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November 1977 

Dear Reader: 

Astrologers see • November as the 
month of Scorpio, and while Scorpios 
have been characterized as honest, 
loyal, and wise, they are also de­
scribed as dangerous—as men and 
women who often like to disguise 

themselves, who have poker faces and nerves of steel, 
and whose eyes have a hypnotic intensity. 

Consider then, as you read this issue, which charac­
ter or characters in each of the stories are likely to be 
the Scorpios, the November-born, those who, accord­
ing to Linda . Goodman in her popular astrological 
guide, Sun Signs, frequently instill in the rest of us 
awe, respect—and fear. 

Speaking of which, it's time to turn to page 5 and 
Nedra Tyre's walloping little story, Fear. 

Good reading. 
'/i/?S^< 
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The terror had had such an innocent origin . 

Whe re did the terror come from? 
Why did she feel that every step led to her annihilation? 
It was just an early-morning walk that took Ellen Anderson from her 

cherished husband to her cherished employer. 
Many women rose from the beds they shared with their husbands, 

dressed themselves and went to work, exactly as she did. 
Her situation was commonplace. Then why did her walk to work fill 
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her With drea3? 
Fear stalked her the moment she left the apartment house. Fear was 

a vicious mongrel and she was a small terrified animal being tracked by 
it, about to be snapped in its jaws at any moment. 

. Her walk was rather long, about three miles, beginning two blocks 
from the edge of the, university campus where she and her husband 
Victor lived. Her route was west, past substantial town houses, then 
south through slums, then all the way across a vast park and into a 
suburban area of large estates, one of which was her destination. 

The first morning.she had tried to reach Dr. Arnold's house by using 
the city transit system. But that required two transfers and long waits 
between connecting buses, so that she didn't arrive until after nine. Dr. 
Arnold was an early riser and began work at seven-thirty. It pleased 
him that she was willing to report at seven-thirty. The early hour 
didn't bother her. She rose at seven, had a quick shower, dressed and 
had a glass of orange juice, then walked from her apartment to Dr. Ar­
nold's office on the university campus in five minutes. But that was be­
fore Dr. Arnold's illness. Now he no longer came to the campus and 
Ellen walked to his house in the suburbs. She got up at six instead of 
seven. 

She could have taken a taxi; but the taxi service in Kingborough was 
notoriously erratic and even* more notoriously expensive, and it seemed 
a vast waste of money. Not that money was of any concern to her, at 
least if her Aunt Martha's lawyer knew what he was talking about. As a 
matter of fact, money wasn't of concern to her in any case since she 
earned as much as an associate professor in her job as executive assis­
tant to Dr. Arnold, the president of the university. 

She could have asked Victor to take her and he would have done so 
gladly. But he didn't go to his office until nine, and he often worked 
very late at night and needed his rest in the morning. Besides, it 
would be tactless of her to ask him to take her to Dr. Arnold's. She 
had given Victor her car after they were married, insisting she didn't 
need it at all. It had been convenient to have when she drove up on 
weekends to stay with her Aunt Martha in Concord, but after her aunt 
had died Ellen had seldom driven the car. Everything was at hand in 
the university complex—movies, newsstands, book shops, concert ' 
halls, supermarkets, liquor stores, dress shops, flower stalls. Victor was 
more than welcome to her car. Anyway, she had her two legs, and 
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walking was good for one. You couldn't pick up a magazine or a paper 
without being admonished to exercise, and walking was said to be the 
best exercise of all. 

Perhaps if she had had to walk both ways, she might have felt im­
posed upon, but there were convenient bus connections in the late af­
ternoon. 

At first she hadn't felt any fear at all. On the contrary, the long walk 
had been stimulating. It was interesting to be out so early and to 
saunter past the attractive town houses. 

The street lamps illuminated her progress enough so that she was 
warned of steep curbs or an uneven sidewalk, and every now and then 
she passed a paperboy flinging papers toward the dark houses or the 
driver of a milk truck sprinted in front of her to set containers on a 
porch. 

Past the handsome town houses, the slums were like open wounds. 
Everything was laid bare. Unhinged doors gaped onto endless dark 
halls. There were broken windows and sagging blinds and yards 
blemished by trash and discarded toys, smashed liquor bottles; and 
buckled beer cans. 

When the derelict houses - were behind Ellen, she entered the 
park—at a vulnerable and unprotected time. Used to crowds of people, 
designed for the pleasure of many, it had an aloofness, even arrogance, 
when it was trespassed by a person all alone. And yet Ellen was sure it 
could never be more beautiful. She walked along the paths that led 
past the two lakes. The empty park held magic. As the sharp wind 
struck her, she felt as if she were a child again, living in the fantasy of 
a fairy story. She was Red Riding Hood on the way to visit her grand­
mother, she was Goldilocks about to arrive at the house of the three 
bears, or perhaps the woods and briars would close in upon her and 
she would be Sleeping Beauty dreaming away ,the decades until the 
prince came to wake her. 

From the cinder and stone walks of the park she crossed over to the 
solid squares of pavement leading past houses that seerned as vacant 
and forbidding as mansions in gothic romances, but must be lived in by 
ordinary people to exhibit such well trimmed lawns and symmetrical 
hedges. 

And as she became more accustomed to her route, the distance 
seemed shorter. Sometimes she hurried the last quarter mile in her 
FEAR 7 
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eagerness to reach Dr. Arnold and begiri work. She rang the bell to 
the side entrance. Mrs. Greene, Dr. Arnold's housekeeper, admitted 
her. The two women had coffee together and after they had rinsed 
thieir cups in the sink, Ellen went upstairs to Dr. Arnold's-study. 
Though she had been away from him for only a short time, it shocked 
her to look at him. The night had robbed him of whatever frail 
strength he had. His will power was keeping him alive so that he could 
finish his history of the university, and he was depending on her help. 
Slie must not disappoint him. • 

What was best about her walks in the brisk biting cold was the wel­
come time they gave her to assimilate the astonishing events that had 
so recently changed her life. 

First her beloved Aunt Martha had died. Ellen's parents had died 
when she was fifteen, and afterward Ellen and her aunt had been very 
close. But Aunt Martha had a talent for closeness. It sometimes 
seemed to Ellen when she visited her aunt's house in Concord that 
Aunt Martha was close to everyone in the town and county. Her house 
buzzed with guests and callers. There were no secrets between the two 
wornen and Ellen knew that her aunt had very little money with which 
to dispense her hospitality, but she loved entertaining people and had 
a knack for stretching food and drink. No one ever left her house un­
satisfied. ' 

"Darling," she often said to Ellen, "if only I had something to leave 
you besides this big barn of a place and all these worthless acres. " 

And she had contrived to make Ellen an' heiress. A few days before 
her sudden death fi-om a heart attack, Aunt Martha had disposed of her 
property. The house and its surrounding land were to be made into a 
suburban shopping center and the area around the lake would be con­
verted into a resort. But for all Ellen knew, the settlement might re-

. quire years. 
Dr. Arnold had told Ellen to take all the time she needed when her 

aunt died, and when she returned~to Kingborough she learned that he 
was in the hospital. She rushed to see him and he appeared forlorn and 
stranded on his tall, narrow bed surrounded by stiff, formal bouquets 
and screens and walls plastered with get-well cards. 

She had cried when he told her he had terminal cancer. Her tears 
made him angry. He had never been angry with her before. "Damn it, 
Ellen, you shame me with your sentimentalitv. I've had a wonderful 
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life. I've had everything I wanted. I've been president of the university 
my forebears founded, and I've got a fine .son to carry on after me. I've 
just one last wish and with your help I can make it come true. I want 
to finish rry history of the university." 

Her tears increased from a discreet trickle to uncontrolled splashes. 
"A man has to die of something," he said sternly. 
Once he was out of the hospital, he moved from the president's 

house on the campus to his suburban estate, and Ellen left his suite of 
offices in the Administration Building to work with him in his upstairs 
study. They were astonished at how well the history went away from 
the constant telephone calls and faculty meetings, campus' crises and 
continuous visitors. 

Before fear snatched her quiet contemplation during her morning 
walks, Ellen had thought even more of Victor than of her aunt and Dr. 
Arnold. How little she knew Victor in comparison with them. Yet her 
commitment to him was deeper and stronger. She wanted to learn ev­
erything about him from his first memory as a child to the day of their 
marriage. At the moment nothing mattered except that she was in love 
with him. 

Their meeting had been commonplace enough. It had occurred 
while Dr. Arnold was still in the hospital. Victor had telephoned to say 
how sorry he was to "learn about her Aunt Martha, whom he'd known 
when he was a law student in Concord and later when he worked there 
for a development concern.- He woridered if she remernbered that they 
had met at her aunt's. He'd recently found a job as associate with a law 
firm in Kingborough. 

He invited Ellen to dinner. She didn't remember having met him in 
Concord but it would have been rude to say so. He was pleasant, and 
quite tall and handsome—the only thing that irked her was that he car­
ried a cane with a silver handle, which she felt made him appear a bit 
of an Edwardian dandy. Then she saw that he limped and that the cane 
must be necessary to his balance, and she was ashamed of having been 
annoyed by it. But Victor never referred to his disability—even after 
they were married. Often in the morning the bedclothes were pulled 
away from his feet and she was appalled at how crippled his left foot 
was. At first glance, his shoes appeared to be of standard make, but on 
closer inspection she saw a difference in the left one and she realized 
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that a miracle of shoemaking had gone into contriving such an artful 
support for such a mangled foot. 

One night she asked him about it. His answer was matter-of-fact. He 
had been driving back to law school after an emergency visit home to 
attend his father's funeral. He had dozed and was startled awake when 
his car smashed into a tree. "I'm lucky to be alive, " he said. "It de­
layed me a year in finishing my law degree. But it gave me time to 
decide what I wanted out of life and how to get it." 

She was lucky. She was the most fortunate woman in the world to 
divide her days between two such remarkable men as Dr. Arnold and 
Victor. • 

Victor^was truly ambitious. It was a pity he was a lawyer with 
Kingborough so overpopulated with them, but thank God he had set­
tled in Kingborough or they wouldn't be married. Perhaps rather than 
discourage him, the number of lawyers acted as a challenge. He had 
the samcv glint in his eye she had noticed in certain students and pro­
fessors and politicians and directors who frequented the campus. That 
glint spelled success. Raw ambition was distasteful to her.'But Victor 
was different. There was nothing about him that didn't please and de­
light her. -

The fear had such an innocent origin. 
At least as far as Ellen could trace its beginning, it came from Mrs. 

Greene's concern for her safety. , • 
That morning, as usual, Ellen had eased from bed so as not to dis­

turb Victor. After her glass of orange juice, she had set out food to 
make it easy for Victor to prepare his breakfast. She split an English 
muflBn and put the two pieces in the toaster. She measured coffee for 
the percolator and placed two eggs on the counter. She had written a 
note to Victor—"Enjoy your breakfast, darling. I love you.'' Leaning 
the riote against the-jar of strawberry preserves, she had put on her 
coat, gathered up her tote bag, and walked out into the dark. 

By the time she reached the park, a mean penetrating rain began to 
fall. She grappled for the flimsy rainhat in her bag and put it on, but it 
was no shield against such a downpour. By the time she reached Dr. 
Arnold's she was drenched. - ' 

"You look like a drowned rat," Mrs. Greene said when she let Ellen 
in. ,' , • . ' 
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she took Ellen's sodden coat and hung it up. She gave Ellen a towel 
for her hair and some slippers, and then she served the customary cof­
fee. "I don't see how you could get so wet just walking from the 
bus StO|3." 

"I walked all the way. I walk every morning." 
Her news stunned Mrs. Greene. 
"That's the craziest thing I've ever heard of Don't you know it's 

dangerous? You could be mugged or murdered or raped." 
"It's dark. Nobody can see me. It's barely daylight by the time I 

reach the park. Nobody is out so early." 
"The time doesn't have a thing to do with it. There's no time, day or 

night, when it's safe to be alone on the streets of Kingborough. Don't 
you read the papers? Good lord, haven't you got eyes in your head?" 

After her drenching, Ellen put a folding umbrella and boots in her 
tote bag to protect herself against unpredicted rain. But a strange fear 
began to possess her during her morning walk, and the distance be­
tween her apartment house and~Dr. Arnold's estate seemed to stretch 
itself The park was endless and its pathways became sinister curves 
and turnings that led nowhere. The length she covered became a 
treadmill and no matter how fast she walked the space between her 
and Dr. Arnold's increased. When she finally arrived, she had to col­
lect herself before she rang the bell. 

Mrs. • Greene seemed equally apprehensive. "Thank God you're 
here," she said. 

The house in which Ellen and Victor lived was neatly kept. No trash 
littered the halls and the mailboxes glistened from regular polishing. 
Morning papers outside the apartment doors were comforting proof of 
ordinary domesticity and the wide lobby was bright and innocent' of in­
truders. But when she opened the front door and went down the short 
walkway to the sidewalk she found herself stopping. She couldn't make 
herself go farther. She wanted to rush back to Victor. 

But Dr. Arnold needed her. Whatever the cost, she must reach him. 

During her morning walks, she no longer thought about the loss of 
her aunt or of the approaching death of Dr. Arnold or of her love for 
Victor. Her anxiety killed the composure she needed to think of them. 

Her fear made her feel that she was walking in quicksand. Some­
times she was sure that her heart would burst from the extreme effort 
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of putting one foot in front of the other. Yet she must go on. 
Once she saw the shadow of her. pursuer, and then reaHzed it was 

her own shadow changing shape as she walked from one street lamp to 
the next. 

Or there were footsteps behind her—someone was about to grab her 
throat. Somehow she dared to turn around to see a paperboy throwing 
a paper on a stoop. 

During those sieges of terror she longed to die. She.had read of 
persons who were so terrified of death that they killed theinseives, 
and she had been astonished, but it surprised her no longer. 

Mrs. Greene's warning had aroused.in her a morbid interest. Previ­
ously she had barely skimmed newspaper accounts of crime. Now she 
tracked down ever)' reference to murder, assault, and robbery in 
Kingborough, taking particular note of where the crimes had occurred 
and learning that the route she walked was the scene of many offenses. 
But she learned that she had been right to insist to Mrs. Greene that 
no one. dangerous was about as early in the morning as she. Her route 
was a no man's land for criminals at that hour. Their violence occurred 
later in the day or in the dark of night. In conforming to Dr. Arnold's 
working hours, she had chanced upon the magic time when 
Kingborough was safest. 

Even so, her fear didn't lessen. Instead, her apprehension convinced 
her that her luck couldn't last, and she was most terrified in a place 
where no crime had ever been committed, and that was in the area at 
the edge of the park, just before she crossed to the sidewalks that led 
[jast the large old estate's. 

There was one morning when she faltered at the edge of the park, 
and she could not make herself take the few steps necessary to reach 
the safety of the sidewalk that would lead her to Dr. Arnold's. She 
looked around her and was surprised to see that crocuses were begin­
ning to bloom. They were especially profuse in the spot that 
threatened her, and their unexpected beauty helped to ease her terror. 

That afternoon, when Dr. Arnold and Ellen assembled the various 
sections of the history, they realized it was all but finished. Some minor 
revisions were necessary, and the index and acknowledgments must be 
written, and the final selection of photographs and engravings had to 
be made, but it was work anyone could do. 
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Dr: Arnold embraced Ellen and called down to Mrs. Greene to 
bring up a bottle of champagne. They ail toasted each other, and Dr. 
Arnold said he,couldn't have managed without either Ellen or Mrs! 
Greene. 

The next morning Ellen had entered the park before she realized 
that she hadn't felt any fear at, all during her walk. It astonished her. 
Perhaps the end to fear was like the end to pain, so unaccountable that 
one wasn't aware of the exact moment of relief She saw with pleasure 
that there were more crocuses. She hoped it would be an early spring 
and that before she returned to work on campus, the violets and 
azaleas for which the park was famous would bloom. 

She felt buoyant. What had lifted her fear? Had she been afraid that 
something might happen to her before Dr. Arnold finished the history 
and now that it was finished she need no longer be concerned? 

All that day she and Dr. Arnold worked hard and joyously and her 
exhilaration hadn't ebbed when she arrived home and checked the 
mailbox. There was only one letter. It was from her Aunt Martha's 
lawyer and his message was brief Final settlement had been made of 
her aunt's property and the cash was available. The lawyer suggested 
that Ellen would want to confer with her own attorney and/or financial 
adviser about investment and disposition. 

Ellen had never needed an attorney before. How nice that she had 
married one. She hoped Victor would be pleased about the money. 
She was sure he would be stern and spartan and say he would-never 
touch a penny of it. She wondered if it might dampen his ambition to 
learn how large the legacy was. Maybe she shouldn't mention it. But 
there really wasn't any choice. She couldn't keep a secret of such an 
amount of money. '' 

Ellen read the letter again. It was a shame that all those serene acres 
that had belonged to Aunt Martha and many generations of the family 
were now to bg^converted. The rambling and gracious house would be 
destroyed by persons unknown. Well, they were hardly unknown— 
their name was right in the letter. The Martin Development Company. 
She had heard of them before. Were they benefactors of the univer­
sity? Her mind was a jumble of names now that she had begun the 
index to Dr. Arnold's history. 

She didn't have to say anything to Victor. She could just hand him 
the lawyer's letter to read. 
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she mustn't have a secret from her husband. 
But she had had a secret from Victor. She hadn't mentioned her fear 

all those mornings when she had left him asleep and had gone out into 
the dark. She ought to have shared her distress with him. There 
should be no secrets between lovers. 

She would tell him about her fear and the legacy that very night. 
First, she would tell him about her fear. 

Victor telephoned that he had to work late on a case and insisted she 
go ahead with her meal, but then the work had goiie faster than he 
anticipated and Ellen was just finishing her dessert when he arrived. 
He was starving and ate the casserole without letting Ellen reheat it. It 
pleased her to see how he relished it. They sat for a long time over 
coffee and Ellen brought out the brandy. She had so much to tell him. 

"I've been terrified, darling," she began. "I'm not any longer. I can 
talk about it now." 

He listened. His attentiveness encouraged her to go into detail. He 
held her close and it was as if he were accompanying her on her walk 
and she was taking him past the town houses and through the slums 
and into the park and lingering at the place on the edge of the park 
where she had been most afi-aid. 

In their deep embrace, she could feel Victor's heart beating and he 
pulled her closer to him and kissed her. A few minutes later he was 
the tenderest, most satisfying lover he had ever been. 

He,was asleep the next morning when she arose, his crippled foot 
thrust outside the cover. 

Her walk was peaceful. Her fear had truly left her and her attentiori 
moved easily from observation to reflection on her life and good for­
tune. She glanced happily at a. yard where a camellia bush was in 
bloom. She began to look for other early blossoms and thought with-
pleasure of the crocuses at the far boundary of the park. 

She thought of the previous night with Victor and the relief she had 
felt in telling him about her fear. She had planned to tell him about 
Aunt Martha's money, but that would have intruded in their need to 
make love. 

Anyway, Victor probably knew about her aunt's fortune. Of course 
he must. When she had read the letter from her aunt's lawyer, the 
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name of the development company had seemed famihar and now she 
remembered why. It was the company Victor had worked for in Con­
cord. No doubt he had known all along of their interest in the proper­
ty. So there was no secret to tell him, except that everything had been 
concluded and the money was theirs to do with as they pleased. 

By then she was approaching the boundary of the park, and she was 
surprised to see someone standing there. Perhaps it was one of the 
nearby residents out walking his dog, though she hadn't ever encoun­
tered anyone there. But the mornings were lighter now and no doubt 
there would soon be joggers and people riding bikes. 

The person's back was to her and he didn't move at all. She won­
dered if he could hear her footsteps. She didn't want to startle him. 
The path was narrow there and he would have to step aside to let her 
pass. They were very close and-she said good morning, but he did not 
answer her. Then he turned slowly to face her. 

But he had no face. 
She wanted Victor. She needed him. She called his name. 
She might have spoken a magic word. The stranger in front of her 

stumbled as if the name was obscene. She had read with fascination of 
the disguises thieves and attackers, wore. The most cautious were 
masked and wore gloves. The face of the man in front of her was 
masked and flattened by a stocking. He wore mittens that made his 
hands look like hand puppets, and the puppets moved toward her 
throat. 

All the fears and terrors of the dark morning walks had prophesied 
this last terrible moment, but the grip around her throat was harsher 
and more cruel than she had ever imagined. 

In the instant before she fell dead on the ground where the crocuses 
were beginning to bloom, she caught a glimpse of that miracle of 
shoemaker's art that camouflaged Victor's crippled foot. 

The December issue of Alfred Hitchcock's Mys­
tery Magazine will be on sale November 15. 
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Conrad had good reason to sleep with a revolver under his 
pilbw . . . 

JHE UDY ^ 
UON? 

b/EDWARD D.HOm 
After three days in Ango-Phar, Conrad knew they planned to kill him. 
He'd been hired out of Boston to do a job, promised a giiarantee of 
fifty thousand dollars plus expenses for a few weeks' work, and hustled 
aboard a trans-Atlantic jet whose first stop was the Canary Islands. 
Conrad was an electronics expert, a specialist in bugging and wiretap­
ping devices. His services caine high, but the cost was of little concern 
to the oil-rich ruler of Ango-Phar. 
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The tiny country on the Persian Gulf was actually a confederation of 
five Arab sheikdoms formed of necessity in the early 1970s when the 
economics of oil thrust those sandy wastes violently into the twentieth 
century. Ango-Phar's ruler was the most powerful of the Sheiks, Dy bin 
ftayid, known to his people as the Lion of the^ Gulf He was a hand­
some bearded man in his early fifties, brimming with the newly gained 
knowledge of Western civilization that was being daily thrust upon 
him. Conrad's first meeting with the Sheik on his second day in the 
country was filled with the sort of talk he would come to expect. 

"Ah, Conrad," the Sheik said; rising to greet him. "I trust you- find 
the accommodations here to your liking. " 

"They're fine. Your whole country is magnificent." 
"Much of what you see did not exist even five years ago. " There was 

pride in the Lion's voice. "I have lifted my people from poverty, 
changed them overnight from desert nomads to city dwellers." 

"And are they happy?" 
Sheik Rayid spread his hands. "What is happiness? For some— 

particularly our women—the changes are too rapid. They are used to 
the black gowns and the veiled faces. But the young do not want that 
any more—they see the latest Western dresses in the shops and they 
want colors, like the peacock. They want their faces bare. My own 
daughter—" He left the sentence unfinished but it was clear the prob­
lems had spread to the ruling household. 

"The wealth of oil is changing the face of the entire Middle East," 
Conrad agreed. "For better and for worse." 

The Sheik smiled again. "It is that worse part that brings men like 
you here, Mr. Conrad. Your countryman and namesake, Joseph Con­
rad, wrote about an earlier generation that went up the jungle rivers to 
tame the-savage—as you come here. ' 

"Joseph Conrad was British," Conrad corrected. "Or Polish if you 
want to be technical. And his heroes usually didn't fare too well in 
foreign lands." 

"You will fare better. Do you have all the equipment you need?" 
"Yes." 
"And Alja explained the problem?" 
"You want the residence and all of your offices bugged. You want the 

telephones tapped. You want voice-activated tape recorders that can 
pick up every word." 
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"Exactly like your Mr. Nixon. "• 
"I hope fate deals more kindly with you." Conrad got to his feet. 

The conversation was achieving nothing except to keep him from earn­
ing his money. "It was a pleasure to meet you, Sheik Rayid." 

The eyes hardened. "You have not yet been dismissed." 
"Then dismiss me. I've got work to do." 
The smile returned. "Go, then. Alja will be available should any 

problems arise." 
On the way out, Conrad passed a beautiful dark-haired young 

woman whose eyes bore a striking resemblance to the Sheik's own. She 
could only have been his daughter, and he couldn't help noting that 
her face was unveiled. 

And she wore a red dress. 

Alja Mdhad was there the next day, supervising the work as Conrad 
busied himself running wiring through holes in the walls. The man was 
grimly ugly, and when he spoke even the most casual question seemed 
to carry a note of menace. "Must you drill so many holes in the walls?" 

"Here I do, because the walls are so thick. In some of the. other 
rooms I can use a transmitter microphone. " He saw the young woman 
from the previous day pass by in the hall. "Is that the Sheik's daugh­
ter?". , .. 

"That is Serean, yes. She is to know nothing of this. To her you are 
merely an electrician. " 

"I see. Big secret, huh?" , 
"Of course. That was the agreement." 
More to make a joke • than anything else, Conrad said, "Once I'm 

back in Boston I'll have to write it up for the Wiretappers' Weekly. " 
"No, " Alja said simply. "You will not do that. " 
Conrad went on with his work, and it was not for several minutes 

that the full import of Alja's words hit him. 
They meant to kill him. 
When the job was done they meant to murder him, just as the 

builders of secret fortifications were sometimes put to death in earlier 
times. The Sheik's eavesdropping activities vvere to remain a state 
secret. 

Conrad s first impulse was to go up to his room in the guests' wing 
and get the snub-nosed .38 revolver he always carried with him. There 
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were many ways to kill a man in Ango-Phar, but he wasn't going to 
make it easy for them. Then, thinking more clearly, he relaxed. It was 
true that they might be planning to murder him when the job was 
finished—but he was certainly safe until then. Perhaps, like 
Scheherazade, he could even prolong his life by making the task last 
for a thousand and one days. 

For the moment, the revolver could remain hidden in his suitcase. 

Two days later, as he was completing the first phase of his work, 
Conrad received an invitation to dine with Sheik Rayid and his daugh­
ter. He could hardly refuse, and his growing curiosity about the daugh­
ter made him eager to accept. 

When he presented himself shortly after seven he found both father 
and daughter attired more formally than himself Serean wore a high-
necked green gown that left her arms bare. The dress would have been 
more than proper that season in Paris or New York. The Sheik wore a 
dinner jacket on which were fastened an assortment of mihtary deco­
rations. "This is my daughter, Serean," he announced. "She will dine 
with us tonight." 

The dark-haired young woman nodded, unsmiling, and took her seat 
at the table. There were obviously to be no preliminaries to the meal. 
"You have a beautiful country here," Conrad said, taking the chair 
across the table from her. 

"It has changed." 
"For the better, surely." 
The Lion of the Gulf answered for her. "My daughter feels an im­

portant part of any progress must be in the area of women's rights. I 
fear she has been too greatly influenced by your Western ideas of lib­
eration." 

Serean lifted her head proudly. "I do not intend to live out my life 
as my mother did—as part of a desert sheik's harem." 

"My.dear, there are no more desert sheiks," her father corrected 
her. "Now we live in palaces, not tents." 

"Did it matter to my mother?" Serean retorted. She started to eat 
her soup, then suddenly changed her mind. She put down the spoon, 
rose from the table with a barely audible "Excuse me," and left the 
room. 

Conrad half expected a burst of anger from her father, but the Sheik 
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only smiled. "See?" he said with good humor. "My daughter—the Ub-
erated woman!" 

The meal progressed uneventfully, with Conrad asking questions 
about life in Ango-Phar. The Sheik enjoyed talking about his country, 
and each question brought a reply that sounded like a political speech. 
Conrad had no doubt that if Ango-Phar held elections he would have 
been elected to office easily. . / 

"Come," the Sheik said, finishing the last of his brandy after dinner. 
"Let me show you my pet!" 

Conrad followed him down a long sunlit corridor to the rear of the 
palace, expecting to see anything from an aging camel to a desert 
tarantula. Sheik Rayid opened a door at the end of the passageway and 
they stepped out onto a small balcony. Below them, gnawing content­
edly on a bone, was a large African lion. 

"Your namesake," Conrad observed. "Is he tame?" 
"When he wants to be. Perhaps they call me the Lion of the Giilf for 

the same reason." 
Conrad wondered fleetingly if the bone might be human, if he might 

end up in the lion pit when his job was finished. 
That night he slept with the revolver under his pillow. 

The work progressed. 
Each day, as he installed the voice-activated tape recorders and 

checked out the system under the watchful eyes of Alja Mohad, he 
knew he was drawing closer to the end. Before very long it would be 
finished, and there would be no further reason to keep him alive. 

He made his escape plan carefully, booking a seat on a plane to Paris 
one day ahead of his scheduled departure. With luck he could be gone 
before they realized it. With luck. 

Toward the end of his stay, on the very night that the final installa­
tions had been made. Sheik Rayid invited him for dinner once again. 
Serean waŝ  there too, and this time she remained for the entire meal, 
though she contributed little to the conversation. It was obvious that 
she regarded Conrad with some contempt. 

"Come," Sheik Rayid said when the brandy had been consumed. "I 
have something to shovy you." 

"Another lion?" Conrad asked with a smile. 
"Something far more- modern.- A recent acquisition from your coun-
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try. Do you wish to join us, Serean?" 
"I have seen all your playthings, Father. If I may be excused . . . " 
"Certainly." 
As they walked down yet another corridor, Conrad asked, "Why 

does your daughter dislike me? I hope I haven't offended her." 
"No, no, no. I had hoped she would like you because she knows so 

few men outside her own country, but I may have told her too much 
about you." 

"Too much?" 
"You must realize Alja looked into your background before we hired 

you for such an assignment as this. I needed someone who was com­
pletely trustworthy." 

