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Dear Reader:-

As you peruse this issue of Alfred
Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine; as well
as today’s newspaper, consider the
“corrosive effects on all of us of the
sharp increase in population over the
Selmmm  @mmmee |55t hundred years. Think of the pres-.

sures brought - on by the social and technical changes
that have evolved from that increase and the strains’
imposed on us by overcrowding, pollution, the deafen-
-ing noise and frantic pace we've had to adjust to since
‘the turn of the century:

The seven deadly sins—and their consequences—
have always been with us, but as the pressures in-
_crease so it seems do our worst impulses and the
“crime rate. But my message to you this holiday season
is not to despair. Take comfort—and yes, pride—in
the fact that there isn’t more crime in today’s stressful
world. The man and ‘woman of goodwill will prevail.

Good reading.

Joel Davis, President & Publisher
Eleanor Sullivan, Editor
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Sally F. Smith . _ Associate Editor
Victor C. Stabile ~ . Vice President & Treasurer
Leonard F. Pinto Vice President & General Manager
Constance DiRienzo Exec. Sec., Rts. & Perm. Mgr.
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Jim Cappello . ’ : ~ Advertising Manager
Carl Bartee . Production Director
Don Gabree Newsstand Circulation Director
R. V. Enlow . o Subscription Circulation Director
Eugene S. Slawson - Subscription Circulation Manager
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It was late afternoon by the time Dandridge got back to the lodge. The
mountain air was as crisp as. the fallen leaves that crunched under his
heavy boots. He turned for a last look at the western sKy, then hurried
up the steps and into the massive building. In his room he paused only
long enough to drop his gear onto a chair and hang his bright orange
cap on a peg. Then he strode to the lobby and through it to the tap-
room.

-
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He bellied up to the bar, a big, thick-bodied man. “Afternoon, Ed
die,” he said to the barman. “The usual poison.” ‘

Dandridge’s usual -poison was sour-mash whiskey. The barmar
poured a generous double into a tumbler and stood, bottle in hand
- while Dandridge knocked the drink back in a singié swallow. “First o
the day,” he announced, “and God willing it won’t be the last.”

Both the Lord and the barman were willing,- This time Eddie added
ice and a splash of soda. Dandridge accepted the drink, took a small
- sip of it, nodded his approval, and turned to regard the only other man
present at the bar, a smaller, less obtrusive man who regarded Dan-
drldge in turn.

“Afternoon,” Dandridge said. _

“Good afternoon,” said the other man. He was smoking a filtered
cigarette and drinking a vodka martini. He looked Dandridge over
thoroughly, from the rugged face weathered by sun and wind down
over the heavy red-and-black-checked jacket and wool. pants to the
knee-high leather boots. “If I were to guess,” the man said, “I'd say
you've been out huntmg b A .

' Dandrldge smiled. “Well, you'd be right,” he said. “In a manner of
speaking.”

“‘In a manner of speaking,”” the smaller man echoed. “I like the
phrase. I'd guess further that you had a good day.”

“A damn good day. Hard not to on a day like this. When it’s this
kind of a’day, the air just the right temperature and the sun comes,
through the trees and casts a dappled pattern on the ground, well,
hell, sir, you could never set eyes on bird or beast and you'd still have.
to call it a good day.” :

“You speak like a poet.”

“I'm afraid I'm nothing of the sort. I'm in insurance, and let me tell
you there’s nothing the least bit poetic about it. But when I get out
here the woods and the mountains do their best to make a poet out of
me. : :

The smaller man raised his glass, took a small sip. “I would guess,”
“he said, “that today wasn’t a day in which you failed to—how d1d you
put it"—to set eyes on bird or beast.”

“No, you'd be right. I had good huntmg

“Then let me congratulate you,” the man said. He raised his glass to
Dandridge, who raised his in return.
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“Dandridge,” said Dandridge. “Homer Dandrldge

“Roger Krull,” said the other man.

“A pleasure, Mr. Krull.”

“My pleasure, Mr. Dandridge.” ,

They drank, and both of their glasses stood empty Dandridge
motioned to the barman, his hand indicating both glasses ‘On me,” he
said. “Mr. Krull, would I be wrong in guessing you're a hunter your-
self?

“In a manner of speaking.” Krull glanced down into _his newly
freshened drink. “I've hunted for years,” he- said. “And I still hunt I
haven’t given it up, not by any means. But—"

“It’s not the same, is it?™”

Krull looked up. “That’s absolutely right,” he said. “How did you .
know?” '

“Go on,” Dandridge urged. “Tell me how it’s different.”

Krull thought a moment. “I don’t know exactly,” he said. “Of course
the novelty’s gone but, hell, that wore off years ago. It's something
else. The stalking is still exciting, the pursuit, all of that, and there’s
still that instant of triumph when the prey is in your sights, and then
the gun bucks, and—"

“Yes?™”

“Then you ‘stand there, deafened for a moment by the roar of the
gun, and you watch your prey gather and fall, and then—" He
shrugged heavily.

“Yes? Go on, Mr. Krull. Go on, sir.” :

“Well, T hope you won't take offense,” Krull said. “It feels like a
waste, a waste of life. Here I've taken hfe away from another creature,
but I don’t own that life. It's just—gone.”

Dandridge was silent for a moment. He sipped hlS drink, made cir-
cles on the bar with the glass He said, “You didn't feel this way in the
past I takeit.’

“No, not at all. The kill was always thrilling and there were no nega-
tive feelings accompanying it. But in the past year, maybe even the
past two years, it's been changing ” The smaller man reached for his
glass. “I'm sorry I mentioned this,” he said. “Here you had a good day
and I have to bring you ‘down with all this nonsense.

“Not at all, Mr. Krull. Eddie, fill these up agam, will you? Dan-
dridge planted a large hand on the top of the bar. “Don’t regret what
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you've said, Mr. Krull. I'm glad you spoke up and I'm glad I was here
to hear you.”

“You are?”

“Absolutely.” Dandrxdge ran a hand through his w1ry grey hair. “Mr.
Krull—or if I may call you Roger?”

“By all means, Homer.”

“Roger, I daresay I've been huntlng more years than you have. Be-
lieve me,. the. feelings you've just expressed so. eloquently are not
foreign to me. I went through precisely what youre- going through
now. I came very close to giving it up, all of it.”

“And then the feelings passed?’

“No,” Dandridge said. “No, Roger. They dld not.”

“Then—" :

Dandridge smiled hugely. “T'll tell you what I did,” he said. “I didn’t
give it up. I thought of doing that because I grew to hate killing, but
- abandoning the woods and the inountains galled me. Oh, you can walk

in the woods without hunting, but that’s not the same thing. The
pleasure of the stalk, the pursuit, the matching of human wit and in-
“telligence against the instincts and cunning of game—that's what makes
‘ huntlng what it is for me, Roger.” ‘

“Yes,” Krull murmured. :
“So what I did,” Dandridge said, “was change my style. No more
bang bang.”
“I beg your pardon?”’ e

“No more bang-bang,” Dandridge sa)d ‘Now it’s click-click instead.”
And when Krull frowned uncomprehendingly, the big man _put his
hands in front of his face and mimed the operation of a camera.
“Click!” he said.

Light dawned. ° Oh said Krull.

“Exactly.”

“Not with a bang but a chck

“Nicely put.’

“Photography.” o :

“Let’s not say photography, Dandrldge demurred ‘Let us say hunt- -
mg wih a camera; .

“Hunting with a camera.’ :

Dandridge nodded. “So you see now why I sa1d I was a hunter in a
manner of speakmg Many people would not call me a hunter. They
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would say I was a photographer of animals in the wild, while I consider
myself a hunter who simply employs a camera instead of a gun.”

