “T'll bet it's Mother, again.”

The alarm went off at 6:30. Quickly he reached over and silenced it.
Joanne was still asleep, he saw, relieved. Easing himself out of bed, he
tiptoed from the room and went down the carpeted stairs to the
kitchen.. The two vials were at the back of the cutlery drawer where
he’d left them the night before. :

The beauty of the new explosive was not only that such a small
amount was needed to do the job, as Susan had said, but that just the
slightest vibration—like the ringing of the telephone—would set off the
‘explosion. Apart, the two chemicals were ‘inert. Combined, he guessed
most of the downstairs would be blown to a powder. And Joanne with
it. : .

He knew that she sat down fatly on the sofa at ten in the morning to
start watching her precious TV shows. The telephone was on the end
table next to the sofa. At ten-fifteen he’d dial his home number. The
vibration from the ring would be more than enough to-do the job.

" For a moment he clasped his hands together to stop their trembling.
Then, the phone cover removed, he placed a drop of dioxorb and one
_of riantrin on’ the bell. ]

Did he hear her coming down the stairs? Holding his breath, he lis-
tened. No, it was just the thumping of his heart. Gently—gently—he
replaced the cover of the telephone. There. It was—

"She’d been thinking about him and his “Be. patient” all night, unable
to sleep, more infuriated with each passing hour, He had been string-
_ing her along for far too long..How was she supposed to explain her
time to her mother, her sisters, her brother, her friends?,
Well, an early call at home should let him know how serious she
was! When her call finally got through. She raised her finger from the
cradle button and dialed again.
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His days were turning into night . . .

He crouched over the body of the woman crumpled in the gloom of
the entrance to the small areaway alongside the darkened stores. Her
pose was one of arrested motion, as if she had been cut down in flight,
her legs bent, arms outflung, her white uniform a pale blotch against
the grey cement. . ' -

He lifted his head, listening. The street was quiet, the only sound
that of traffic occasionally purring by the intersection some hundred
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feet away on the other side of the block of buildings.

In the opposite direction,- the street arrowed into the night, yellow
patches from tree-screened overhead lights forming regularly spaced
pools in the- blackness. Small lawns held sedate old porch-fronted
homes away from the sidewalks, untrimmed hedges and sagging picket
fences deteriorating testlmomals to the desire for privacy in' the
crowded city.

Headlights flashed as a car turned into the street.

He ran, hurdling fences and hedges on sneakered feet until he
reached a house several doors down the street, where he leaped,
caught the lower branch of a broad elm and lifted himself into the pro-
tection of the leaves. He edged along a limb toward the porch roof of
the house, dropped to the shingles,. and scuttled to the open window of
a lighted room. ~

He wriggled through into ‘the brightness, an average-sized young
man, perhaps nineteen, with broad shoulders and a thin waist, his face
sharp and bony beneath long straight hair. He was wearing a dark-blue
sweat shirt and faded denims, both worn and slightly. outgrown.

He moved t6 the closed bedroom door and listened, hearing noth-
ing. Heart rapid, he leaned against the door, breathing deeply, per-
spiration’ beading his face, an inner pain distorting the muscles of his
face until a slow succession of tears joined the perspiration.

To his left, a sagging bed stood along the wall, a cheaply stained and
scarred dresser against another. A makeshift desk, nothing more than a
piece of plywood across two trestles, lit by a small lamp and holding a
stack of books, occupied the space alongside the bed. In the corner, a
television with volume turned low showed a snowy picture of the clos-
ing moments of a late-night talk show.

The faint yapping of a police siren sounded in the distance, came
closer, and sighed to a halt.

He pulled a handkerchief from his pocket, dried his face, opened the
door, and went down the stairs into a drab living room with a shabby
rug and even shabbier furniture.

The woman seated in the easy chair watching television- stood up as
he descended the stairs. She was in-her middle forties, dressed in
slacks and a flowered blouse. Her body indicated a tendency to acquire
weight but it was still well shaped, her face a slightly softer mature
version of his.
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Her voice was apprehensive “You're not going out, ]osh'r’”\»

“You heard the siren,” he said. “Something’s happened.”

“Don’t go,” she pleaded. “It isn’t your concern and the streets are
dangerous at this hour.”

- “The police will be there.” :

“1 wish you wouldn’t. T'll be here all alone. You know I hate to be
alone.” - Lo

He 1gnored the wistful quahty in her voice. “You'll be all rlght

Her voice turned sharp. “It isn’t necessary for you to go at all.”
~ “T have to know -what’s going on.” He slid the bolt on the door,
pulled it open, and went out. On the sidewalk he could see a small
knot of people gathering where several police cars headed into the
curb, their headlights aimed at the entranceway where he had: left the
body of the woman. :

He joined the fringe of the crowd.”

The police went about their business with impersonal efficiency,
several holding back the curious, others using flashlights to scan the
area around the body. A car pulled up and two detectives pinned
badges to their lapels and knelt by the dead woman. A photographer
seemed to come from nowhere, taking flash picture after flash picture.
An ambulance arrived, two white-coated orderlies examining the body
along with a bookish-looking man carrying a medical bag. The uni-
formed policemen circulated through the crowd, asking questions and
taking notes.

One stopped before a fat man standing in front of Josh.

“How about you?” he asked. “Do you live around here?”
“Down the street,” said the man.
“Did you see or hear anything?”

“No. Who was she?” \

“They’re checking her ID.” ,

“Was she a nurse?” -

"“She’s wearing a white uniform.”

The man cursed softly. “I guess she was knifed hke the others?”

The policeman didn’t respond. )

“What is it with you guys?” asked the man angrily. “She’s the third
nurse killed in this neighborhood in the last six weeks. Can’t you pro-
tect these kids? They work late, they have to come home late, and
some psycho just waits and knocks them off.”
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“You tell me,” said the policeman. “You tell me why none of you
ever see anything. Nobody in the street. You sit in your houses with
the doors locked and the blinds drawn and you don’t want to know
anythmg about anything.”

“Whose fault is that?” asked the fat man. “Nobody dares sit outside
these days. Not in this neighborhood. It didn’t used to be that way. On
a warm night like this, everybody used to be out on their porches.
Now we have more sense. You tell me. Is it our fault we can't sit out
on our own front porches anymore?”"

The policeman tugged his cap down over hlS forehead and moved
away, -

The orderhes disappeared into the waiting ambulance with the cov--
ered body and people began to drift back to their homes.

The two detectives moved in widening circles around the chalked -
spot that mdlcated the position of the body.

“Waste of time,” grunted the fat man and moved away.

Josh stayed.

One patrol car remained along with the detectives’ car. A police
panel-truck arrived: The detectives consulted with the two-men who
arrived with it, pointed at something on the ground near where the
body had been found, and stood back.

One of them, middle-aged and with a beer drinker’s belly, his suit
wrinkled, his tie loose, pulled a cigarette from his pocket and lighted
it, holding it like a cigar and: puffing lelsurely He ran a hand through
hlS halr saw Josh, and grmned

” he said. ‘ :

]osh nodded. ; :

"“A bad scene,” said the detective. “You live around here?”

“A few doors away,” said Josh.

“I don’t suppose you saw or heard anythmg that could help?”

“No,” said Josh. “T was workmg in my room.’

“At this hour?”

“Homework,” said ]osh “T go to collége.”

“College? That's great.” The detective jerked his thumb over his
shoulder. “The state university?” .

“The only one I could afford. Living close saves me money.”

The detective sighed. “I sort.of wish I had gone to college, but I
joined the force ybu\ng and just stayed.”

[l
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Josh indicated the spot where the girl had been found. “What
about—?p”

The detective shrugged. “I dunno,” he said. “Poor kid. I guess we’ll
. find she worked at the medical center at the university like the others.
I don’t know what possessed her to walk home alone at this time of
night, especially after the others.” He looked at Josh. “Name was Cora
Sands. Address in the next block. Did you know her?”

]osh shook his head.

“I thought maybe you might. Young guy hke you probably doesn’t
.rmss too many good looking chicks in the neighborhood.”

” said Josh. “I didn’t know her.”

Hls mother came- up behmd him, her arms folded hugging herself,
her eyes wary. :

“You were gone so long, she said, “I was worried.”

‘The detective smiled. “Nothing to worry about with us here.”

His mother straightened and ran her hands down over her hips in a
preening gesture, her eyelids fluttering. Josh knew the reaction was
almost automatic when a man smiled at her. '

“I'm Mrs. Cavallo,” she said. “This is my son, ]osh

The detective nodded. “I'm Ed Mitchell. Everybody calls me
Mitch.”

“What happened?” '

Mitch explained. “I guess'we have a psycho on our hands.”

“Psycho.” Her lips twisted. “1 hate that word. Whenever people
don’t understand somethmg, it's the work of a psycho.”

Mitch shrugged. “I let the shrinks worry about the ﬁne points. My
]Ob is to find whoever it is and end it.’

“I suppose you'll be here most of the night now,” she said, “looking
for clues or whatever you do.”

“We've done about all we can,” said Mitch. “We’ll be back in the
morning to take another look around. Right now, all we can do is rope
off the scene, get a cup of coffee, and call it quits.”

“Coffee?” Mrs. Cavallo’s eyelids fluttered again. “I have some made.
Won’t you join me?”

Mitch smiled. “That’s real nice.”

“Are you allowed?”

“We'll just put it down as an interview of a possnble witness,” said
Mitch. He went over to the other detective, said something, and came
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back. : ,

Mrs. Cavallo took his arm as they walked to the house. Josh stayed a
few paces behind, his hands in his pockets. His mother’s face was
turned up to Mitch’s, her body close, her eyes alive and interested.

“Josh felt sick. He let them go into the kitchen and went up to his
room, closing the door behind him.

She’s off again, he thought. Why did she -have to pick a man who
¢ould be dangerous? He's fat and sloppy, hardly the kind women fight
over. But he was a man and he had smiled at her and that was enough.

“It's good to have a man in the house,” she had said as they came
through the door. ,

Josh had heard her say that before.’ :

He turned out the lights and went to bed, unable to sleep for a long
time, but when he finally dozed off Mitch was still there. There was
nothing unusual in that. He might stay all night. There would be
nothing unusual in that either.

The class in literature the next afterncon was hardest of all to take.

The last of the day, it had always been a bore.to Josh, and lack of sleep
- and the image of Mitch destroyed his concentration.
* The classroom was in an old building, the ceiling fixtures huge
milk-white globes suspended on chrome rods from the high ceiling. Josh
found himself staring at the one above his head where flies had some-
how worked their way into the globe, had been trapped there and
died, their bodies forming a dark circular shadow on the bottom of the
white glass. One more had found its way inside and buzzed frantically,
" looking for a way out, a nervously moving black spot that appeared

whenever it landed on the glass to rest. o :

It will die in there and become a shadow, thought Josh, and no one
will ever notice.

The class ended and-he closed his notebook gratefully and-headed
for the door.

A gentle hand tugged at his arm. josh

He looked down. The girl was small and dark- haired, her face too
sharp to be pretty, but the softness of her body compensated for her
angular face. - .

“T heard it on the radio,” she said. “About the nurse. It happened
near your house, didn’t it?” : -
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Josh nodded. “A few._doors away, Cass.”

Several other students gathered around.

A blond-haired young man' said. “Did you see any of it, Josh?”

“I was there,” he said carefully.

“It's awful,” said Cass. “The poor girl.”

“Did you see the body, Josh?”

“They don’t let you get too close,” he said.
“Is it true that.after the guy stabs them, he slashes them across the
face?”

Being the center of attention irritated Josh. “Look,” he sald “The
reporters know more than I do. The information is in the papers.”

The group drifted apart.

Cass held his arm. “I have to go to the library tonight,” she said. “I
need protection. How about it?” She smiled.

Josh smiled back. “You needn’t worry. None of the girls were killed
on campus and you don’t wear a nurse’s uniform. Besides, you know I
work in the supermarket from four until nine.’

“You're always working,” she said. “Sometimes I think it’s your po-
lite way of brushmg me off.”

He touched her hair gently. “You know better.”

“Saturday night as usual?”

He noddeéd. “I wouldn’t miss it.” ‘

She stood on her toes and kissed his cheek ‘One date a week may
be enough for yeu, but it’s not enough for me.’

She was right, he thought. Seeing each other once a week out51de of
class wasn’t enough, but his job came first because there was no father
to pick up the tab for living expenses for him and his mother, and for .
the unpaid bill that was making the university finance office 1mpat1ent
He felt hemmed in, angry.

“Get someone else,” he said stiffly.
“]osh she said reprovmgly
He shrugged off her-hand. “I'm late for work,” he sald

The hours in the supermarket dragged He caught himself placing
merchandise on the wrong shelves several times.

It’s like living in two different worlds, he thought. Wasn’t that char-
acteristic of schizophrenia? And then the worlds blend together and
you can no longer tell what is real and what isn’t.
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At nine, he hung his apron in his locker and walked out into the
night.
The university campus was about a mile from his home and the
- supermarket halfway between. The streets he followed would have
been the same the nurse took the night before, but when she passed
they would have been more deserted, the small shopping district along
the way closed for the night. It was still open now, the windows
bright.
He was passing the spot where the body had been found when
Mitch stepped out of the shadows.
“Hi, Josh,” he said. “Do you mind if I walk along?”
]osh shrugged.
“I had a long talk with your mother last mght
Tl bet, thought Josh. “She gets lonely She likes to talk \
“You're not home much.”
., T go to school from nine until three,” said Josh. “I carry extra
classes because I'm trying to get through faster. I work from four until
nine and then I hit the books when I get home until one or two in the
morning. [ work all day Saturday and study- all day Sunday It’s the
only way I can keep up.
“What do you do on Saturday mghts?
]osh hesitated. “T go out.” :
“Good,” said Mitch. “You can’t. work all the time. As it is, I think
you work a little too much.”
“There’s no one else,” said Josh sharply.
Mitch nodded. “She told me your father left a couple of years ago.
He ran off with a woman, she said.”
Josh said nothing. They reached the house and turned up the short
walk. | _
Mitch indicated the porch steps. “Let’s sit down for a mlnute
They sat and surveyed the dark street.
Mitch sighed. “The pressure is on. The way it is, the medical center
is uptight because they're having trouble getting nurses to work the
night shift. They have to promise them escorts or cab fare. Many of the
nurses from out of town have always lived in this neighborhood be-
cause it’s within walking distance, but that’s no advantage since this
began. So the medical center is leaning on the commissioner and he’s
leaning on the district captain and the captain is leaning on us, particu-

~
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larly me. Do you know what I have to look forward to if I don’t break
. this thing? The South Street District. The pimps and the prossies and
«the dopers.” He shook his head. “I'm too old for that. I just want to
put in my time and retire in" one piece. It would be hard to do out of.
South Street.”

“That’s tough,” said Josh. “But what I meant was, do you have any
leads?” ' :

“We're getting a picture ” said Mitch. “The captain has given me a

“half-dozen men and we're workmg over the entire neighborhood.
We've turned up a couple of things.”

“Like what?”

“Ah, well,” said Mitch, rising. “You'll hear about them, I guess. Is
your mother home?” A

“She’s always home.”

“Tell her I'll stop by later.”

“What for?”

Mitch leaned forward a little. “Just a social call,” he said. “Maybe
you don’t know it, but your mother is an attractive woman and she’s -
not the only one who gets lonely. Do you have any objections?”

“No,” said Josh. “You want to make it more than a one-night stand, -
that’s your business.” .

Mitch’s eyes navrowed. “I ought to hit you for that, but I guess
you've got your reasons for saying it.” He looked up at the spreading
branches of the elm. “You know, I grew up in a house sort of like this.
Had a big tree out front like this one. I used to climb out on the porch
roof and down the tree when I wanted to leave the house without my
parents knowing. You ever do ‘anything like that, Josh?”

“I'm too old to climb trees,” said Josh.

“Yeah, well, times change. Like when I was your age, I used to hang
out on the corner with a bunch of guys. We never did much but stand

" there and look the girls over and give them a hard time, but we
thought we were real big men. The good thing about it. was that we
knew everything that went on'in the neighborhood, even a lot of things
we weren’t supposed to know.” He sighed. “Too bad .those days are
gone. A gang hanging out on that corner up there would keep this
knife artist from operating. The nurses walking home would have to
put up with a few wise remarks but at least they would be alive.”

“A shift in urban mores.” Josh stood up and headed for the door.
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“You'll tell your mother?” asked Mitch.
I 1] tell her,” said Josh.

He didn’t bother. She was watching television. He said good night to
her and went to his room, closing the door and throwing himself on
the bed, digging his fingers into the coverlet.

What had Mitch meant with that remark about climbing the tree?
Had it been casual conversation or had someone seen something and
told him?

It had to be a chance observation. No one could have seen anything.
The leaves of the elm screened the window too well.

Mitch talked as if he considered himself stupid and had accepted it,
but no one became a detective without some intelligence and Josh had
the feeling that Mitch had graduated cum laude from the streets of the
city.

Damn him, anyway..

g

The next day was Saturday. At eight, Josh was at the supermarket,
more tired than ever. He lost himself in his work, trying not to think,
an automaton stacking depleted shelves with groceries, pricing cans
and boxes with red ink that stained his fingers and reminded him of
fresh blood.

At mid-morning, he was working in the frozen foods alsle when two
young nurses, their nylon uniforms white and well fitting, their
rubber-soled shoes whispering, started to squeeze by, saw something
. they wanted, and edged him aside. Both were pretty, no older than he
was, and he watched as they fumbled in the case, destroying the neat
stack he had just created. One noticed him watching and nudged the
other. They whispered and laughed. Josh felt a quick surge of anger.

