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Was it possible to be as close to a psychotic as he had been to
Andy and not know it? . . . -

Bt was enough to shake your faith. Andy Herrera and I had been more’
thap business partners. We were buddies, or so I thought. Being
bachelors and both in our thirties, we made the nightclubs together on
weekends, and on regular working days we always took at least-one
meal together. We often double-dated. -

We bought a 40-foot, fully equipped cabin cruiser together, the
Tiburon, to use on weekends and vacations. By our second summer in
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business we'd been doing so well we decided to close up shop for three

~weeks and go on an extended trip in the boat: We had a television
business in Miémi—importihg parts, assembling, retailing, and repair-
ing. In ten years we could both of us have retired wealthy.

Our vacation began very well, and I thought it was the best I'd ever
had. We took some fair-sized sailfish and a few marlin, a lot of red
snapper, and ray. Filet of stingray with butter sauce is one of the sea’s
most delicate dishes. I did the cookmg Andy was helpless in the gal-
ley.

. At night we’d throw out the anchor and 11e back in deck chairs, lis-
tening to a Miami station while we drank our scotches and watched
bright clouds of stars wheeling across- the blue-black velvet sky. Life

was good. I'd have said you couldn’t find a happier pair of partners— ‘

until that afternoon on the Bahama Banks.
We'd been away from Miami almost three weeks and were headmg
" back by easy stages. When we saw those low-lying sandbars Andy said,
“How’s about a tureen of turtle soup, old buddy?”
“Right on!” I agreed and looked for an archorage. :

Catching a sea tortoise in deep water is tough, but you can some-
times find one among the shallows on the Banks, and then you've got
supper for a week. We anchored in three fathoms about a hundred
yards off the nearest sandbar and rowed over to it in the dinghy. There

- we beached the little boat and walked about the sandbar. .

It was a strange and desolate seascape. Nothing could be seen but
the sea and the sky, the low- -lying sandbars, and seaweed. -The main-
land was a day’s run beyond the horizon. We waded and swam from
sandbar to sandbar looking for turtle tracks.

Then I saw the granddaddy of them all. He must have welghed two
hundred pounds. He was clambering across a bar about fifty yards from
us. I ran across the bar wé were on, plunged into the shallow water,

and swam to the next one, and so on from sandbar to sandbar, hoping

to head off the big animal. If I'could catch him before he waddled into

deep water, I'd flip him over on his back. We’d have a.hell of a time-
getting him to the dinghy, but it would be worth it. I could almost.

taste the turtle soup.

When 1 reachéd the bar the turtle was on, I knew I had him. I
turned to wave at Andy, but he was in the dlnghy, rowmg toward the
Tiburon. . :
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I called to him. Andy' Hey, Andy! Where you going?”
- He didn’t tum around. Could he hear me? Absolutely. “Not a doubt
about it. -He was rowing back to the boat and'ignoring my vyells. I stood

- dumfounded and. watched him. Was it_a practical joke? But Andy

wasn't a joker. He laughed a lot, but he didn’t - make jokes. Maybe he
was going after the scotch bottle. Or the’ medical kit. Maybe he’d been
hit by a ray and couldnt wait to explain. -

I let the turtle get away while I watched my old buddy. When he
reached the Tiburon he tied the dinghy to the stern, climbed over the
rail, and went straight to the bridge. In‘another minute the cruiser was
moving swiftly toward the horizon.

The sun was high and hot midday on the Banks, the sea as smooth as
lead sheeting. A few thinderheads stood like atomic clouds along the

* skyline where the Tiburon was now just a speck.

I spent the next few hours sitting on the sand or walking about aim-

lessly, trying to believe that what was happening wasn’t happening. A.

man simply isn’t marooned by a friend, I thought; if had to be some-
thing else. But eventually I had to admit it, Andy had played me for a
fool. His motive was money, of course. Greed. We'd been doing so
well in business that half of our take meant real wealth. Neither of us
needed the whole thing. ™

I'd always known Andy was greedy, but it hadnt seemed important.
He’d never been greedy in any but trivial ways; he was more inconsid-
erate than anything else. Or so I'd always thought. Anyway, partners
are supposed to be generous with one another, and I rather enjoyed

humoring Andy, letting him have his way. Everyone’s entitled to make

one mistake, of course. It seemed that I'd made mine.

There are places in the Bahama Banks where the ocean bottom is
close to the surface, and here the currents and tidal motions of the
shallow waters will kick up small sandbanks, or sandbars. Theése last
from a few hours to a few weeks, until the currents and the tides wash -
them away. The Banks were a favorite médrooning ground of pirates two
hundred years ago. Today the regular shipping lanes are charted away
from these waters. Several airlines fly this route between New York
and the Caribbean, and I might be seen by one of these aircraft, but -
the odds were long—from twenty thousand feet the sand 1slands rlnged
with kelp could be seen clearly, but not a man. Of course a commercial
fisherman or a pleasure boat might happen by. Long shots do come in.
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. The sandbars don’t last Ibrig enough to plck up much driftwood, so
building a raft was out of the questxon T would be- extremely lucky to
find any flotsam. :

As for survival on the island, I mlght catch an unwary. fish in one of

the shallow pools that settle-in the bars at low tide. On the other hand,
when the tide rose again I might be too busy treadmg water to worry
about a fresh fish dinner. "

It-was mid-afternoon when 1 saw a dark speck on the horlzon A fish-
ing boat, I thought, or a pleasure craft like our own. I stood in the
middle of the sandbar and waved my arms and shouted. The boat
headed straight for me. My spirits'rose. What would my old buddy say
when I turned up alive and kicking?

But it wasn’t a fishing boat or another pleasure craft It was the

Tiburon. She dropped anchior :where we’d anchored once before. I
. watched Andy get into the dinghy and row toward me.

He beached the dinghy and called to me. “Hey, ]1m‘ Come on! Let’s

gol”

I started toward him, but slowly, wondermg what he was up to riow.
He stood there, smlhng his country-boy smile. - '

“Andy!” I shouted. “What the hell were you trying to dop

“Come on, fella!” he called back and laughed good- naturedly ‘Let’s
haul out of here!” :

I stopped where I was and studied him. The sandbar was about one

hundred yards long by fifty. wide and roughly oval-shaped. I stood

about thirty. yards from Andy. He was holding his right arm down at
his side, rather stiffly, with the hand behind his right leg.

Remembering the gun we kept.for killing sharks, I whirled about
and ran for the far end of the sandbar. He fired twice as I ran.

At that range he could hardly expect to hit me except with a lucky
shot. He never was good with guns, but even a good marksman isn’t

likely to hit a moving, dodging target at more than ten yards. Not with

a snub-nose .38 revolver. What I had to do was keep enough distance

between us and keep moving. Sooner or later he'd run out of bullets.
And then? Then Andy would row back to the boat for more ammuni-

tion, and I'd wait for the next high tide—or for Andy. He could do it

the easy way, just lay offshore and wait for the ocean to take care of

me, or he could come back with more bullets In time- one of his shots
would have to score, unless I could get to the dinghy.

N
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Andy was never the ‘profoundest thinker in the world, but he was
shrewd. He made sure to keep himself and his gun between me and
the dinghy as he closed in on me. I kept moving along thé far curve of
the sandbar, but little by little he came closer. He couldn’t move to-
ward me and shoot at the same time, so whenevér he stopped to take
aim I broke into a zigzag run. He shot at me the way a hunter leads a
duck, and the sand kicked up in front of me. He cursed like a team-
ster. In fury and frustration he fired wildly. He got so mad he emptied -
the revolver and didn’t even scratch me. While he was reloading I
rushed him, but he got a bullet into the cylinder before I could get
close enough and 1 backtracked fast.

He remained fresh and strong, while 1 became overheated increas-
ingly tired and exhausted. I drgve.myself to run and run, for only run-
ning could save my life. Once I tripped over a clump of seaweed and
sprawled flat on the sand, and he got off a few quick shots as I scram-
bled to my feet.

-1 was wearing nothing but swim trunks. The afternoon sun was bak-
ing my brains. Thirst was like hot sand in my throat. I hadn’t eaten
since breakfast, and while I wasn’t hungry I was feeling weak in the
legs. But there could be no resting. Every time I glanced over my
shoulder, Andy was coming on. If I paused a moment, he cranked off a
shot. He was closing the distance, driving me toward the end of the
sandbar. My back was to the sea.

“Let’s get it over, fellal” he yelled Tat.me. “It’s only a matter of
- time!” )

That fella tore it. That got to me. If 1 could have torn hls heart out
with my teeth, I'd have done it smiling.

Then he scored. It was a Sunday shot. It caught me in the left leg,
in the calf—just a flesh wound but the slug passed all the way through;
taking a chunk of muscle with it. Both holes began to bleed at once,
and heavily. Andy saw what he’d done and stopped to reload the gun.
I couldn’t run well enough to try rushing him again, so I hit the water-
and struck out for the next sandbar. There was a shallow channel with
sand sharks between the two bars, and they smelled the blood. They
were almost within snapping distance when I scrambled above the
tideline. Unlike bone wounds, flesh wounds are often slow to hurt, but
mine began to throb with pain, not only from the torn muscle but also
_from the strong salt seawater.

" I'LL KILL YOU IN THE MORNING . . 9



I sat at the edge of the sandbar, moaning in pain and watching Andy . -
make his way back ‘to the dinghy. He got in, pulled away from the
* sandbar, and started rowing around it:to my new refuge. When lie was
close enough’ I pegged:a few conch shells at him, hoping for a lucky
‘hit, but there weren’t enough of them lying around. Soon I had to

- abandon the sandbar for the next one, with Andy rowing after for the -

" same desperate, exhausting game of dodging bullets. :
My leg was giving me hell. I could hardly stagger. I fell often And I
was losing a lot.of blood. 'When Andy stopped to reload the gun, I
ripped the cord out of my swim trunks and cinched a tourniquet around

my leg. '

I was saved for the day by the sun dropping behmd some low clouds
on the horizon, the usual quick sunset of the tropics. As the sky dark-
ened, Andy turned back to the dinghy. Wounded though I was, he’d
never try me in the dark. That was another thing I remembered about
my old buddy. He was not only greedy, Andy-Herrera was a coward.
_ It was something I'd always known about him, but I'd been tolerant of
‘his failing. Not all men have courage, nor should be expected to have.
We don’t live in couragecus times.

Standing up in the dinghy, he called to me, “C(')o'd night, spo'rt' rn
kill you in the morning!”

He laughed and sat down and p1cked up the oars. I watched him .
row back to the Tiburon. He tied up to the stern.and climbed aboard. g
He weighed anchor, started the motors, and pulled out to sea about a
mile farther, where he dropped anchor again. He was taking no
chances. And he was right. I might have made it to the nearer anchor-
‘age despite the loss of blood, my exhaustion, my pain, my hunger, and -
the terrible thirst. I think I would have made it.. A hundred yards. But
a mile? Nevertheless 1 did consider trying, for if I simply waited I'd
only be waiting for the end. But first I had to rest,

I lay on the sand and fell asleep immediately. A broken leg couldn’t
have kept me awake. When I woke, a full moon was flooding the séa
with pearly light. The tide had risen a little, covering some of the
sandbars, but the one I was on had at least a foot of freeboard. The .
Tiburon lay at anchor far out with. no running lights. The sea and the
sky and the ghostly sand islands were lovely under the moon, ‘but I
" was hardly touched by beauty then, for my leg had stiffened and the’
pain when I moved it was excruciating. v
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I knew I couldn’t undergo another day of bullet-dodging under the
furious tropic sun, without food or rest and with a hole in my. left leg. -
It might be better to drown trying to swim out to the Tiburon.

“T'll kill*you in -the morning!” Well, I thought, he probably could.
But if he couldn’t, if he was short of ammunition—1I tried to remember
how many boxes of shells we had for the .38, and I thought it was four.
He’d used maybe two. He had enough, all right.

But if I got lucky, if I was able to keep far enough away from him
until he did run out of bullets, then I had only the sea itself to fear. If
a boat came by, I could signal it. If an airplane flew over. . .

What I needed was a signal visible from twenty thousand feet. I.-
think I must have-been slightly delirious. No one in his right mind
would try what I tried then. I began gathering all the seaweed I could

find on the sand island and laying it out in huge letters twenty feet

long, spelling out H-E-L-P. It took hours of agony. T moved very -
slowly, dragging my wounded leg.

‘When it was done, I realized that H-E-L-P might be the wrong lan-
guage for some aircraft pilots. I should have made a big $-O-S, the in-
ternational symbol. So I went back to work, gathering more seaweed,
and built the letters S-O-S. .

Delrious I might have been, but not too much- tc feel a bit ridicu-
lous. I knew the odds against what I was trying. But what else could I
have done? There was nothmg else. And aircraft do fly over the
Bahama Banks. _

The night was nearly over. I tried to .rest and to think. It wasn't
much -I'd done to save myself. I worried this thought. I'd done some-
thing but it wasn’t much. Or it was much, but it wasn’t right. Along
towards dawn I began to understand what I had to do.

I gathered more seaweed, and in the center of the island I built a
mound of kelp-about four feet hlgh big enough to hide a man if he -
were crouched inside. '

When Andy beached the dinghy at sunrise I watched him from a dis-
tance of about fifteen yards, but he couldn’t see me. He stood by the
boat, looking around.at my work: H-E-L-P and $-O-S. And of course
the four-foot mound of kelp in the center of the island. Though he
couldn’t see me, I could see his look of utter baﬂlemént

From any point on that sandbar you could see all the other bars in
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the area. And to all intents and purposes I had disappeared.” Andy
lookéd around, his country-boy smile gone now, his eyes narrowed as
he stared intently at every part of the island. He walked slowly about,
careful to keep near the dinghy. I hardly breathed.

Then the smile again spread across his face, and he laughed a short
chuckling laugh. I began to tremble, sure he’d see the ruse. The
trembling came from fear, not from the pain in. my leg, the hunger in
my belly, the thirst in my throat. It was pure fear. .

Andy had made out the symbols, my signals, and he began'to laugh.
He laughed for quite a while. A greedy man, @ coward, and apparently
a psycho. Could I be as-close to a psychotic as I'd been to Andy and
not know it? Evidently I could.

“Pretty smart!” he yelled.

Since the letter S was nearest to him, he kicked it apart.

“Did-you make this for the seagulls, fella?” :

He kicked the O apart. ‘
© “Look!” he shouted. He held the .38 hlgh for me to ‘see, though he
still hadn’t seen me. I saw that he’d attached a piece of wood to the
butt of the gun to make a sort of stock, which he could brace against
his shoulder while aiming, thus giving him a little more accuracy. Now
he held the makeshift stock against his shoulder and took slow, careful
aim at the big clump of kelp I'd piled in the center of the sandbar. The
gun roared like a cannon. He laughed. “How do you like that, fella?”

I didn’t answer, of course—I didn’t move. He took slow aim and
fired again. Another .38 slug plowed mto the heart of the_clump of
seaweed. He looked puzzled. _

He stepped closer to the big clump, and when he was only ten yards
from it he fired three more shots.

He looked nervously about and saw nothing but sand, sea, and sea-
weed. And of course the remaining letters of my signal, H E-L-P, and
the broken kicked-apart S-O-8, :

He yelled in sudden fury and kicked the blg c]ump of kelp. He
kicked it savagely. He fired his-sixth bullet into it.

As the truth struck him he screamed and spun about, saw .me erupt
from under one leg of the H in H-E-L-P, and frantically tried to re-
load. I staggered towards the dinghy, dragging long streamers of kelp.
I had maybe fifteen yards to go, -he had thirty. He tried to run and
reload the gun-at the same time. He stumbled and fell. T struggled on,.
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. hopping on one leg, slowed by the dragging seaweed. I reached.the
dinghy, shoved it into the water, and clambered in. He was at the wa-
ter’s edge before I'd taken three strokes with the oars, and he began
shooting wildly, emptying the gun again.

He floundered into the water, yelling something about a joke. He
~ hadn’t meant to shoot me. He raved wildly, yelling things I didn’t un-
derstand. 1 rested the oars about thirty yards out, and he - started
swimming. He was always a lousy swimmer. As he drew closer I took a
light stroke with the oars and pulled away from him. He was already
tired and threshing his arms, gasping, choking, pleading. I let him
come a little closer, then dipped the oars and pulled away a few yards..
When we'd done this three times he had to turn around and make for
the sandbars. i ‘ ‘

I waited until I saw he was safely on the sand. Then I rowed out to-
the Tiburon. As I tied the dinghy to the stern rail, I could see my ex-
partner trying to repair the broken letters of S-O-S.
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The trouble .with Harry Caribe was that he lacked the feelmg i
the great ones had .

Grundy and I .answered the radio call because we were in the .
neighborhood, which made us the first on the scene a.fter the patrol-
men who had discovered the body. .

As we pulled up, the patrolmen.were standing in the glare of head-
lights alongside the form of a woman just off the sidewalk that paral-

leled the blacktop curving through the park. I stepped out into the
cool mght and stopped -about twenty feet away while Grundy charged
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over to the body.

My hesitation was deliberate. It gave me a better perspective of the
scene. At least that was the way I rationalized it. Deep down I knew I
hesitated because I wanted to postpone the real impact of death. Only
when T leaned over the body did the fact that it had had an identity
and had lived and breathed only a short time before hit like a sharp jab .
to the ribs. -

This was a woman, dressed in a whlte short-sleeved dress, one light -
sandal missing. Her hair was long and dark. She lay under a young
elm, and behind in the darkness,- only a short distance away, lighted
windows in tall bulldmgs rose -high. into the soft black sky hke a
jeweled backdrop

Grundy rose. “Another one,” he said. ThlS is the thxrd

“I was afraid of that when I heard the call,” T said,

Cars were pulling up behind us and in the distance the wailing of
another siren rose and fell. :
I knelt by the body. The face lacked the freshness of youth, but the
marks of life hadn’t indented themselves too deeply .so she was prob-
ably in her middle thirties; a pretty woman with a small nose and a
wide mouth. There was blood on her white:dress as- ‘there had been
blood on -the dresses. of the other two, and without exammmg her any

closer I kiiew a knife had been-used.

I rose, a'tenseness in the-pit of my stomach: -

. Several patrolmen came up. I felt someone brush past me and Man-
dola, the: heutenant knelt by the body . .
“Hell,” he said. ‘

The words stuck in my throat ‘T knew hey.”

He looked up at me. e T ,
“Her name is Edie Bolton,” I said. “She was Harry Caribe’s wom-.
“The singer at the Peacock Club?” '

I nodded.

“That’s a break,” he said. “With their purses missing, it took a whlle

to identify the other two. Maybe we can get the jump on this one.’

An ambulance cut off its siren, wheeled in an arc, and began backing
to the curb: :

“Do you want to tell him?” he asked.

“T'll tell him,” 1 said.
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“Grundy can stay and help finish here. You get Caribe and take him
to- the morgue for a positive I.D., then bring him to the precinct.
‘Maybe he can tell us something. Is there anything you want to say?”

“You see what I see,” I said. “Purse missing, shoe missing. And one
other thing that's different from' the others. It's a' cool evening and

- she’s wearing a short- sleeved dress. She wouldnt go-out that way She :

should have a shaw] or a jacket or a sweater

He nodded. “We'll look around.”

"1 walked toward the car. If there was anything more to be learned
from this one than fr(_)m the other two, Mandola would find it. Three
women had been knifed in two weeks, all with purses missing and one
shoe gone. Another crazy was roaming the streets acting out a tw15ted
vendetta that only a psychiatrist could begin to understand.

The Peacock Club was on. the other 51de of . the park, down a
cobblestoned side street hardly wide enough for the car. A badly-exe-

cuted neon peacock looking like a'scrawny rooster in drag hung above -
the door. It was one of the last remaining supper clubs in town, one of

- the few places with music where you could stop for a drink or dinner
without being forced to listen to electronic rock so loud it made the
crockery dance. All you got at- the Peacock was moderately good food,
~high prices, and Harry Caribe at the piano, singing a lot of old tunes
and a few new ones. to the middle-aged.crowd.

Harry and his piand were on a little dais to one 51de of the dining

room. I waved away the maitre d and waited for him to glance in my
direction.. :

Harry Caribe. I guess twenty or twenty-five years ago there were
. many Harry Caribes in the entertainment business—good-looking guys
with enough voice and musical ability to start out with dreams of-mak-
ing-it-big before rock and country-and-western came intc their own.
But the years ‘went by and musical tastes changed and after ten
thousand nights in a thbusand_ clubs, only a few still hung on, singing
in the few clubs-remaining, where-no one ever really listened.

That was the ‘way it was with Harry. 1 looked at him and saw an
automatic man, with nothing in his voice and nothing in his fingers,
and it was as if his whole life spread before me—the hundreds of
women who had wanted to reach out and touch the closest thing to. a
celebrity they would ever meet, the ratty clubs, the records that didn’t
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sell, the songs that never caught on. :
He was singing one now, a song he had written and was the only

one ever to sing, a blues song, of a heartbreaking love and loneliness; - - -

“and 1 realized for the first time why.Harry had never made it. He
lacked that intensity and deep feeling that the great ones had, the qual-

ity that made you stop what you were doing and listen’ and be part of ..

the song. ,

- I felt very sorry for Harry Caribe. - N ' : :

He looked up and saw me,. his gleaming smile wide, and I motloned
toward the bar. He nodded, his carefully brushed black hair like patent
leather in the spotlight.

"He joined me in a few minutes. I motloned to the bartender. “Give

~ him a double.”

Harry grmned ‘How about you, Cole'r‘”
“I'm on duty.” :
“Then’ what brings you here?” -
1 put my elbows on the bar. “You'll need that drink, Harry,” 1 said
quietly.
" He stood straight, a well built man with a heavy, handsome face '
“What the hell?” he said.
“It’s Edie,” I said. “She’s dead.” S
He gnpped the curled edge of the bar, his shoulders slightly
hunched, and stared at the racked and gleammg bottles. His-voice was
husky “How?”
“It looks like the same one who got the other two.’
“Oh, God,” he said._“I told her. I told her tomght—'don’t walk
through the park.” His-hand clamped on my arm. “Where is she?”
“I'll take you to her,” I said. “Then we’ll go to the precinct. You may
be able to help.” ;
He moved along with me woodenly, as if his brain no longer had full
control of his body, a handsome marionette in a perfectly fitted tuxedo.
I thought, he’s gomg to crack up. s

After we left the morgue and were driving to the precinct, he said
quietly, “She was all I had.”
I didn’t say anything. .
“I'm just a saloon singer and not a very good-one,” he said. “There
was a time when I thought the only thing left was to step in front of a
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subway train or a truck. But she came up to me one night. At first I
thought she was just another broad, but you know something? She
cared about me. Not Harry Caribe, me. They say' that all of us have
someone. inside that no one knows, that we keep hidden from ev-
eryone. She reached out and touched that soméone in me.” His voice
held a tinge of awe. “All those years, all those people, and none of
them. . .” His voice cracked. “Only her,” he whispered.:
“You're a lucky man, Harry,’ T said. Thmk of it that way.”

“Yeah,” he said softly. “I'm a lucky man.’ -

In the.precinct, I took him into Mandola’s office. Mandola squeezed
into the armchair behind his desk. If he didn’t stop hitting the pasta
and the good wine every night for dinner, he soon wouldnt fit at all.
" Heran a hand through his thick black hair.

“I'm sorry,” he said.
Harry nodded.
_ “Why was she in the park?” asked Mandola .
Harrys eyes ‘focused on Mandola’s clasped hands. “I don’t know. I
warned her not to walk through there. Our apartment is.on the other
. side and she’d come to the club every night to meet me when Lwas
done. We'd have a bite and a couple of -drinks before we went home.

o

A

She used to cut across the park when she came directly from the |

apartment :
“Every night?” : - ) . o .
Harry shook his head. “Some nights she’d go to a concert or a
movie. If she did that, she’d take a cab. She only came through the
park on the nights she stayed home.”
“She went to those places alone?” : T
“She didn’t mind.” '
But tonlght she stayed home and cut through the park to meet
you.’
Harry nodded. She must have.” :
“Did you know she wasn’t going out last night?”
“She told me before I left for the club.”
“What time was that?”
“About eighty-thirty.”
" “What time did she usually Cross the park?” :
“I finish at midnight. She usually left about eleven. The walk would
take only about twenty minutes.”
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“So someone could have known her pattern that she’'d be there al-
most every mght at the same tlme?

“I guess,” said Harry.

“And you're sure she didn’t go out last night?”

“If she had, she” wouldn’t have been in the park—she would be
alive.” : _
There was a sudden commotion in the squad room. Mandola raxsed
his eyebrows I went to the door and opened it. :

Two uniformed men, one old, one young, were talking to Grundy.
The older one had a hand clamped on the arm of a slightly built young
man with straight black hair combed down over his right eyebrow. The
eyes behind his thick-lensed glasses were wide, magnified by the heavy
- glass. A short beard ran from his sideburns, along his jaw, and over his

chin. He was wearing a long-sleeved shirt and plaid slacks and his
hands were cuffed behind his back. -

I stepped out of the oﬂi_ce :

“He was standing there,” the young patrolman said, “long after ev-
eryone else had gone. I asked him what he was doing. He said he had
a right to-be there because it was a public park and he’d heard a
woman had been killed. T told him it was none of his business unless
he "had some information that would help the police. He laughed—he
said he had a lot of information but he wasn’t going to help the dumb

- police with anything. So I braced him against the car and shook him
down.” He held out a long slim switchblade knife. “When I found this,_-
I put the cuffs on him, read him his rights, and brought him in.”

. Grundy picked up the knife’ and pressed the catch. The blade
swished forth; gleaming and deadly. Mandola came up beside me. -

“The.car,” said Grundy. “Did you search it?”

“Not yet. It’s still in the park.” i )

“Get a search warrant, Grundy,” sald Mandola Bri’lhg'the car in.”

Crundy nodded. . '

Mandola brought the young man into his office. “Sit down.”

“You.can't prove anything,” said the young man.

“Prove what?” asked Mandola mildly. “I-haven’t even asked you any-
thing. You know your rights. You- don’t have to say anything, All I
want is your name so we know who we're talking to.’

“You'll see,” said the young man. “You'll have to let me go. You
think you're going to prove I killed those women, but you can’t.”
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,’ said Mandola ‘I don’t think that. There is no way you can be
- guilty.”

The young man drew himself up. “Why not'r‘”

“You're too small and skinny,” said Mandola. “You could never han-
dle those women. It would take a big man, someone with a lot more
muscle. All you use that knife for i is to clean your fingernails. You carry
it because it makes you feel big.”

The young man’s eyes were enormous béhind the glasses.” Don’t say
I'm not big!” he screamed. “You have no right!” '

Mandola turned to me. “We might as well let him go. Thls gay
wouldn’t have the nerve to step on an ant, let alone kill tliree women.

“Wouldn't I?” bawled the young man. “That’s your stupid opinion!”

“Even if you could,” said Mandola, “you had no reason.”

“Reason?” The young man smiled. I didn’ t like the smile. “Don’t you
know who I am?” . '

“No,” said Mandola. “Who are you?”

The young man’s eyes gleamed and he leaned forward as if he had a
secret to tell. “I am the Angel of Death, the Messenger of the
Apocalypse!” The words lashed the quietness like the deadly whisper
of a whip. “T am’ here to punish all those with sinful ways, especially
those whores of Babylon who walk the streets ﬂauntmg their bodies!”

“Oh, Lord,” sighed Mandola. .

The young man spat. “Blasphemer!”

I had: forgotten ‘Harry Caribe until I sensed hlm at my elbow

“He’s the one,” he sald softly.

“It sounds that way, I said.

I had unbuttoned my coat and was standing w1th it pushed back my
‘hands on my hips. Before I could move, Harry reached around,
snapped my .38 from the holster, pushed me aside; jammed the gun
‘against the young man, and pulled the trigger.

The young man, hlS eyes w1de stared at nothing as he sank to the
floor.

I grabbed Harry Mandola grabbed the. gun, both of us reacting sec-
onds too late.

Mandola dropped to one knee -alongside the k1d felt for a pulse, and
found none. He raised his eyes to Harry, his. face ghstenmg with sud- '
den sweat. “You damned fool,” he said tightly. .

“He killed her,” said Harry. “You heard him. No smart lawyer can
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plead insanity and gét him off now.”
“And you?” snapped Mandola. “What are you going to plead?”

By dawn, the place wa$ loaded with, more brass than.I knew existed,
from the Commissioner down to the internal-investigation crew. It
would be hard to imagine a situation worse than-one in which a hand-
cuffed prisoner, not yet charged with anything, gets shot with a detec-
tive’s gun while he’s in the process-of being questioned. '

It didn’t matter-that when they brought in the kid’s car it turned out
to be a van with suspicious stains on the floor, that inside was a plastic
trash-bag containing the missing shoes and purses of the first two vic-
tims, which more or less locked up the fact that he had to be guilty.