Krull took his time digesting this: “The act of taking the picture is
equivalent to making the kill. It's how you take the trophy, but you
don’t go out because you want a picture of an elk anymore than a man
hunts because he wants to put meat on the table.”

“You do understand, Mr. Krull.” The glasses, it was noticed, were
once more empty. “Eddie!”

“My turn this time, Eddie,” said Roger Krull. He waited until the
drinks were poured and tasted. Then he said, “Do you get the same
thrill, Homer?’ v )

“Roger, I get twice the thrill. Another old hunter name of Heming-
way said ‘a moral act is one that makes you feel good afterward: Well, if.
that's the case, then hunting with a gun bécame immoral for me a
couple of years back. Hunting with a camera has all the thrills and ex-
citement of gun hunting without the letdown that comes when you re-
alize you've caused pain and death to an innocent creature.

“Here, let me show you something.” Dandridge produced his wallet,
drew out a sheaf of color snapshots. “I don’t normally do this,” he con-
fided. “I could wind up being every bit as much of a bore as those
pests who show you pictures of their grandchildren. But I get the feel-
ing you're interested.” : '

“You're damned right I'm interested, Homer.”

“Well, now,” Dandridge said. “All right, we’ll lead off with some-
thing big. This here is a Kodiak bear. I went up to Alaska to get him,
hired a guide, tracked the son of a bitch halfway across the state until I
got close enough for this one. That's not taken with a telephoto lens,
incidentally. I actually got in close and took that one.”

“You hire guides and backpack and everything.” :

“The works, Roger. .I'm telling you, it's the same sport right up to
the moment of truth. Then I take a picture instead of a life. I take
.more risks now than I did when I carried a gun through the woods. I
never would have stood that close to the bear in order to shoot him.
Hell, you can drop them from a quarter of a mile if you want, but I got
right in close to take his picture. If he’d have charged—"

They reached for their drinks. :

“T'll just show you a few more of these,” Dandridge said. “You'll
notice some of them aren’t game animals, strictly speaking. Of course,
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when you hunt with a camera you’re not limited to what the law says is

game, and the seasons don’t apply. An endangered species doesn’t
" shrink because I take its photograph. I can shoot does, I can photo-
graph in or out of season. The fact of the matter is that I prefer to go
after trophy animals in season because that makes more of a game out
of it, but sometimes it’s as much of a challenge to try for a particular
songbird that’s hard to get up close to. That's a scarlet tanager there,
it’s a bird that lives in deep woods and spooks easy. Of course, I had to
use a telephoto lens to get anything worth looking at but it’s still con-
sidered something of an accomplishment. I got a thrill out of that shot,
Roger. Now no one would shoot a little bird like that, nobody would
want to, but when you hunt with a camerait’s another story entirely,
and I don’t mind telhng you I got a thrill out of that shot.”

I can believe it.” - _

“Now here’s a couple of mountain goats, that was quite a trip I had
shooting them, and this antelope, oh,” there’s a heck of a story goes
with her—" . -

. - . \

It was a good hour later when Homer Dandridge returned the
‘photographs to his wallet. “Here I went and- talked your ear off.”
he said apologetically, but Roger Krull 1n51sted that he had been fasci-
nated throughout :

“I wonder,” he said. “T just wonder.”

“If it would work for you?” : _

Krull nodded. “I had a camera years ago,” he said, “but I never had’
much interest in it. I couldn’t tell you how long it’s been since I took a
photograph of anything.”

“I never had the slightest interest in it myself,” Dandridge said.
“Until I substituted click for bang, that is.”

“I don’t know, Homer. I suppose you've got all sorts of elaborate
equipment, fancy cameras and all the rest. It'd take me a year and a
day to learn how to load one of those things.”

“They're easier than you think,” Dandridge said. “Especially since
I've got some reasonably fancy gear. Hell, the money I used to spend
" on guns I spend on cameras now. I've got a new Japanese model that
_ I'm just getting the hang of, and I've got my eyes on a lens for it that’s
going to cost me more than a whole camera ought to cost, and the next
step’s-developing my own pictures.”
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“That’s what I thought. I don’t know if I'd want to get into all that.”

“But that’s the whole thing, Roger. You don’t have to. Look, I don’t
know what your first hunting experience was like, but I remember
mine. I was fourteen years old and I was out in a field down near the
railroad tracks with an old rimfire .22 rifle, and I shot a squirrel out of
an oak tree. Just a poor raggedy squirrel that I plinked with a broken-
down rifle, and that’s as big a hunting thrill as I guess I ever had. Now
I'd guess your first experience wasn’t a hell of a lot different.”

“Not a whole hell of a lot, no.”

“Well, when I put down the gun and took up the camera, the cam-
era I took up was a little Instamatic that cost under twenty dollars. And
I'll tell you a thing. The picture I took with that little camera was at
least as much of a thrill as I get with my Japanese job.”

“You can get decent pictures that way?™

“You can get perfect pictures that way,” Dandridge said. “If I had
any sense I'd still use the Instamatic, but as you go along you want to
try getting fancy. And anyway, it hardly matters how good the pictures
are. You don’tlwant to send ‘em to Field and Stream, do you?”

“Of course not.” :

“Hell, no. You want to find out if you can go on havmg the sheerjoy
and excitement of hunting without having the guilt and sorrow of klll-
ing. That's it in a nutshell, right? :

“That’s it.”

“So pick up a cheap camera and find out.”

“By God,” said Roger Krull, “that’s just what I'll do. There’s a
drugstore in town that'll have cameras. I'll go there flrst thing in the
mornmg What have 1 got to lose?”

“That calls for a drink,” said Hoiner Dandridge.

Dandridge was out in the woods early the next morning. His head
was clear and his hand steady, as was always the case on hunting trips.
In the city he drank moderately, and his rare overindulgences were fol-
lowed by mind- shattermg hangovers. On hunting trips he drank heav-
ily every evening and never had the whisper of a hangover. The fresh
air, he thought, probably had something to do with it, as did the way
the excitement of the chase sent the blood singing in his veins.

He had another good day, shooting several rolls of film, and by the
time he returned to the lodge he was ready for that first double shot of
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sour-mash whiskey, and ready too for the good company of Roger
Krull. Dandridge was not by nature a proselytizer, and in casual-con-
versations with other hunters he rarely let on that he employed a cam-
-.era instead of a gun. But Krull had been an obvious candidate for con-
version, and now Dandridge was excited at the thought that he had
been instrumental in leading another man from bang-bang, as it were,
to click-click.

_ Again he stowed his cap and gear and hurried to the taproom. But
this time Krull was not there waiting for him, and Dandridge was dis-
appointed. Hé drowned his disappointment with a drink, his usual
straight double, and then he settled down and sipped a second drink
on the rocks with a splash of soda. He had almost finished the drink
when Roger Krull made his appearance.

“Well, Roger!” he said. “How did it go?”

“Spent the whole day at it.”

“And?”

Roger Krull shrugged “Hate to say it,” he said. He took a roll of
f1lm from his jacket pocket, we1ghed it in his hand: “Didn’t work for
me,” he said."

Oh Dandridge said.

“I envy you, Homer. I had my doubts last mght and I Rad them thlS
moming, but I went out and got myself a camera and gave it a try.”

“And it didn’t work.”

“No, it didn’t. Tl tell you something. T'd like myself better if it had.
But for one reason or another it isn’t hunting for me without the
bang-bang part. Just squeezing the shutter on a camera isn’t the same
as squeezing a trigger. Some primitive streak, I suppose. I stopped en-
joying‘killing awhile ago but it’s just not hunting, without it.”