It wasn’t his first encounter with the nurses who lived in the
neighborhood and came into the market. Most ignored him as they
busily compared prices, but a few, like these two, seemed to go out of
their way to put him down as if they were better than he was. At first
he had thought it was théir way of inviting. conversation, so he had -
smiled and said a few words to break the ice. Most had stared him
down as if he had said something obscene.

I hate them all, he thought as he stralghtened out the case.

He was collecting carts from the parking lot when he saw the car
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pull up and Mitch and another man go into the market. He waited be-
hind a car, watching, until he saw them come out, looking for him.

Josh pushed the row of carts he had collected out into an aisle be-
tween two cars.

Mitch put a hand on his shoulder. “Hold it, Josh.”

Josh straightened, his hands on the handle of the last cart, keeping it
with him as the stack rolled a few feet away.

“I'd like you to come with us,” said Mitch.

“What for?” asked Josh.

“A few questions.”

“No,” said ]osh .

Mltch sighed. “Don’t give us any trouble, ]osh We just want to talk
to you.’

“About what?”

“The nurse.’
“I already told you I didn’t see anythmg
“There are things I need to clear up. You can help me.”

The other man moved toward him.

Josh slammed the cart hard into the man’s mid-section, whirled, and
shoved hard at Mitch. Mitch stumbled over his own feet and went
down hard.

Josh sprinted actoss the parking lot, zigzagging between the parked
cars. Behind him, he could hear Mitch shout. A police car turned into
the lot, cutting him off. He veered, saw Mitch angle toward him, and
veered again. They had him hemmed in, forcing him to run straight
toward an old apartment building across the street. Josh went through
the door, saw steps, and went up three at a time. He swung around
landing after landing until there were no more, only the door to the
roof. He went through, stumbling and falling to his hands and knees,
picking himself up and looking left and right and seeing nowhere to
run.

He heard Mitch come through the door and ran to the edge of the
roof. Below him were exght stories of smooth red brick and a court-
yard. ,

Stepping up on the foot-wide parapet, he turned to face Mitch, ten
feet away. They stared at each other, both panting, perspiration
drenchmg their faces.

“Oh Josh,” Mitch said. “You wouldnt
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“Yes, I would.” .

“There’s no reason for anythmg like that

“Yes,” said Josh. “There is.”

Two uniformed patrolmen came through the door and stopped, -
watching.

“I just want to talk,” said Mitch.

Josh shook his head. “How did you know it was me?

Mitch took a step. .

Josh held up a hand. * “No more,” he said. “How did- you know?”

Mitch stopped and fumbled for a cigarette, protecting the flame from
the slight breeze on the roof as he lit it. “Does it matter, Josh?”

“It does to me.” )

Mitch sighed.” “Yeah, well, all right. We sent men into the
neighborhood and asked questions about everybody because we figured
that whoever was using that knife probably lived there. We asked
about you and your mother. They all told us that after your father took
off with one of those pretty little nurses from the medical center two
years ago, your mother locked herself in the house for weeks. She
wouldn’t see or talk to anybody and when she came out she went
heavy on the men, bringing home a different one just about every
night. The department shrink says it was her way of compensating for
the loss of her husband to a younger woman; a way of proving to her-
self that she was still attractive. I guess you had to sit there and see all
that without being able to do anything about it. The shrink says you
could have gone two ways, hating your father or building up a pretty
good hatred for nurses in general, especially young and pretty ones.”

The sun was soothing. Josh felt himself relax a little.

Mitch was smoking the cigarette as if he had all the time in the
world.

“You need more than that,” said Josh.

“We have more. Near where the last girl's body was found one of
the cement blocks had sunk a little, forming a little pocket that had
collected a layer of dirt. In the dirt was a footprint, the tread of a
sneaker. It had rained earlier that night, so if the footprint had been
made while the water was still in that little pocket the mud wouldn’t
have held the impression. That print had to be made after the water
was gone and while the dirt was still soft but not too dry. The brains in
forensic got out their calculators and charts and came up with the con-
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clusion that the footprint had to be made just about the time the girl
had died, give or take half an hour. O.K., one sneaker print is like
~ another, but this one had a little triangular piece missing from the
tread, as if the wearer had stepped on something sharp.” Mitch tossed
away the cigarette. “We wanted to look at the sole of your right
sneaker.” -

“You don’t have to,” said Josh. “A customer broke a jar the other
day. When I cleaned it up, I stepped on the broken glass.” -

The two patrolmen spread out and watched him closely.

I'd be gone before they could move, thought Josh. He could see
people gathering below, staring up at him. He felt calm, different from
the Josh he had been living with over the last few days That person
seemed remote, not really him at all.

“Is that all?” he asked Mitch. .

“What difference does it make, Josh? You don’t want to go over the
edge. Step down and I'll tell you anything you want to know.”

“Tell me now,” said Josh. He knew that Mitch would keep talking all
day if necessary, anything to keep him from stepping off the roof, hop-
ing for a break, the chance to grab him. '
~ Mitch ran a thumb across his jaw, his ‘eyes narrowed. “All right,

Josh. You want it all, you'll get it. We ran~lucky on this one. We just
. kept looking and looking and it paid off. We found the knife caught in
‘one of the hedges, just hanging there. It was an ordinary kitchen knife,
like hundreds of others, but I remembered that when I had coffee with
your mother, I saw a holder in your kitchen that was supposed to hold
three knives but one of them was missing. The one we found looked
like it might belong to that set, so I sent a couple of men to check it -
out, and it was part of it. They lifted some prints from your room and
sent them with the knife to the lab to be compared. They haven’t
called me yet, but I guess 1f there’s a print on that knife we'll have a
match

“It sounds as if you have everythmg you need.”

“That doesn’t mean anything, Josh. It’s not the end of the world—
but it will be if you step off this roof.” .

“If T go, is it all over? Will you close it out?”

“I told you. You don’t have to do anything like that. There are a lot
of people who want to help you.’

Everything must have a beginning and an end thought ]osh Some-
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where during the past few days he had forgotten that, but since there
had to be an ending, it was best that he should detérmine what that
ending was.

He looked at Mitch. “What I want to know is, are you satisfied? .
Does it end here, one way or the other?” -

“One way or the other,” said Mitch.,

Josh took a deep breath. The sun was warm, the breeze gentle He

turned to.look out over the flat roofs of the houses and the rows of
trees that marked the rectangular pattern of the streets, losing himself
for a moment in a final contemplation of what had been.
. He sensed the sudden movement behind him. He leaned out over
the courtyard and, just-as his feet left the parapet, Mitch’s arm
clamped around his waist. The weight of his body smashed Mitch for-
ward against the parapet and that strong arm was all that kept him
from - going down. The patrolmen’s frantic hands were under -his
armpits and pulling. He came up and over and back onto the safety of
the roof; all four of them falling in d tangled mound, lymg there and
breathing hard. -

One of the patrolmen cursed angrily as he pulled Josh’s hands be-
hind him and locked the handcuffs in place.

“Let him alone,” said Mitch. He pulled Josh erect. and stood rubbmg
“his chest, pain twisting his face. “I owe you one, Josh,” he said.
think I broke a rib. You really wanted to go over, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” said Josh.

A plainclothes detective came running across the roof. He looked at
]osh then at Mitch. “Did he try?”

“He tried,” said Mitch. _

“Somebody smarter than me will have to tell me why,” said the
man. “The call just came in. His prints weren’t on the knife, but there
were others on the blade, touched with blood. "No question that who- ,
ever made that prmt used the kmfe on the girl. Anyway, they got a
match.”

Mitch stared at him. “Who?”

The man’s eyes shifted to ]osh and he jerked his chin forward. * HIS
-mother.”

“God!” said Mitch. He stalked halfway across the roof and stood
there for a few long minutes before coming back. “What a mistake it
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would have been,” he said. “Everything that fits him fits her. Where is
she now?” -

The detective took his arm and led him a few feet away, whispering
in his ear. Mitch listened, his face impassive, his eyes fixed on Josh.

“When the detective finished, Mitch rubbed a hand over his face; then
walked back to Josh. |

“Your mother is dead,” he said. “They found her when they went:
back to pick her up. She left a note saying it was all somethmg she had
to do.” He motioned. “Take off the cuffs.”

" Josh let .his hands drop as they were freed, .tears hot against his
closed lids. ,

Mitch placed a hand on his shoulder. “I don’t understand the

sneaker print,” he said. :
- Josh opened his eyes. “I was looking out the window,” he said dully.
“I saw her leave the house. That wasn’t right. She was afraid to go out
-unless I went with her. I went through the window and down the tree
and followed her. I saw the nurse coming. The nurse was scared until
she saw it was another woman. The next thing I knew, the nurse was
on the ground and my mother ran past me on the way home. I still
didn’t know what she had done, not until I went to lock at the nurse.
She was dead. Then a car came, so I ran too.”

“And you thought that if you went off the roof, we would close the
case up and look no further. You're a damned fool. Did you -think she
would stop? The killings would have gone on. People like that don’t
stop until they’re caught and put away. You should have told me.”

“I couldn’t do that,” said Josh. ‘

Mitch wrapped an arm over his shoulders. “I can understand that.
Listen. Maybe we can track down your father and let him know what’s
happened. You could use a little moral support, and just because he
took off with another woman doesn’t mean he’s a bad guy.”

Josh hesitated. She was dead, he thought, and that obligation was
ended, but there was another still with him that had to be fulfilled.

“He didn’t take off with another woman,” he said.

“Both she and the nelghbors—
“I know,” said Josh. “Because that’s what my mother wanted ev-
eryone to believe. She spread the story herself.”

He had thought the words would come easily, but they stuck in his
throat. “She lied,” he said. “She made it up. After two years of saying
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it, she had talked herself into believing it because she wanted to be-
lieve it, had to think he had run away with another woman. It must

have been the only way she could go on, and all the men and the.

nurses were part of it, her way of convincing herself_it really hap-
pened. I believed it because I wasn’t home when he was supposed to
have left and all I could remember was the arguments they used to
have.” ' ' - :

“I don’t understand,” said Mitch. “If he didn’t take off, where is
he?” ‘

“She put the belongings he had left behind in a locked room in the
basement,” said Josh. “I never had a reason to look-in that room. I
didn’t want anything of his. But last night T went down to see if he had
left anything behind that would tell me where he went.”

Mitch stared at him. ' b

Josh closed his eyes and saw the milk-white globe shadowed with the
_dark bodies of flies that had been trapped and had died, and he heard
again the buzzing of the fly that had struggled to find its way to free-
dom. She had been like that, he thought, trapped in a globe of her
. own making with no one to set her free.

“The house is old,” he said,. his voice a whisper. “The. basement floor- -

is dirt. You'll find him where she buried him two years ago.”

N\
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Well, at least one of them fulfilled his contract . . .~ )g\

ft was almost two o’clock in the afternoon when I telephoned the bank
from a public phone booth and asked to speak with Mr. Clifton, the
president.

His secretary gave me the usual treatment. What was my name?
Would I care to state my business with Mr. Clifton? I -told her my
name was Angelo Cremona and I wanted to talk with Mr. Clifton about
a contract. ' ’
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That seemed to satisfy her. In a few seconds Mr. Clifton’s phone
clicked and he said,  “Yes, Mr. Cremona, can [ help you? The voice
was bass register, smooth and controlled, and sounded puzzled. “I
don't recall your name, I'm afraid—"

“You wouldn’t,” I said. “We've never met.”

“Then how can I help you?” The smooth voice took on an edge of

1mpat1ence Or was it nervousness?

“I've been out of work for quite a while, Mr. Clifton,” I said, “and I
was.told by a friend in New York that if I came here and contacted
you you might offer me a temporary job of some kmd

" “Who was this friend?”
“He didn’t want me to say, sir. I'm sorry. But he’s always leveled
with me before, so here I am.
“You came here from New York?”
“Yes.”
“On the remote chance that I'd offer you a job?”
1 said h'umbly, “I sure hope you've got one I can fill, Mr. Clifton.”
He hesitated. “Do you know anything about banking?”
So the rumor ‘was true. Otherwise he’d have told me to get lost long

ago The nervousness was plain in his voice now.

I answered “Enough to get by, I think. Can we talk about 1t?
“Not now,” said Clifton, “I'm busy.”
“When?” " | ‘
He hesitated again. Tomght maybe? I walk the dog about ten
o'clock: You can join me then
“Right.”
“You know where I live?™
“I'll find out,” I said and hung up.
A little before ten that night, I stationed myself in the shadow of a
pyracantha hedge that bordered Clifton’s place on the street side. A
crushed-shell driveway led from where 1 stood through half an acre of

. manicured lawn to a handsome fieldstone house. Loitering near the tall

hedge, I kept out of sight of passing cars or pedestrians, an easy thing
to do because there weren’t many of either in this exclusive neighbor-
hood after dark. A full moon peered fitfully from behind racing clouds,

- and sudden gusts of wind with a faint chill in them rattled the hedge.

I hadn’t waited more than ten minutes when Clifton came out of his

76 - ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE |



front door and started down the driveway toward me. His-footfalls
crunched on the driveway.-When he got close enough, I could see that
he was holding tight to one end of a leash that had a big black standard
poodle on the other end of it. It was a stylish-looking dog, show-
clipped. Clifton was a stylish-looking man too. Wearing a business suit,
complete with vest and necktie, to walk the dog. The poodle was pull-
ing back on the leash, snuffling at the edge of the flower beds beside
the driveway so that Clifton had to keep jerking on the leash to make

the pooch follow him. '

I stepped out of the shadows and said, “Mr. Clifton?” I kept it very
quiet. I didn’t want to startle him.

He wasn't startled. He gave another casual ‘jerk on the dog’s leash
and said, “Oh, here you are. Cremona, wasn’t it?”

I fell into step with him and the dog. We walked down the road to-
ward the next estate to his, using the grass verge because there
weren't any sidewalks.

“Angelo Cremona,” I said. :

He looked hard at me in the uncertain light, a blg man who topped
me by almost a foot. He said abruptly, “Now can you tell me who sent
you to me?”’

“No, I can’t. What difference does it make? I can do the ]ob you
want done, Mr. Cljfton. Isn’t that enough for you?”

“And what exactly is the job you think I want.done?”

“I told your secretary. And she obviously told you. A contract job.”

" He wasn’t quite ready yet to take the plunge. “What kind of a con-
tract job? Maybe he was trying to test me, or ‘maybe he wanted the
suggestion to come from me, I didn’t know.

I said, “Why don’t you quit stalling, Mr. Clifton? The word"is out
that you want something to happen to your wife. That's the kind of
contract job I mean. If you want to talk to me about it, fine; otherwise
tell me now so I won’t waste any more time in this godforsaken town.”

He stopped in the middle of the road, pulling on the leash so hard
that he almost choked the poodle “I had to be sure of you,” he said
: softly “You can see that, can’t you?”

“Sure.” I soothed him a little. “So now you're sure of me, let’s settle
the deal.” I paused and pulled out a cigarette and lit it with my
lighter. “Fifteen thousand was the figure mentioned to me.”

He cleared his throat as though he were smoking the cigarette in-
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stead of me. “Yes. Fifteen is all rlght That seems——ah——reasonable
enough, I suppose.”

1 grinned in the darkness. The flgure Id heard was ten. The _)Ob was
looking better all the time.

Clifton was saying, “Of course I must be absolutely certain that no |
breath of suspicion will ever attach to me.” As though he’d invented -
the phrase. : '

I let my contempt show in my voice. “Listen,” I said. “Even you
ought to be able to figure that I couldn’t stay in this business very long
if I didn’t guarantee that. You think I'm a moron, for God’s sake?”

“Don’t take that tone with me!” Clifton snapped. The dog growled at
the. sudden crackle of ice in his master’s voice. “You must understand
one thing clearly. My reputation in this community is impeccable, Mr.
Cremona. My moral standards have never been questioned by anyone.
And my deep love for my wife, in spxte of her alcohohsm is well
known to all our friends. I want to keep it that way.’ - ;

“Except that you would find it convenient if your alcoholic wife .was
removed from the scene, right?” -

Clifton sighed. He started to walk again. The dog and I went with .
him. “I wish there were some other way,” he said. “Things have just
become so goddamn comphcated

“Never mind,” I interrupted. “I don’t want to know any reasons. All
I want to know is what your wife looks like, what kind and color of car
she drives, her habits, her schedule, things like that. And how many
servants or children live in your house with you, what their schedules
are, and so on. Including your own movements for the next day or
two, so that, as you put it, no breath of suspicion will attach to you
when it happens

He nodded. “I can give you all that. No children. Only one servant
who sleeps in. And you can come back to the house with me now and
familiarize yourself with my wife’s appearance. She’s drunk. When I
left the house, she was about to pass out on the living-room sofa. You
can look through the front windows when' I take in the dog and make
sure of identification. O.K.?”

“0.K.”

Neither of us said anything for a minute or two. Then Clifton said,

“It’s got to look like an accident, Cremona. Whatever happens to
. Nancy must look like an accident. Can you arrange that?”
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“No problem. Or a suicide.”

“Suicide?” He seemed shocked at the idea.

“Why not? If it works out that way, I'd like the option.”

“Well,” he murmured. “I suppose so, although I fail to see—"

“It's sometimes more convincing than an accident.” I felt the poodle
rubbing 'his muzzle against my leg as I walked. I patted his head. I
didn’t have to stoop to do it.
~ “I'll leave-it up to you then. Shall we go back now?”

“Not yet. We've settled on fifteen thousand for the job. I usually get
half in advance.”