"Of course." ^ 
"The business about your former wife, while of no interest at all to 

me, might have colored her opinion of you." 
Conrad felt suddenly chilled. "You dug up that story, did you?" 
"She obtained her divorce on the grounds that you beat her when 

you'd been drinking. Here in the Middle East, such action is of no 
consequence. There are times when a woman should be beaten. " 

"There was no need to tell your daughter about it. " 
"The fact amused me. It indicated that the customs of our two coun­

tries are not so different after all. But here—my latest plaything!" 
Conrad might have laughed out loud had it not been for the Sheik's 

obvious pride in his possession. Instead, he stepped into the room and 
studied the large blank television screen and the box with levers and 
buttons that sat on the table before it. It was a video game,' the kind 
currently popular in America. 

"Look," Sheik Rayid said proudly, turning on the set. Immediately 
the screen was alive with colored lines and a vivid red ball that 
bounced lazily from side to side. 

"Will you play me a game?" 
Conrad found himself seated by the box, manipulating a pair of ver­

tical lines in a game that bore some slight resemblance to tennis. The 
first person to score fifteen points was the winner, and despite his fa­
miliarity with similar barroom games Conrad went down to defeat by a 
score of 15-6. 

"Ah, you see? 1 have practiced," the Sheik gloated. "Another one?" 
"Not tonight, thanks," Conrad .said. He couldn't help wondering 
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what he'd be shown next. A Hon and a video game would be difficult to 
beat. . • 

He retired to his room and slept restlessly.. Two more days and he'd 
be out of Ango-Phar with his money. 

All went well the following day as he checked out the final elements 
of the system and demonstrated its working to Alja and the Sheik. "A 
wonder!" the Lion of the Gulf exclaimed. "A true wonder!" 

Conrad imagined him showing it to his next dinner guest, as Conrad 
had been shown the lion and the video game. But no—this was one 
plaything that would remain a secret. Only Rayid's enemies might dis­
cover its existence, when they were already doomed by their own 
words. 

"When are you leaving?" Alja asked while Conrad gathered up his 
testing equipment. 

"In two days. After you'v'e had time to test the system." 
The Arab nodded, watching hiiVi with veiled eyes. 
Conrad saw no more of them that day. He did not even catch a 

glimpse of Serean as he went about the business of packing up. But 
that night, as he lay dozing with^ the revolver beneath his pillow, he 
was suddenly awakened by a scratching at the door. 

Someone was picking the lock. 
He tensed as he waited for the door to swing open, reflecting grimly 

that in a novel it would turn out to be Serean, come to share his bed. 
But this was life and there were no pleasant surprises. When the door 
opened it was Alja, armed with a wavy-bladed Malay kris. 

, Conrad rolled from the bed as the blade descended, then hurled the 
bedclothes like a gladiator's net to ensnare the Arab. He had his gun 
now, and he brought the butt down hard on the shrouded head. Alja 
collapsed with a muffled grunt. 

Keeping his gun in hand, Conrad carefully unveiled the Arab. He 
was alive but unconscious, breathing with a deep rasping sound ap­
proaching a snore. 

There seemed only two courses open. Conrad could fight his way out 
of the palace with his gun, hoping to get by the guards and somehow 
reach the airport, or he could confront Sheik Rayid and bring the 
whole busines^s to a head. 

Conrad had always favored confrontation. He tossed the gun on the 

22 ALFRED H I T C H C O C K ' S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



bed, deciding it would be of little use against Rayid's palace guards, 
and hefted Alja onto his shoulders. 

He encountered no guards until he reached the entrance to the 
palace proper. There he told the armed man to take liim to Sheik 
Rayid. The man hesitated, then pushed an intercom button in the wall 
and spoke a few quick words Conrad couldn't catch. When he had his 
answer, he motioned Conrad to precede him down the corridor, 

In the spacious sitting room where he had first met the Sheik, Con­
rad dumjDed Alja onto the Persian rug and waited. After a few mo­
ments Sheik Rayid appeared, wearing a brightly colored caftan. He 
glanced at Alja and asked, "What have we here?" 

"He tried to stab me as I slept." 
"Is he dead?" 
"No. Only unconscious." 
"Why bring him here? Why have me awakened?' 
"Because he was acting on your instructions. You wanted me killed 

so your secret would be safe. " 
Rayid glanced nervously at the guard. "I could have you, shot down 

where you stand." 
"Look, I'm not trying to hassle you. Just let me catch my plane and 

there'll be no trouble." 
"You lied about the plane you were taking. You tried to sneak away 

one day early." 
"With good cause! I suspected you'd try to have me killed." 
The Sheik motioned for the guard to wait outside and prodded the 

unconscious Alja with his foot. "You must have hit him very hard. " 
"I did. Am I going to be allowed to leave here?" 
"Only the three of us in this room know of the taping system. Alja 

here might never recover from that blow to the head. If you should die 
too, it would be the best sort of secret. Only I would know it." 

"I have people back home who'd ask questions." 
"Ah unfortunate accident. You slipped and fell into the lion pit." 
"Ah—the lion!" 
"He serves a purpose on rare occasions. We are not without re­

sources. I could hardly allow your return to America where your 
knowledge could so easily embarrass me." 

"I could kill you right now," Conrad said, "before you had a chance 
to recall the guard." 
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"Yes, you could." Sheik Rayid considered the situation. "But the 
truth of the matter is that you would still die. Look here—I will offer 
you a sporting proposition. I will play you a game for your life!" 

"A game?" 
"The game I demonstrated last night. I will play you a game for your 

life." 
"That's insane!" 
"Not at all. It is the only hope you have. If I win the game, you will 

be consigned to the lion pit. If you win the ganie, you will be allowed 
to live." 

"And return to America?" • 
"I did not say that. There is another possibility. You could remain 

here in Ango-Phar, as my daughter's husband." 
"What!" 
"She needs a man. She is of an age when marriage becomes impor­

tant. And I would like her to marry a Westerner." 
"I would be your son-in-law?" 
"If you won the game. " 
"What's the catch?" 
"Only that you could never leave Ango-Phar. But. then you Will not 

be leaving in any event. " 
Conrad thought about the armed guards and his slim chances of 

fighting his way out. He thought about the lion. 
And about Serean Rayid. 
"Let's play," he said. 

The Sheik took an early lead. 
It was 1-0 and then 2-0 as the red dot bounced back and forth be­

tween sides. Conrad began to sweat a little. "I should have had a prac­
tice round. You beat me badly last evening." 

3-^. 
"I believe we are evenly matched, all things considered.." 
"What does that mean?" 
3-L 
"Well, you just won that point, didn't you?" 
"How often do you feed that lion?" 
4-1, 5-1. • ' 
"He has not been fed in several days, Mr. Conrad." 
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5-2, 6-2, 6-3. 
"Funny," Conrad said, "I just happened to think—it's The Lady or 

the Tiger." 
"What?" 6-4. "Oh, you mean Stockton! Your American writer." 6-5. 

"We have no tigers in Ango-Phar." 
7-5, 7-6, 7-7. 
The television screen flickered, seeming to take on a life of its own. 

Sheik Rayid pulled ahead with two quick swats that got by Conrad 
completely. 9-7. 

"You're playing better than last night, Conrad." 
"There's more at stake." 
9-8. 
9-9. 
Now Conrad went ahead for the first time, but his triumph was 

short-lived. The Sheik tied it at 10-all and then took the lead again, 
11-10. And 15 points was the game. 

He'd have to tell his kids about this, Conrad decided. If he ever got 
out of here alive. And if his ex-wife ever let him see them again. 

11-11. 
The Sheik ran up three quick points as Conrad faltered badly. But 

then, with the score 14-11 and victory within his grasp, an odd thing 
happened. Rayid seemed to miss the ball purposely, letting him win a 
point. 

14-12. 
14-13. 
Was he throwing the match to gain an American husband' for his 

daughter, or was he only toying with Conrad before sending him to the 
lion? 

14-14. Rayid had given him another point. 
But now what? 
Twisting the plastic knob before him, watching the colored move­

ment on the TV screen, Conrad knew how Stockton's hero must have 
felt. The Sheik was in full control, but which way had he decided? 
Would it be the lady or the lion? 

• 15-14. 
The game was over. 
Sheik Rayid rose from his chair. 
"I will have my daughter brought to your room," he said. . . 
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Conrad walked for a time in the inner courtyard; savoring the night 
air, reflecting on the luck that had kept him alive. It was a good coun­
try, and the moon he saw overhead was, after all, the very same moon 
they saw back in Boston. 

When he thought she'd had time to get there, he went up to his 
room and found her waiting. "My father told me, " she said, looking 
more beautiful than he remembered. "You played the television game 
for me." " 

"We are to be married, Serean, and I am a very happy man. " 
" Y e s . " • • - ' • • 

"I'll try to make you a good husband." 
"As you did with your first wife? Don't you understand? Doesn't my 

father understand?" 
And then her hand came out from behind her back and he saw what 

she was holding, She'd found his pistol on the bed. 
"Oh, God, Serean! No!" 
"I won't be sold into slavery like my mother! I won't be beaten and 

abused by a drunken man!" 
"SereanT | 
She raised the pistol and shot him twice in the chest. 
He felt the bullets tear into him and he toppled backward. Even as 

the life drained from his body, he realized that he had ended up like 
one of Conrad's heroes after all:—dying alone in a country- he never 
fullv understood. 

i 
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Justice was as blind as he was . . . 

SOMETHING 
FOR^WjK 

hnlutz 
It bothers me, " the lieutenant said. 
"It didn't bother the jury," I told him. "They found me guilty." 
The scent of fear wafted across the waxed wood table where I sat in 

the prison visiting room. I understood the lieutenant's fear, felt sorry 
for him, but nothing could be done about that. He was a conscience 
case and always would be. 

"Your wife had many enemies," he said in a voice dulled by the res-
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onance of the words in his memory. My lawyer had reminded the jury 
of Miriam's enemies over a dozen times during the trial. 

Of course I had pleaded not guilty, claiming my confession had been 
made under duress. But I had little doubt as to the trial's outcome. 
The smoking gun, the locked room. . . Justice was as blind as I was. 

I heard the lieutenant shift his weight uncomfortably in his chair, 
caught the scent of his lime after-shave lotion as it mingled with the 
doubt that would never loose its hold on his conscience. He'd been the 
arresting officer, the one who'd forced my confession and whose tes­
timony at the trial destroyed my case. He had reason to doubt, but 
doubt was all he could do. 

The lieutenant's breathing leveled out as he relaxed somewhat. On 
the left side of my face, I felt a subtle coolness as someone quietly 
opened the door. A soft-soled shoe whispered abruptly on the cork 
floor, I heard the lieutenant turn in his chair, felt faint vibrations along 
the wide table as he strained to see the visitor. "You have about ten 
more minutes, Lieutenant," the voice of Graves the guard said evenly, 
"then I have orders to take him back to his cell." I felt the movement 
of air as Graves left, heard the click of the door latch, the turn of the 
key, the sigh of the lieutenant as he leaned on the table and made it 
live with the tenseness of his frustration. 

Miriam had stood by me in my blindness. That says all I need to 
know about her, all I need to remember. It proved her love for me. 

It's true about Miriam having had many enemies, but what gossip 
columnist doesn't? I can vouch that everything in the Miriam Moore 
Tells All columns was true. And more importantly, there was much 
that was true that Miriam kept out of her columns. Probably only I 
know that. Miriam was too .concerned with her image of quintessential 
bitch ever to tell anyone of the dirt she didn't write. She knew that 
image gave her a certain credibility with her readers and meant an un­
interrupted flow of money into the bank. 

My medical expenses after the accident were astronomical. 
I honestly believe that if it weren't for the accident, for me surviving 

after all those dark months in the hospital, Miriam would have given 
up her column. It bothered her more than anybody knew, some of the 
things that happened as a result of her stories. I tried to tell her she 
wasn't responsible for what other people did when confronted with the 
truth. The agonizing part is that neither of us really believed that. 
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"She was shot exactly in the temple from a range of less than four­
teen inches," the lieutenant said. "That's what won't go down with me, 
that a blind man could fire a revolver with that much accuracy. " 

He'd never be able to let it go. "I can see my lawyer should have 
subpoenaed you," I said. 

"You've been sentenced to die, Edwards. You'll be the first under 
the new state law. But you don't seem concerned, and that bothers me 
alinost as much as the accuracy of the death wound." 

I shrugged. "There are few successful blind fugitives. I was dead 
when Miriam died. I knew that would be the case and decided to kill 
her anyway. I'm not happy with my predicament, but it's not unex­
pected. " 

"Suppose you told me the truth confidentially, " the lieutenant 
suggested in the tone of conspirators. "There's no way you can get 
another trial now, and you could deny this conversation if you 
wanted." 

"The truth came out in court, the way it's supposed to happen." 
He sighed again. I felt sorry for him and wanted him to leave. There 

was no other direction for our conversation to take. I had been found 
sitting in a room locked from the inside, the gun in my hand, Miriam 
on the floor dead of a bullet wound in her head. How could the 
lieutenant blame the jury for finding me guilty? How could he blame 
himsell? He should never have become a policeman; he was a creature 
of the heart, doomed to suffer. \ 

I heard chair legs scrape, felt the turn of air on my face as the 
lieutenant stood. His defeat permeated the room, a tangible question 
that would never be answered, that would thrive in dark places. 

"This is your last chance, Edwards," he told me, knowing it was his 
last chance. "I'd like to know—I need to know—if you're really guilty. " 

I wanted to tell him everything, but I couldn't risk it. 'He started to 
say something else, then abruptly left the room, his footsteps fading on 
the other side of the thick door he closed behind him. Leaving me 
alone. 

I sat quietly with my hands on the smooth table top, thinking de­
spite myself of that day of the unexpected thunder-in the tiny bed­
room, my wrenching fear as I crawled over the coarse carpet toward 
the central point of the great crash that still hovered in charged air. 
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My hands had sought like separate, desperate animals before me, 
exploring every contour of the deep-woven rug. Then the sticky wet­
ness, the well-like, drawing edge of the wound, the gun, the still flesh. 

The gun was in my hand as I made my way to the closed, door and 
locked it. Already I could hear and feel approaching footsteps in the 
hall outside. For a long time I ignored the knocking.. Then the door 
was forced. _ _ ' 

I'll never let them know the truth—that' the haughty and wise 
Miriam Moore committed suicide. I owe her that and more. They 
never found the note she had written, the note I'd folded to a narrow, 
tight strip and wedged between the molding and the wall near the 
floor. 

They found me seated on the carpet, my back against the wall- and 
the murder weapon in my hand. A guilty man in any impartial court of 
law. 

So now the lieutenant has to wonder, and I feel sorry for him. And 
as long as I keep my silence, I have to wonder along with him. Was I 
actually guilty in a way the jury couldn't imagine? Was I responsible 
for Miriam's death? I know I'll have to live and die with a question 
even more haunting than the lieutenant's, a question I'll do anything 
rather than face: 

What was in Miriam's note? 

i 
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The trouble with Mr. Bermondsey will he familiar to those of 
you who saw a film I made in 1955 . . . 

Mim 

I have never had as much trouble with a customer as I had with Mr. 
Bermondsey. For one thing, he refused to stay put. For another, vari­
ous people seemed to take exception to this and to hold me personally 
responsible—to the point of threatening several ways of debilitating 
me, some permanent. Inasmuch as Mr. Bermondsey had been dead 
some hours before I even became acquainted with him, this was all 
quite unnerving. 
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My name is Orlo Bostwick. I operate the Valhalla Funeral Parlor in 
Kniffleboro, Kentucky, as well as the Bon Ton Furniture Emporium. 
What with a rather remarkable talent for longevity displayed by local 
residents, the latter does somewhat more business than the former, 
though neither is what you'd call overwhelming. 

You can imagine my surprise, therefore, when Mr. Bermondsey ar­
rived, via a Sheriffs Department ambulance, on the same afternoon as 
I was handling the obsequies for the late Dr. Maud Millmoss, who had 
passed away at the age of 97. It was almost- an embarrassment of 
riches, one might say. 

Anyway, Mr. Bermondsey had been found, not a mark on him, in a 
car that had gone into â  ditch on the outskirts of town. The assumption 
was that he'd had a heart seizure while driving alone, and had just sort 
of coasted to an arterial stop. The county coroner would arrange for an 
autopsy shortly, but meanwhile, since there was at that moment an ur­
gent call for ambulances ou the other side of the county, the sheriff's 
deputy wanted to park Mr. Bermondsey in my receiving room tem­
porarily. Which, of course, was fine with me. 

"I'm rather busy just now," I remember remarking, "but I don't 
suppose he'll be much trouble. " 

Ha! 
- First off, Lum Gormley appeared. He is our Chief of Police and is 
unusual in that he affects hand-tailored uniforms and tools around, off-
duty, in a Continental Mark V. Folks in Kniffleboro say it shows what 
devotion to duty can do, when you also marry the daughter of the hay, 
grain, and feed mill owner. 

"I understand you got a stiff here," he said. 
"I have two," I replied, with a touch of pride. "Dr. Millmoss and a 

Mr. Bermondsey." 
"I paid my respects to Dr. Millmoss last night," said Gormley, "so it 

is your Mr. Bermondsey I'm more interested in. I hadan APB a little 
while ago on a character who may be the one picked up by the sheriff's 
deputies. O.K. to look?' 

I nodded courteously and pointed the way to the receiving room. 
"Third drawer. But if you'll excuse me^ I have to set up a lot of chairs 
and arrange flowers and such in the Tranquility Room before we bring 
in Dr. Millmoss." 
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Gormley waved me away with a grin, and I went about my duties. 
Presently he reappeared and, at my questioning glance, shook his head. 
"Doesn't answer the description," he said. "Were there any other per­
sonal effects?" 

"What you see is what we've got," I said. "The men who dropped 
him off said his name was Bermondsey and that he had a New Jersey 
driver's license. That's all I know about him." 

Gormley gnawed at his moustache as though it might be a source of 
intellectual nourishment, then shrugged. "Well, I guess he'll be the 
coroner's problem. See you around, Orlo." 

And what with getting Dr. Millmoss tucked away, that was the last 
thought I gave to Mr. Bermondsey until about five-thirty that af­
ternoon. At that time, I was sitting in my office—the funeral-home 
office, that is—assessing the afternoon's ceremony. My prime concern 
was Rudy Hoftneister, who, with his brother -Randy, were my assistants 
on occasions when additional manpower was called for. Unfortunately, 
Rudy was growing out of his frock coat, the sleeves of which were now 
fully two inches above his wrists, and out of his striped trousers, which 
were exhibiting a more and more distant relationship to his ankles. The 
question was, where was I going to find another assistant with a strong 
back and a malleable mind in a Size 40 Lx)ng? 

At this point, the bell rang several times in a peremptory sort of 
way, and I answered it to find a man and a woman standing there. The 
man was dressed in a dark-blue pinstripe of a quality seldom seen in 
Kniffleboro—a dark-browed man of forty-five or so, with black hair 
flecked with grey, and sad-looking brown eyes. The woman was in 
black and, in general terms, a knockout from her shimmering blonde 
hair all the way down to her trim ankles, including all the side excur­
sions. She was dabbing at her nose with a lace-trimmed handkerchief 

"Oh, Rocco, I just know it's Uncle Herbie!" she sobbed. 
Mr. Rocco patted her arm. "Courage, my dear Thelma. It may not 

be.^ . ' • 

"We understand," he went on, to me, "that you have a middle-aged 
gentleman here. A dead middle-aged gentleman," he amplified, to the 
accompaniment of a fresh sniffle from the lady. "And we thought it 
might be Thelma's uncle, who is long overdue at her home." 

"It's him; I know it's him!" Thelma wailed, ungrammatically. 
"You are perhaps referring to Mr. Bermondsey?" I asked. 
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"Bermondsey!" said Mr. Rocco, as the woman emitted several "Ohs" 
simultaneously, on rising notes. "May we—?" 
• "Certainly." I invited them to enter. "How did you know Mr. Ber­
mondsey was here?" 

"We've been checking leads all day," the man replied. "Finally we 
found someone in the County Coroner's office who remembered a re­
port about a body being left here. Evidently there was an industrial 
accident of some kind on the other side of the county that kept ev­
eryone rather busy. They're sending someone around for the body, but 
we thought we ought to—that is—" 

"Of course," I interposed. "Please come this way." 
I led them downstairs, Thelma sniffling at my heels like a 

bloodhound with a sinus condition, into the receiving room and to the 
third drawer. "Here he is, " I said. 

There ensued a longish silence and what is known in theatrical-par­
lance as a tableau effect. 

Because there he wasn't. Unless he had metamorphosed into a 
brown bag that I recognized as containing one of Rudy Hofmeister's 
frequently forgotten lunches, from which arose the scent of overripe 
banana. 

"Merciful heavens!" I gargled, and opened Drawer #2. 
Nothing there. 
I opened Drawer # 1 . 
Nothing there either. 
"I'm terribly sorry," I said, when I had recovered a shred or two of 

aplomb, "but it appears that the departed has—er—departed. " 
My visitors had undergone a notable change of demeanor. The sym­

pathetic light in Mr. Rocco's eye had altered to something more in the 
nature of a laser beam, and the lady's was no less unfriendly. 

"Tony!" she muttered through set teeth. "He got here first!" 
"Maybe, maybe not. Digby O'Dell here could be pulling a fast one," 

Mr. Rocco muttered back, also t.s.t. 
"Perhaps he was simply mislaid somehow," I babbled on, rather 

dreading the moment when the conversation would languish. "As you 
see, there's no dead body here." 

"A condition that can easily be remedied," retorted Mr. Rocco, pro­
ducing from a hitherto unnoticed shoulder holster a pistol the size of a 
small howitzer which he jabbed into my vest buttons. "Unless you'd 
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prefer to come clean as to where you've stashed Herb." 
"I assure you, sir, I have not hashed Sterb anywhere," I said with 

as much dignity as I could muster while being pushed backward 
against the far wall, to which I attached myseh like a piece of wallpaper. 
What with the light switch pressing my shoulder-blade and the pistol 
pressing my stoniach, my position was distinctly uncomfortable. 

"Oh, yeah?" This from Thelma, whom I was less and less inclined to 
regard as a lady. "Who would be rummaging around here but you?" 

"The parlor was open all afternoon. Nobody locks doors in Kniflle-
boro, and no one was here to stop anyone from—as you say— 
rummaging." 

Mr. Rocco looked thoughtful. "Could be. If we could figure out 
where Herb was, so could Tony. He could even have got word from 
somebody in the coroner's office. He's got ears everywhere. " 

"We're wasting time. Let's plug Digby," Thelma said, thereby drop­
ping another notch in my estimation, "and get going. Watch it!" she 
added. "The guy's fainting!" 

I was not fainting. What I was doing, actually, was sliding down the 
wall far enough to trip the light switch and throw the room into utter 
darkness. I dropped to the floor and rolled over, upending someone—I 
hoped it was Thelma—in the process. At this point the conversation 
languished, as I had feared. The gun went off and a bullet ricocheted 
off several walls, the ceiling and the floor, and in the aftermath of the 
shot it sounded as though my visitors had met and mingled. I didn't 
stay to find out and, having the advantage of knowing precisely where 
the door was, I laid a patch getting out of tliere and up the stairs. I 
was about to dive out the front door when a better idea occurred to me 
and, leaving the front door open, I ducked behind the portieres of the 
alcove in the foyer. 

Just in time. Mr. Rocco came charging out and stopped short of the 
front door, his manner that of a bull entering the ring with the inten­
tion of disassembling a matador only to find that the latter was still out 
to" lunch. For a moment I thought he was going to snort and paw the • 
carpet. Then Thelma arrived, and I was pleased to observe, through 
the chink in the curtain, that she was limping. 

"Gone!" Mr. Rocco fumed. 
"Probably gone for the cops," Thelma guessed. "Let's give this joint 

a quick casing, and split." 
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Mr. Rocco stowed his gun, and the two hastened off into the Tran-
quihty Room. Behind me was the door that, unknown to the general 
public, connected the Valhalla Funer^ Parlor with the Bon Ton Furni­
ture Emporium, and to slip through if and lock it securely on the other 
side was the work of a split second. Possibly less. 

Five minutes later, I was down at the Fire and Police Station, pour­
ing my story into the astonished ears of Lum Gormley. 

"Lemme get this straight," he said, as I paused for breath. "You say 
a couple of total strangers came into your place and started shootings it 
up when they discovered one of your bodies had gone and vanished? 
Orlo, have you been sniffing the embalming fluid again?" 

"It's true, Lum!" I panted. "And this Rocco had a gun about yea 
long, and Thelma—that's the woman—^wanted him to kill me with it 
when they couldn't find Mr. Bermondsey.". 

"Orlo," said Lum patiently, "things like, that just don't happen in 
Knifileboro." 

"Just a moment," said a new voice, and I became aware that there 
were others in attendance—two men, the shorter and balder of whom 
had stepped forward. "I am Thaddeus Hackaberry, representing the 
county coroner's office. This is Rodney Uncapher, an assistant district 
attorney. Am I to understand that the corpse we were to pick up has 
somehow disappeared from your custody?" 

"This could be a very serious rnatter," chimed in Mr. Uncapher, 
frowning. 

"I thought being threatened with a gun was sort of serious too, " I 
said. 

Hackaberry waved that aside. "Whether or not that part of your 
story is true, you have admitted that a corpse for which you accepted 
responsibility is somehow unaccounted for, and we can't have people 
strewing bodies about in this cavalier manner." 

"I believe Section 576.12, sub-paragraph three of the state statutes 
calls for penalties of one to five years and a fine up to one thousand 
dollars," Uncapher added. He seemed disappointed that the informa­
tion failed to draw a round of applause. 

"Look," I said, "it seems to me it's a good deal more important to 
find out who this Mr. Bermondsey might be, and why these people are 
interested in him, and who this Tony is. Maybe it's tied in with that 

36 - • • . ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



APB that Chief Gormley—" 
"Hey!" cried Lum, leaping to his feet and staring out the window. 

"Is that the couple you were describing, Orio? Just went by in that 
car?" 

He dashed outside, with Mr. Hackaberry at his heels, while I 
went in the opposite direction. The feeling had^ been growing that I 
was getting nowhere and that further discussion might well find me out 
of circulation altogether, behind'bars. So I nipped out the back door as 
they went out the front. /The streets were clear, as they so often are in 
Kniffleboro, as I hot-footed it back to the Bon Ton, where I collapsed 
into a sectional sofa sale-priced at two hundred and thirty-nine dollars. 

The state of collapse lasted only about five seconds, because it came 
to me that* time was of the essence and I'd better get back to the re­
ceiving room. Ten minutes from now it could well be crawling with 
coroners and assistant district attorneys and police chiefs, trampling 
under any chance for me to find a clue to Mr. Bermondsey's disap­
pearance. 

So I returned via the doorway unknown to the general public and 
hurried back downstairs—to find that the receiving room was not unoc­
cupied. Rudy Hofmeister was there, leaning on his carpet sweeper, 
wearing coveralls and his usual bemused expression, as though some­
one had just handed him an equation of Einstein's and asked for an 
explanation. 

"There you are!" I said, and in my distraught frame of mind the 
words emerged with a good deal of zap. "Good of you to drop by. How 
many times do I have to tell you riot to keep your bag lunches in the 
drawers?" 

Rudy brightened. "Oh, yeah. I forgot." 
"You didn't happen to move a body and forget where you put it, did 

you?" ' 
"BodyF' said Rudy. 
"Body!" echoed a different voice with an unpleasant rasp to it. "I am 

very interested in that body. Where is it?" 
I turned. A man stepped from behind the door, as Rudy attempted, 

but quickly abandoned, an introduction. Like Mr. Rocco, he was wear­
ing a dark pinstripe. Like Mr. Rocco, he had unfriendly eyes. Like Mr. 
Rocco, he was pointing a gun at my midsection. 

"You're looking for Mr. Bermondsey," I said, hazarding a guess. It 
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was so obviously successful that I hazarded another. "Would you be 
Tony, by any chance?" 

This provoked a more enthusiastic response—a firm grip on my 
necktie and a pistol barrel in my left nostril, to be exact. "How'd you 
know that, Mac?" 

_ I disengaged myself gingerly. "A man named Rocco and a female 
named Thelma were here earlier. They seemed to think you'd already 
been here. And they didn't find Mr. Bermondsey either, if you're 
interested." 

Tony's expression became markedly less genial. "So Rocco was here. 
And now you know I was here. Well, I expect they might find a couple 
of bodies if they come looking again." 

He raised the gun, but fraught with interest though this action was, 
I was even more fascinated by what was happening just behind him. I 
strove to keep my eyes on Tony's'as a hand and arm appeared at the 
doorway, the former clutching a Sample 0-151-A Bronze Funerary Urn, 
Plain, which presently clanged off Tony's head and terminated his ac­
tive part in the proceedings. 

Rodney Uncapher stepped in, attached to the hand, arm, and fu­
nerary urn. "That man was going to kill you!" he announced. 

"I don't know why I've become so unpopular lately." In the sudden 
sense of relief, my nerves were flapping like a loose windowshade. 

In answer to my query, Uncapher explained that he had been in­
trigued by the fact that when everyone else at the station had gone 
baring off after Lum Gormley, I had headed in the opposite direction. 
So he had followed me, fetching up here in time to overhear Tony's 
threat. 