“Hell,” Dandridge said. “I don’t know what to say.’

And that was true for both of them. They suddenly found themselves
with nothing at all to say and the silence was awkward. “Well, I'm
damned glad I tried it all the same,” Krull said. “I really enjoyed talk-
mg with you last night. You're a hell of a guy, Homer.” ‘

“You're all right yourself, Roger,” Dandridge said. “Say, don’t you
want this?” He indicated the film Krull had left on top of the bar.

“What for?”

“Might get it developed see how your pictures turned out

“Idon’t really care How they turned out, Homer.”
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“Well—" , .

“Keep it,” Krull said.

Dandridge picked up the film, looked at it for -a moment, then
dropped it in his pocket. He wondered if Roger Krull had even
bothered to purchase 'a camera at all." Men sometimes came to
momentous decisions under alcohol's heady influence and changed
their minds the following morning. Krull might have decided that
hunting with a camera made as much sense as taking portrait photo-

graphs with a shotgun, and then might have gone through the charade °

with the film to keep up appearances. Not that Krull had seemed like
the sort to go through that kind of nonsense, but psychology was
another hobby of Homer Dandridge’s.

- Well, it was easy enough to find out, he decided. All he had to do
was include Krull's film with his own when he sent it off to be de-
veloped. It would be interesting to see if there were any pictures on it,
and if so it would be even more interesting to see what animals Krull
had snapped and how well he had done.

When the plctures came back, Homer Dandrldge was very confused
. indeed.

Oh, there were pictures, all right—an even dozen of them, and they
had all come out successfully. They did not have the contrast and
brightness of the pictures Dandridge took with his expensive Japanese
camera, but they were clear enough, and they revealed that Roger
Krull had a good intuitive sense of composition. .

But they had not been taken in the woods. They had been taken in a
city, and their subjects were -not animals or birds, they were people.
Ten men and two women, -captured in various candid poses as they
went about their businegs in a city.

It took Dandridge a moment. Then his jaw fell and a chill raced-

through him.. He examined the pictures again, thinking that there
ought to be something he should do, deciding that there was not. The
name Roger Krull was almost certainly an alias. And even if it was not,
what could he say? What could he do?

He wasn’t even certain in what city the twelve pictures had been
taken. And he didn’t recognize any of the men or women in them.

Not then. A week later, when they started turning up in the news-
paper, then he recognized them.
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Santiago had waited for the phone to ring six times, unanswered, be-
fore the intercom button flashed and the buzzer sounded.
It was de Mauro, calling from the room. »
“He’s ready, Jorge. It shouldn’t be a difficult one.”
“I'll be there in three minutes.” '
~Santiago stood up, straightened his tie, took a deep breath, and
walked to the door. It had been a vaguely troubling day. It was good
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that this wasn’t going to be a difficult one. He needed time to clear his
brain, to stop and think. Already his skull was bursting.

He left his office and began the familiar walk down the long white-
tiled corridor. Each step was choreographed by the past, every move-
ment of his tall ascetic body was well planned. That was the key to his
success, good planning. It had always separated him from the others.
The ability to set the stage, to prepare and rehearse precisely the cor-
rect stimuli so that the probability of eliciting the desired responses
was maximized. One did not always succeed,” Santiago knew, but one
maximized the probabilities. There was nothing that.could be done

- about the rare psychopath who, totally cut off from the anxieties of in-
terpersonal relationships, did not budge. But that was not his fault. He
was not God. )

He had ﬁrst notlced that he was dlfferent when he was a chlld It
was, he reasoned, a gift, a talent, just like being able to paint, or play
the cello. In his mind there was some confusion as to whether his own
talent had begun immediately after a particularly virulent attack of
fever had swept through his village, leaving him delirious and sweating
in the rear of his parents’ house. He had been little more than eight or
nine and everyone said it was a miracle he had survived -and even
more of a wonder that his brain had not been affected. Of the latter,
Santiago was sometimes not totally sure, though he knew his mind Was
intact—no doubt more intact than most others.

In school, the teachers had noted, first with amusement and relief

and then with increasing concern, how they could leave the classroom,
entrusting the behavior of the other children to young Santiago, and
upon returning find the children more composed, disciplined, and
quiet than before. One teacher had peeked through the doorjamb in an
- attempt to find out exactly what the boy did, for his ability to maintain
" order surpassed that of the adults. To the teacher’s surprise, he noted:
nothing. The boy made a few statements about rules and regulations
- and the other children just seemed to listen. There was a curious-air of
tension in the room, but nothing tangible. The teacher relayed this ob-
servation to his colleagues and they shrugged, laughed nervously, and
said how they were lucky to have a boy like Santiago, an unpaid depu-
ty, and how he would go far, a boy like that.

Santiago himself wasted little time exploring the origins of his talent.
It was a visceral thing. Literally. The squirm in his stomach. He could
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sense a lie coming from another person before the false words left loose
lips. It cued him, so that by the time the lie had been spoken he was:
ready to counter it, to challenge, attack, parry delicately—whatever
maneuver was appropriate. The split-second delay between the squirm
and the other person’s voice gave Santiago just the extra edge he
needed to win: to ferret out the lie, to scoop it loose like a surgeon
shelling a tumor, to expose it to his mind-and watch the liar recede
into helplessness. At first he was upset by the squirm—it was startling,
vibratory, like a low grade electric shock. As time passed, howevér, he
began to recognize the utility of it and adapted to the pain.

He was the best thing they had, the colonels said. With Santlago
there was no need to torture, He was cleaner, more efficient, and no
bleeding hearts from the Red Cross would ever complain. He had
played a large role during the wave of political convulsions that had
washed across the country several years before, questioning prisoners
" to the point of physical exhaustion, pinpointing the lies, saving those’
who told the truth. That period of unrest was over now and he had
achieved his rank; he was a man who commanded respect. Not a col-
onel, to be sure, but a captain of the highest rank. A man to be
reckoned with. He had a whitewashed villa in the suburbs, an official
chrome-colored Mercedes, and the young daughter of a rich man—a
- truth teller—as his wife. It was a good life for Santiago at this point in
time. And all he had to deal with now were the murderers, arsonists,
rapists; thugs, and ‘thieves who insisted upon inflicting themselves
upon an otherwise orderly. new republic. Small challenge for him.

The prisoner had been prepared. He had been told that he was
~ going to be questioned by Captain Jorge Santiago. He had been in-
formed by a smiling de Mauro that Captain Santxago was the best
questioner in the republic, that he had a knack for knowing when the
truth was being told and when it was not. That Captain Santiago never
failed (miniscule hyperbole offered in the service of truth). Having
been so informed, the prisoner was then left alone to wait in an empty
room decorated only by two chairs and the static hum of air-
conditioning. The prisoner waited for eighteen minutes. Then Santiago
entered. If the prisoner smoked, Santiago brought cigarettes that had
been denied for days. If he was a coffee drinker, Santiago offered a
steaming mug of a good brew. If he was an addict, Santiago brought
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coca leaves to chew. Santiago smiled, sat down, crossed ‘his legs, pulled
out.a sheaf of official-looking papers, and examined them for a few
minutes. Then he faced the prisoner.

He was a young man, barely into his twenties. Thin, fine-boned,
with pale skin and a thick unruly tangle of black hair. He had not
shaved for several days and Santiago noted that his beard was incom-
plete. Stubble showed over his upper lip and on his chin, and there
were sprinkles of hair in the region of his sideburns, but his cheeks
and jaw were baby-smooth. A boyish-looking man, thought Santiago.