Even in the gloom I could see his incredulous expression. “In ad-
vance?” he said sharply. “Before you've done anything? Before you've
given any evidence of good faith? Before I even know for sure that you
are.capable of carrying out such an assignment?”

“Yes,” I said. “Before all that, I usually get half in advance.”

“Not from me you don’t!” said Clifton. “You think I've become a
bank president by trusting people?” He laughed bitterly. “When the
job is done, you'll be paid, don’t worry about that. Maybe even a
bonus thrown in. But not a penny until I'm convinced that you've—
ah—performed satisfactorily.” : .

It was funny to hear this bankerlike talk coming from a guy who was
hiring me to kill his wife. I said, “Speaking of convincing, what will
you accept as convincing evidence that I've done the job for you?”

He didn’t say anything right away. Finally, in a low voice that car-
ried a thread of horror, he said, “I'll want to see her body, Cremona.
Her dead body.”

“Fair enough.”

“And the sooner the better.”

“Tll move as quick as I can. You better get the money together to-
morrow,”

“I'm playing in a member-guest tournament at the golf club tomor-
row,” he protested. “T'll be leaving the office before noon and—"

“Get the money together,” I said.

He swallowed. “How do you want it?”

“Hundreds will be 0.K.”

“After the job is done. You understand that?” .

“You've told me often enough.” We were walking under the over-
hanging branches of some big oak trees that bordered the road. It was
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so black that you could hardly tell the poodle from the darkness.

He said, “And don’t call me at the bank again, Cremona.”

“I won't. Suppose I meet you here each evening, walking the dog, to
report on progress? And to collect my fee. After the job is done, of
course.” ‘

I saw the white flash of his teeth as he smiled at my feeble sarcasm.
After a few steps more he said, “How will 1 know when you have—
ah—been-successful >’ ' ‘ .

1 laughed “You'll know all rlght Mr. Clifton. Don’t worry about
that.”

‘man who has just reached a final decision on a difficult problem and, is
feeling relieved about it. _ . ’

I said, “How about going back now so you can show me Mrs. Clif-
ton?”

Without a word, he turned and started to jerk the dog toward home.

I followed along, estimating that a hundred and fifty hundred-dollar
bills ought to make a pad about an inch and a quarter thick. Compact
enough to go into a number ten envelope. A very stimulating thought. -

I didn’t know whether Clifton would be at home the following night
when it came time to walk the poodle. But sure enough, as I waited in
the shadow of the hedge again, here he came, crunching down the
driveway, jerking on the dog’s leash and hurrying a little. ©= -

I fell into step with them again and we started down the road to-
gether. The dog panted noisily and led the way. I lit a cigarette.

Mr. Clifton turned to me and said with an approving nod, “Wéll,
Cremona, you certainly didn’t waste any tnme did you?”

“Today seemed as good a time as any,” I answered. “With you at
your golf club and the maid’s day off.”

“It was perfect! I was just 51tt1ng down .to dinner with my guests
when the police -called to-tell ‘me about- Nancy—that she’d committed
suicide by jumping into the river off the old bridge in Locust Grove.”

“It seemed a good spot for our purpose.”

“Perfect!” he said again. “How’d you ever find it?”

“The first thing to do on a job, Mr. Clifton, is to scout the territory.”
I looked at him. “Who discovered her?”

“A farmer driving a truckload of produce into the cxty for the

—
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farmer’s market. He noticed Nancy’s car in" the middle of the bridge
with the door hanging open and the keys in the ignition, but mobody
around.. Then he found the suicide note in the front seat and notified
the police.” *

“Good,” I said. “Good.” _

The poodle nudged my knee. He was getting to know me. I
scratched behind his ears.

Clifton said, “Are you going to tell me how you worked lt?

“No,” I sald “Did they find her body yet?”

“Not yet.” He wagged his head. “They dragged the river till it was
too dark to see anythmg, then called it off until morning. I Just left the:
river half an hour ago. -

“The maid?” I said. “Is she home from her day off yet?”

“She doesn’t come back till tomorrow. Why?”’

“She might have thought it was funny for you to walk your dog as
usual the day your wife jumped off a bridge; that’s all.”

Clifton slowed his pace, resisting the poodle’s strong surging on the
leash. “At least tell me how you worked the suicide note,” he de-
manded. “I saw it. It was in Nancy’s handwriting.” '

“You'd be surprised what a half-drunk woman will do when you
scare her enough.”

“You scared her?

“I made her write the suicide note, so I must have.”

“How?”

“Never mind.”

Clifton persisted. “I want to know.”

I lost patience. “All you need to know, Mr. Clifton, is that I tossed
your wife, dead drunk, into the river to drown and left a suicide note_
on the front seat of her car to explain her death. I've therefore solved
your- problem, right? So how about laying my fifteen grand on me?”

Clifton swore at the poodle before he replied. It was unnecessary
swearing, because the dog was marching along Nike a gentleman. I
thought maybe he was taking time to consider a new angle. Stallmg

When he did speak, I knew I'd been right. He said, “You know
something, Cremona? T thmk there’s a very good chance that I don’t

- owe you a cent.” ‘

I stopped in the middle of the road. He stopped too. So did the dog.

“How’s that?” I asked mildly, holding myself in.
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“Nancy may really have committed suicide, all by herself. That’s
what I mean. Without any help from" you at all. She’s often talked
about what a great place that old bridge would be for a suicide. And
she’s been very depressed lately.” .

“Now just a minute,” I began. ‘

But he rushed on, caught up in his new idea. “I told you about
Nancy committing suicide in the river, and about dragging the river,
and about the suicide note and all that. You haven’t-told me anything!
All you've done is nod your head and make cryptic remarks.”

“I told you_last night I might opt for -suicide,” I reminded him.
“That's some indication -that I helped Nancy on her way today, isn’t
it?”

“Or a lucky coincidence. You don't tell me how you scared Nancy
-into writing the note. You don’t tell me how you knew about the old
bridge. And you don’t tell me about the suicide note. I tell you!”

I was sick of this. I said.in my toughest voice, “You hired me to kill
your wife for ﬁfteen thousand dollars, Mr Clifton. I've killed her Lef’s
have the moneéy:’ -

He paid no attention. After all, there’s no way a guy who stands six-
two in his socks and plays golf and squash three times a week to main-
tain' his muscle tone is going to be cowed by an unarmed five-foot
four-inch mini-man like me—especially when he has a dog at his side
big enough to treat me like a Gainesburger if his master tells him to.
He said, “I'm sorry but I'm not satisfied, Cremona. Maybe you were
responsible’ for Nancy’s suicide, and maybe not. In any case, 1 won't
pay you until I see her dead body That was our agreement. And
Nancy is still in the river.’

“It may be three or four days before they get her out,” 1 said. “On a
drowning job I did two years ago in Illinois, it took them three days to
locate the body. I'm not going to hang around town that long, Mr. Clif-
ton. And I shouldn’t think you'd want me to.’

“I don’t give a damn what 'you think. If Nancy actually killed herself
I'm in the clear anyway. And if she didn't, 1f you arranged it, I still
want to be sure she’s dead.”

I played my last card. I edged Clifton out into the middle of the
road where the moonlight was a little brighter than under the trees
and put my hand into my pocket. “How about these?” I asked him. I
held out my cupped hand. :
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He looked at them silently, bending close, ‘his eyes only a few inches
from the diamond engagement ring and the wristwatch on its gold
band. He straightened up and grabbed my wrist. “They're Nancy’s!”

“Oh, are they?” 1 said sarcastically.

“She was wearing them when I left for the office this'morning.”

“And now I've got them,” I said. “Does that mean anything to you?”

He wilted. “Yes. Yes. Of course. 'm- sorry, Cremona.”, He thought
_about it for a minute. “That’s proof enough, I guess.” .

. “Good,” I said. I put the jewelry back in my pocket. “All right if1
keep them? You mentioned a possible -bonus.” '

He waved that aside. “Keep them. You've earned them, Cremona.”

“Thanks,” I said. “And my fifteen grand?”

“Right here.” He reached into his inside jacket pocket and brought
out a fat envelope. I noted with pleasure that it was about an inch and
a quarter thick. Any way you look at it, a nice package.

I took the envelope from his fingers and peeked inside to make sure
he hadn’t tried to pay me off with cut-up newspapers-or Kleenex. He
hadn’t. The envelope was stuffed with real hundred-dollar bills, just as
ordered.

I looked up at Clifton and raised my voice a little. “Do you mind
if I count it, Mr. Clifton?”

“Go ahead,” he said, cheerful as you please “You'll find it’s all
there.” :

“I'm sure it is,” said a voice behmd my shoulder.

Two shapes materialized from the shadows and stepped smarfly-
abreast of Clifton, one on either side.

“0.K., Angelo,” the biggest shape said. His name is Brannigan.
“We'll take it from here. You're under arrest, Mr. Clifton.” He snapped
a handcuff on Clifton’s right wrist before my client knew what was
happening to him. The other cop, Phillips, grabbed the poodle’s collar.

1 put the fifteen thousand into my pocket to hold for evidence, and
said to Clifton, “The charge will be conspiracy to murder your wife.”

He turned a furious face on me. “You're a cop, Cremona? A cop?”

I nodded. “Only undercover though,” I said. “Too short for much of -
anything else.”

He squirmed in Branmgans grip and cursed me. “This is entrap-
ment!” he faltered. “False arrest! You'll never make it stlck‘ Commis-
sioner Raleigh is one of my best friends.”
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Brannigan is even bigger than Clifton. He said roughly, “Angelo’s
got you on tape, Clifton. Youre cooked.”
~ Clifton looked at me and I nodded and held up my mgarette lighter
-rlgged with the miniature mike. I was beginning to feel sorry for him. I
said, I can show you your wife’s body now, Mr. Clifton, if you want to
see it.” .
Nothing about him but his eyes moved. He said huskily, “Then
Nancy did drown herself? And you’ve found her body?”

“It was never lost,” I said. “We've kept your wife under close sur-
veillance for a week—ever since one of our stoolies told us you were
offering a contract on her life. She’s down at headquarters right now,

- alive and Well and sober, waiting till we bring you in. She helped us
set you up.’

That shook him more than anything. “Nancy wouldn’t be a party to
such a rotten plot against me!” he said. “I won’t believe that! She loves
me, she’s always said she couldn’t get along thhout me! That’s why
she’s never been w1111ng to give me a divorce.”

“Well,” I said, “she changed her mind in a hurry when it came
down to being divorced or being dead. You can’t really blame her, can
you?” -

He didn’t answer me.
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Emma needed time to cultivate her garden . . .

Emma Trask quietly closed her kitchen door and stepped out into the
frail light of dawn. She glanced anxiously at the brick house next door.
Nothing stirred. Curtains covered the windows. : '
“Please, please,” Emma whispered, “let Mattie still be asleep.” She
bolted past the open space between the two houses and into the shel-
ter of her garden. She knelt in the soil and viciously yanked at the
weeds threatening the tiny pansies. Such pretty little faces the pansies
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had. She caressed one with a fingertip.

Mattie’s like a weed, Emma thought with sudden insight. Steadlly
infiltrating and spreading.

Raising her head, Emma_ looked back at her little house. The early
morning sun brushed the white wood with a delicate rosy hue. Emma
caught her breath in a sob. The house had seemed so perfect when she
first saw it. A perfect little pearl. But it was the garden—oh, the lovely
garden—that , captured her heart. All her life Emma had yearned for
just such a garden. It seemed to cry out to her. Come, come and live
here. This is where you belong.

It spoke plainly of neglect and her hands longed to set it right. To
tear out the weeds choking the flowers and crawling over the pebbled

paths. To neaten the straggly bushes and prune the roses and shape
~ the fruit trees. The beautiful fruit trees—an apple and a peach and a

lemon—meant to bear fruit just for her. .
" Yes, Emma knew immediately, this was the house to buy. From this
garden of her dreams she would grow masses of flowers and fill every
room in the little house. Her hand shook when she signed the papers
that would make the house her own.

During the following days she barely ate and she slept poorly in her
anxiety that something would happen to prevent the sale. When she
caught herself daydreaming over the garden, picturing the roses in
bloom and apples on the tree; she went cold with dread that some ma-
licious fate would snatch it all away.

But her fears proved foolish and at last she received the key to the
house. She clutched it tightly in her hand, her heart pounding. The

- garden was truly hers. Anytime she liked she could work in her own

garden—all day if she wanted. And she could have flowers. Flowers. -

- everywhere. Every kind and every color, in vases all over her house.
Joy bubbled in her throat with such pressure that tears filled her-eyes.
Then she met Mattie.

_ On the very day Emma moved in, she met Mattie. The moving men
had unloaded her belongings and départed. Packing boxes crowded the
rooms. Mama’s dainty furniture sat askew and looked offended at find-
ing itself removed from the elegant city apartment and dumped in this
plain little house in the suburbs. Emma clasped her thin hands to-
gether, feeling such happiness she had to sing. She darted from box to
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box, reading her neatly prmted labels until she found the 6ne she
wanted.

.Unpacking it lovingly, she caressed each shmy new garden tool as
she took it out—trowel, pruning shears, clippers, something that
looked like a metal claw, the garden books collected over the years and
until now used only for pleasant reading. She was leaﬁng through one
when the doorbell rang.

On the porch stood a plump middle-aged woman with short blonde
hair and a wide smile that bared such large strong teeth that for a mo-
ment Emma was frightened.

“I'm Mattie,” the woman said. From next door.” Her voice was
‘loud and positive and she swept in. “I've been watching the movers. I
thought I'd come over and lend you a hand.” She looked around at the
disorder and dusted her hands together. “On second thought, I'd bet-
ter lend you both of them

“Oh, that’s nice of you,” Emma sala. ‘But actually I thought I'd do a
-little work in the garden. You see, this is my very first garden and I'm
so excited—" - : Lo~

“It's no trouble at all,” Mattie said. “I like to keep busy. I know you
must feel you'll. never get this mess cleared up, but don't worry, I'm
here to help.” She seized a carton and ripped it open. “Kitchen things.
I don’t have to ask where you want these. In no time, we’ll have ev-
erythmg straight.”

“But there’s no hurry,” Emma protested.

Mattie paid no attentlon She hefted the carton and marched to the
kitchen.

Emma sighed, supposing the woman was right, that it would be bet-
ter to get the house settled before starting on the garden. But it was
her house and her garden. Emma felt ashamed of her annoyance. Mat-
tie was just being neighborly. And it was nice of her to help. After one
longing glance out the window, Emma opened another box and stacked
the towels and sheets out of it into the linen closet.

As order began to appear out of chaos Emma began to feel grateful
to Mattie—so much was being accomplished so quickly. But although.
Mattie worked hard, she talked in a loud voice all about herself. About
being a widow, about her husband dying after a lingering illness, about
having no children. About living alone in the big brlck house next door
that was much too big for her. :
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After several hours Emma, exhausted from the unpacking and limp
from Mattie’s voice booming at her, talked simply to keep that voice
from pounding her eardrums. At first she spoke of general things like
the weather and the number of closets in the house, but Mattie asked
so many eager questions that Emma found it difficult to keep anything
back. Soon she was talking about herself, about her life, about the
apartment, and about Mama dymg

“T know just how you feel,” Mattie said sympathetlcally ‘It’s so hard
when you lose someone you love.” She sighed gustlly. ‘We're both all
alone in the world.”

Alone? Well, yes, Emma knew she was alone. But it wasn’t a sad
thing the way Mattie seemed to think. Emma was happy to be alone

and free to do what she wanted instead of what Mama wanted. Free to

move from the apartment she disliked, so much and into her own
house. Free to have a garden and flowers. Because of Mama’s allergies,
Emma couldn’t have any flowers or plants in the apartment. Not even
so much as an African violet on her window-sill.

-Mama. Always doing things, playing cards, going to partxes enter-
taining friends and having them in for tea. And of course she wanted
Emma to share it all with her. And to pour the tea from the silver

teapot. Even if Emma wanted to stay home and read a book, Mama °

always insisted that Emma come with her. _

“I'm so glad: you moved here,” Mattie said. “I already feel that we're
good friends. Now we have each other and neither one of us will be
alone.”

- Emma was startled and vaguely uneasy. She remembered Mama say-
ing over the years, We only have each other now that Daddy’s gone.

The next morning Emma got up early. As she s1pped a cup of spiced
tea, she looked around at her tidy kitchen and thought that Mattie was

- right. How nice to have everything unpacked and put away where it

belonged: and the boxes all flattened and set out for the trashmen to
pick up.

And today she could spend the whole day in the garden. She would
start on the weeds. By the end of the day she should have one whole
flower bed free of those strangling weeds—

A brisk rat-a-tat sounded on the door, the knob turned, and Mattxe came
in. n
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“So you're an early riser too,” Mattie said. “Good. If there’s one
thing I can’t stand it's people who stay in bed half the day. I just made
some doughnuts. Have one before they get cold.”

Emma felt a sharp prick of annoyance as she made tea for Mattie.
The doughnuts were delicious and it was kind of Mattie to bring them,
but Emma had already had breakfast and she wanted to get an early
start in the garden. Well, perhaps she wouldn't stay long.

“Now,” Mattie said after draining her cup, “are you ready? We won’t
get anything done sitting here.” :
~ “Oh, but thére’s nothing left to do.”

“The rest of the boxes need unpacking.”

“Oh no, you see—"

All the boxes had already been unpacked except those with Mama’s
silver and china. Emma meant to leave that packed and the boxes
stacked in the extra bedroom out of the way. Silver was so much trou-
ble, having to be polished all the time, and the fragile china collected
dust and needed such careful washing.