"Now," he said, when with Rudy's help we had trussed up Tony and 
filed him away to await police action, "I must admit I was skeptical of 
your story, but this has convinced me that something very peculiar is 
going on. Let's have it once more." 

So I went through it again. "Oddly enough," I concluded, "not one 
of these'people has seemed particularly interested in any of Mr. Ber-
mondsey's effects. They're after the body itself for some reason." 

"I wonder why," Uncapher mused. "And I wonder where. The 
body, Lmean." . ' ' • 

I took a deep breath. "I don't know why, but I have an idea who and 
where . . . " 
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In Kniffleboro, the sidewalks roll up promptly at nine-thirty, and the 
consumption of electricity dwindles to three taverns and a movie the­
ater that's open only on weekends, so Uncapher and I had only starlight 
to see by during our vigil—hardly enough to see a hand in front of 
your face. However, the situation was one that tended to concentrate 
one's sense of hearing wonderfully, and it was not too long after mid­
night, when even most of the nocturnal creatures had decided to call it 
a night, that I nudged Uncapher. There were footsteps approaching, 
very quietly. Then a tiny fhcker of light from a carefully screened 
flashlight. Then the sound of shoveling that seemed to go on intermi­
nably until there was a thunk! followed by more digging and then scrap-

-ing sounds. 

"Now!" I whispered, and Uncapher and I arose and moved toward 
the noises, he flicking a quick signal with a tiny penlight. 

And all at once there were a dozen other men around and brilliant 
lights winked on to illuminate the freshly opened grave of Dr. Maud 
Millmoss. It was also occupied by Mr. Bermondsey, displaying a kind 
of patient resignation, and Lum Gormley, showing considerable sur-, 
prise. 

"I thought it was funny," I told Rodney Uncapher later, "when Lum 
hollered that he'd seen a car go by with Rocco and Thelma in it, be­
cause I was facing the window and / hadn't noticed any car. So I won­
dered if he was trying to divert attention from my remark about the 
APR on Mr. Bermondsey, on the chance that you might know there 
was no such bulletin. I don't know where he got his information about 
Mr. Bermondsey." 

Uncapher was watching the coroner examine Mr. Bermondsey, now 
laid out on an examining table. "I think it'll turn out that Gormley was one 
of the informants Rocco mentioned as part of Tony's operation. And I'm 
looking forward to checking further into his finances. Somehow, I 
doubt that his wife's money paid for all of that house and car and life­
style of his. We've suspected a local link in the Mexico-Canada drug 
traffic for some time, and he may fill the bill." 

"Rut how did anybody know where Mr. Bermondsey had got to?" 
"There was. a tracer under the fender of his car," said Uncapher. "It 

got smashed when the car went into the ditch, and they lost track of 
him," 
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"Anyway," I continued, "Lum was ordered to get Mr. Bermondsey, 
so he showed up at my place, and while I was setting up for Dr. 
Millmoss's memorial service he moved Mr. Bermondsey into her 
coffin—knowing we'd already had the viewing and that the coffin 
wouldn't be opened again. Then' he told me it was the wrong body and 
left me thinking it was still in the drawer. It wasn't until I learned 
about Rudy's lunch bag having been left in the same drawer that I re­
alized the body must have been gone long before noon, rather than 
while I was away from the parlors. And the only person who could 
have taken it was Lum Gormley." 

Mr. Hackaberry came over, looking baffled. "We've been over him 
with a fine-toothed comb. There's nothing on him at all." 

"How about inside him?" _̂  
"Nothing there that shouldn't be there." 
"There's got to be something!" Uncapher growled. "They weren't all 

threatening Mr. Bostwick and going to all that trouble for the fun of 
it." 

"The amusement value was practically nil," I agreed. 
We all stood around looking at Mr. Bermondsey, who remained to­

tally unimpressed. He had a head of inordinately thick black hair, not 
one of which turned under our scrutiny. And it was while staring at 
this that I had a thought. 

"I wonder," I mused, "if someone read the same book I did—about 
how some ancient Greeks or. Romans used to send secret messages 
back and forth? Got a clipper, Mr. Hackaberry?" 

Ten minutes later, Mr. Bermondsey was sporting a bald cranium, on 
which, we saw as we all leaned forward breathlessly, was clearly tat­
tooed a nine-digit number. ' . 

"Well, I'll be!" cried Mr. Hackaberry, looking at me as though I had 
just conjured a dozen silk scarves out of his ear. "But what does it 
mean?" 

Rodney Uncapher cleared his throat. "Of course; we can't say for 
sure—yet—but I shouldn't be at all surprised if that weren't the au­
thorization number for a Swiss bank account. Probably one stuffed full 
of profits frorh that drug traffic I was telling you about." 

It was. after seven in the morning before I finally returned to the 
Bon Ton and staggered in the door. My eyelids seemed to be filled 
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with foundry sand and my jaws set in an automatic yawn sequence, and 
I was about to pass out on the sale-priced sectional sofa when I noticed 
it was already occupied. By Rudy Hofirieister. 

I agitated him back into consciousness. He yawned and stretched, 
opened one eye and said, "Oh—hi, boss." 

"Out!" I demanded. "You've test-run that sofa long enough; how it's 
my turn. " 

"I was waiting up for you," he said. "Did you ever find that Mr. 
Bermondsey?" 

I yawned and sank back on the sofa. "Yeah. He was with Dr.' 
Millmoss." 

Rudy smiled. "That's nice. " 
About to drop off, I opened my eyes and fixed them on Rudy as best 

I could. "Nice?" 
"Sure. I'll bet it's been fifty-sixty years since Dr. Millmoss was out 

with a fella," said Rudy. 
I knew no more for several hours. 

1 
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There are those who. can bear to face dreadful memories 
those who can't . . . 

Tell me, Auntie," I said again. "Tell me." 
"Tell you what, dear?" she asked, her eyes too innocent, too young 

for her many years. "What is it you want to know?" 
Over and over and over. Her mind going back to that of a child's, 

and mine working itself into a frenzy. 
"About my nightmares," I tried to say patiently. "I've told you about 

what I saw when I was a little girl, and my headaches get worse all the 
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time and I know they'd get better if just someone would tell me what 
it was. Whenever I asked they said I was 'imagining' things—who 
could possibly imagine what I saw?—or else they said it was all a bad 
dream. Was it? That's what I want to know!" 

"But you're grown up now," said Aunt Sara, "so why do you bother 
with something that happened so long ago?" 

"Because it's an obsession!" I all but screamed at her, my patience 
gone. "I've told you and told you! Who was it I saw out in the spring-
house?" 

After a moment Aunt Sara said slyly, "If I tell you will you let me 
go? Back to my own house?" 

"Why, of course, dear," Isaid, my voice soothing now. "You know 
that. It's just that I thought it was better for you to stay here with me 
for a while, because you do get confused, you know; you're safer here 
with me. For a while." 

"Until I tell you," she said, and sometimes I wasn't so sure she was 
senile, after all. But how else could I keep her with me? Because I had 
to know. All these years and the waking nightmares and the sleeping 
nightmares and the migraine headaches and my awareness that .what 
had happened was something I should have forgotten years ago, but 
couldn't. Once I knew, I could forget. For weeks now I had had Aunt 
Sara living with me; for weeks I had tried coercion and coa.xing and 
veiled threats and nagging and anything else I could think of and she 
would always change the subject and act like an obstinate nine-year-
old. -

Nine-year-old.'That's how old I was when it happened. So many 
years ago and it was still obsessing me. A dream? A hallucination? A 
story remembered from some of those that Aunt Sara had used to tell 
us children? In those days she wrote children's stories, and sold them, 
but she always told them to us first, to see how we reacted. 

The family was scattered and gone now, the great old patriarch 
whom I remembered vaguely, the aunts and uncles and cousins, living 
their own lives, far removed from the center core of the family as it 
once was. But why? What had happened to that inviolate unity, the 
family that to my grandfather was closer than God or country, a unity 
that he had instilled into his young to the extent that in case of need or 
a family "meeting" they would drop everything and hurry to the old 
family homestead in the coastal hills of California, the ranch which in 
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other parts of the country would be called a farm, the old-fashioned 
house with the vines almost shrouding it, the smell of fresh or rotting 
fruit, depending on the time of year, the grove down by the rushing 
creek, with its platform of seasoned wood, built-in benches around it, 
where the family reunions were held—with, of course. Grandfather al­
ways presiding. A benevolent'dictator, loving, stern, always fair, met­
ing out justice, giving his orders in the kindliest way imaginable, and 
everyone following them, not from fear but from loyalty. 

And then suddenly there was nothing. No more family meetings, 
Grandfather looking old and frail, the others—the four sons and two 
daughters—going back to their own family units and living their own 
private lives. 

Because I was little when all this happened, the people of my grand­
father's fief are confused in my mind, except that they were all rela­
tives by blood or marriage, and that we were once a happy unit be­
longing to our patriarch. But then the time came when a wedge en­
tered into the family relationships, and Grandfather grew older and 
quieter and no longer wielded his power. He lived alone and his de­
scendants lived their separate lives that no longer touched his. 

The last day there: the final reunion, with Grandfather dead for 
many weeks and the dismantling of the house and farm by the sur­
vivors. No tears, but a hushed and somber atmosphere. Then the awful 
memory of chasing my little dog into the hills and coming upon a 
fieldstone cabin with barred windows behind a huge boulder, and with 
the curiosity of a child clambering up and looking in and screaming and 
falling to the ground, then running and stumbling and crawUng and 
sobbing my way back to the house and my mother. The nightmares 
have been with me ever since, increasing rather than lessening, for at 
first, afl:er that terrible day of discovery, my memory was blocked out. 
No one ever answered my questions, no one ever told me anything ex­
cept that I must have imagined what I had seen, or else that I had 
been dreaming. But I had not been asleep. 

So when visiting Aunt Sara one day after my rnother was dead I 
found that she had fallen and injured herself slightly, and that she had 
neglected to get any food in the house for herself, I brought her home 
with me. She hved at a great distance and I had seldom seen her, but 
I don't know where she got the idea that I wouldn't let her return to 
her own cottage until she told rhe about the thing in the springhouse, 
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because of course she was free to go as soon as she was well enough to 
travel and as soon as I could be assured, that she was no longer con­
fused. _ , . 

"Tell me, Auntie," I pleaded with her. "Tell me about what I savV in 
the springhouse. I have to know. It wasn't my imagination—^ Î sav/ 
it—no one would ever tell me, and I will die of these headaches and 
dreams unless I know." 

So she told me. At last. 

"I don't know," she began, "how much you remember of our family, 
the way it was. Probably nothing, since you were so young when the 
events took place that ruptured our family unity. No doubt you just 
remember us as distant relatives whom you saw only occasionally if at 
all, but there, were once seven of us, and a very close family we 
were—love and total obedience to your grandfather were the precepts 
of our lives. 

"Your grandfather was a patriarch in the truest sense of th'e word—a 
benevolent one, to be sure, but his word was law and we were glad for 
his guidance; he was kind and loving and attentive to our needs. One 
of the first things we learned from him was loyalty—not just to God 
and country, but first and foremost to the family. We learned early to 
rally around any family member who was having any kind of difficulties 
and, even more important, to keep our lips sealed outside the family. 
Our unity, he made us understand, must remain intact always and it 
was to be handed down to our children. 

"What he didn't understand was that times change, people change, 
and generations^ change. His grandchildren have gone out into the 
world and have families of their own, and there is no longer any unity 
anywhere. But in those days we truly did cleave only unto each other. 
From Father we learned total protection. Within us and to all purposes 
we had utter security. Which, we know now, is the worst thing that 
could happen to us—" 

"Auntie," I pleaded, "please tell me. Why were there seven of you? 
Who was the seventh?" 

"His name was Donnie, " she continued, her voice growing clear, 
her eyes beautifiil with intelligence. "He was our little brother who 
came along years after we thought our family was complete. He was 
the cause of our mother's death, for Father had assured her there was 
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no need to go into town to the hospital when she had shown alarming 
tendencies throughout her.pregnancy. 

"The rest .of us raised Donnie. He was.a beautiful child, with gold-
colored curls and a laughing way of teasing us all, and a way of retreat­
ing into himself at times as if he were living in another world and had 
closed the door against us. I can't explain how much we loved him, the 
way we cared for him and protected him and cherished him. Donnie. 
Sometimes I think.he was a figment of our imaginations—" 

"I want to know about the springhouse," I said impatiently. "Tell me 
what I want to know. Auntie." 

"That is what I am trying to do, because I want to go home and you 
won't let me until I tell you. That is not what you say but it is the 
truth—Donnie was our darling, our loved one, we would have spoiled 
him if he had been spoilable, but he was just himself—sunny, fun-
loving, sometimes disobedient as children will be but always so con­
trite afterward that no one held it against him. But then something 
happened to him. 

"He became very sick—infantile paralysis they called it then—and all 
of us nursed him and prayed. He was sick for a long time and when he 
finally recovered he had a slight limp which he was never able to over­
come. He was the same Donnie, but different, as if .the shadow of a 
cloud had moved over the sunswept gold of a summer meadow, and 
this made him more of a treasure than ever. 

"Then—it is difficult for me to. talk of this, but it is what you wanted 
to know. I shall put it as quickly and briefly as possible. Donnie was 
eighteen years old. He loved people and animals and the hills more 
than anything in. the world. He now lived alone with Father on the 
ranch. The rest of us were married and settled in various small towns 
in the valley." 

She paused, her eyes distant, as if a death of sorts, long past, was 
now upon her. 
. "Donnie was eighteen," she said again, "at the time a girl on the 
ne.xt farm was found raped and murdered. Suspicion rested on Donnie 
because he was the last person who was seen talking to -her. And he 
ran. From fear, not guilt, for he had always been protected, you see. 

"The family became totally cohesive once again. We all .took turns 
sheltering him and evading the sheriff and his deputies who, of course, 
looked to us first of all. But we knew the hiding places up in the hills 
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and down along the creekbed, and we fed him and saw that he had 
shelter. We protected him in every way we could until an in-law 
turned him in. 

"That in-law was my husband, who was a small-town lawyer, totally 
devoted to his profession and appalled at the idea of a whole family 
making itself an accessory after the fact and defying the law." She 
paused, her face a study in pain. 

"We had had a happy marriage. There were no children, but that 
drew us closer together. But rny bond with my family was so close that 
from the point of his betrayal on our marriage disintegrated. 

"Anyway, Donnie was caught and put in a jail, behind bars,.where 
the childlike quality in his nature became old and lost and helpless. He 
was still our Donniie, but in- a way unknown. The civilized world had 
grabbed hold of him and had shaken him and stamped on him and left 
its mark of brutality where none had been before. 

"Of course, there was a trial. There was little money amongst us, but 
we donated every cent we had. We mortgaged our homes and farms, 
we denied our children a higher education, we sacrificed our life's sav­
ings and went into debt to save Donnie. And save him we did. We lied 
for him, we gave him afibis that did not exist because we knew he 
could not have done this terrible thing and he was part of our farriily. 

"After the trial, the family separated once again, although our hope for 
an independent future was gone. The homes of some of us were gone 
and poverty and bitterness on the part of our husbands and wives be­
came a way of life. Our children left home, some of them, and wan­
dered off into strange lives of their own. There vvere separations and 
divorces. There was friction and lack of direction, no longer a unified 
family center-—all of us went in different directions, all of us were de­
stroyed. Father would call a reunion of the family, and scarcely anyone 
would come. We hardly communicated. No one cared. Father grew 
aged and bitter along with the rest of us. 

"But we still had our Donnie, who roamed the hills and regained his 
lost youth and found life rare and beautiful once more." 

She paused for a longer time now, and I could see the beads of 
perspiration on her tired, aging face. I wiped them away with a clean 
cloth and hated myself for forcing her to bring up the past. But I had 
to know. 
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"Tell me, Auntie," I whispered. "What hajopened?" 
"There were some gypsies camped down by the creek," she said, 

"and Father, in his kindness, let them stay there. One evening, while 
he was sitting on the porch, he heard the sound of a young girl's 
screams, and he hurried down the road as fast as he could manage and 
found that Donnie had thrown her to the ground and was on top of 
her, his hands squeezing her throat. 

"Then Father knew all our sacrifices had been in vain—his kingdom 
destroyed, his children drawn apart and embittered, his grandchildren 
God knew where, all life as he had structured it gone with our mis­
guided protection of his murderous youngest child." 

Sick at heart, I sat at her feet and waited. 
"Father was the kindest of men, but he could be a stern judge too. 

So, with grim determination, he imprisoned Donnie in the springhouse 
up behind that great boulder, and every day, rain or shine, he made 
his way up the hill with food for him. After my husband betrayed 
Donnie's whereabouts he no longer trusted any of us, so he told no 
one what he had done. 

"Then one day, there alone in his house. Father had a stroke. When 
he was found he was taken to the local hospital where he could neither 
speak nor write. He was in a coma for weeks. And when finally the 
halting words came out, we learned what had happened to Donnie. 
But by then it was too late. Without food or water, Donnie had died. ' 
And, once more drawing together, the family, made a vow never to 
speak of it to a living soul. And we left him there. That was what you 
saw." 

There was silence after she. stopped speaking, and deep within my 
head the pain started again, worse than ever before. Lights darted in 
front of my eyes and the agony went through my whole body. I could 
not walk. I crept to the bathroom and was sick. I was bhnded, except 
for the brilliant flashes of light, and aware of nothing but the most un­
endurable pain. 

For I knew that my aunt had lied. 
Suddenly, in the midst of my fearful pain, came the memory that I 

had almost blocked from my mind. I had never forgotten the horrible 
sight that had met my eyes as I looked through the barred windows of_. 
the springhouse—a body long dead but not yet a skeleton—but not 
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until now had my mind allo\yed any of the details to stay in my memo­
ry. But now, with the stabbing pains and the knowledge that my aunt 
had lied, the details returned to me. 

The man I had seen in tattered rags on the floor of the springhouse 
had had straight black hair, not the golden curls described by my aunt. 
And another memory returned to me from my childhood: my aunt's 
husband had had straight black hair. 

I crept back to her from the bathroom and she said plaintively^ "May 
I please go home now? You promised." 

"Yes," I whispered, "but first you must tell me the truth. Who was 
the man in the springhouse? Tell me, Auntie. Was" he your husband? 
Did your father put him there because he had betrayed the family? 
And is Donnie still roaming the hills, still free? Still—dangerous?" 

But she did not speak to me again. She smiled her innocent smile, 
and I could see that she was wandering far away once more, perhaps 
forever, into her healing world of gentle hills, waving meadows, and 
soft clouds in the sky. 

1 
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"And the Devil did grin 

by 
miW TWOHY 

A t 4:20 that Friday in May, Richard H^ydrick called his dentist and 
told him that a tooth had dropped out. 

"While I was having coffee with the boss. It fell right in the cup, 
plunk. Kind of embarrassing." 

"I can imagine. Any pain?". 
"No. It's that cap you put on three years ago." 
"Do you have it?" 
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"Sure." 
"Bring it around, and I'll cement it back on the peg." 
"I can't today, I've got an appointment with an insurance man. It 

doesn't show except when I smile—then I look like a vampire. You 
won't be open tomorrow, I suppose." 

"For you I will be. How about ten o'clock?" 
"bounds good, Jim. " 
"Maybe afterwards we can go target shooting. " 
"Yeah. It's been quite a while. ". 
"I'll see you at ten, then." The dentist hung up. 
Haydrick got his jacket, said goodnight to Jane, the receptionist, and 

left the building on San Francisco's Montgomery Street where Con­
solidated Air Filter Company had its headquarters. Being Friday, most 
banks were open until 6:00. He walked two blocks to his bank and 
wrote a check for $1,000, asking for the cash in hundred-dollar bills. 
Then he stood in front of the bank, waving at passing cabs. Finally one 
stopped. He got in and told the driver, "519 Pepper Street." 

That would have surprised his dentist, because Pepper, near 
Chinatown, is a short street of crumbling frame duplexes and triplexes. 
No reputable insurance agent would have offices there. Pepper is a 
smorgasbord of working people, students, artists, writers. Rents, by 
current standards, are cheap, and the atmosphere is permissive. 

519 was a triplex. On the left glass door was a vacancy sign. Over 
the doorbell on the right was a Chinese name. Over the doorbell' in 
the middle was a printed card: FLORIO. 

Haydrick pressed this middle bell, and after a few moments the door 
sighed, wheezed, then sprang open. A flight of steep, gloomy stairs 

•went up. At the top stood a thin man with curly dark hair shot with 
grey. He peered down at the well dressed, heavy, florid young man 
who stood below, his eyes tight with the look of one who has antici­
pated a friend and sees a stranger—and fears the bill-collector. 

Haydrick said, "Anton Florio?" 
"Yes?" 
"I'm Richard Haydrick." 
"Haydrick. " Relief snuffed the look of tension from the dark liquid 

eyes.- "You must be Louise's husband. Come on up."' 
He wore a shabby green sweater and dark pants splotched with 

myriad hues of paint. His long bony face was grooved with lines of 
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hardship and discouragement. 
Haydrick, breathing heavily from the climb, followed him into a 

front room. Abstract paintings and charcoal drawings hung on the 
walls, all signed with a flourishing Anton, and most of them dated 
month and year. An easel stood near the center of the room on 
spread-out newspapers. A fresh canvas rested on it, ready to be 
brought to life. 

The paintings oh the wall were bright, the colors seeming to pulse; 
obviously, Florio knew his craft. Haydrick's wife had told- him that, and 
she knew: 31 years old, a perennial'art student, first in New York, then 
in Chicago and Paris, now in San Francisco. San Francisco teems with 
artists who teach, but Louise. Haydrick had chosen Florio, unknown 
except to the cognoscenti, to study, under. Well, so he was good; you 
can be good and still not make your fortune. 

Florio said, "You wanted to see me about something?" 
"Can I sit down? This may take a while." 
There were a couple of chairs, one wood, the other overstuffed. 

Florio waved him to the latter and took the hard one. Haydrick said, 
"My wife has mentioned that you want to move to New York." 

"That's right. There are better opportunities there for an artist." 
"But you're too broke to move. " Haydrick lit a cigarette, and smiled 

crookedly. "It's always money at the bottom of problems. " 
The artist's voice was sharp. "What point are you making?" 
"Do you find my wife at least a little attractive?" 
"What?" 
"I'm riot baiting you. I'm asking." 
Florio got up. He got an ashtray, which he set on the arm of Hay­

drick's chair. "Listen, Haydrick. I haven't seen your wife since she 
finished the course, two months ago. " 

"I didn't say you did." 
"She was a student of mine, that's all. When she was here, another 

student, a middle-aged woman, was here also. Do you want her 
name?" 

Haydrick waved a meaty hand. "I'm not hinting anything." 
"Then what are you doing?" He had taken his seat again. 
"I'm trying to find out whether you find Louise repulsive." 
"What kind of a question is that?" 
"That skinny white face doesn't turn you oS?" 
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"Have you had some drinks?" 
"No. What I'm saying is that Louise isn't my type. She never was. I 

know what my type is, and I mean to get it. I want what I want. " 
The artist stared. Haydrick went on, "I think of staying married to 

her and it makes me sick. But I'm trapped. You know why I'm 
trapped?" 

"No. How could I?" 
"I'm trapped because her uncle, George Wensley, is the boss where 

I work, and where I plan to stay. I was a clerk in the stockroom when 
I set out to mari-y Louise. Her parents are dead and she was Wensley's 
ward. I'm a salesman there now, and my future is solid. But if I went 
for a divorce, without a damn good reason, he'd give me the bounce. 
But he's old-fashioned, and if I had a good old-fashioned reason. . . Do 
you begin to get the picture?" 

"I don't begin to get anything. I don't know what you're talking 
about." 

"I want a real woman, not a limp dishrag. I want to get a divorce 
without making an enemy of Wensley. Louise's relationship with 
you—" 

"She has no relationship with me!" 
"All right, a former relationship. As a student." He pressed out his 

cigarette in the ashtray, and eyed the artist. "Students often get a thing 
about their teachers." 

Florio's mouth was drawn. "I've got work to do. Get to the point, 
Haydrick. ' 

Haydrick gave him a twisted smile. "It's not a nice plan. But I'm not 
a nice person. You might have noticed that. I'm pretty unscrupulous. I 
think you can be too. Anyone can. A little temptation is all it takes." 

He took from his pocket a fat, glistening wallet. "Five hundred now, 
and $2,500 more when the job's done. Plus—" he reached in the 
wallet "—$300 for expenses. " He pulled out and spread in his hand 
eight of the new hundred-dollar bills. Florio stared, eyes wide, deep 
grooves showing alongside his drawn mouth. 

"Three thousand dollars. Enough for a trip to New York, a stake 
until you can make gallery connections. And what do you have to do 
for it? Just a little corruption." 

"I won't touch your money until I hear—" 
"But you do want to hear, don't you?" 
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Florio's eyes went from the money to Haydrick's eyes. He .whis­
pered, "What kind of devil are you?" 

Haydrick smiled widely. "We all have a devil inside. And t h i s ^ " he 
fluttered the nioney "—is what brings him out." 

There was a table nearby with paper and brushes and pens on it. 
Reaching, he laid the money on it. 

"Like I said, I'm a salesman. At least once a week I'm out of town 
overnight. My wife is alone. I .live in a sub-division down the penin­
sula, Tosca Heights. . . Do you have a car?" 

"No." 
"You won't need one. It's 58 minutes by bus from the terminal at 

Seventh and Mission to Euclid Avenue on the El Camino. That's the 
stop for Tosca Heights. If you catch the 2:07 night bus, you get off at 
Euclid at 3:05 on the nose. " 

The artist sat still, staring. Haydrick lit another cigarette. 
"You walk up Euclid, two blocks west. Then one block north, to Col-

linwood Drive. On that corner is a service station and a phone booth. 
The station is closed at night—nobody to see you. There you call the 
Tosca Heights Cab Company and-ask for a cab in ten minutes, at 1162 
Collin wood.' 

He drew on the cigarette, then went on. "You walk west up Collin-
wood, two blocks, to 1162. That's my house. But before you get there, 
you'll see a gap in the hedge. You slip through it. If you duck, you 
can't be seen from the street as you get near the front porch. 

"You wait near the porch. The cab pulls up in front of the house. 
Y'ou walk out down the driveway. You tell the driver to drive you to 
San Francisco, to your address here. 

"You do this once a week for the next month or so. And that's all 
you have to do for $3,000."' 

He sat back and watched the artist. After a while, Florio said, "I get 
the idea." 

"I figured you would. " 
"I'm supposed to be having a thing with your wifewhile you're out 

of town." 
"That's it. Across the street is an old widow whose bedroom gives on 

the street. She has insomnia. She'll look out when she hears the cab.. 
She'll see you as you pass under the streetlight in front of my house. 
She'll have her opinion. So will the cabdriver." 
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"It's dirty, degrading—" 
"Sure it is. That's why I'll pay $3,000. That makes the devil inside sit 

up and take notice, doesn't it?" ; 
The artist was silent. Haydrick said, "She's in the way of my life. 

I've got one life. I'm going to live it the way I want to." He motioned 
to the money on the table. "Do you want it or don't you?" 

"So I frame her, and you have witnesses. What then?" 
"I find a love note in her drawer signed Anton. I ask the woman 

across the street if she knows anything. She tells me what she tells me. 
I go to the cab company. There's/proof, in their trip she'ets, that I can 
get a look at with a little bribery. Now I know. I go to her uncle, talk 
man-to-man. I tell him my humiliation is too much, my faith in Louise 
is dead, divorce is the only answer. He'll buy it." 

He put out his cigarette. "Naturally your name would come up— 
there has to be reality. But by that time you're on your way to New 
York." 

Florio stood up and moved to the table. His hand went to the 
money. He put it in his pocket. 

Haydrick got up. "I've looked up your phone number in the book. 
I'll call when I'm going to be out of town. Be ready to go to Tosca 
Heights on those nights. You have everything straight?" 

"1162 Collinwood, Euclid Ayenue, two blocks west, one north, 2:07 
A.M." 

"Good. Now write me the note." He took a pad and a ballpoint pen 
from the table and held it out to the artist. 

Florio said, "What note?" 
"Like I told you. I'm going to find a note from-you in her bureau." 
"I don't like that idea." 

""Nobody'U see it. Only her uncle. . . Come on, take it. Write, 'To 
my love, whom I shall always adore.' Sign it Anton." 

Florio grimaced. But seating himself, the pad on his knee, he wrote 
quickly, tore the sheet from"the pad, and handed it to Haydrick. 

Haydrick read it, nodded, folded it, and slipped it into his wallet. 
He went to the^ door. 

Florio said, "Wait a minute. These cab rides. Isn't that a flaw?" 
"Why?" 
"What do they cost?" 
"About $40. You've got enough expense money to cover them." 
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"I don't mean that. I mean the uncle. Won't he think it strange, a 
poor artist, taking cab trips to the city?" 

"There's no other transportation to San Francisco at that hour. He'll 
think Louise gave you the fare. " 

Haydrick started down the stairs. The artist stood in the open door. 
Haydrick turned. "I think I'm slated for Bakersfield next Tuesday." I'll 
call you on Monday and let you know for sure." 

"And it will all be over in a moi;ith?" 
"More or less." From the bottom of the stairs, Haydrick looked up at 

him. "A month, more or less, and it'll all be over." 