The prisoner tried to avoid Santiago’s eyes, but he had been seated
in such a way that this could not be accomplished without closing his
eyes or looking down at his feet. It was the latter that he chose, as
they usually did. Closed eyes implied pain. And guilt. Such was thelr
logic. The repetitiousness of human behavior!

_The questioner looked full face at the prisoner.

“How did you feel,” he asked gently but clearly, “when you first
found out about the girl’s death?”

The young man was shaken. The unexpected question. The conver-
sational tone of the questioner’s voice. He had expected a barrage of
interrogation about his' whereabouts, details, alibis. And here he was
presented with a question that even went so far as to assume his
innocence—when he had first found out.

T don’t remember. It was—"

“When you first found out, when you heard the news about her
death,” Santiago repeated, probing but still gentle, “were you angry? -
Scared? Sad? Stunned?”

“Sad! I was sad!” _ _

“You were sad.” Santiago nodded, expecting more.

She was beautlful—lt was sad that so beautiful a creature was
gone .

“Like a beautiful bird? Like a creature with magnificent’ plumage
who has been plucked from the air and thrown to the ground?”

The prisoner looked at Santiago with stunned eyes.

“A compassionate response, Luis—that is your name, isnt it? A very
compasmonate response, and an aesthetic one too. Sadness. at beauty
lost.” '
“She was a beautiful person too,” whispered the young man. He
spoke with remembrance in his voice.



“I'm sure she was beautiful.” Santiago crossed his legs again and
waited a moment before speaking. “Still, Luis, I must say it is an un-
usual response. I would have thought that your response would have
béen anger—a desire to avenge the death of a beautiful creature—a
beautiful woman, whose beauty you have known. You were intimate,
wére you not?”’

“We were lovers.” The young man trembled visibly.

“Beauty that you have tasted, a woman who was yours. 1 would have
thought there would be a'desire on your part to avenge her death, to
strike out at the coward who pulled her from flight.”

“Of course.” The prisoner was trying to compose hlmself “There
was anger too. But first, sadness.” -

“Strange.” Santiago shook his head. “But then agaln I am only an
officer of the police. I am not a psychologist.”

The young man was a smoker, so Santiago offered him a cigarette.
An expensive foreign brand that the prisoner was known to have fa-
vored. Thé young man hesitated, then took the cigarette. Santiago lit it
for him, moving his chair closer in the process so that when the smoke
cleared the questioner’s face loomed unexpectedly larger before the
prlsoner s eyes.

“I saw the pictures of her, you know,” said Santiago softly. “She was
not beautiful. There were bruises around the face. Her throat had been
cut—cleanly, I might add. And the ants—" he 51ghed ‘—those misera-
~ ble jungle ants. They had begun their dirty work.” :

The young man was struggling with his emotions, not kriowing
whether to emphasize his grief or to rémain calm and impassive. The
struggle left him agitated, and it was at this point that Santiago felt the
first tiny squirm in his stomach.

“T'm sorry,” he said, “if the details are so gruesome. I felt you had a
right to know.” '

“Tts—all right.” .

“After all, you were her lover.” :

“Yes, yes.” The prisoner-got up from his chalr and paced the room.
“You were her only lover?” ‘
Squirm.

“Yes.” _

“Of this you are sure?”

Squirm.
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“Yes.” : . .

“It is good to be so secure in love, to know that one is unchallenged
by another man.”

Squ1rm

“Yes. It is—it was good The prisoner’s voice cracked He turned
away from Santiago, standing in a corner of the room, facing the wall,
one hand touching the smooth white tile.

“That is why you were sad, of course. I can understand now. You
were a king, unchallenged and you had lost a creature of beauty and -
50 you were sad.”

“I don’t understand. I'm confused.” :

“I'm confused too, Luis.” Santiago’s voice rose. “I don’t understand
how a virile, feeling man who loses his true love can reduce a human
being to the level of a creature, can only feel a sophisticated, under-
stated emotion like sadness! I don’t understand, Luis. I am only a cap-
tain of police, but it baffles me how such a man can remain so calm.”

“I am a calm person.” The prisoner spoke between clenched jaws.

“This I understand. You are a student of law at the university. A
student of law must be calm. But even the calm of reason recedes be-
fore the image of a smooth white throat with a barely separating wound
stretching from ear to ear.” = .

The young man began to retch.

“That is fine, Luis. You may vomit. Don’t search for a bucket, we
will clean your vomit from the floor.”

The young man clutched at his stomach and heaved, but nothing
came from his mouth except a dry choking sound.

“Go ahead, LUIS You may throw up your pain. Let the burning out
of your intestines.’

A bubble of spittle formed at the prisoner’s mouth and he blew it to
the floor. He coughed, heaved, and convulsed unproductively:

“It is a shame how the sourness and the burning stays inside, You
would feel much better if you were able to vomit it up. Come back,
Luis, sit down, relax:” -

The prisoner obeyed. ) -

“I am sorry to put you through this,” continued Santiago.” “It is
somewhat of an absurdity, a petty horror, that in this life—the one life
given to both of us—that we have to occupy our time in bringing up
pain. -



“The prlsoner was terrified. He looked at the questioner as 1f he were
a madman.

“There is too much pain in life,.is there not?”

The prisoner nodded. _ /

“Do you think she felt pain?”

Squirm.

“I don’t know.” ) .

“The medical officers could not determine if she had been knocked
unconscious by the blows to the head before her throat was cut or if
she felt the blade.”

“I hope she felt no pain.”

As the young man spoke Santiago’s. stomach was assaulted by a rain
of squ1rm1ng pain.

“You hope? You don’t know?” Squirm.
“No! Of course not!”

“You don’t remember?”

“Nol” ‘

“Oh, you do remember?” Squirm.

“I do—1I don’t—there is nothing to remember. I was not there.”

“You are lying.” Squirm. ~

“No.”. '

“Not no, yes. Quite simply yes. You are lying. I have sat in this
room and questioned thousands of men and I know who lies and who
does not. But no matter, you will come to the truth yourself when you
find that you will not be able to vomit out your pain—and your guilt.”
Santiago spoke in a matter-of-fact voice, not-accusing, merely predict-
ing. '

The young man buried hxs face in his hands.

Santiago allowed silence to settle between them. Then he spoke:

“I have my own theory—it is not a sophisticated theory, Luis, but
one that you might be interested in. My theory is that your feeling of
sadness is delicately linked with your guilt. You killed your lover and
when you did so you were another person—not literally, but
psychologically another person. Perhaps you were consumed with
anger at her infidelity—these are emohons one man can understand in
another. :

As this other person, transported by, shall we say, another state of
being, you killed her, plucked her from the sky. Later, when you first
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found out what you had done—I don’t know when. that precise moment
was, maybe ‘it was as you looked at her bleeding/into the soft jungle
soil where you dragged her body, maybe it was not until after you had
returned home, or perhaps you did not return to yourself until you
heard the news on the radio—but at that moment of revelation you did
indeed feel a sweeping sense of sadness. Sadness at having left your
own self and having stepped into the persona of another, at having
_taken away a beautiful creature.
_ “For it was only if you were able to see her as a creature—a thing, a
prize game hen, a creature—that you would be able to cut her throat,
to beat her around the head. You could do those things to-a creature,
but not to the woman who whispered to you between the sheets.”

Santiago let his words sink in. . -

“I don’t know your precise motive, Luis, though I imagine it is one
that I and any other man could sympathize with. Perhaps our medical
officers upon conducting the post mortem examination—" he consulted
his watch “—at this very moment, only a few feet away will discover
inside of her the sperm of more than one man, the seed of many men.”