“Of course you want this unpacked,” Mattie said, tearing open a car-
" ton. “You can’t leave all these beautiful things in boxes. They need to

be out where you can see them.”

They unpacked the china, carefully washed and dried each piece,
and placed it in the china cabinet where it had sat for so many years.
They took out the silver and polished it all, the teapot and the bowls
and the platters and the candlesticks. By the time they finished, there
was very little daylight left and Emma was too tired to work in the
.garden anyway.

Every day after that Mattie came, uninvited, often early in the
morning and sometimes not leaving until after dark. With no more un-
packing to do, Mattie started cleaning until every inch of the house
had been scriibbed until it shone.

They painted one bedroom because Mattie convinced Emma that lav-
ender walls made the room too dark and white would be better. The
paint fumes gave Emma a headache, but Mattie smiled with her large
horse teeth and said, “Isn’t this fun? I'm so glad you're here. Now we
have each other.” -

Emma felt a chill.

The house was spotless and Emma had to admit it looked lovely. But
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she hadn’t made much headway in the garden. The flower beds re-
. mained choked with weeds, the shrubbery was still shaggy, and she
hadn’t yet planted the herbs she had bought. Headaches started to
plague her, occurring more and more often, the pain more severe with
éach one. i}

When not scrubbing or painting, Mattie went places and insisted
Emma go with her——shopping or out for lunch or to a movie or meet-
ings or lectures. “Now,” Mattie would say when Emma protested, “I'm
not going to leave you all alone to start brooding and grlevmg for youft
mother. Remember, I'm here now. You're not alone anymore.

“But the garden,” Emma protested.
“That’s no good. Gardening keeps your hands busy, but it leaves
your mind free to feel sorry for yourself.”

Emma got up earlier and earlier to have some quiet time in her gar-
den before Mattie came. She couldn’t sleep at night, worrying whether
she’d beat Mattie to a precious hour or two alone in her garden. But
Mattie got up earlier and earlier to join Emma in the garden. She gave
Emma a pair of gloves and urged her to wear them so her hands
wouldn’t get stained with dirt. —

Emma hated the gloves. They were clumsy things that made her
hands awkward and her fingers unable to feel the tender plants. Always
too thin, she got even thinner and her headaches got worse.

Mattie insisted the weight loss and headaches were because Emma
worked too hard in the garden. She brought over a bottle of weed
killer. “There’s no sense in killing yourself trying to pull out all
those weeds. Just dose them with this.”

“Oh, but I don’t like to use this sort of thing. It's not good for—"

“There are some weeds you just have to use weed killer on.”

Emma-accepted the bottle, but so many warnings covered the label
she was frightened of it and she put it under the sink and never used
it. : -
If only, Emma thought in despair. If only she could tell” Mattie- to

-leave her alone. If only she could keep her door locked and not answer

- her phone. If only attie would just go away.

~ But Emma couldn’t. Mama had taught her to-be a lady, to be meek
and docile. She couldn’t bring herself to be rude no matter how much

she wanted to. She could only smile and be agreeable and listen to

Mattie’s booming voice. -
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She did try to escape a few times. When Mattie told her they were
going somewhere at a certain time, Emma went off -for a walk. But
‘Mattie looked at her so oddly and made such pointed comments about
forgetfulness and senility and speaking to a doctor that Emma gave it
up. g
Emma had a recurring dream that she and Mattie were daisies, side
by side in the flowerbed. The daisy that. was herself shriveled and
shrunk little by little while the daisy that was Mattie got bigger and
stronger, and then dropped its petal disguise and revealed itself as a
monstrous weed. It grabbed Emma by the roots and squeezed the life
“out of her. :

Each time Emma woke up sweating and with her heart pounding.
She would get up even earlier then and go out to the garden for reas-
surance.

There were mornings, however, when she tried to escape Mattle by :
staying in bed late. She kept her doors locked and, pretending to be
asleep, didn’t answer the phone though it rang- and rang until she
thought she would scream. ,

But nothing kept Mattie away. One morning she called the fire.de-
partment and insisted they break the lock because Emma might be dy-
ing.

And Emma, lying in bed in her nightgown, wanted to die of shame
when strange men came into her bedroom. :

Her face grew hot just remembering

Emma dropped a handful of weeds in her basket. “There now,” she
murmured to the pansies. “That’s better, isn’t it?” She fancied that the
flower faces looked happier already.

“Yoo-hoo,” Mattie called and a few seconds later her feet crunched
firmly down the pebbled path.

Emma crouched over the flowers, her muscles tensing protectlvely

“There you are,” Mattie said. “I've been looking for you. You
haven’t forgotten, have you? We have appointments to have our hé.ir
done.”

Emma smiled vaguely and shook her head. She felt the skm tlghten
on her scalp and pain stabbed behind her eyes.

“You know,” Mattie went on, “I've been thinking. You gave me such
a fright last week, I'll never get over it. Don’t you think it would be
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better if’l moved in with you? Then we’d never be alone. I'd always be
right here.” - )

“Oh dear,” Emma moaned, rocking back and forth. The pain swelled
in her head. ' ‘

Mattie looked at her W1th concern. “Are you all right?” She put her
hand on Emma’s shoulder.

Emma drew back. “Yes.” She squeezed her eyes shut for a moment.

“I'm just a little stiff.” She rose to her feet. The pain clouded her vi-
sion.. She peered at Mattie through the grey mist. Mattie’s face faded,
the features blurred, then sharpened into Mama’s face, then blurred -
again. A breeze lifted the blonde hair and it waved around the face like
the petals in a daisy mask.

TIl have to change,” Emma said. Her - v01ce sounded far away.

“Maybe youd like a cup of tea while you wait.” Emma started for the
house.

Mattie followed. In her booming voice, she pointed out the advan-
tages of living together. Emma didn’t hear The pain was so bad now
that she could barely see.

* She told Mattie to sit in the living room while she made the tea. She
took down Mama’s silver teapot and set it.on the kitchen cabinet,-then
patted the sweat from her forehead. She bent, almost screaming from
the pain, and took what she needed from the bottom cabinet.

Straightening, she grasped the edge of the cabinet. She swayed, pain
crashing through her head. Strong, she thought, it must be very
strong. She unscrewed the jar and poured a generous portion of weed
killer in the silver teapot before filling it with spiced tea.

Some weeds you just have to use weed killer on.

’
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His idea was to separate Quebec from Canada . . . .

e g
WEDNESDAY /
NIGHT Al ;
THE FORUX M

- The Quebec referendum was only two weeks away and you could feel
the tension. in the Montreal population, even in a neighborhood so ded-
icated to drinking and relaxation as Crescént Street. Argentina Carr
sat in splendid isolation at a small round table snug against the brick
outer wall of El Diablo, well in the canopy’s shade.and as far as possi-
ble from the pedestrian flow, drinking Irish coffee and waiting for
Bosco Latourelle. "
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Argentina loved the sensation. of getting high early on a Thursday af-
ternoon. Especially when the air was tingling with anticipation, a sort
of suppressed scream in the city as if a carnival crowd was watching a
jammed ferris wheel teetering and about to fall. With no program to do
this afternoon‘at Radio-Canada, she was free to sit and drift and take
whatever the rest of the day had to.offer. The premier of the province
was in Montreal doing an all-afternoon open-line show which was pre-
empting her time. So the listeners were getting Yves Baril instead of
Argentina Carr. And Argentina Carr was getting high.

- Bosco Latourelle arrived with his customary flair. Brakes squealed on
Majsonneuve Boulevard, tires ripped the pavement, and then voices
rose in theatrical dispute, full of thunder but without much conviction.
After all, metal had not been bent nor any glass broken, and who really
minded the excuse to sound off?

"Argentina could see her friend’s chestnut head, large and smooth
from recent attention at the stylist’s, moving above the roofs of parked
cars. He was doing everything at once; paying the taxi, tipping to com-
“pensate for the sudden command to stop, shouting down the offended
~motorists, greeting friends at El Diablo’s ringside, placating the laconic
cop, and then, with the immaculate timing of the successful advertising
man, leaving the meeting while he was still ahead.

“You're going to get killed one day,” Argentina said as Bosco ma- .
nipulated a couple of Steinberg wrought-iron chairs to make a place
for himself. _

“No way,” Bosco said. “I cause other people’s deaths, not my own.
I'll die in bed.” ‘ :

“Sounds a lonely way to go.”

“Who said I'd be alone?” His mildly accented English was a sound
Argenfina never tired of. Latourelle—articulate as any man in
Canada—knew the good thing he had going and made no attempt to
lose the vocal evidence of his Gaspé. origins. He sat down, the jacket of
his dark-blue summerweight suit unbuttoned, his white shirt taut
across his generous chest and belly. His glossy tie was loosened at the
unbuttoned collar and hung like a striped flag. “Fait chaud,” he said,
swabbing his clean-shaven face with a balled handkerchief, his pale-
blue eyes never leavmg Argentlna s. “If June is like this, we'll roast in
July.” o

“The long hot summer,” Argentina said meaningfully. Like everyone
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else- these days, she seldom got the referendum out of her mind.

“What’s that you're -drinking?” Bosco asked her. “Irish coffee? To-
day? Only the.English.” To the waiter he said, “Un autre cafe comme
ca pour ma'm’selle, et moi, je veut prendre une grosse Canabrau.”

~ Latourelle preferred whisky to beer but he served his brewery clients in
pubhé by always keeping his table covered with their bottles. ‘

“I'm mystified, Bosco,” Argentina said. Why the phone call'P Why
the insistence on meeting me?”

“You should always keep your shoulders and arms uncovered like
that,” he said. “You gleam.”

“Thank you.” The light cotton frock, dotted like confetti and held at
the shoulders by two ribbons, was one of her own favorites. Argentina
was very aware of the slope of her arms, the tanned skin and the gold
dusting of tiny hairs where a shaft of sunlight was penetrating the
shade. “Is this courting day? It sounded very urgent on the tele-
phone '

“Courting can be urgent Argentina.”

“As I remember, it was anything but urgent last time. Measured and
contemplative would be more like it. Not that I'm complaining.”

The drinks came and Bosco put down half the glass of beer at one
draft, his broad muscled neck pulsing -slowly. He set down the glass
and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, the sophisticated man
of commerce retammg his farmer charm. “O.K., my love, I need you.
This is the time.’

“Are we still on that subject?”

“I need you to help me bring off a coup.’ * He lowered his voice.and.
hlS eyes went ﬂat “A- political adventure, old girl. A k)dnappmg.

“I don’t get it.”

“No joke. You and-I and a few others are going to make the blg
move. We're going to get involved. That’s if you'll agree to go along.”
He looked at her, measuring her. “And I hope you'll agree, because if

./ you don’t this whole population is due for the cruelest blood-bath our
native land has ever experienced.”
~ “Bosco, you don’t sound like yourself.”

“I don’t? Well.” He put the glass to his lips but set it back- down

this time untasted. “Changed times, Argentina. Means people have to
" change too. I've been thinking for a week, ever since a piece of infor-
mation fell into my lap. Never mind how. And I've decided I have to
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act, before it's too late. While we still have a little freedom.”

Argentina’s mind was racing, stimulated by her friend’s electric
mood. “Are you talking about the referendum? Is this to do with Yves
Baril?”

Latourelle looked at his watch. “Dennis Masterson is supposed to
_|0m us by two-thirty. We have.to persuade him to come in t0o.”

“We? How can I persuade him when I'm in the dark?”

“O.K. You're right, it’s Baril. He’s the man we have to kidnap.”

It was hard for Argentina to know which way to look. Madness.
“Kidnap the premier of the province? You have to be joking, Bosco.
Come on, even the FLQ never went that far. They snatched poor
Pierre Laporte and even then they ended -up murdering him and get-
ting caught and going to jail for life. Don’t suggest to me that you're
headmg down that road. Why?”

“To prevent a civil war. Separatists fighting confederatlomsts Con-
centration camps in the Laurentians. Maybe something like Lebanon
here in Montreal.”

“Bosco, are you smoking something? What kind of dreams are
these? Argentina saw heads turn at other tables and she lowered her .
voice. “The referendum has ground rules to prevent any of that. It
would have to-be at least 85 percent in favor of an independent
Quebec before separation. would be -considered. Even then it would
be a slow procedure.”

“That was René Levesque’s policy. He was moderate. But when that
plane went down at Noranda, Levesque died and so did moderation.
Baril is another kettle of piranhas.”

“Everybody knows Baril was an extremist but when he took over the
party, he had to cool it. That’s part of the job. You've heard what he’s
been saying.” »

“What he says and what he means to do are not the same thing. I've
seen the document.” Latourelle sounded thoroughly convinced and,’
knowing his reputation for common sense, Argentina felt icy claws:
close to her heart. ' ‘

“Baril plans to act if the referendum is 51 percent to 49 in favor.
He’s got the contingency plans all set. Quebec will separate
overnight—a fait accompli. Quebec flag, Quebec currency, Quebec
customs and immigration—the lot.” :

“But he couldn’t. The people wouldn’t stand forit.”
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“The people will never know what hit them. Unless we tell them
about it before it happens.” '

Dennis Masterson was threading his way between tables. Tall and
broad-shouldered, in a.double-breasted blazer and grey slacks, he
looked as though he had just stepped off a yacht. Masterson’s clothes
were expensive but square; shoes, for him, had to be black and fitted
with laces. Argeritina could recall his friend Johnny Fist from The
Ninety-Seven club teasmg Dennis about it, kicking at them and calhng '
them policeman shoes.

“Salut, Denny,” ‘Bosco said, half rising and indicating the chalr be-
side him. “What are you drinking?”

“Just a lemonade, I've got choir practice at six o’clock.” Squeezing
past Latourelle, Masterson pulled out the chair beside Argentina. “Two
more Sundays and they close the church for the summer. Then I can
get bombed on Thursdays_like the rest of you.” He sat down and put
an arm around Argentina’s bare shoulders. “How’s my favorite radio
commentator?” : .

“Fine. How’s my favorite radio smger?

“Not bad, except I'm a little hoarse from rehearsal.” Puttmg on
another voice, the singer asked himself, “Where did you say youre
from? Nnngaaannng, nnngaaanng. . .” Masterson had become hooked
years ago on the routines of Bert Lahr and he still salted his conversa-
tion with echoes of the old comedian’s vaudeville laugh. -

Latourelle was watching Masterson with mixed feelings. He liked the
singer for the decent man he was, but he doubted the tensile strength
of his moral fibre—a serious drawback now that he needed him to help
make the plot work. And then there was the singer’s manicured hand .
on Argentina’s upper arm, pressing hard enough to give the tanned
skin a white border around his fingertips. He said, :

“T'm glad you could make it, Denms I'm trying something blg and I
rieed you to help me.’

“Pitching for another account, Bosco?-Count on me. IIl sing your
presentation jingle for nothing.” He winked at Argentina. “As long as
you pay me double scale when we do the finished job.”

“It isn’t a pitch,” Latourelle said.

For the first time, Masterson felt the tension. Stlll he trled ‘to keep
it light, to postpone the threatening discussion that seemed to be shap-
ing up. “You're divorcing your wife for Argentina. Man, she isn’t worth
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it. Just a pair of pretty arms.’

Nobody was laughing. The waiter brought the lemonade Latourelle
had ordered. As Masterson sipped, Argentina said, “You're going to
wish that was mostly vodka.” =

“Its a desperate situation,” Latourelle said. “It has to do with the
- referendum and what Baril is up to and what s going to happen to all of
us if somebody doesn’t get in his way.” Then he explained, enlarging
on what he had told Argentina and ending up with his plan to snatch
Yves Baril, to hold him in non-violent detention and thus to get the
media involved in alerting Quebec and the rest of Canada.

Masterson listened with his lean face set in a rather prim frown, his
lips a tight line. It was as if he was in a cramped studio auditioning a
mediocre singer with bad breath, When Latourelle finished, Masterson
shook his head and filled his lungs with a long intake of air.

“I think you’re out of your primitive French-Canadian mind, Bosco
I've never heard such alarmist claptrap in my life.”\.
“I can show you a copy of the document I got from my friend inside
_ Le Parti Quebecois. This is happening, my old friend—not next decade
or next year but in two weeks, after the referendum. That's why we’re °
taking Yves Baril—tomorrow, at the Publicité Club luncheon.”

Masterson blinked. “I'm singing at the luncheon tomorrow.”

“That’s why you're in the scheme.”

“No ‘way, Bosco. Guns and masks and speeding cars are not my spe-

malty

“Guns are not involved. There will be no viclence in this gig at all.

It’s a peaceful detention. Baril will be detained while we get the televi- |
sion cameras focused on what he’s planning.” ‘

“How will you take him without guns? He never goes anywhere

without all those wrestlers around him. It's like Wednesday night at
the Forum.”

“Tve got a plan. But I want to tell everybody at one tlme Tomght

“Nope.” Masterson stood up. “I've got choir practice.”

Latourelle had to laugh at that. He looked at Argentina Carr with his
round blue eyes screwed up in delight and they both started laughing.
Here he was, planning to kidnap the premier of Quebec in an effort to’
head off a civil war and his key man could not attend the briefing be-
cause he had choir practlce

Cgme after practice,’ " Latourelle said.
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“Never in a million years.” :

Bosco stood and faced Masterson. “Go and talk to Johnny Fist,” he
said. “Walk over and see him right now. He’s in on it. In fact, the
 meeting’s at his place, upstairs over the club.” By invoking the name of
Jonathan Fitzwilliam, Latourelle as good as put Masterson in the bag,
and both he and Argentina knew it. The singer and the giant club
owner were inseparable and had been for years.