What did matter was that he was innocent until he could be proven
guilty in a court of law and his rights hadn’t been protected. There
would be hell to pay in the news media and a lot of static from every
civil-rights organization in town.

The kid’s name was Deger Harris. It was a name that would be in
the headlines for quite a few days, and the brass had no choice but to
suspend me and Mandola pending results of an investigation.

Harry Caribe came out better than we did. We booked him, he
called a'lawyer, there was a fast preliminary hearing, and a compassion-
ate judge released him on bail. His lawyer immediately deposited him
in the hospital for treatment for shock. ‘

Mandola and I left the precinct lite that afternoon, sixteen hours be-
hind on sleep, our feet draggmg

“I don’t know about you,” said Mandola, “but I need a couple of
drinks before I go home and sleep.” He yawned. “At least we don’t

‘have to report in.

“Some vacation,” I said. “No pay and the least we’ll end up with is a
reprimand in our files. That doesnt matter to me—I'm ‘going
nowhere—but it does mean it will be a long time before you make cap- -
tain.”

Mandola grinned wryly. “T'll drink to that.”

We found a bar and drank in silence.

Finally Mandola said, “In all the excitement, I didnt hear anyone
mention that there was no third shoe or purse in that van.”

“I know,” I said. “Or a sweater or a jacket.” =

“ivone of them were killed where they were found,” said Mandola.
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“We established that long ago. Harris must have forced them into the
van before he killed them, then thrown them out in the park. Maybe
this_ time he left the shoe and the purse behmd and a wrap of some
kind behind.” . . -

I ordered another round. Wlth the kld dead, we may never know
Unless. . .7 = - -

Mandola downed his dnnk Unless whatp

“Unless he didn’t kill Edie Bolton. The. Cop said he had been stand-
mg there watching:-He never did that before.”

“We dont know that. He could have and never been notlced

“Still. . :

Mandola nodded. “It could have been someone else:”

“I'd hate to think there’s another one out there.” -

“Suppose the other one just wanted us to think it was done by the
same person' who killed the other two so he' took the shoe and the
purse. . .” ' ‘

I shrugged. “To hell with it. We're out of it.” :

Mandola shook his head. “You know better. If you want to be out of
“it, you be out of it. I'm still in it.”

" “Mandola,” I said, “the Commissioner himself stood there when we
turned in our guns and badges—which-is hardly standard operating
procedure——-and you saw the .expression on his face. There’s nothing'
you can do.”

“Sure there is,” said Mandola. I can make. a phone call to the Med-
ical Examiner. Maybe he’s turned up something 1nterest1ng

“You do.that,” I said. “I'll have another drink.” .

He went to the pay phone in the corner. I ordered another round.
The lights in the bar were begmnmg to get a little fuzzy and I felt
warm and relaxed. -

Mandola came back and sat down. T looked at lnm expectantly

“Would you'like to know what time she was killed?” he asked.

“Why not?”

“She -was killed sometime between eight and nine. We didn’t find
her until eleven. Also, the lividity indicates that. immediately after
death the body had lain for some time in a posmon dlfferent from the
one in which we found her. Like the others.” :

“So Harris drove around with her in the van.’

“You'’ re forgetting—Caribe said he left her at elght thlrty and she
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~ wasn'’t going out. There was no ‘reason for her to leave -the apartment
until it was time to go to the club to' meet him.”
“All right,” 1 said. “So maybe she wasn’t killed between elght and
nine. The M.E. could be an hour off. Make it between nihe and ten.’
“Still too early for her to be out.” He played with his glass, swirling

the cubes. “Suppose she never went out at all? Suppose she was killed .

", in the apartment? That would account for the missing jacket.”

I stared at him. “Are you saying that Harry—?"

“It’s possible. He could have killed her, gone to the club, and come
back later to pick her up and drop her in the park. He could have '
killed the kid to cover up.

I shook my head. “No way. I know his schedule at the club. He
plays, takes a ten-minute break at the bar, and goes back to work. He
doesn’t leave the place at all, and if he did everybody would know it,
Furthermore, he couldn’t kill her. It isn’t in him.” )

“If we believe the M.E., she had to be killed in that apartment
house.” . ,

“0.K.,” I said. “But not Harry. Someone else.”

“Do you know of anyone?”

“No, but although Harry left her-alone every mght that doesn’t mean

" she stayed alone. He said she sometimes went to a concert or a movie.
Well, maybe she had company he didn’t know about. ‘Edie was a
good-looking woman.- There are plénty of men around who would be
willing to step in the back door when Harry went out the front. If she
had a playmate, it shouldn’t be too difficult to find him. I would bet it
was someone in the same building.”

He spread his hands. “We should check it out.”

“Not us,” I said. “We're in enough trouble.”

“If not us, then who?” ‘

“Yourriend and mine—Detective First Class Grundy Let's have a
few more, then a long night’s sleep. You can call Grundy tomorrow.”

I woke in my own bed, fully clothed except for my shoes. Mandola
must have wrestled me home but I didn’t remember it. The position of -
the sun told me it was afternoon. - - \ .

I rolled to my feet and settled my pounding head under a cold
shower. A half hour later, a cup of black coffee in one hand and the
phone in the other, I was talking to Mandola.
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“T called Grundy,” he said. “They've put the whole thing under
wraps and taken it out of the. hands of the precinct detectives. It’s now
a downtown operation and he’s been ordered to stay away from the
case. But before that happened,  Grundy had already been to the

* apartment house, checking on' her movements: The doorman never saw
her leave and the security man at the garage -entrance told him Caribe .
drove away at his usual time, alone

“That doesn’t make sense,” I said. “Someone had to see her. You
can’t get in or out of a building like that at night without being -
noticed, not with the security system they have. I'm going to wait until
tomght when the same “people. will be .on duty and Im going over
there.”

“You'll get hung up by the heels if they find out.’

“Look,” I said. “We were drinking yesterday, just winging along, but’
a lot of what we said makes sense. If somebody else killed her, he’s

. probably laughing at us and.I'm too old and tired to be laughed at by
- anyone except myself. Those clowns from headquarters are going to ig-
nore everything except the shooting of the suspect. We're probably the
only two people in the city who care that there might be someone’ else
involved. 1 was willing to let Grundy handle it, but they fixed that 'so
I'll do it myself.. No one can tell me what I can or can’t do on my own
time. They can’t do much more than fire me and right now, I couldn’t
care less. I'm going to ‘that apartment building and ask around. You
. stay there. You have a wife and kids to think of. I don’t.”

There was a long silence. “T'll meet you there,” said Mandola. -

I had expected him to say that. .

We hadn’t gone much past the doorman and a couple of tenants on
Harry’s floor when we knew that in -addition to a half dozen people
Harry and Edie had been friendly with, Edie had been seen regularly
~in the company of a guy named Tarrant who lived a few doors down
the hall. We tapped at his door.  _ -

I expected someone with a little style and class, a- good lookmg guy,
but I guess Edie had enough of .that with Harry. Tarrant was a short
man inclined toward the heavy side, with thick curly grey hair. He
could have been in his forties or early fifties. - - : -

He peered through the six ‘inches of open space the door. cham al-
lowed him. “What do you want?” . . B

s
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“Just a talk,” said Mandola. “We're looking into the death of the
woman ‘who lived with Harry Caribe.”
T don’t know anything.” Tarrant started to close the door. I put out
a hand and blocked it. :
~. “You knew her well,” I said. :
“What difference does it make? The papers said Carlbe shot the man
who killed her.” :
“Are you ashamed of your relatlonshlp with her?” = -
“Ashamed? He put a hand to his éyes. “No, I'm not ashamed.”
Tears glistened when the hand came down. I loved her.” -
“She was Caribe’s woman.”
“Not for much longer. We were gomg to go away together.”
“She was leaving Caribe?” .
He nodded.
“Did Caribe know?”
“She was going to tell him last night.”
“Why was she leaving?” :
“Love, companionship. Call it what you want We got along and' I
had time to spend with her. Caribe didn’t. She was lonely.”
“Did she love you?”
“I didn’t care whether she d1d or not.’
“Did you see her yesterday evemng? asked Mandola
“No. I met her in the afternoon for a few minutes. She was going
to call me after Caribe went to the club, but she didn’t. I phoned the
apartment about nine-thirty but there was no answer. T assumed she
had gone with Caribe, perhaps looking for-an opportune moment to
tell him. She didn’t want to hurt him any more than was necessary.
The next thing I knew a late news bulletin said she was dead.”
Mandola and I looked at each other. Harry had said he had left her
—at elght thirty, yet she-hadn’t called Tarrant. » :
“Do you have a car?” I asked
“I get along without one,” he said.
I thanked him and let him close the door, knowing he was on the
verge of breakmg down.
Mandola said, “He’s not it.”
“No,” I said. “He couldn’t get the body to the park without a car. 7
-“Caribe has a cdr, and if she was leavmg him he had a motive.’
“The security man said he left alone.”
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“He’d hardly have; her body sitting along51de him.” He looked
around..“These places usually have a freight elevator.” :

“I've already checked that. It gets locked up, every night at ﬁve and
only the manager has the key.” -

“I'm stubborn,” Mandola said. “Let’s go down to the garage. Some- .
one must have brought Caribe’s car back by now. If her body-was in-
side, there should be bloodstains.” . :

We walked up and down the aisles of cars- until we found a silver - -
Cadillac parked in the slot marked Caribe.

Mandola opened the door and examined the interior. “thhing "
here.” He tossed the keys to me. “Try the trunk.” .

The trunk was bare and clean. 1 slammed the lid closéd.

“Damn,” said Mandola. “She left this building somehow. When Tar-
rant called at nine-thirty, she was either gone or dead, so she walked
out or was carried out The doorman didn’t see her leave ‘so 1t had to
be through the garage.” : : : ,

A small Fiat came down the .aisle and wheeled into the space
alongside Harry’s car, in a slot' labelled Dr. Jones..

.The driver, a fall honey-haired young woman, got out, draggmg a
small doctor’s bag off: the seat. She stared at us curiously and I had the
feeling she was ready to use the bag as a weapon. :

I smiled at her. “Don’t be nervous. We're police ofﬁcers trying to
determine what time Miss Bolton left the building the other evenmg

“The woman who was killed? I thought that was all settled.”

“Not entirely.”

“I can’t tell you when she left, but I do know she was here when I
arrived about eight forty-five. As I pulled in, Mr. Caribe’s car was leav-
ing. When I ¢ame down the ramp, I saw her. It appeared as though
she had tried to catch Caribe. and had just missed him. I parked and
went to the elevator expectmg her to come back but she didn’t 50 1
continued upstaxrs :

“You didn’t see¢ where she went?” ‘ o<

“I assumed she followed me later.”

“Was there anything unusual about her?”

“No. She seemed a little upset, but that could be because she had |,
misséd him.”

Mandola made a note of where she cou]d be reached and we es-
corted her to the elevator. As we waited, she smiled and said, “This is
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the first time I've ever felt completely safe down here..I'll be happy
when they install that closed-circuit TV system they’re talking about.”
“I thought you, had good security in this building,” I said.

She waved. “Those guards at the entrance? There isn’t one. of them I
trust. . The one there now, for instance. He always has something
suggestive to say. I understand that quite a few women have, com-
plamed but the manager says it 1snt easy to fill the job so he keeps
him on.’

As the elevator doors closed behind her, Mandola said, “You take
the left and I'll take the right.”

I found the spots on the cement floor out51de a small metal door
marked Employees Only. 1 called over to Mandola.

He fingered them thoughtfully. “It could be,” he said.

“I think we’d better talk to the man,” I said. ‘

We walked up the ramp to the small booth at the entrance to the
garage. The young man inside, tall and slim with .long hair he kept
pushing away from his face, watched us advance, his face impassive.

“No one but tenants are allowed in here,” he said.

“We're police,” said Mandola. )

He must have read something in our expressions. He took a step,

: whirled, and threw a Rgnch at Mandola. Mandola ducked, catching the
punch high on the head. The young man spun toward me. I hit him
twice in the stomach, doubling him over, then twisted him’around and
locked his arm behind his back.

Mandola shook his head‘ to clear it. “Tll call Grundy,” he said.

Grundy explained it all when we saw him later.

Why Edie Bolton had run after Harry, he didn’t know—perhaps she
lost her nerve in the apartment when she intended to tell him she was
leaving, then acquired it again. At any rate, she had ended up alone in -
the garage with the young night attendant. Something had turned him
on and he had attacked her. She fought so hard he had killed her, then
he had hidden the body ‘in the trunk of his car until he could dispose
of it. While he was waiting for an opportunity, the idea of making it
look like the third of the killings had come to him, so-he had removed
one of her shoes, taken her body to the park, and tossed it out. The
trip hadn’t taken more than ten minutes and no one had even missed
him,
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All of which changed nothing as far as Mandola and I were con-
cerned. We remained on suspension. And Harry would have to stand
trial without a thing going for him as far as the law was concerned. He
came out of the hospital, buried Edie, and, although they tried to
break his contract, went back to work at the club. They backed off
when they saw the crowds his notoriety brought in. To some people,
Harry was a hero.

1 stopped by one night. He took a break and joined me for a drink.
He was a great deal thinner, his face whiter, and there were shadows
pnder his eyes.

“I shot'that kid for nothmg, he said.

“The people close to the two women he. killed mlght not agree,” 1
said. )

“Is it true Edie was leaving me?”

“We have only Tarrant’s word, but he has no reason to lie.”

“So I would have lost her anyway.’

“People survive those things, Harry, I said. “It’s over and done ‘
‘with. You have a trial to consider.” ’ :

He smiled. “What trial?”

He went back to his piano-and fingered into the blues number he
sang the night I had come for him. But this time it was different. The
words took hold and probed deep and you felt this was a man crying
deep in his soul. :

I put down my glass and walked out.

He'd been a pleasant-voiced nightclub singer for a long time, mouth-
ing words with no understanding or feeling, but the sensitivity he’d

" lacked was there now, in his phrasing and in the quality of his voice.

He'd taken the lifeless melody and lyrics and grven them incredible
sadness.

What trial? he had said. I didn’t need a translation. Harry had made
up his mind. Sometime tonight, tomorrow, or the next day—whenever
he found the nerve—he would do what he had said he had been ready
to do before he met Edie: step in front of a subway train or a truck.

There would be no suicide note. He was telling the world now in
‘the only way he knew-how. "

But Harry had been background music for too leng and the people at
the club were more interested in their chatter and their drinks. None
of them was listening to his death song.
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(
_ Though it wa.s true he was like a brother, that didn’t mean he
had to like him . . . ' . : . :

““Mr. Mark Coulter? Lieutenant Harris and Constable Newcombe;
Homicide. We'd like to ask you some questions.” ,

So they'd found Arthur’s body. Good. I was-ready for them.

I didn’t mind when Arthur Bigelow was -a skinny little kid carrying
the game I shot with my grandfather’s ancient .22 single-shot rifle or
toting the traps I sét for muskrat or raccoon. But I soon found I
couldn’t shake him.
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- Whenl bought my ﬁrst secondhand car 'and took Mary or Sandra for
a drive he was there, perched in the ‘backseat, ‘eager’ for ice cream
and cokes. Tf I took Nellie to a show in town, he was in-the car before
us. In the restaurant afterward, he dominated the cosy booth with his
presence and his chatter:.1 could have killed him.

‘He was impervious to harsh words, threats, -or appeals: They just -
didn’t sink into that eager, innocent, trusting mind. When I left for
the city, he wanted to quit school and come too: His parents quashed
that but he managed it four years later.

‘Stratton is a small city of maybe 60,000 people. 1 had done fairly
well, rising to ‘personnel manager in Artistic Plastics, had saved: my
money and bought a house in the suburbs before prices skyrocketed,
had met and marrled my kind of girl, and- was the happrest man in

“town. ° :

Then Arthur came. I. hardly recogmzed him. The skmny kid was now
eighteen, a big, strong,,blond blue-eyed, smooth-cheeked Viking, but

I couldn’t mistake that eager, innocent; trusting expression.

~ 1lent him money, got him a job at Morton’s Steel Works, found h1m
a nice two-room apartiment above Mrs. Beale’s grocery on Mansard

- Street;-and told him firmly- that he was now on his own: .. -

-Itdido’t work Back he came nearly every evening to sée us. Every
- weekend, every holiday, he intruded on our domestic lives until my
teeth grated ‘at thegsight of him. Nota hamper but saw- him at the pic-
nic. Worst, he was always helpmg Fay with . the dishes, the flower
beds, and other chores.

T blew up the-day-1 caught hrm trying ‘to start the lawn mower. The
explosron left me tremblmg w1th rage but it hadn’t the shghtest eﬂ'ect
on him. . ,

As time passed, I noticed an inexplicable change in Arthur Bigelow.
- Then, with a kind of creeping horror; I realized that he was patterning
himself in my image,-imperceptibly copying’ my traits, in action,
speech, .walk, gesture. Sometimes, after evening coffee, I felt that I
should be, the one to leave. :

He-was in love with Fay, of course: :

There was danger behind the eager, innocent, trustmg face of Arthur

Bigelow. He had to go, and soon.

How was not clear until the second Friday in January, the night after
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the first snowfall of the season. He had come with a box of chocolates
. for Fay and a question-for me. “Want to go snowmobiling tomorrow,
Mark?” - . .

I said, “Might as well. Right after lunch, O.K.?” o .

He didn’t answer. Fay was drawing the drapes, reaching up to free a
stuck glide, the outline of her body revealed through her print dress
against the street light: In profile, she was alluring, chin tilted, lips
parted, a saucy strand of black hair begging for a man’s hand to smooth
it in place.

Abruptly, I went to my basement den and set up screen and slide
projector, an idea tickling the back of my mind.

It grew as I looked at a photo of Arthur standing in the driveway by
his apartment, two rabbits in one hand, his .22 repeating rifle in the
other. He was wearing his red snowmobile suit. The outdoor stairs
leading one flight up to his apartment were. laden with snow.

It could have been yesterday’s first snowfall of the season. But the
picture had been taken the previous winter. The date was stamped on -
the pasteboard frame of the transparency.

- If I managed things right, I could get away with murder.

I removed the slide from the-projector and put it'in my desk drawer.
I examined my camera. . Three exposures taken on the 20-exposure,
35-millimeter film. The remaining seventeen would, intérspersed with
a few nature shots for credibility, set.the stage. Another low-pressure
area over the Great Lakes was predicted to’ move eastward and give us
sixteen inches more snow on Saturday night and Sunday. \With that
covering my tracks, it would appear that Arthurs killer had vanished
into thin air. - N

I caught Arthur. as he was leavmg “I'm taking my .22, I said.
“Fay’s getting hungry for rabbit stew. ,

“Good.” He peered at me from the car. “Well, see you tomorrow.”
Snow flew from his wheels. I knew he’d bring his rifle.

The odds were against him shooting exactly two rabbits. If he .shot
more than two, I could throw the extra ones away. If he shot less than
two, wrecking the scheme, I would, I decided, put murder forever
from my mind.’

Saturday morning was sunny, the leadmg edge of the low-pressure
area grey on.the western horizon. I loaded my snowmobile and put
newspapers in my car. When Arthur came, mercifully wearing his red
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snowmobile suit, . I took a pncture of him in front of the house and had
him take one of me beside my snowmobile.

After lunch, we drove twelve miles out Pierce Road, past the last of

the new houses, up into higher ground so rugged that realtors wouldn’t

touch it, and turned right into a tiny clearing in the. bush.

- T took many pictures of Arthur. Arthur unloadmg his snowmoblle
w1th mine in the background, Arthur bouncing his snowmobile down
woodland paths_under snow-drooped. branches,. Arthur whizzing
through stands of graceful ‘white birch trees.

Rifles slung over our shouldérs, we emerged onto ‘a small field
~ framed by alder swamps and rocky outcrops. A large maple grew near

:its center, and tractor ruts. hned the snow gomg into the bush and
returning home.

Arthur let loose, zoomed .in great c1rcles Once he came roarmg

across the field right at me: I saw him through the viewfinder—the skis
looked: like -the horns. of .a charging bull—and leaped behmd my

machine. He swerved, and spéd by in a cloud of snow.

It was something to think abeut when we_hunted along the farmer s

bush road, and I kept one pace ‘behind him. The sky was now overcast
~ the temperature slightly above freezing.

A kind of nervous tension crept over me. Would he shoot two rab-
bits, or less? Would both our cars return to town, or mine alone? Here

in the bush, with Fay in town, it no longer seemed 1mportant I let out™

. a gusty breath and decided to forget it.

His rifle cracked. He plunged from the lane and reappeared from
cascading snow with a bloodstained rabbit kicking its last.

“One rabbit is enough,” T said. “Let’s .call it quits.and go home.” I
turned and he followed. My heart slowed to its normal beat. The
field—and a clear conscience—was in sight.

1 have wondered since: Does evil thought compel even the witless to
serve in its completion? But perhaps it was just a fox that started that
second rabbit circling. . :

Whatever it was, the rabbit came bouncing down a tamarack slope
ahead and Arthur’s rifle took the rhythm,~up and down, up and down,
moving to the left. He fired and the rabbit tumbled in a heap Arthur
pleed it up, grinning, pleased with his shot..

Even then, he was safe from my hands. The madness had passed

He forged ahead, posed w1th his catch at his snowmoblle “Aren’t
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. you going to take a picture of me?” - '

I took one with the big maple in the background and finished the

film on two aimless shots. I had just pocketed my camera when he
said, “I guess I'm a better hunter than you.”

It was the primeval boast of the dominant male getting meat for his

mate and it brought Fay right into the field with us.
- With a lightning twist, I undid the knurled nut of my single-shot
rifle, dropped the stock in the snow,. and bounded toward him, swing-
ing the barrel high. With hands at receiver and rear Slght I brought it
down with murderous force at the base of his skull.:

He died instantly in the act of starting his snowmobile, quivering
once, rabbits and rifle slipping from his lax fingers. Half a mile away
beyond an in*ervening hill, a farmer’s chain saw howled and faded
howled and faded. There was no other sound.

I hooked a gloved finger into the trigger guard of his rifle for he had
been barehanded while hunting and I needed his fingerprints to hang
on the wall of his apartment. The rabbits dripped redly as T returned

. to my snowmobile. I reassembled my rifle and .drove away awkwardly,
holding the rabbits aside to prevent incriminating stains.

Ten minutes later, I was driving toward town, free of Arthur Bigelow
at last. But there was much to do if I were to remain free myself.

The last rays of the setting sun cast an eerie dull-red glow upon the
overcast sky when I reached Arthur’s apartment. He had-left his door
unlocked. I sw1tched on the lights.

An empty pint beer bottle stood on one corner of the table near. a
cornflake-speckled bowl and spoon. I took advantage of it by opening
another from a six-pack in the corner. I drank half, removed the film
from my camera, and hurried two blocks to Randolph’s Camera Shop.

Randolph was busy arranging some of his better shots for window
display. “I said, “Hi, ]1m—got a little ]ob for you, ” and placed the film"
on the counter.

He straightened as much as his habitual stoop allowed. '
Transparenmes? Can’t it wait till Monday?” ,

“It could. But there’s a heavy snowfall coming, and you know how
Arthur is. He gets one beer in him and can’t wait to see how he turns
out.” I breathed across the counter. “Of course, if you're too busy—"

He avoided the beer fumes. “No, no. I can do them.” He glanced at
his watch. “Say eight o’clock?”
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“Good enough.” I'd . known he wouldnt refuse. Show an ardent
fisherman a secret lake bulging with trout and you've got hxm hooked.

In the apartment, I hung Arthur’s rifle on the nails he’d driven into
the wall. I removed my gloves and used my pocketknife to skin and
dress the rabbits on newspaper on the floor. T dissected them into
stew-pot chunks, put. the pieces in salted water in a pan, and placed
the pan in the refrigerator. _

I closed my pocketknife, got a paring knife from the holder, smeared
it in the bloody entrails, and put it in the sink. I placed Arthur’s break-
fast bowl on top. Newspaper and rabbit waste went into a half-filled
_garbage bag.

In all these actions, I used a dish towel guardedly to preserve
Arthur’s prints and leave none of mine.

- I phoned Fay to tell her I'd be a bit late, that Arthur and I were
having a beer. “Just a second, dear,” I said. Holding.the receiver

away, 1 said, “Ask Fay if she wants a rabbit,” in a fair imitation of -

Arthur’s voice, then repeated the question in mine.

She answered crisply, “Tell him no thanks—I don’t cat rodents But
tell him mcely, won't you?” . :

I said, “Sure will,” and hung up.

Eight o'clock, Randolph had said. I sat at the table and finished the
beer, staring at the empty chair by the empty beer bottle. The apart-
ment was on a lonely street. I tried not to. think.

I was home at. eight-fifteen, eating roast beef, yorkshlre pudding,

~ and baked potatoes covered with rich dark gravy. Car and snowmobile -

were side by side in the garage. The finished slides from Randolph’s
were in a plastic box in my pocket. Back in Arthur’s apartiment the
lights were out and the door locked. -

The low-pressure area moved slower than predicted. It didn’t start
snowing until aftér breakfast on Sunday but then it really came down.
At noon, the hedge was piled with the fluffy stuff and it was strll Snow-
ing at dusk. My tracks were covered forever.

After cleaning my pocketknife and rifle, I examined the slides. Each -

pasteboard frame carried Randolph’s name in breezy letters. They were
numbered consecutlvely from one-to twenty, each stamped with yes-
terday’s date of processing.” - - N

Carefully, I opened the twentieth frame removed an aimless scene
of snow and bush, and inserted the transparency from my desk drawer.

34 ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

C i



A light touch of quick- drymg colorless glue and 'a small veneer clamp
closed the frame beyond detection.

Then I set up “Screen and projector and called Fay to see the pic-
tures.

The first three taken' at Chrlstmas of Arthur-and me, Fay and me,
and Arthur-and Fay, would doubtless give the police a motive to pur-
sue. The following sixteen, displaying our companionship on Saturday,
were the buildup to the twentieth slide that would prove my innocence.

There was Arthur, safe at home, holding two rabbits in triumph
with, apparently, the first snow of the season fresh on his outdoor
stairs; the same two rabbits, presumably,. that he’d posed with in the
field; the same two, believably, that now rested in his refrigerator.
Fingerprints ou the .tap and utensils would prove he had placed them
there. Fingerprints would show how we’d finished: the day with a plnt
of beer apiece in his apartment.

Could I help it if Arthur went snowmobiling again on Sunday and
got killed by some person unknown? .

And here were the two polrcemen on Monday evening. Lieutenant
Harris was a stocky man with a disconcerting trick of looking over my
shoulder as if at something beyond. Constable Newcombe, lanky and
with a prominent Adam’s apple, jotted notes in shorthand. Fay had
been crying. I gave her a comforting hug.

A farmer, John Barker, trying to.break a fresh road to his bush, had
discovered Arthur’s body in the knee-deep snow.

The body was now at the morgue. They had found Arthur s car and
snowmobile in a small clearing off Pierce Road. His pockets had
yielded his wallet with his name and address. The police had just come
from Mrs. Beale’s grocery on Mansard Street. She had told them,
among other.things, that we seemed to be Mr. Bigelow’s only friends.
Was that so? :

“Possibly,” 1 answered. “Arthur was extremely shy But we were
always very: close. We both come from. Westbrook a small village  up-
country ‘

“You don’t seem much upset by his death.” Constable Newcombe’s
dark head was tilted in a listening attitude as if trying the tone and
expression of my voice. '

“I never make a public display of emotion,” I said coldly. “But if it’s
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curiosity you want, what did he die of?”

“He was murdered,” Harris said. -

“Murdered! Good God!” My gasp was real enough. “He was allve in
the highest spirits, Saturday evening!” -

“You saw him thenP Where?” _ : ’

“In his apartment. I wanted to come straight home after snowmobiling
but he insisted on a beer. We had one together I left. about eight
o’clock.” . ) -
“Snowmobiling? Saturday? Wherep , -

“In the bush about twelve miles out Pierce Road.” -

“Were you snowmobiling in a field centered by a large maple?”

“Yes! We zipped around it a few times before we went rabblt hunt-
1ng But surely that wasn’t the field where—"

“Rabbit hunting? What with?”

“.22 rifles. Why??

“I'd like to see yours.”

“Mine! Good Lord, I didn’t shoot Arthur'

“1 didn’t say he was shot _

“You're implying it.” ° >

Newcombe made an impatient gesture They followed me down the
basement steps. I fondled my rifle. “It’s qu1te old but I wouldn’t trade
it for the finest on the market today.”