He kept his appointment with the dentist that Saturday, and the cap 
was cemented back in place. Afterward they went target shooting just 
outside Burlingame. Haydrick shot 55 and 62 out of 100—^which didn't 
surprise him, he hadn't shot in weeks. Target shooting with a .22 pistol 
is a skill that has to be kept up. 

Over drinks in a Burlingame bar, he told the dentist, "We should do 
it more often. But it's hard to find the time." 

"Don't work too hard, Dick. You're too young to wind up the richest 
man in the cemetery." 

Haydrick tapped his broad chest and smiled. "No danger of that." 
"Eat less, then. " 
"Hmm?" 
"You're putting on weight and I notice you're a little short of breath. 

Drink less, eat'less. I don't much like your color. " He peered at Hay-
drick's florid cheeks. "Is there any history of heart in your family?" 

"No. I'm healthy as a horse." 
"I think you ought to go to a doctor for a checkup." 
"Let's change the subject, Jim. You're making me feel morbid." 
Actually, he had never felt better. The excitement over what was fi­

nally programmed, what was finally going to happen, possessed him. 
He had dreamed of the plan for weeks. When had he realized that he 
was going to put it into action? He couldn't .tell, precisely, when the 
dream had become a scheme, when it had crystallized into a workable 
answer to his wish to be free of Louise. It had depended on Florio. 
And Florio was perfect. The perfect tool, shaped by poverty into just 
what Haydrick needed: a man ripe for corruption. 

Corruption. Haydrick had insights into it. He knew it was total. He 
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himself was corrupt, he faced it, shrugged and smiled at the reahza-
tion. A man had moral values, or he got what he wanted—he couldn't 
have it both ways. Florio thought that he would be temporarily cor­
rupt, then live down his corruption—but he wouldn't. 

On Monday Haydrick called the artist and confirmed the Bakersfield 
trip. Wednesday,' on his return, he called from the airport. Florio said 
that all had gone smoothly, and as he was getting in the cab he had 
noticed a flutter of the curtain across the street. 

The following week the message was the same: no problem. 
Haydrick said, "It's a soft job you have. " 
Florio said grimly, "I'll be glad when it's over." 
"A few more weeks, " said Haydrick. 
Back home, he looked at Louise's paintings on the livingroom walls. 

Insipid things, he thought. Just like she is herself 
There was nothing insipid about her insurance policy, though. On 

the death of either of them, the other would receive $200,000. That 
was something Florio didn't need to know. 

He turned. Louise had come in from the kitchen. She was watching 
him. 

"You're home. Was it a hard trip?" 
"No. Why?" . • 
"You have a strange look. Lately your face is often. . ." Her voice 

trailed off. -
"Often what?" . ^ 
"Thick-looking. Dark. " 
"I feel all right." 
"You've put on weight. You eat and drink too much." 
"I've had some problems." . ' 
"I wish you'd share them with me. You don't share anything with me 

any more. " 
"They're working out. It won't be long." 
She turned away. He looked at her pallid hair and smiled. 

Another out-of-town trip, then another. Then the trip he had been 
waiting for was scheduled—the trip to Sacramento. 

He said to Florio on the phone, "Thursday. It will be the last time 
you have to ride the bus to Tosca Heights." 
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• "That will be the end of it?" 
"The end of it. I'll come to your place and pay you on Friday." 
"That's good news. I'm sick of it." 
"There's a bus that leaves the terminal at 10:09. Take that one. " 
"Not the 2:07?.Why?" 
"I've got my reasons. And it'll end it for you that much sooner." 

'"All right, the 10:09. And you'll pay me on Friday night. " 
"That's what I said." 
"Then I can start planning my departure for New York." 
"You can start planning anything you want." Haydrick hung up. 

Louise walked to the car with him on Thursday morning. She said, 
"Whatever it is that's on your mind, whatever has changed you, I want 
to know what it is. " 

"All right." He got in the car. "When I get back, you'll know." 
He got through the day by keeping his mind on business. Then it 

was time to leave. 
The receptionist said, "Will you be staying at the Treasure Cove 

Motel in Sacramento?'.' 
He answered, "I didn't like it too well last time. They gave me a 

stufiy room. . . I'll stop somewhere, and call you first thing in the 
morning." ' , 

"Have a good trip.".- i 
He drove to Sacramento—it was company policy to drive, not take a 

plane, to. central California points—and registered at a motel called 
Ranchland. It was after. 7:00. 

He drove to a bar downtown called The Carnival Room. It was 
crowded, as he knew from previous visits it would be. Down the block 
was a theater marquee announcing Slap Shot, with Paul Newman. He 
had knowii it was playing, having previously checked the Sacramento 
newspaper in the library.. He had noted the time of the last 
showing—^9:20. Tuesday afternoon he had passed up some business 
calls and-gone off to the San Francisco theater where the film was 
showing. That was to be the central part of his alibi—not that he was 
likely to need it with the case he was going to give them. But taking 
care of every detail was part of the excitement of the plan. 

He stood a few moments away from the crowded, chattering bar. 
There were two bartenders, both in a hurry. Neither was looking at 
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faces—they mixed their drinks and picked up their money. One was a 
short dark youngster, the other red-faced, aging, with a bald spot. 
Haydrick fixed their faces in his mind, then turned and went out. It 
was nearly 8:00 when he got back in his car. 

An hour and a half later he was across the Bay Bridge, .skimming 
along the Bayshore Freeway over downtown San Francisco. Some forty 
minutes after that he turned off the freeway, up the road marked 
TOSCA HEIGHTS 2 MILES. 

The service station at the corner of Collinwood and Lester was dark. A 
few cars were parked there^—there were always a few, left overnight 
for servicing. He pulled up next to them and cut the motor. Quickly, 
he walked the Uvo blocks to his house and slipped through the gap in 
the hedge. Crouching, he made his way to the porch and opened the 
door with his key. From behind the bedroom door, he could hear clas­
sical music. 

Pausing at the desk in the living room, he pulled open a bottom 
drawer and took from it his target pistol. He had loaded it weeks be­
fore. Leaving the drawer open, he went to the bedroom door and 
opened it. 

She was in bed, in her blue nightgown, reading. She gaped in as­
tonishment. "You're home!" 

"Change of plan." His right hand was behind him. He moved to the 
record player, and with his left hand increased the volume. 

She was staring. "Your face. Your eyes. What. . .what's the matter?" 
"Nothing." 
"You look—" 
"Like death?" He raised his right arm; and as she started to scream 

shot her in the temple. 
She lay as if broken, as if dropped from a height. Her empty eyes 

stared at him. Blood showed in her pale hair, a gleaming badge of 
blood. He gazed at her, and felt calm, sure, the.master of his destiny. 

He put the gun in his pocket. From his wallet he took the note he 
had had Florio write, unfolded it, and set it on the bureau. He wiped 
it carefully with his handkerchief, front and back, then, still with the 
handkerchief, put it into her hands, pressing her dead fingers against 
it. Then he opened the bureau drawer and put the note in back, under 
her lingerie. 

He turned off the record player, then walked to the front door, 
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opened it slightly, and stood listening. There was no sound outside. 
Pulling the door shut behind him, he crouched, and passed behind 

the hedge to the opening. The street was empty. 
He walked down it swiftly. At the service station he slid into his car 

-and drove back to the freeway, back toward San Francisco. 
He drove without pushing. It was,11:40 when he stopped on Pepper 

Street, a block above and across the street from Florio's place. Florio 
would be in a cab now, on his way back to the city. 

Haydrick waited. It became 11:50. Then midnight. 12:05. 
A cream-colored cab came sailing up Pepper and slid to a stop in 

front of 519. Haydrick watched Florio emerge from the cab, climb the 
stairs, open the middle door, close it behind him. The cab had moved 
away, turned at the corner. Haydrick got out of his car and walked 
down the street. 

He crossed the street, climbed the stairs, and pushed the middle 
bell. The door gasped'and heaved open. 

From above, the artist peered down. "I didn't expect you until to­
morrow." 

"A change of plan. I can pay you tonight." He climbed the worn 
staircase. "How did it go?" 

"As always. I'm glad to be finished with it." 
Florio had shed his jacket. His eyes were bright as he waited for 

Haydrick to produce the money. 
Haydrick took out his wallet. "Two thousand, five hundred," he said, 

handing Florio a sheaf of bills. "You'd be crazy not to count it." 
The artist took the money and started to thumb through it. Swiftly, 

Haydrick slid the pistol from his pocket, put it to the artist's temple, and 
fired. 

Florio fell forward on the table, blood spilling from his head. 
Haydrick rescued the money and returned.it to his wallet, took his 

handkerchief, wiped the gun, and pressed it into Florio's limp right 
hand. 
. Picking up the phone, he took his pen from his pocket, dialed once 

with the end of it, and with his handkerchief in front of his mouth said, 
"Operator? Get me the Tosca Heights Police Department. Quickly. " 

"Sir, that's a long-distance call. For long distance—" 
"Operator, do this yourself, I don't have time. Make note of this. At 

1162 Collinwood Drive, Tosca Heights, a woman lies dead. My name 
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is Florio. I live at 519 Pepper. I killed her. Now I kill myself." 
"Sir! Wait a minute!" 
Haydrick hung up. 
He went downstairs, waited a moment inside the door-, then went 

out quickly, walked to his car, and eased it out of the parking place. 
Five minutes later, he was on the freeway, heading for the Bay Bridge. 

His watch said 2:12 when he pulled into the Ranchland Motel. A 
reasonable time for a man to get home after a night out in 
Sacramento—taking in a movie and drinking until closing time at a bar. 

He was up at 8:30. Sunlight streamed through the window. A typical 
sun-drenched Sacramento day. - < 

He put on his blue suit, and packed the brown suit and the hat in 
his bag. He went to the motel office, where there were pay phones, 
gave the operator his office number, and fed in coins. He said, after a 
few moments, "Jane? This is Mr. Haydrick. I'm at the Ranchland 
Motel—" 

"Oh, Mr. Haydrick!" 
"What, Jane? What is it?" 
"Call your home at once. Mr. Wensley is there." 
"At my house? What's he doing there?" 
Her voice choked: "He'll tell you. Oh, I'm so sorry, Mr. Haydrick!" 
He got through to his house. Wensley's voice sounded thin with an­

guish: "Louise is dead, Dick. " 
"Dead!" 
"Some sleazy San Francisco gigolo. . ." 
His voice trailed off. A crisp voice came on: "Mr. Haydrick? This is 

Lieutenant Doneto, Tosca Heights police. Your wife has been mur­
dered, sir. " 

Haydrick was silent. Then he said, his tone like Wensley's, "No!" 
"I'm afraid it's true. A man,named Anton Florio. . . Do you know 

the name?" 
"Florio? Yes, he's an art teacher. Louise was taking lessons from him 

a few months ago. . . Are you saying that Florio killed Louise?" 
"It looks like that." 
"Do you have him?" 
"He's committed suicide. " 
Wensley's voice came on: "He used your target pistol to kill her." 
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"My target pistol?" 
"Yes. He took it out of the drawer and killed her. They have a note, 

some witnesses.' They say Louise and this gigolo were having an affair. 
They're wrong. Not Louise. Not our Louise." 

"I'll be there as fast as I can." 
He drove the 120 miles like a devil on wheels. 

Wensley's Mercedes and a blue-and-white police car were parked in 
front of the house. Some housewives stood on their lawns staring as he 
swung the car into the drive and slammed to a stop. 

He ran inside. 
" Wensley was in a chair with a drink in his hand. He stood up. His 

face was red, his eyes bloodshot, his grey hair damp and tangled. He 
looked ten years older than he had the day before. 

"They took her away, Dick." His voice was a broken whisper. 
A tall man in a grey suit had also risen. "I'm Lieutenant Doneto. 

Please accept my sympathies, and try to understand that I have to ask 
certain questions—" 

"First," said Haydrick, "tell me what this horrible thing is all about." 
Doneto started to speak, quietly and to the point. When he had 

finished, Wensley tossed down his drink and whispered, "He tells me 
and tells me, and it alL makes sense—except that it doesn't. Louise 
wouldn't have been carrying on with this man. Not Louise." 

"It's crazy," said Haydrick. "Crazy." 
Doneto said, "There's a note- from him we found in the bedroom— 

and we have witnesses, a neighbor who saw him frequently on nights 
you were away, another who saw him several times—and a couple of 
cabdrivers who were taken to San Francisco this morning and made 
positive identification of him as the man they picked, up here early a 
number of mornings. I'm afraid ^there's no question about it, Mr. 
Haydrick." 

Haydrick went to the table oh which the liquor bottle was and 
poured himself a shot. "How did it happen?" 

Doneto said, "Apparently they had a quarrel—maybe she told him 
she wanted to break it off-^and he got your target pistol and shot her." 

"How would he know where I kept the pistol?' 
"She must have mentioned it. . . He called a cab, much earlier than 

usual, and went to his place in San Francisco. From there he called 
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the phone company, reported the death here, and shot himself. You 
had no idea of their relationship?" 

"None. -I never met the man." 
"You never met him?" 
"Never." 
Doneto was silent for some minutes. He stared at Haydrick. There 

was puzzlement in his brown eyes. 
Haydrick said, "What is it?" 
"You never met him?" 
"No. Why does that surprise you?" 
"I was at his place early this moriiing with the San Francisco police. 

We went through his papers and found a sketch of you. A caricature, 
but recognizable, with a wide, smiling mouth. It was dated. May 5, 
1977. And underneath was lettered, 'Haydrick the Corrupter.' " 

Haydrick felt blood throbbing in his temples. His eyes slid from the 
detective's, and strayed around the room. It was too late to deny his 
remark. But he waved a hand. "There are several photos of me here, 
as you can see, some with Louise. Others are in the bedroom. He 
must have drawn from memory of a photo. Though I can't imagine why 
he'd want to. Haydrick the Corrupter?" He shook his head. "I don't 
know why he'd give me a title like that. Maybe he brooded about me, 
was convinced I was bad for Louise. " 

"It's odd," Doneto said. "Particularly the mouth. On the left side the 
drawing shows a pointed tooth, like a fang." 

The pounding in Haydrick's head was louder. He turned away, to set 
his glass on the table. It was a normal gesture. He hoped it was a nor­
mal gesture. 

He turned back. "A fang? Well, if he hated me, he might want to 
make me look like a devil—" 

"Yes, but then you'd think he'd rhake them all pointed, or a fang on 
each side, you know. Why just one? And why off to the side like that?" 

"What's the difference? What does it have to do with anything?" 
"It's odd," said Doneto. , 
They looked at each other. 
Wensley said, "Wait a minute. That cap of yours, Dick." 
"Cap?" said Doneto. 
"Yes. For a tooth. While we were having coffee. Remember, Dick? 

It fell in your cup. You had a pointed stump in the upper left corner of 
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your mouth." 
Doneto said softly, "A pointed stump in the upper left corner. That's 

what Florio drew." 
The blood pounded in Haydrick's head, and he felt a thickness in his 

chest as the steady eyes of the policeman stayed fixed on him. 
"When did the cap fall off?" Doneto said. 
"I don't remember." 
"It was a Friday," said Wensley. "A Friday early in May. I re­

member because when we had our Monday sales conference your tooth 
was normal again." 

"A Friday early in May," said Doneto. "What's your dentist's name, 
Mr. Haydrick?" 

"Why? Why do you want to know?" 
"I want to know when he fixed your tooth. If the cap fell off the day 

Florio made that sketch, it would seem that he saw you that day. If he 
did, it raises questions. What did you talk' about? Why should he think 
of you as The Corrupter? And why did you tell me that you'd never 
seen him?" 

Now the pounding in his chest was heavy, rhythmic. His face was 
burning. Wensley said, "Are you sick?" 

"I'm all right." His voice sounded slurred, strange. Damn Doneto, 
damn Florio and his sketch. He glared at Doneto. The Lieutenant's 
face looked twisted, blurred. 

"Are you trying to make some kind of case against me?" 
"I'm trying to find out the date of a missing tooth. You'd better sit 

down. You don't look well." 
"I'm all right." But suddenly he had to sit. He dropped on the 

couch. His breath struggled in his lungs, and it was as if a blanket, a 
thick musty blanket, had come between him and Doneto, Doneto with 
his hard, accusatory eyes. He had to get through to him, convince him. 
It wasn't right. All his planning. 

"The Ranchland Motel—^you can check that. And the Odeon The­
ater, the Paul Newman movie—ask me about it. I can give you the plot, 
the cast, everything." 

Doneto turned to Wensley. "What's the matter with him?" 
"I don't know. I've never seen him this way. Can you get a doctor 

fast?" Doneto nodded and moved to the phone. 
Wensley said, "Lie down, Diek." 
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"I have to talk. Don't you see he's trying to frame me? There's a bar 
called The Carnival Room. I went there after the movie. I can describe 
the bartenders. And the note, the one that they found in the bureau. " 

"The bureau?" said Doneto, at the phone. 
"Yes. Her fingerprints are on it, not mine. You have no case, no 

case! A missing tooth! You'd try to make a case on a missing tooth?" 
The blanket was thick over "him. It had a dirty, rotten-smell. His 

chest was on fire. He tried to claw the blanket away from his head. He 
realized that he had lunged from the couch. He felt himself falling. 
"Help me!" he tried to cry, but the blanket muffled him and he was on ' 
the floor, flames shooting through his chest. Suddenly Florio's face 
flashed before him. '" 

They heard him whisper,'^'You devil! You've finished me!" 
Doneto hung up the phone, came over and knelt beside Haydrick, 

put a hand to his chest. Wensley stood over him, gazing down at the 
empty eyes. • ' . 

1 

THE DEVIL INSIDE " 67 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



The men in these parts had always got, their hooch at Ida's 
and Abe's . . . , -

Ida May sat at the quilt frame. Her hands were curled and stiff but she 
managed to draw the needle through the layers as she stitched the 
stem of a rose in the center square. Her body rocked to the rhythm of 
her movements, her stiff shoulders bowed to the effort. Sixty was too 
old to be making a new quilt but what else was there to do? 

In the distance she heard one of Hansen's hounds, barking and she 
let her ear follow the notes. Low and angry, "Don't you come walking 
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'cross here" drawn into the deep woof, woof, wooopo of parting. She 
pricked her thick^fingers as she pushed her needle up too quickly. 
Pursing her mouth to clean the blood away, she again heard a dog in 
the hollow. This time it was the Stevens' cur yipping. She could see in 
her mind's eye the short-haired mutt scrunched at the heels of some 
stranger, his neck hair bristling at whoever was heading up the ridge. 

Stiffly, Ida scooted back the rocker, working her old hips to the front 
of the seat, then touching the frame to steady herself upright. She 
crossed the floor slowly, her legs refusing to limber up. She touched 
the curtain lightly, pulling the faded cotton back by inches. Her tongue 
pushed forward under her dark-haired lip as she squinted into the 
light, trying to see through the distance. Her black eyes glittered as 
she searched for a blur of movement, but there was nothing but the 
dark-green line of cedars. Well, there hadn't been enough time. It 
would take a good walker twenty minutes to climb the steep blind of 
the mountain to reach her cabin. 

She turned around toward the corner and she crossed to the rifle. It 
felt cold to her touch and she ran. her old hand against the blue metal, 
touching the sights with her thumb. She raised the weapon, pulling 
the bolt back and checking the load, then snapping it back. Let 'em 
come. There had been revenooers come up the pass before. Abe had 
always taken care they stayed away from the treasure hidden against 
the spring. Once she had seen a revenooer head toward the draw and 
never come back. If only Abe. were still around. 

Ida felt cold, despite the heat of the day. She turned back to the 
window to watch. A pair of grackles rose crying against the clear blue 
sky. He was still coming. 

Ida leaned against the worn planking of the wall and continued her 
guard. Letting the wall hold her, she used the gun as a cane to steady 
her. She was too old for all this-, but then what would she be without 
the still? Now that Abe was gone, the liquor was all she had to live on. 
A nip now and then pushed the cold away and made the pain of her 
joints soften. But mainly it meant food, a little bit of money to live on. 
The men in these parts had always gotten their hooch at Ida's and 
Abe's. Each time the brew was right, she' would set her pigeon loose to 
Campbell's store. They would all see the fat grey bird with the white 
rag on her leg and then they vvould come up the ridge. The first up 
would sometimes help finish the run with her. All brought 
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something—baskets of beans, sacks of potatoes, or corn in season. Only 
after long periods would she have to drape the gunny sack over her 
shoulders to wander down the ridge to the store. She'd run out of salt, 
meal, or tobacco. But it wasn't often. They all liked her brew and 
would bring what she needed to trade for it. Ebers brought a ham each 
spring and Claybo chickens. The still was everything now, a way to 
keep on living. 

Outside, she heard the crackle of brush. She arched'to study the 
threat. Slowly, a shadow began to emerge from the trees and onto the 
bare slope. It was a young man with a bundle of papers on a wire hung 
on one shoulder, a strange rod in his hand. As he stopped to view the 
cabin in surprise, she raised the gun into the window to use the sight 
for viewing him. He was young, his hair womanishly long. He looked a 
bit bookish about the eyes. She grunted with dissatisfaction. 

Dan hesitated at the open space, wondering at the shack with no 
road to it. He looked for "smoke or movement but there was nothing. 
Perhaps it was abandoned, yet it didn't feel empty. Funny way to 
think. Unwillingly, he told his aching legs to continue upward,- nearer 
to the rickety building. As he puffed upward,' the sunlight flashed from 
one of the windows and he froze. He thought he saw a shadow of 
movement as the curtain dropped. It was suddenly hard to breathe. Ev­
eryone had kidded him at the office about working alone in the hills 
with his long hair. His mouth felt dry as he forced a call out. "Hel­
lo . . . hello there! Anybody home?" 

The silence filled the clearing. The sun drifted behind the linty 
clouds and cast a cool shadow of warning around' him. The birds grew 
tense and cried excitedly to each other, tearing the emptiness. 

Ida May placed the rifle behind the door, then turned the cold 
brown knob. At least he had no weapon, she had seen that. He was 
alone too, the birds had told her that and the dogs too as he entered 
the valley below. The door creaked as she pulled it open. Her lips felt 
gummy from being closed all morning and her voice clung in her 
throat, coming out huskily. "How'd do." 

Dan's face lit up at the sight of the old woman. Her stooped shape 
blotted out his fears. "Hello there, I sure am glad to see someone. " He 
hurried forward and stopped at the porch, letting the bundle of papers 
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slide from his shoulder to the ground. "You wouldn't have anything to 
drink, would you?" 

Ida stood stiffly studying him, wondering how to answer. She turned 
away from him to where the pigeon coop stood. Petty was there, flut­
tering and cooing at the intrusion of the stranger. If he-came for 
moonshine, it wasn't time, no one would have sent him without asking, 
her first. If she offered him a cool sip of whiskey and he was a rev-
enooer, he might knock her over the head with that strange rod. 

Dan stood there, his grin fading. He felt a chill along his neck. It 
was the strange way she stood staring at him, her eyes cold and dark 
like flint, stabbing their way through him. Her hair was fine and pulled 
back by a grey string that might have once been a ribbon. He bet even 
when she was young she had been ugly.. Unable to match her cold 
stare, he dropped his eyes, noticing dark hairs on her legs and the blue 
house shoes that were worn down at the heels. Strange to run into her 
up here so far away from everything. The cold silence worried at him, 
making him rub his hands in nervousness. 

"I'm Dan Stark, I'rh working for the state survey, taking soil samples 
of this area." 

She stuck her head forward like an old turtle from its shell, her eyes 
roving over him. "Survey?" 

"State survey, ma'am. We're updating our maps of this area. I'm tak­
ing samples over the eastern part of the state. We analyze them to see 
what kind of minerals are in them. It lets us draw up a soil profile of 
the area." He gave her a friendly smile but she ogled him coldly. 

What if he was really a revenooer. Maybe they had a new way of 
testing the dirt to tell where stills were. She'd heard they had dogs 
could find dope. You never knew in these times. 

"I really am thirsty. If you could spare a little water, I'd really ap­
preciate it." 

She scrunched her chin up and spat. Dan had never seen anything 
so vulgar. Nodding, she said, "Reckon I can. " 

Ida closed the door cautiously behind her. She peered out the win­
dow at the intruder. Trembling, she pulled a chipped glass from the 
sideboard and twisted the spigot on. Bless Abe for putting in the water 
line. She wouldn't feel like walking out to the springhouse for the 
likes of that sprout. 
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she sat the glass down on the sloping porch, then stepped back into 
the shadow of the door. 

Dan hesitated. Perhaps he wasn't all that thirsty. The chipped glass 
with the cloudy water looked anything but appealing. But with the 
woman standing there, he picked it up and drained the coolness away. 

"Many thanks, ma'am. I'll be heading on across the ridge taking 
samples. Don't pay me any mind. Good day and thanks again." In one 
move he swung the sample bags up and struck out across the clearing 
into the protecting trees. The old woman's glare was more than he 
could tolerate. 

Ida watched him cross out of sight. He seemed so young, but it was 
hard to judge a foreigner. He said he worked for the state, but he 
could be lying. She was too old to trust anyone who admitted working 
for the government. Well, she'd have to follow and see. If he was just 
interested in plain dirt and rocks, he'd probably curve on out and cross 
Pilot's Peak and never come near her still. But if he didn't, even if he 

wasn't a revenooer, he'd probably tell them where to come look. She'd 
just have to follow and see. . • 

Ida discarded her shoes for a pair of brown brogans that had served 
her.well for years. They might not be so pretty, but they were good to 
her feet and the high leather was safer in snake weather. Taking the 
rifle, she dropped the latch on the cabin door' and began to. trail the 
shadow of the stranger. Hunch-shouldered, with the gun in the crook 
of her arm, the cruel barrel planted at an angle to the bare earth, Ida 
breathed a sigh when she escaped the open space into the dark shelter 
of the trees. It wouldn't do for him to. see her and know he was being 
followed. 

Stopping by a large boulder Ida rested, tired by the long walk. The 
young snoop was ahead, crossing the ridge toward the draw where her 
still was. She studied him restlessly, noticing how he would check a 
little box in his hand, then walk a few feet before plunging the long 
rod into the ground. Pulling it out, he then shook the dirt loose into 
one of the long paper sacks, folded it over, then placed it on the. metal 
strip across his shoulders. 

She wished he would go a different way. There was plenty of time. 
But even as she watched he continued to head down the back of the 
ridge to the valley where the still was. After his footsteps had faded 
amid the rustle of the leaves and the bird calls, Ida stood up. Although 
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it was cool in the woods, she felt flushed and her heart was pounding 
wildly. Perhaps she should head back to the cabin and forget it. He did 
seem to be interested in taking dirt samples, but what if it was merely 
to help him detect the whereabouts of her still? After bagging each 
sample, he checked that little gadget in his hands before walking 
nearer to the still's hiding place. They knew so much, and Lord knew 
she'd spilled enough mash and brew during the years in her journeys 
from the house to the still. 

With icy fear, Ida inched on down the bank, setting her boots side­
ways as she walked downward noiselessly. At the bottom of the gorge, 
her breath caught and her heart began to pound fiercely. He was rest­
ing in the hollow a few feet below her, but his eyes had turned to the 
narrow path that led to the still. 

Dan stuck his hands in the cold stream at his feet and bathed his hot 
face. It was a nice spot to take a break. He slipped out of the heavy 
bundle of samples—the ring was already half full. He pulled a map 
from the case at his waist and spread it out on his lap. He had climbed 
the crest of the ridge and then down the back slope of it to the stream 
valley below. Now he would just climb up along the stream bed be­
tween the two ridges to come up on the flank of the mountain and 
then circle back to the jeep. 

The soft gurgle of the stream was so pleasant, he sagged against the 
rough bark of the tree, enjoying being here. It was a beautiful spot. 
Probably very few people had ever seen such an isolated and unspoiled 
place. Working for the survey was great. He remembered Brian's 
warning as he had left for this week of field work, to be careful of the 
mountain folk. He laughed and he leaned back. The only hillbillies 
he'd seen had been poor creatures, like that ugly old woman at the 
shack—odd, crouching and rocking, letting their feet lie flat against the 
ground while they squatted to study you. They could do it for hours 
and look so comfortable. Dan had tried it but it was impossible. 
Strange people. It would be good to be back where strangers ignored 
you completely or talked back when you spoke to them. 

Slowly Dan stretched up, dusting his pants where they clung to him, 
damp from the creek bank. He stood with his feet placed firmly on the 
stream rocks, then pulled out the Brunton to check his course. Follow 
the stream back up the valley at N 25 E, for about 2500 feet, then go 
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at a right angle along the shoulder of the mountain back down to his 
j eep . 

Lifting the heavy samples, he came onto the bank and worked his 
way slowly upward. He took one sample, then let his feet follow the 
trail up the draw until a slithery sound made him stop. He feared 
snakes more than wild-eyed hillbillies but there was nothing to see. 
Reluctantly, he again took up the climb, checking the Bruntoii.and 
took a sample dead center of the trail. It wouldn't be right but it would 
be close enough. 

Ida moved like a shadow higher "up along the side of the ridge. He 
was on the path now, the still only a few hundred feet to his left. She 
prayed to God he would keep moving on out and not see the still or 
try to bust it. The sweat stained her dress under the arms and down 
the back. She felt it in a ring around her head,' making her itch be­
neath the ribbon. She wanted to cry, to go back, to have Abe here to 
do this, but she was alone. Alone with the prowler, this violating 
stranger that meant to destroy all she had in the world. 