“Will you go and talk to Johnny?” Argentina ‘put in. Without any
conscious thought she seemed to have become Bosco’s accomplice.

“All right.” Masterson’s consent sounded as grudging as a rusted
gate. “All right. Tll go and talk to Johnny.” And he left El Diablo,
proud-backed, one arm trailing, the other held across his chest, a
headwaiter making an exit in a 1940’s movie.

For a few seconds, Argentina and Bosco looked at each other blank
as portraits in a gallery. Then she said, “He’s gomg to give you trou-
ble, Bosco.”

“The: whole scenario is flimsy and full of holes,” Latourelle con’
ceded. “But the advantage we have is that it's unpremeditated and it’s
- quick. Give us six months to prepare and we’'d get arrested on our way
into the hotel. But this.thing .is all whim and impulse, and it might
work. It’s my forte, glrl—the advertising business couldn’t function any
_other way.

They drank up and Bosco, edgy and more electric than before, ,
checked his watch. “Coming with me? I've got to run over and see
"Eloise Carpentier.”

Argentina had met Eloise once or twice at jazz shows down in the
Old Town. Everybody knew everybody, she realized, but why was
Latourelle visiting the poor little rich girl in the middle of the af-
- ternoon? With four Irish coffees in her, it was no trouble for Argentina
- to put the questlon to Bosco.

. He said, “I want to tell her the time of the meeting tomght Can you
. imagine? She has this lush pad on Sherbrooke Street and she won’t
have a telephone put in.’

Tell her the time of the meeting. That meant she was already in the
picture, that Bosco had recruited her before Argentina. This bothered
¢ Argentina and she strode in silence beside Latourelle as they headed
east on Sherbrooke; bare-shouldered and grim-faced, her sandals slap-
ping the pavement, she was like a mythological warrior woman going
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into battle beside her man.

They passed elegant boutiques set well back from the sidewalk and
up flights of stairs, then the new glass towers that had replaced
nineteenth-century homes, then the McGill campus with a few lads
tossing a football on what was left of the grass after the new library
claimed its space, and, after crossing Bleury Street, a succession of
weary restaurants and shops leaning on each other in the heat, their
doors hanging open, gasping for air. Finally, surprisingly, they arrived
at a solitary residential tower thrusting high among the flat roofs like
the first stone in a new cemetery.

As they approached, Latourelle’s tumbling thoughts settled down
and he heard Argentina’s silence for the first time. “Are you-all right?”

“I'm fine.”

. His ability to read people was the’ characteristic which, more than
brains and a willingness to work hard, had made Latourelle the head of
- his own advertising agency at 42. He stood with Argentina in the lobby

waiting for the elevator, watching her face, doing a low-profile tap-

dance on the marble floor. “Having a remote place to take Baril was -
the foundation of the plan. Eloise has that crazy farm she bought in the-

Eastern Townships. I had.to get that buttoned down before it made
-sense to talk to anybody else.”

“I understand.”
“You, gleaming woman, are - the one who moves and acts and speaks
- in the piece. Without you, it wouldn’t-happen.”

Feeling better, she said, “Nobody is indispensable.”

" “Wrong,” he said. “Yves Baril is indispensable. No villain, no plot.”

The elevator lifted them twenty stories into the air, silently,” with
only an alarming shudder at the end and a long three seconds while
it decided to open the door. Eloise was in dapartment 2020, not far
down the dim corridor. Bosco pressed the buzzer and a chain rattled
immediately on the other side.

She opened the door and they heard a recordmg of Miles’ Davis
down the hall playing “Bye Bye Blackbird,” muted, wistful. Fragile as
smoke, Eloise drifted aside to let them come in; a simple kiss on the
cheek for Bosco, an elegiac smile for Argentina. She pushed back a cur-
tain of long silver hair with a hand holding a tiny glass. “Let me get
you both a drink.”

They followed her into a living room that smashed at them w1th one
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glass wall framing roofs, steeples, towers of windows, the sky, the

river, and bridges vaulting away to the South Shore. On the hotizon,

the green hills of Vermont had decided to be late-afternoon blue. It

was the sort of view you admired and edged away from. But even this

panorama could not blind Bosco to the annoying fact that Tancrede

Falardeau was in the room. )

“You both know Tancrede, don’t you?” }lese was at a cherrywood

cabinet, adding water to Pernod.

They exchanged three-way greetings. Argentina realized it was at
'The Big Bang, Falardeau’s club down in Le Vieux Montreal, that she
had met Eloise. But the_ girl had been different at that time, admit-
tedly a couple of years ago. What was it?

Stalling, hoping Tancrede might be on his way out Latourelle said,

“I'm glad to hear you still dig Mlles
“After Otto, he’s the greatest.”

It was a sign of the remarkable progress made by Eloise Carpentier
~ in picking up the pieces of her life that she could mention Otto’s name
as casually as this. When Otto Grant, the black man from Philadelphia
and trumpet soloist in Tancrede’s house band, was accidentally killed
in a foolish struggle over some rare phonograph records, Eloise nearly
cashed in. In those days, she weighed even less—a mere suggestion of
a girl—and she was"supporting a pernicious heroin habit. Otto was her
lover and, so everybody beélieved, her strength. When they buried
him, Eloise put her head down and waited for the world to roll over
her. ‘
Then a remarkable thing happened. She got up one day and 51gned
herself into a sanitarium, where she cold-turkeyed the drug addlctlon
She came home, kept it to cigarettes and liquor, dated now and again,
and seemed to be like thousands of pretty girls who come out in
Montreal when the sun goes down; but wealthier, of course. The visi-
ble difference in Eloise now was a capability to hate. In the past, she
was totally involved in what Otto and the heroin were doing to her
sensations. Now she-had nelther and was left W1th time to be as hostile
as anyone else.

“How do we stand?” she asked Latourelle as she handed a glass of
the cloudy liquor to Tancrede.

So Tancrede was staying, as Bosco had feared. Durmg her hard
-times Falardeau had been Eloise’s guardian angel and he still was.
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‘There was no way she could embark on a trip like this one without the

advice and guidance of Father Superior. But Latourelle tried anyway.
“I really think the fewer people in this, the better,” he said.
Tancrede sat behind his drink, fat, prematurely bald, his gold—

rimmed glasses far down his nose. “From what Eloisé has told me,” he

said, “I think no people would be best of all.”

“You think the best idea is to let this happen?”

“0.K., let’s talk about that,” Falardeau saud. “You claim to have some
“document that says Baril means to separate the province on a 51 per-
cent vote in favor.” -

“I-don’t claim it. I've got it.”

“Right. Then call a press conference. Tell the reporters. You gl
achieve the same thlng with no risk,”

Latourelle tossed down the dreadful drink and shook off Eloise’s slgn
suggesting another. “Tancrede, how can you be so naive? For one
thing, half the reporters are in Baril's pocket. And even if some take
me seriously, Baril comes out next day with one of his plausible denials
and that's the end of that. The hungry press rushes onto the next
course. So where am I?” )

“Nowhere,” Argentina said. “He’s right, Tancrede. This thing is big
enough and sinister enough; we have to make a large wave.”

“Be careful you don’t drown-yourselves.”

Latourelle was wmkmg at containing his irritation. “Tancrede, I
don’t really care if you're with us or not. All I ask is that you kecp
quiet for a couple of days till it’s over, and that you don't discourage
Eloise—we need her.” _ -

“You need her? I need her.” Falardeau shouted this-and Eloise
showed surprise. For years their platonic friendship had gone along
without demonstrations or declarations. “Not shot or in prison, I need
her just the way she is now.”

“There won’t be any shooting. And not much prison for anybody ex-
cept ‘maybe me. This thing is peaceful, a unique action for a’ uniqne
situation. If we confound Barll the moderates will give us medals.”

“Yeah, sure.’

“I wouldn’t expect you to agree, Tancrede. You've got your big club
down near Place Jacques Cartier where all the revolutionaries hang

out:” Hell, if Quebec separates you'll be domg just fine, merci .

beaucoup.”

102 ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



“I never said I was a separatist.”
“No, and you never said you were for confederation either. Stand '
up, Falardeau. That fence must be starting to hurt.”

Tancrede did stand up and he approached Latourelle who squared’
off to meet him. But neither of them was a fighter by nature and there
was about as much menace in the situation as in a collision of two old
women in a supermarket. The girls noticed it together, glanced at each
other and shared a smile. Then Eloise let them off the hook.

“Come on, Tancrede. Cut it out, Bosco. Go outside if you want to
fight.” > ‘ _

“I'm leaving,” Bosco said. “I only came to tell you the time .of the
meeting tonight. Can you be at The Ninety-Seven club any time after
nine? We'll be in Johnny Fist’s place, upstairs.”

Falardeau clucked his tongue. “You're working with that ruffian?
And you say this will be a peaceful affair.”

“Johnny’s no ruffian,” Argentina said. “Just because he’s big, people
think he’s tough.”

“No, it's because he takes the law mto his own hands You can be-
lieve that.”

Plunging back to earth in the elevator with Argentina, Latourelle put
an arm around her shoulder. She could feel-the sag in him and it oc-
curred to her that he needed whatever she could supply just then.
“I've got some cold white wine at my place,” she said. “We can rinse
- away the Pernod.” -

Latourelle should have accepted, should have realized that there
- might not be a surplus of pleasant hours from here on. But his work
habits were too rigid to be set aside. “Another time, Argentina.
Thanks. I've been out of the shop most of the day and there’s a record--
ing session tomorrow morning at Daisy Studlo I've got to go through’
the copy so the client will think I was in-on it.”

“If you're recording in the morning, will you be all nght for Baril at
the Publicité Club lunch?”

“I'll be there. Don’t worry, we'll set the timing at ]ohnnys place.
Are you O.K. for nine o’clock?”

“I may go there early and eat. That’s one good thing about Jonathan
Fitzwilliam’s place—you can always read a book.” -

When the elevator door opened they were embracing. The deserted
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lobby watched in silence as the door counted its slow three and closed
on them again. By the time they woke up, they’d been transported to
the penthouse and had to ride down again, whispering and laughing
under the disapproving eyes of an elderly resident.

As soon as he opened the street door of Club Ninety-Séven, Dennis
Masterson was reminded of what it had been before Johnny bought it
and turned it into a bar and restaurant—the smell of old bookbindings
was unmistakable. Fitzwilliam had cleared out the center of the place
but kept the wall shelves in place and loaded with volumes. A couple
of library ladders were in position and there were books resting on

many of the small tables and leather armchairs.

" By this hour, the luncheon crowd had gone and there were only a
few regulars in attendance. Dallas was behind the bar engaged in a
game of chess with Lucien Lacombe. They made an amusing contrast:
the bartender looking like an Indian with his long hair held by a cotton
headband, Lacombe in his square suit looking like what he was, a
_ former Police Constable promoted to plainclothes division because of .
his good work a few years ago in finding the body of a New York mil-
lionaire’s kidnapped son.

“One Guinness, commg up,” Dallas said when he spotted Masterson
approachmg -

“Not today, Dallas. I've got choir practice.”

“Let’s all sing like the birdies sing . . .” the bartender droned. He
had no ear.

“Is Johnny around?” .

““Upstairs counting his money,” Lacombe said.
. Masterson began to climb the spiral iron steps, his clanging tread

giving his old friend plenty of notice of his arrival. In the big open-plan
apartment~with its large window overlocking Stanley Street, Jonathan '
Fitzwilliam was watering his potted plants, looming in silhouette over
the row of foliage on the window ledge, the long spout of the watering
can poking and prying among the leaves.

“Right with you, Den,” he said, and he went on muttering to the
plants, “Hey, you've got a new leaf. Lovely. Look at all that gorgeous
stuff.” He set the watering can on the floor and turned to look down on
Masterson who had lowered himself into the corduroy bean-bag chair.

“Want a beer?”. :
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“No, thanks. Choir practice.”

“Well, I will.” Fitzwilliam moved into the kitchen end of the area,
opened the refrigerator and took out a brown quart bottle that looked -
like a pint in his massive hand. He thrust the cap into a wall opener,
snapped it off with a hiss and a clatter as the cap bounced on the.
counter, took down-a huge glass shaped like the face of a smiling
gnome on a Doric column, and brought both into the main room
where he sat on the sofa opposite Masterson. As he poured, he kicked
off his sandals and sat bare except for denim shorts.

“Here’s looking at you,” he said, raising the glass. It held the whole
quart of beer and the gnome’s face was amber now with a foam crew-
cut. “You're worried to death, aren’t you?”

“What's going on, Johnny?” ’ -~

“Bosco said he was going to talk to you.”

“He did. But all I've got is some crazy stuff about kidnapping the
premier at the luncheon tomorrow. And I'm. supposed to be part of it.”

“I thought it was crazy myself. But then I thought about it. Bosco
may just be the right guy at the right time. For the future of this coun-
try.” , 7 - :
Masterson struggled up out of the shapeless chair and walked to the
window. “There’s no future in kldnappmg Anybody but you would see
that. I'm talking te the wrong guy.

“What do you mean by that?”

“I haven’t forgotten Linda Lennox.”

“That’s good. You keep remembering her. But don’t forget Disco
and Kingbright and Cleary, and how she would have gotten away with

all those deaths if it hadn’t have been for me.”

A couple of years back, Linda Lennox, an American copywriter, had
surged through Johnny's like a tidal wave. It was a complex summer,
full of jealousy and ambition, and when it was over Emery Disco and
Noble Kingbright were dead. For a while it looked as if Fitzwilliam’s
~ old Baytown friend, Don Cleary, was the killer and when Johnny went -
after him, Cleary directed a bullet into his own head. Then, just as
Linda was about to fly off to California, Jonathan put it all together. It
had been the Lennox woman all along and the only, way to stop her,
since there was no proof, was to pitch her from the roof and let it look
like suicide. It was sw1ft brutal justice and Masterson had swallowed it.
But ever since, he had experienced difficulty in keeping it down:
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“You could have given Linda to the police,” he said.
“We've been over that, Den. They'd closed the case with Cleary
And she’d have denied everything. It was my word against hers.”

Masterson struggled out of the past. “And now you're going to help
Latourelle go the same way with Yves Baril. Hell, all Latourelle has to
do is blow the whistle. Let the public in on what he knows.”

“Half the public wants Quebec to separate and the other half would
never believe Bosco’s story.”

“Snatching Baril will make them believe?”

“It will concentrate attention on him. Long enough so that he can’t
smooth it over with a fast answer.”

“Just supposing somehow he brings it off, although I swear to God 1
don’t see any way.’ N

“That’s what he’ll tell us here tomght

“Then what happens to us? How do we go on living here after a
thmg like that? We'll be jailed. We'll have to be.”

“Bosco says nobody will get hurt. He beheves the moderate politi-
cxans who take over will go easy on us.’

“He believes! He’s wrong.

“If he is, then maybe we just have to be ready to pay a price. If the
alternative is no more Canada.”

“Listen,” Masterson said; “if they want their own country, let them
have it. They can build a monument to Charles de Gaulle at the corner
of Peel and Ste. Catherme All T have to do is get on a train to To-
ronto.”

“You think it’s that easy?” ‘ A
“Why not? I've sung on CBC network shows, Im known up there. I
could be working in a matter of weeks.”

Fitzwilliam had finished the beer. He set the glass on the floor, the

"gnome face transparent again and curtained with foam inside. “Don’t

\

talk about jobs. How long have you been in Montreal? Twenty-five

- years? All your working life? Your roots are here, and so are mine. I
could sell The Ninety-Seven and open a club in Toronto or Vancouver
or anywhere. But it would never be the same. This is our city, man,
and some ambitious bastards are trying to take it away from us. With-
out a fight, they think. Hoo-boy, have we got a surprise for them.”

- This was exactly what Masterson was afraid of. Maybe the civilized -
Bosco Latourelle meant to carry out a symbolic kidnapping, a sort of
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street-theater happening with nobody getting hurt, but Johnny Fist
was another breed. He was ready to punch heads and he didnit mlnd
suffermg bruised knuckles or even a broken hand. '

“And I've got a surprise for Latourelle,” Masterson said. “I'm not
going along with this.” '

“Denny, I know you better than you know yourself. Beneath that
cowardly exterior beats the heart of a true fellow traveller.”-

“That’s a rotten thing to say.”

“Come to the briefing tonight; hear what’s expected of you. You'll
feel different, I guarantee it.’

“You're like a bunch of school kids scuffling on the playground.”
Masterson stomped across the room and began to descend the winding-
stairs.

“Go to choir practlce I Il see you here after nine.’

“Maybe. Maybe not.”

“And the glory of the Lord shall be reveal ed,” Fitzwilliam chanted
in a fair tenor.

Bosco Latourelle felt safer in his office than anywhere else in the
world. The wall-to-wall carpet, the gleaming oak furniture, the cledn
_desk surface, his view from corner windows of Mount Royal and the
Cross, not yet illuminated at 5:30 on this early summer evening—
everything around him was comforting. He had worked with paper and
the telephone for an hour after leaving' Argentina Carr outside Eloise
Carpentier’s building. Now, cooling off his mind after intense concen-
tration, he found his eyes drifting, as usual, to the carved wooden an-
chor hanging by its wooden chain from a hook in the painted wall.

The anchor, a fine example of some Gaspé carver's craftsmanship,
had become a talisman for Latourelle. He looked at it several times a
day and occasionally, when alone, he took it down and caressed it. He
dated his current run of almost-uninterrupted good luck from the day
he purchased the anchor last year during a motor trip home ‘to
Rimouski. It had not escaped his notice that the anchor was a cross of
sorts with its horizontal bar near the top of the central shaft. But he
would not have identified himself as a religious man. »

A knock at the door, it opened, and John Keeley stuck his head in-
side. Speaking in his quite good French, he said, “I hope I'm'not
bothering you, Bosco. May I speak to you for a moment?”
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“Come in, John. Je fen prie.”