Harris turned it over and over in his slender hands, examining it
closely, especially the stock. For cracks or bfeakage, I knew. “Do you
always clean and oil it after use'P
" “Always.”

We returned upsta1rs

“In your opinion,” Harris asked, “would Mr. Blgelow 20 snowmobll-
mg again on Sunday?”

Yes, especially since Thursday broke our unusual scarceness " of
snow.” ¢

“Would he go twelve miles into high rugged -country, to the same
field you were in Saturday, the way it snowed yesterday, at the nsk of
gettmg bogged in?”

“He would. There are very few places to go snowmobxlmg now.
Every road from Stratton is crammed with houses for miles. You've got
to go beyond for freedom of movement. Unless you belong to a
snowmobile club with governed trails and all that
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“I see.” Harris stroked his chin, his odd gaze fixed somewhere over
my left shoulder. “Did he have enemies?”

“None that I know of.” :

“Girl friends?”

“He never mentioned any. But Arthur was quiet that way.™

Newcombe flipped a page. “What time did you leave the bush on
Saturday? ' : ' '

“About four o'clock, I suppose.”

“You suppose?”

“Yes, I suppose. I don't time enjoyment; it'’s too soon gone. It was
four-thirty by Arthur’s clock when we reached his apartment.”

“So it took you over three hours to drink one pint of beer?”

“What of it? I'm not a guzzler. Nor was Arthur.” '

“They were waiting for the pictures,” Fay said quietly. She had
recovered her composure and was serving them coffee on a silver tray.

“Pictures?” _

“Slides,” I explained. “I took some shots of our excursion and was
eager to see how they turned out. You know how it is when you finish
a ﬁlm

“We'll take them w1th us,” Harris said. “They may help our
1nvest1gat10n : ’

“I'm sorry, I'd ratheryou didn’ t

“Why not?”

“Thumbprints, for one thmg

“We'll take good care of them.”

I shrugged. Harris put the plastic box in his pocket and stood “If
you'd identify the body,~Mr. Coulter?”

The streets were plowed, trucks and loaders busy.

When we arrived at headquarters, Newcombe asked suddenly, “Did
you kill' Arthur Blgelow? :

I said, “No, I didn’t.” And the statement rang true because 1 didn’t
feel that I had. It was more like ridding myself of a leech. -

If he’d asked the same question immediately after I identified
Arthur’s body, he might have caught a betraying quaver. As it was he
shook his head in a puzzled manner.

They took my fingerprints “for comparlson and Newcombe drove
me home.
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Fay had beencrying again. “He was like a brother,” she wailed.
“How could anyone kill a nice pleasant boy like Arthur?” '

I let her cry it out. We went to bed early. She cuddled close. “I
hope they find his murderer and heing him!” she whispered.

Tuesday was clear and cold; a brisk northwest wind adding to the
chill. I read the local newspaper over lunch. Except for the usual
phrases, there wasn’t much about the murder. ]udgmg by his picture,
John Barker wished he hadn’t found the body. '

I was helping Fay wash the supper dishes when the detectives
returned. They took the 'same “chairs and Harris asked, What were
you doing Saturday morning?” :

Nothmg much. Just waiting for Arthur. He had. lunch here

“I see:”. He was gazing over my shoulder again. “How-many rabbits
dld _you shoot on Saturday?” : : '

“None, I'm afraid. Arthur had the keener eye

“Did you help him dress them?”

“No, they were still on'the floor when I left.” -

“What clothes were you wearing?” '

“My snowmobile suit. Why?”

“Will you fetch it, please?”
~ 1.did. A chill hit the back of my neck. The front was white thh hairs
from skmmng rabbits.

“Well; well,” sald Harris. “They don’t brush off very easy, do they?

“The thing is,” Newcombe added, “how did they -get there?”

My dislike of the' man helped. “When somebody. tosses a dead rabbit
in ‘your lap, what do you expect?”

“Now why should he do that?” .

“For the same reason kids throw snowballs—sheer high spirits.
Arthur-was like that. Did you bring my slides back?” -

“May we.see your camera?” Harris said. _

It was no idle request. “Sure.” I trotted down the basement stairs.

When I noticed the camera setting of 5.6, 1/125th second, the chill
hit -again. The opening was too small and the speed too fast for a pic-
ture I was ‘supposed to have taken at sundown. I thumbed it to 2.8,
1/10th second, closed the case; and returned upstairs.

“What was the last picture you took?’” Harris asked mildly.

I thought back. “One of Arthur at his apartment It was rather tricky
because of the poor light.”
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He opened the case slowly, his gaze intensifying; he glanced at the
‘setting and passed the camera back. His stolid face revealed nothing.

I said, “It strikes me you re asking a lot of questions.’ _

He spread his hands.. “We have to. Our men are dlggmg
everywhere But so far we haven’t come up with a single suspect other
than you.’ '

“Me! Of all the idiotic—" :

Newcombe broke in. “What were you domg on Sunday?”

“Just loafing around. There was no sense shoveling snow untll it quit
falling.”

Harris nodded. “Your neighbors across the street verify that you
didn’t leave your yard. If you killed Arthur Bigelow, you did it Satur-
. day afternoon.” '

“Then it should be easy to prove’that I didn't.”

“Oh? How?” The pupils of his eyes seemed to grow larger. New-
combe stared hungrily over the tip of his pen.

“Don’t you have a medical examiner or somethmgr’ Somebody to -
state the exact time of death?” ,

“Unfortunately, it's not that simple. Snow chills but it also insulates. -
The ‘examiner won’t commit himself beyond late Saturday or
midafternoon Sunday.”

“Then measure the depth of snow over hlS snowmobxle

““Removing the body removed the snow.’

“How about his car? The depth of snow on the roof should
determine how long it was out there.” .

“Not conclusively. As for the snow under his car—"

Under his car! Once more I felt a chill on the back of my neck. I lrt a
c1garette to cover up. .’

“We don’t know how much was there to begin with, or how much, if
" any, fell before he arrived.”

And that's what it hinged on. The time of, death. If they could
establish that, they had me. .

Until then they were confounded by the evrdence in Arthur’s apart-
ment, and the slide pictures. Their instincts might not believe it but
their eyes had to. They dealt in facts, and the more they fingerprinted,
questioned, and observed the stronger those facts became. '

But I had to be careful. These men weren’t fools. They weren't tell-
ing me anything. Not a word about what Randolph had said, or Mrs:
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Beale, or Arthur’s co- workers, or what theyd found in the apartment,
or what they- thought of the slide that showed Arthur safe at home.

They were waiting, watchmg, and hstenmg for me to commit myself
with .a careless phrase.

Harris said, “The thing is, nobody saw Mr. Blgelow go snowmobrlmg
Sunday Isn’t that odd?” |

“I don’t think so. People -don’t. notice what doesn’t interest them
But it would help if somebody had seen-him.”

Newcombe bit his lip. “Your fingerprints were on the phone Who
did you. call from his apartment?” . :

“Fay. To tell her I'd be a bit late. Why?”

He turned to her. {When did Mr. Coulter arrive homep

“Shortly after erght she answered. “I was a little annoyed because

~ Arthur had asked Mark to ask me if I wanted a rabblt A rabbit! When -
a good supper was getting cold!” '
“Did you hear his voice over the phone?”
- “Yes.” '

“You're certain it was Mr. Bigelow’s v01ce?

“Positive. I used to be a telephone operator and thats where you
learn to identify voices, believe me.

I .butted my cigarette with an air of fmahty “I wish you'd explain
why you consider me a suspect. There must be a reason.”

“The oldest in the world,” Harris said. “The eternal triangle:”

“But_there was no such triangle here,” I said coldly.

“No?”

“Nol” Byuthe dig of her fingers into my shoulder I knew Fay’s eyes
were blazing. “No, there wasn’t! Arthur was like a brother to us! A big-
shy younger brother without an ounce of harm or guile in him! If
you re implying for one minute—" , »

“Hold on, girl,” I said. “Lieutenant Harris—"

“Has got a dirty mind!” She was shaking.

Harris said, “I'm sorry, Mrs: Coulter. 1 didn’t mean to offend you.
Possibly you were unaware of Arthur Bigelow’s love for you. Your pic-
ture is on his bureau. He wrote poems dedicated to you.” He switched
to me. “Rather immature poems. But we also found this. It looks like a
map of some kind. Can you make anything of it?”

It was a crude drawing of the secret lake we'd fished many. times,
the one I'd told Randolph about, much marked with dotted lines from
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various points on shore. A rectangular sketch in one corner looked like
the tippy pole-setting I'd once used to trap muskrats. :

Put it in the middle of the lake, substitute canoe for log and man for
muskrat, and you had murder by drowning. I passed it back. “Doo-
dhng, I imagine.

“Perhaps. However, three of those slidés you lent us also indicated a
triangle. The first three, taken here. In one, you and the deceased look
like real buddies. In another, you and Mrs. Coulter appear the usual
happily mamed couple. But the one of Mr. Blgelow and your wife,
with his arm around her waist, is something else.”

I stood up. '

“Gentlemen, with all due respect, I must ask you to leave. Arthur
is dead. Find his killer. But don’t read ugliness. into our lives where
none existed.”

Newcombe looked up sharply, then resumed scribbling.

Had he caught some fraudulent note? Some unnatural phrase? Or
was it a trick to shake me?

“That’s the vicious. part. of crime,” Harris said. “You can’t steal a dol-
lar or take a life without hurting others. I wish it were otherwise.”

I waved my hand. “If you've any more questions—" "

“One thing bothers me,” he said. “If Arthur Bigelow dressed those
rabbits, as evidence indicates, why did he use a dull flexible paring
knife instead of the keen stout jackknife we found in his pocket?”

“I'm sure I don’t know.”

“And his snowmobile. Was it in good runmng order? . -

“Very

“You're certain?”

“Positive.” I didn’t get that angle but I wasn’t going to ask about it.

They stood up. “Well, I guess we’'d better look further afield. Thanks
for your cooperation.”. Harris paused at the door. “Again, Mrs.
Coulter; my sincere apologies.”

They departed. 1 gave Fay a comforting hug and poured coffee for

“our evening talk. But it wasn’t the same. There was a coldness in me, a
lack of interest in her agitation. I didn’t want to look at her. Yet look I
must, and continue in all things as before, and play. the gentle lovmg
husband to the end of our days. .

Then I knew that things would never. be the‘ same again. . .
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I was compiling a list of possible night-shift workers to handle a rush
order when Harris phoned the office Wednesday morning. A thought
had struck him in the middle of the night and he had asked the farmer
to. check it out. Barker had done so. Could I come with them?

I got into the back seat of the cruiser. beside a police photographer.
Harris nodded from the front seat. When Newcombe turned onto
Pierce Road, my mind raced like a squirrel: What did it mean? What
had they found? When I looked at the gigantic furrows the snowplow
had turned out, I knew they had found nothing. It was impossible to
- find anything under sixteen inches of snow. It was a trick of some kind.:
Maybe they hoped I'd break at the scene of the crime.

We were soon there, breathing the icy air. A plume of wood smoke
from the chimney cast a waving blue shadow on the snow-heaped lawn.
Barker, lean, dark, younger than I expected came from the house,
dressed like a lumberjack. He nodded. “This way,” he sald and strode
off. -

He'd plowed his lane with. a snowblade on his tractor, but it was
. difficult walking against the glare of sun and snow. He became a

shimmering silhouette through the bright steam of my breath, the
rapid blinking of my slitted eyes. And the silence! The silence was
immense.

We walked through the. dazzlmg whlteness until the silhouette
stopped suddenly and said, “There.’ ]ust the one word and a
pointing finger.

We halted and turned 51deways to the sun. And all the ice in that
frigid desolation seemed to gather in my veins. v

I had seen the likes a hundred times before. I knew that when a
low-pressure area passes, clearing winds sweep in from the north and
west. I should have anticipated it. But who with murder on his mind
thinks of weather’s aftermath? :
 Tuesday’s gusts had whipped the field almost clear of snow—whirled
it into the bush. The fringing alders were buried under twelve-foot
drifts. But the weight-compacted snow had not shifted. There, in bas-
relief, around and around the ﬁeld were the rlbbonllke trails of
Arthur’s snowmobile. ' '

It was all there, our firmed footprmts retained and’ raised by the
cut-away action of the wind. Tiny, inverted icicles, pink and wind-
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cleansed, where rabbit blood had dripped into the snow and frozen.
. Worse was a pinkish footprint beside the marks of my snowmobile.
Worst was the faint but unmistakable outline where I had dropped my
rifle stock in instinctive fear of breakage. -

“Well, well,” said Harris.

The click of the photographer’s cimera sounded like a cap pistol in
the hands of a wasteful child.

“We thought,” Harris said, “that you somehow disabled his machine
to decoy him out here after he skinned and dressed. those rabbits. You
had time while Randolph was developing those slides. Tt seemed the
only way. But this tells the truth of the matter.”

1 nodded. He'd have puzzled it out sooner or later anyway. Now the

" lab boys would take that twentieth slide apart.
“The wind,” T said steadlly “You might consider 1t the breath of
. God.” ;
For the first time, Harrls looked squarely into my eyes. “I never
* thought of it that way,” he said. “Before.”

e
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The sentence he'd pronounced on hzmself had been unmerci- (\
Jully extended . .

ﬂ]ﬁ'ﬁﬁ?@lﬁ

ey KATHRYN
GOTTLIEB

| read in the paper this morning that a man living up in Litchfield,
Connecticut, died yesterday at the age of one hundred and two, and
for the first time I felt I couldn’t go on. All these years, no matter how
bad things have been, I've never felt that; that there was no point in it,
no point in eating lunch, no point in going on into the afternoon. If the
man had been, say, a Peruvian Indian, T could have told myself, well,
_they don’t really know when he was born, it’s all just guesswork and it

4 ALFRED HITCHCOCK S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

.




makes a good story. But, Litchfield, Connecticut, that’s different. It’s
all down in the records of some little white clapboard church with a
pointed steeple. You have to believe that.

Garrett Eskell would have been one hundred years old next month if
‘he had not died on that winter afternoon in 1932. One hundred years
old, on the twelfth, at noon. I have Garrett’s word for the time. -

I am Garrett’s grandson. I bear the twin burdens of his name and of
his money. As far as the money’s concerned, I've put it to good use—
I'll come to that presently—and as for the rest, I've kept this house,
his house, as a monument to him and I have lived my life as a-monu- |
ment to him. I don’t see what else I could have done.

I was ten years old .when I killed Garrett, deliberately and from the
best of motives, and although nothing worked out as I had expected it
to it was not until many years later that a tidal wave of regret and re-
morse transformed my own life into a facsimile of his, a substitute for
it. At the time I killed him ‘I suffered nothing worse than fright,
briefly, and, for a while, dreams of Garrett going over, over, over the
edge.. .
On that much later day when, as deliberately as I had killed him I
vowed to live my life as a replacement for his, I set the duration of my
sentence: it was to run for what I estimated his natural life span would
likely have been. And one hundred years seemed reasonable to me
until I read this morning’s paper. Very few people live to be a
hundred, of course, and you might think eighty or eighty-five would
have been enough, but I was determined to play fair. Otherwise my
penance would have had no meaning. And there’s no way-I can be sure
that he would have been carried off earlier than a hundred. He wasn’t
the kind of man who dies. He didn’t drink, didn’t smoke, and, as for
an accident, he never put his foot in a plane and said he never would.
Although, of course, if he had lived he might have changed his mind.

You will want to know what kind of a'man he was to inspire a sane
and loving child to murder.

Garrett on the last day of his life, Garrett standing in his garden: a
tall handsome man with a ruddy-faced outdoor look, blue eyes, a bold
gaze. (My eyes are like his, but without the force.) Thick white hair
whipped about by the wind that never stopped blowing up there on
the mountain. Not smiling. (Garrett rarely smiled. He had a boisterous
laugh, a hearty attractive sound. Practical jokes amused him as did his
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own cruel wit, of which my parents were the chief target. There' was
no escaping it. All the little we had he gave us, and the petty crueltles
were his way of taking it all back.) -

Garrett had struck it very rich when he was still a“very young man.
The money came from the patent of an industrial device. Cleverly de-
signed and slirewdly marketed, it brought him a fortune. Very young,
‘very rich, he built himself a fortresslike red sandstone mansion at a
high point along the ridge line of the Watchung Mountains in New Jer-
sey. The house has turrets, a parapet, a half acre of slate roof, and ap-
pears to rise from the living rock. At no time in the-history of architec-
“ture could it have been considered fashionable or in good taste, but
‘Garrett loved every stone of it. The view is eastward to the skyline of

" Manhattan twenty miles away. From Manhattan, say from the” twen-
“ tieth floor on up of the office building at Number One Wall Street or .
from any upper floor of the World Trade Center, ‘'you can look west-
~ward over New Jersey.and.see Garrett’s house cuttmg into the skylme :
at the edge of the view.

Did my grandmother love the. place? I've no idea. She died not long -
after the place was completed. I don’t remember her, and I never
heard Garrett talk about her. Whether that indicates that he never .
thought about her or that he thought about her all the time, 1 don’t
know. . - :

We all went to live with Garrett shortly after T was born. It’s the
only home I remember. My mother was Garrett’s daughter. Her
dark-blue eyes and her intensity of gaze were his. I réemember- her
with dark smooth hair, cut short. She was sharp-tongued, funny, kind
to me, helpless and hopeless—she drank like a fish. My father was a
handsome- boyish man who had apparently majored in drinking at
Dartmouth. He had been born to money, never held a job, and lost his
inheritance in bad investments. Like my mother, he was an alcoholic,
Garrett, triumphantly sober, watched over them

“A nice pair of drunks, your parents are,’ R remember his saying to
me. His tone was mild. He never raised his voice. ~With Carrett it was
the words that did the damage: .

Fairly, of course, my parents deserved ‘the charge Human empties,
you could call them, stranded high, not dry; full of booze, empty of
everything else. All the-same, he shouldn’t have talked that way to me.

They all talked to me as though I were a man of forty, and a callous
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one at that. “The bastard,” my mother used to say to me, “it. wouldn’t
hurt him to let us have a little freedom”—meaning cash in the hand, I
suppose. “We don’t want much to pull us through,” she said to me,
and maybe it was true. But then; after talking like that she’'d give me a
funny little push on the head and laugh again: “Oh; my dear,” she’d
say. It was an expression of hers. I loved her. And I hated those times
when she’'d say that Garrett was right; that she and my father were
finished and deserved nothing.

1 felt old, as though I were my parents’ parent.

Garrett said I was his future. He liked to wave his hand in a wide
gesture, - embracing the house and its trappings, the unreachable
money, and tell me that he was conservmg it all for me.:“The power

“and the glory. It’s yours,” he'd say, “for what it’s worth And I'd
think, it’s worth plenty. It makes all the difference.

The rose garden was built out on a ledge just below the east face of
the house, and why Garrett’s roses flourish on that open, windy shelf
I've never understood. The best time of day out there is the late af-
ternoon when the east face of the mountain is shadowed and the sunset .
light flares up in the windows of the tall building at the horizon. The
edge of the garden is rimmed off from the cliff with a low wall of
roughcut sandstone blocks. A narrow opening-in the wall at the upper
end of the garden led dnto a steeply angled track. (The cliff wall takes
an almost vertical plunge for the first hundred feet or so below the
garden, then ends in a pile of rockfall and similar debris. Beyond that,
as my father used to say—his whisky breath cradling the words—lies
civilization. Visible beneath massive tops of red oak are the massive
slate and tile roofs of the 1920’s building boom.) The path was danger-
ous, eroded by time and weather to a shallow tracmg in the rock. I was
forbidden to set foot on it.

1 killed Garrett on a sunny January day when he went down into the
garden to fix up the winter wrappings on a couple of tree roses he had
planted the previous spring. He never bothered about burlap on the
other roses, just those two. The rest were what he called Vanderbilt
sub-freezing roses. I have-tried to fill them in as they've died over the
years, but I don’t know where he got them and one by one they've
gone. I've used standard varieties as replacements, but keep pretty
much to Garrett’s color scheme He_liked the very dark reds. Not my
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favorites. T've been looking over the catalogs lately, with a view to re-
placing them. I'd enjoy some of the newer yellow and apricot tones. .

To get back. I was bundled up against the cold and out in the garden
with Garrett. He had ‘insisted that I come away from the story T was
readmg( You've had your nose in that book long énough!”), so there I

. I remember the cutting edge of the wind and how it whipped
Garretts hair up. above his forehead. I remember as though it were
yesterday that he straightened up the supports for one of the bur-
lapped roses that liad been blown .to one side; it was the one nearest
the wall. And then Garrett stared out toward Manhattan and sald for
“the last time, “The. power and the glory: It’s all yours when I go.’

I knelt by the gap in the wall and braced myself agamst the rough
-stone blocks. I said, “I hear Cassie crying down there.” Cassie was .
Garrett’s pet beagle, a waddling old bitch. Garrett was a lot fonder of
Cassie than of his family, with the exception of myself. “I do,” I said,
“T hear Cassie crying "

“Nonsense,” he said. But he looked uneasy. “It can’t be.” :

“I can hear her, Grandpa.” I leaned forward into the gap and peered
down into the rocks below. “Listen,” I'said. “She’s crying.” I éan recall
the detestable sound of my voice and my words to-this- day. I re-
. member feeling clever and sly. I hitched my - shoulders forward a bit;
my knees stayed where they were. . - -

" Garrett commanded me to stop where I was. Then he maneuvered
himself forward very carefully into the gap. There was a slick of ice
_over the ground.

“I see her, Gran!” I said." Way down. Shes hurt! I—know she’s
* hurt!”

“How the dlckens did she get out?” Garrett edged forward, beyond
me, and when he was well into the gap 1 wrapped an arm around a
stout trunk of the -ivy and threw my weight against him. He shouted,
“Ho!” as though I'd knocked the wind out of him, his arm flailed out,
trying for a hold on the ice-covered.wall‘, and he was gone."

I ran back into the house screaming that Garrett had fallen Wish-
-ful thinking,” said my mother.

“You damned little ‘liar,”
thls your idea of a joke?”

“He shpped' I said. I was sobbmg “He’s dead! We were going to
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rescue Cassie.” I had begun to feel very odd. My heart was pounding.
~ “But Cassie’s in the house,” said my mother. “You know that. You
shut her in.” Suddenly she stood up. She looked very white. “Ed-
ward;” she said, “I think we'd better see what’s happeried.” She looked
at me hard, but only for a second, and then she turned away.

My parents were never talkative people, but following Garrett’s
death they seemed wrapped in a deep, deep silence. Inexplicably, my
mother appeared to be grieving. I had expected them to be happy! I
missed Garrett myself, in a way—his noise, his brute presence. But I
would not have called him back. They had hated and- feared him,
hadn’t they? He was a tyrant, they'd said. A tyrant.

One afternoon my mother asked me, in the tone of one politely ad-
dressing a stranger, to sit down, there was something she had to tell
me. :

“The money’s left in trust,” she informed me. “All for you, little
one.” She stared at me for some moments as though she were wonder-
ing about something and then went on. “He loved you. But you know
that.” I nodded. She kept looking at me as if she were going to tell me
something very important and then she got up and went out of the
room. )

Within the year she was dead—at the wheel of her car.. -

“Your mother killed herself,” my father told me. “She was a bad
driver. She never should have been behind the wheel. We can be glad
she didn’t take anyone with her.”

Less than two years later he ‘was dead himself, of a kind of alcoholic
starvation. After she was gone, he just stopped eating. Before, they
had taken care of each other in a way, coaxing lunches and dinners into
each other. _

Garrett’s lawyer was named my guardian. I was sent to boarding
school, and was reasonably happy. I lived in the present—the studies,
“the sports, the friendships of the moment. And then, between one day
" of that placid life and the next, remorse welled out of my bones and
filled me like a second self. I was eighteen, I was-expected the follow-
ing week at Yale—I was packing, sorting socks, something like that. I
didn’t recognize it as remorse. I only knew that I was in the grip of a
malaise so profound that almost literally I couldn’t move. For some-
thing like a quarter of an hour I sat in perfect stillness on my bed, and
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there and then I abandoned my hfe or perhaps my life abandoned me.
Qu1te clearly I heard my. mother s voice: “He loved you: But you know
that.”

I left my registration fees at Yale and joined' the Army. Why the .

‘Army? I don’t know why I did anything that 1 did at that time. Perhaps
I wanted to wash myself clean in the great blood bath. '
When I came out of the Army I married a girl I met out on the
Coast and brought her home with me. to Garrett’s house. She was a
sweet girl, pleased and excited to be coming home to this place with
me. I had described it to her: its majesty, the noble view, the garden.
It was a clear December day when we arrived. I turned the key in.the
lock and we walked into the hall and then into.that great room with its
battery of windows looking out to the east and she said to me, “Gar-
rett, you can’t be serious! It’s right out of the silent movies. The tapes-
tries! And those paintings! And the furniture! Garrett!” She was laugh-
"ing and looking horrified at the same time, running from one room to
another like a destructive little animal let into the house by mistake,
~ saying We'll do this and we’ll tear that down and we’ll change this and
the rubbishmien can take that away—untxl I grabbed her by the arm
and said, “We'll change nothing.”

I remember the look she gave me, and also the way she looked at
me the day she left me. She had never reminded me all that much of
my mother, except for her coloring, but there was somethmg in her
expressmn that I'd seen a long time before.

“Ive given it a year,” she said sadly. “I don’t want you to be un-
happy, but I don’t think you will be. Not because I'm leaving you, at
any rate. I don’t know what’s on your mind and I've worn myself out
trying to get at it. I can’t live here with you this way, in this house,
any more.” There was a lot more along.the same lines. When she
finished, she waited for me to say somethmg Then in a different tone,
as if up to then she had hoped for something, “It won’t matter to you
one way or the other what I do. You've got no human feelings. None.”
And still she waited, standing in the doorway with the door flung open

and the wina filling the hall. What was I to say? (I heard Garrett’s
voice: “Get in or out but shut the door.” But I held my tongue. So'l

am capable of kindness after all.)
She left; walked out that door and never came back. (She married
again a long-time ago.) ‘
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As for Garrett’s money, I've set up the Garrett Eskell Foundation for
the Study of Alcoholism, -and I have endowed it with Garrett’s entire
fortune. I serve as its Director at'a modest salary, enough to keep this
place in good repair. As to the furnishings, I've touched nothing yet.
 The things she sneered at are: worth a great deal today, but I'm not
about to sell them. I think Garrett would have kept them, although of
course his taste might have changed. How can I know? I've tried to
concentrate, to plunge myself into his mind. But it’s hard to be someone
else. You can never be sure you're doing the right thing.

I've thought a great deal about my life and my character, needless to
say. I have certain qualities. As I pointed out, I can be kind. I was as
kind to my wife as circumstances permitted, but I could not explain
myself to her, nor would it have made her happier to understand me.

I understand myself. I know this: I know that the things we do when
we're .ten years old we do knowingly. Children are not incomplete
people. They are simply without experience. Their essential nature has
been formed at ten. I accept that, I always have. The generous child is

a generous adult, the talented child is a talented adult
" And I'am what Lam. :

I've paid the price of my action, though nothing was asked of me.
Contrary to my wife’s expressed belief, I am human. I have been able
to enduré the self-imposed constraints of this life because I have always.
told myself that someday they would end, and end before 1 did; that a
day of freedom would come and I would walk away from this place or,
at the very least, plant yellow roses in the garden. It doesn’t seem
much to ask. I have thought that someday I would marry again, but I

“am not such a-fool as.to think: ‘that T could have brought another -
"woman here.

I had believed, until this morning, that with Carrett s ghost approach-.
ing the century mark, I should very shortly be free. -

And now? Must I wait again? There is no one to tell me what to do.
I can continue to take care of Garrett’s roses. They, at least, are living
things. The burlap coverings ought to be looked at. Last mght was
windy, and the thermometer was down to ten above. It will be cold
out there, but the fresh air will do me good. I burlap all the roses now;

- the old hardy varieties are hard to find. Sub-zero, that's what he called
them. Sub-zero. )

He should never have kept on at me like that, about the power and
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the glory. Didn’t hé know what he was domg? It was his fault, from
start to finish.