The young man looked up. There was fury in his eyes.

“The motive will emerge. It always does.” Santiago shrugged. “The’
important thing is you, Luis. How will you be judged? I am no
psychologist, ‘as I told you before, but I will be able to recommend to
the score of psychologists who will examine you that your emotions at
the time were congruent with those of a man who did not know what
he was doing, who was operating within the shell of another’s persona.
I will tell them that your initial emotion was sadness and that such an
emotion is characteristic of the murderer who has acted without reason
and who later discovers the consequence of his -act. I will base my
opinion upon thousands of hours of experience as a questioner and .I
will be believed. You will be treated with compassion if I do these
things, but this is dependent upon you.”

“What can I do?” _

“You must be truthful. You must write the truth down on paper.
Simple white paper.” S :

“I must confess.”

“Tsk. I am not a priest. Your repentance does not concern me. You
will never do such an act again.’
“What if I am not guilty?”
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“My dear Luis, weé -could concern ourselves with theoretics all day
and you would still not be able to vomit up your pain.. The truth is,
you are guilty—but only in an abstract sense, of course.”

“And if I insist that I am not?”

“Then you are lying.” Santiagg patted his midriff. * I can feel it here.
In me. It is a talent I have had for some time. When you lie I can feel
it. We could hook you up to a complicated set of machmery, but the

~ result would be the same.
“You cannot prove anything.”

“There will be no need to. We will find the passersby; the neighbors
who heard your occasional fight, perhaps someone who saw you slap
her or saw her slap you. We will find witnesses at the clubs and res-
taurants in which she was seén with other men. We will set the stage.
I will testify that you lied frequently- and. that you gave calculated,
_premeditated testimony here today. That you resemble a cold-blooded
murderer whose existence poses a threat to society. It will not be a
pretty orchestlatlon, but short of your giving us the truth it will be our
only way.’ S

“The only alternative is—” The young man was broken. Santiago
*knew a brief fluttering sensation of triumph. :

“The truth. On simple clean white paper.” .

“You have this paper?” Tears were streaming down the prisoner’s
face.

Santiago reached inside the pocket of his jagket and drew forth the

- _familiar sheet> He handed the young man hlS own gold-plated pen, a
gift from the colonels.

- The prisoner took them and the sound of hurned scratching writing
filled the room.

Once the prisoner had been remanded in the custody of two uni-
formed officers and Santiago was able to shrug off the effusive admiring
comments of de Mauro, he slipped quietly out of the Ministry of Police
building and into his Mercedes. It was a warm, pleasant night and the
fragrance of the Jungles though miles away, came to him in a per-
fumed rush. :

At home, Salvador served him a tall cool mixture of.rum and fruit
juice and told him that Madame would be down for dinner shortly. He
relaxed in a chair on the veranda and listened to the wind.
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‘She came down the stairs quietly and was at his side before he could
rise to greet her.

“Good evening, Jorge.”

“Good evening, darling.”

They walked together to the dinner table and as he held out her
chair he noticed that her face looked unusually flushed. Her hair was
tied back in gleaming ebony plaits and her shoulders were warm and
brown: A beautiful woman, his wife. He kissed her cheek softly and
returned to sit opposite her at the well set table.

“You know, darling,” he said, spreading a stiff linen napkin across his
lap, “I called you earlier. this afternoon The phone rang several times
and nobody answered.” .

She was answermg him in a- hesitant; tinkling tone of voice, telling
him she had given Maria and Salvador the day off and had gone shop-
ping with a friend, but Santiago was not listening. For while she spoke,
in fact a split second before she opened her mouth, he found his
stomach writhing in hot, acid, squirming pain. :

{
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Time had no meaning for Hoke Beckett. Neither did the whispering
feline-soft footsteps of the nurses nor the other sounds of the hospital
- recovery room that filtered into his haziness.

His eyes closed, he floated, scarcely aware of who he was and not
caring.

Only the pain was important.

It tortured his nerve endings with implacable cruelty, yleldlng reluc-
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tantly and temporarily to the pinprick of the periodically administered
painkilling needle before returning slowly with triumphant insolence.

Beckett lay absolutely still, his arms at his: sides, trying to override
the pain with a fierce concentration on a blurred and shadowy
memory—of running through a crisp, moonlit fall night across the lawn
of a big_house; of rounding a corner to see a ghostly silver-outlined
tennis court before him, aware too late of a dark shape sprinting across
the court; of yelling, the shape hesitating, flame flaring toward him,
the shock of a bullet, a huge and heavy hand that slapped him in the
side and knocked him off his feet; and of seeing the shape disappear
into the darkness of the trees beyond the tennis court just before he
lost consciousness. '

The injection the nurse had given him was wearing off, the pain
mounting again. Beckett accepted it with a stoicism- that did nothing to
dam his hate for the person who had caused'it. He lay absolutely still,
wondering how long it would take to recover enough to find the man
who had shot him.

Beckett was awake when they transferred him to his room. Stocker,
Beckett’s partner, and Captain Tolley, concern in their eyes, stood on
either side of his bed and looked down at him. It was hot in the room
and Stocker’s round heavy face glistened with perspiration. :

“How do you feel, Hoke?” he asked

Beckett winked.

Stocker turned away, passed a trembling handkerchief over his face,
and walked out.

Tolley said, “He feels bad because he’s convinced himself he should
have seen the guy before he had a chance to down you. Then when
you were hit, he emptied his piece but the guy got away.” He touched
Beckett’s shoulder. “Don’t worry. We'll have him by the time you walk
out of here.”

I hope you don’t, thought Beckett, I want him for myself. “What was
it all about?” he whispered.

“You thought you were on a possible burglary because the silent
alarm went off in the station,” said Tolley. “But it was more than that.
We found a woman dead in the house, shot with the same piece that
was used on you. Her name was Hayes. It looks like the guy broke in
through the patio doors, thinking there was no one home, ran into the
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woman, lost his head, and killed her. He was taking off when you and -
Stocker arrived.”

A tall young woman with short brown hair and wearing a white hOSpl-'
tal coat came in as Tolley was talking. She pushed her hands deep into
the pockets of the coat and glared at Tolley. You had better leave,
Captain,” she said. “He’s not ready for visitors:”

Tolley touched Beckett’s shoulder again. “T'll see you later Hoke.”
He indicated the young woman. “Do as she says. If it hadn’t been for
her, we’'d be lining up an honor guard for you.”

. The woman seemed vaguely famlhar but Beckett conldn’t place her

“I'm Dr. Leslie;” she said.

Beckett remembered then. He had last seen the hazel eyes above a
surgical mask. 4 - ‘

She took his pulse, her long thin fingers cool on his wrist. “I ‘want
you to sleep,” she said. “If you need anything, ring for the nurse.”

After she had gone, Beckett stared up.at the ceiling. The pain was
still with him, centered now in this left side. He closed his eyes and
concentrated again on the mght before.

Meridian County lay just to the west of the city, big and sprawling
with well over a half-million residents and a per capita income among
the highest in the country. North of the county seat, the homes were
large and expensive, hidden away at the end of long driveways. Most
were left over from an era when extreme wealth wasn’t necessary to
afford house, servants and a chauffeur. But now -the limousines were

_gone along with the chauffeurs and the house servants who had been

reduced to a housekeeper-cook and a twice-a-week maid. But the
people who lived in the homes were still well-to-do and the homes
" were still targets for burglary. There had been a series of break-ins in
the area in the last few weeks and ‘Beckett, impatient with arriving
after the houses had been looted and finding nothing to .work with, had -
decided to join the stepped-up patrols. The radio call-had come in
shortly after midnight. Some of the homeowners had:installed alarms
that fed into headquarters and one of them had gone off.