The copywriter came in and sat in the chair facing the. desk The
sleeves of his striped shirt were rolled just below the elbows, and his
tie, neatly coiled, was tucked inside his shirt pocket. He took out a
cellophane package of bubble-gum balls and offered one to Latourelle,
who refused it politely. Keeley popped one into his mouth and held
another ready in his hand:

“1 was wondering if you're gomg to be doing anythmg in a recording

- studio in the next week or so,” he said, still talking creditable French.

Keeley was a rarity in the agency or anywhere else in Montreal. He

_wés an Ontario native who had taken the trouble to master the second
language.” He did it the only sensible way-—not by enrolling with Ber-
litz or by listening to recordings. Keeley simply talked French every
- day to as many people as p0551b1e At first it was painful, his speech
halting and three-quarters English. But gradually he improved, reading
Montreal Matin aloud to himself at his desk in the mornings and La
Presse silently to himself on the bus going home at night.

Now he was, in effect, bilingual. Latourelle wished he could afTord
to have him on staff, but Keeley worked for Bosco’s affiliated Enghsh'
agency down the hall, R&M Advertising.

“I have a session at Daisy tomorrow morning,” Latourelle said.
- booked an hour and.a half, from ten to eleven- thirty.”

“Think you'll use every minute of it?”

Bosco grinned. “Debbie wants another chance?”

“She knows, she can do better; she was nervous as hell the first time.

I said I'd ask.”

A couple of months before, Latourelle had allowed Keeley to bring
_ his girl friend, Debbie Thielmanns, to an agency session. She was a
semi-professional folksinger who worked in clubs around town but she
had never made a recording. The hope was that the session might run
short and she could slip behind a microphone with her guitar and lay
down a track. There was time, but the results were disappointing—
almost embarrassing. However, she wanted to try again and Bosco gave
her credit. .

“Bring her along,” he said. “We're bound to have lots of time tomor-
row.

“Thanks, Bosco.” Keeley' put the other gumball into his mouth and

began to grind it in with the softened gum already there. “They tell
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me we're getting seven hours off work on Referendum Day.”

It seemed like a lot of time and Latourelle raised his eyebrows. “Is
that right?”

“Yeah. Three hours to vote and four hours to pack.”

They both laughed and Latourelle said, switching to English, “You
don’t have to worry in any case. If all the blokes were like you, Barll
wouldn’t have a leg to stand on.’

Keeley chewed thoughtfully.- “I worry anyway,” he said. “T know I
can hack it in French. And I love this city and the people in it—I re-
ally do.” . -

“It shows.” = = ' .

“But if Quebec separates, then I wouldn’t want to stay. 'm Canadian
inside, Bosco. Can you understand?” -

“Certainly. I'm the same way. But you don’t have to worry about the
referendum, it’s going to come out fine.”

“There’s a funny buzz in the air these days, as.if something is going
to happen Don’t you feel it?”

“Yes. But it’s going to be 0.K.”
“How do you know?”

“I just know.”

Keeley slapped the arms of the chair and stood up. “O.K., papa. I
feel better.” He went to the door. _

“Besides,” Latourelle said, “you could never leave Montreal. We've
got the best hockey players.”

Keeley put on a public address voice and chanted, “Le but du Cana-
diens conté par Rocket Richard!” As he walked away, both he and
Latourelle were making hoarse roaring erowd noises into their cupped

hands.

Keeley had to cab all the way down to Le Big Bang in the Old Town
to see Debbie because she was intermission singer at the club this
week and, although not on until nine o’clock, she liked to be there
early and get the feel of the room. As Keeley entered the club, he .
passed Tancrede Falardeau and ‘gave him a greeting. The owner was.
usually buddy-buddy, but something was on his mind tonight and he
seemed not to see Keeley.

Debbie was out back in a room piled with soft-drink cases, tuning
her guitar. Her chestnut hair hung down both shoulders, front and

WEDNESDAY NIGHT AT THE FORUM 109



back, smooth as a waterfall before it hits the riverbed. Keeley kissed
her cheek and got one back on the lips. “Good news,” he said. “Bosco
has a session at Daisy tomorrow. Says we can come around eleven.”™
She hunched her shoulders and made a little-girl grimace. Debbie
was 26, almost Keeley’s age, and her experience growing up in Detroit
had made her a far more worldly person than the young adman from
small-town Ontario. But she wore no makeup and her expressions and
her voice were those of a teenager i k
“Hey, man,” she said, “you just scared me to death
“I thought you wanted to get a good track down.”
“I do. But I can still be scared, can’t I?” She played a couple of
minor chdrds, then progressed to a vamping strum and sang,
“I'm goin’ down this road feelin’ bad .
The voice was_tiny and clear, as if a bell had taken lessons from a
bird.
“Listen, when do you want to eat?”
“Never again, since you gave me the news.’
“Come on. Somethmg from the kitchen here or do you want to go
out?”
“Give me twenty minutes and we’ll go out.”
“0.K.” In the doorway, Keeley said, Whats the matter with Tan-
crede tonight?”
“Tancrede is Tancrede,” Debbie said. “What do 1 know from Tan-
crede?
He left her vamping.

Latourelle was surprised that everybody turned up. Looking around
Johnny Fist’s apartment at the expectant faces, he experienced a crush-
ing realization that tomorrow lunchtime they would make-a crazy at-
" tempt to alter the course of history.

. He started by running over the background so that everybody would
be in the boat together. When he finished with Baril and his_illegal
takeover plans, supporting this by reading from the secret document
provided by his Partl-Quebecms friend, Latourelle said, ‘ Any questions
so far?”

“I've got one.” It was Tancrede Falardeau, the man Bosco least
wanted at the briefing. But Eloise was there, so the portly clubman
had to be by her side. “How come you have to use Eloise’s farm?’ He -
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as jumping ahead, using information he must have been given by

r. “That means transporting Baril all the way to the Eastern Town-
1ips. Why not stash him someplace here in the city?”

“0.X., let’s deal with that,” Latourelle said. “This is a peaceful de-
:ntion, remember. No ropes, no gag in the mouth. If we keep Baril in
»wn, he’ll scream and be heard. Eloise’s farm is remote—only the
hickens will hear him.”

“But if he isn't bound and gagged, how are you going to persuade
im to leave the Publicité Club and take an 80-mile drlve with you on
Frlday afternoon?”

“That’s part of the plan. I'm coming to that.”

“I can’t wait.” .

Eloise Carpentier spoke. “Baril is a monster,” she said. “We ought
5 kill him and bé done with it.”

“And make him a martyr,” Bosco said. “His radical friends would
>ve that. They’d turn Quebec into a police state before you could say
xello

“It would be justice. How do you think he got to be premier? The
lane crash that killed René Levesque at Noranda, that was too conven-
ent to be an accident.”

“We've all heard the rumors, Eloise. Maybe they’re true. But that's
ieside the point right now. Our job is to hold Baril for a couple of days
/hile we tell the world what he means to do. Then he.won’t be able to’
lo it. Simple as that.” Latourelle glanced at Masterson. “Are you with
is, Denny? I hope your presence means you are.” o

Masterson had gone home from choir practice and changed into
lack slacks, black turtleneck, and black suede shoes with crepe soles.
Ie was no longer dressed like Xavier Cugat, he was dressed like a cat
rglar.. Bosco’s question made him stiffen. With everybody watchmg
iim and waiting, his tongue froze.

Fitzwilliam made up his frlends mind for the hundredth tnme in
heir relationship. “He’s with us,” he said.

Without denying it, Masterson was now free to express a little indi-
iduality. “Hell, I could move to Toronto next week,” he said. “They
»ay singers more up there anyway.”

“If you're thinking of the CBC,” Argentina said with quiet authority,
forget it. I just saw a memo about the new budget cutback. Toronto
vill be firing, not hiring. You'd better hang onto what you've got.”
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There was something disquieting about this emphasizing of Denni
Masterson’s vulnerability. It would be damaging to let it hang there
So Latourelle went right on, deliberately involving Dennis in the firs
stage of the planning. “O.K., let’s get down to details,” he said
“You're the guest singer at the club luncheon, right? Any idea how tha
will work?* .

]ust that I'm-to do two songs. One in English and one in French, o
course.

“If he gets an encore,” Johnny Fist said, “he’s going to do ‘My Yid
dishe Momma.” ”

The laughter that followed was what was needed to clear the air anc
bring them all together. “Right,” Bosco said briskly, and went ahead tc
explain what each of them would be expected to do tomorrow.

The client was still hanging around the control room at Daisy Studic
and-Bosco Latourelle, appearing impatient, had to wait and make con-
versation. Max Acton was at the console, preparing to get a test level
on Debbie Thielmanns, who was sitting on a stool in the big studio,
her guitar across her knee and a boom mike suspended in front of her.
Finally Bosco réferred to his committee duties that day at the Publicité
Club, the client realized he was not going to free-load a Junch, and he
left, thanking Bosco and Max for a great session.

" Bosco hurried into the studio and told John Keeley, who was hover-
ing anxiously, “I've got to go to the Publicité Club lunch. The studlo is
" yours till eleven-thirty. Max knows.”

Keeley sald “T'm dlsappomted I thought you'd stay and hear 'my
song. v ‘ :

“I didn’t know you write songs.”

“If this one works, it'll be the first. Go ahead, Bosco. I'll bring a dub
to the shop so you can hear it.”
~ When Latourelle was gone, Debbie went right into a rehearsal while
Keeley returned to the control room to sit in the vacated producer’s
chair beside Acton’ and hear the song on mike. In. her clear, sweet
voice, Debble sang,

“I camé from Trouble C1ty

To a younger, happier place

Where people walk the streets at night -

And no one hates my face.
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I've got a man who leads me ‘ oo

Where I don’t mind being led—

But still I go to sleep at night {

With a handgun by my bed . ‘

Max Acton listened to the song, adjusting levels, watchmg the vu
meter. As Debbie played some chords and tried a new introduction,
Acton said absently, “I heard you say you wrote this.”

“Yep.” _

“Mmmmm. Very nice.” Acton was so drugged from his daily expo-

-

sure to trashy commercial music and so dedicated to telling his clients~
it was all great that not even he believed in his judgment any more. .

They put down three takes in the half hour and kept two of them. Deb-
bie was much more relaxed than she had been the other time and
while Max was making a dub from the master, Keeley went into the

studio and embraced her. She was still euphoric from the playback of

her performance which Acton had enhanced with a bit of echo

“It sounded good,” she said. “I couldn’t believe it was me.’

“You were fantastic.”

With the tape in his pocket, Keeley drove his car slowly through
heavy midday traffic along Ste. Catherine Street toward the office.
‘Then, suddenly, he darted through an opening and headed down
MacKay toward Dorchester Boulevard.

“Where are we going?”

“To the Queen E. I want to tell Bosco about the session—I can’t
wait.” .Approaching the Queen Elizabeth Hotel, Keeley turned off
Dorchester and found parkmg space in the Central Station lot. “We
‘have to eat somewhere,” He said, “we might as well attend the Pub-
licité Club lunch.”

“Don’ t you have to be a member?”

“I am.’ :

They were unable to get close to Bosco Latourelle before or during
the lunch. They were there a bit late and only managed to find seating
at the end of a table near the door. Attendance was exceptional today
because everybody wanted to hear the premier of Quebec with Ref-
erendum Day only a little over a week away.

Keeley and Debbie ate their consommé and crusty roll while chatting
with the executives on either side of them, Keeley rattling on in his
loose accented French, which amused Debbie because she had never
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heard him use more than a couple of sentences to a waiter or a cab
driver. Another thing that changed him slightly in her eyes was the
plastic-name-badge on his lapel. Debbie Thielmanns. had gone through
her teens and early twenties developing a strong disdain for the estab-
lishment. Now here was her writer of hard-core folk music looking like
a Kiwanian. ) S /

“There’s Bosco at the head table,” Keeley told her, “and one over
from him is Yves Baril.” He pointed out a wedge-headed man with
gleaming black hair and rimless glasses. Baril was so short his head was
six inches lower than all the others along the row. “Bosco’s agency does
some advertising for Le Parti Quebecois. That's why Latourelle is so
close to the premier.” What Keeley did not know was that Latourelle
was preparing, if Yves Baril should remain party leader, to re51gn the
account.

.The food served and cleared away, waiters now doing coffee the
club president stood at the table lectern and read some -announce-
ments, then said that prior to the guest speaker they were going to
" have something nice to listen to. This unintentional faux pas drew
laughter. He was referring to the famous singer of CBC Radio, Dennis
Masterson, who would now favor the meeting.with a couple of songs.

Masterson went to stand beside a grand piano on the dais and sang a-
Broadway musical hit followed by a French-Canadian folk song deliv-
ered with more grace and feeling than Debbie Thielmanns had ever
heard. She whispered to Keeley, “There’s a guy who doesn’t have to
worry where his next meal is coming from.”

Everybody thought Masterson was finished, but he walked from the
piano to the head table and stood behind Yves Baril, raising his hands
for silence. ‘When the applause faded, he called, “We all know our
.- premier has a reputation as a singer.” It was true. Before the political
career took over Baril had been active in club singing around the city.
Now he kept his barltone in shape and still performed whenever he
was asked. -

“I promise you, Monsieur Baril knows nothing of this,” Masterson
went on. “But I have a duet all set up on the piano, and I know he
reads music . . .7~ - » ,

It was all he had to say. The applause rose to a crescendo and Yves:
Baril, beaming and nodding, waved a linen napkin over his head as he
arose and followed Dennis to the piano. The duet was called “Tenor
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and Baritone,” a comic song based on the operatic aria, “La Donna e
Mobile.” It was new to Baril, but he knew the tune, 'and with his train-
ing he was able to give a creditable performance. The few breakdowns
were used by the singers for laughs and the result was a sensation. Any
politician would have paid dearly for the image of warm honesty, the
willingness to allow a chuckle at himself, that Baril got across in those
impromptu five minutes.

His speech, which occupied the next half hour, was not so entertam—
ing. Onee a prepared text was placed in front of him, Baril became di-
dactic and his head appeared snakelike as it scanned the room, cold
eyes glittering. The! words were "harmless enough, the usual fuzzy
generalities delivered mostly in ‘French with the occasional sentence in
flawless English inserted glistening and whole and appearing to the
drugged audience like a sausage in a yorkshire pudding. :

When it -was over and the membership was milling about, many of
them heading for the hotel bars because it was Friday afternoon,
Keeley told Debbie, “I'm going to try to speak to Bosco. Hang on.”

They were not the only ones pressing through the crowds surround-
ing the guest speaker. There was Bosco Latourelle holding Dennis
Masterson in one hand and Argentina Carr in the other. Keeley did
not know the lady by sight but he got close enough to hear Latourelle
say to Baril, “Monsieur Baril, this is-Miss Carr from Radio-Canada. She
does an afternoon commentary show on the network.”

“Ah yes, Miss Carr, enchanté.” Baril shook her hand. “I listen to
you whenever I have the opportunity.” In fact, he had heard her name
but never her program. 4

“Thank you,” Argentina said. “I'd like to use that fabulous duet on
my show next week and I wondered if you and-Mr. Masterson would
agree to record it, just the way you sang it now.”

The premier looked pleased. “Avec plaisir, but I'm afraid my
schedule . . .” He gave that eloquent shrug, making himself even
smaller:

“We could do it in half an hour I just made a phone call, so the
engineer is standing by in a studio. Dennis has agreed.” Argentma
looked very feminine. “Won’t you please say yes?”

Bosco clinched it. ]ust a quick ride down Dorchester Boulevard
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Then I'll deliver you to your next appointment.”

Baril considered, then threw up hls hands. “For such a charming
lady, how can I refuse?”

John Keeley heard all-this and Sald to Debbie; “We're not going to
miss this. Come on, let’s get the car.’

Yves Baril was not alone when he accompanied Latourelle and Mas-
terson to the car park, guiding Argentina by the arm as if she were his
lady. Three huge, neckless men floated beside -the party, moving with
astonishing agility; Wednesday night at the Forum. ~

Outside, the group gathered around Argentina’s small sportscar, a
convertible. The movements were confused but quickly accomplished.

“Sit by me, Mr. Premier,” Argentina said as she got behind the wheel.
His eyes on her tanned legs below the hoisted skirt, Baril did not have
to be told twice. He dropped into the passenger seat beside her while
Latourelle and Masterson climbed into the narrow back seat. :

One of the bodyguards said something in French and Baril told the

three of them, impatiently, to follow in ‘the other car. They ran and
~ began piling into a black sedan a few ranks away. Argentina turned the
key, gunned’ the engine, and pulled out fast into the exit lane. She
turned two corners quickly, tires squealmg, and then the bodyguards
car was out of sight.

As the black sedan moved into the exit lane and headed for the first

corner, a station wagon pulled out at speed and took its bumper on the

- left front fender. Headlight glass rained on the pavement, car doors
opened, voices shouted in French and one replied in English.

“What the hell!” Johnny Fist said. “Didn’t you guys se¢ me pulling

out?”
“Get that c¢ar out of the way!” one - of the wrestlers, crewcut, with
" boiled blue eyes and a cylindrical face, said. '

“No way. We're waiting for the cops. You guys were dr1v1ng like
maniacs. Are you drunk?”’