The condemned man will now take care of his garden~ And I'll take
Cassie with me. (I've always kept a “Cassie” with me—I've done that
too. They've been company for me.) We'll take our walk together. i

And, lest you are thinking of the obvious, I assure you there will be |
no symmetry in this affair.. Many years ago I mended the famous gap in
the wall. The ivy’s grown over the “patch, and last year it bore its first
clusters of tiny blue-black berries, thrust out from the wall in beautiful
sprays. A bitter fruit, handsomely offered. :
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ft don’t matter a whit to me. Nothing does. I wasn’t supposed to be-
hauling that load. The schedule had me bobtailing my. Kenworth trac-
tor back to Saint Louis instead of pulling 60,000 pounds in a new
trailer on a special run to Philadelphia. It’s ‘all the same to me. The
trucking company knows it and that’s why they gave me the un-
scheduled run. Because I don’t live by any schedule or set of rules.
They say Ruddy Kane don’t give a damn if the sun drifts away like a
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red balloon, that he don’t care_for anything or anybody, mcludmg him-
self. They're pure right.

A big flatbed hauling steel pipe in the opp051te dxrectlon on the di-
vided highway had told me over the CB that it was clear of bears over

his shoulder all the way to Allenville,“so I was cutting a fat path, hold-.

ing the big Kenworth well over the legal limit and damn near pushing

the pesky four-wheelers into the slow lane where they belonged so I

could pass.- You get no argument out of anyone you outweigh by over
thirty tons.

+ Just past the Route Nirieteen cloverleaf I saw the hitchhiker, stand-" -

ing well up on a grade that I had to gear down to climb. He was a
square-shouldered guy with a blondish beard, wearing. a long-sleeved

old army fatigue jacket despite the eighty-plus heat. One of his feet

was propped ‘up on a beat-looking black suitcase: painted red at- the
corners.-As I passed, he braced himself against the coming backwash of
the big ‘truck and made a sweeping motion with his thumb, already
looking past me for the next vehicle. The company’s got a rule against
picking .up hitchhikers. I pulled two quick blasts out ‘of the air, horn
and let the grade help me. slow so I could steer onto the shoulder and
wait.

He had almost a half a.mile to run with the old suitcase, and I sat
watching him in the right-hand mirror. A string of four-wheelers
swished by me on theleft and headed like bright-colored darts toward
the crest of the rise. The big Diesel under the hood rumbled like it
wanted to give chase.

The hitchhiker was breathmg hard when he reached the truck. Even
over the rumble of the Diesel I could hear him panting as. he opened
. the passenger-side door and hoisted his suitcase up onto the floor. The
cab’s seat was higher than he’d thought, and- 1 reached over and
grabbed him by the wrist to help him in. He seemed to résent that as
he pulled the door.shut’ with a slam and settled back in the upholstery.
I dropped ‘the Kenworth into low range and steered back onto the
highway, working through the gears as I took the rest of the grade.

“Ruddy Kane,” I said by way of introduction. “Where you headed?”

“Far as you're goin’ in this direction.”

He hadn’t given me his name. That should have clued me. Up close
he was a scruffy-looking little guy with a twice-broke nose and a
U-shaped scar on his forehead. Too bad he couldn’t giow that beard
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over the rest of his face. : S

“T'll be turnin’ north at Seventy<seven,” I told him.

“My name’s Brogan,” he said, as if he’d thought it over. I nodded
like Brogan was everybody’s name. “I'm headin’ east to get a job.”

“What do you do?” '

“Most anything.”

What he was best at was bemg vague. I caught a faint mildewed
odor from his wrinkled fatigue jacket and faded denim Levis, and I
recognized what that scent might mean. I'd slept outside on the
ground before. . )

The hell with it. None of my business.

“You had supper yet?” I asked Brogan.

He looked sharply at me and 'shook his head no.

“Place up there around the next curve I usually stop at,” I told him.
“Dale’s Speed Grill. They serve top hamburgers. fast and so are the
waitresses.’

Brogan said nothing, dug his hands into the baggy pockets of his
jacket.

We took the curve and I saw the big neon hamburger on the roof of
_ Dale’s, bright red and green in the fast-fading light. The restaurant was
small and kind of dumpy-looking, but it was neat and clean inside, and
almost everyone who traveled this highway regularly made it thelr
mea] stop if they were in the area.

"I slowed the Kenworth, waited- for a station wagon to pass, .and
edged into the right lane. There were half a dozen road rigs parked in
Dale’s big graveled lot, and a Highway Patrol car nosed up against the
,blde of the low building.

Brogan’s hands came out -of his jacket pockets. The right one held a

revolver. I couldn’t say I was surprised.
“Keep right on drivin’,” Brogan said. '
- I hit the accelerator and glanced at him as I shlfted gears. “To
where?”
" “Wherever I tell you.”

He pressed the barrel of the gun into my ribs to show me he was
sincere. I saw Dale’s bright neon hamburger fall away and dlsappear in
‘the right outside mirror.

“The law on you?” I asked.
Brogan looked at me from beneath the curved scar on his forehead.
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You could’ve chilled beer with his eyes. You don’t need to know,
nothin” except how to drive this hunk of iron.’

I made high range and considered. “And when you don’t need me
for that any more, you don’t need me at all.”

He held the gun out where it would attract my eyes. “You scared,
Mr. Driver?”’

“Some.” I concentrated on my driving with half my mind while the
other half wondered just who this mildewed little desperado thought
he was.

“Stick to the speed limit!” he ordered, purposely working the pistol
barrel on my ribs to produce pam I edged back to within the law.

“Somethin’ you oughta know,” I told him. “I'm -haulin’ explosives.
Quick-dry cement and blastmg powder for a big engineering pI‘O_]eCt in

.Pennsylvania.”

Brogan shrugged. “If it wasn’.t-safe, you wouldn’t be haulin’ it:”

“It’s safe as long as 'm on smooth highway. Otherwise it could blow
a fifty-foot crater in the ground I thought you should know that in case
you got plans to take this rig anywhere it’s not supposed to'go.”

Brogan’s grin was yellow in ‘the glare of oncoming . headlights, -
crooked in contrast to his pale-level eyes. “Tll tell you when it’s time

_ for you to know my plans. This thing got plenty of fuel?”

“I topped the tanks just before I.picked you up,” I told him. “That -
should add to the explosion if anything goes wrong.

He ignored me, still grinning, and settled back in his seat with the
gun still pointed at me.

We drove for almost an hour that way, ‘without talking. When we
reached the Route Twenty-two intersection I veered gently right and
downshifted for a steep grade. Brogan didn’t move beside me. He
might have been sleeping, sitting the way he was with the back of his
head against the upholstery. T got the impression maybe he wanted me
to think he might be asleep so I'd try to get -tricky.

Now that. the sun was down the evening was cool, so I cut the air-
conditioner and. rolled down a wmdow That caused Brogan to -stir,
nothing more.

The Highway Patrol weigh station was ahead on the right. As we ap-.~
proached I saw that the barrier arm. was up and the station was open.
There were two rigs waiting to drive onto the scale, where a trooper
we called Rock Face-Evans would be waiting to record their axle
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‘weights to make sure they weren’t beyond the legal hmlts I didn’t
slack speed-as I went past. -~

We’d gone another four miles before 1 ‘heard the siren. .

Brogan sat up straight, swiveled his head. He couldn’t see behind us
from where ‘he sat, but I could see the flashing red lights in my rear-
view mirror.

“State Patrol,” I said. “Want me to stopP .

The gun barrel raked down my ribs. “I want you to drlve Brogan
snarled, “like you never drove before!” He was some pumpkin.
- I worked the gears and took us up to seventy. Wind screamed
around the mirrors and Diesel stacks and Brogan looked a- little
alarmed. I checked the mirror and saw that we were being pursued by
two cars now. They were half a mile back and closing.

“No way to outrun ‘em,” I said. The sirens continued to wail behind
us over the sound of the wind. I took us up to eighty. Brogan began to
squ1rm in his seat.

“If you don’t want to get caught,” I told him, there s only one thing
to do.” . ‘ .

I yanked on the wheel and we were off the pavement, bouncing
across the wide grass median toward the other two lanes of the d1v1ded
hlghway : : : : -

“Get us back on the road!” Brogan shouted. “The explosives!” He
jabbed with the gun.

The truck hit a grassy rise, jounced to the side, wind and sirens still
- screaming at us. There were some small trees along the center of the
median. Brogan’s eyes were as wide as his gaping mouth as we mowed
down the trees, picking up speed. Dust and a few leaves swirled inside
the cab. “They can’t follow us!” I yelled as the truck bounced back
onto cement and we roared easy in the westbound lane with the right
wheels on the shoulder. I.took us up over nmety The Diesel howled.

“Gawdalmighty!” Brogan screamed. )

Oncoming headlights flashed past us at a combined. speed of a.
hundred and fifty. Brogan was staring straight ahead, sitting so stiffly
pigeons might have lit on him. I looked over at him and spit on his
gun hand, holding the wheel firm as the side of the truck shot sparks
as we scraped the concrete rail of an overpass.

We both saw the roadblock ahead, two cars with flashing lights,
parked to block the highway, distant small ﬁgures running in the
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shadowed red glare. On either side of the highway at that point the
ground sloped up at close to a forty-five-degree angle.

“We can go around ‘em!” I called over the wind and the roar of the
Diesel.

' Brogan was shakmg now, the gun forgotten. I laughed at him. The-

world’s Brogans don’t like being laughed at,-but who does? -
“It’s a roadblock!” he screamed. “You're crazy!”
“Let’s crash it!”

His eyes were wide and strammg, his mouth working so that his .

" beard bobbed up and down as if his teeth were chattenng Maybe they
. were.
“Don’t worry about flippin’ on that hill!” I shouted.
“We'll turn over! Stop this thing!” :
I paid no attention to him and swept to the side of the vid nghway
Patrol cars. We heard shots.
“Please!” Brogan screamed, -
I stamped on the accelerator. The trailer was whipping behind us
and ‘I wrestled the wheel as we jolted and tilted to the left so far that
Brogan’s limp body slammed against me, then back to the right so he
flew to the other side of the cab and slumped agamst the door.

I brakéd the rig to a slow, hissing stop.

They were coming on foot and by car behind me. I sat and watched
them in the mirror. The passenger-side door was vanked open and
Brogan would have fallen out if two troopers hadn’t caught him and
lowered him to the ground. One of them eased the revolver from his
hand.

My door was pulled open. More guns. .

“Hey, crazy man!” Rock Face yelled at me. “What in the hell was
this all about?”

“He had a gun on me,” I said, cllmbmg down on rubbery legs,
“made me drive him where he wanted to go.

“This is Dennison!” one of the troopers said, as a handculfed and

staggering Brogan was led around the side of the truck. “He’s wanted

for three dr ug murders in Saint Louis!” -
I stared. “He told me his name was Brogan. I picked him up hltch-
hkag
“You should have known better Rock Face said.
“I should have,” I agreed.
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Rock Face s'quinted at Brogan-Dennison: from under the wide brim .
of his trooper’s hat.- “What did you do to him?”
" “I told him I.was hauling explosives. Guess it wore on his nerves.
And all I've got is a load of foam insulation.”

Rock Face shook his head, then chuckled.

I chuckled along with him. Then he laughed aloud and I laughed.

More patrol cars arrived. The questions and answers began.

They didn’t hold me long, and soon I was back on the road, feeling
the riumbing beat of the wind through the rolled-down window. When
" 1 looked at my watch I saw that I.wasn’t too far off schedule.

There was a steep grade ahead and I built up speed so ‘the weight I
was ‘hauling wouldn’t slow me too much as the truck climbed. Cement
and blasting powder was what I was hauling, not foam insulation. But I
couldn’t tell that to Rock Face.

I was overwelght on both axles. I couldnt have stopped for that
scale. ~
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Henry naturally wondered why the case reminded 'Ralph. of i
Poe . . . S N - .

When Ralph” and I reached the scene, the large bedroom was noisy
with uniformed policemen, technicians,. medics, and photographers
fussing around the perimeter of the body. ‘ ‘ '

Ralph put two fingers into his mouth and whistled.

Damn, I thought, I've never been able_to do that.

A silence of sorts ensued and then a short round man in his early
fifties spoke up. “I'm innocent. I've been framed.” ‘
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I regarded him sternly. “You will have your opportumty to speak
- later.”

“What's wrong with rxght now?”

I conceded the point. “Very well, who are you?”

“The murderer.” He quickly amended that. “I mean everybody
- thinks that I murdered my wife Hermione but I dldnt My name is

Eustis Crawford.”

Ralph and I took Eustis Crawford into an adjomlng room where we
- found a tall thin man wearmg a hearing aid-and a dark-haired woman
in her thirties waiting.

The tall thin man made the introductions. “I am Oglethorpe Wes-
son. And this is-my sister Genevieve.” He regarded Eustis Crawford
coldly. “Eustis murdered his wife, who is, or rather was, our aunt. He
and Hermione were the only people in their bedroom when she died.
The windows and the doors were bolted from the inside. When
Genevieve and I finally succeeded in entering, we found Hermione
dead on the floor and Eustis unconscious on the floor beside her with a
revolver in his hand. Obviously he had fainted after he shot her.”

“I did not faint,” Eustis' Crawford said stiffly. “I definitely did not
faint.” - :

Oglethorpe snorted. “You're always fainting, Eustis. Last week' you
passed out in the garden when you thought you’d been stung by a bee.
And yesterday, when you tweaked your finger in the liquor-cabinet
door. You faint whenever you are under any kind of stress and 1 sub-
mit that murder is a shock to the nervous system, even that of the
murderer’s.” , , ,

Eustis’s eyes were reflective. “The last thing I remember is sitting
up in-bed reading and listening to my tape recorder. And then for
some reason I found myself on the floor beside Hermione with Og-
lethorpe shaking me awake.” He stifled a yawn: “Very possibly I sim-
ply dozed off and fell out of bed.” '

“Nonsense,” Oglethorpe said. “If you had fallen out of bed, surely
your thud on the floor would have wakened you. And furthermore, you
were at least twelve feet from the bed when I found you. Face it, Eus-
tis, you shot Hermione and then fainted.”

I turned to Genevieve. “You heard the shot?”

She nodded. “We were just outside their bedroom door. Oglethorpe
and I had finished listening to the ten o’clock TV news and we were in
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the hallway going to our respective rooms when we heard the.shot. We

- knocked at the door and asked if there was anything wrong, but we -

received no answer. We tried the doorknnb but the door was bolted.”
“How did you get in?”,

Oglethorpe touched his hearing - aid for a moment. “We went
‘through my bedroom out onto the balcony till we got to the French "
doors, but they were bolted from the inside.”

Genevieve corroborated that. “Oglethorpe finally had to take one of _
the balcony chairs and break a "glass pane in one of the doors. He
reached inside and unbolted it.”

“Are you positive that all of the French doors were bolted from the
inside?”

“Positive,” Ceneweve said. And the bedroom door to the hallway
was bolted from the inside too.” .

I nodded thoughtfully. “You and your brother spent the evening
watchmg television?” :

,” Oglethorpe said. “Frankly, I don t care for television except for
the news programs, I was. downstalrs in my workshop turning table
legs most of the evenmg -

I turned to Eustis. “Did you have a quarrel with your wife?”

He put his right hand over his heart: “We were happily married for ~
nearly. eight months. We never exchanged so much as a harsh word.”

Genevieve reluctantly agreed. “Come to think of it, Eustis never did _
quarrel with Hermione. I think that’s a little unnatural.”

“If we should rule out murder as the result of a quarrel,” I said,
“would there be any other reason Mr Crawford would want to murder
. his wife?” -

Oglethorpe adjusted somethmg on his hearing aid. “For her money,
of course. Hermione was rather wealthy, in a lower-upper-class’ sort of
way, and she kept Eustis on a strict allowance.”

I drew Ralph to one side, Well Ralph, we've finally got one.’

“Got one what?” . . ,

“A closed-room murder mystery.”

“There’s no mystery about it. Eustis shot his wife. He’s the only
one who could have done it. The room was locked from the inside.”

“Exactly;” I said. “But, Ralph, if Eustis was going to murder his
wife—especially for money—would he have arranged to lock himself in
the same room with her body?” - : ’
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“All right, maybe it wasn’t for money. They just had their first spat,
he lost his temper, and shot her. Then he fainted.”

“Ralph,” I said. “This is a rather large house and it has many rooms.
Doesn’t it strike you as rather a coincidence that Oglethorpe and
Genevieve should just Happen to ha\(e been outside the door at the
exact moment the shot was fired?”

"~ We drew Genevieve Wesson to a private corner of the room. “You
say your ‘Aunt Hermione had quite a bit of moneyp I asked.

“Quite a-bit.” ~

“And Eustis?”

“Nothing, really. Eustis was the chief accountant at the Performing
Arts Center. Hermione was on the Board of Sponsors and she met
Eustis when she came to him to discuss the financial arrangements for
an appearance of the Bulgarian National Ballet Company. One thing
led to another and they were married.”

“Ah,” I said. “And after she married Eustis, did she not change her"
will so that he would get the major portion of her estate in the event of
her death?”

“Hermione never made out a will in her life: She was one of those
people who believe they will die immediately if they do.”

“If Hermione had died of natural causes, her husband would have
gotten her estate?”

“I suppose that’s what would have happened.”

“However, your aunt did not die of natural causes, did she? And so if
Eustis is convicted of her murder he cannot inherit any part of her es-
tate, since a murderer may not profit from his crime.

Genevieve smiled. “I'm counting on that.”

I returned to Eustis who had yawned again and now appeared to be
looking for a place to sit down. “Could you give me your version of this
unfortunate incident?”

He sighed. “Well; there really isn’t much to tell. Hermione and I
went upstairs at about ten. We usually read in bed for a while before
turning out the light. The last thing I remember is reading Edgar Allan
- Po&’s The Purloined Letter and listening to the Pavan for a Dead
Princess on my tape recorder.” He frowned in thought. “Or did I play
The Pines of Rome? For some reason I keep confusing the two compo-
sitions.”

“Mr. Crawford,” I said, “do you take pills—I mean sleeping pllls?
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“Coodness no. I have no trouble at all getting to sleep once I close
my eyes.’

“Before you and your wife went up to your bedroom, d1d you have
anythmg to eat or drink?”

“I had a brandy and soda downstairs.. 1 usually do before 1 go to
sleep It helps me to relax.” -

“Who made the drink for you?

“I made it myself.” :
“Who ownis the revolver'used to kill your wife?”

“I really don’t know. I never saw it before in. my life.”

Ralph and I took Eustis back to the bedroom where the murder had
been committed. I spoke to Dr. Tanner, the chlef medic. “T'd like you
to take a sample of this man’s blood.” \

Tanner nodded. “Am I supposed to look for anythmg in partlcular?

“Barbiturates,” I said. “Or anything in the sleep-inducing category.”

I left Eustis with Tanner and took Ralph to one side. “We've got to

examine this room thoroughly, Ralph. I want to be absolutely certain
that this was indeed a locked chamber at the .time of the murder.

Search for any openings, no matter how small. Hot-air registers, bell

ropes.” 7
“Bell ropes?” . :
-“Those things used for summoning. servants. Snakes have been
known to crawl up and down bell ropes and fatally bite people.”
Ralph looked at the ceiling. “Well, now, Henry, snakes and bell
ropes are tricky things. Personally, I think that if a snake started down
from the top of a bell rope, he'd just lose his grip and flop down and

maybe fracture a vertebra. And if he tried to get back up, I don’t think -

he could make it either. Bell ropes are just too vertical, Henry. Now if
you could find one that’s off-center about forty-five degrees, ‘maybe,
Just maybe— .

“Ralph,” I said’patiently, “why must you rattle on about the prehen- ‘

sility and gripping strength of vipers? Hermione Crawford was shot. Not
bitten by a snake.” I rubbed my hands. “Now let us examme the room
for any apertures.” .

"~ After fifteen minutes, we reJomed each other.

“Not one damn aperture, Henry. No bell ropes or, hot-air registers.

"The room is heated by radiant baseboard. As far as I can see, this place
was airtight when Hermione Crawford was shot and Eustis was alone
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with her when it happened
“Ralph,” I said, “look at this tape recorder on the nightstand.” .
‘He looked. “So?”
“It doesn’t have any tape in'it,” I said.
“It’s right next to the recorder, Henry.”
“I know. But it shouldnt be.” I inserted the tape, turned on the re-

- corder, and listened. Was it The Pines of Rome or the Pavan for a

Dead Princess? 1 shrugged and turned it off.
I went back to Eustis. Crawford, who was now having his -hands’
tested for the presence of gunpowder grains. “Mr. Crawford, you say

- that the last thing vou remember is being in bed with your wife and

readmg whrle llstenmg to your tape recorder?”

“Yes.

“Did you hear out the tape to the end and then remove it from the
tape recorder? .

“No. I fell asleep while it was playmg ' )

I left Eustis yawning and took Ralph to the French doors. “Look at
this, Ralph. Each of these panes of glass is held into place by four
small slats of wood.” I pointed to-the frame which had been broken to
gain access to the room. “You will notice that there are some light
scratches here, as though perhaps a screwdriver-had been used to re-
move the slats at one time.’

Ralph peered closer and said, “Hm.”

I nodded. “I must speculate to some degree, but I believe I have -
the answer to this entire riddle. We will start from the beginning. This
evening someone “in this household slipped barbiturates into Eustis
Crawford’s bottle of brandy. Unless the bottle has been destroyed or

hidden, I think that we’ll find it in the liquor cabinet downstairs. And

after consuming his drink, Eustis went upstairs with his wife:”
Ralph rubbed his jaw. “And once they got inside, they bolted the
bedroom door and also the French doors?”

“Not necessarily, Ralph, though it’s possible. But they did get into
bed and Eustis picked up a book and turned on his tape recorder.
Meanwhile, the murderer waited somewhere out in the darkness, of the
balcony until he saw Eustis lapse into his drugged sleep.”

“Murderer?” .

“Or murderess. I will use the word murderer merely for -conven-
ience at the moment. And once Eustis was asleep, the murderer en-
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tered the room via the French. doors. Or, if they were bolted, all he
had to do was tap on the glass’ to gain Hermione’s attention, smile

sweetly, and ask to be let in because he wanted to talk with her for a
moment. And since the person she.saw was either her nephew or her

niece, she had no reason to suspect foul play. But when Hermione let
him in, he produced the revolver and shot her~

“He then dragged the unconscious Eustis out of his bed-and placed
him beside his dead wife. He replaced the cartridge he had fired with
another one and then formed Eustis’s hand around the revolver. He
fired the gun again, this. time through the open French.door and into

the mght He did that so that we would be certain of ﬁndmg gunpow-

der grains on Eustis’s hand.”
“How come nobody heard the shots, Henry'?
“Because the murderer used a silencer.”
Ralph thought about it. “In that case, though, shouldnt the mur-
derer have powder grains on his hand too?”
“I doubt it. If he knew enough about powder grams to put them on
Eustis’s hand, then surely he must have been intelligent enough to

‘take pains that none of them appeared on his own person. Very likely

he wore gloves and some other protective device to prevent the pow-
“der grains from getting on his hands or clothing.”

1 noticed that Eustis had fallen asleep in his chdir. “And then the .

murderer removed the Pavan for a Dead Princess—or whatever—from
Eustis’s tape recordér and substituted a tape of his own. This tape was
entirely blank, except for the sound of one pistol shot.”

Ralph raised an interested eyebrow. o

I nodded. “Timing was incredibly important here, of course. He
knew the precise moment the tape would reach the point of the shot,
which would be within a minute or two of ten-forty. He turned on the
recorder, with the volume undoubtedly high, and then bolted the bed-
room door from the inside—if it was not bolted already. And then,
probably with a screwdriver, he removed one of the panés from. a
French door—the one which we now see broken. .

“He stepped out onto the balcony, closed the door after him,
reached back inside, and ran the bolt home:” Then. he replaced the
windowpane and the slats, went down to the drawing room, and
remained there listening to the ten o'clock news. At ten-thirty, as
nsnal - Oglethorpe and Genevieve went upstairs, putﬁqg them in the

~
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vicinity of Hermione’s bedroom door at the moment the tape reached
the sound of the shot. When the murderer gained access to the room
from the balcony later, it was a'simple matter to slip the tape back into
his pocket—he has probably managed to dispose of it by now.” )

Ralph scratched 'his neck speculatively. “Who’s your candidate for
the murder? Oglethorpe or Genevieve?”

“Oglethorpe.” o e

“Why Oglethorpe?” -

“Because of the hearing aid.”

“What does the hearing aid have to do with it?”

“I haven’t quite pinpointed that yet, but it’s probably the key to this
- entire case. Every time I've looked at Oglethorpe, he’s been fiddling with
that hearing aid. That’s got to be significant somehow

“Why?” :

Ralph, I said, “do’ you remember the Gillingham murder case?
One of our prime suspects, Elmer Bjornson, appeared to be confined
to a wheelchair, but we discovered that he could really walk. That
taught me to always be suspicious of murder suspects in wheelchairs
and by extension I think I can safely apply that to people who wear
‘hearing aids.” . :

“Henry,” Ralph said, “it’s true that Bjornson could walk, but that

- didn’t have anything to do with the murder of Gillingham. "We just
stumbled across that before we arrested the real murderer.”

I rubbed my jaw. “You mean that Oglethorpe s hearmg aid has
'nothmg to do with this murder?” :

“I'm afraid not, Henry.” ’ . : .

I pulled myself together. “Ah well, nailing the true murderer in this
case is just a matter of perseverance. We will come up with the culprit
or culpritess soon. But at least, for the time being, we have succeeded
in preventing an innocent man from being sent to prison.” I smiled
modestly. “Actually, I suppose almost any reasonably competent de-
tective would eventually have come up with all the glaring inconsisten-
cies in this case.” : '

Ralph nodded. “That’s right, Henry.” . -

There was a rather long silence and I began to feel uneasy. “What is
it, Ralph?” E

He sighed. “This case reminds me of the purlomed letter.”

“How does it remind you of the purloined letter?”

BOX IN A BOX . ) . 69

I



“Henry, the best place to hide a murder is inside a murder. Suppose
you want to kill your wife for her money. No matter how cleverly you

plan the thing, you know that you will still be the most logical suspect. -

The police would dig and dig and the chances are good that they would
come up with something that would trip you up. So you decide to take
the bull by the horns. Since you are going to be suspected anyway,

why not go all out? Make it seem at first glance that only you could

possibly have killed her.”
I closed my eyes.

“Ralph continued. “When you go upstalrs with your wife, you shoot -

her, using a silencer on the gun. Then you leave the room and get rid
of the silencer and the spent cartridge and replace it with a frésh one.
You retum to the room and wait until you hear Oglethorpe and
Genevieve coming up the stairs. You let them get just outside the door
and then you fire the pistol out of the open French door into the night
air.

“And. while Oglethorpe and Genevieve are lmocking at the bedl‘oom :

door, you simply close and bolt the French doors—one of whose win-
dow frames you have previously tampered with. Then you swallow a
few barbiturates and lie down beside your dead wife. You pretend that
you are unconscious when Genevieve and Oglethorpe break into the
“room and that is that.” - ,

Ralph sighed agam_ “You then' sit back and let the police do their
work. They will realize that the situation is just too pat, too over-
whelming. Point by point, they will unravel the frame-up and feel
noble while they are doing it. Even if, by some remote chance, you

are actually brought to trial, any good lawyer could point out the holes .

in the case and get you an acquittal:”
I stared at Eustis, asleep in his chair with a smile on his face.
Damn, I thought, Ralph’s right. And he’s going to get away with it.
We carried Eustis to headquarters, but without any great optimism.
Then Ralph and I dropped in at the nearest tavern.
The bartender recognized me. “What'll it be, sergeant? Tomato juice
or sherry?

“Sherry.”
“Oh?” he said. “That bad a day?”
I nodded glumly. “That bad a day.” ' L

He filled my glass to the brim and gave me water for a chaser.
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~ [t all started in our old neighborhood a couple of yéars ago. Some of
the neighbors were shocked and most were indifferent, but two weeks
after Dolly Fallsby passed away in her sleep her husband Ben sold the
house, held a huge garage sale, and married ‘a lonely divorcee with a
big expensive house in another town. '

Even though Arthur and I were busily involved in going through
our own move to a new neighborhood and a smaller house, my suspi-
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cions were aroused. “Arthur,” I said, “I don’t mean to sound melo-
dramatic, but:I bet there was foul play involved. After all, Ben’s
younger brother is a doctor. And since Ben put him through medical
" school, it's logical that Jerry would do anythmg to pay him back—
mcludmg signing Dolly’s death certificate.”

“It could be,” answered Arthur with an aﬁectlonate pat. “But it’s
more hkely that . the " foul play is in that overactive imagination of
yours. ‘
T had to smlle Arthur couldn’t.admit that anyone mlght have an ul-
terior motive for anything. That’s what makes him such a dear, sweet
human being. Ever since we settled here in Lakeville, Arthur’s been
semi-retired. He still keeps up with the stock market for a few of his
old brokerage customers, but most of the time he likes to putter
around the house and yard and look after all the little chores that need
, looking after. While 1, out of habit and out of love for the man, like to .
look after him. Not to mention that I also do it out of necessity. In our
suburb there are widows and. divorcees by the dozen—many with
homes to maintain without the help of a man. Unless they can per-
suade someone else’s man to help them repair a leaky faucet, change a
balky circuit breaker, or perform the kind of service that can best be
performed by a strong healthy male as vigorous and ‘handsome as Ar-
" thur. .