Beckett and Stocker had arrived simultaneously with two uniformed”
men who had taken the front of the -house, while Beckett and Stocker
had taken, the rear. No more than four or five minutes had -elapsed
since the alarm had gone off and the break-in artist should have still
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been inside—unless he had sensed something wrong, in which case he
should have been gone.

Beckett felt himself drifting off to sleep. There was something about
that shadowy figure that nagged at him, but Beckett couldn’t isolate it
or hold it and he dozed off.

When Dr. Leslie came by the next morning, Beckett was 51tt1ng on
the edge of the bed, having maneuvered himself there slowly and pain-
fully. ‘

She studied him stonily. “All right,” she said. “You've proved some-
thing. Now lie back down.” :

“No,” said Beckett.

She folded her arms. “I don’t think you understand. You may think
you have a simple gunshot wound,. if there is such a thing. You dont.
The bullet was deflected by a rib, punctured the lower lobe of your left
lung, and destroyed your spleen. You were on the table for five hours.
If you're under the impression you can walk out of here in a day or

_two, forget it. You'll be here for a week or more, and when you leave
your mobility will be limited for a few more weeks. After all the work 1.
did on you, I don’t intend to lose you.”

Beckett smiled. “You're a fine surgeon and an attractive woman,

neither of which gives you the right to consider me stupid.”
- Her lips thinned. :

Béckett held up a hand. “Relax. Some people recover more quickly
than others. No one knows better than I what 1 can and can’t do. If I
sit up, it’s because I feel I can sit up. If I walk, it’s because I feel I can

- walk. All T ask is that you trust in my common sense. Do we have a
deal?”

He could see the shadow of a smile.

“All right,” she said. “But at the first mdlcatlon that you've overex-
tended yourself, the deal is off.”

Tolley came in. “What deal?”

“The day I walk out of here, I buy her the best steak dinner she
ever had,” said Beckett. N

“Watch yourself, Doctor " said Tolley. “That means he intends to in-
vite you to his apartment

She laughed.” “In his condltlon I have nothmg to worry about. Be-
sides, I prefer Frénch cuisine.” She pointed at Beckett. “I'll leave in- -
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structions for the nurses to allow you a little latitude, but watch your-
self.”

After she had gone, Tolley said, “No one’s told you, have they?”

“Told me what?” said Beckett.

“You'picked a good time and place to get burned. Dr Leslie lives
next door to the Hayes house. When she heard the guns, she thought
someone might be hurt and ran over to see if she could help. She rode
in with you, radioing instructions.to the hosp1tal so that no time was
lost when you arrived. I've talked with the chief of surgery. In his
opinion,” her treatment and the time she saved made_all the dif-
ference.”
~ “In that case, -there’s no way I can ever repay her,” said Beckett.
“Now help me to stand up.”

“You're crazy, * said Tolley.

“Maybe,” said Beckett. He pulled hlmself erect.

“Hurt?” asked Tolley.

“Like the hammers of hell,” whispered Beckett. He lowered himself
to the bed, perspiration washing down his face.

“Why push yourself?” asked Tolley.

Beckett pressed a hand to his side. “Someone shot me, remember?”

“Revenge isn’t your style. Neither is hate.”

“A little hate is good for the circulation,” said Beckett.

“So is love,” said Tolley drily. “Look around you. I think this hospi-
tal has a corner on the most attractive nurses in the county.”

“Tell me about the dead woman,” said Beckett.

“There’s nothing to tell. We're still trying to piece it together.”

“She was home alone?” .

“Her husband is a vice-president of a manufacturmg concern. He
was working late, which wasn’t' unusual for him. It was the house-
keeper’s night off. I have an idea that the man thought the place was
empty and he expected no trouble.”

“But why kill her instead of just backing off?” ,

Tolley shrugged. “Who knows? She could have surprised him and he
panicked. What is it with you, Hoke? You're about thirty hours away
" .from being dead and the only thing on your mind should be gettmg
well. Now lie down and rest. 1 ]1 be back this afternoon.”

“Bring the file on the case,” said Beckett. “I'd like to look at the

* . photos and read the reports.”
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“No chance. You're out of this.”

Beckett gingerly stretched out on the bed. “All rxght he said, “T'll
be in the officethe day after tomorrow.”

“Like hell you will. The doctor said a week and it will be a week,
even if I have to handcuff you to the bed.”

“Then bring the file.”

Tolley shook his head and walked out.

Beckett relaxed. The pain in his side was insistent and throbbing but
the sharp edge that had made it almost intolerable was gone. He
closed his eyes. The memory of that dark running figure was a little
clearer but he still couldn’t isolate what bothered him about it.

How can you hate a shadow? he thought.

Tolley came in after lunch with a manila envelope.

“I talked to the doctor,” he said. “She saw no reason you couldn’t go
over the file.”

Beckett held out his hand.

Tolley opened the envelope and handed over Stocker’s report first.

Stocker had a talent for remembering everything he saw and describ-
ing it precisely. He placed the figure at ninety feet, which surprised
Beckett because he thought the shadow had been closer, but Stocker
would have measured the distance in daylight. And the distance would
account for Stocker’s failure to hit a moving figure at night with his
short-barrelled .38. It also placed the shot that had downed_ Beckett in
the lucky category, unless the shadow had been an expert marksman.

Stocker described the figure as disappearing into the blackness of the
trees beyond the tennis court. On the other side of the trees was a
road that angled sharply back across the rear of the house.

Beckett held up the report. “It says here he probably had a car on
the road: Did anyone hear it take off?”

“Nobody listened,” Sald Tolley. “Stocker was closest and he was only

concerned about you.” v

Beckett grunted and was rewarded with-a stab of pam :

Tolley handed him several photos which showed a dark-haired wom-
an, who appeared to be in her thirties, .slumped in a large easy chair,
the book she had evidently been reading fallen at her féet. She was
wearing loose-fitting lounging pajamas.

“He shot her as she sat in the chair?” he asked.



“Theére’s a poss1b1hty she stood up, was shot, and collapsed into the
chair again.’ :

Beckett leafed through the photos “I can’t believe she didn’t hear
him working on that patio door.” ‘ o -

“She was listening to a stereo and he wouldn’t have made much
noise. All it required was a thin instrument to pry the latch loose.
Even though the door does stick badly when you try to shde it open,
there would have been no sharp sounds.” . '

“What kind of an alarm is it?” ~

“You know the type. There’s a twenty-second delay after the circuit
is broken to allow the homeowner enough time once he enters the
front door t6 reach the switch, insert a key, and deactivate the alarm
before it goes off. If the switch isn’t turned, the alarm: sounds in the
station.” . i

. “No alarm sounds within the house itself?” )

“No,” said Tolley. “According to Hayes, he didn’t believe anyone
would try to break in while the house was occupied. He had the alarm
installed as a protection while they were away.” .

“Then what was the point in the woman activating the alarm?”

“He said his wife did that all the time. She was the nervous type.
She felt that if anyone did break in while she was there, the police
would arrive before much of anything happened.” - .

Beckett closed his eyes and thought for a moment. “If she was listen-
ing to records, the burglar would have heard the music when he
opened the dogr. He would have known someone was at home. Why
go inside, knowing he would walk into trouble?” :

“Listen,” said Tolley. “You know some of these creeps would like
nothing better than to get a person,- espec1ally a woman, alone in a big
“house like that.”