“Move it!” The man leaned against the station-wagon fender and his
companions took up. positions at the hood and began to push. Metal
screeched as the prang was separated.

Johnny Fist could not have been more delighted. An explosnon of ad-
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renalin in his veins almost blinded him, his heart pounded, and he felt
a .sensation of massive expansion inside. He clapped both hands on
Crewcut’s shoulders, spun him around, and drove the crown of his own
head into the man’s face. As the wrestler fell, Fist had a glimpse of his
smashed nose and blood streaming. Now it was not anything like Wed-
nesday night at the Forum..

Now came the other two, knees up and elbows out. Johnny kicked at
one’s crotch and missed, but landed his boot damagingly on the man’s
thigh above the knee. This lett him a few free seconds to face the
third. They squared- off like boxers but .quickly closed, punching to-
gether. Johnny took a couple on the face but his blows overpowered
and battered down the other’s, leaving an opening for him to drive a
punch against the side ‘of his head. The wrestler stumbled back and
sagged to his knees; Fist took two steps at him and put the boot into
his stomach. ,

A knee caught him punishingly in the small of the back. He ducked
and spun, saw an opening, drove his fist up and into the second man’s
throat just below his chin. The man sat down, fell over onto his side,
hands to his neck, making swallowing sounds.

It was very quiet after the brief battle. A few observers were stand-
ing well away. The first wrestler was sitting on the pavement with his
back against the side of the sedan, his hands catching the blood from
his smashed face.. He 'made no attempt to continue the fight.

~“Who paid you, you bastard?” he said. : -

“Nobody. I do this because I like it,” Johnny Fist said.
~ “We'll find you. And next time, we’ll know what to do.”

“I doubt it.”

But as he left on foot, Johnny knew that they probably would find
him soon enough. The car was not his—he had chosen it at random
and jum;;ed the wires to start it so they could not trace him that way,
and the denim work clothes and boots he was wearing were not his
style—but they would descrlbe him and he was not exactly an invisible
man about town. :

Crossing Dorchester and heading for his rented tourist room to
change‘ out of the bloodied clothes, he concentrated on getting used to
the ‘new life he had just advanced into. His back was numb, his hands
-were aching, and his face felt marked in a couple ‘of places. Maybe
Denny was right, he told himself, Perhaps the time was right for a fast
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move to Toronto. Or ultima Thule.

Argentina wheeled the convertible into the parking area beside the
tall new Maison Radio-Canada. Masterson and Baril had been singing
“Tenor and Baritone” all the way down the Boulevard, rehearsing their
act. The truth was, the premier was a little high, having put away two
double scotches before lunch and a whole bottle of wine during.

With the 'engine dead, Baril reached for his door handle when
‘Argentina said, “One moment, Mr. Premier.” She was fumbling in her
giant handbag on the floor beside her. She brought out a chrome flask.
“A little cough medicine to help the performance. And so we don'’t lose
that lovely glow.”

Baril accepted the large capful she poured, raised it and said; “You
think of everything, Miss Carr. Will it always be this way?”

“Santé, monsieur,” she said and watched him drink it down.

She had closed the flask and put it back in'her bag when Masterson
said, “Don’t I get any?”

“Yes, why not see what the boys in the back seat will have?” Bosco
said.

Argentina feigned beautiful embarrassment as she fumbled in her
bag and brought out the second, .identical flask, the one with the un-
doctored brandy. “I don’t know what I was thinking of,” she said.

By the time the two of them had taken slow drinks, Baril's head was
beginning to sag. “Don’t know wassa matter . . .”

~“That’s all right. You just put your head back,” Argenti'na said sooth-
ingly. “Plenty. of time.

Baril's eyes closed and his head turned, one cheek on the leather
upholstery. '

Masterson was staring at him, his eyes ﬁllmg with apprehensmn
~“He’s going to be very mad when he wakes up,” he said. “We must be
crazy.” Until now; everything had been harmless. But now they had
committed a crime, they had drugged the premier of the province. -
.“Don't be silly,” Bosco said, climbing out of the car. “Everything is

working like a charm. Quickly, help me put up the top.”

From his car across the lot, John Keeley and Debbie Thielmanns
watched the whole scene. They had arrived early and, seeing the con-
vertible pull in, had decided to let the official party enter the building
before approaching Bosco with their tape. Debbie said, “They've put
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him to sleep.” | :

“I don’t believe it,” Keeley said.

“What do we do?” :

The convertible was enclosed now, and driving at speed from the
parking lot. Keeley started his car. “I don’t know. I've got to follow
them. I've got to find out what Bosco is trying to do.”

The farm had never been a success for any of its owners down
through the years. Situated on high rocky ground a couple of miles
from Lake Massawippi, its paint-peeling clapboard walls and tiny win--
dows presented a dismal appearance to Vvisitors approaching along the
narrow, pine-lined dirt road.

The convertible was parked in the yard now, the party inside, and
Masterson had not stopped moaning. “This is going to blow up in our
faces,” he said, looking out one of the windows, afraid to face Baril who
had come round but was sitting head in hands, claiming to be sick.

“Dennis,” Argentina said, “will you shut up?”

“Yeah, come on, Den. Give it a rest.” A

“It isn’t too late. We can apologize and.drive Mr. Baril back to
Montreal. He'll let us off easy if we do that.”

“The singer is right,” Baril said through his hands. “Any other way,
I'll throw the book at you.” ‘

“You aren’t going to do anything, Yves,” Latourelle said. “By the
time I go on television and expose your takeover document, you'll be
out of a job. The moderate wing of the party will take over again, and
we'll be laughmg ' -

“That’s naive,” Masterson said. “A hundred thmgs can go wrong
And even if it all works, we’ll have made an enemy of this man. He’s
got friends, powerful friends. He'll never let us walk away from this.”

Baril looked up. His eyes were black pits. “You really should listen
to him, Bosco.” :

Eloise Carpentier said, “The answer is to kill the bastard. Right now. _
Then at least we'll have done some good.” She went to a cupboard,
opened it, and took down a rifle. “This is loaded.”

Latourelle started toward her. “I told you, Eloise, no violence.” )

But Argentina stopped him, whispered to him. “The rifle is’a good -
idea, Bosco. You and I have to g back to the city. And Denny is
weak. The rifle will keep Baril quiet.”
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Latourelle hesitated. Then he said, “All right. We're ]eavmg now.
Eloise, you keep him quiet. And Dennis, keep your cool. You're in
this now and the only way out is to see it through and come out the
other side. Yves, there’s steak in the kitchén, good wme your brand of
cognac. Relax, get happy, nobody wants to hurt you.’

Baril’s laugh was bitter. “No, you just want to end my career and
you'd like me to hold still.”

In Montreal that night nobody talked of anything but the kidnap-
ping. Special editions of the daily papers were on the streets. All four
television channels had gone over to continuous emergericy program-
ming. The police were keeping quiet, but the names of Bosco Latourelle,
Dennis Masterson, and Argentina Carr were being used. They had
taken the premier away in their car and none had been seen since.
Had underworld forces or some political activist unit snatched the lot?

And what about the bodyguards? Three of them were badly beaten
in the parking lot and eyewitnesses said there had been at least seven
men in the fight.

Then, at nine o’clock, the real bombshell exploded. There, on all
screens simultaneously, was Bosco Latourelle, explaining that he had ar-
ranged the kidnapping, that Baril was alive and well and would remain
so, but that his place of detention could not be revealed until an op-
portunity was provided for him to publicize the premier’s secret plan
for a takeover after the referendum. And he was ready to prove the
-charge with documentary evidence. Nor would he say where Baril was
being held until moderate politicians—and he named a couple—would
agree to step forward and put the party platform back in order.

" At The Ninety-Seven club as elsewhere, the patrons were watching
the telecast in tense silence. Johnny Fist sat at the bar, raising a glass
of bourbon to bruised lips. Dallas could not even bring his eyes back to
his interrupted chess game. .

Latourelle had just read the mcrlmmatmg document and one of the
moderate politicians, quickly and triumphantly on hand, had verified
its authenticity. Dallas said, “Can you believe a thing like that,
Johnny? It’s fantastic. A private army, concentration camps in the
Laurentians—they were going to take over.” |

“I believe it,” Johnny said. “And I suggest you believe it.”

Somebody eased onto the stool beside him. It was Lucien Lacombe
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in his cheap dark suit, and he was reading the bruises on Jonathan’s
face. “Been in.a fight?”

“A disagreement. Nothing serious.” They both looked at Dallas. He
took the hint and moved down the bar.

“I heard it was a war,” Lucien said.

“Who says?”
“The three guys you hammered The detective nodded silently. “T'd
give anything to have seen it. How’d you manage the three of them?”

“I still don’t know what you're talking about, old friend.”

Lacombe turned over.one of the bigger man’s hands, saw the swol-
len knuckles. “That won’t help you catching a baseball,” he said.

“The ball team’s pretty far from my mind at the moment, Lucy.”

Lacombe stared at the television for half a minute. Then he said,
“That’s what I can’t understand. Why'd you get mixed up in a thing
like this? You've got this club. We've got the ball team all summer,
The fun we have—it’s so.sweet. And what’s it matter what these stupid
bastards do at the parliament buildings? Or who ends up in charge?
Nothing would change for us. We could go on just the same.”

Jonathan thought about that. He knew the answer but he did not
want to say it to his friend. Lacombe waited and then' sighed.

“I knew it was you as soon as they described the man in the fight.
But they don’t know your identity yet. So I'm giving you till tomorrow
afternoon, Johnny. Pack your stuff, take your money, and run. Go
somewhere you can’t be extradlted Otherwise you come back here and
those guys are going to hurt you.’

“Thanks, . Lucy. I appreciate the warning.” :

Lacombe slid off the stool. “I still don’t see why you did it.”

. “I know you don't, old friend.” Jonathan put an arm around Lucien’s
shoulder and hugged him hard, the way they did when one of them
got the hit that drove in the winning runs. “And you will never see it
the way I do. Because I'm English and you're French.”

Lacombe left the club and Jonathan sat alone at the bar, staring at
the. television screen, wondering what to do. How the hell could he
flee the country and leave his life here? The intention had been to stay
and brazen it out, backed by the moderate politicians. But now, with
the beaten bodyguards somewhere in the city brooding about the big
stranger who had taken them apart, it seemed a different ballgame.
Jonathan listened to Latourelle on the TV, wishing he would tell him
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how to play it now. But Bosco was indulging in abstract political
rhetoric and he appeared quite pleased with himself.

Down in ‘Old Montreal, they wére watching at Le Big Bang too;
Tancrede Falardeau, his waiters, his musicians, his customers. No jazz
tonight—music would have sounded inappropriate. The little girl from
Detroit he had hired, Debbie Thielmanns, had been hovering around
all evening, looking as if she had been shortchanged at the bar and was
trying to psych herself up to complain. Falardeau had too much on his
mind to consider her but now here she was, confronting him.

. “Tancrede, can I talk to you?”

“Sure, go ahead.”

“In your office?”

“0.K.” He led the way out of the dim club and into the bright at-
mosphere of ﬁllng cabinets, typewriters, and a crowded bulletin board.
“What is it?”

“It’s about this kldnappmg Debbie- paused

Falardeau said nothing. -

]ohnny and I happened to see the whole thing. You'll never beheve

” And she went on to describe the event up to and including their
encounter on the dirt road with Bosco and Argentina as they drove
down from the farm. Keeley's adman friend had levelled. with them
and asked. him not to say anything for 24-hours, claiming this was all
the time he needed. .

“Then why are you telling me?” Tancrede asked.

) The girl’s face looked older now, and harder. “Because I've been
part of the movement. I know what it’s like to try. to fight the estab-
lishment and turn things around. [ think Baril has the right idea. If-he
wants Quebec for the French, he has to take it. They'll never get it by
negotiation.’

Tancrede almost smlled What sort of revolutionaries, were you in-
volved with?”

“The Weathermen,” Debbie said. “In Detroit, and out on the Coast
for a while after they killed my friend.”

. “Who killed your friend?”

“The FBI. They shot him in his bed. Because he was W1th the
movement. And because he was black.”

“Well, right now,” Tancrede said softly, “we don’t have that situation
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here. What we have is a politican, not much different from the other -
ones, trying to take a shortcut to power. Because he knows he can’t get
it any other way.
“What does that mean?”
“That Baril is no idealist working for the benefit of the French-
speaking population. He’s out for himself.”
“So you won't call the police?” ;
“Why don’t you call them?” -Tancrede had, in fact, been thinking of
blowing the whistle, saying Eloise had been coerced by Latourelle.
“They'd believe you better than me.” Debbie’s eyes shifted.l “Be-
sides, I don’t like dealing with the fuzz.” '
The door opened and John Keeley looked in. He sensed from the
abrupt silence what had been going on. He came in and closed the
door. “You told him.”
“Yes, I did. If he doesn’t call the police, I will.” .
Keeley advanced on her. “No way, Debbie. We promised Bosco.”
Debbie Thielmanns always carried a large denim shoulder bag. Now
her hand flashed into it, and came out with a snubnosed pistol which
she levelled at Keeley. “Don’t look so surprised, John,” she said. “I
told you about it and you put it in our séng. Go ahead, Tancrede,”
she added. “Dial. Tell them Latourelle is holdmg Baril at Eloise Car-
pentler s farm. Johnny can tell you the way.
“I know where it is,” Tancrede almost whispered.
“Then call!” .
“In a minute. Maybe. I haven’t made up my-mind yet.”

" At the farm, Baril was on his feet, walking around. Masterson was
" lying on the sofa, his eyes closed. Eloise was sitting crosslegged on a
table, the rifle across her knees. The television set was on and they,
like almost everyone else in Quebec, were watchmg Bosco Latourelle
make his astomshmg accusation. '

Eloise said, “Wake up, Dennis, I have to go to the john.” She got off
the table, handed Masterson the' rifle as he sat up, and said, “Never
mind what Bosco said. If he makes a move, blow his head off.”

When they were alone,” Baril turned to Masterson and said, “We
don’t have much time. Listen. You're the only sane man here. Believe
me, you are not in trouble. I've heard you doing everything you can to
dissuade Latourelle. It isn’t.too late. Let me go and your future is
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guaranteed in Quebec, whatever happens politically.”

“How can I let you go? There’s no car. You're miles from a road.”

]ust give me the rifle. I'll find my way out. Quickly—there’s no
time.’

Masterson wavered. How in hell ‘had he gotten into this? Argentma
was right, they’d never accept him in Toronto. And the public would
never again believe in him as a singer of romantic ballads. He was a
kidnapper now, a desperado. o

-“Come on,~Dennis. One singer to another.” Baril grinned. “Tenor

and baritone.” ’ '
" Masterson blocked out his thought processes. He handed over the
rifle. Baril had time barely to heft it in his hands when the door
opened and Eloise Carpentier walked in, 'carrying three opened bottles
of soft drink.

‘Baril swung round and fired. The sound in the room was deafenmg
Eloise was thrown back against the door frame, the bottles caroming off
“the wall and falling to the floor where they rolled and lay, spilling and
foammg ‘Blood gushed from her chest.

“Good Christ, no!” Masterson screamed as Baril stepped over to the
girl, cranking another bullet into the chamber. He hung the barrel
straight down and shot her again in the head.

Masterson was weeping so hard he could not answer when Baril
asked about a telephone. Baril found it himself and began dialing.

"The police, having been called by Tancrede Falardeau, were on their
way to investigate the farm when the confirming message came in.
Baril was free and in charge. Other calls were made and the premier’s
private bodyguards got onto the highway.

The police arrived first, saw the dead girl, interviewed Baril briefly,
then turned to the silent Masterson, who seemed to be in shock. “Is
'this the brave kidnapper?” ‘

“He’s all right. He's with me now,” Baril said.

When his fleet of bodyguards arrived, Baril sent the pohce away. He
would drive back to Montreal himself, with his cortege, free and in
triumph. As the blue-and:white vehicles left, the premier took Master-
son into a bedroom. i

“Listen, my boy. Listen.. Can you hear me?”

Masterson nodded and mumbled something.
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“Take this. It’s all the money I have on me. Three hundred dollars.
Here are the keys to the black limousine. Take it and drive. Go into
Ontario. I can protect you legally here, but I'm not sure about some of
these hotheads of mine. Stay out of sight for a few weeks. Then call me
and we’ll set up something permanent for you. Got that?”

“Mr. Baril, I really haven't+—"

“Not now. There’s no time. Just go!”

Masterson left the farmhouse, stumbling into the cool night, almost
falling off the porch. He found the black limousine, got in under the
eyes of the watchful men, started up, and drove away haltingly. The
car smelled new inside. Was all this really happening to him? Was this
really the end of it? '

Back on the porch, Yves Baril waited until the limousine was on the
dirt road. Then he hurried and spoke to his biggest bodyguard, a crew-
cut man with a smashed face.

“Catch that bastard and kill him,” he said ﬂatly ‘He stole my money
and my_car.’

The appearance of Yves Baril on television side by side with Bosco
-Latourelle was a media coup that newsmen believed. would never be
surpassed in Canada. Many people said that the whole thing was a
put-up job, an elaborate public-relations dodge to convince the part of
the population who suspected the premier’s motives and methods that
he was really a good guy. g

Anyway, here they were, flanking each other on the flickering
“screen, kidnapper and victim. Latourelle made his accusation face to face
and then he held up the memorandum which outlined the 51-49 per-
cent takeover plan. Baril listened to it all, nodding encouragement to
Bosco as he spun it out. Then he said,

“My old friend, if only you'd come to me with that piece of paper.
You are holding one of several scenarios which I and my advisory
committee worked out as possible courses of action, post referendum.
We considered every possibility, everything that could take place. It
-goes without saying we rejected that particular scenario out of hand. As
we rejected several others.”