Of course if I were younger, I mightn’t be so concerned. But the
truth is that Arthur, with his thick silver hair and smooth ruddy skin,
' gets better-looking with each birthday, while I—well, you know how it
is—a few too many pounds, a few more wrinkles. '

Unfortunately, none of this has been lost on Selena, a slim- hlpped
fine-complexioned blonde of indeterminate age. Since the beginning of
the year, Selena, twice divorced, has lived next door. Which is -why
since the beginning of the year I've had to be so vigilant about Arthur.

Don’t get me wrong. During the week, while Selena was at her daily
bridge game, I found plenty of time for other things, like working to-
ward a degree and making new friends. This last semester, while at-
tending my Abnormal Psych' class, I met-a -youthful widow named
Maribeth who'd just moved to a small slate-roofed colonial a few miles
away. Well-fixed but with no money to waste dainty little Maribeth
had enrelled at the local college with an eye to getting first a degree
and then a job. In the meantime, she was in the process of fixing up
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her new home. :

“I need some furniture for the living room and the guest room,” she
told me. “After Hal died I sold everything. I couldn’t bear to live with
all those things we’'d picked out together without him being there with
me. .

Yes, Maribeth was sweet. I took to her immediately. She was as shy
and reserved as some of the other women I know are bold and pushy.

“If you want to finish decorating and not spend a fortune,” I told
Maribeth, “why not keep a lookout for the local garage sales?”

“I've never been-to one,” she said.

“They’re fun,” I informed- her, “and once you've been to a few of
them it’s a habit that’s hard to break.” I went on to explain how I'd
furnished. half my house with other people’s discards because most of
our 30-year-old furniture was too masswe for our new split level. “And -
believe me, I saved us lots of money.’

Not needing to convince Maribeth any further that week in the
Lakeville Pennysaver 1 checked off what Iooked like several interesting
garage-sale ads.

At the first house, a cement-colored Cape Cod with an attached
two-car garage, Maribeth bought a cunning little padded footstool
whose top lifted off to reveal a fitted sewing box. That got her hooked
at once. Stepping briskly across the garage floor from table to laden -
table, she fingered dime-store vases, hefted brass-plated paperweights,
and peeked -beneath a delicately embossed cup -and saucer to see .if
they were real china. (They were; she bought the set.)

“Look, Edna, all those beautiful pictures!” she exclaimed, pointing to
the rear of the garage on whose nail-studded walls appeared to be a
collection of primitive Haitian™ art in bright kindergarten hues, but
which, on closer inspection, proved to be ‘a series of tacky imitations,

" still wet around the edges and obviously painted just for the sale.

“You can’t be too careful, hon,” I warned her as we drove to our
next destination. ’ ' o

But Maribeth was like a child who'd discovered a new branch of
F.A.O."Schwarz. - In this case, her treasure-trove was an immense
side-entry garage, where the owners, a° middle-aged couple wearing
sneakers on their feet "and sour expressions on their faces, watched
carefully to make sure that no one walked off without paying.

“Edna, that mirror will fit in perfectly in the foyer. And—" she
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whlspered out of the corner of her mouth “—it’s only fifteen dollars.”

“Twelve,” I whispered back. “But offer them ten. They're the type
who expect you to bargain as long as they get the Jast word.”
- Maribeth got the m1rror for twelve dollars.

“Edna,” she told me, “you're a gemus‘ )

“No, hon,” I replied, “just a little more experienced than you.”

Nevertheless, 1 must admit that I enjoyed the role Maribeth had-as-
signed to me—confidante, adviser, and friend. So I kept explaining all
the do’s and don’ts of garage sales. and she became such an
enthusiast—even subscribing to a handful of out-of-town papers—that -
every time an- advertisement looked promising she called and asked me
to go with her. .In the meantime I, finding myself spending more and
more time acting as a' bulwark between my vulnerable Arthur and a
Selena who'd suddenly given up her daily bridge game, needed the oc-

- casional break to keep from going stir crazy.

Which brmgs us to'the garage sale that.proved to be Maribeth’ s un-
doing.

You see, she’d found this ad in the Dorset Gazette: * ‘Garage Sal‘e.
Entire contents of fine house.” The ad went on to list such items as a
dry sink and a cherrywood dresser, both of which Maribeth was look-
ing to buy.

So of course I made an appomtment to go with her At.the last min-
ute, seeing my shapely- neighbor sunbathing by the back fence, I was
tempted to cancel out on Maribeth, but I gritted my teeth and an-
nounced to Arthur that I'd be back in a half hour, even though I knew
it would be more llke an hour and a half

The house was an~impressive Early ‘American colonial. Three teen-
aged boys were running the sale in-the garage and out on the drive-
way. “We'd like to see the dry sink and cherrywood dresser,” Maribeth
said to one of them. :

“The furniture is. 1n51de he sald and led us through‘an entfyway
into the dining room. .

Maribeth measured the dlmensmns of the dry: smk “Edna,” she
said, “it’s perfect.” She turned to the boy. “May we see the dresser?’

“Sure thing.” He went to the stairs and hollered up toward the land--
ing, “Some customers. are here to see the dresser,” and a man’s voice
called back to send us up. , -
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\\ we reached the landing, the boy signaled us to wait on a

_of’s bench in ‘the spacious hall. “My uncle’ll be right with you,”
€ said as a couple emerged from a room carrying a pair of endtables. -
While the boy was escorting them downstairs, the uncle’s voice an-
nounced his presence. “Good morning,” he said. “May I help you?”
Maribeth was on her feet, blocking' my view. “I'm interested in the
cherrywood dresser,” she said—and moved aside.
-And a sudden cold shiver jolted my memory.
Ben Fallsby.
But there was no sign of recognition as his piercing blue eyes swept
past me and fastened onto Maribeth
“If you'll step this way,” he said and showed her into a large bed-
room, while I trailed along .
“Genuine cherrywood he announced, patting the dresser.
“I can see that,” said Maribeth, her eyes glowmg as softly as the
polished wood. “My husband always wanted one,” she added poig-
nantly. :

‘With an impatient frown, Ben consulted his watch. “You couldn’t.

buy a finer specimen, ” he said.. “Your husband will love it.”
Maribeth shook her head. “I'm a widow.”

“Pm-sorry to. hear that,” said.Ben. But even though his expressmn
was properly somber, he seemed to relax ‘T know how. you must feel.
My wife just passed away.” . '

. What a coincidence; I said to myself, while Maribeth looked as if she
were about to cry.

After that, Ben Fallsby couldnt do enough for Maribeth. Not only
did he sell her both pieces at a ridiculously low pnce but he offered to
deliver them himself. - -

“It’s no trouble at all,” he said. “I have a station wagon, and my

nephews can help me load it.” :

I couldn’t wait to get Maribeth out-of there.

“Listen, hon,” I said to her as soon as we were in the car, “I know
that man. He and his first wife used to live around the corner from

Arthur and me. Until,” I added pointedly, “Dolly went to bed one .
. night and never woke up. 7 . '

“He must feel jinxed,” she said.
At which: point I remembered Arthur’s joshing me about my active

- imagination and decided not to pursue the matter any further.
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But oh, was I tempted. Especially when Maribeth confided that
when Ben Fallsby delivered her furniture, he also invited her out to,
dinner. “T haven’t had a real date since Hal died,” she said wistfully.

“If 'you want to go out with-him, fine,” I said. “But dont get in-
volved He’s already had two wives, and—".

es,” she.interrupted, “he told me that both died in their sleep.
He s not trying to hide anything, Edna.”

I bit my tongue and prayed for the best.

That first dinner-for-two led to another the very next day, and before
the week was over Maribeth and Ben Fallsby had become a steady
duo. Then, equally fast, they set the wedding date. To me, Ben was -
more suitable as a case study for our Abnormal Psychclass than as
Manbeth’s future husband. Again I tried to dissuade her.

“Why not wait a while?” I pleaded “You hardly know him.”

“Oh, Edna,” she admonished, “youre wrong about Ben and his
wives: I appreciate your concern, but lightning can strike twice. Can’t
you change your mind about him? You've been such a good friend I'd
hate to lose you because of this.”

Upset that I'd nearly ruined a’valuable friendship, I determined that .
I'd try to be more tolerant of Ben. Luckily school was almost out, and-
as soon as it was I talked Arthur into driving west for a lengthy camp-
ing trip before going to San Francisco to see our son and daughter-in-
Jaw. Not only did I, want to put some distance between Arthur and
Selena, but I needed an excuse to miss Maribeth’s July 4th weddmg to
Ben Fallsby.

So off we went, Arthur and L.

But all good-times have to end, and after Labor Day we returned to
Lakeville. ,

“How about a little welcome-home drmkP said Arthur, unpacking
the suitcases and campmg gear.

“T'll'second that,” I told him, and as he strode off to the kitchen, I
gathered up the mail that had accumulated on the hall floor."

Among the usual bills and brochures, I came across a letter -from
Maribeth—a thank-you note for the wedding gift I'd sent before we
left, Deciding-to let her know that we were back, I reached for the
. phone on the hall table and. dlaled the familiar number.

There was no answer.

" A worry began to nibble at the back of my mind. I called her next-
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door neighbor, an arthritic old lady who seldom left her house. Iden-
tifying myself, I explained that I was trying to contact Mrs. Fallshy.

“Oh dear,” came the reply, followed by a long pause. “I'm so sorry,
but Mrs. Fallsby has passed away.’ ‘

“My God!” I gasped. “What happened?”

“She died in her sleep. Two weeks ago. Her .poor husband was so
upset that his brother, who's a doctor, had to keep him sedated right
up until the funeral.”

“He was that upset > I croaked out the words.

“Yes indeed,” she went on. “He seemed.to be very much in love
with her. That’s why he’s selhng the house and everything in it. He s
gomg to move as soon as he can.

“But meanwhile he’s still living there?”

“Yes, he’s been getting ready to give a garage sale.”

“When, Mrs. Hopkins, do you kiiow?”

“It’s going on right now. It's just started, as a matter of fact—thats
probably why he didn’t hear the phone.”

I thanked her, said goodbye, and pressed the receiver button. But as
I lifted it again to call the police (this time even: Arthur couldn’t tell me
it was my imagination), my hands started shaking so that I couldn’t
dial. Feeling more than a little guilty for what had happened, I went to
the kitchen to break™ the news to Arthur, hoping that the drink he’d
mixed for me would steady my hands as well as my nerves. But before
I could reach either the kitchen or my drink, there was a knock on the
-side door, and in breezed Selena. .

“Arthur—" her smile was as brlght as her freshly washed hair “— '
welcome home!”

“It’s nice to be home,” he greeted her.

Noticing my apricot sour on the counter, she reached for it.“Ummm,
that looks good,” she sajid, and clinking it against Arthur’s martini she
took a small sip. “Actually, when I saw your car pull up I decided to
invite the two of you for lunch but I'm afraid I have to give you a -
raincheck.”

“That’s very nice of you,” said Arthur.

“I'm really embarrassed,” said Selena. “You see, I plugged in my
vacuum cleaner to tidy up the rug, and the stupid old thmg just sput:
tered and blew dirt all over the living room. And now--" she gestured
helplessly “—with the cleaning woman coming in on Wednesday, I
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have to decide if I should have it fixed or buy a new one.”

“You're probably better off with a new one,” said Arthur. “Unless
you can find a good second-hand machine.”

“New ones are so expensive,” shé pouted, “but I wouldn’t know
where to look for a used one.” She grabbed ‘both his hands and
squeezed them. “If you can just tell me if it's worth fixing, Arthur, T'd
~ be forever grateful.”

“No need to be,” said Arthur. I’m always_ glad to help a lady with a

problem,” and off they went, Arthur calling over his shoulder that we'd

have our drinks as soon as he got back.

Naturally I was seething. At her, at him, and at myself. She wanted :
a man, did she? And Arthur was the most convenient one around, was

he? Well, that didn’t mean I had to let her have her way. -

I pour(;d the remainder of the apricot sour down the drain, rinsed
the glass in boiling-hot water, and as I did I noticed that my hands
were no longer shaking. Hurrying back to the phone in the hall, -1
mentally contrasted the scheming Selena with the Maribeth-I'd never
see again. And that's when I decided that the police could wait. After
all, they couldn’t bring Maribeth back, ¢ould they?

I thumbed through the latest Pennysaver. The ad I was looking for

was on page 6: “Huge Garage Sale”—and tucked in among a multitude
_of listed items (dry sink,- cherrywood dresser) was the one item I was
hoping to find: “Rug-Mate, excellent condition.”

1 picked up the phone again and dialed as mpxdly as I could.

+ “Selena,, it's' Edna. Listen,” 1 said to her, “don’t even bother with
that old vacuum cleaner of yours. I know where you can buy a slightly
used Rug-Mate for a very good prlce But since it’s a garage sale, you'd
better hurry over before it’s sold.” :

« Allowing her no time to think up a suitable refusal, 1 volunteered to
drive her there myself; even though our two-seater could never hold a
big vacuum cleaner. But from past experience, I figured that wouldn’t
be a problem. After all, when Ben Fallsby found out that Selena was
unattached, he’d be only too happy to deliver the machine in person.

I hurried out t6 start the car. Selena joined me.

“It’s so mce of you to do this, Edna: I just hope you're not wasting
youx time.’

“Selena—" I smiled as 1 put my foot down on 1 the accelerator “—if
you get what you're looking for, that’s good enough for me!”
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It was a cash transaction, all very businesslike . . . i :

Dialling, I read the number off the old envelope he’d slipped in my
hand. “This is . a female voice repeated it, like an answering-
machine. o i .
I hadn’t prepared myself as I should, the call was a_spur-of-the-
moment decision. “I'd like to make an appointment.” o
“Commercial, or personal services?” .
I thought it might be a wrong number or even: that I could have
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been conned. “Are you—" I started, but somehow couldn’t bring miy-
self to pronounce it, though nowadays even the most ordinary concerns
have adopted these weird and wonderful titles. , ‘

“Commercial is evictions; debt collection, that side of the business.”

“No,” 1 said, “in that case; it’s personal.”
Hang on, please.” There was a click on- the line.

I tried to concentrate my thoughts, sharpen up a bit. It could be
crucial. The phone was just by the Gents. Someone opered the door,
and a pungent smell of urine and Lysol gusted out- The pips started
and I put another coin in. -

“Can you come this afternoon?” The voice in my ear startled me.

“Yes.” .

“Will four o'clock be all rlght?
“Yes, all right.”
“Mr. Barton will see you at four o clock What name shall I say'r”

I nearly made a mistake. * Hunt I said.

“All right, Mr Hunt.” v

“Hang on,” I said quickly. “What’s the address'r’

“You don’t have our address?” t

Brilliant deduction, MISS Mastermmd ‘I dont beliéve you're in the
drrectory ' T

“No,” she said. “That’s correct we are not.” S

I"added the address to the envelope, then decided I should
memorize it, and I tore up the envelope and flushed it away in the
bog. - .

It was in Bayswater just off Queensway, an entrance between a
news agent’s and a Greek restaurant. Respectable needless to say. The
nameplates belonged to an accountant’s, ‘an’ employment agency, and
the like. The office I was seeking was on the top floor. An unlisted
number and then this outlandish name attracting attention in my
experience was typical of a certain mentality. Twisted. ‘

I'd got there early and walked past three or four times. A woman
_ came 6ut-and a man went in, but they could have been calling at any
of the offices. I tried to decide on my approach, but my information
was so'scanty I was obliged to play it off the cuff. By four o'clock the
light in the street had started draining away.

The outer office was little larger than your average bathroom. The
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girl typing at the desk apparently doubled as secretary and
~ receptionist. I said I had an appointment with Mr. Barton. .

She made a show of consulting a list. I don’t know whether it was
the same gir] I'd spoken to but she had a similar answering-machine
voice. “Just a moment, please, Mr. Hunt.” She-got up and edged
through a door to the. side, which she shut behind her. Although she
was young and quite -attractive, . there was something antiseptic about
her for my taste

When she came back she avoided lookmg at me, which wasn’t easy
in so small a space. “Mr. Barton will see you now.” Her impersonality
was rather degrading, as I'm sure it was intended to be. .

A standard sort of office room, say fifteen by twelve. There were
blinds over the windows, with this hard strip-lighting which eliminates
shadows. Mr. Barton—I didn’t imagine that was his real name, any
more than mine was Hunt—sat at a bare medium-sized desk. He stood
up as I entered and smiled without showing his teeth. He invited me
to the chair in front of the desk, then sat down again, gwmg me a
somewhat wider smile, though it wasn’t ‘any more congenial. “Before
we start talking business, Mr. Hunt, we must be sure we understand
each other. .. ™ A nondescript sort of accent, the kind that’s called
classless. .

“Yes,” I said, “of course.”

“It is the personal side of our operation which interests you. The
personal, not the commercial. You do understand the difference?”

I nodded emphatically. He was a dark-haired man, larger than the
norm, with a broad heavy face. Expensively tanned. In his late thirties
or thereabouts, I estimated. Anyway, a little' younger than myself. He
wore a blue suit, with a matching shirt and tie. For an instant- I had
thought I recognized him, then I realized he resembled an actor who
appeared in a television police series. A poor actor I'd always
considered.

“Tell me how you came to hear about us, Mr. Hunt. We don’t
advertise our services extenswely T

“Well, I get around a bit,” I said. “Pubs, clubs, places like that. I
sort of began hearing whispers.” Stick to the truth where possible, I've
always found-it safer. “Then I happened to meet someone who gave
me your number.” :
 “A satisfied client, perhaps?”

RETRIBUTION LIMITED . ) 81



I didn’t comment—sometimes that’s also sound policy.

“Quite right. I wouldn’t dream of askmg you the name. In this office
we have a mental block on names.”

Very understandable,” I-said: : :

“Yes.” His smile seemed sarcastic. He ‘was sitting in one of those
flexible executive-type chalrs He tllted it back, and I could feel the set
speech coming. .

“We like to think that in this organization we perform a necessary

. social function. We fill a gap. In the old days, in less sophisticated times,

- people had a different outlook. It used to be a case of leave it to
God. Leave it to God, that was the common attitude. But nowadays
everyone agrees God doesn’t exist . . . 7 His pause gave me an
opportunity, but I'd no inclination to argue. He pursed his lips, like
someone spitting out a shred of tobacco. “God doesn’t exist. And the
meek, poor.bastards will never inherit the bloody-earth.”

I nodded again because I thought it was expected of me.

“There’s no natural justice. Bad buggers prosper. The- swill rises to
the top of the stream. And that’'s where we come .m——.redressmg. the
balance, so to speak. Also, I wouldn’t deny, it's a business proposition.

- And business, I'm happy to say, is booming.” He leaned over the ta-
ble. “Cash, of course. No checks. It has to be a cash transaction.”

“I'don’t actually have the money on me,” I muttered.

“There’s a regular »scale of charges, based on thé client’s
‘requirements. That is to say, whether the contract specxﬁes just= few
bumps, of an arm-or a leg, or a hospital job. A minor hospital job, or
the full works. One thing I must.emphasize though-—— He paused to -
glve it welght ‘We never -ever deal in termmatlons

“Terminations?” :

_Extending his foreﬁnger he slashed his hand across his throat. -

“Oh, I see. Well, actually, I dldnt have in mind anythmg so drastic
as—"

“Half down in advance The balance on completlon of the contract.
It works out between five hundred and a thousand. All in. Depending.
And used notes, please. How soon can. you have it together?’

“The banks are closed now.’ T

“How about tomorrow"’

I nodded. . .

“Tomorrow night then You dont come here. Ill give. you the
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address. No, no, don’t write it down—" o -

He got ‘to his feet and I did- likewise. “Until tomorrow night, Mr..
_Hunt.- You'll give me the name then, plus the relevant details.” He
held out his hand. “And Retribution Limited will do the rest.”

I find it entertaining to play with names, letting them run through my
mind, the way you might make up a collection of the women you lust
after. 1 was sitting in a pub just back of Queensway Station. It was -
warm and cozy.

Surprising the number I came up with, deservmg candldates for
retribution. I don’t consider I'm any. more ill-disposed by nature than
the next man. There must be a great deal of animosity lying around
though, which is not usually acknowledged. Incidentally, T think it's on
the increase—you can feel it in the air—and no doubt that’s why
Retribution Limited was booming.

Not all the names that sprang into my mind made the same impact.
There were virtual strangers, people who'd irritated me on occasion or
been offensive. When you start thinking along these lines, a lot of
unpleasant or humiliating episodes recur. It was different, of course, -
with the names at-the top of the list—they’d all been close at one time
or another. Too close, possibly. 1 kept reminding myself this selection
process wasn’t real, just an academic exercise, so to speak. All the
same, the mere pretense aroused .a sort of exhllaratlon a sense of
opportumty

I bought -myself another Scotch. When I got back to my seat I
_ couldn’t recaptire my previous excitement. It had given way to a feel-
ing of frustration. This, I supposed, was because the whole set-up
seemed so unreal. But -then, when I started to consider, I suddenly
saw the logic. They had begun semi-legitimate, recovering debts; kick-
ing out tenants who wouldn’t pay, persuading—that brand of strong-
- arm operation. It was only a small step, if you think of it objectively, to
move on to the personal level. And punishment instead of persuasion.
Whats more, 1t was almost fireproof—so long as they stayed clear of

“terminations.” Mr. Barton had marfaged to make his objection a mat-
ter of rlghteousness but I didn’t believe that. He wasn’t the type to let
morality weigh.

For my part, anyway, I could never understand why you should wish
anyone else dead. Out of pure hatred, I mean. Obviously it’s different
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if there’s money concerned or a person’s standing in your way. But
someone you've got it in for, someone you want to hurt, there wouldn’t
be nearly enough suffering. Death is a release. By speeding up the
process, all you achieve is saving them from moldering away in some
crummy old people’s home.

George Roberts, for™ instance, - or Sy]v1a—~ termination” would be
" much-too merciful. : .

I remember that’s the way my mmd was workmg when b spotted
these two characters at the bar. Fifteen feet between them, but glances
were passing. One, in a sheepskin coat, was a-husky young. yobbo,
touch of the tarbrush. The other, with a red face and a white
‘moustache, 1 had the 1dea he was ex-Regular Army, a warrant oﬂicer
type.

There was this heavy ashtray on the table. 1 caught it with my elbow
and it crashed to the floor. The bar being quiet, everyone looked -
round—except my two. They were smart as that, but, like the saying
goes, a little knowledge is a dangerous thing. :

There’s also a saying about overlooking what’s under your nose. It
was obvious they would follow me. To see I was safe,. not some
snooper. On top of that, there was the second half of the fee. They'd
want to know where to find me in case I was the bilking kind.

leshmg my drink at leisure, I strolled outside. It was starting to
splt with rain. I turned into Queensway, which was _chock- ablock,
pedestrians as well as the traffic. I went into a chemist’s, and when I
came out the young one was reading the menu outside a curry-house
while his mate stood on the curb like a spare part. The problem was

not how to drop them, but to avoid it appearing deliberate.

Easy enough, as it happened. As I walked up Queensway the rain.
got heavier. Everyone was dashing about. All I had to do was wait
* until the last minute, put my head down, and run—and I jumped on
this 88 bus just as it started off.

They would have a car somewhere presumably, in case I had But
even if they got to it quick enough, at Marble Arch I was down into
the subway, and there were all these exits to choose from, they hadn’t
a cat in hell’s. As for me, I was just gomg home, wasn’t I?. Wherever
my home might happen to be.

- Mr. so-called Barton. would not be pleased but that was his rotten
luck. It must have happened before though—it’s not easy tailing
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anyone in a stinking antheap like London. He would not, however, go
ahead with the contract until he knew where to collect. I realized I
should have to do something about ‘that. That was just one of the
‘problems I had to work on.

The .address he’'d given me was in Kilburn. I checked it out first
thing in the morning, a flyblown café next to a betting-shop, a bingo-
hall across the street. I couldn’t see much through the windows, they
were all steamed up.

I fixed up a place for myself, one of those old houses in West
Hampstead they let off in furnished rooms, with a floating population
of layabouts. I stuck my name with those alongside the bell-pushes,
rubbing up the card so it didn’t appear conspicuous. Looking round the
room, with its peeling paint and matchbox furniture, I thought it
wasn’t much of a place for a man with a thousand pounds to spare, but
if someone wants a thing desperately enough money’s little object.
There are always ways and means, I've noticed, and I hoped they had
experienced the same phenomenon.

When the banks opened I got the cash. It just about cleaned me out.
I-can’t say why I decided to do it that way, except to save the fuss. I,
wasn’t in the mood for explanations and all the tedious paperwork. I'm
sure that must have been my reasoning. '

Only one problem remained, and that.was the chief one. Although in
a way I'd been pondermg all the time, I still hadn’t decnded on a
name.

It had started again in bed the mght before, before I'd dropped off
to sleep. I'd found myself—just like in the pub, only more intensely—
thinking of certain people, thinking of certain incidents, remembering.
It seemed more than just an exercise. _ :

I thought of how George Roberts had bullied me and cheated me,
frustrating my career at every turn. Just out of spite, because he knew
I knew he’d got where he was only by lies and bhiff and arse-licking."
George Roberts deserved all Barton could do to him, and then again.

So did Sylvia. I thought I'd settled with her when I kicked her out
and took the kid away from her. But it didn’t work out like that. The
poison was still in my veins.

As well as Sylvia, that greasy lover of hers, long-haired lecherous
bastard. He'd howtl like a pig when they got him in a dark alley.
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And all the others—their faces seemed to float up out of nowhere,
though really I suppose from my subconscious mind. Lingering over
them, the names and the faces, was a bit like indulging myself in erotic
fantasies. There was the same total power, but the same dissatisfaction
because I was always aware it wasn’t the true- article.”

I tried hard to forget they were only fantasies, but for one reason or
another I' couldn’t quite bring it off. For a moment I nearly made it
* work with Sylvia. I heard myself giving Barton her name, and I could
almost see those two thugs of his closing in on her.

With George Roberts, though, it was quite hopeless, even if he was
the strongest candidate, my favorite for retribution. It was a matter of
verisimilitude. It was too fanciful to suppose they would dare to accept
a contract on a pohce officer:

- This section I'm in now they call the social-crime.unit. I don’t know
what it means. I thought all crime was anti-social by definition—though -
you might not reckon so, seeing some of the muck that gets away with
it and honored by society.

- If it wasn’t for. George Roberts, Id be at the Home Office now; and
probably Chief Inspector. ’

‘All the same, this isn’t such-a bad number. You get a pretty free
hand, which suits my dispesition as 'm something of a lone wolf by
“nature. It's mostly round the pubs and clubs, sniffing things out. That’s
how I got onto Retribution Limited. It fell in my lap. I kept hearing
whispers, and then this little rummy turns up out of the blue with the
number. He wasn’t -one of my regular snouts, either, I didn’t know
why he’d chosen me. Such lucky chances come up sometlmes, though.
The thing is to be ready for them. Accessible. ~

I spent the afternoon in my hired room. Dump as it was, it made a
change from the station-house, where I'd lived ever since I got rid of
Sylvia. I held that against her too, though last I heard they were living
pretty rough themselves. She didn’t get a penny out of me, of course,
and I'd had her Casanova kicked out of his job. -

The room was on the ground floor, at the back, with French :
windows onto a narrow terrace and a jungle of a garden that hadn’t
" been.touched for years. Not that there was any inducement to go out
there with the rain lashing down.

I took a taxi to Kilburn. Crossing over from the bingo- hall I got
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half-soaked. The café was almost empty, but I hadn’t really time to
take it in..Soon as I pushed open the door, some hairy young throw-
back came up and said, “The club, guv, it's down the stairs.”

At the bottom of the stairs there was a plain padded door, which
opened as I began lifting my hand. The room was quite large, broken
up by couches and tables and banks of chairs. The lighting was as
murky as it usually is in these sort of places.

‘Barton was standmg waiting for me. Quick as a ﬂash he started pat-
ting me all over. “You've got wet, Mr. Hunt,” he said, but if it hadn’t
been raining he would have found some other reason, or wouldn’t have
bothered with any excuse.

I took .off my mac, and we sat facmg each- other across a small table.
He asked me if I'd like a drink, and I said Scotch. I was letting him
mark the card. There was a subtle change in his. manner from his
office: still polite, but there was this knowingness, this presumption.
-Td seen it before, they like to think they've got you down to their own

rotten level.