Beckett shook his head “I won't be satisfied unless I dig a little
deeper.”

Tolley.replaced the reports and . photos in the mamla envelope\
slowly. “Maybe having you go down has shaken us all up and we're not
thinking'straight. It won't hurt to have Stocker ask some questions if it -
will make you feel better.”

After he had gone, Beckett slowly and pamfully swung his legs over
the side of the bed, stood up, and tried a few shuffling steps.

Not so bad, he thought
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By evening he was walking around the room, slightly hunched over,
his 51de throbbing.

He left the hospital five days later, walking slowly but erectly.

Stocker had asked a great many questions about Mr. and Mrs. Hayes
and the answers fit together like the plot of a second-rate novel. Poor

- boy marries rich girl. Wealthy father installs poor boy in family busi-
ness where he magically becomes the residing genius. Poor boy, who is
now a successful man, seeks feminine companionship outside of home,
while his unhappy wife suffers in martyred silence, unwilling to divorce
him because she still loves him, while he does not want a divorce be-
cause she still controls all of the family money. The death of the Hayes
woman had solved quite a few problems for her husband since she had -
never brought herself around to changing her will. Successful man was\
now also a wealthy man.

- When the cab dropped Beckett off at headquarters, it took him half
an hour to work his way through the well-wishers to his office. He had
settled behind his desk when Tolley, who had been at a meeting, came
in and stood glaring at him.

“What are you doing here? You know damned well the pollce sur-
geon won’t certify you as fit for duty for weeks.”

“As far as I'm concerned, I might as well sit here as in my apart-
ment,” said Beckett. “I also want to talk to Stocker.”

“You're still pushing to find the man who shot you.”

Beckett said nothing. ' .

Tolley stroked his chin. “I didn’t expect you to come in but I might
as well tell you. Last night one of the patrols noticed a station wagon
cruising the section where the Hayes woman lived. When they flashed
it to pull over, it took off. It didn’t get far. After they shook the driver
down, they went over the car. They found a .38 under the front seat
and a set of lock picks and jimmies in the rear. That was enough for a
judge to issue a search warrant for the man’s apartment. Along with
assorted pieces from some of the previous burglaries he hadn’t fenced
yet, we found a notebook. In it he had listed all the homes he in-
tended to hit and made notes about the habits of the people who lived
in them. The ones he had already hit had been crossed off, including
the Hayes house. I think we have our man, so you can go home and
relax.”



" Beckett leaned back carefully in his chair. “What did.ballistics say
about the .38?”
" “No match, but I wouldn’t expect him to hold onto a piece he’ d used
on two people.”
Beckett swiveled his chair and stood up. “I'd like to talk to him.”
Tolley pointed. “Sit down and take it easy.” I'll bnng him in. No.
harm in you taking a look at him.”

The man’s name was Gorbo. His hair receded over a broad face that.
. seemed to sit, neckless, on his thick shoulders, his heavy arms too long

for his squat body. His hands, however, had long sensitive fingers: .

- Beckett studied him. “Why did you kill the Hayes woman?”

Gorbo folded his arms and turned his face away in disgust.

“You don't like the question?” asked Beckett.

“I'm tired of hearing it,” said Gorbo. “I'm tired of saying I didn’t
" shoot her.”

“The Hayes house was on your list and it was crossed off.”

“Why shouldn’t it be? I read the newspapers. Someone beat me to
it. Besides, if the house isn’t empty, I back off. I don’t need trouble
like that. I can always come back later.® "

“Then why the .387"

“I don't carry it when I work. I need it for protection. You know the
kind of people I do business with.” He grinned at Beckett. “There are
a lot of bad peoplein the world.”

“I can do without the humor,” said Beckett coldly. He leaned for-
ward. “Whoever killed the woman almost killed me. Sooner or later,
I'll find out who pulled the trigger. When I do—" Beckett held up his
hand, index finger extended and thumb cocked. He let the thumb fall.

“Boom,” he said softly ‘Do you know what I mean?”
“Cut it out, Hoke,” said Tolley. “You know better.”

Corbo stared at Beckett and ran a tongue across his lips. “It wasn’t
me.’

Beckett nodded to Tolley. “Get him out of here.”.

- Tolley led Gorbo out and turned him over to one of the men. When
he came back, he said, “I hope you were kidding, Hoke.”

“Sure,” said Beckett. “I was kidding. What we need is that gun.”

“And if we find it;” said Tolley, “you'd better not do something
foolish. I like you, Hoke, and I'd do anything for you, so don’t put me
in an awkward position.™"
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Beckett’s eyes locked with his. “You know me better than-that,” he
said. He arched his back and grimaced. “I'd like to go out to the
house. Is Stocker available?” :

“I'd rather you went home,” said Tolley.

“After I see the house,” said Beckett.

Tolley threw up his hands. “Damn it, Hoke, it won’t do anyone any
good if you kill yourself trying to find the man who shot you.”

“Sure it will,” said Beckett. “T'll die with a smile on my face.”

Beckett and Stocker walked across the broad lawn along the same
route they had taken the night Beckett was shot.

“This Hayes,” he said to Stocker. “Is he a ladies’ man?”

“First class,” said Stocker. “From what people tell me, he’s a regular
Svengali.” ' : ‘

Beckett grinned. “I think you mean Casanova.”

Stocker shrugged. “Svengali, Casanova, what’s the difference? What-

- ever they see in him, I wish I had some. One guy told me that he has
no trouble even with ones who should know better.”
“You have any names?” '
“Sure. I gave a list to Tolley.” :

At the rear of the house, Beckett stopped He had remembered the
tennis court as perpendicular to the house. Instead, it paralleled the
patio and was well to one side. He had also remembered the trees as a
wall but they were randomly spaced. He pointed. “Is that where he
ran?’

Stocker nodded. “You go through those trees maybe thlrty forty
yards and you coine out on another street. It’s easy to get confused,
the way the streets curve around.” Stocker waved. “Like the doctor’s
house. It sits alongside this one, but the property is real small because
of the angle of the road.”

" Beckett began walkmg -

The dead leaves beneath the trees made whispering sounds and the
ground beneath his feet was soft and spongy. It was evident that the
leaves had not been raked from beneath the small stand of trees for
years, probably since the departure from the big house of a full-time
gardenetr. Beyond the trees, Beckett saw a small stone ranch house
that had been built on a corner of the property, a triangle sold off to
lessen the bite of the heavy taxes.



When he arrived at the house, he paused and looked back. The roof
‘of the Hayes’s home showed above the trees. His side throbbed and he
sank into a chair on the flagstone patio gratefully, the pain nagging at
him.

“Too much for you? Stocker’s voice was sympathetlc _

Beckett nodded. “Bring the car over, will you? I'll wait here.”

As Stocker disappeared through ‘the trees, an expensive two-seater
came up the doctor’s driveway, skidding to a halt when the driver saw
Beckett. Beckett smiled as Dr. Leslie left the car hurriedly and ran
toward him, concern on her face. : ’

He held up a hand.- “I'm not here on a professional visit.”

Her concern changed to anger. “I dlscharged you with the under-
standing you'd go home and remain there.” .

“You agreed to trust my common sense,” said Beckett. .

“A decision I regret,” she snapped. -

Beckett smiled. “Sit down. By now you must have gathered I refuse
‘to behave like one of your normal patients and you'll simply have to do
the best with what you've got.” He nodded toward the Hayes’s house.

“How well did you know her?”.

She sank into the chair across from him. Dressed in a bright red
sweater, white slacks and jacket, she seemed-less efficient and far more
feminine than she had in the hospital.