“Mr. Premier, that isn’t the information I was given.”  _

“Then you were given incorrect information.” And now Baril turned
to the camera and looked down the lens. “In any case, my promise to
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all Quebecers now, my absolute guarantee, is that after next week’s ref-
erendum we will only consider setting up a separate Quebec if the
vote is at least 85 percent in favor.”

Bosco said, “Well, you heard him, ladies and gentlemen I'm sure,
after all that has happened, you'll be on your guard.”

The politician had the last word. “And I'd just like to say, Bosco,
that I intend to see no charges are pressed against you and your as-
sociates in this action. Some would call it a crime. I see it as the efforts
of a group of public-spirited citizens to head off what they sincerely but
mistakenly believed to be an undemocratic action. In truth, we are on
the same side. I only regret the deaths of the young woman and the
young man at the farmhouse who made the mistake of holdmg me at
gunpoint and were accidentally killed during my release.”

Watching in The Ninety-Seven, Jonathan Fitzwilliam was shaken.
Woman and man killed at the farmhouse? That must have been Eloise
and Dennis. Dennis!

He went up-the iron stairs to his apartment and after some trouble
got through to Lucien Lacombe. Lucien had the information. It was

- secret under, threat of dismissal, but everybody was whispering and he
was ready to‘tell his friend.  Baril got a rifle somehow and shot the girl. -
Then he let Dennis drive away in a car and sent his boys to kill him.

.There was a lot of silence now on the line. The detective coughed.
“Are you still going to cut out, Johnny? Baril said you're off the hook
legally. But those three guys may still try to get you in an alley.”

“The three guys don’t concérn me,” Fitzwilliam said. '

“What, then? ‘

Johnny's thoughts were not very admirable but he was stuck with
them. It was sinking in that his best friend was also. the only one who
knew he had thrown Linda Lennox off a roof. Dennis’s death left
him feeling free and lonely at the same time. He said,

“I've got to decide whether I'm supposed to do something about Mr.
Baril.” 2

Leaving the television studio with Argentina beside him, Latourelle
ran into the premier coming down the same corridor. There were so
many big men around Baril now he could hardly be seen. But he broke
through the cordon and stepped into an alcove, drawing Bosco and the
girl in with him,
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“That was good brandy, Miss Carr,” he said gleefully. “Where do
you get that stuff?” He was exuberant, wide-eyed as a child on ‘Hal-
loween.

“I should have given you the whole flask,” Argentina said bitterly.
It would have killed you.
“Save it for yourself, dear. You may need it.”

Bosco put his arm around Argentina. He said, “Well, we won any-
way. You came out smelling like a rose, Yves, but at least you can’t
take the province on a moonlight flit after the referendum.”

“No, not next -week.” Baril's grin widened. “But there’s plenty of
time. You haven’t stopped me, Bosco. You've only delayed me. I'll be
back on the track soon enough. And listen, old friend—" his. smile died
like a lamp going off “—once Quebec finally separates, you'd better get
onto Highway 401 that same day and drive to Ontario as fast as you
can. Because if you try to live in my country, you'll have.no advertising.
agency. You'll be lucky if you're allowed to sweep streets in Rimouski.”

Bosco and Argentina went to her place, where they drank the
brandy in the second flask and finished the bottle it had been filled
_from. Then, just before they went to bed, Latourelle said, “Be sure

you spill out the flask with the dope in it. You don’t want anyone
drinking it by mistake.”

" Argentina said, “Right,” and went into thc- kitcheun to attend to'it.
But she thought for 2 minute and then stored the flask of doctored
brandy, still almost full, on a high shelf.

She kept waking during the night, her mind full of Eloise, whom she
never much liked, and of Dennis, whom she admired in spite of his
weakness. And she knew Bosco Latourelle was thinking of his dead
friends too, because she heard him quietly weeping.
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Avenue South, New York, NY 10003.

BUY IT WHOLESALE
BUY IT WHOLESALE, 2500 items, free

catalogs, rush $2.00 for handling. Lillard’s
Imports, 8670 ¥ Miramar Rd., San Diego,

N CA 92126.

MAKE Magnetlc ‘Signs. Blg proﬁts Details,
Universal, Lenora, KS 6764

$25.00 DAILY possible stuffing envelopes!
Details Free. Service, Box 715-D, Lynbrg:i
NY 11563.

COINS, CURRENCY & TOKENS

SPECIAL! WWII STEEL CENT SETS.
1943 PDS processed cents VFXF in holder
only $1.25 plus. 75¢ pos bai Heritage Coins,
PO Box 1372 D, Tulsa, Okla. 74101.
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DETECTIVES

MONEYMAKING OPPCRTUNITIES

POLICE SECURITY INVESTIGATIVE
schematics and equipment listings. Quim-
tronix, Box 548-DV, Seattle, WA 98111.

FREE ‘1001 ODDS’’! $10,000-$100,000 actu-
ally made at home! Never get over it! Publico,
Carlsbad, CA 92008.

INVESTIGATOR S MANUAIS Electronic
Surveillance, Picking, etec. Write,
MENTOR, D(mt 602 135-53 No. Bivd.,

Flushing, NY 11354.

EDUCATION & INSTRUCTION

FREE Information! Important recent publi-
cations of special interest to everyone. Money-

making, money-saving, self 1mproveme1t
Most '$2 or less. Send today, ELAN, P.O
Box 117-Al, Richfield, WI 53076.

UNIVERSITY DEGREES BY MAIL! Bach-
elors, Masters, . Free revealing
details. Counseling, Box 389- AH-8, Tustin,
CA 92686.

FARMS, ACREAGE & REAL ESTATE

SELLING YOUR HOME? Don’t. .. Until
¥‘ou learn to sell it yourself. 101 Easy to
ollow Steps. Save Thousands $3$ in Broker’s

Send $2, ELAN, P.O. Box 117-Bl1,
Rxchﬁeld WI 53076.

_ CABIN, stoves, 7.8 acres pine, on léké, N.W.
Wis., Box 181, Williams Bay, WI 53191.

'$3 "Hourly stuffing envelopes. - Easy work,
. Details free. Feldco, Box 228 Ryder, Brooklyn

11234.

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. Wayner, Davis
Publications, Inc., Dept. CL, 229 Park Ave-
nue South, New York NY 10003.

$500.00 WEEKLY! IMMEDIATE, Guaran-
teed home stuffing envel FREE
Supplies! Send 25¢ Stamp Proﬁts B725-
DP7, Belen, NM 870!

$1600 MONTHLY POSSIBLE, mailing com-
mission letters. Information—~Free! OPPOR-
TUNITIES Box 721D, Lynbrook, NY 11563.

$10,000, $50.00 GUARANTEE. WIN
MONTHLY GOVERNMENT BONANZA.
Cash plus royalties. All losses tax deductible.
Details $1.00. Dynomite, P.O. Box 6, Orr-
ville, AL 36767.

BIG Sparetime Income, Mailing. Fiesta, Box
2882-DP, Springfield, IL-62708.

GIFTS THAT PLEASE

FREE Bm"%am Catalog gality items for all
uses write T'.J.'s Popular Products Box 702-D
Milpitas CA 95035.

FREE: Drop a card for fantastic bargains to
Oak “N”’ Ledge, Greene, RI 02827,

$250.00 ° profit/thousand  possible—stuffing-
mailing envelopes. Offer: Rush stamped ad-
dressed envelope: Universal-ADVS X16180
Fort Lauderdale, FL 33318.

I make $52,000 yearly mailing letters. Any-
ogg can. Free proof. Sandco-DP, Ceres, CA
95307.

HYPNOTISM

FREE Fascinating Hypnosis Information!
g;?;stslmg/' DIM_H, Box 487 Anaheim, CA

MAGIC TRICKS, ETC.

STUFFING envelopes, free supplies. Send. -
stamped envelope McClaskey 10-7, 6897 Oak-
hills, Grove City, OH 43123.

$500/Thousand stuffing envelopes. Free Sup-

. plies. Proven-Guaranteed! Send 50¢ Stamped

addressed envelope. H & H Enterprises, Box
10 Black Oak, Arkansas.

DISCOUNT Maglc Catalog 25¢. Huge sav-
ings! Fun Discount Center, Box
1936-AZ Y NY 10017

MAIL-ORDER OPPORTUNITIES

FREE Discount book catalog! All subjects
Litchfield Box 350-C 2 Bedford, TX 76021.

MISCELLANEOUS

LOCK PICKING—much more—books & SUP-
- PLIES. Send $2.00 to: Landls, 625 Post St.,
Box 1048 San Francisco, CA 94109.

WIN Bingo! New method. Details free! Re-
search-730, Box 669, Burbank, CA 91503.

$300.00 WEEKLY, Mailing Cu'culars Wnt.e
McGUIRE, Box 144, Tacoma, WA 98412.

NEW! Stuff our circulars for profit. Free
ggtiallés Seafern, 4567 Park, San Diego, CA

ROULE’I'I‘E New Secret System, Astound-
ing Results! Tested Years. $9.85 Financial
Systgms P.O. Box 35243 Phoenix, Arizona

" FREE list . Moneymaking Booklets ~ $1.50

each, Pipp, 14780 Calpella, Iaerada, CA
90638.

HOMEWORKERS' Big $%% stufﬁng enve-
es. II;‘rego details. Sayco 824DA, Augusta,
in,
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MONEYMAKING OPPORTUNITIES—Cont’d

PERSONAL—Cont'd

HARD work and a small mvestment scare
you? If you don't believe in.-“‘getting rich
overnight’’ write: Regal,
Blvd. #35, Portland, OR 97266.

WORKING! New Booklet Shows How $1.50

Keystone Dept. CM08Y, 1538-C Orange Street, .

Berwick, PA 18603.

10835 SE Powell-

LATIN AMERICAN GIRLS appreciate their
men. Let us introduce you te a dark-eyed, un-
spoiled beauty. Complete application package R
and photo selection $2.00: Maria Garcia, Box

.. 80801D, San Diego, Calif. 92138.
MAKE EXTRA MONEY WITHOUT

BEAUTIFUL MEXICAN GIRLS! Frlendshlp,
marriage. Photos information free! ‘‘Latins,”

‘Box 1716-DE,- Chula Vista, CA 92012.

$500 WEEKLY with MAIL ORDERS MOST .

DYNAMIC PROGRAM. FREE details Box
1912, Fort Worth, Texas 76101.

ADULT Pleasure 'Products—over 600 items!
Giant catalog $1.00. Clifton’s D-1068, Sau-
gus, CA 91351.

$250 WEEKLY possible mailing letters. Free
details. Atco, Box 27, Sioux Falls, SD 57101.

$1,000 MONTHLY ossnble stuffing envelopes.
Free details. ., Box 338, Orangeville,
Ontario, Canada LOW 2Z7.

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN

$1,000 short story/poetry contest. National
magazine, Send self-addressed, stamped enve-
lope for information. Contest- DP Box 22248,
Sacramento, CA 95822.

PERSONAL

SINGLE? Widowed?
introductions! " Identity, Box 315-DC, Royal
Oak, MI 48068.

JAPANESE introduction! Girl’s photographs,

descriptions, brochure, details. $1.00. INTER-

Es%cleIC, Box 304-SC, Birmingham, MI
12. :

Divorced? Nationwide .

500 Ladies, 350 Men Photos Matrimonial
Catalog, $1.00 Contactpartner: Box 12, To-
ronto, Canada M4A 2M8.

ADULT PRODUCTS. Giant Catalog. $1.00
(Refundable). Trader Jack, 10456 Tabor Ave.,
Fairfield, CA 94533.

LONELY? Meet desirable partners by mail.
Write: Adelaide Suzanne, Box 103-E. Lake-
wood, California 90714.

PHOTOGRAPHY-—PHOTO FINISHING
& SUPPLIES

SAVE HUNDREDS OF DOLLARS!!!! Make
your own S&M Densitometer. Send $3.00 for
details, drawings and_instructions. A must 'for
successful photography in your ' darkroom:
Order direct: S&M Instruments, Dept. AH7,

229 Park Ave. South, N.Y. NY 10003.

PRINTING, MIMEOGRAPHING *
& MULTIGRAPHING

“ALONE? Neith can arrange for you to get
Téxg;eg. Neith, 5605 Campbell, Valparaiso, IN

WHOLESALE, Printing Office Supplies,

JAPANESE Girls Make Wonderful Wives.
We have large number of listings. Many
interested in marriage. Only $1.00 brings
appllcatxon, photos, names, descriptions,

questionnaire, Etc. Japan International, Box

166-AA, Carnelian Bay, CA 95711.

Equipment, Free Catalog, Atlantic, DP-8,
Box 1678, Florence, South Carolina 29503,
RADIO-TV

FANTASTIC old radio programs on tape.
Reels, cassettes, 8-track. Free introductory
catalog Radio Memorl&s Box 2297, New-
port News, VA 23602

BEAUTIFUL Mexican-Oriental girls Needm
American Boy-Friends. Free Details, actual”
ggfégs World Box 3876-DC, San Dlego, CA

DATES GALORE! Meéet singles-anywhere.
Call DATELINE, toll-free (800) 451-3245.

SONGWRITERS

HOW TO write needed hit songs. Write:
‘(‘:iogfg . 15915 E. Main, Suite C, La Puente,

SURPLUS EQUIPMENT

- LOTO CANADA~World’s Largest Lottery.
$32,000,000 in prizes. Next draw October 9.
Each t\cket offers 12 chances to win $1,000,000
150,000 winners. Tickets $10 plus $1.50 ‘fee.
Send check to Bridge International, Box
35301 Vancouver, V6M 4G5 Canada.

“DATE WITH DIGNITY” Professional
Matching. Drawing 6765, Fort Worth, 76115
(817) 921-0281 Anytime,
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GIANT Bargain Packed Canadian Surplus
Catalogs $1.00. Etco Electronics-DG, Box
741, Montreal “‘A.”’

TAPES, RECORDERS, SOUND

OLD MYSTERY - & DETECTIVE radio
shows on tape. Low as $1.75 per hour. Cata-
log $1.00. Phantom Empire, 8225 Kings-
brook #1186, Houston, TX 77024. .
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» Publ.Ed. $7.95

s

15 BEST-SELLING MYSTERIES FOR JUST °1

Worth $100.80 in Publishers’ Editions!

J.J. Marric.
Gideon's Drive
Publ. Ed. $6.95
Erle Stanley Gardner.
The Case of the
Postponed Murder
Publ. Ed. $5.95
Lillian O’'Donnelt.
Lensure ngs

S

Agatha Christie.

Hallowe'en Party

Publ. Ed. $4.95

John D. MacDonald.

A Purple Place tor Dying

Publ. Ed. $7.95

Agatha Christie.

Endless Night

Publ. Ed. $4.50

Sjbwall & Wahlog.

The Terrorists

Publ. Ed. $7.95

Erle Stanley Gardner.

The Case of the

Fenced in Woman

Publ. £d. $5.95

Mignon Eberhart.

Family Fortune

Publ. Ed. $7.95

Georges Simenon.

Maigretand the

Apparition

Publ Ed. $7.95

Erle Staniey Gardner.

The Case of the

Irate Witness

Publ. Ed. $4.95

Len Deighton.

Catch a Falling Spy
7.

Ellery Queen.

A Fine and Private Place
Publ. Ed. $5.95

Agatha Christie.
Nemesis

Publ. Ed. $5.95

Dick Francis.

In The Frame

Publ. Ed. $8.95

P
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THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB, ROSLYN, N.Y. 11576

Please enroll me as a member and send me at once my-five triple-
volumes shown here, containing fifteen mysteries. | enclose no money
now. I 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 them and owe nothing.

As a member, | will receive free the club's monthly Preview which
describes my next selections but | am not obligated to accept them. |
will always have at ieast ten days to reject any volume by returning the
form provided. | may return any book at the ciub’s expense for full credit.
For each monthly triple-volume | keep, | will send you only $4.39, plus
postage and handling: | understand | may cance! my membership at any
time.

Name
Street
7-MS
City
%% 15-56-7D
POSTAGE- State Zip
SRES Note: Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only. Canadian members will be serviced

from Ontario, offer slightly different in Canada.



MATCH WITS WITH GREAT

SLEUTHS AND AUTHORS!

' ELLERY. QUEEN

A Fine and Private Place by Ellery
.Queen: The clues point to the mur-
dered man's young widow—or do
they? A braintwister’that takes ‘all

- A\ 1
INSPECTOR MAIGRET
Maigret and rhgaAgpan’rlon by
eorges Simenon The latest
Maigret mystery. The shooting of a

policeman’ friend has Maigret on.

TRAVIS McGEE . :

A Purple Place tor Dying_by_John
D. MacDonald. Another Travis,
McGee thriller! In this baffiing case,
McGee's beautiful Arizona client is

gunned down before his very eyes'
(Publ. Ed. $795) '

Plusi2more...
All5 mysiems for only $1. o

the trail-of a millionaire art patron.

of Queen’s unique powers of obser-
(Publ. Ed. $7.95)

vation to unravel. (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

ST | . First.Class
Permit No..7
) . - Roslyn, NY.

Business Reply Mail . . : ’ -

No postage stamp necessary

if mailed in the United States i :

Postage will be paid by _ "

THE DETECTIVE BOOK GLU '

: Roslyn NY. 11576 . - :
- . | WORTH

$100.80 IN
PUBLISHERS
EDITIONS.
DETAILS ON
OTHER SiDE