As a fat partridge might-rustle under the bushes, Ida moved down 
the ridge to hide behind a large oak tree a few feet above the still. As 
she rested the gun in the crotch of the tree, she noticed poison ivy 
twining there. Placing the butt of the gun in her shoulder, she wet her 
fingers, then wiped the sights. Sticking her tongue out, she squinted 
down the barrel, aiming just a little to the left of the still. If he didn't 
walk into the sights, she'd not shoot him. God help that he would walk 
on by. . . , 

Dan wired the sample on, then raised up to study the trail he was 
following. He checked the compass. He was now a good twelve feet off 
course, but he could climb on up arid be back on it before the next 
sample. A cloud of insects buzzed about his ears, seeming to. come 
from nowhere. There was no breeze and even with the tall shadow of 
the trees it was hot. He checked the map again. There should be an 
old exploration pit along this ridge flank. It had been dug during the ' 
days of early settlers when small traces of gold in some of the streams 
had^sent them digging about for their fortunes. 

The wire was cutting deeper into his shoulder. He started to change 
arms, but decided to wait. It was still a long way back, he'd best stand 
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it as long as possible. He might as well stay on this old path as long as 
it went up. After all, it was.parallel to the right line and the gurgle of 
the stream was nice. But it was getting late and he had no desire to be 
in these woods alone at night. 

Suddenly he froze. The trail was gone. He hesitated a moment. A 
sweet-sour smell smothered him, making him hesitate longer. He saw 
without believing it a glint of copper in the lush green of the brush. 
Cautiously, he pulled at one of the saplings in front of him and a 
screen of wood moved away. 

An honest-to-God still! His voice broke the silence. "Well, I'll be 
damned!" There was a sudden crack of thunder in the air and Dan felt 
a sharp bite of pain. He raised his hand to touch his head, feeling the 
warm blood. He stared at his red hand, then fell dead. 

Ida moved like a storm in summer. She carried the smoking gun in 
the crook of her arm as she scurried down toward her victim. He lay 
there with a look of disbelief frozen in his eyes, his long hair blown 
back from the hole in his head. Her heart beat like a stomping herd of 
horses as she,tugged at him. He was so big. She stopped and let the 
horror of the moment race through her. What if someone was going to 
meet hirn? Quickly she worked. Pulling out one of the sheets she used 
for draining the moon through, she tied his feet together. She knew 
where the pit was. Never knew what it was dug for, but knew where it 
was. Pulling till she felt her sides ache, she drug the limp body down 
away from the still. Just a few feet more, just a little more. She 
stopped, dizzily, sensing the black hole now. Turning away from.it, she 
dropped the feet and moved to lift the shoulders, sliding her arms 
under his right arm and dragging the body around parallel to the hole. 
Without hesitating, she pushed at the corpse with her foot, pushing 
and breathing in great heaving gulps. 

He wouldn't roll. Cautiously she sat down, pulling'a nearby shoot 
over to hold her. She felt she could lie down and die here too. Perhaps 
she would push too hard and drop down with the body, never to have 
the strength to push her way out again. Holding the bent sapling with 
both hands over her head, she scooted her hips forward slowly, one at 
a time, pushing the heavy weight before her ever nearer the pit. After 
an eternity, her arms ached; and she was near to crying from the ef­
fort. Finally the corpse began to roll and with a sickening sound she 
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heard it hit bottom. 
Ida tried to scoot back away from the hole but she felt herself slide 

on the loose dirt instead. Terror-stricken, she grabbed tighter at the 
sapling. Her hands ached but each hold pulled her back up from the 
edge of the pit. When her right hand felt the earth at the trunk, she 
breathed a sigh and let her face touch the chill damp earth. God,had 
always been there when she'd called, even in the valley of death he 
was always there to help her. Exhausted though she was, she got up, 
feeling her knees shaking. Crying would have to wait. 

Ida trudged back toward the still. She scuffed at the drops of blood 
where she had drug him, pressing the stains into the dirt. She lifted 
the bundle, but it was too heavy to carry. Painfully, slowly now, she 
shook the dirt from the sample bags, rubbing the earth in them around 
the base of the still. When almost all of them were empty, she lifted-
the hoop and dragged the long curly rod along toward the pit. Stop­
ping above the sapling, she put her left foot against it and let the slim-
ness of it rise against her. With the aches of a thousand years, • she 
gently swung, then swung again, letting the ring drop over the pit and 
flutter down to the bottom. The rod she gripped in arthritic numbness 
and then tossed javelin fashion, hearing the fat thud of it in the dark 
pit. A low hissing told her the snakes inside didn't like being dis­
turbed. Wearily, Ida turned, covered the still, then turned back to­
ward the house. 

It was dark when the old woman escaped the cover of the woods and 
crossed over to the cabin door. She pulled the string to lift the latch, 
then slipped into the familiar darkness of honie. Lifting her feet in a 
hobbled way, she crossed over to the edge of the bed and pulled her 
boots ofl", letting them fall heavily against the floor. She relaxed against 
the soft comfort of the high metal bed. So tired it caused the pain in 
her legs and arms to dim; in consciousness, she closed her eyes and let 
the soft piled mattresses ease her agony. 

The cabin was cold and the darkness offered up shadows, that would 
not let her rest. Getting up by pulling on the bed post, Ida stood and 
spoke to the shadows. "Might as well light the stove and warm a bit of 
supper." Blowing back the ashes, she fed the coals from the pile of 
kindling, watching the yellow flames lick at the sticky pine splints. 
When it was going good, she set in a pair of dry hickory logs and tried 
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to relax in the bright warmth. Even the flames mocked her, crackhng 
and flashing Hke the rifle, glowing like the blood on the youth's head. 
Ida slammed the door shut on the fire. 

Dragging the iron skillet forward on the stove, she let the heat melt 
the bacon grease. She poured a cup of meal into a bowl and added a 
little canned cream to it. Fried mush wasn't much, but a body had to 
eat. She set a pan of water on the back to heat for a cup of coffee. The 
mush was brown on both sides, so Ida lifted it out onto an enamel 
plate, then sat down at the narrow table to eat. Her hand shook as she 
tried to raise the coffee cup and she put it down. Mush really needed a 
mite of something sweet with it. She reached over for the molasses, 
knocking the salt shaker over. After sprinkling some over her shoulder, 
she held the can with two hands as the molasses inched forward in a 
wide black tongue of sweetness. Her arms ached so from the effort that 
when it finally reached the plate she could barely grasp the fork to 
wipe the rim of the can. 

She remembered the sapling. 
Full of despair, too weak and quivery to eat, she pushed away from 

the table. After making sure again that the door was latched, she 
pulled the cold jug from under the sink. Holding it tight against her, 
she turned back to the bed. This time she pushed the covers back be­
fore sitting down. Biting the cork, she tugged it out, then raised the 
heavy jug on her elbow to let the raw liquid pour hotly down her 
throat. Not coughing as she once would have done, she continued to 
gulp it until the fire reached her stomach. Setting the jug down beside 
her bed, she corked it, then rolled her legs up into bed. She was so 
tired. She was too old for this, too old to' fight wars, to learn about 
killing. Ida pulled weakly at the quilts, feeling the rough wool patches 
in her stiff fingers. The patches had been part of Abe's checked shirts. 
Suddenly the tears came, hot salt flowing along the lined face. 

Abe, oh, Abe—I did what you'd of done, but I wish it'd been differ­
ent. If only he hadn't' seen the still. But he found it, Abe, you saw 
him. Ida listened with her heart, trying to conjure the image of her 
dear Abe beside her. Through the tears she could see him, hear his 
high crackly voice. Idy May, it's all right. A body's got to do what she's 
got to do. Character should have minded his own business, but since 
he didn't, reckon he'll know it was his wrong doing did him in. It's all 
right, Idy, you had to do it. God knows you had to. 
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The old woman lay still, her dark eyes hidden under puckered lids, 
the long hair moving on her lip as she snored. 

Dawn came early. Ida woke feeling strange. Her old bones ached 
from the cold and as she sat up her head felt like a copper bell, heavy 
and hollow, with pain clanging inside. She sat hunched on the edge of 
the bed, feeling sick. Something was wrong.-

"Ho, Ida! Hullo!" 
Turning her head too quickly toward the sound, Ida was rewarded 

by a shooting pain in her neck and down her spine. Every inch of her 
ached at the effort, but somehow she managed to reach the door. The 
voice calling sounded familiar. Ohtside, she squinted her face in the 
sunlight to see lanky Ebers squatting in-the yard waiting. 

"Morning, Ida." 
She stared, wishing he'd leave,-come back any time but now." He 

held a split twig loosely in his mouth,- but his eyes showed he had 
something to say. 

"Ida, me and Claybo seen a stranger head up here yestiddy. Left 
one of them jeeps down the hollow." 

Ida's jaw dropped, and she pushed at the stiff'hair drooping over her 
eye. 

"Didn't come back for it." 
Ida trembled inside but knew Ebers wasn't the type of man you 

showed fear to. She felt like a muskrat on a hill with a hawk glinting at • 
it. "So?" 

"Well, we wondered if he'd be back for it?" 
Ida breathed a sigh of relief Letting her missing teeth show, she 

gave a sly smile. "Reckon not." 
"Couldn't have a drop of squeezins fore I go?" 
Without further words, Ida shuffled inside, pulling a pint Mason jar 

out of the sideboard, turning the lid, and leaving it lying on the sink. 
As she carried the cool drink out, she studied Ebers. 

"We done stripped it," he said. "Reckoned he'd not come back 
down.'' He swallowed some of the hard clear liquid without pause, 
then asked the expected question. "Revenooer?" 

Ida nodded wisely. "Yep." 
As she watched him cross into the cedars, she forgot the pain and 

achiness of the morning. She'd done the right thing. l t d been awful 
hard, but she'd done the right thing. 
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Everything depended on her next move . . 

^itCKEy 
The girl had drifted into an exhausted doze. She jerked to awareness 
at the blast of angry voices. Her- large dark eyes, red-rimmed, flew 
open. The naked light bulb assaulted her sight like a welder's torch. 
She squeezed her gritty eyelids shut and quickly turned away, her 
heavy veil of dark hair falling over her. face like a curtain. Fpr a mo­
ment she had forgotten where she was. Now she sank back awkwardly 
into the dim corner where the big man had sent her sprawUng.' She 
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mustn't draw attention to herself. 
The shouting continued, making her head ache fiercely, but with 

hands tied behind her back she couldn't cover her ears. Suddenly 
light-headed, she thought: When did I sleep last? She had no desire 
for food, but she was terribly thirsty. The bulky gag seemed to swell 
and fill her cotton-dry mouth. 

Would this night never end? And when it did—did she really have a 
chance? Or were the miseries of these past few days for nothing? She 
pushed the idea away, angry with herself She had to make it. Her 
success—or failure—here tonight would decide Bill's chance for surviv­
al. Thinking of Bill in a hospital bed with a bullet in his head brought 
the tears again,- but she stifled them quickly. Nothing must keep her 
from making her best effort when the time came. 

The voices, which had seemed to swell and diminish in waves, sud­
denly focused again, jarring her back to full awareness. 

"That's right!" the big man was bellowing. "They both had access to 
that information! She's the one we have to worry about now, not him!" 

There was more—something about "leaks" and "traitors in the 
organization":—but his voice faded as the nightmare pictures sprang 
vividly to her mind once more. If Bill didn't survive his terrible 
wound, she didn't want to live. She had to help him! And she couldn't 
help him if she didn't come out of this with the hope of engaging the 
only surgeon who gave him a chance. 

She listened intently for the words that would indicate the men had 
finished talking and were ready for action. When those words came, • 
and the men moved toward her, she was-ready too. 

She was helped to her feet, the gag removed. Words and phrases 
sprang automatically to her lips. Time became a blur, but when she 
finished speaking she knew she had put on the best performance of 
which she was capable. The men stared at her. 

Fear swirled around .her in chilling eddies. She closed her eyes 
briefly, felt herself swaying. When she opened them, the smaller man 
had her by the arm and was saying, "Hey, Glaire, are you all right? 

"JefiF, come tell this gal how great she was, then get her sorhething 
to drink. Now quit worrying, Claire. Of course you have the part. No 

• one but you could have come out of retirement and filled in for poor 
Amy without dropping a line. That hot-shot doctoj will be begging for 
the chance to fix up the husband of the new star of Undercover." 
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when tivo people are of the same mind, it's never too late for 
love . . . 

mm 
*»y JOYCE HARRINGTON 

New York City is a small town in some wayS: Anybody who keeps a 
dog knows what I mean. A dog likes to walk its person on a fixed 
schedule and likes to visit certain predetermined landmarks: every fire 
hydrant along the way, certain city-stunted trees much favored by 
other dogs, the cornerstones and entrances of selected buildings, and 
doormen, some to fawn over and others to threaten with bare dripping 
fangs. The dog is by nature a pertinacious puzzler; it must investigate 
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these canine conundrums to its satisfaction before moving on.y 
My own dog, a long-legged black-haired creature .of indeterminate 

breed, is no exception to the rule. Three times a day Marcus leads me 
from the apartment we share and where I am engaged in writing my 
memoirs and allows me. to follow him, securely attached to his leash, 
six blocks down Madison Avenue, across to Fifth, back uptown with a 
detour into the Park, and so home again and to work. We meet many 
other dogs along this route. Marcus is scornful of the effete and ner­
vous members of his race, and takes delight- in playing jokes on them. 
There is a champagne-colored poodle no bigger than a well-nourished 
city rat who is his special victim. He will bear down upon this bedi­
zened creature, much as a destroyer upon an unseen sailboat in its 
path, until the poodle, in a frenzy of agitation, begs its mistress to pick 
it up. 

But enough of Marcus and his habits. My own habit on these daily 
strolls is to observe the passers-by. People are slaves to routine, and in 
my retirement, after a long career in which routine played very little 
part, there is some comfort in fitting-myself into a slot in'which each 
day's events can be predicted with some degree of accuracy. This is not 
to say that I have become totally adapted to retirement. Sometimes I 
do get restless. When this happens, my former employers are only too 
glad to welcome me backhand make use of my services on a free-lance 
basis. 

I have never been married, have no acknowledged children, and my 
origins are known to me alone. In my line of work, it was better not to 
establish close personalties. It's been a solitary life, but not a lonely 
one. Loneliness visits those who crave to define themselves through 
the approval of others. I have always known precisely who and what I 
am, and have conducted my life according to that knowledge. A rather 
austere life, perhaps, but one which suited me down to the ground. I 
have never met a woman who could tolerate what is called nowadays 
my "lifestyle"; every one I ever met and lingered with, and there were 
many, wanted me either to settle down or to devote- myself to showing 
her a good time. I could do neither and be true to myself , 

So, here we are, Marcus and I, he in the prime of his life and I, a 
mongrel of a,different sort,'somewhat over the hill but still presentable 
if your predilection is for tall, thin gentlemen with greying temples— 
and a face that even in its best days was politely described as rugged 
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and now bears the lines of a lifetime of disillusion and a sardonic 
humor. Otherwise, I am in fine health and reasonably good spirits in 
the face of the decline of elegance and the rendering of all human emo­
tion in terms of catchwords and slogans. I have never suffered an 
"identity crisis" nor have I been prey to the anguish of a "generation 
gap" or been.moved by "peer group pressure," 

In the course of trailing Marcus on his excursions I have made the 
nodding acquaintance of others who keep the same timetable. There is 
the strapping Norsewoman who emerges from the next apartment 
building pushing a high-wheeled perambulator every morning. I say 
she is a Norsewoman for she is crowned with thick yellow braids and 
stares at me with pugnacious blue eyes. She might have leaned into 
the wind from the prow of a Viking ship. We have never exchanged a 
word, but I like looking at her. 

We often meet a young man; pale and dreamy-eyed, struggling 
down the avenue with a cello case under his arm. He will murmur 
"Hi, dog!" to Marcus and ignore me completely. 

There are others: the mailman, schoolchildren, an increasing number 
of joggers in bright warm-up suits, the neighborhood panhandler who 
is tolerated because he is picturesque and not overly persistent. And 
there is Mrs. Kimberly. 

Mrs. Janet Kimberly, widow, to give her her full name and status. 
Such information is easy to discover given my background and past 
career. In this case, it was simplicity itself Mrs. Kimberly's apartment is 
in one of the older buildings on Fifth Avenue and her doorman is one 
whose aura sends Marcus into transports of slavish delight. I had seen 
Mrs. Kimberly often in my ramblings, and I was struck by her cool 
elegance, her regal bearing, and the great beauty she must have owned 
at one time, traces of which still linger in her high pale brow, her long 
neck, her imperious violet eyes. I remember thinking the first time I 
saw her, Here is one who might have been a suitable companion. She 
has a hard, clean edge to her. 

I saw her many times after that. She had no dog, but apparently en­
joyed walking. And to see her. striding down the avenue, always 
dressed with impeccable taste, her fine white hair gleaming in the sunlight, 
gave me more pleasure than all the young unfettered breasts jouncing 
past under T-shirts proclaiming fealty to rock heros, the city itself, or 
nothing at all. I thought of following her, either openly to draw her 
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attention or with stealth, as I know so well how to do. But each time, I 
allowed Marcus to tug me into his predetermined path and I let her 
go. . 

Then one brilliant spring morning when the air over Manhattan 
seemed faceted with dew, Marcus chose to fawn upon his favorite 
doorman, Abe Turner, just as Mrs. Kimberly was coming out of the 
building's double doors. Thus I discovered that she lived but two short 
blocks from me. ' 

"Ah, you're a good dog' you are," the doorman babbled. "Now look, 
at that, will you? The way he rolls over and plays dead for old Abe. I 
guess maybe I got a little something in my pocket for a good dog." He 
groped inside the capacious pocket of his uniform coat. 

"What a striking woman!" I murmured. 
"What? Oh, her. Yeah, she's O.K. A little stuck-up, but a good tip­

per and she never forgets old Abe at Christmastime. Here you go, 
Marcus, you're a good dog. " And he withdrew from his pocket a 
greenish object shaped to resemble a bone. Marcus took it delicately 
between his teeth and sat down at the feet of his idol to crunch in 
ecstasy. _ . 

"I'm sure I've seen her before. Could it have been at that conference 
in Atlanta? Is her husband in textiles?" 

"Nah," said Abe, "scratching Marcus's broad head. "Old Doc Kim­
berly kicked off about ten years ago. Funny thing, him a heart 
specialist, and had a weak ticker himself Me, I got a ulcer that kicks 
up once in a while. You wouldn't think there was that much strain on a 
job like this, but some of these tenants you wouldn't believe. " 

"She looks as if she might be one of the demanding ones," I 
suggested. 

"Well, yes and no. She wants her mail delivered pronto and she 
hates to see fingerprints on the glass there. 'Abe,' she says, 'this place 
looks like the scene of the crime.' " He laughed grudgingly, "Yeah, Mrs. 
Janet Kimberly is a lady. No two ways about it. Hey, old boy, how 
about another doggie biscuit?" And with that, good old Abe fished 
another bilious green bone-shaped object from his pocket and offered it 
to Marcus. 

So. Mrs. Janet Kimberly. Marcus and I sauntered back down the 
avenue, the way we had come, the way she had gone. Marcus was 
puzzled and tried to pull in the direction of home. But I insisted this 

84 ALFRED H I T C H C O C K ' S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



time and he loped reluctantly by my side. In the next block, I 
quickened our pace. I could just see her white head gliding along 
above the masses out to enjoy the splendors of the day. She was two 
full blocks ahead. 

I am still not quite sure why I followed her that morning. It's one of 
the few illogical things I have ever done, and logic has been part of my 
survival kit, along with a number of more strenuous attributes, ever 
since I had embarked on my profession. Let us just say that now that I 
knew her^name, she intrigued me more than eyer. I had no intention 
of making her acquaintance. 

She was a dedicated walker. We soon passed the Plaza, but a half 
block behind her with Marcus entering into the spirit of the chase. He 
strutted before me, ears cocked and nose alert for hints of possible 
danger. For him, this was teira incognita, a zone of unfamiliar scents 
and a jungle of nylon-clad legs. 

•I watched as she gave Saks' windows no more than a passing glance 
and waited while she subjected Scribners to a closer scrutiny. I almost 
approached her then, but she moved on after a moment and turned 
the corner, heading east toward Madison. Marcus was completely be­
wildered by this time and reproached me with sad eyes, letting his 
tongue roll past his chops as a signal of fatigue and thirst. 

The streets were beginning to fill with early lunchers. Mrs. Kim-
berly crossed Madison Avenue and came to a halt at a bus stop. The 
buses on Madison go only north. Perhaps she had grown tired and in­
tended to take a bus back uptown. She stood somewhat behind and 
remote from the small clump of waiting people, elegant in her grey silk 
frock, a different breed from the jostling herd. I would have passed 
by—Marcus clearly wanted to go home—but there was something in 
her gaze that roused my. curiosity. She was not, like most of those wait­
ing, staring anxiously down the avenue for the bus. Instead, she was 
examining the individuals standing at the yellow curb. Each person was 
• subjected to the closest scrutiny of those violet eyes, and each new ar­
rival received the same thorough appraisal. 

I paused behind her and drew Marcus into the shade of an awning 
projecting over a shop window filled with useless expensive gimcrack-
ery. At length, she moved forward into the waiting group and took up 

"a position directly behind a young woman whose pasty complexion, 
vacant eyes, and ill-conceived costume proclaimed her a flouter of the 
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last remaining shreds of civilized conduct on this tired earth. 
Mrs. Kimberly stood behind this fattish, sullen-faced trollop and the 

contrast was enough to leave me breathless. She was of a dying race 
and I felt I must speak to her before it was too late. I started forward. 
A phalanx of yellow taxis was roaring past; perhaps I could flag one and 
whisk Mrs. Kimberly olit of the common crush^and off to some se­
cluded haven where we might sit at a table covered in fine linen, sip­
ping tea from china cups while discussing the decline of civilization. 

I kept my eyes on Mrs. Kimberly as I tugged Marcus to his feet— 
and could not believe what I saw. But I had to believe the screech of 
brakes, the collective gasp that went up from the crowd at the rim of 
the street, and the angry words that poured from thel ips of the cab-
driver who had narrowly missed crushing the tubby, lumpish girl be­
neath his wheels. The crowd surged forvi'ard, avid and sympathetic, 
while Mrs. Kimberly sedately withdrew. She turned her face uptown 
and began tq, walk away. 

I fell into step beside her and took her arm. 
"You really shouldn't do it that way," I said. 
Without so much as a sidelong glance at me, she murmured, "Are 

you the police?" 
"No,'" I answered. "But I'd like to know why you pushed her. " 
She smiled then, a tight victorious quirking of her finely molded 

lips. "I gave her a fright, didn't I? And perhaps something to think 
about.'.' 

"But will she think?" I retorted. "And if she does, what is it you 
want her to think about?" 

She sighed and for the first time turned her head to look at me. 
"Who are you?" she asked. "And if you saw what I did, why don't you 
turn me in? There's an officer across the street. Shall we go and speak 
to him?" , 

We were by this time walking swiftly uptown, Marcus happily in the 
lead with the scent of home in his distended nostrils. 

"I saw, but I haven't the least interest in notifying the police. If I 
tell you my name, it will mean nothing to you, but since I already 
know yours it's only fair that you should know mine. I am Omar Flagg, 
at your service." This antique phrase sprang to my lips as appropriate 
to the occasion. But she couldn't know that yet. "And you are Janet 
Kimberly." 

86 ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



"Omar Flagg," she repeated. It was typical of her that she did not 
inquire how I knew her identity. "Tell me, Omar Flagg, why do you 
want to know my purpose?" 

1 drew a deep breath. She might not like what I was about to say, 
but say it I must. 

"Because whatever your intentions were, your action was ineffectual. 
You succeeded only in giving that slovenly creature a bad fright and in 
supplying the crowd with an unsatisfactory sensation. They would have 
been far more gratified if she had perished before their greedy eyes." 

She nodded reflectively. "I am aware," she said, "of the infirmity of 
my will. I always push at a moment when there is still a margin of 
safety. I leave it up to fate. I have not yet eliminated any of my 
targets. It's cowardly of me, I suppose." But then her eyes flashed and 
she regarded me sternly. "But I do not undertake my mission with the 
object of pleasing the crowd. I have been pushed, into a corner. I have 
seen the values I cherish trampled upon and ridiculed. My world has 
shrunk and is in danger of disappearing utterly. My actions may be 
futile, but at least I am not going down without a struggle." 

Her gloved hand now rested companionably on my arm and my 
hopes soared like those of a schoolboy-embarked on his first romance. I 
had never met a woman like her. We walked in silence for several 
blocks; I felt the need to consider what she had just told me and what 
my next move would be. 

Finally, I spoke. "You must let me help you." 
She laughed, a delighted trill of pure enjoyment. 
"Don't tell me you're a psychiatrist,'--' she said. 
I laughed too. "By no means," I said. "And forgive me for sounding 

like one. But I can help you. I have some expertise in a field which 
could lend a great deal of effectiveness to your mission. And I confess 
that while I have deplored the general nastiness that seems to be en­
veloping the world, I have done nothing whatever to combat it. You 
have made me ashamed of my laissez-faire attitude. " 

We were nearing the corner of the block in which my apartment is 
located, and Marcus was tugging frantically at his leash. I had won­
dered during our walk how I could best inform Mrs. Kimberly of my 
profession. It is not my habit to boast of my accomplishments; indeed, 
most of my work had been done in complete secrecy. Only my former 
employers knew the nature of my assignments, and even they did not 
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know the full details of their execution. They had paid well, both for 
my skill and for my discretion. And then it occurred to me that there 
was no better way to convince her of my seriousness and my profes­
sional interest in her problem than to let her read my unfinished 
memoirs. 

"Mrs. Kimberly," I said. "Please don't misunderstand what I am 
about to say. I would like to invite you to come up to my apartment to 
read a few pages of manuscript. If after reading them you do not agree 
that I can help you, I will say no more and we will go our separate 
ways. But I think you will see my point and will want to form a work­
ing partnership." 

Her violet eyes twinkled at me. "Mr. Flagg," she said, "I have no 
idea what you are trying to tell me, but oddly enough I trust you. I 
shall be delighted to read your manuscript if you will be kind enough 
to provide some lunch. I am always ravenous after one of these 
episodes." 

"I was planning broiled bay scallops and a spinach souffle for my'own 
midday meal." 

"Splendid." 
As we ascended in the elevator, I was assailed by tremors of ner­

vousness. What if she found the starkness of my bachelor decor unap­
pealing? What if she loathed the few carefully chosen art works that hung 
upon my walls? What if the spinach souffle fell into a disgusting green 
slime in the bottom of the dish? I couldn't remember when I had been 
so unsure of myself Why was her opinion so important to me? If I 
didn't know better, I could almost believe I was falling in love. It was 
absurd! 

I settled her in my comfortable reading chair, a glass of Montrachet 
on the small table beside-her and my loose manuscript pages in her 
lap: 

"You won't find it necessary to read it all," I said with some diffi­
dence. "And if it bores you, ^please put it aside immediately."" 

She smiled. "I doubt that it will bore me," she said. "You have not 
done so yourself" She drew a pair of reading glasses from her handbag 
and picked up the first page. 

I retreated to the kitchen, where at last I tended to Marcus's thirst 
with a bowl of fresh cold water and begaii the preparations for our 
lunch. 
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I will not detail my thoughts as I seasoned the scallops and anxiously 
watched the souffle rise through the glass oven door. I have lived alone 
so long and have enjoyed my solitude so thoroughly, I will, only say 
that my very nature had turned traitor to me and induced a state of 
mind in which I actually considered asking her to marry me.. Each 
page she turned was audible to me two rooms away, and I wondered 

• what she thought of the life that was laid bare in those scrupulously 
honest chapters. 

At last the souffle had risen to the peak of its perfection and the scal­
lops were a delicate crusty brown and I went to the living roohi to tell 
her that lunch was ready. 

She was gazing out the window, her glasses in her hand, the manu­
script still in her lap with half its pages turned face down. 

"Mr. Flagg," she said, "you make it seem so easy." 
"It was easy. It was almost a labor of love." 
"But you were paid for killing." The word fell smoothly from her 

mouth. 
"And you would like to kill but would prefer it to seem an accident 

of fate," I reminded her. 
"Had you never a pang of conscience?" 
"Conscience must wait upon lunch. Will you join me?" 
She laid the manuscript.on the table, carefully preserving her place. 

It pleased me inordinately that she thus indicated her intention to con­
tinue reading. During lunch, we spoke of other things—books and 
plays and music, architecture old and new, the cities of the world we 
had visited, she in search of beauty and I in the course of business. 
She admired my paintings and complimented me on my cooking. We 
found much to share and much to learn from each other. 

Afterward, over coffee, we returned to the subject which had drawn 
us together, r 

"You hardly seem to fit the popular notion of a hit man," Janet re­
marked as she settled back into the comfortable chair in the living 
room. 

"My dear, my assignments were almost always in the realms of fi­
nance or politics, with an occasional troublesome royal personage 
thrown in. Hit man is hardly the term." 