“Happy days.” He lifted his glass. I expect it was a signal, as the
jukebox came on straight away. I don’t know what the decibel-level
was, but it was loud enough to start the glasses, ashtrays, and every-
thing loose rattling like in a hurricane. It was loud enough that if I'd
had a bug he hadn’t spotted in his rub-down to render it inoperable.

“You've got the cashp” -

“In fives. Used notes.’

“Half down, half, like I said, when the contract’s been fulfilled.”

To hear each other we were almost screaming, our faces inches
apart.- I didn’t think he was being particularly suspicious: the drill was
too pat. Standard procedure. :

+“And the total sum depends on . . . ” He went through it all again. I
felt his spit on my face. Such a bloody awful racket, -it was impossible
to think straight.

Even at this late juncture, I still hadn’t dec1ded on the name.

Soon as I was outside again, I dashed into the first pub. It was a big
Irish house, the piano going, and singing, almost as rowdy as the
basement. I had two quick ones standing, then I walked down the
street until I found another place, quieter, where 1 could sit and think.

They’d be tailing me again, naturally. I didn’t bother to look. It
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didn’t matter.

I thought, there’s ample time. I was going to deliver a warning, no -

question. Besides, there wasn’t any real danger. I'd be on the stake-out
myself to see that no harm came. That was the whole object, wasn’t it?
Catch them in the dct. Before the act. Before they could do any dam-
age.

1 hadnt planned to give that name. Somehow, it just forced 1tself
out. If Td been able to think clearly I would have invented a nanie,

then laid on.a decoy, that would have been customary procedure. I -

was sure though that it must have made it far more convmcmg, the
name of someone I really truly hated. ..~

It was still pouring with rain, one of those nights you're so wet
already it doesn’t matter any more. Not a sign of a taxi. I got the
Underground to Swiss Cottage. -1 had an idea I saw the ex-Army type
in the next carriage. They had to be sure of the rest of their money.
After the job was done. I hadn’t ordered a big job, not a hospital job.

And then into another pub. You get used fo drinking in my work

with all the waiting and sniffing around. Though it’s usually just a glass

of beer. The whisky affected my perceptions, sharpening them in some
areas, in others softening, blurring, like a dream. I remember thinking,

when 1 first wake: up in the morning I won’t be certain it wasn't a -

dream .

If I'd had an); liquor in the. room, 1 dare. say I should have drunk
myself into a stupor. Not that that would have made any difference.

I slung my wet clothes in a heap and fell naked into bed. I can’t say -

what time I woke up—in that strange bed, in that strangé room, with
the alcohol in my bloodstream; everything was disconnected. But it
wasn’t like a dream. And it wasn’t morning. The room was pitch-dark.
The. noises at the window, at first I thought it was the rain. Then I
recognized the click, because I've often-done the same thing myself.

And the second click as the lock snags back. What the hell, was my .

first thought, they know Im here! Why do they have to see me in
bloody bed?

Then I heard .another noise, a scuffling outside the door, and I
understood. It all came together practically at once—the telephone
number dropped in my lap, how I had identified myself, the .way
they'd_got me to move from the station-house. I realized with dismay
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that I'd overlooked the obvious once more. I wasn't immediately
frightened, not yet, my mind was still too busy sorting out the pieces.
The master stroke was my incrimination, so even a contract on a police
officer became perfectly safe. e

‘Panic arrived when I reached for the ‘light sw1tch and I couldnt
remember if it was behind my head, on the right-hand side or on the
left. 1 flailed about like a blind man.

The_light came. on independently. It was the yobbo at the door. The
Army type stood inside the windows. They both carried sticks of some
sort. I didn’t know how far they’d go, whether it was to be a hospital
job. I didn’t know who’d given the contract. If it was Sylvia.

And 1 thought that the most obvious factor I had overlooked, right
under. my nose the whole time, was that my feelings could not be
unique, someone was absolutely bound to feel the same about me. It
was only natural, and the days we live in.

As the two of them closed with their sticks, I was all at once ridicu-
lously conscious that under the blankets I'd clutched round me I was
stark naked.

.
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Molly Dodd’s eviction would not pass unnoticed . . .

“A rifle!” Vernon Thickett stared up at his fellow deputy from behind
* a steaming hot bowl of Maud Baxter’s notorious Red River Chili and -

cursed. ‘ o o
Earl Briggs nodded. He was a lean -country boy, leaner even than
Thickett, and with his shock of unruly wheat-colored hair and freckle-
spattered face he looked far too young to be wearing a star on his buff
shirt. “That’s what I said, Verne,” he affirmed. “She’s got a rifle .and
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Lord knows how many cartridges up there and she threatened to blow
a hole in her nephews nice tailor-made suit if he didn’t clear off her
land.” -

“Did he take her advice?”

" A quick grin flashed across the younger deputys face. “You know
Leroy, Vernie. What do you think?” :

“T think he toek her advice. Where is he now?”

“Out on Route Forty-four. He called the office from one of those
. free telephones the Highway Department put in last spring.’ :

“Madder'n a half-squashed bee, 1 expect.” Thickett made a face at
his untouched meal and pushed himself reluctantly to his feet. He tow-
ered over Earl by a full head. “Get in touch with Luke and Dan and
tell 'em to get over to Molly’s place on the double and wait for me. No
sirens—we don’t want any state troopers in on this one. Then bring my
car around in front of the office while I grab a gun. That's the only
thing the old girl understands.” When -Earl had left to carry out his
orders, Thickett snatched a slice of bread from the table, spooned a
quantity of chili onto it, slapped another slice on top of that, and, nod-
ding to hefty Maud Baxter behind the counter,: strode toward the door
of the diner with the sandwich in his mouth.

He didn’t say a word to Earl all the way out to Molly’s place. Verne
" Thickett -was not the law in Schuylerville, Oklahoma, but as long as
Sheriff Willis was in the hospital recuperating from a gall. bladder
operation he was the next best thing. Until now his biggest headache
had been the kids who-kept stealing the outhouse from behind Guy
Dawson’s place and hauling it up onto the roof of whatever
schoolteacher happened to be the target of their hostilities that week.
As for Molly Dodd, she was trouble énough at any time, but the kind
of trouble she usually caused seldom involved the law. Molly Dodd
armed with a rlﬂe was one problem he wouldn’t w1sh on his worst
enemy. -

For the past two years she and her nephew, Leroy Cooper, had
been engaged in a bitter legal battle with each other over the owner-
* ship of the 160 acres she lived on up in the Osage Hills. The Great
Midwestern Bank and Trust Company, of which- Leroy was the
Schuylerville brgmch manager, claimed the land in lieu of payment on a
loan it had made to Molly’s late husband Clyde back in 1969, while she
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"maintained that he had paid it off shortly before his death in 1973.
Molly, now in her late seventies, had been part of Schuylerville for so
long that most of the town had sided with. her throughout the complex
legal maneuvering, but that had come to an end three weeks before
when the county court of appeals found in favor of the bank and issued
an order for Molly Dodd’s eviction.

Thickett berated himself for not having anticipated the present situa-
tion. The pioneer strain in Molly wias too strong to allow her to give in
.easily. He remembered the story his father had told him of the time
she had come home early from a visit to find the house dark and her
best friend’s flivver parked in the driveway. Instead of going in and
shooting Clyde and his lover—which, according to the moral code of
the time, would have séemed the natural thing to do—she had simply
climbed into the shiny new car, driven it into the next county, and
~ sold it. The story had it that Clyde ended the affair soon afterward, and

‘. there was no record in the sheriffs office of a car being stolen that

year. True or not, the account was worthy of Molly’s reputation for au-
dacity and ingenuity. It was certainly a funnier story than the
desperate one currently unfolding up in the hills.

Leroy Cooper’s sedan was parked at the side of the prlvate road that
led to the house at the top of the hill. A pair of scout cars were parked
across from it at different angles. Earl ground the car to a dusty halt -
behind the civilian_vehicle and they got out.

Cooper separated himself from the two deputles with'whom he “had
been conversing and came forward. “I want the woman arrested,
Deputy!” he exclaimed shrilly. “Do you know she actually threatened -
to shoot me? I barely got out of there with my life!”

“Take it ‘easy, Lieroy.” Thickett slid his stetson to the back of his
head with a casual movement-of his right hand. “Do you mind telling
me what you were doing up- there in the first place?”

“I merely reminded her to vacate the premises before midnight
tonight. That’s the deadline set by the court. The bulldozers come in
tomorrow.”

“That’s our job, Leroy. Why didn’t you call us ﬁrst'r’

The banker looked as if Thickett had just asked him to scrub out a
spittoon with his monogrammed shirt. “This is a family matter Depu-
ty. There seemed no reason to involve the law.”

“It’s a little late for that, isn’t it? —What've we got, Luke?
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Luke Madden, the older of the two deputies already on.the scene,
-was a big man with a bulldog jaw and hair the color of dull steel. He
had been a deputy when Wilbur Underhill stormed through the area in
1933, and his prized possession was a framed newspaper clipping which
described his inconclusive shoot-out with the outlaw. He spoke with a
Blue Diamond matchstick clamped between his teeth. “That cabin’s
bunted smack up against the side of the hill,” he told Thickett.
“There’s only one way in or out by car, and this here’s it. If you and
Earl and Dan can keep her busy in: front, Verne, I can sneak around
the long way and take her from behind.”

“How are you going to get in? Through the chimney?” The chief
deputy squinted up at the gabled structure atop.the hill. “I reckon
we'll just go on up and give her the chance to surrender.”

The four-car caravan took off with Earl and Thickett in the lead and
Leroy Cooper timidly bringing up the rear in his gleaming sedan. They
were rounding the final turn before the house when a shot rang out
and a bullet starred the windshield between the two deputies in front.
Earl yanked the wheel hard to the right. The unmarked cruiser
jumped the bank and came to a jarring stop in a bed of weeds, at the
side of the road. They both spilled out Thickett’s side of the car and
crouched there, guns drawn.

“Verne! Earl! You guys all right? The voice was Luke Madden’s,
shouting from behind his car parked perpendicularly across the road.
The way beyond it was completely blocked by the other two vehlcles

“We're fine!” Thickett shouted back. “Stay down!”

“She means business,” said Earl “Maybe I ought to radio- the state
troopers '

“No need. If Molly had meant to hit_us, she would have hit us. I've
seen her plC]( nalls off a fence post at thirty yards She’s Just trying to
scare us.” .

“She’s awful good at it.’ i :

No more shots accompamed the first one, and for a long time the
only sound was that of an occasional breeze humming through the
upper branches of the towering pines that surrounded the house on
three sides. The dwelling itself appeared deserted. All but one of the
tall front windows were shaded, the exception being the wide open one -
to the left of the front door. Five full minutes passed before a voice
like a bull’s bellow called out through the open window. '
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“You boys just get back into your automobiles and drive on out of
here,” it said. “I don’t want to hurt nobody, but I will if I have to!”

 Cupping his hands around his mouth, Thickett shouted: “Molly, this

here’s Vernon Thickett! Put down that rifle and let us come in! You re
not a criminal! Don’t act like one!”

" There was a short silence. Then, from the house: “I've knowed you
since you was a baby, Vernon, and you know I don’t want to hurt you!
But you know I will if it means keepin” what’s mine!”

“That’s what I want to talk to you about, Molly! I—" Vernon had
started to rise when another shot sounded the bullet zinging along the
roof of the unmarked scout car, mlssmg his right ear by a couple of
inches. He dove to the ground. “I can see this is going to take more
than just words,” he said to Earl after a moment.

A series of six more reports followed in rapid succession, and Thick-
ett turned his head as Luke Madden ran toward him in a crouch, bul-
lets kicking up dirt at his heels. “Luke, what in hell do you think
youre doing?” he demanded when the older deputy was sprawled
beside him, panting heavily. “I thought I told you to stay put‘

“Look,” said the other, once he’d caught his breath. “If I can get
“around to the other side of the hill without her seeing me, I can drop
- down onto the roof and climb in through one of those gabled windows.
With you laying down a steady pattern of fire out here she won’t
suspect a thing until I grab her and take away the rifle.”

“Nol"There’s no telling what she’ll do if you startle her! Go back Ill
call you when I need you.’

“Verne—"

“You heard me! Get back there and help Dan keep an eye on Leroy
in-case he tries anythmg dumb.”

The other muttered something unmtelhglble and sprmted back to his
car as more shots sounded from the house.

Ear] turned a pair of frank blue eyes on Vernon “He might be right,
you know. That may . be the only way to get her out of there without
bloodshed.”

“Forget it,” snapped Thickett. “The trouble with Luke Madden is he
can’t forget he’s the one who almost got Wilbur Underhill. T'm not
going to let him play hero at the expense of that frightened old wom-
an. . _ .

“Have you got a befter plan?”
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Thickett thought. Suddenly he turned to his companion. “What's the -
name of that salesman from Tulsa, the one who retired and came here
to live about five years ago? You know, the one Molly’s sweet on?”

“Luther Briscoe?”

“Right. Ever since Clyde’s death nobody’s seen 'em apart, not even
when she went to court. They do everything together. There’s that
telephone down by the highway; get hold of him and see if you can get
him up here If anybody can talk her out of there, Briscoe can.

“I can’t.

“Why not?”

“He left town yesterday to visit his sister in Kansas He asked me to
keep an eye on his house while he was gone. Said he wouldn’t be back
until Monday.” .

“Damn!" Well, that just leaves Plan B.” Thlckett jammed his pistol
into its holster and began unbuckllng the belt

“What are you doing?”

“I'm going in.” He laid the gunbelt on the ground.

“You're what?”

“I'm counting on our friendship to keep her from shootmg me.’

“Now who's playing hero? You can’t be sure of—

“Hold your fire, Molly!” Thickett shouted through cupped hands.

“I'm coming in and I'm unarmed!”

“Don’t, Vernon!” The answering bellow held a desperate edge. “1
mean what I say! I'll scatter your brains all over these hills!”

“I don’t think you will, Molly.” Slowly he rose to his feet. A bullet
spanged against the roof of the scout car.*

Thickett signaled the other deputies to hold their fire and stepped
clear of the car. He could see Molly’s rifle barrel pointing through the ’

. window. Cautiously he took a step forward.

The second shot snatched his hat off his head. He hesitated, then
moved on. A third slug whined past his left ear but he kept walking.
The next three shots were snapped off so rdpidly they sounded as if
they had come from a machine-gun. They struck the ground at his feet
and spat gravel onto his pantlegs. By this time he was almost to the
door. Two more steps and he was inside, where he closed the door
behind him..

. It 'was a moment before his eyes adjusted themselves to the dim
light inside the house. When they had, his first thought was that the
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‘interior had not changed since- he was a-boy. The Victorian- clutter,
from the overstuffed rockers festooned with doilies to the glass-fronted
china cabinets and papered walls.upon which hung framed and faded
prints-of every conceivable- shape and size, was the same-as he
remembered it. The only difference was the pile of cartridges on the
pedestal table beside the door. Beyond it, Molly Dodd stood in the
shadows at the open front window, her dark eyes glittéring above the
stock of the 30-year-old carbine she held braced against her shoulder.
Thickett was looking right down. 1ts bore.

“Say your piece and get -out.” Her voice was taut. Small but wiry,
she wore her black hair pulled straight back into a tight bun. Although
her eyes were small above her hooked nose, they had a remarkable
depth of expression. Her mouth was wide and turned down at the
corners in a permanent scowl. Her print dress looked new, as did the
sweater she wore buttoned .at the neck like a cape The. firearm
remained steady in her hands. - -

“Why don’t you give me the gun, Molly? Vemon asked qu1et]y

“You arent going to shoot anyone ‘

“When lt comes to protectm my property I'd shoot my own son if 1
had one,” she ‘snapped.

“You want to tell me about it?”

There was an almost lndlscermble change in the expressxon of her
eyes. “This place is mine,” she said: “I know what the courts said, but.
théy was wrong. They didn’t see the record that proved Clyde paid off
that loan because it dont exist no more. Not after that slippery nephew
of mine got rid of it.”

“Why would Leroy do that?” Thickett began to breathe a httle more
easnly He had her talking now.

“Why do_you think? He knows there’s 011 on this land just like .
everybody else. If he can grab it for his bank he’ll maké hisself a big
man and maybe they’ll forget about checkin’ his books like they been
threatenin’.’

“His books?”

She nodded curtly Her eyes were black diamonds behind the peep-
sight of the. rifle. “He’s been stealin’ money from his accounts for
years. You seen that car he drives, the clothes he wears. He can’t
-afford them on his salary. I was in the bank once and overheard a man
threatenin’ to take his books to the main branch in Oklahoma City to
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have ’ ‘em checked out. Leroy fell all over hisself tryin’ to talk him out
of it.’

_ Thickett found himself growing mterested in spite of the sxtuatxon
“You say he destroyed the record that proved Clyde repaid the loan?
" Don’t you have any proof of your own? What about 3 receipt?”

“Clyde never told ‘me. what he done with it. I been all over the
house. It ain't here.”

“What did you hope to gain by barricading yourself in the house?”

She smiled then, a bitter upturn of her cracked and pleated lips. “I
wanted to see that squirrel’s face when I stuck this here carbine under
his nose. I never meant to drag you boys into it, Vernon.”

“Don’t you think it’s gone far enough? Come on, Molly. We're old
friends. Give me the piece.

She hesitated. Slowly. the hard glitter faded from her eyes. Now she
was just a tired old woman. At length she lowered the rifle and handed
it to him.

Now that the danger was over,. the deputy felt no trlumph For a
long moment he regarded Molly with compassionate eyes. “What are
‘your plans?” he asked. . .

“I sent my luggage on to Mex1co this. mormng

“Mexico? Why Mexico?” '

“That’s where Clyde and me spent our honeymoon. I got a reserva--
tion on a plane leavin’ tomght from Tulsa. Don’t suppose I'll make it
now.”

“Not if Leroy dec1des to press- charges.”

“That squirrel? Don’t worry, he won’t do nothin’ that mlght attract
the wrong kind of attention.” She looked at him apologetically. “I sure
am sorry about that busted windshield.”

He laughed good-naturedly. You re good for it, Molly BeSJdes the
experience was almost worth it.” There was an embarrassed silence.
Then: “What about Luther Briscoe? What was he going to think when
he got back from Kansas and found you gone?” o

“That’s his business, I expect.” , .

Thickett chose not to press the point. “Well,” he drawled, “I'm faced
with a decision. I can either put you in jail or drive you into Tulsa in
time to catch your plane. Since my duty is to the citizens of Schuyler-
ville, I think I'd be acting in their best interests if I saved them the
expense of your room and board and took you into Tulsa.”
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She placed an affectionate hand on his arm. “You're a good boy,

Vernon. I always said that.” ~

It was dusk when Thickett eased: the scout car he had borrowed from
Luke Madden into the parking slot in front of the sheriff's office and
went in. After the long drive back from Tulsa, it felt good to be using

his legs again.

Earl Briggs, on his feet behind Thlcketts desk, was. hangmg up the -

telephone as the chief deputy entered.

“I'm glad you're still here, Earl,” Thickett said. “First thing tomor-

row ‘morning I want you to get in touch with the Great Midwestern
‘Bank and Trust Company in Oklahoma City and — what is it?” - -
The look on the boy’s face sent a wave of electr1c1ty through Thick-
ett’'s weary limbs. ‘ - :
~“That was Leroy Cooper,” said Earl, mclmmg his head toward the
telephone. “He just got back to find his head cashier tied up and gagged

“and the rest of his employees locked in the vault. Seems the bank -

was held up for a quarter of a million dollars whlle we-were all out at
Molly’s place. You'll never guess who he says did it.’

" Thickett felt a sinking sensation as the pieces fell into place. He

tightened his grip on the doorknob. “Luther Briscoe.”
‘Earl stared at him. “How on earth did you know that?” he said. .
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When she stopped to think about it, Minerva Ackroyd realized that
" ... what she considered the disintegration of her husband had been a long
slow process,-unrecognized by her for vears. It had masqueraded be-
“hind the acceptable fagade of a hobby. T

"She sat in the living room of the old two-story house on St. Gauden
Street, looking around at the battered furniture, the throw rugs worn
through to the jute backing, the pictures cut from magazines hanging
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in pitted and cracked secondhand frames. She sighed over the latter,
one of her attempts to brmg bnghtness into an atmosphere grown
shabbier year by year.

As she rocked she could hear the faint whlrrmgs, the small engine
sounds, and now and again a whistle interspersed with vague music.

She looked at the eight-day Seth Thomas on the mantel over the false -
fireplace. It was five o’clock and Ben would be putting on the traffic- -

noise tape. As soon as his people were home from the factories she
might be able to get him to come up to spend twenty minutes hunched
over the meal she had heating.

She went out to the kitchen where she took a flashlight from a cup-
board. She went down the ‘stairs carefully, picking her way past boxes
of discarded track and abandoned rolling stock.

There was a dim, indefinable glow in the cellar from the 1nd1rect
lighting her husband hadiinstalled three years back. He had blocked off
all the.cellar windows and wired a dimmer switch to the control panel.
He had the lights tumned to so deep a twilight.she could barely make
out his form huddled in front of the panel. She paused at the foot of
the stairs, turning off the flashlight.

She saw that the street lights were on; and warm yellow light from’
the windows of most of the homes in the village of Packet bathed trees,
shrubbery, and sidewalks. From.the light on the back of the school she
could see that some kids were playing basketball in the yard. A small
girl was still on one of the ‘swings. Minnie_caught herself thinking,
That's the Jenner girl.. She should be home for supper.

- Ben Ackroyd, his back to the stairs, was unaware of his wife’s pres-
ence. He reached out to the panel to convert the cellar to full night.
Then he turned his attention to the engine he had unhooked from the
freight train now standing on a siding in the Packet yards. He worked
. controls and switches at the panel until he had backed the engine into
the roundhouse. He punched a button which activated a tape recorder
in the recesses of the cellar. Traffic noise rose faintly in Packet, swelled
‘in the song of tires on pavement, the acceleration of engines at the
three traffic lights in town, and the horn of an impatient drlver then
gradually subsided to the sound of an occasional car.,

Minnie Ackroyd could feel gooseflesh rising on her arms. Although

she had seen her husband’s obsession grow from a small layout on a

four-by-eight sheet of plywood to this_miniature world which com-~
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pletely filled the cellar of their home, the additions he had made in the .
past few months heightened the realis‘m to the point of eeriness.
“Ben,” she called, “supper’s on.’ :

She did not wait for his answer. As she went up the stairs, sklrtmg,
the cartons which half- blocked the steps, she could hear the rustle of
water over the rocks in Devil’s Gorge, and the splash of the falls at its
mouth.

That night they ate in the sxlence that had become the one thmg
they shared fully. "Neither anticipated the eruptlon over ﬁnances that
shattered that calm.

“That’s three times we’ve had cabbage thls week Ben complained.

“You're lucky.”

The bitterness in her voice made him raise his head from his coffee
cup. He stared across the table at his wife, who was tearing her paper
napkin into small pieces. She placed each piece in a neat pile in the
center of her plate.

“Give some thought to how much money you give me to run the.
. house. Think about how much money you have squandered in the cel-
lar. How many steaks could I have bought with what it cost to turn the
back bedroom into a ‘utility room so you could have the furnace moved
out of the cellar?”

As Minnie Ackroyd piled each piece of napkm on her plate she
ticked off another entry in her catalogue of complaints.

After a long pause she said, “I've had half a mind not to tell you how
long the taxes have been due. But in spite of the way you ‘ve poured
money into your hobby and let this house go to ruin, it’s still better
than sleeping in the street. You'd better give me somethmg for the
checking account.” o

Ben rubbed the side of his jaw with the back of hlS hand To his wife
he seemed to have shrunk over the years, until now at sixty-three he
stood barely to her shoulder. Probably that was from bending over his
infernal control panel, she thought, or the hours of scrooching down
with his nose to the workbench building railroad cars, houses, and fac-
tories. Maybe he was deformed from crawling around in the thicket of
~ legs and braces which supported his scale miles of track and scenery.

She studied his gnomelike face, waiting for his response. Her pulse
fluttered like a wild thing in her throat at the sudden thought that he
might lose his job. Certainly he was no longer the impressive figure he
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was before he was demoted step by step from foreman to sweeper in
the knit-goods plant i in Culver.

““Oné thing more.’ Mmme thrust her chin forward “The payment is
due on your life insurance.’

When. Ben Ackroyd finally spoke, what he said had no connection
with what his wife had been discussing. But. that, too, was so typlcal
she scarcely noticed. . )

“I need an old teaspoon.”

“All we have are old ones. What's it for? You making some more
plaster-of-paris mountains?” The edge of her tone was blunted against
his dreamy calm.

“Old Tim Wakefield died yesterday. “The funeral is tomorrow.” Ben
spoke slowly, pausing and choosing his words like a man crossing a
stream and trying to stay on the rocks. “There’ s real dirt in the Con-’
gregatlonal churchyard and I have to dig a grave.”

“Tim Wakefield?” _ ‘ A

“Tim. He worked on the Blanding and Harriman Railroad as a
brakeman for thirty-seven years. He was retired. Used to come down
to the village square and sit on one of the benches until it was time for
the 7:10 to come through. Then he’d walk down by the statlon to
watch it pass.’

Ben brushed the back of his hand over his face. Hxs wife saw a hmt
of moisture in his eyes.

“I'll miss him,” he said. “Now which spoon do you want me to use?

“Ben, you're carrying this too far.~I can understand your desire for
realism, but a mock funeral is somethmg else. I '

“Reality, Minnie,” he interrupted. “Not reahsm Beahty

“There’s a real world upstairs here too,” she said. “You should start
paying some attention to it before it falls in on our heads. Do you re-
alize, -Ben Ackroyd, that you have spent enough on engines alone in
"~ the past couple of years to put a new roof on this house? But then I
suppose'it's more’ important to put a new roof on widow Barth’s house
in Packet than it is to patch a real roof on your own home. Reality!
Why don’t you go hve in Packet and be done with it?” -

“I've thought of it.” His soft answer startled her as would a sudden
and unexpected thunderclap. He picked up g teaspoon from the table
‘and turned away toward the cellar door. -

“After the boys on the night gang unload those freight cars from the
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lumberyard, I'll be making up a train for Mason City. Co\t to pick up
seven gondolas at the mine head there. Then I have to. . .” " His voice
faded as he went down the stairs.

While Minnie Ackroyd stood at the kitchen sink washmg supper
dishes she could faintly hear organ music and voices raised in a familiar
hymn through the open cellar door. It was Wednesday and midweek
services were being held in Packet’s Congregational Church. In a little -
while, she knew, the voice of Reverend Doland would rise, exhorting
his flock to love of the Lord and fellowman. She wondered if Ben
would shut down his track operation to listen while his own voice read
one of the several sermons he had written and recorded to give variety
to the church services..

Later that evening when she was writing checks to pay the most
pressing bills, Minnie mused over the one for $76.85 to cover the
" quarterly payment. on Ben’s $20,000 life insurance. Maybe if she were
honest with herself she would reduce the coverage to match Ben’s cur-
rent value to her. Didn't they do that with cars? She knew you could
never collect more than replacement cost, and over the years Ben had
shrunk in her eyes from new Cadillac Eldorado to 1950 Nash Met-
ropolitan coupe—both in value and physical stature. She wondered if a
person could think himself right off the face of the earth.

On an impulse she brought out a carton from a shelf in the bedroom
closet. She spread out on the table old checkbooks going back to her
husband’s first venture into model railroading. After two hours she felt
some _ironic satisfaction in a total she wrote on a slip of paper:
$14,834.17.

“Add another four or five thousand for the things he paid for in
cash—" She found small solace in saying it aloud. “That’s just about the
insurance coverage on him,” she mused. -

Three weeks later Minnie Ackroyd had a particularly bad day. The
toaster erupted in a sizzling blaze of crumbs lodged in its interior and
henceforth refused to function. There was no spare fuse to replace the
one. it blew, although Ben promised to pick up a couple on his way
home from work. At ten o’clock the neighborhood grocery informed
her they were cutting off credit until the bill was paid in full, and the
phone company called and threatened to disconnect the phone.

When she signed for the package delivered by United Parcel Service
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at five o’clock Ben was already home from work and in the cellar. He
had forgotten the fuses. Had ‘she noticed that the return address was
Ben's usudl West. Coast supplier of. expensive super-detailed engines
. from Japan, she would have refused to accept delivery .and sent the
neat figure in brown back to his clean brown truck with it.