"My little crusade, must seem very insignificant to you." 
"Not at all," I reassured her. "But your perspective is slightly askew. 
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If you set about eliminating every walking example of bad taste, you 
will find yourself depopulating the earth. Clearly an impossibility, and 
you won't even get your point across. But suppose, now, that we were 
to direct our activities to the prime sources of vulgarity, to the makers 
of shoddy worthless merchandise, to the purveyors, for example, of 
that disgusting phenomenon of modern life, fast food." . 

"A gentleman comes immediately to mind," she chortled. "I'd love 
to turn him into mincemeat." 

"You get the idea. Now consider several television game-show hosts-
and their celebrity guests, gossip columriists, fashion designers, build­
ers of model homes . . . " 

"A certain rock singer, a sportscaster—" she 'broke in enthusiasti-, 
cally. 

"The list is endless." , 
"We'll make the punishment fit the crime." 
"Do you like Gilbert and Sullivan?" I asked. 
"I do," she, replied. 
It was that "I do" that settled matters for me. I decided then and 

there that I .would hear the elegant fastidious Janet, say those very 
words to me in quite another setting before long. But first things first. 
I inserted,my treasured cassette recording of Pina/ore by the D'O.yly 
Carte into the machine, and for the rest of the afternoon we plotted 
the rescue of civilization. I felt quite exalted by the time Marcus was 
ready for his stroll. • , 

"We'll walk you home," I said. "And may we meet again tomorrow?" 
"Of course," she said. "We have a great deal of work to do." 

Two weeks later, we were married. Janet looked stunning in a-plain 
lavender gown that intensified the glowing violet of her eyes. Or could 
it have been the satisfaction of a job well done? I know I felt proud of 
what we had accomplished in such a short time. The newspapers that 
morning had run screaming headlines: ROLLER DERBY STAR 
KILLED IN SKATEBOARD MISHAP. 

Janet smiled at me as I slipped an antique gold ring onto her finger. 
She was pleased with the outcome of our trip to California. It had been 
so easy to challenge the skater to a private exhibition of his prowess on 
a skateboard in a deserted parking lot on a cliff overlooking the wide 
Pacific. 
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We still have much to do. The task is monumental but we have each 
other for inspiration and moral support. We are working on a plan to 
poison the toothpaste of a certain grinning brother and sister act, and 
we are doing research on the subject of plastic flowers. That was 
Janet's idea. She wants to decorate several graves with them. 

I am still working on my memoirs, but the final chapter is a long 
'way ofî . And Janet still enjoys an occasional walk down Fifth Avenue 
and back home by way of Madison. She says she likes to keep in touch 
with people. And I must admit, she has gotten better at it. There was 
a fatal accident just the other day when a fat man in a loud plaid 
polyester double-knit suit fell in front of the Madison Avenue bus. 

Marcus adores Janet and plays dead for her. 
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Scott Fitzgerald spoke of giving oneself a margin for hard 
luck . . . 

B4NKI 
JOB 

FINANCE 

Alternately soBbing and cursing, Harry Lowe wrenched his careening 
car around a cruising taxi. Horns blared. Brakes shrieked and shouts 
echoed. Harry's knuckles were white on the wheel; he floored the ac­
celerator for a three-block clear stretch ahead. 

He'd blown it! He'd likely get clear—he'd diligently checked stop­
lights and traffic patterns For this hour of the afternoon and he was a 
skillful driver—but he'd still blown it. Twenty, thirty grand, at least. 
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Right in his hands. 
At forty-two, with his slowing reflexes, armed stickups were not Har­

ry's predilection; slick cons were more his specialty. But he'd wanted a 
truly big score and the Friendly Finance Company had looked like a 
piece of cake. He'd cased the premises and personnel, the whole 
works, for a week. This afternoon the curtain went up. 

At first everything clicked. Two. customers and three clerks were ter­
rified at Harry's menacing .38. So was the mousy manager, who per­
sonally thrust large-denomination money packets into Harry's flight 
bag. Great. Harry had whirled, bolted from the building, and crashed 
headlong to the sidewalk as his right ankle unaccountably twisted be­
neath him. The moneybag had jolted from his grasp, skidded twenty 
feet into the avenue, and disappeared beneath a bus stopped in traffic. 

Frantically, he'd heaved erect. Behind him, pandemonium sounded. 
Around him, pedestrians scattered as they glimpsed the revolver he 
still clutched in his free hand. The bus didn't move. Harry lurched for 
the car he'd parked at the corner and rocketed into cross-avenue traf­
fic. Damn, oh damn! 

When he got clear, he slowed somewhat, cut into a freeway circling 
the city for a short distance, and then swung off onto secondary roads. 
His failure stfll rankled, but it did not cloud his essential acuity. Even­
tually he would have to ditch this heap; some sharp-eyed citizen could 
have tabbed its description and license plates, and that would pepper 
the police radio band statewide. For a while, though, he could chance 
some mileage on these back roads. 

The town of Benton was a tidy little community with a spate of 
shops, a movie theater, bank, and hotel clustered about a center 
square. Tiring, his ankle now shooting painful twinges up -his calf, 
-Harry considered holing up at the hostelry for a day or so, but finally 
drove on through. He'd be too conspicuous in such an environment. 

Two miles further, he came upon the farmhouse. 
The place appeared deserted. Set well back from the road atop a 

slight rise; it had at one time evidently been an imposing structure, 
with a sweeping front and side veranda, gabled windows, and turreted 
roof. Now, peeling paint, sagging carpentry, and a weed-choked front 
plot and approach lane suggested total vacancy. 

Slowing, Harry eyed the farmhouse with mounting enthusiasm. This 
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was exactly what he was looking for. He could get off the road, lay over 
here for the night, perhaps even all day tomorrow. Breaking in would 
present no problem. 

He jounced up the rutted lane and pulled the ear behind the house 
where it could not be seen from the road. Favoring his ankle, he eased 
from behind the wheel, then froze as a woman's voice reached him. 

"Are you hurt?" 
Harry pivoted. The rear of the farmhouse featured a small screened 

porch, and the speaker stood in the doorway, regarding him quizzi­
cally. "Are you hurt?" she repeated. 

Damn! The place wasn't deserted! Harry's mind churned as he man­
aged a small smile. "I—just twisted my ankle a bit." To cover his pres­
ence, he indicated the car, adding, "I wondered if I could get some 
water for the radiator?" 
. "Certainly." In her late fifties, with greying hair, the woman was 
birdlike, almost frail, but her movements were quick and decisive— 
and behind thick lenses her blue eyes were bright and alert. "Now 
don't move around so much. I'll get it—" 

Moments later, she was back with a brimming bucket. Harry re­
leased the car's hood and screened the already-full radiator with his 
shoulders as he contrived to dump most of the bucket's contents on the 
ground, apparently as overspill. His mind raced. 

"I do appreciate this, Mrs.—?" 
"Miss," she corrected. "Miss Wilma Hadley. And it's no trouble." 
"Even so." Shifting his stance to put down the bucket^ Harry winced 

visibly, then gave Miss Wilma an uncertain look. "I'm George Lu-
kens," he said, "and I—I hate to impose, but do you suppose I might 
get off this foot for a bit?" 

"Of course!".Her assent was immediate. "Here, let me help." 
Half-supporting him. Miss Wilma guided Harry into the farmhouse. 

She settled him on an ancient mohair sofa in the parlor and fetched a 
basin of cold water and a washcloth for his ankle. 

Harry welcomed her ministrations. The ankle was painful—besides, 
it allowed him to advance his ploy. . - , 

He drew a breath. "That feels much better," he'said. "I'll just rest 
here a spell, if I may^" 

"Nonsense," Miss Wilma rejoined. "You'll stay for supper, Mr. Lu-
kens. That swelling's still rather bad." 
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• Harry exulted. Aside from being a good Samaritan, Miss Wilma, a 
maiden lady living alone, appeared to welcome company. The supper 
invitation would keep him off the road for the early evening. If he 
played his cards right^—acted the gentleman and hobbled 
convincingly—maybe that period could be extended. 

As it developed, no additional hobbling was required. Miss Wilma 
did not own a TV, but she did have a small radio in the kitchen, and as 
they finished a modest meal of cold chicken, tossed salad, and tea, she 
nodded at the set and remarked simply, "I heard about your mis­
fortune this afternoon." 

Harry's heart tilted. "Eh?" 
"The holdup at the finance company in the city," Miss Wilma said, 

"and how you lost the money satchel beneath a bus. It was on the 
news. They described you and said you'd wrenched your ankle. " 

Her calmness stunned Harry. Denial, he sensed, would be useless. 
More to the point was why the woman had given no prior intimation of 
her knowledge. And why, having now broached it, she obviously stood 
in no fear of him.. ^, 

"I wanted to appraise you, Mr. Lukens—or whatever your real name 
is. For a year now I've been looking for a man—the right man—-to 
suggest this to. And now I think sheer fortune has.brought you here." 

-She paused, and added spiritedly, "You see, I want to tell you how 
easily you can hold up the bank in town." 

Harry's jaw dropped. Miss Wilma was the personification of a retired 
librarian or Sunday school teacher—not a conniving woman suggesting 
a bank heist. This was ridiculous! 

"Tell me what?' he blurted. , " 
"How easily you can hold up the bank," she repeated equably. 
"My sister and her husband originally farmed this place. When they 

died, I came on, took over. It's been hard, and I'm tired of grubbing, 
seeing everything go to seed. I want to get away and live a little. I've 
decided that holding up the bank's the quickest way." 

"But that's crazy," Harry said. "What makes you think I'd try it? I 
mean, I went out of my league today with a finance company and look 
what happened-—" 

"That was an accident," Miss Wilma said. "At Benton, nothing like 
that will happen. There's no traffic, no problems. You can zip back 
here and hide out just as you planned to do when you thought the 
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place was deserted. Afterward, you can leave with a small fortune and 
I'll have my stake too." 

Harry studied her in disbelief. "I say it's crazy." 
She bent forward intently. "No, it isn't," she said, "and I'll tell you 

why. The bank's like the whole town: stodgy and complacent. No warn­
ing system or cameras. Only a single guard and they're even trying to 
ease him out because of his age. I promise you, it will be a breeze." 
_ Miss Wilma's confidence was infectious. Despite himself, Harry 

began to consider the caper. After all, why not? The town had- ap­
peared to be sheer Hicksville; the job really might be easy. And while 
Miss Wilma envisioned an equal split, what was to stop him from keep­
ing all the take? "All right," he capitulated. "I'll be your man."~ 

Miss Wilma's eyes danced. "Excellent! Tomorrow?" 
"Uh-uh," Harry said. "I want to do a little checking of my own first. " 
The next morning, when Harry drove into town, his detailed inspec­

tion was gratifying. The citizens of Benton all seemed geared to only 
two speeds, slow and slower, and the bank itself was totally as Miss 
Wilma had represented it. The one guard, a portly, aging character 
named Wilbur Something-or^other, doubtlessly deserved forced re-
tirernent and appeared likely to shoot himself in the-foot in the event 
of any real trouble. 

"I'm satisfied," Harry declared upon his return. "I'll do it tomorrow 
afternoon." 

"Fine!" Miss Wilma said. "I'll go shopping now. I'll get us a bottle 
of wine to celebrate." 

Harry walked into the bank on schedule. Unfortunately, although he 
had his .38 in his hand, he never got the opportunity to enunciate any 
threatening demands. The instant he crossed the threshold the old 
guard silently materialized behind him and bashed him over the head 
with his service revolver. 

When Harry came to, he was in the custody of the sheriff. Sub­
sequent investigation linked him to the finance company holdup back 
in the city. The two criminal forays, however profitless, appeared likely 
to remove Harry from circulation for some time. 

Miss Wilma and her supper guest reviewed the charade that eve­
ning. . 
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"when he drove up and I reaUzed who he was from the radio re­
port, the idea popped into my head full-blown," Miss Wilma said. 

Wilbur Something-or-other (actually Peterson) forked a piece of 
home-baked apple pie. "It's hard to believe he accepted the idea of 
you plumping for a bank robbery." 

"Thank heaven he did," Miss Wilma said. 
Wilbur sobered. "I am grateful to you, Wilma, for coming in and 

tipping me off. It, well, it did make me look good." 
"Then they're not going to force you to retire?" 
"No. Mr. Gantry, the manager, said he'd misjudged me, that my 

action—immediate and decisive, was how he put it—proved I'm still 
capable. He told me my position's secure for as long as I want it." 

"That's grand," Miss Wilma said. "But remember, it's our little se­
cret." - . . 

"I'll remember, " Wilbur promised. 
. As she cleared the dishes. Miss Wilma hummed contentedly. Who 

was to say a lifelong spinster could not change her mind when the right 
man came along? Aging he might be, and overweight, but he still was 
attractive enough for her to scheme not only for his continued em­
ployment and self-respect, but their mutual future. 

Of the latter, though, all in good time. 

1 

BANK JOB 97 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



There are demons who lurk in the corners of Broadway 

ACANDLE 
B A 6 -
.LAOY 

MR 
H e was a thin young man in a blue pinstripe suit. His shirt was white 
with a button-down collar. His glasses had oval lenses in a brown tor-
toiseshell frame. His'hair was a dark brown, short but not severely so, 
neatly combed, parted on the right. I saw him come in and watched 
him ask a question at the bar. Bilhe was working afternoons that week. 
I watched as he nodded at the young man,'then swung his sleepy eyes 
over in my direction. I lowered my own eyes and looked at a cup of 
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coffee laced with bourbon while the fellow walked over to my table. 
"Matthew Scudder?" I looked up at him, nodded. "I'm Aaron 

Creighton. I looked for you at your hotel. The fellow on the desk told 
me I might find you here." 

Here was Armstrong's, a Ninth Avenue saloon around the corner 
from my 57th Street hotel. The lunch crowd was gone except for a 
couple of stragglers in front whose voices were starting to thicken with 
alcohol. The streets outside were full of May sunshine. The winter had 
been cold and deep and long. I couldn't recall a more welcome spring. 

"I called you a couple of times last week, Mr. Scudder. I guess you 
didn't get my messages." 

I'd gotten two of them and ignored them, not knowing who he was 
or what he wanted and unwilling to spend a dime for the answer. But I 
went along with the fiction. "It's a cheap hotel," I said. "They're not 
always too good about messages." 

"I can imagine. Uh—is there someplace we can talk?" 
"How about right here?" 
He looked around. I don't suppose he was used to conducting his 

business in bars but he evidently decided it would be all right to make 
an exception. He set his briefcase on the floor and seated himself 
across the table from- me. Angela, the new day-shift waitress, hurried 
over to get his order. He glanced at my cup and said he'd have coffee 
too. 

"I'm an attorney," he said. My first thought was that he didii't look 
like a lawyer, but then I realized he probably dealt with civil cases. My 
experience as a cop had given me a lot of experience with criminal 
lawyers. The breed runs to several types, none of them his. 

I waited for him to tell me why he wanted to hire me. But he 
crossed me up. 

"I'm handling an estate," he said, and paused, and gave what 
.seemed a calculated if well intentioned smile. "It's my pleasant duty to 
tell you you've come into a small legacy, Mr. Scudder." 
, "Someone's left me money?" 

"Twelve hundred dollars." 
Who could have died? I'd lost touch long since with any of my rela­

tives. My parents went years ago and we'd never been close with the 
rest of the family. 

I said, "Who—?" 
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"Mary Alice Redfield." 
I repeated the name aloud. It was not entirely unfamiliar but I had • 

no idea who. Mary' Alice Redfield might be. I looked at Aaron 
Greighton. I couldn't make out his eyes behind the glasses but there 
was a smile's ghost on his thin lips, as if my reaction was not unex­
pected. 

"She's dead?" 
"Almost three months ago. " 
"I didn't know her." 
"She knew you. You probably did know her, Mr. Scudder. Perhaps 

you didn't know her by name. " His smile deepened. Angela had 
brought his coffee. He stirred milk and sugar into it, took a careful sip, 
nodded his approval. "Miss Redfield was murdered." He said this as if 
he'd had practice uttering a phrase which did not come naturally to 
him. "She was killed quite brutally in late February for no apparent 
reason, another innocent victim of street crime. ' 

"She lived in New York?" 
"Oh, yes. In this neighborhood." 
"And she was killed around here?" 
"On West 55th Street between Ninth and Tenth Avenues. Her body 

was found in an alleyway. She'd been stabbed repeatedly and strangled 
with the scarf she had been wearing." 

Late February. Mary Alice Redfield. West 55th between Ninth and 
Tenth. Murder most foul. Stabbed and strangled, a dead woman in an 
alleyway. I usually kept track of murders, perhaps out of a vestige of 
professionalism, perhaps because I couldn't cease to be fascinated by 
man's inhumanity to man. Mary Alice Redfield had willed me twelve 
hundred dollars. And someone had knifed and strangled her, and— 

"Oh, Jesus, " I said. "The shopping bag lady. " 
Aaron Greighton nodded. 

New York is full of them. East Side, West Side, each neighborhood 
has its own supply of bag women. Some-of them are alcoholic but most 
of them have gone mad without any help from drink. They walk the 
streets, huddle on stoops or in doorways. They find sermons in stones 
and treasures in trashcans. They talk to themselves, to passers-by, to 
God. Sometimes they mumble. Now and then they shriek. 

They carry things aroun'd with them. The shopping bags supply their 
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generic name and their chief common denominator. Most of them 
seem to be paranoid, and their madness convinces them that their pos­
sessions are very vakiable, that their enemies covet them. So their 
shopping bags are never out of their sight. 

There used to be a colony of these ladies who lived in Grand Central 
Station. They would sit up all night in the waiting room, taking turns 
waddling off to the lavatory from time to time. They rarely talked to 
each other but some herd instinct made them comfortable with one 
another. But they were not comfortable enough to trust their precious 
bags to one another s»safekeeping, and each sad crazy lady always toted 
her shopping bags to and from the ladies' room. 

Mary Alice Redfield had been a shopping bag lady. I don't know 
when she set up shop in the neighborhood. I'd been living in the same 
hotel ever since I resigned from the NYPD and separated from my 
wife and sons, and that was getting to be quite a few years now. Had 
Miss Redfield been on the scene that long ago? I couldn't remember 
her first appearance. Like so many of the neighborhood fixtures,-she 
had been part of the scenery. Had her death not been violent and 
abrupt I might never have noticed she was gone. 

I'd never known her name. But she had evidently known mine, and 
had felt something for_me that prompted her to leave money to me. 
How had she come to have money to leave? 

She'd had a business of sorts. She would sit on a wooden soft-drink 
case, surrounded by three or four shopping bags, and she would sell 
newspapers. There's an all-night newsstand at the corner of 57th and 

"Eighth, and she would buy a few dozen papers there, carry them a 
block west to the corner of Ninth, and set up shop) in a doorway. She 
sold the papers at retail, though I suppose some people tipped her a 
few cents. I could remember a few occasions when I'd bought a paper 
and waved away change from a dollar bill. Bread upon the waters, 
perhaps, if that was what had moved her to leave me the money. 

I closed my eyes, brought her image into focus. A thick-set woman, 
stocky rather than fat. Five-three or four. Dressed usually in shapeless 
clothing, colorless grey and black garments, layers of clothing that var­
ied with the season. I remembered that she sometimes wore a hat, an 
old straw affair with paper and plastic flowers poked into it. And I re­
membered her eyes, large guileless blue eyes that were many years 
younger than the rest of her. 
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Mary Alice Redfield. 

"Family money, " Aaron Creighton was saying. "She wasn't wealthy 
but she had come from a family that was comfortably fixed. A bank in 
Baltimore handled her funds. That's where she was from originally, 
Baltimore, though she'd lived in New York for as long as anyone can 
remember. The bank sent her a check every month. Not very much, a 
couple of hundred dollars, but she hardly spent anything. She paid her 
rent—" 

"I thought she lived on the street." 
"No, she had a furnished room'a few doors down the street from 

where she was killed. She lived in another rooming house on Tenth 
Avenue before that but moved when the building was sold. That was 
six or seven years ago and she lived on 55th Street from then until her 
death. Her room cost her eighty dollars a month. She sf)ent a few dol­
lars on food. I don't know what she did with the rest. The only money 
in her room was a coffee can full of pennies. I've been checking the 
banks and there's no record of a savings account. I suppose she may 
have spent it or lost it or given it away. She wasn't very firmly 
grounded in reality." 

He sipped at his coffee. "She probably belonged in an institution," 
he said. "But she got along in the outside world, she functioned well 
enough. I don'tknow if she kept herself clean and I don't know any­
thing about how her mind worked but I think she must have been 
happier than she would have been in an institution. Don't you think?" 

"Probably. " 
"Of course she wasn't safe, not as it turned out, but anybody can get 

killed on the streets of New York." He frowned briefly, caught up in a 
private thought. Then he said, "She came to our office ten years ago. 
That was before my time." He told me the name of his firm, a string of 
Anglo-Saxon surnames. "She wanted to draw a will. The original will 
was a very simple document lieaving everything to her sister. Then 
over the years she would come in frorn time to time to add codicils 
leaving specific sums to various persons. She had made a total of 
thirty-two bequests by the time she died. - One was for twenty 
dollars—that was to a man named John Johnson whom we haven't been 
able to locate. The remainder all ranged from five hundred to two 
thousand dollars. " He .smiled. "I've been given the task of running 
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down the heirs." 
"When did she put me into her will?" 
"Two years ago in April." 
I tried to think what I might have done for her then, how I might 

have brushed her life with mine. Nothing. 
"Of course the will could be contested, Mr. Scudder. It would be 

easy to challenge Miss Redfield's competence and any relative could 
almost certainly get it set aside. But no one wishes to challenge it. The 
total amount involved is slightly in excess of a quarter of a million 
dollars—" 

"That much." 
"Yes. Miss Redfield received substantially less than the income 

which her holdings drew over the years, so the principal kept growing 
during her lifetime. Now the specific bequests she made total thirty-
eight thousand dollars, give or take a few hundred, and the residue 
goes to Miss Redfield's sister. The sister, her name is Mrs. Palmer, is a 
widow with grown children. She's hospitalized with cancer and heart 
trouble and I believe diabetic complications and she hasn't long to live. 
Her children would like to see the estate settled before their mother 
dies and they have enough local prominence to hurry the will through 
probate. So I'm authorized to tender checks for the full amount of the 
specific bequests on the condition that the legatees sign quitclaims 
acknowledging that this payment discharges in full the estate's in­
debtedness to them." 

There was more legalese of less importance. Then he gave me pa­
pers to sign and the whole procedure ended with a check on the table. 
It was payable to me and in the amount of twelve hundred dollars and 
no cents. 

I told Creighton I'd pay for his coffee. 

I had time to buy myself another drink and still get to my bank be­
fore the windows closed. I put a little of Mary Alice Redfield's legacy 
in my savings account, took some in cash, and sent a money order to 
Anita and the boys. I stopped at my hotel to check for messages. There 
weren't any. I had a drink at McGovern's and crossed the street to 
have another at Polly's Cage. It wasn't five o'clock yet but the bar was 
doing good business already. 

It turned into a funny "night. I had dinner at the Greek place and 
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read the Post, spent a little time at Joey Farrell's on 58th Street, then 
wound up getting to Armstrong's around ten-thirty or thereabouts. I 
spent part of the evening alone at my usual table and part of it in con­
versation at the bar. I made a point of stretching my drinks, mixing my 
bourbon with coffee, making a cup last a while, taking a glass of plain 
water from time to time. -

But that never really works. If you're going to get drunk you'll man­
age it somehow. The obstacles I placed in my path just kept me up 
later. By two-thirty I'd' done what I had set out to do. I'd made my 
load and I could go home and sleep it off., 

I woke around ten with less of a hangover than I'd earned and no 
memory of anything after I'd left Armstrong's. I was in my own bed in 
my own hotel room.. And my clothes were hung neatly in the closet, 
always a good sign on a morning after. So I must have been^ in fairly 
good shape. But-a certain amount of time was lost to memory, blacked 
out, gone. 

When that first started happening I tended to worry about it. But it's 
the sort of thing you can get used to. 

It was the money, the twelve hundred bucks. I couldn't understand 
the money. I had done nothing to deserve it. It had been left to me by 
a poor little rich woman whose name I'd not even known. 

It had never occurred to me to refuse the dough. Very early in my 
career as a cop I'd learned an important precept. When someone put 
money in your hand you closed your fingers around it and put it in 
your pocket. I learned that lesson well and never had cause to regret 
its application. I didn't walk around with my hand out and I never took 
drug or homicide money but I grabbed all the clean graft that came my 
way and a certain amount that wouldn't have stood a white-glove in­
spection. If Mary Alice thought I merited twelve hundred dollars, who 
was I to argue? 

Ah, but it didn't quite work that way. Because somehow the money 
gnawed at me. 

After breakfast I went to St. Paul's but there was a service going on, 
a priest-saying Mass, so I didn't stay. T walked down to St. Benedict 
the Moor's on 53rd Street and sat for a few minutes in a pew at the 
rear. I go to churches to try to think, and I gave it a shot but my 
ni'ind didn't know where to go. •-
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I slipped six twenties into the poor box. I tithe. It's a habit I got into 
after I left the department and I still don't know why I do it. God 
knows. Or maybe He's as mystified as I am. This time, though, there 
was a certain balance in the act. Mary Alice Redfield had given me 
twelve hundred dollars for no reason I could comprehend. I was pass­
ing on a ten percent commission to the church for no better reason. 

I stopped on the way out and lit a couple of candles for various 
people who weren't alive any more. One of them was for the bag lady. 
I didn't see how it could do her any good, but I couldn't imagine how 
it could harm her either. 

' I had read some press coverage oPthe killing when it happened. I 
generally keep up with crime stories. Part of me evidently never 
stopped being a policeman. Now I went down to the 42nd Street li­
brary to refresh my memory. 

The Times had run a pair of brief back-page items, the first a report 
of the killing'of an unidentified female derelict, the second a follow-up 
giving her name and age. She'd been 47, I learned. This surprised me, 
and then I realized that any specific number would have come as a 
surprise. Bums and bag ladies are ageless. Mary Alice Redfield could 
have been 30 or 60 or anywhere in between. 

The News had run a more extended article than The Times, 
enumerating the stab wounds—26 of them—and describing the scarf 
wound about her throat—blue and white, a designer print, but tattered 
at its edges and evidently somebody's cast-off; It was this article that I 
remembered having read. 

But the Post had really played the story. It had appeared shortly 
after the new Australian owner took over the paper and, the editors 
were going all-out for human interest, which always translates out as 
sex and violence. The brutal killing of a woman touches both of those 
bases, and this had the added kick that she was a character. If they'd 
ever learned she was an heiress it would have been Page Three mate­
rial, but even without that knowledge they did all right by her. 

The first story they ran was straight news reporting, albeit embel­
lished with reports on the blood, the clothes she was wearing, the lit­
ter in the alley where she was found, and' all that sort of thing. The 
next day a reporter pushed the pathos button and tapped out a story 
featuring capsule interviews with people in the neighborhood. Only a 
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few of them were identified, by name and I came away with the feeHng 
that he'd made up some peachy quotes and attributed them to, un­
named nonexistent hangers-on. As a sidebar to that story, another re­
porter speculated on the possibility of a whole string of bag lady mur­
ders, a speculation which happily had turned out to be off the mark. 
The clown had presumably gone around the West Side asking 
shopping bag ladies if they were afraid of being the killer's next victim. 
I hope he faked the piece and let the ladies alone. 

And that was about it. When the killer failed to strike again the 
newspapers hung up on the story. Good news is no news. 

I walked back from the library. It was fine weather. The winds had 
blown all the crap out of the sky and there was nothing but blue over­
head. The air actually had some air in it for a change. I walked west on 
42nd Street and north on Broadway, and I started noticing the number 
of street people, the drunks and the crazies and the unclassifiable dere­
licts. By the time I got within a few blocks of 57th Street I was recog­
nizing a large percentage of them. Each mini-neighborhood has its own 
human flotsam and jetsam and they're a lot more noticeable come 
springtime. Winter sends some of them south and others to shelter, 

• and there's a certain percentage who die of exposure, but when the 
sun warms the pavement it brings most of them out again. 

When I stopped for a paper at the corner of Eighth Avenue I got the 
bag lady into the conversation. The newsie clucked his tongue and 
shook his head. "The damnedest thing. Just the damnedest thing." 

"Murder never makes much sense. " 
"The hell with murder. You know what she did? You know Eddie, 

works for me midnight to eight? Guy with the one droopy eyelid? Now 
he wasn't the guy used to sell her the stack of papers. Matter of fact 

. that was usually me. She'd come by during the late morning or early 
afternoon and she'd take fifteen or twenty papers and pay me for 'em, 
then she'd sit on her crate down the next corner and she'd sell as many 
as she could, and then she'd bring em back and I'd give her a refund 
on what she didn't sell." 

"What did she pay for them?" 
"Full price. And that's what she sold 'em for. The hell, I can't dis­

count on papers. You know the margin we get. I'm not even supposed 
to take 'em back, but what difference does it make? It gave the poor 
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woman something to do is my theory. She was important, she was a 
businesswoman. Sits there charging a quarter for something she just 
paid a quarter for, it's no way to get rich, but you know something? 
She had money. She lived like a pig but she had money." 