While she.prepared ‘supper, she seethed over the small package on.
the counter. After fumbling in a cupboard with a flashlight in the grow-
ing dusk, she brought in a floor lamp on a long lead from the living
room. Ben had not yet switched fuses from an upstairs 01rcu1t as she
had asked. : :

Occasionally she heard him moving about in the cellar among his
toys, but when she went to the open cellar door all she heard was the
small sounds of an HO-scale train running.

She was grateful for the fresh batteries she had stored on a shelf. As
- she descended the stairs to pry Ben loose from his other life in Packet,
she marveled over his ability to move about with so little light. And
why, she wondered, was it almost always twilight or mghttlme in
Packet? -

She stopped at the foot of the stairs, the answer coming to her for
the-first time. The small shielded bulb hung from a floor joist in a far
part of the cellar looked precisely like the moon. Tts light, combined
with the lights in Packet, was not enough to reveal those structural
~ parts of the cellar Ben had not yet camouflaged. It was a master stroke
in his process. of turning the unreal to real, making the 1ntang1ble and
inanimate come to life.

Usually Ben grumbled when she waved her ﬂashlight_ about, destroy-
ing the mood he nurtured so carefully. She"pointed her light to the
panel, but he was not there at his customary perch.on the high stool.
She called twice. All she heard was the tape with its muted music of an
elderly Baldwin engine pulling on a long grade in the mountains. Now.__
and again as-the train wound through Ben’s labyrinth of tunnels,
bridges, and crossings, the tape vented the lonesome sound of a steam
whistle calling back the past. She tried to follow the light of the engine
and- hghted cars on their meandering path through the countryside. ‘

It wasn't like Ben to leave the train running while he was away from
“the panel. She got down on her knees and -threaded the flashlight
beam slowly through the web of two- by- fours, braces, and wires which
gave the world above support and life. Probably he/was down there
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somewhere fixing a switch, or maybe he was up through one of the
trapdoors adjusting scenery. When he did not answer her third call she
became alarmed and began to crawl into the warren of wood and wires.

She picked her way carefully, recoiling from cobwebs that brushed
her face and became entangled in her hair. Finally she found one of
Ben’s trapdoors, an access point to trackage. She raised it slowly, play--
ing the beam of light on the miniature world surrounding her. She
crouched in fascination as she heard the train approaching from the
southeastern corner of the cellar. She switched off her light to watch it
pass at eye level. /

The cars were lighted. Many of ‘the seats were occupied by tiny
passengers. In the aisle of the first car behind the engine a tiny con-
ductor stood as if punching tickets. And in the center of the car she
saw Ben’s face at a window—shrunken to HO scale, but the half smile
unmistakable beneath the unruly thatch of grey hair.

Minnie Ackroyd stared in open-mouthed shock, disbelief, and
mounting anger-as the train rolled slowly past..

She lowered the trapdoor with a thud. She scuffed along on hands
and knees through the maze of wood, twice bumpmg her head before
she emerged near the control panel.

She tried to still her trembling as she sat on Ben’s stool. She turned
the flashlight on each of the cellar windows with the thought that Ben
might have crawled out a window in some weird charade designed to
upset- her: Although the pieces of plywood were all in place, the
thought- that her husband was playing tricks on her fueled her anger,
an emotion she welcomed to replace the nameless apprehension his
disappearance caused.

She turned. her flashlight on a tangle of wires fastened to a board
above the panel. The light fell on a note taped to a knife switch:

“I have gone for a ride. I'll be coming in on the 7:10. Ben.”

“Damn you!” Minnie Ackroyd shouted over the muted sounds of the
tape deck. All the frustrations and deprivation of the past years were
welded into her anger as she began to click switches and turn dials on
the panel. Nothing she did in her fury seemed to change the placid
journey of the-train through rocky mountain passes, past grassy bottom-
lands and lonely farmhouses. ‘

Suddenly. she remembered a broom stored beneath the stairs. The _
trembling and uncertainty were submerged beneath new focus and de-
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termination as she worked her way between the wall and the huge lay-
out. At last she could reach the area of Devil’s Gorge with the broom
handle. She dislodged thé bridge over the gorge and pushed it aside,
" muttering, . “Four hundred and eighty-three dollars for the ﬁberglass
the wiring, thé plumbing, and the recirculating pump‘

It was with a cold calmness that she returned to the control panel.
Under the flashlight beam she began to read the label-tape identifica-
tion on the toggle switches. Then she found a large knob whose mark-
ing was unmistakable. She turned it to the right.

The train speeded up and the stereo tape deck beneath the scenery
erupted at full volume.

She covered her ears as the cellar boomed with the sounds of a
steam engine in a full voice, its drivers pounding and clanking, the hiss
of live steam and clacking wheels nearly lost under the piercing wail of

"its whistle. Still, she was not prepared for the rending, deafening noise
of steel on steel, the rumbling crash which submerged the dying whis-
tle. After a seemingly endless reverberation of wrenched metal and
broken glass, there was a ngh of escapmg steam.

The tape stopped. -~ :

. - She uncovered her ears and got . down from the stool to fumble in
the dark for the flashlight she had dropped. At first it would not light,

but a sharp rap against the stool-brought it to life.

" The train was-no longer running.. -

‘She turned her- light to the trestle over Dev1l s Gorge. As she
. watched she saw a lone car teeter on the- brink of the gorge then fall
into its depths. She could hear water running—running;

Minnie. Ackroyd turned off the flashlight. She looked out across the
cellar where the .moon was shining down: on hayfields and wooded
slopes. It touched the mountain peaks in the west. The rails: gleamed
cold silver in its light. In Packet the house lights shed their warm
glow, the traffic lights winked from green to amber to red.

Patrolman Deming and Lieutenant Vasey looked around the cellar a
last time. . :

“Damnedest thing I ever saw, ” said’ Deming. .

“Funny what people do with their money,” said the lieutenant. He
played his flashlight on the braces beneath the world of Packet.

“That must have been some tumble the old gent took coming down
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- those cellar stairs, to have rolled way under there. No wonder he fell.
Look at the boxes and junk on those steps,” Vasey added. ,
“He was sure busted up. Did the coroner say it was a broken neck?”

“Heé said multiple injuries, including a b,r}oken neck. Just like he was
in a bad auto accident—or a train wreck.”

“What was that she kept saying about a teaspoon when the ambu-
lance took her to the hospital?”” Deming asked.

“I guess this thing tipped her over the edge. She wanted a teaspoon
to bury her husband. Decently, she said, in the Packet Congregational
Churchyard, wherever that is. I wonder. what she. meant when she said
you can’t collect $20,000 for a corpse an inch_and a half tall. As batty as
she is now, I don’t suppose we’ll ever know.” .

After they had locked the house, they sat a few minutes in.the patrol-
car. Lieutenant Vasey chewed on a stub of unlit cigar. “Did you go
around and thank the neighbors for calling like I told you?”

Deming nodded. “The doc said yesterday when they took her away
she mlght have sat there forever if somebody hadn’t heard that stereo
racket.”

“Funny thing,” Vasey said as Deming started the engine, “what the
coroner said about finding traces of water in Ackroyd’s lungs Not

: enough to cause death, but he can’t ﬁgure out how it got there.”
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There was a tax on evil, and T. C. Brdck was the devil’s own
collector . . . - ’ ‘

S

B

, .

When the plane set down at L.A. International, Brock rented a car
and drove to the Beverly Hills Hotel, a rambling cloistered structure in
the lush money-green suburbs: By nine o'clock he was checked into
one of the private bungalows on the grounds, and within an hour he
was placing an ad in the Los Angeles Times: - ,
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LARGE CASH SUMS OFFERED
FOR QUICK, SURE PROFITS

* Qut-of-state speculator
with heavy capital reserve
considering unique, exciting
ventures with instant profit
potential. No fast-buck deal
too adventurous.
Calls accepted daily between
noon and 2 p.m. only. Ask for i
Mr. T.C. Brock

At the bottom of the ad he wrote the phone number and paid for a -
one-week run. Then he checked into another hotel, a towering struc-
ture in the heart of L.A. He took a splendid room overlooking the city
on the floor just below the top of the building, which was occupied by
a skyview restaurant. To this room he brought the fine custom suitcase
containing his clothing and other belongings, having left a cheap over-
nighter and an attaché case, both weighted with old magazines, at the
bungalow. Long experience had taught him that when trouble de-
veloped, as. it often did, it was best to conduct business in"one place
and sleep in another. :

The next day at noon Brock was in the bungalow screening calls from
the hustlers who had read his ad in the paper.”Most of the shell-game
propositions to take the rich dude from out of town were obvious
frauds. There were offers of ready-to-soar mining stocks—gold,
diamond, or uranium, take your choice. Land that was fairly bubbling
‘with oil could be leased for a bargain price. The scoop on a fixed
horserace was for sale, and there was a matchless opportunity to back a
self-proclaimed card shark in a game of high-stakes poker. A map
guaranteed to pinpoint the location of buried treasure on an island in
the South Pacific was a steal at fifty grand. : '

Brock wasted no time on these: they were small-time cons w1th noth-
ing that suited his purpose. He needed the perfect combination.

In the first three days he took only two calls that were intriguing
—-enough to arouse his interest. The first call was from a man with just a
hint of Spanish accent. He spoke softly and with soothing charm, in the
formal, nearly stilted manner of one who has learned his English in the
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old country.
“My name is Carlos,” he said. “The last name is dlﬁicult and of no

importance.. The only importance; sir, is the extent of your interest to -

‘purchase a quantity of, uh, not so legal items that can be instantly ex-
changed for a proﬁt ratio in the near vicinity of eight-and-one-half to
.one. _

“Are you gomg to tell me what you re talkmg about or do you want
me to guess?- -

“On the phone, Mr. Brock, it-is not p0551ble to be so very much
definite. But let me say further that the items I will exhibit to you for
your approval are green in color and of a size to fit the wallet. They are
of a quality not to be believed. In fact, without,a tiresome study, they
cannot be told from the genuine article. Yes?”

“Yes. I'll take a look and decide for myself. Meet me here at my
bungalow on the hotel grounds-—number fourteen. If you're not here
within the hour, I'll be gone.

“1 am not far removed sald Carlos.” “Half an hour will be suffi-
cient.”

The second offer that seemed worthy of at least a look came just a’
few minutes.later. The woman had a cultured, weary way of speaking,
as if she had done it all and had it all long ago. Her name was Mila—
they rarely gave last names-—and she was forced to part with a fabulous
diamond ring worth six hundred thousand for a paltry four hundred
" grand. The ring had been a gift from her husband and she had told
him that she had lost it. Though he was an extremely rich man he re-
fused to give her more than a meager amount of money to spend, and
this was her way of getting the cash she needed to cover some pressmg
personal debts. S

The story was probably a fabrication, but diamonds never lie to
people who understand them and, telling the lady to stop by with the
‘gem in exactly two hours, he put down the phone and began a regal
lunch; delivered complete with a frosty martini, by room service.

A wiry man of medium height, Brock seemed always -a bit wide-
" eyed, his expression slightly startled, as if he were a visitor in an alien
land which he found full of curious and entertaining surprises. His
manner of dress, though somewhat excessive, was grand. Against the
background of a midnight-blue suit, he wore a pearl-grey tie that was
fastened with an emerald-studded pin. His gold wnstwatch was embel-

110 : ' . ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE




lished by a dial of ruby chips, and hls out51zed dlamond ring had the
wink of superb quality. <

Carlos arrived just as a waiter was remeving the debris of Brock’s
- lunch. A small neat man with a small neat mustache, he had jet-dark
hair, mild coffee-colored eyes and an apologetic smile. He was impec-
cable in a beige gabardine suit with stitched lapels and leather-trimmed
pockets. He said he came from Bogota, and there was about him the
quiet, well-mannered air of Latin aristocracy. Chatting easily, in no
apparent haste to transact his business, he told Brock he had once
been in partnership with his father, an exporter of coffee to the U.S.
and other countries.
~ “For a long time,” said Carlos With one of his apologetic smiles, “my
father’s business of exporting the coffee was truly magnificent. Then it
" became very bad, you see. And my father, he began to export in secret
a few drugs—the heavy stuff—you know? He was soon caught and sent
to prison where, sadly I must tell you, he died.”

Carlos smiled in a way that was appropriately sad. -“I was not used to
poverty, could not abide with it,” he continued. “So now I make my
living where you find the much greener pastures, on the other side of
the fence.” With a twinkle he lowered his head in a’mock attitude of
shame.

Probably, thought Brock, the superfluous charm and small-talk con-
cealed as wily a rascal as could be found anywhere. “All right,” he said,
“let’s see what you're selling.” ’

“Pardon?”

“Did you bring it with you—the funny-money'?

“Funny-money?” Carlos presented a face of round-eyed innocence.

“Carlos, don’t waste my time with games.’

“Very well. But how do I know you are not the pohce?

“Counterfeiting comes under the jurisdiction of the Secret Service.
And the boys of the S.S. don’t usually advertise to catch criminals.”

Carlos nodded. “Yes, I suppose not. In any case, I have brought
nothing with me to sell, only samples.”

He removed. three bills from an envelope he took from his pocket
and handed them over. There was a twenty, a fifty, and a hundred.
The texture of the paper was excellent. It was aged just enough to give
it the authentic feel of usage. More, the color of the ink was exact, and
with the naked eye Brock could not find the least imperfection in the
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engraving of the bills. Only after he examined them minutely with a
pocket magnifying glass under a strong light did he spot the -single
flaw—the absence of red and blue fibers in the paper.

“Well, what do you think?” said Carlos. “Are they not beautiful?”

“They appear to be quite good,” Brock said carefully, though he had -
never seen better and doubtless they would be accepted by anyone‘but
“an expert who had been forewarned. “Where did you get them?”

" “Carlos shrugged: “The details, no. But I will tell you this much! the
bills were shipped from my country where we have some of the world’s
finest paper and inks—and a retired engraver who fashloned plates for

_ the U.S. government before he entered our service.’

“A former U.S. engraver; huh?” Brock snorted. “And how much can
you deliver?” :

“At once, three hundred thousand. More in a week or two.”

“Mmm. And what is your price?” .

“Fifteen percent of face value. Forty-ﬁve thousand for the three
hundred grand,” .

It was a good prlce Fakes of that quality were so rare that Carlos+’
could ask_and get twenty percent. But to test him, Brock shook his
head. “Too miich. Ten percent—thlrty thousand for three hundred of
the bogus.”

Carlos looked wounded. “But surely, ‘Mr. Brock you w1ll not haggle
with me over bills of such perfection. They will pass anywhere, even in
the banks. No, fifteen percent is entirely fair and I will stand firm.”

“You're rlght said Brock “I shouldn’t haggle with you, and I
won't.” - ‘

Carlos beamed.

“So I'll just say once more—thlrty thousand That’s my final offer.”
He stood and fastened Carlos w1th the unblinking gaze of relentless
decision.

Carlos went through the motions. He groaned, sighed, pursed his
lips, and made a pretense of calculation with his ﬁngers Then, cluck-
ing, his face agonized, he slowly nodded and said, “You are a hard
man, sir. You leave me just the small margin of profit. But yes, be- -
cause I have many obhgatlons at this time, I will deal with you-on your
terms. Thirty thousand it is: :

_ Brock shook his hand and said, “Bring the phonies here tonight at
nine. If they're identical to these samples, we’ll make the exchange.”
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“What you ask is impossible, sir,” Carlos said, plucking thé samples
from Brock’s fingers and tucking them into his pocket. “Even when we
are most sure, as with a man of your distinction, we never take
chances. No, you will come to us, and if we are certain you are en-
tlrely alone the transaction will be completed.”

“Well, I have little time for such nonsense, but the bills seem good
enough to warrant some inconvenience.” :

Carlos handed him a typewritten slip of paper. “At nine tonight,
then.” :

Brock glanced at the address and nodded. “At nine.”

“And the thlrty thousand in U.S. legalp You will have it w1th you?”

“Naturally.” ,

With a fine show of teeth Carlos stepped to the door flipped a sa-
lute, and went out. R

Brock ordered another martini from room service. Sipping it as he
" waited for “Mila,” the lady with the diamond, he reflected on his
dialogue with Carlos. Since the bills were incredibly good imitations,
he would neverlet them go for ten percent of face value. Therefore,
he must be working some sort of flim- ﬂam Well, each to his own
game. And his own reward.

Mila was on time. Her knock had the sound of delicate intrigue. A .
slender young woman with a dainty kind of elegance, she had tawny
hair parted in the middle and gathered to one side. Her sleepy eyes
and dreamy smile made him wonder if she might be flying on some-
thing with narcotic wings. She wore an expensively tailored grey suit
that seemed incongruously severe. :

“Are you Mr. Brock? My name is Mila.” Her speech was over-
polished, as if by years of exposure to people of quality and education.

“Come in,” he said, and she entered a bit wearily, or timidly—she
wasn’t an easy person to read. She floated across the room to a chair,
her delicate shoulders curved in a languid slouch.

“Would you like something—a cocktail?”

“No, thank you, I don’t drink.”

“Well, for some people that’s wise, I think.” He sat facing her.

She toyed with the clasp of her gun-metal leather purse. “I don’t
~usually answer ads of any sort, Mr. Brock. But yours was irresistible.

.And quite prov1dent1al under the circumstances.’

“I imagine.
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Her drowsy eyes wandered over him. What sort-of business are you
ln? . Fatnd

“Various investments, speculatlons ’ -

“I gathered that from your ad. Would you care to be more spe(:lﬁc?

“No.” :

“I see. Well, I mean, if you’re serious about buying the—"

“Mila—if I wanted seriously to buy a c05tly ring at Tiffany’s, what
would they requ1re of me?”

She smiled. “Maybe they would extend credit.”

“Will you?” e

She shook her head. Naturally, I must have cash.”

“Then it’s that'simple. You want to sell and I-have the cash.”
Nodding, she opened her purse and handed him a black-velvet box.
He lifted the lid and removed the ring, a large pear-shaped stone of
fiery brilliance and exquisite cut.. Fingering it, finding it cool to the
touch;, he carried it to the window and drew it across the | pane, leaving
a shaip clear line where the stone cut the-glass. As he studied the im-
pression the diamond had left, he caught sight of two young men who
were standing together ‘in front of the opposite bungalow. Dressed in
sportcoats and slacks, they seemed merely. guests- making idle conversa-
tion. But Brock’s nearly infallible instinct told him they were stationed
there as guards to be sure he didn’t try to: grab the ring, and that likely

they were carrying weapons, -

Now, with his own diamond, Brock tried- to scratch Mila’s stone. It
was impossible. Inserting.a-piece of white notepaper beneath the gem,
he peered into its center with a magnifying glass, checking color and
purity. Then, as he held the ring in the palm -of his hand feeling the
weight of it and discounting the setting, he decided that the stone was
probably worth the four hundred thousand she was asking, and a good
deal more. Certainly it was the most beautiful diamond he-had ever’
examined at close range, and there had been many. :

“Of course, I don’t have enough magnification_to be certain,” he said
as he sank back into his chair-and gazed appre01at1vely at the ring, but
it seems a nearly flawless blue brilliant. Very nice.

My husband bought it in Europe ” she sald “It should be worth ~
. more in this country. It weighs nearly fifty. carats.’

“Well, I don’t have the instruments to check it, so I would have to
get it.appraised.” ~
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She looked dismayed.

“Really, you wouldn’t expect me to invest that kind of ‘money with-
out an appralsal he said.

She nodded. “But I can’t possxbly let the ring out of my sxght

“No, that would be foolish.” He considered. “There’s a jeweler right
here in the hotel. Why don’t we take a little wall< and see if he can
give us an evaulation.”

She thought “about it, anxious-eyed,~ biting her lip. “Well, all
right—yes, we could do that.” .

He stood and gave her the ring. “Shall we go then?”

. They left the bungalow. The two young men in sportjackets, lean-
bodied, hard-faced,” were now head-t-hedd, studying what seemed a
racing form. As they gestured and made comments, one of them darted
a glance at him. He wondered if they were hired yuards or ac-
complices. In any case, they were sure to follow.

Mila walked beside him in silence, her tension almost palpable.
They entered the hotel. He sensed the watchdogs behind him but did
not turn. They went down a flight of stairs to the arcade, following it
past assorted shops to. the jewelry store.

Mila spoke to the clerk and handed over the ring. For a few seconds
he gave it a cursory examination through his loupe. When he removed
the eyepiece, his expression was one of contained awe. He flicked a
calculating glance at Mila as if trying to match the royal quality of the
diamond with the woman who owned it. But then his face became
bland and he said “I’m not prepared to give you a formal appraisal,

_ just an estimate.” -

Mila looked at Brock, who nodded and said, “For now that would
do.”

The jeweler removed the _stone from its setting and-inspected it at
length under intense light. He measured it with calipers and weighed
it on a scale, jotting figures on a scrap of paper. After pondering over
his notations, he returned the gem to its settmg and came back with
‘the ring.

“It’s a beauty,” he said with an approving shake of his head. “I'd say
somewhere between six and seven hundred thousand. Call it six- ﬁfty,
roughly.”

As she carefully tucked. the ring back into the velvet box, Mlla
looked- at Brock with an I-told-you-so expression.
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Back outside, he spotted her protectors. Not far removed, they stood
gazing into a shop window, faking an enthusiastic discussion of the
items on display.

“You've got a déal,” Brock said. “It’s only a matter of price.”

“You don’t like the price!” She looked mdlgnant iMr. Brock, didn’t
you just hear the man say—" Co

“I heard-him, yes.’ :

“Well, then—isn’t it an absolute steal at four hundred thousand?

“A steal, yes. No doubt. Then why do you come to me? Why don’t
you sell it to a commercial buyer of dlamonds at four hundred, or even
better?”

- Her face sagged. “You know very well that I can’t. They ask
questions. For a ring worth more than half a million, they want proof
of ownership ‘And only my husband could give them' that.”

Exactly

“So you're ready to take advantage.”

“I'm in business to take advantage.”

. She sighed. “How much, then?”

“Let me think about it. Phone me here at nine in the morning. That
will give me time to make arrangements with the bank.”

Her lips tightened.  “Well, I won’t come down much, Ill tell “you
that. And it must be cash no checks of any kind.” :

“Cash, of course.”

“Very well, I'll phone you at nine sharp.” -

“If you don’t mind, I won’t see you out. I want to stop off at the
barber shop.” :

“Goodbye, Mr. Brock v

Her dreamy expression gone a bit sour, she turned and walked off,
clipping past the bodyguards. As Brock went into the barber shop and
sneaked a look, they lost interest in the window display and sauntered
after her.

He lingered a minute and followed, heading for the lobby. It was a
lucky guess. They were there, the three of them huddled in a corner,’
~ conversing. Anticipating their departure, he ducked out a side door,

found his car in the parking area, and drove it up near the exit. Folded
down behind the wheel, two cars in front screening him, he saw them
come out, separately—Mila first, her boys behind. The boys went off
in a white Ford sedan she left in a taxi.
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He tailed the cab cautiously to the estates of Bel-Air and hung well
back as it climbed a road embowered by huge old trees, hemming the
houses of the rich and the mansions of the very rich. He could see
Mila through the back window of the cab. She didn’t turn once to look
back, though probably in the unfamiliar car-and wearing hlS sun glasses
she wouldn’t have recognized him.

Soon the taxi wheeled left into a private dnveway, and he braked to
wait. When the cab returned, he drove on, taking a look at the house
as he passed. It was a great library of a place, barely visible from the
road. High and square and formal, it sat atop a knoll, neatly combed
grounds spilling green around it. -

Just beyond, he maneuvered about and parked As he sat thmkmg :
what to do next, a gardening truck slid out of the drive that had swal-
lowed the cab and came toward him. He got out and flagged it down.
The driver was an old guy with a craggy pleasant face. Brock asked him
if he worked for the people in the library-type mansion. He said yes,
but only once a week. He was an itinerant gardener with other cus-
tomers in the neighborhood. He had a crew and a couple of his men
were on a job down the road. He was on his way to pick them up. Yes,
he knew all about the people up there on the knoll, but he was in a
hurry. Brock asked him if twenty bucks would buy about. ten minutes.
He grinned and cut the motor, then motioned for Brock to sit on the
seat beside him. _

The lady who owned the place was a Mrs. Alberta Wilmont. Before
he died, her husband ran a shipping company—freighters. He left her
millions. No, the young woman who just arrived in a taxi was not Mrs.
Wilmont, she was Marian Ainsworth, a kind of secretary- compamon
. who was distantly related to Alberta Wilmont.

“Did Mrs. Wilmont ever own a diamond ring that was stolen?”

“You bet she did! The ring was worth a fortune. ‘About a month ago,
while everyone was away from the house, burglars broke in. How they
did it without tripping the alarm system nobody can figure. The
thieves drilled the safe, swiped the ring and- some less valuable
jewelry, and a few hundred in cash. It was front-page stuff in the pa-
per.
~ Brock asked a few more questlons, gave the gardener the twenty,

and twenty more to keep his mouth shut. Then he hustled away to the
newspaper office and combed back issues until he found the account of
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the burglary. This done, he made a number of calls and finally hit what
could be the jackpot.-

Shortly before. nine that evening, with just a few magazines locked in
his attaché case, he drove toward the address Carlos had given him. It
‘was an apartment house in an old section of Hollywood on a narrow
street above Franklir. The building was large and might once have
been magnificent, but now its crusty facade cried neglect and despair,
most of the windows dark, the entrance bleakly lighted.

- He found an alley that led to a subterranean garage below the
apartment house and drove down the ramp. He was in a gloomy dun-
geon of pillared space, empty but for a pair of junkyard heaps in a
corner, squatting beside a late-model black Cadillac. Parking next to
the Cadillac he climbed out cautiously with the attaché case. Clutching.
the grip of a holstered .38 revolver, one of several weapons he had col-
lected from a long string of bad boys, he stood motionless, listening.
The silence was so dense within the cavernous garage he could hear a
distant murmur of traffic, the bleating of a horn.

Peering 'inside the Cadillac he circled quietly to ‘the .front and -
reached under it to test the radiator. It was warm, almost hot. Some-
one had arrived not long before.

On rubber-soled shoes hé crossed the garage and came to the. mouth
of a dim corridor.. Pausing again to listen, he moved on—past the
doorways of a shadowy boiler room and a gutted laundry to an
elevator. The car was somewhere above but there was no indicator to
show its location:

He pressed the button and heard the creak and whme of the
elevator’s descent. In the wan light the scabby cement walls displayed
a nearly endless scrawl of graffiti. Cobwebs nestled in corners, a light
fixture dangled, the rank odor-of urine invaded the torpid air.

" When the approaching mutter of the car told him it was near, he .
stepped aside, out of range. But when it opened, the elevator was
empty. Brock thumbed the “7” button, though Carlos’ slip of paper des-
ignated apartment 8E.

The elevator rattled slowly up to the seventh floor-and stopped. He
was _greeted by a dark, fetid corridor of doors flung wide open upon
vacant apartments.. Gaping in wonder, he crossed the threadbare rem-
nant of a carpet, found the stairway, and mounted soundlessly to the
eighth. Here he cracked the door and peeked out.
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Under the subdued light from overhead fixtures, the eighth and top
floor seemed clean and tidy enough, the carpet in good repair, the
brown doors to the apartments sealed. Puzzling it, Brock concluded
“that the rest of the building was probably abandoned. As he stopped to
consider his strategy, he saw Carlos hurry around a bend in the cor-
ridor and come to stand, head inclined, at the elevator. 4

He looked so foolishly ineffectual and unfrightening that Brock
wanted. to laugh out loud. .Instead he moved quietly up behind him
and dropped a heavy hand on his shoulder.

Carlos snapped around, wild-eyed, his jaw dropping in terror.

“Looking for me, Carlés?” Brock grinned. :

Carlos groaned. “What the hell you doing, man' I thought you
were—" ‘

“An undercover agent of the S.S. Right, Carlos?”

He nodded. “Yeah, something like that. I am looking to see why you
don’t show,” he said. .

“I couldn’t find 8E,” Brock said. “I must've been going the wrong
. way. s

“Ah, well—no problem,” Carlos answered.. “Come—" He had been
staring with fascination at Brock’s case and as they moved down the-
hallway he asked nervously, “You have brought the money?”

Brock gave the case an affectionate pat. “Thirty big ones. And you
have the queers?”

“The queers?” His expression flickered, brlghtened “The phomes
ah yes, of course!” He gavé a dental exhibition. “They are in the
.apartment, where we shall make the exchange.” _

He led Brock to the rear of the building and turned into a narrow
passage. It terminated at the point where the doors. to apartments 8E
and 8F faced each other across a faded strip of carpet. The hall, lit by a
single naked bulb, was dim. The air had a musty smell, tainted with
something indefinable, like molding garbage.