"So I understand." 
"She left Eddie seven-twenty. You believe that? Seven hundred and 

twenty dollars, she willed it to him, there was this lawyer come around 
three weeks ago with a check. Eddie Halloran. Pay to the order of. 
You believe that? She never had dealings with him. I sold her the pa­
pers, I bought em back from her. Not that I'm complaining, not that I 
want the woman's money, but why Eddie? He .don't know her. He 
can't believe she knows his name. He tells this lawyer, he says maybe 
she's got some other Eddie Halloran in mind. It's a common Irish 
name and the neighborhood's full of the Irish. I'm thinking to myself, 
Eddie, schmuck, take the money and shut up, but it's him all right 
because in the will it says Eddie Halloran the Newsdealer. That's him, 

"right? But why Eddie?" 
Why me? "Maybe she liked the way he smiled." 
"Yeah, maybe. Or the way he combed his hair. Listen, it's money in 

his pocket. I worried he'd go on a toot, drink it up, but he says 
money's no temptation. He says he's always got the price of a drink in 
his jeans and there's a bar on every-block but he can walk right past 
'em, so why worry about a few hundred dollars? You know something? 
That crazy woman, I'll tell you something, I miss her. She'd come, 
crazy hat on her head, spacy look in her eyes, she'd buy her stack of 
papers and waddle off all businesslike, then she'd bring the leftovers 
and cash 'em in, and I'd make a joke about her when she was out of 
earshot, but I miss her." 

"I know what you mean." 
"She never hurt nobody," he said. "She never hurt a soul. " 

"Mary Alice Redfield. Yeah, the multiple stabbing and strangula­
tion." He shifted a cud-sized wad of gum from one side of his mouth to 
the other, pushed a lock of hair off his forehead, and yawned. "What 
have you got, some new information?" 

"Nothing. I wanted to find out what you had." 
"Yeah, right." 
He worked on the chewing gum. He was a patrolman named Ander-
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sen who worked out of the Eighteenth. Another cop, a detective 
named Guzik, had learned that Andersen had caught the Redfield case 
and had taken the trouble to introduce the two of us, I hadn't known 
Andersen when I was on the force. He was younger than I, but then 
most people are nowadays. 

He said, "Thing is, Scudder, we more or less put that one out of the 
way. It's in an open file. You know how it works. If we get new infor­
mation, fine, but in the meantime I don't sit up nights thinking about 
it." • 

"I just wanted to see what you had." 
"Well, I'm kind of tight for time, if you know what I mean. My own 

personal time, I set a certain store by my own time. " 
"I can understand that." 
"You probably got some relative of the deceased for a client, wants 

to find out who'd do such a terrible thing to poor old Cousin Mary. 
Naturally you're interested because it's a chance to make a buck and a 
man's gotta make a living. Whether a man's a cop or a civilian he's 
gotta make a buck, right?" 

Uh-huh. I seem to remember that we were subtler in my day, but 
perhaps that's just age. talking. I thought of telling him that I didn't 
have a client but why- should he believe me? He didn't know me. If 
there was nothing in it for him, why should he bother? 

So I said, "You know, we're just a couple of weeks away from 
Memorial Day. " 

"Yeah, I'll buy a poppy from a Legionnaire. So what else is new?" 
"Memorial Day's when women start wearing white shoes and men 

put straw hats on their heads. You got a new hat for the summer sea­
son, Andersen? You could use one. " 

"A man can always use a new hat, " he said. 
A hat is cop talk for twenty-five dollars. By the time I left the pre­

cinct house Andersen had two tens and a five of Mary Alice Redfield's 
bequest to me and I had all the data that had turned up to date. 

I think Andersen won that one. I now knew that the murder weapon 
had been a kitchen knife with a blade approximately seven and a half 
inches long. That one of the stab wounds had found the heart and had 
probably caused death instantaneously. That it was impossible to de-. 
termine whether strangulation had taken place before or after death. 
That should have been possible to determine—maybe the medical 
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examiner hadn't wasted too much time checking her out, or maybe 
he'd been reluctant to commit, himself. She'd been dead a few hours 
when they found her—the estimate was that she'd died around mid­
night and the body wasn't reported until half-past five. That wouldn't 
have ripened her all that much, not in winter weather, but most likely 
her personal hygiene was nothing to boast about, and she was just a 
shopping bag lady and you couldn't bring her back to life, so why 
knock yourself out running tests on her malodorous corpse? 

I learned a few other things. The landlady's name. The name of the 
off-duty bartender heading home after a nightcap at the neighborhood 
after-hours joint who'd happened on the body and had been drunk 
enough or sober enough to take the trouble to report it. And I learned 
the sort of negative facts that turn up in a police report when the case 
is headed for an open file—the handful of non-leads that led nowhere, 
the witnesses who had nothing to contribute, the routine matters 
routinely handled. They hadn't knocked themselves out, Andersen and 
his partner, but would I have handled it any differently? Why knock 
yourself out chasing a murderer you didn't stand much chance of catch­
ing? 

In the theater, SRO is good news. It means a sellout performance. 
Standing Room Only. But once you get out of the theater district it 
means Single Room Occupancy, and the designation is invariably 
applied to a hotel or apartment house which has seen better days. 

Mary Alice Redfield's home for the last six or seven years of her life 
had started out as an old Rent Law tenement, built around the turn of 
the century, six stories tall, faced in red-brown brick, with four apart­
ments to the floor. Now all of those little apartments had been carved 
into single rooms as if they were election districts gerrymandered by a 
maniac. There was a communal bathroom on each floor and you didn't 
need a map to find it. 

The manager was a Mrs. Larkin. Her blue eyes had lost most of 
their color and half her hair had gone from black to grey but she was 
still pert.. If she's reincarnated as a bird she'll be a house wren. 

She said, "Oh, poor Mary. We're none of us safe, are we, with the 
streets full of monsters? I was born in this neighborhood and I'll die in 
it, but please God that'll be of natural causes. Poor Mary. There's some 
said she should have been locked up, but Jesus, she got along. She 
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lived her life. And she had her check coming in every month and paid 
her rent on time. She had her own money, you know. She -wasn't liv­
ing off the public like some I could name but won't. " 

"I know. " 
"Do you want to see her room? I rented it twice since then. The 

first one was a young man and he didn't stay. He looked all right but 
when he left I was just as glad. He said he was a sailor off a ship and 
when he left he said he'd got on with another ship and was on his way 
to Hong Kong or some such place, but I've had no end of sailors and 
he didn't walk like a sailor so I don't know what he was after doing. 
Then I could have rented it twelve times but didn't because I won't 
rent to colored or Spanish. I've nothing against them but I won't have 
them in the house. The owner says to me, Mrs. Larkin he says, my 
instructions are to rent to anybody regardless of race or creed or color, 
but if you was to use your own judgment I wouldn't- have to know 
about it. In other words he don't want them either but he's after cover­
ing himself " 

"I suppose he has to. " 
"Oh, with all the laws, but I've had no trouble. " She laid a forefinger 

, alongside her nose. It's a gesture you don't see too much these days. 
"Then I rented poor Mary's room two weeks ago to a very nice woman, 
a widow. She likes her beer, she does, but why shouldn't she have it? 
I keep .my eye on her and she's making no trouble, and if she wants an 
old jar now and then whose business is it but her own?" She fixed her 
blue-grey eyes on me. "You like your drink," she said. 

"Is it on my breath?" 
"No, but I can see it in your face. Larkin liked his drink and there's 

some say it killed him but he liked it and a man has a right to live 
what life he wants. And he was never a hard man when he drank, 
never cursed or fought or beat a woman as some I could name but 
won't. Mrs. Shepard's out now. That's the one took poor Mary's room, 
and I'll show it to you if you want. " 

So I saw the room. It was kept neat. 
"She keeps it tidier than poor Mary," Mrs. Larkin said. "Mary 

wasn't dirty, you understand, but she had all her belongings—her 
shopping bags and other things that she kept in her room. She made a 
mare's nest of the place, and all the years she lived here it wasn't tidy. 
I would keep her bed made but she didn't want me touching her 
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things and so I left the rest cluttered. She paid her rent on time and 
made no trouble otherwise. She had money, you know." 

"Yes, I know." 
"She left some to a woman on the fourth floor. A mucJx younger 

woman, she'd only moved here three months before Mary was killed. 
If she exchanged a word with Mary I couldn't swear to it, but Mary left 
her almost a thousand dollars. Now Mrs. Klein across the hall lived 
here since before Mary ever moved in and the two old things always 
had a good word for each other—all Mrs. Klein has is the welfare and 
she could have made good use of a couple of dollars, but Mary left her 
money to Miss Strom instead." She raised her eyebrows to show her 
bewilderment. "Now Mrs. Klein said nothing, and I don't even know if 
she's had the thought that Mary might have mentioned her in her will, 
but Miss Strom said she didn't know what to make of it. She just 
couldn't understand it at all, and what I told her was you can't figure 
out a woman like poor Mary who never had both her feet on the 
pavement. Troubled as she was, daft as she was, who's to say what she 
might have had on her mind?' 

"Could I see Miss Strom?" 
"That would be for her to say, but she's not home from work yet. 

She works part-time in the afternoons. She's a close oiie, not that she 
hasn't the right to be, and she's never said what it is that she does. But 
she's a decent sort. This is a decent house." 

"I'm sure it is. " 
"It's single rooms and they don't cost much so you know you're not 

at the Ritz Hotel, but there's decent people here and I keep it as clean 
as a person can. When there's not but one toilet on the floor it's a 
struggle. But it's decent." 

"Yes." - • 
"Poor Mary. Why'd anyone kill her? Was it sex, do you know? Not 

that you could imagine anyone wanting her, the old thing, but try to 
figure out a madman and you'll go mad your own self Was she 
molested?" 

"No." 
"Just killed, then. Oh, God save us all. I gave her a home for almost 

seven years. Which it was no more than my job to do, not making it 
out to be charity on my part. But I had her here all that time and of 
course I never knew her, you couldn't get to know a poor old soul like 
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that, but I got used to her. Do you know what I mean?" 
"I think so." 
"I got used to having her about. I might.say hello and good morning 

and not get a look in reply but even on those days she was; someone 
familiar and she's gone now and we're all ol us older, aren't we?" 

"We'are." 
"The poor old thing. How could anyone do it, will you tell me that? 

How could anyone murder her?", 
I don't think she expected an answer. It's just as well. I didn't have 

one. 

After dinner I returned for a few minutes of conversation with 
Genevieve Strom. She had no idea why Miss Redfield had left her the 
money. She'd received $880 and she was glad to get it because she 
could use it, but the whole thing puzzled her. "I hardly knew her, " 
she said more than once. "I keep thinking I ought to do something 
special with the money, but what?" 

I made the bars that night but drinking didn't have the urgency it 
had possessed the night before. I was able to keep it in proportion and 
to know that I'd wake up the next morning with my memory intact. In 
the course of things I dropped over to the newsstand a little past mid­
night and talked with Eddie Halloran. He was looking good and I said 
as much. I remembered him when he'd gone to work for Sid three 
years ago. He'd been drawn then, and shaky, and his eyes always 
moved off to the side of whatever he was looking at. Now there was 
confidence in his stance and he looked years younger, though it hadn't 
all come back to him and maybe some of it was lost forever. I guess 
the booze had him pretty good before he got it kicked once and for all. 

We talked about the bag lady. He said, "Know what I think it is? 
Somebody's sweeping the streets. " 

"I don't follow you. " 
"A clean-up campaign. A few years back, Matt, there was this gang 

of kids found a new way to amuse theirselves. Pick up a can of 
gasoline, find some bum- down on the Bovvery, pour the gas on him, 
and throw a lit match at him. You remember?" 

'Yeah, I remember. " ' • 
"Those kids thought they were patriots. They thought they deserved 

a medal. They were cleaning up the neighborhood, getting drunken 
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bums off the streets. You know, Matt, people don't like to look at a 
derelict. That building up the block, the Towers? There's this grating 
there where the heating system's vented. You remember how the guys 
would sleep there in the winter. It was warm, it was comfortable, it 
was free, and two or three guys would be there every night catching 
some Z's and getting warm. Remember?" 

"Uh-huh. Then they fenced it. " 
"Right. Because the tenants complained. It didn't hurt them any, it 

was just the local bums sleeping it off, but the tenants pay a lot of rent 
and they don't like to look at bums on their way in or out of their 
building. The bums were outside and not bothering anybody but it was 
the sight of them, you know, so the owners went to the expense of 
putting up cyclone fencing around where they used to sleep. It looks 
ugly as hell and all it does is keep the bums out but that's all it's sup­
posed to do. " 

"That's human beings for you. " 
He nodded, then turned aside to sell somebody a Daily News and a 

Racing Form. Then he said, "I don't know what it is exactly. / was a 
bum. Matt. I got pretty far down. You probably don't know how far. I . 
got as far as the Bowery. I panhandled and slept in my clothes on a 
bench or in a doorway. You look at men like that and you think they're 
just waiting to die, and they are, but some of them come back. And 
you can't tell for sure who's gonna come back and who's not. Some­
body coulda poured gas on me, set me on fire. Sweet Jesus. " 

"The shopping bag lady—" 
"You'll look'at a bum and you'll say to yourself, Maybe I could get 

like that and I don't wanta think about it. Or you'll look at somebody 
like the shopping bag lady and say, I could go nutsy like her so get her 
out of my sight. And you get people who think like Nazis—you know, 
take all the cripples and the lunatics and the retarded kids and give 
'em an injection and Goodbye, Charlie. " 

"You think that's what happened to her?" 
"What else?" 
"But whoever did it stopped at one, Eddie." 
He frowned. "Don't make sense," he said. "Unless he did "the one 

job and the next day he got run down by a Ninth Avenue bus, and it 
couldn't happen to a nicer guy. Or he got scared. All that blood and it 
was more than he figured on. Or he left town. Could be anything like 
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that." 
"Could be ." • , -
"There's no other reason, is there? She musta beeh killed because 

she was a bag lady, right?" • , _ 
"I don't know." 
"Well, Jesus Christ, Matt. What other reason would anybody have 

for killing her?" 

The law firm where Aaron Creighton worked had offices on the 
seventh floor of the Flatiron Building. In addition to the four partners, 
eleven other lawyers had their names painted on the frosted glass door. 
Aaron Creighton's came second from the bottom. Well, he was young. 

He was surprised to see me, and when I told him what I wanted he 
said it was irregular. 

"It's a matter of public record, isn't it?" 
"Well, yes, " he said. "That means you can find the information. It 

doesn't mean we're obliged to furnish it to you." 
For an instant I thought I was back at the Eighteenth Precinct and a 

cop was trying to hustle me for the price of a new hat. But Creighton's 
reservations were ethical. I wanted a list of Mary Alice Redfield's ben­
eficiaries, including the amounts they'd received and the dates they'd 
been added to her will. He wasn't sure where his duty lay. 

"I'd like to be helpful," he said. "Perhaps you could tell me just 
what your interest is. " 

"I'm-not sure." , . 
"I beg your pardon?" 
"I don't know why I'm playing with this one. I used to be a cop, Mr. 

Creighton. Now I'm a sort of unofficial detective. I don't carry a license 
but I do things for people and I wind up making enough that way to 
keep a roof overhead." 

His eyes were wary. I guess he .was trying to guess how I intended 
to earn myself a fee out of this. 

"I got twelve hundred dollars out of the blue. It was left to me by a 
woman I didn't really know and who didn't really know me. I can't 
seem to slough off the feeling that I got the money for a reason. That 
I've been paid in advance." 

"Paid for what?"' 

"To try and find out who killed her ." 
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"Oh, " he said. "Oh." 
"I don't want to get the heirs together to challenge the will, if that 

was what was bothering you. And I can't quite make myself suspect 
that one of her beneficiaries killed her for the money she was leaving 
him. For one thing, she doesn't seem to have told people they were 
named in her will. She never said anything to me or to the two people • 
I've spoken with thus far. For another, it wasn't the sort of murder that 
gets committed for gain. It was deliberately brutal. " 

"Then why do you want to know who the other beneficiaries are?" 
"I don't know. Part of it's cop training. When you've got any specific 

leads, any hard facts, you run them down before you cast a wider net. 
That's only part of it. I suppose I want to get more of a sense of the 
woman. That's probably all I can realistically hope to get, anyway. I 
don't stand much chance of tracking her killer." 

"The police don't seem to have gotten very far." 
I nodded. "I don't think they tried too hard. And I don't think they 

knew she had an estate. I talked to one of the cops on the case and if 
he had known that he'd have mentioned it~to me. There was nothing in 
her file. My guess is that they waited for her killer to run a string of 
murders so they'd have something more concrete to work with. It's the 
kind of senseless crime that usually gets repeated. " I closed my eyes 
for a moment, reaching for an errant thought. "But he didn't repeat, " I 
said. "So they put it on a back burner and then they took it off the 
stove altogether." 

"I don't know much about police work. I'm involved largely with es­
tates and trusts." He tried a smile. "Most of my clients die of natural 
causes. Murder's ah exception." 

"It generally is. I'll probably never find him. I certainly don't expect 
to firid him. Hell, it was all those months ago. He coidd have been a 
sailor off a ship, got tanked up and went nuts and he's in Macao or 
Port-au-Prince by now. No witnesses-and no clues and no suspects and 
the trail's three months cold by now, and , it's a fair bet the killer 
doesn't remember what he did. So many murders take place in black­
out." 

"Blackout?" He frowned. "You don't mean in the dark?' 
"Alcoholic blackout. The prisons are full of men who got drunk and 

shot their wives or their best friends..Now they're serving twenty-to-
life for something they don't recollect at all.'' 
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The idea unsettled him, and he looked especially young now. "That's 
terrifying," he said. ' ^ 

"Yes." 
"I originally gave some thought to criminal law. My Uncle Jack 

talked me out of it. He said, you either starve or you spend your time 
helping professional criminals beat the system. He said that was the 
only way you made good money out of a criminal practice and what 
you wound up doing was unpleasant and basically immoral. Of course, 
there are a couple of superstar criminal lawyers, the hotshots ev­
erybody knows, but the other ninety-nine percent fit what Uncle Jack 
said." 

"I would think so, yes." 
"I guess I made the right decision." He took his glasses off, in­

spected them, decided they were clean, put them back on again. 
"Sometimes I'm not so sure," he said. "Sometimes I wonder. I'll .get 
that list for you. I should probably check with someone to make sure 
it's all right but I'm not going to bother. You know lawyers. If you ask 
them whether it's all right to do something they'll automatically say no. 
Because inaction is always safer than action and they can't get in trou­
ble for giving you bad advice if they tell you to sit on your hands and 
do nothing. I'm going overboard. Most of-the time I like what I do and 
I'm proud of my profession. This'll take me a few minutes. Do you 
want some coffee in the meantime?" 

I let him have his girl bring me a cup, black, no sugar. By the time I 
was done with the coffee he had the list ready. 

"If there's anything else I can dp—" 
I told him I'd let him know. He walked out to the elevator with me, 

waited for the cage to come wheezing up, and shook my hand. I 
watched him turn and head back to his office and I had the feeling he'd 
have preferred to come along with me. In a day or so he'd change his 
mind, but right now he didn't seem too crazy about his job. 

The next week I worked my way through the list Aaron Creighton 
had given me, knowing what I was doing was essentially purposeless 
but compulsive about doing it all the same. 

There were • thirty-two names on the list. I checked off my own and 
Eddie Halloran and Genevieve Strom. I put additional check marks 
next to six people who lived outside of New York. Then I had a go at 
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the remaining twenty-three names. Creighton had done most of the 
spadework for me, finding addresses to match most of the names. He'd 
included the date each of the thirty-two codicils had been drawn, and 
that enabled me to attack the list in reverse chronological order, start­
ing with those persons who'd been made beneficiaries most recently. If 
this was a method, there was madness to it; it was based on the notion 
that a person added recently to the will would be more likely to com­
mit homicide for gain, and I'd already decidedthis wasn't that kind of a 
killing to begin with. 

Well, it gave me something to do. And it led to some interesting 
conversations. If the people Mary Alice Redfield had chosen to re­
member ran to any type, my mind wasn't subtle enough to discern it. 
They ranged in age, in ethnic background, in gender and sexual orien­
tation, in economic status. Most of them were as mystified as Eddie 
and Genevieve and I about the bag lady's largesse, but once in a while 
I'd encounter someone who attributed it to some act of kindness he'd 
performed, and tKere was a young man named Jerry Forgash who was 
in no doubt whatever. He was some form of Jesus freak and he'd given 
poor Mary a couple of tracts and a Get Smart—Get Saved button, pre­
sumably a twin to the one he wore on the breast pocket of his cham-
bray shirt. I suppose she put his gifts in one of her shopping bags. 

"I told her Jesus loved her, " he said, "and I suppose it won her soul 
for Christ. So of course she was grateful. Cast your bread upon the wa­
ters. Brother Matthew. You know there was a disciple of Christ named 
Matthew." 

"I know." 
-He told me Jesus loved me and that I should get smart and get 

saved. I managed not to get a button but I had to take a couple of 
tracts from him. I didn't have a shopping bag so I stuck them in my 
pocket. 

I didn't run the whole list. People were hard to find and I wasn't in 
any big rush to find them. It wasn't that kind of a case. It wasn't a case 
at all, really, merely an obsession, and there was surely no need to race 
the clock. Or the calendar. If anything, I was probably reluctant to 
finish up the names on the list. Once I ran out of them I'd have to find 
some other way to approach the woman's murder and I was damned if 
I knew where to start. 

In the meantime, an odd thing happened. The word got around that 
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I was investigating the murder and the whole neighborhood became 
very much aware of Mary Ahce Redfield. People began to seek me out. 
Ostensibly they had information to give me or theories to advance, but 
neither the information nor the theories ever seemed to amount to 
anything substantial, and I came to see that they were merely a pre­
lude to conversation. Someone woiild start off by saying he'd seen 
Mary selling the New York Post the afternoon before she was killed, 
and that would serve as the opening wedge of a discussion,of the bag 
woman, or bag women in general, or various qualities of the neighbor­
hood, or violence in American life, or whatever. 

A lot of people started off talking about the bag lady and wound up 
talking about themselves. -I guess most conversations work out that 
way. 

A nurse from Roosevelt said she never saw a shopping bag lady 
without hearing an inner voice say. There but for the grace of God. She 
was not the only woman who confessed she vvorried about ending up 
that way. I guess it's a specter that haunts women who live alone, just 
as the vision of the Bowery derelict clouds the peripheral vision of 
hard-drinking men. 

Genevieve Strom turned up at Armstrong's one night. We talked 
briefly about the bag lady. Two nights later she came back again and 
we took turns spending our inheritances on' rounds of drinks. The 
drinks hit her with some force and a little past midnight she decided it 
was time to go. I said I'd see her home. At the corner of 57th Street 
she stopped in her tracks and said, "No men in the room. That's one of 
Mrs. Larkin's rules." 

"Old-fashioned, isn't she?" 
"She runs a daycent establishment." Her mock-Irish accent was 

heavier than the landlady's. Her eyes,~"hard to read in the lamplight, 
raised to meet mine'. "Take me someplace." 

I took her to my hotel, a less decent establishment than Mrs. Lar­
kin's. We did -each other little good but no harm, and it beat being 
alone. 

Another night I ran into Barry Mosedale at Polly's Cage. He told me 
there was a singer at Kid Gloves who was doing a nurnber about the 
bag lady. "I can find out how you can reach him,'' he offered. ' 

"Is he there now?" 
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He nodded and checked his watch. "He goes on in fifteen minutes. 
But you don't want to go there, do you?" 

"Why not?" 
"Hardly your sort of crowd, Matt." 
"Cops go anywhere." 
"They do, and they're welcome wherever they go, aren't they? Just 

let me drink this and I'll accompany you, if that's all right. You need 
someone to lend you immoral support." 

Kid Gloves is a gay bar on 56th west of Ninth. The decor is just a 
little aggressively gay lib. There's a small raised stage, a scattering of 
tables, a piano, and a loud juke box. Barry Mosedale and I stood at the 
bar. I'd been there before and knew better than to-order their coffee. I 
had straight bourbon. Barry had his on ice vvith a splash of soda. 

Halfway through the drink Gordon Lurie was introduced. He wore 
tight jeans and a flowered shirt, sat on stage on a folding chair, sang 
ballads he'd written himself with his own guitar for accompaniment. I 
don't know if he was any good or not. It sounded to me as though all 
the songs had the same melody, but that may just have been a similar­
ity of style. I don't have much of an ear. 

After a song about a summer romance in Amsterdam, Gordon Lurie 
announced that the next number was dedicated to the memory of Mary 
Alice Redfield. Then he sang: 

She's a shopping bag lady who lives on the sidewalks of 
Broadway, 

Wearing all of her clothes and her years ofi her back, 
Toting dead dreams in an old paper sack. 
Searching the trashcans for something she lost here on Broad­

way— 
Shopping bag lady. 

You'd never kno^y but she once was an actress on Broadway, 
Speaking the words that they stuffed in her head, 
Reciting the lines of the life that sheled. 
Thrilling her fans and her friends and her lovers on Broad­

way— 
Shopping bag lady. 
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There are demons who lurk in the corners of minds and of 
Broadway 

And after the omens and portents and signs 
Came the day she forgot to remember her hnes, 
Put her hfe on a leash and took it out walking on Broadway— 
Shopping bag lady. 

There were a coiiple more verses and the shopping bag lady in the 
song wound up murdered in a doorway, dying in defense of the "tat­
tered old treasures she mined in the trashcans of Broadway." The song 
went over well and got a bigger hand than any of the ones that haid 
preceded it. 

I asked Barry who Gordon Lurie was. 
"You know very nearly as much as I," he said. "He started here 

Tuesday. I find him whelming, personally. Neither overwhelming nor 
underwhelming but somewhere in the middle." 

"Mary Alice never spent much time on Broadway. I never saw her 
more than a block from Ninth Avenue." 

"Poetic license, I'm sure. The song would lack a certain something if 
you substituted Ninth Avenue for Broadway. As it stands it sounds a 
little like Rhinestone Cowboy." 

"Does Lurie live around here?" 
"I don't know where he lives. I have the feeling he's Canadian. So 

many people are nowadays. It used to be that no one was Canadian 
and now simply everybody is. I'm sure it must be a virus. " 

We listened to the rest of Gordon Lurie's act. Then Barry leaned 
forward and chatted with the bartender to find out how I could get 
backstage. I found my way to what passed for a dressing room at Kid 
Gloves. It must have been a ladies' lavatory in a prior incarnation. 

I went in thinking I'd made a breakthrough, that Lurie had killed 
her and now he was dealing with his guilt by singing about her. I don't 
think I really believed this- but it supplied me with direction and 
momentum. I told him my name and that I was interested in his act. . 
He wanted to know if I was from a record company. "Am I on the 
threshold of a ^reat opportunity? Am I about to become an overnight 
success after years of travail?" 

We got out of the tiny room and left the club through a side door. 
Three doors, down the block we sat in a cramped booth at a coffee 
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shop. He ordered a Greek salad and we both hadcoifee. 
I told him I was interested in his song about the bag lady. 
He brightened. "Oh, do you like it? Personally I think it's the best 

thing I've written. I just wrote it a couple of days ago. I opened next 
door Tuesday night. I got to New York three weeks ago and 1 had a 
two-week booking in the West Village, a place called David's Table. 
Do you know it?" 

"I don't think so. " 
"Another stop on the K-Y circuit. Either there aren't any straight 

people in New York or they don't go to nightclubs. But I was there 
two weeks, and then I opened at Kid Gloves. Afterward I was sitting 
and drinking with some people and somebody was talking about the 
shopping bag lady and I'd had enough Amaretto to be maudlin on the 
subject. I woke up Wednesday morning with the first verse of the song 
buzzing in my splitting head, and immediately wrote it down. As I was 
writing one verse, the next would come bubbling to the surface and 
before I knew it I had all six verses." He took,a cigarette, then paused 
in the act of lighting it to fix his eyes on me. "You told me your 
name, " he said, "but I don't remember it." 

"Matthew Scudder." 
"Yes. You're the person investigating her murder." 
"I'm not sure that's the right word. I've been talking to people, see­

ing what I can come up with. Did you know her before she was 
killed?" - . . 

He shook his head. "I was never even in this neighborhood before. 
Oh. I'm not a suspect, am I? Because I haven't been in New York 
since the fall. I haven't bothered to figure out where I was when she 
was killed but I was in California at Christmas time and I'd only gotten 
as far east as Chicago in early March, so I do have a fairly solid alibi. " 

"I never really suspected you. I think I just wanted to hear your 
song." r sipped some coffee. "Where did you get the facts of her life? 
Was she an actress?" 

"I don't think so. Was she?Tt wasn't really about her, you know. It 
was inspired by her story but I didn't know her or anything about her. 
The past few days I've been paying a lot of attention to bag ladies 
though. And other street people." 

"I know what you mean. " 
"Are there more of them in New York or is it just that they're so 
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much more visible here? In California everybody drives, you don't see 
people on the street. I'm from Canada, rural Ontario, and the first city 
I ever spent much time in was Toronto, and there are crazy people on 
the streets there but it's nothing like New York. Does the city drive 
them crazy or does it just tend to draw crazy people?" 

"I don't know." 
"Maybe they're not crazy. Maybe they just hear a different drum­

mer. I wonder who killed her. " 
"We'll probably never know." 
"What I really wonder is why she was killed. In my song I made up 

the reason that somebody wanted what was in her bags. I think that 
works in the song but I don't think there's much chance it happened 
like that." -

"I don't know." 
"They say she left people money—people she hardly knew. Is that 

the truth?" I nodded. "And she left me a song. I don't even feel that I 
wrote it. I woke up with it. I never set eyes on her and she touched 
my life. That's strange, isn't it?" 