They were at the door to 8E, Carlos bringing out a set of keys,
Brock telling himself that he would not go into the apartment unless he
entered with an arm locked about Carlos’ neck, the .38 visibly pressing
his head, when he sensed a movement and turned swiftly. Behind him,
the door to 8F had been opened and an enormous Latin towered above
him, grimacing fiercely as he hmsted a baseball bat and slammed it
. down. :

PAINT THE TOWN GREEN , 119



Brock had begun to duck out of rangeor the blow would have
. crushed his skull. Instead, it glanced thunderously off the back of his
head, dropping him to the floor. "~

_Vaguely focused his eyes opened upon a hazy scene. He was float-
ing above a shimmering landscape. There was a blur of twinkling build-
ings and streets while below, dim and far away, a pool of white circled
and tilted: It appeared to grow toward him, then recede, asif seen
through binoculars that would not adjust. And he could feel the hard
thrust of something against his chest.

In the background voices drifted to him, as from a radio badly
tuned. Carlos was pleading with someone called Mario, saying it wasn’t
necessary to kill the _man, just take his money and run. But Mario said
- no, it was too risky. “No, Carlos,. this mama is gonna commit SulClde
He’s gonna fly down from that window and—squash‘~you got a bird
who sings no songs!”

Brock. got the message And fear jabbing him fo life, he brought it all
- into focus. He was draped over a window sill, gazing down a perpen-
dicular wall fo a moon-washed court eight stories below. The tilting,
spinning face of the court, composed of unrelenting cement, winked at
him.

But even as this understanding jolted and sickened . him, Mario
reached down and scooped him up-with ridiculous ease. Poising him-
self, aiming Brock at the open mouth of the window, he did not notice
that while one of Brock’s hands dangled limply the other was under his
jacket, bending the barrel of the .38 toward the great mass of his chest.

Brock squeezed the trigger—once, . twice, and again, knowing that-.
while the big ones may fall harder, they do not always fall faster. No
doubt the first bullet was an incredible surprise, for Mario simply stood
rooted, as if considering the impossibility of it, his eyes dilating with
- astonishment. The second shot caused him to stumble backward, and
the third buckled him slowly to the floor. Only then, with a mortal
“ sigh, did he liberate Brock from the clutch of his arms.

Carlos tried to run,-but Brock caught him at the door and ordered
him at gun point to empty Mario’s pockets and bring him the contents.
Thc dead man was carrying $6,700 in hundred-dollar bills that proved,
after close examination, to be genuine U.S. green. Carlos, on the other
hand, was in possession of only ninety dollars. ‘
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“Carlos,” Brock said sternly as he pocketed the bills, Ive been
thinking seriously of killing you, and this doesn’t help your cause.’

Seated on the floor, hands laced behind his neck, Carlos had been
watching with resignation, as one who hopes for nothing but to sur-
vive. His face flashing alarm, he said tremulously, “I have little money
because in the organization of the counterfeiting I am only a passer of
the bills. Mario was in charge of the passers and the money | in his wal-
let was to pay us our humble percentage.

Brock made a clucking sound. “How sad.” Gingerly, he felt the lump
on the back of his head. “You may lower your hands now, Carlos,
and you may smoke. A condemned man is always entitled to a last
cigarette.”

Carlos gave him a look of such gapmg horror ‘that Brock decided to
ease off a bit. “However,” he added, “if you can find some way to
repay me for this nlght of treachery, I might be persuaded to change
my mind.”

“Anything—anything at all that you wish,” Carlos sald feverishly.

“What did you do with my case, Carlos?”,

He pomted “Over there in the closet. It is locked and we could not
open it.”

“And where is the three hundred thousand in bogus?”

Carlos hesitated and Brock leveled the 38 “Hurry, Carlos, I'm gch-
1ng to kill you!” :

“No, no! The bills are down in the trunk of Mario’s Cadlllac He was
supposed to distribute them to the passers later tonight.”

Brock reached for a set of keys resting on the floor with the assorted
items Carlos had taken from Mario. “You'd better not be lying,” he
warned. “Let’s go and see.” ' :

Toting his attaché case, he descended with Carlos to the garage. One
of Mario’s keys opened the trunk of the Cadillac, and when the lid was
raised there was indeed a carton holding three hundred grand in bogus
bills. Brock ordered Carlos to transfer the carton to the.trunk of his
rented sedan. When this was done he locked the attaché case in with

_ the counterfeits and gave Carlos the keys to the Cadillac. .

“Because you tried to prevent Mario from killing me,” he told Car-
los, “I'll make you a present of his car. You're a pussycat in a jungle
and I'd advise you to gét out of this racket and into plumbing, of some-
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thing equally suited to your talents. At heart, Carlos, you’re not a bad
little fellow, and in fact I've become rather fond of you.

“You are fond of me? Truly?”

“Truly.” Brock nodded solemnly. He ‘opened the door of his rental
chmbed in, and wound the motor.

“You are a strange man,” said Carlos. ‘ Most remarkable. But really,-
who are you, -sir?”

“There’s a tax on evil, and T'm the dev1] s own ‘collector,” Brock an--
swered with a wisp of a smile. He backed and drove off. . ‘

Marian Ainsworth, alias Mila, phoned him the next morning on the
“dot of nine. “Three hundred thousand,” he said.

“No.” - ~ . .

“In cash.”

“Well—" :

“It1l take time for the bank to get that much rroney together. Be

here at four this afternoon.” - o R .

“I can’t make it until eight thls-evenmg. o ST
“At eight sharp, then.” He cut the connection. '
She was a few minutes early. When he opened the .door and she

stepped in, lHe spied her accomplices lingering in the shadows. A
hundred to one they were the burglars who stole the ‘ring—with her
blueprint "of the alarm _system, and at a time when she told them the
mansion would be empty ‘

She was wearing a black-lace cocktail dress. She looked stunning.
Was there to be a httle party to celebrate the split of d hundred grand
apiece?

She stood ﬁdgetmg at the center of the room, hel eyes screaming -
her haste.

Enjoying it, he said, “A little dnnk? To toast our transaction?”

“Itold you, I don’t drink!” she snapped

“Ah, that’s right. Too bad.”

“Have you got the cash?”

“Have you got the ring?” - —
~ She dipped into_her black beaded evening bag and passed him the

velvet box. It was the same diamond, he determined that immediately,
- but pretending to suspect otherwise. he tested and inspected it with .
even more care than he had the first time. - -
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“The money is in that overnighter,” he told her finally, pointing to
the chair where he had left it. “You may keep the bag—T'll toss it in as
a bonus.” : '

Counting the cash, she was intensely concentrated,; her face taking
on a feral quality. Before she began, she selected several bills from
random stacks and examined them .closely. But, apparently satisfied,
she went on to count- the bills with furious speed, then nodded and'
said with a hectic smile, “Well, it seems to be all here!’ '

She picked up the bag and all but bolted for.the door, where she
turned and said, “Now you own a diamond -valued at more than half a
million dollars, Mr. Brock. All you have to do is find someone to buy
it. Mmm?”

" She went out. :

She was right, of course. It would be difficult to find anyone who
* would buy the ring at full price, no questions asked. But then, he had
never intended to sell it. The diamond in his pocket, he hurried to the
desk and paid his bill. He hunted his rental in the parkmg area, found
it, backed, and turned to drive away.

Just then. Marian Ainsworth’s accomphces loomed up out of the
darkness. One at each side. of the. car, they aimed pistols at him.
“0.K., buddy, let’s have the ring!” barked the one at his window.

“Don’t get nervous, boys,” he soothed. “I've got it right here in my
pocket.” ' -

It was suicide to reach for his gun so he brought the box out and
started to hand it over. But then, with a trembling hand, he faked
dropping the box to the floor. ‘Bending to recover it, he rammed the
pedal and gunned-off blindly. They both fired at him, almost together.
But they were too late.

-He sat up just in time. The car was veering off toward a tree as it
raced down the drive to the street” He straightened the wheel, braked
a bit, and glanced into the rearview mirror. They were jockeying the
white Ford out of a parking slot, coming after him. He cut north into a
cloistered residential section of fine old houses, squealing around a’
series of corners. ' '

It was no use. They were trailing him through every turn, hardly a
block behind. He thought of braking suddenly and leaping out with his
gun to fire at them but changed his mind when, losing them for a mo-
ment as he wheeled around a tight curve, he spotted the tip of a
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driveway that vanished between a gateway of tall hedges. He swung
into it at reckless speed, yawing dangerously, correcting, erasing his "
lights, slowing as he climbed and swept around to the house, a pillared
old colonial. : :

There was a garage with its door open and a vacant space inside. He
slid into it, cut the motor, and listened. Nothing. He had lost them.
But now, from a window somewhere above, came the shrill voice of a-
woman calling, * Is that you, Walter?”

He was seated at a partitioned booth in a secluded corner of the res-
taurant atop the hotel where he had his getaway room. He had told the
hostess that a Mr. Arnold Bevis would be looking for him shortly, and
now he was sipping a Manhattan, winding down, feeling good. -

He had just ordered another when a plump little man with a Van-
dyke-beard bustled over at the heels of the hostess. “I'm Arnold Be-
vis,” he said, and flashed a smile. They shook hands and Bevis
squeezed in across the table, setting a briefcase on the ‘cushion beside
him. The waitress delivered Brock’s second Manhattan and he asked,

“Will you have one with me, Mr. Bevis?’ 4

Bevis shook his head. “No, thanks I have an appomtment with Al-
berta Wilmont and there isn’t time.’

The waitress departed and Brock said, “You told Mrs ‘Wilmont
you "ve recovered the ring?”

“I told her we-thought we had recovered it. And now, 1f you w1ll
Mr. Brock, let’s see if we have.” _

Brock produced the velvet box, opened it, and slid it across to Bevis,
who brought implements from his briefcase and, after testing to be |
sure the diamond was genuine, removed it from its setting, weighed,
and measured it. “Did you know, Mr. Brock,” he said, “that like fin-
gerprints no two diamonds are alike? When we-insure a diamond, we

“chart all of its individual characteristics. That way, there can be no mis-
take about-its identity.”

He wrote figures in a notebook, ﬁxed a loupe to his eye, and study-
ing the diamond in- the hght from the table lamp, continued to make
notes. Finally, -he took an insurance appraisal form from his case and
compared it with his notations. .

Nodding, he said, “Yes, this is our baby all rlght He retumed the
stone to its setting, put his tools away, and stared curiously at Brock.
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“I looked up your ad-in the Times and T can see how it would attract
those two who stole the ring. But how did you get it away from them
without giving them the money?”

“That’s a trade secret, Mr. Bevis. But I'll say this much—1I had to do
some fast shuffling to escape them. And if I-didn’t have the devil’s own
luck, I wouldn’t be 51tt1ng here waltmg for you to bless me with the
reward.”

Bevis took a check ﬁ'om hlS case and passed it to Brock with a re-
lease form. “Fifty thousand -is- a' very large sum. We seldom pay re-
wards in excess of five percent and I had a tough time gettmg approval
from my company—especially since you were in a hurry

Brock looked at the check and signed the release. “TI'm always in a
hurry, Mr. Bevis. The coals are hot and I have to jump fast.”

“And so do I. I'm running late.” Sealing the ring and the release in
his briefcase, Bevis eased himself from the booth. “You know, T never
will understand how the burglars were able to silence a complex alarm
system and bieak in at the precise time when everyone was out. It
makes me wonder if somebedy was feeding them mformatlon

“That’s possible,” said Brock. .
“You'll glve a description of those hoods to the pohce, won't you?”
“Of course,” Brock lied.

Bevis shook his hand and disappeared. :

“Brock sipped his Manhattan and gazed out through the wall of glass
at the gaudy splash of the night city. Let the cops uncover Marian
Ainsworth if they could. She was a crook and her choice of playmates
was atrocious. But she was a beauty with plenty of style. Under other

- circumstances. . . -

He shook his head. In the morning he would fly to Alaska As the
foreman of a welding crew working the pipeline he would be on leave
in Fairbanks with great wads of accumulated pay to spend. The
hustlers of that amoral outpost in the wilderness would be lurking
there, just waiting for a sucker like him. And his rewards would be
extravagant.

The November issue of Alfred- Hitchcock’s
Mystery Magazine will be on sale October 18.
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Dept. R-2010, Milan, Ohio 44846.

HOW TO RECRUIT COMMISSION SALES-

PEOPLE! Free details! Success publications,

2233 Interlachen Place, Excelsior, Minnesota
1.

INDIVIDUALS, desiring ownership of profit-
able small manufacturmg business. Many
spare/full time opportunities presently avail-
.able without investment. Write: Marks, 92-D9,
Bnghton 11th, Brooklyn, New York 11235.

HUGE profits! Hundreds of products at below
wholesale. Jewelry, gifts, others. $2.00 brings
giant catalog, refunded
Box 142-A, Fallbrook, CA 92028.

BORROW $25,000 interest free! indefinitely!
Anyone! Free report: Executive 110, Box 368,
Buford, GA 30518.

BUY IT WHOLESALE
SAVE money! Buy low cost quality Christmas

Gift Items (5) catalogs $3.00. Winchester
2807 SS Hargrave Street,

Enterprises Inc.
Phila., PA 19136

DETECTIVES

POLICE SECURITY INVESTIGATIVE
schematics and equipment listings. Quim-
tronix, Box 548-DV, Seattle, WA 98111.

EDUCATION & INSTRUCTION

UNIVERSITY DEGREES BY MAIL! Bach-
elors, Masters, PhD.s. . . . Free revealing
g;{alls Counseling, Box 389-AH 10, ’I‘ustm,

ACHIEVE GOALS. Free details, Goals North-
east, 10, Box 3365, Stamford, CT 06902.

ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT & SUPPLIES

GIANT Bargain Packed Canadian Surplus
Catalogs $1 00. Etco Electronics Dept. DG,
ﬁSggIHymus Blvd., Pomte Claire, Quebec

FOR THE HOME

ACRYLIC SPICE MATE. A unique COMBI-
. NATION, SALT SHAKER and PEPPER
MILL all in one!’ You can adjust the grinder
to course, medium or fine. Made of CRYSTAL
clear acrylic, stands 8” high. $6.98, Ohio Res.
include tax. DENNY’S HOUSE OF GIFTS,
615 South Miami St., West Milton, Ohio 45383.

FRANCHISE OPPORTUNITIES

FRANCHISE DIRECTORY nation’s money-
making franchises., Comprehensive list. Con-
cise description, capital requirements, govern-

ment and nongovernment assistance prograrns,

evaluation checklist, and much more. 300
pages. $9.95 Moneyback Guarantee! American

Business. 8404 C3-10 Stuhldreher N.W.. Mas- -

SEND $5 for handbags, free catalog. Reing-
Teitelbaum, 1165 East 54 Street, P.O. Box 130
%}’2‘:‘3? Street Station, Brooklyn, New York

FREE!. 3 distinctive gifts with first purchase.
Send $2.00 for catalog. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Bry Mar/Wilkins House, 129 Briarwood, Ver-
sailles, K'Y 40383.

with first order. Crojen,

HYPNOTISM

FREE Fascinating Hypnosis Information!
Startlmg! DLMH, Box 487 Anaheim, CA

INVESTORS WANTED

FREE information, INVENTOR'’S assistance,
Caveat! Wil-Bet Enterpnsas, DP-4, - Box 89, -
Orchard Park, NY 14127. -

MAGIC TRICKS, ETC.

DISCOUNT Magic Catalog 25¢. Huge sav-
ings! Magic & Fun Discount Center, Box
1936-AZ3, NY, NY 10017,

MAIL-ORDER OPPORTUNITIES

$250 PER THOUSAND stuffing envelopes,
free supplies, Rush stamped addressed enve-
g;;‘){e,l OTOrl-Par Industnes, Box 706, New -York,

FREE CATALOG of DISTINCTIVE GIFTS
by MAIL. FASTS ENTERPRISES, 2800
ALLWOOD, ABBOTSFORD, B.C. V2T 3R9.

MISCELLANEOUS )
FIRECRACKERS, GUNS 'and ammunition
from common materials. Details, $2.00 San-
fzord, Box 3304-M, Silver Spring, Maryland
0901.

SOLAR energy, For .you? Free details. Box
5367, AH, Austin, Texas 78763.

MONEYMAKING OPPORTUNITIES

$3 Hourly stuffing envelopes. Easy work,
Deztails free. Feldco, Box 228 Ryder, Brooklyn
11234.

$1000 MONTHLY POSSIBLE, mailing com-
mission letters. Information—Free! OPPOR-
TUNTITIES Box 721D, Lynbrook, NY 11563.

$250.00 profit/thousand  possible—stuffing-
mailing envelopes. Offer: Rush stamped ad-
dressed envelope: Universal- ADVS X16180
Fort Lauderdale, FI 33318.

$300.00 WEEKLY, Mailing Circulars, Write:
McGUIRE, Box 144 Tacoma, WA 98412,

BIG MONEY EARNINGS, DOZENS of
HOMEWORK OFFERS. FREE DETAILS.
Rush stamped self addressed envelope.
PETERSEN ENTERPRISES, 1030 10th
Lane, Vero Beach, Florida 32960.

$30.00 HUNDRED STUFFING our circulars
into stamped addressed envelopes. Beginner’s
Kit 82 00 Mustachi. P.O. Box 48D10 Rrook.



‘MONEYMAKING OPPORTUNITIES—Cont'd

PERSONAL

$250 per thousand stuffing envelopes. Free
supplies, rush SASE, Mosely, Box 364, Sea-
ford, DE 19973. .

FREE REPORT! Money can set you free.
Get The "Answer! Patrice, 8724 G St., Dept.
A-2, Oakland, CA 94621.

HOW to make up to $3,600 Just for iurmﬂh~

. ing us 24 names, Information supplied 50¢.
Taco, Box 12781, St. Louis 63141,

ANNOUNCING! Fantastic new homework
$$58. Write: Regal, 10835 SE Powell Blvd.
3#35, Portland, OR 97266

FREE information. Ten money-making meth-
ods. second income, J. Chapman, 4713
Esterbrook, Columbus, Ohio 43229.

§250 per thousand stuffing envelopes. Free sup- -

plies. Rush stamped envelope

Moseley, Box
364, Seafard, DE 19973

999 Successful Businesses you opérate profit-
ably. Free details, Holman, Box 15008, Phila.,
PA 19121.

EXTRA MONEY. Copynghted report shows
how you can turn a hobby into making money.
Lists -common _household articles which may
be worth many dollars. One hobby can-win a
trip to a choice vacation spot, or hundreds of
dollars in cash. $2.00 #MO-56T, Orman En-
terprises, Dept. AH, 22852 Lexington, East
Detroit, MI 48021.

NEW plan reveals secret of envelope stuffing.
$$$8. Write: JK Enterprises, 512 Nmth Green
Bay, WI54304. -

CHRISTMAS money. Hlustrated information,
five 13¢ stamps, re ndable Advariety, P.O.
Box 5295, Sherman Qaks, CA 91413.

COLLECT names! Make $1-$5 each. Free de-
tails. Wayne, Box 52, New Albany, MS 38652.

FREE moneymaking and business opportunity
i{}ieYasi Oggmlted offer. Philips, Box 162, Monsey,

NEW! Stufi letters for $3$. Details free! Car-
lois, 1724 Kimberly, Klamath Falls, OR 97601.

SECOND income selling books by mail. Jones,
D10, 145 West 14th_ Ave., Vancouver, B C.
Canada V5Y 1W8.

EXTRA! Big money in mail order. Informa-
tion, Fourstar, 5764 Addlson, Detroit, Michi-
gan 48210,

- - interested

- ~ADULT

SINGLE? Widowed? Divorced? Nationwide
introductions! - Identity, Box 315-DC, Royal
Oak, MI 48068.

JAPANESE introduction! Girl’s photographs
descriptions, brochure, details. $1.00. INTER-
PACIFIC, Box 304-8C, Blrmmgham, MI
48012.

JAPANESE Girls Make Wonderful Wives.
We have large number of listings. Many
in marriage. Only $1.00 brings
application, - photos, names, descriptions,
questionnaire, Etc. Japan International, Box °
166-AA, Carnelian Bay, CA 95711.

BEAUTIFUL Mexican-Oriental girls Needing
American Boy-Friends, Free Details, ‘‘actual”
g;méos World, Box 3876-DC, San Diego, CA

DATES GALORE! Meet singles-anywhere.
Call DATELINE, toli-free (800) 451-3245.

NEED FINANCING? INVESTMENTS?
BETTER CREDIT? Send $3.00 for booklet of
SOURCES! Free Co., P.O. Box 5025, Alex-
andria, VA 22305. .

. LATIN AMERICAN GIRLS appreciate their

men. Let us introduce you to a dark-eyed, un-

- spoiled beauty. Complete application package
‘and photo selection $2.00:

Maria Garcia, Box
80801D), San Diego; Calif. 92138,

BEAUTIFUL MEXICAN GIRLS! Friendship,

- marriage. Photos information free! ‘‘Latins

Box 1716-DF, Chula Vista, CA 92012.

Pleasure Products—over 600 items!
Giant catalog $1.00. Clifton’'s D-1068, Sau-

. gus, CA 91361.

COLLEGE DIPLOMAS. The very best! Per-
‘fect for display. Fools everybody. Free reveal-
ing information. Clinton, Box 28870, leqma
Michigan 48151.

THE GREAT PARADE OF GIRLS, A
FOREMOST MATRIMONIAL CATALOG
brings 750 beautiful photos as YOUR LUCKY
CHOICE to your home, all seeking marriage.
50 pages, details, mailed sealed for $2, by
0.1.B., Box 893 Sta A Peel, Montreal, Canada.

500 Ladies, 350 Men Photos Matrimonial
Catalog, $1.00 Contactpartner: Box 12, To-
ronto, Canada M4A 2M M8.. -

ADULT PRODUCTS. Giant Catalog. $1.00
- (Refundable). Trader Jack, 1045 Tabor Ave.,

_ Fairfield, CA 94533,

HOW to make big money with your camera.
Sell photos to newspapers and magazines. Send
$1.50 to George Provost, Dept. DP1077; 4251
Springview, San Antomo, Texas 78222,

STUFF ENVELOPES $250 per thousand.
Free supplies. Rush stamped addressed enve-
kgea L/L Enterprises, Box 226 D, Danville,

“ADULT”’ Books;Magaz’ines, 40¢ up.  Free
Brochures. (State Age). Bargain Books, Box
7041-AL, Richmond, Virginia 23221..

SWEDISH girls. Details, photos $1., Sweden
Itx;éemational, Box 7425-DC, Chicago 60680,
A

ADULT products directory! $5.00, Box 4937 d,
Yuma, Arizona 85364.

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN

SOME house plants are killers. National chem-
ical firm lists 20 that injure or ills when in-
jested by children, Total details $1.00. Dyna-
mite, P.0. Box 6, Orrvﬂle, Alabama 36767.

PRINTING, MIMEOGRAPHING
- & MULTIGRAPHING

WHOLESALE, Printing Office Supplies,
Equipment, Free Catalog, Atlantic, DP-10,
Box 1678, Florence, South Carolina 29503.




, : ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE : '
| P-O. BOX 2640, GREENWICH, CONN. 06835 i

I [0 Send me 8 issues of AHMM for $5.97
I O Payment enclos_ed. . O Bill me.

I [ Send me 12 issues (1 year) for $8.97
0O I enclose payment and receive 2 BONUS
ISSUES (14 in‘all).

O Bill me. I forfeit the BONUS ISSUES.
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Please allow 6 to 8 weeks fér delivery of your first copy.
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NOW IN ITS 20TH YEAR!
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First published in 1957, ALFRED HITCHCOCK’S MYSTERY
MAGAZINE, a family magazine, continues to entertain thousands
month after month. Youw’ll find in ‘every issue at least ten new stories,
including a novelette, each guaranteed to thrill you and chill you. And
you’ll delight in the famous Hitchcock twist ending.

Subscribe today! Your copfes will be delivered to your doorstep.



What's the fastest-growing new Science Fiction -
Magazine? You guessed |t—the magazine everybody’s been
waiting for.

Each 192-puge issue brings together the most prolific and

respected science fiction writer and the best short stories
by the best SF
writers—and what o {8
combination thatis! - §

We cordially invite
you to become a
: 1egular reader.
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. TO: ISAAC ASIMOV'S SCIENCE FICTION MAGAZINE
Box 1855 GPO, New York, NY 10001

O 1 enclose $4.06 (includes shipping-and postage) for 4 issues

of ISAAC ASIMOV’S. SCIENCE FICTION MAGAZINE.
g (Outside the U.S. and possessions, $5.00). AHMM107 -

B Name . . (please print)-

Address

City




Worth $100.80 in Publishers’ Editions!

15 BEST-SELLING MYSTERIES FOR JUST *1

Three by Christie

1. Nemesis by Agatha Christie.
Miss Marple gets a letter asking
her to investigate a forgotten
crime. But the man who wrote it
is already dead! (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

2. Hallowe'en Party by Agatha
Christie. Hours after she boasts
of seeing a murder, a child
drowns bobbing for apples. And
a town explodes under Hercule
Poirot’s probing.

(Publ. Ed. $4.95)

3. Endless Night by Agatha
Christie. Everyone's atter pocr
Ellie Rogers' millions. And
someone’s trying non-stop
murder. (Publ. Ed. $4.50)

Sjowall & Wahloo

4. The Terrorists by Maj Sjbwall
and Per Wahloo. The last Martin
Beck mystery. Beck tries to
protect an American senator
from terrorists and ends up a
murder target himself.

(Publ. Ed. $7.95)

Eberhart

5. Family Fortune.by Mignon G.
Eberhart. Eberhart’s newest
best-seller. A border-state tamity
is divided by the Civil War and
an inheritance that leads to
murder. (Publ. Ed. $7.95)

Three by Gardner

6. The Case of the Postponed
Murder by Erle Stanley Gardner.
Perry Mason defends a woman
who was “caught in the act” of
murder. (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

7. The Case of the Fenced-in
Woman by Erie Stanley Gardner.
A marriage on the rocksand a
house divided by a barbed wire
fence add up to the strangest
Mason mystery ever.

(Publ. Ed. $5.95)

8. The Case of the Irate Witness
and other stories by Erle Stanley
Gardner. A rarefind for Perry
Mason fans—aneglected thriller
centering around a $100,000
heist. (Publ. Ed. $4.85)

Simenon

9. Maigret and the Apparition by
Georges Simenon. The latest
Maigret mystery. The shooting
of a policeman friend has
Maigret on the trail of a mil-
lionaire art patron.

(Publ. Ed. $7.95)

Creasey (as Marric)

10. Gideon's Drive by J.J.
Marric. In his final adventure,
Commander Gideon must
choose which case to investigate
—and the wrong choice could
mean someone'’s death.

(Publ. Ed. $6.95)

0’Donnell

11. Leisure Dying by Lillian
O'Donnell. The hus{)and—and-
wife detective team of Norah
and Joe Capretto stalk a brutal
killer of elderly people on New
York's Upper West Side.

(Publ. Ed. $6.95)

Deighton

12. Catch a Falling Spy by Len
Deighton. Deighton’s newest
best-seller, a tale of interna-
tional violence, spy networks,
power politics, science, and
counterintelligence.

(Publ. Ed. $7.95)

Francis

13. In The Frame by Dick Francis.
An English painter of horses
tries tounravel a case of arson
and murder. (Publ. Ed. $8.95)

MacDonald

14. A Purple Place for Dying by
John D. MacDonald. Travis
McGee's beautiful Arizona
client is gunned down before
his very eyes. (Publ. Ed. $7.95)

Queen

15. AFine and Private Place by
Ellery Queen. The clues point to
the victim’s young wife, or do
they? (Publ. Ed. $5.95)

LAY

Please enroll me as a member and send me at once my five triple-
volumes shown here, containing fifteen mysteries. | enclose no money
now. | may examine my books for one week, then will either accept all
five volumes for the special new member price of only $1, plus postage
and handling, or return 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 least ten days to reject any volume by returning the
form provided. | may return any book at the club's expense for full credit.
For each monthly triple-volume | keep, ! will send you only $4.39, plus
postage and handling. | understand | may cancel my membership at any

time.

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB, ROSLYN, N.Y. 11576

Name
Use this
postpaid Street
card to get 7-NB
$100.80 city
worth of 19-56-70D
mysteries | state Zip

for
i

Note: Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only. Canadian members will be serviced



15 BEST-SELLING MYSTERIES FOR JUST 1

Worth $100.801In Publlshers Edltlons'

STANLEY .
GARDNER .

First Class
Permit No. 7
" Roslyn, NY.

Business Reply Mail
No postage stamp necessary
if mailed in the United States

Postage will be paid by

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB

Roslyn, N.Y. 11576

(See

other side

for further
1 details.)
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