Everything was strange. The strangest part of all was the way it end­
ed. ' ^ 

It was a Monday night. The Mets were at Shea and I'd taken my 
sons to a game. The Dodgers were in for a three-game series which they 
eventually swept as they'd been sweeping everything lately. Ths boys 
and I got to watch them knock Jon Matlack out of the box and go on to 
shell his several replacements. The final count was something like 13 to 
4. We stayed in our seats until the last out. Then I saw them home 
and caught a train back to the city., 

So it was past midnight when I reached Armstrong's. Trina brought 
me a large double and a mug of coffee without being asked. I knocked 
back half of the bourbon and was dumping the rest into my coffee 
when she told me somebody'd been looking for me earlier. "He was in 
three times in the past two hours," she said. "A wiry guy, high 
forehead, bushy eyebrows, sort of a bulldog jaw. I guess the word for it 
is underslung." 

-"Perfectly good word." -̂  
"I said you'd probably get here sooner or later." 
"I always do. Sooner or later." 
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"Uh-huh. Are you O.K., Matt?" 
"The Mets lost a close one ." 

^ "I heard it was 13 to 4 . " 

"That's close for them these days.' Did he say what it was about?" 
He hadn't, but within the half hour he came in again'and I was there 

to be found. I recognized him from Trina's description as soon as he 
came through the door. He looked faintly familiar but he was nobody I 
knew. I suppose I'd seen him around the neighborhood. 

Evidently he knew m e . by sight because he found his way to my 
table without asking directions and took a chair without being invited 
to sit. He didn't say anything for a while and neither did I. I had a 
fresh bourbon and coffee in front of me and I took a sip and looked 
him over. 

He was under thirty. His cheeks were hollow and the flesh of his 
face was stretched over his skull like leather that had shrunk upon dry­
ing. He wore a forest-green work shirt and a pair of khaki pants. He-
needed a shave. 

Finally he pointed at my cup and asked me what I was drinking. 
When I told him he said all he drank was beer. 

"They have beer he re , " I said. 
"Maybe I'll have what you're drinking." He turned in his chair and 

waved for Trina. When she came over he said he'd have bourbon and 
coffee, the same as I was having. He didn't say anything more until she 
brought the drink. Then, after he had spent quite some time stirring 
it, he took a sip. "Well ," he said, "that's not so bad. That's O.K." 

"Glad you like it." 
"I don't know if I'd order it again, but at least now I know what it's 

like." 
"That's something:" 
"I seen you around. Matt Scudder. Used to be a cop, private eye 

now, blah blah blah. Right?" 
"Close enough." 
"My name's Floyd. I never liked it but I'm stuck with it, right? I 

could change it but who'm I kidding? Right?" 
"If you say so." 
"If I don't somebody else will. Floyd Karp, that's the full name. I 

didn't tell you my last name, did I? That's it, Floyd Karp." 
"O.K." 
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"O.K., O.K., O.K." He pursed his lips, blew out air in a silent whis­
tle. "What do we do now. Matt, huh? That's what I want to know. " 

"I'm not sure what you mean, Floyd." 
"Oh, you know what I'm getting at, driving at, getting at. You know, 

don't you?" 
By this time I suppose I did. 
"I killed that old lady. I took her life, stabbed her with my knife. " 

He flashed the saddest smile. "Steee-rangled her with her skeeee-arf 
Hoist her with her own whatchacallit,'petard. What's a petard?" 

"I don't know, Floyd. Why'd you kill her?"" 
He looked at me, he looked at his coifee, he looked at me again. 
He.said, "Had to." 
"Why?" 
"Same as the bourbon and coffee. Had to see. Had to taste it and 

find out what it was like." His eyes met mine. His were very large, 
hollow, empty. I fancied I could see right through them to the black­
ness at the back of his skull. "I couldn't get my mind away from mur­
der," he said. His voice was more sober now, the mocking playful qual­
ity gone from it. "I tried. I just couldn't do it. It was on my mind all 
the time and I was afraid of what I might do. I couldn't function, I 
couldn't think, I just saw blood and death all the time. I was afraid to 
close my eyes for fear of what I might see. I would just stay up, days it 
seemed,, and then I'd be tired enough to pass out the minute I closed 
my eyes. I stopped eating. I used to be fairly heavy and the weight 
just fell off of me. " 

"When did all this happen?" ' 
"I don't know. All winter. And I thought if I went and did it once I 

would know if I was a man or a monster or what. So I got this knife, 
and I went out a couple nights but lost my nerve. Then one night— 
almost couldn't do it, but I couldn't not do it, and then I was doing it 
and it went on forever. It was horrible." 

"Why didn't you stop?" " 
"I don't know. I think I was afraid to stop. That doesn't make any 

sense, does it? I just,don't know. It was insane, like being in a movie 
and being in the audience at the same tirhe. -Watching myself " 

"No one saw you do it?" 
"No. I went home. I threw the knife down a sewer. I put all my 

clothes in the incinerator, the ones I was wearing. I kept throwing up. 
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All that night I would throw up even when my stomach was empty. 
Dry heaves. Department of Dry Heaves. And then I guess I fell a-
sleep, I don't know when or how but I did, and the next day I woke up 
and thought I dreamed it. But I didn't." 

"No." 
"No. But it was over. I did it and I knew I'd never want to do it 

again. It was something crazy that happened and I could forget about 
it." 

"Did you forget about it?" 
A nod. "For a while. But now everybody's talking about her. Mary 

Alice Redfield, I killed her without knowing her name. Nobody knew 
her name and now everybody knows it and it's all back in my mind. 
And I heard you were looking for me, and I guess, I guess . . ." He 
frowned, chasing a thought around in his mind like a dog trying to cap­
ture his tail. Then he gave it up and looked at me. "So here I am," he 
said. "So here I am." 

"Yes." 
"Now what happens?" 
"I think you'd better tell the police about it, Floyd." 
"Why?" 
"I suppose for the same reason you told me. " ' 
He thought about it. After a long time he nodded. "All right," he 

said. "I can accept that. I'd never kill anybody again. I know that. 
But—you're right, I have to tell them." 

"I'll go with you if you want." 
"Yeah. I want you to." 
"I'll have a drink and then we'll go. You want another?" 
"No. I'm not much of a drinker." 
I had it \yithout the coffee this time. After Trina brought it I asked 

him how he'd picked his victim. Why the bag lady? 
He started to cry. No sobs, just tears spilling from his deep-set eyes. 

After a while he wiped them on his sleeve. 
"Because she didn't count," he said. "That's what I thought. She was 

nobody. Who cared if she died? Who'd miss her?" He closed his eyes 
tight. "Everybody misses her," he said. "Everybody." 

So I took him in. I don't know what they'll do with him. It's not my 
problem. 
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It wasn't really a case and I didn't really solve it. As far as I can see I 
didn't do anything. It was the talk that drove Floyd Karp from cover, 
and no doubt I helped some of the talk get started, but much of it 
would have gotten around without me. All those legacies of Mary Alice 
Redfield's had made her a nine-day wonder in the neighborhood. They 
ran to no form known to anyone but the bag lady herself, and they had 
in no way led to her death, but maybe they led to its resolution since 
it was one of the legacies that got me involved. 

So maybe she caught her own killer. Or maybe he caught himself, as 
everyone does. Maybe no man's an island and maybe everybody is. 

All I know is I lit a candle for the woman, and I suspect I'm not the 
only one who did. 

I 
IMPORTANT NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS 

All subscription orders and mail regarding 
subscriptions should be sent to P.O. Box 
2640, Greenwich, Connecticut 06835. 

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

IMARKET P L A C E ! 
The rate per word for Classified Ads is $1.00 each insertion, minimiiin ad $16.00—payable 
in advance. Capitalized words 40^ per word additional. Space reservations close 1st of 
3rd month preceding COVER date. Send order & remittance to R. S. Wayner, Classified 
Ad Manager, DAVIS PUBLICATIONS, INC., 229 Park Ave. South, New York, N.Y. 10003. 

ADDITIONAL INCOME 

SENSATIONAL NEW Moneymaking Op­
portunity. Free Details. Group, Box 309, 
Brooklyn, NY 11230. 

AUTHOR'S SERVICE 

PUBLISH YOUR BOOK!. Join our successful 
authors in a complete, reliable publishing pro­
gram: publicity, advertising, promotion, beau­
tiful books. All subjects invited. Send for 
fact-filled booklet and free manuscript report. 
Carlton Press, Dept. lOG, 84 Fifth Avenue, 
New York, NY 10011. 

BATTERIES, GENERATORS 

REPAIR Alternators! Generators! Batteries! 
Motors! Modelec, Box 7266, Kansas City, MO 
64113. 

BLUEPRINTS, PATTERNS & PLANS 

NEW CRAFT PRINT CATALOG - Choose 
from over 100 great easy-to-build plans. Send 
$1.50 (completely refunded with your first 
order). BOAT BUILDER, (CP Div.) - 229 
Park Avenue South, New York, NY 10003. 

BOOKS & PERIODICALS 

LARGE Catalog Free! Mystery-suspense 
books. Save to 70%. Spencer Books, P.O. Box 
186, So. Laguna, CA 92677. 

BOOK Readers and Collectors! Send titles 
wanted to: S&S Books, 80 North Wilder, 
AH19, St. Paul, M N 55104. 

FREE List! Used Hardcover Mystery-Detec­
tive Fict'on. Ehinn's Mysteries, 251 Baldwin 
Avenue, Meriden, CT 06450. 

BOOKS Recent & Out Of Print. G & M 
Books, Pine Hill, Ogunquit, ME 03907. 

FREE catalogues, hardbacks, paperbacks. 
Search Service, Detective Mystery Booksearch, 
Box 15460, Orlando, FL 32808. 

AMAZING New Religious Book. "Seven 
Steps To The Perfect "Wi l l " Of God." Relat­
ing The Need Of Salvation, Sanctification 
And Holy Ghost Baptism. Send $3.00 To 
Rev. David Jacobs, Post Office Box 2031, 
Waycross, GA 31501. 

"BACK ISSUE MAGAZINES." Over 200 
titles, 1890 to 1977. " F R E E LIST." Se id 
stamped envelope. Everybody's Bookshop, 
Dept. EQ, 317 West 6th, Los Angele,/CA 
90014. 

QUALITY used mysteries (hardback). List 
free. Choctaw, Box 471 Ridgeland, MS 39206. 

90% OFF all current hardcover' bestsellers! 
Buy one or many. Unique shared purchase 
concept. Free brochure: Bestseller Exchange, 
Box 957, Brighton, Ontario, Canada. 

BOOKS & PERIODICALS—Cont'd 

JOIN T H E UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA 
MYSTERY LIBRARY. NOW AVAILABLE, 
CLASSIC MYSTERY NOVELS. Free bro­
chure: Drawer P, Del Mar, CA 92014. 

FREE publication featuring over 400 books. 
Numerous subjects. JoAlans Unlimited, 620 
East Jennings, Newburgh, IN 47630. 

A QUARTERLY SCIENCE FICTION MAG­
AZINE by Isaac Asimov. Send $4.00 for 4 is­
sues (includes shipping & postage) to Isaac 
Asimov's Science Fiction Magazine, P.O. Box 
1855 G.P.O., New York, NY 10001. 

BUSINESS LOANS 

BUSINESS loans for any purpose $25,000 to 
$10,000,000. Quick reply. James Ambrose Co., 
2619 La Mesa Way, Sacramento, CA 95825. 

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 

MAKE Magnetic Signs. Big profits. Details, 
Universal, I^nora, KS 67645. 

$25.00 DAILY possible stuffing envelopes! 
Details Free. Service, Box 715-D, Lynbrook, 
NY 11563. 

$30.00 HUNDRED Stuffing Our Circulars in­
to Stamped Addressed Envelopes. Immediate 
Earnings. Begiimeis Kit $2.00. COLOSSI, 
1433-61 Street, DC-10, Brooklyn, NY 11219. 

HOMEWORK! BIG MONEY addressing, 
mailing envelopes. Exciting offer 10<. Linco 
Services, 3636 Peterson, Chicago, 60659. 

1000% PROFIT Bronzing Baby Shoes. Free 
Literature. NBC, Box 1904-DG, Sebring, FL 
33870. 

$3000.00 MONTHLY. Immediate income. 
Stuff envelopes at home. Information, send 
self-addressed stamped envelope. Cottage, Box 
730-DFK, Baldwin Park, CA 91706. 

$.500.00 profit stuffing 1,(X)0 envelopes. De­
tails $1.0(5 (Refimdable). Elamco, Bel3337 
D l l , Waldo, AR 71770. 

"999 SUCCESSFUL LITTLE KNOWN 
BUSINESSES" information write. Gentry 
Distributors, Dept. DP Box 511, Pascagoula, 
MS 39567. 

GUARANTEED $178.00 WEEKLY. Work 
one hour daily. Free Brochure. FAS, Box 
13703, San Antonio, TX 78213. 

$350 weekly mailing letters. Free details. 
BronxviUe House, Box 311 D, Bronxville, 
NY 10708. LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
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Classified Continued 
BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES—Cont'd 

HOW TO RECRUIT COMMISSION SALES­
PEOPLE! Free details! Success publications, 
35 Interlachen Place, Excelsior, Minnesota 
55331. 

STARTLING NEW REPORT CAN CHANGE 
YOUR LIFE! BIG MONEY can be YOURS! 
Includes tips on creative thinking, how to 
PROTECT and MARKET your ideas. Send 
$1.50, Moneygetters, Dept. 117-AH, 5806 
Dryad, Houston, TX 77035. 

AMAZING! Home Enterprise Opportunity 
guaranteed. Details 35« Ivanna, 5052 North 
Ashland, Chicago, 60640. 

CABLE/FM Broadcast station. No invest­
ment. Operate from .home, church, school. , 
Excellent income. Free Details. CAFM, Box 
5S16-GK, Walnut Creek, CA 94596. 

COLLECT names for $1. each, instructions 
S2,. Leroy Williams, 81 South Sixth, Newark, 
NJ 07107. 

AMAZING profits in real estate. New report 
tells'how, where. Tips for buying rural land. 
Only $1.50. Wesley Leonard, 187 North Main, 
Hancock, ME 04640. 

SPECTACULAR home business opportunity. 
Details Free! Brandon, P.O. Box 2013, New­
port News, VA 23602. 

$200 weekly mailing circulars. Start Im­
mediately. Complete program-$2.00. Guaran­
teed! M/L, Box 68011, Seattle, WA 98188. 

FINALLY—Low Investment, high profit poten­
tial. Ethical home business. Details F r e e -
Fields, P.O. Box 7195, Columbus, OH 43205. 

$$$ FOR YOU. Gigantic distributor's catalog, 
over 1500 items. Lowest prices. $2.00 (refund­
able). Mail Order Discounts, 1217 West Wil­
liam David Pkwy., Metairie, LA 70005. 

BUY IT WHOLESALE 

SAVE money! Buy low cost quality Christmas 
Gift Items (5) catalogs $3.00. Winchester 
Enterprises Inc. 2807 SS Hatgrave Street, 
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 
details. Counseling, Box 389-AH-ll, Tustin, 
CA 92686. 

ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT & SUPPLIES 

GIANT Bargain Packed Canadian Surplus 
Catalogs $1.00. Etco Electronics Dept. DG, 
183G Hymus Blvd., Pointe Claire, Quebec 
H9R IE9. 

GIFTS THAT PLEASE 

HANDSOME SOLID BRASS CRAB ASH­
TRAY. IV. $10.98. SATISFACTION 
GUARANTEED. POSTPAID. KEN-BAR 
GIFTS, EQM, 4452 NORTH ASHLAND, 
CHICAGO, IL 60640. ILLINOIS RESI­
DENTS 5% SALES TAX. 

OPTICAL ILLUSION PICTURES. What you 
see is not necessarily what it is. A closer look 
will show you a completely difEeemt picture. 
Great conversation item 8^x14, $2.00 each or 
four different for $5.00. Rodger's Illusion's, 
Box 59, Sparta, N J 07871. 

DISCOUNT gift catalog! 1,500 items. $2.00 
Kel-Rico, RFD, Box 400, Anacoco, LA 71403. 

STARFISH JEWELRY. Designed by Mother 
Nature every detail intact as if frozen in gold. 
Earrings pierced or screwback. Pendant $'7.95, 
earrings $7.95, Midwest Mail-Order, 716 North 
Third Street, Aberdeen, SD 67401. 

HOME WORKSHOP SUPPLIES 

VINYL care kit, $12.95 send check, money 
order, master charge, Bankamericard num­
bers, and expiration date to: J im 's Vinyl 
Restoral, 35040 Renfrew, Mt. Clemens, MI 
48045. 

HYPNOTISM 

FREE Fascinating Hypnosis Information! 
Startling! DLMH, Box 487 Anaheim, CA 
92805. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

OLDTIME Radio Programs on quality tapes. 
Free catalogue. Carl D. Froelich, Route One, 
New Freedom, PA 17349. 

EXPERTLY avoid income tax$s. Postcard 
with name brings details. Jon Tanizaki, 12215 
Aneta Street, Culver City, CA 90230. 

MONEYMAKING OPPORTUNITIES 

$3 Hourly stuffing envelopes. Easy work. 
Details free. Feldco, Box 228 Ryder, Brooklyn 
11234. 

$1000 MONTHLY POSSIBLE, mailing com­
mission letters. Information—Free! OPPOR­
TUNITIES Box 721D, Lynbrook, NY 11563. 

$250.00 profit/thousand possible—stuffing-
mailing envelopes. Ofifer: Rush stamped ad­
dressed envelope: Universal-ADVS X16180 
Fort Lauderdale, FL 33318. 

DO YOU KNOW "How to Write a Classified 
Ad Tha t ' Pulls" includes a certificate worth 
$2.00 toward a classified ad in any of our publi­
cations? For your copy send $1.50 (includes 
postage) to R. S. Wayner, Davis Publications, 
Inc., Dept. CL, 229 Park Avenue South, New 
York, NY 10003. 
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Classified Continued 
MONEYMAKING OPPORTUNITIES—Cont'd 

$300.00 WEEKLY, Mailing Circulars. Write: 
McGUIRE, Box 144, Tacoma, WA 98412. 

• $30.00 HUNDRED STUFFING our circulars 
into stamped addressed envelopes. Beginner's 
Kit $2.00 Mustachi, P.O. Box 46D10, Brook­
lyn, NY 11219. 

NEW! Stufi letters for $$$. Details free! Car-
lois. 1724 Kimberly, Klamath Falls. OR 97601. 

$500.00 WEEKLY! IMMEDIATE Home In­
come Stuffing Envelopes. FREE supplies! 
Guaranteed! Send 25*, Stamp. ALCO, B19110-
DPN, Las Vegas, NV 89119. 

MAKE MONEY! 25 ways! Two 13«i stamps, 
Wayo, Box 127-EH, Wayzata, MN S5391. 

$2,000 MONTHLY selling information by 
mail. Expert tells how. Write: Everready, 
422D Clermont Ave., Brooklyn, NY 11238. 

$500.00 profit stuffing 1000 envelopes. 25 
cents details: Canapro Enterprises, Box 215, 
Station " H " , Montreal, Que., Canada. 

WRITE ARTICLES-Make- money writing 
short articles. Includes directory telling where 
to sell your articles. Booklet $1.50. Hogan's 
Sales Specialties, 14 Court Street, Valley 
Stream, NY 11580. 

$500 weekly with mail orders, most dynamic 
program. Send $1.00 for details. Box 1912, 
Fort Worth, T X 76101. 

TOP EANINGS! Mailing circulars. Start im­
mediately. KAMI, 1431 Eteslonde, N . O., LA 
70117. 

$60 HUNDRED GUARANTEED PROVEN 
MAILING PROGRAM, FREE DETAILS 
WRITE: MURPHY, 35040 Renfrew, 1207, 
Mt. Clemens, MI 48045. 

$500 per thousand stuffing envelopes, free sup­
plies, rush stamped envelope: Mo.seley, 14 
Rodney, Seaford, DE 19973. 

PERSONAL 

SINGLE? Widowed? Divorced? Nationwide 
introductions! Identity, Box 315-DC, Royal 
Oak, MI 48068. 

JAPANESE introduction! Girl's photographs, 
descriptions, brochure, details. $1.00. INTER-
PACIFIC, Box 304-SC, Birmingham, MI 
48012. 

JAPANESE Girls Make Wonderful Wives. 
We have large number of listings. Many 
interested in marriage. Only $1.00 brings 
application,- photos, names, descriptions, 
questionnaire. Etc. Japan International, Box 
156-AA, Camelian Bay, CA 95711. 

BEAUTIFUL Mexican-Oriental girls Needing 
American Boy-Friends. Free Details, "actual" 
photos. World, Box 3876-DC, San Diego, CA 
92103. 

DATES GALORE! Meet singles-anywhere. 
Call DATELINE, toll-free (800) 451-3245. 

PERSONAL—Cont'd 

LATIN, AMERICAN GIRLS appreciate their 
men. Let us introduce you to a dark-eyed, un­
boiled 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. 

ADULT Pleasure Products-over 600 items! 
Giant catalog $1.00. Clifton's D-1068, Sau-
gus, CA 91351. 

500 Ladies, 350 Men Photos Matrimonial 
Catalog, $1.00 Contactpartner: Box 12, To­
ronto, Canada M4A 2M8. 

ADULT PRODUCTS. Giant Catalog. $1.00 
(Refundable). Trader Jack, 1045 Tabor Ave., 
Fairfield, CA 94533. 

SWEDISH giris. Details, photos $1., Sweden 
International, Box 7425-DC, Chicago 60680, 
USA. 

ADULT products directory! $5.00. Box 4937 
D, Yuma, AZ 85364. 

NEED financing? Credit? Investments? Send 
$3.00 for booklet. FRECO, P.O. Box 5025, 
Alexandria, VA 22305. 

PHOTOGRAPHY—PHOTO FINISHING 
& SUPPLIES 

SAVE HUNDREDS OF DOLLARS!!! Make 
your own S & M Densitometer. Send $3.00 for 
detailed drawing and instructions. A must for 
successful photography, in your darkroom. Or­
der direct: S & M Instruments, Dept. AH-11, 
229 Park Ave. South, N.Y., NY 10003. 

PRINTING, MIMEOGRAPHING 
& MULTIGRAPHING 

WHOLESALE, Printing Office Supplies, 
Equipment. Free Catalog. Atlantic, DP-11, 
Box 1678, Florence, South Carolina 29503. 

PROFITABLE OCCUPATIONS 

GET INTO BROADCASTING! Become a 
DJ, get free tapes—records, start your own 
station. Free details. Broadcasting, Box 5516-
GK, Walnut Creek, CA 94596. 

SPECIAL SERVICES 

BUYERS, SELLERS, TRADERS DON'T 
WASTE TIME; money. You've found it. 
Yes, fellow members from all fifty states 
anxious to buy, sell, trade, daily, weekly, 
monthly contacts. For information package, 
membership card, send $5.00 check or money 
order to: B. S. T. PO Box 12204, Minneapo­
lis, MN 55412. 

WRITERS 

WRITE FULL TIME-NOW! SECRET RE­
VEALED, FREE. Send self addressed, 
stamped envelope to Brenlee, 2435 Fleet 
Street, Baltimore, MD 21224. 
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OVER 300 PAGES 
OF GREAT MYSTERY 
ENTERTAINMENT! 
- f r o m the WHO'S 
WHO of WHODUNITS. 

In hardcover 
you would pay 
$8.95. Order 
this edition and 
save $6.50. 

1 Short 
••• Novel 

3 Novelets 
"I A Short 
^^ Stories 

# 34 is here! 
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M SHOUT STORIES 

Dick Francis 
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Michael Gilix^rt 
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Patricia HighsmUh 
HonGoiilM* 
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William Britta.. . 
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-A Fall/Winter '77 paperback edition 

ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY ANTHOLOGY 
229 Park Avenue So., New York, NY 10003 
D Enclosed is $1.95 plus 50 cents shipping and postage ($2.45) for each 

of my copies of EQA #34 (Fall/Winter '77 edition). 

Name-
(please print) 

Address-

City- -State- -Zip-
AHMM 117 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Worth $113.25 in Publishers' Editions! 
15 BEST-SELLING MYSTERIES FOR JUST 1 
Francis 
1. In The Frame by Dick Francis. 
An English painter tries to 
unravel a case of arson and 
murder. (Publ. Ed. $8.95) 

Garfield 
2. Recoil by Brian Gartield. A 
powerful mob boss commits a 
ct ime, and the eyewitness must 
protect his threatened family. 
(Publ. Ed. $8.95) 

Haggard 
3. Yesterday's Enemy by William 
Haggard. One man bent on 
revenge plans to stampede the 
Kremlin into an atomic attack 
on the West. (Publ Ed. $6.95) 

GJIman 
4. Mrs. Pollifax on Safari by 
Dorothy Oilman. Mrs. Pollifax 
goes to Africa to hunt an 
assassin who's already killed 
four world leaders. 
(Publ. Ed. $7.95) 

Creasey(asAshe) 
5. A Plague of Demons by 
Gordon Ashe. Patrick Dawlish 
tackles a devilish brainwashing 
scheme of international pro­
portions. (Publ. Ed. $6.95) 

Holton 
6. A Corner of Paradise by 
Leonard Holton. A detective 

priest uses "spiritual finger­
prints" to help solve a jewel theft 
and murder. (Publ. Ed. $5.95) 

Sjowail&Wahlbo 
7. 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 
8. Family Fortune by Mignon G. 
Eberhart. Eberhart s newest 
bestseller. A border-state family 
is divided by the Civil War and 
an inheritance that leads to 
murder. (Publ. Ed. $795) 

Simenon 
9. Maigret and the Apparition by 
Georges Simenon. The latest 
Maigret mystery. The shooting 
of a policeman friend has 
Maigreton thetrailof a mil­
lionaire art patron. 
(Publ. Ed. $795) 

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) 

ODonnell 
11. Leisure Dying by Lillian 
O'Donnell.Thehusband-and-
wife detective team of Norah 
and JoeCaprettostalka brutal 
killer of elderly people on New 
York's Upper West Side. 
(Publ. Ed. $6.95) 

Delghton 
12. Catch a Falling Spy by Len 
Delghton. Deighton's newest 
best-seller, a tale of interna­
tional violence, spy networks, 
power politics, science and 
counterintelligence. 
(Publ. Ed. $795) 

Johnston 
13. The Etruscan Smile by Velda 
Johnston. The heroine learns 
her sister has been murdered 
in Italy—and she's the next 
target. (Publ. Ed. $5.95) 

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. $795) 

Westlake 
15. A Travesty by Donald 
Westlake. A movie crit ic who 
accidentally kills his gir l f r iend 
ends up helping the police. 
(Publ. Ed. $795) 
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Please enroll me as a member and send me at once my five triple-
volumes shown here, containing fifteen mysteries. I enclose no money 
now. 1 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 1 will receive free the club's monthly Preview which 
describes my next selections but 1 am not obligated to accept them. I 
will always have at least ten days to reject any volume by returning the 
form provided. 1 may return any book at the club's expense for full credit. 
For each monthly triple-volume 1 keep, 1 will send you only $4.39, plus 
postage and handling. 1 understand 1 may cancel my membership at any 
time. 

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB, ROSLYN, N X 11576 

Name -

Street _ 
7-OG 

City-
14-55-70 

State. -Zip-
Note: Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only. Canadian members will be serviced 
from Ontario, offer slightly different in Canada. LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
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GET THE NEWEST 
DICK FRANCIS THRILLER 

AND 14 OTHERS FOR ONLY 1.00 
Yes, take the latest Dick 

Francis best-seller In The 
Frame, plus 14 others 
(described on preceed-
ing page) for only $1.00. 
These books cost $113.25 
in the original publishers' 
editions—but to intro­
d u c e y o u t o T h e 
Detective Book Club, 
we'll send you all of these 
great mysteries in five 
handsome hard-bound 
triple volumes for only 
$1.00. 

As a member, there is 
no minimum number of 
books you must buy You 
may reject any volume , 
before or after receiving { 
it. And you may cancel , 
your membership at any 
time, wittiout penalty or 
hurt feelings. 

r j ^ Okc^ 

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 

SAVINGS OF $5 
OR MORE ON EVERY 
MYSTERY YOU READ 
When you accept a cl ub 

selection, you get three 
unabridged detect ive 
novels in one hard-cover 
t r ip le-volume for only 
$4.39. That's $3, $4 or 
$5 less than one mystery 
costs in the publisher's 
o r i g i n a l e d i t i o n . The 
club's editors select the 
best from some 400 mys­
tery books each year. 
Selections include new 
thrillers by the authors in 
your first 15 books, plus 
Richard Lockridge, Anne 
Morice, and many more. 

Send the pos t -pa id 
card now to get your fif­
teen mysteries for $1. The 
Detect ive Book Club, 
Roslyn, New York 11576. 

First Class 
Permit No. 7 
Roslyn, NY. 

MAIL 
THIS 
POSTOOE 
FREE 
CARD 
TODAY. 
OETAfLS ON 
OTHER SIDE. 
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