“Casually,” she said. “We were nelghbors She hesitated. “She was
a qulet person, rather colorless.”
“And Hayes?”

,She shrugged slightly. “Very different from her.”

“I've been told he played around. Did he ever make a pass at you?”

She smiled. “What do you think?”

“I don’t see how he could have resisted.”

Stocker’s car crunched up the driveway.

,“You didn’t say what you're doing here,” she said.

“Simply checkmg out the scene,” said Beckett.
“Now that you've checked it out, go home and stay there, as you
were supposed to do.”
" Beckett grinned. “Yes, ma’am.”
" The next morning, after the motherly woman who looked after Beck-
ett’s apartment, and who had also taken it upon herself to look after
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Beckett, had made breakfast and gone, BecKett sat on the balcony of
his apartment and watched a couple playing tennis in a court across
the street—a young man and ‘a young woman who played with an
awkward énthusiasm. And watching them, the memory of the running-
shadow at the Hayes’s house came back. Beckett straightened, knowing
now what had bothered him about that memory, and his mind consid-
ered the possibilities and alternatives and found none.

He went inside and picked up his gun, swung out the cylinder to
check it, and then stood rotating the ‘cylinder slowly and thoughtfully. :
Finally he called Tolley.

It was midafternoon before Stocker picked him up and drove him to
the municipal building.

When he walked into Tolley’s office, Tolley was talking to a trim
well-dressed man whose black hair and beard were sprinkled with
grey.

“This is Mr. Hayes,” said Tolley.

Beckett nodded.

“I'm happy to see ‘'you up and around said Hayes. “I'm sorry you
were shot.”
“Because it wasn’t in the plan? asked Beckett.

Hayes's eyes were blank. “I don’t know what you mean.” He turned
to Tolley. “You asked me to come here because you said you had some
new evidence concerning my wife’s death.” '

“We do,” said Beckett. “One of the men is out w1th a search war-
rant. When- he returns we expect to have more.’

“I'm pleased to hear 1t " said Hayes. ‘ :
“No,” said Beckett, “you're not. You had anticipated that no one
would ever know who killed your wife.”

Hayes spun back to Tolley angrlly “What' is the purposé’ of this
game’r" '

“We believe you're responsible for the death of your w1fe said Tol-
ley.

Hayes’s voice rose. “You know damned well T couldn’t have done it!”

“Actually pull the trigger, no,” said Beckett. “You wanted us to think -
it was done by the man responsible for all the burglaries, but he had a
list of the homes and the activities of the people who lived in them.
He knew your wife-would be at home that evening and he would have

MOTIVATION : - ' ' 35



been a fool to enter the house. It was also not done by someone else
attempting a burglary. There wouldn’t have been enough time to force
the doors, enter the house, kill your wife, and get as far as the tennis
court before we arrived.”

Beckett leaned against the wall his side throbbing. “You and the
woman with whom you’ve been having an affair entered into a conspir-

~acy to kill your wife and use the burglaries as a cover-up. You made
certain you had an alibi. Since both of you felt your relatxonshlp was
secret, you assumed she wouldn’t enter the plcture at all.”

Hayes smiled. “You realize, of course, youre giving me excellent
grounds for a lawsuit.” :

Beckett ignored him. “Now I'll tell you how it was done. You pro-
vided your mistress with a key to your house. She entered, turned off
the alarm at the switch near the front door, went to the den, and shot
your wife. Then she activated the alarm again, went out the front door
and around to the patio where she forced the door to make it appear
someone had broken in. The alarm went off the moment the latch
broke loose but she had trouble sliding the door open. As a result, she
was delayed and still on the grounds when we arrived. She ran, and as
she ran she knew she wasn’t going to win a footrace,:so she turned and
fired to slow us down.” Beckett fingered his side. “Which is exactly
what it did.”

Stocker came in, carrymg a revolver in a plastlc bag and placed it on
Tolleys desk. “A .38,” he said “Fired twice.” He nodded™at Beckett

“Where you said it would be.”

Hayes’s face had acquired a tinge of color that seemed to be re-
flected from the green walls.

" “Go get her,” Tolley said to Stocker.

Stocker went out.

Beckett walked a few feet to the door and tumed to face Hayes “If
you're wondering how we connected the both of you, it was simple.
We knew you'd avoid being seen together in this area. The obvious
place to meet was the city. We also knew you’d hardly meet for dinner
at a street-comer hamburger stand. With the help of the city police, it
took us-less than two hours to canvass the better restaurants and find
the French place where you met regularly. A few more days will be all
that are necessary to track down other places.” .

Tolley motioned a detective to stay with Hayes and walked out with
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sckett. “You never really explained how you worked it out,” he said.

“It was the figure on the tennis court,” said Beckett. “Something
ithered me about it but I didn’t know what it was until I saw a girl
aying tennis this morning. It was the way the figure ran. It.had to be

woman and one that wasn’t very athletic at that. Then it all made’

nse. All we had to do was identify the woman.”
“You made that easy,” said Tolley. “I would never have thought—"

“Neither would I,” said Beckett. “I sat on her patio and it never oc-
tred to me. -It wasn’t until I realized the figure was a woman and she

as in the vicinity that I thought she could be involved. She said she |

sard the shots. She couldn’t have. Her house is too far away, even if
e had been outside. When she shot me and ran into the trees, she
alized she was_on the edge of disaster. If a cop found her before she

:ached home, she had no excuse for being there, so she buried the -

i under the leaves and ran toward the Hayes house instead of away
om it, which was very cool thinking. We would never suspect a doc-
r who was trying to help.”

“T guess I'll never understand why,” said Tolley. “She’s. successful.
1€’s attractlve Men and- money can't be a problem Its not like she
eeds the guy.’

“Maybe she does,” said Beckett. “Look at her as a woman, not a’

urgeon. She’s not the first to kill to.get the man she wanted.”
“You're not going to wait for Stocker to bring her back?”
“Stocker may not brlng her back.”
Tolley stared at him. “Why not?”
Beckett pressed a hand to his throbbing side and held it for.a long
1oment. “After I called you, I had time to think about it. I could have
illed the person who shot me and never blinked, but how are you
upposed to hate a person who turns around and saves your life?

Vhich comes first, hate or gratitude? Anyway, I called her and told -

er.” :
Tolley’s anger showed in his voice. “You've given her hours to clean

wt her bank account ‘and be on a plane for Lord knows where. We

nay never find her.”

“She might run,” agreed Beckett. “And then agaln she might not.

he least I could do was let her make the decision.”
“Damn it, Hoke, you had no right—"
“Didn’t I?” asked Beckett.
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- Micro; lips against the phone, aimed his voice straight into the plasti
cup of the receiver. “It’s on, that’s all I know for sure,” he whispered
“T'll tell you when, of course T'll tell you when. First they've got to tel
me, right?” ' : ‘
Sometimes the other lot frightened Micro. Asking questions like “Wil
you tell us?” when an instant’s thought would supply the answe
suggested that they treated his calls as mere conversation. Or else the)
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were deliberately and sadistically rash over puttmg his life at risk.
Either way, he didn't like it.

Coppers, he thought. They’d been bad enough as enemies; as
employer-allies they were even worse.

But the money was good. Micro, who had been given exactly three
rides as an apprentice jockey before being discharged to a lifetime of
professional crime, tried to warm himself at the knowledge of all the_
money he was making. Big money—but then Phil Kilner was a big
gangster, probably the biggest in London—and certainly the noisiest
and most flamboyant. In Micro’s large experience, it was all right being
a successful villain providing that the success was not flaunted.

Phil Kilner could have got away with the mansion and the His and"
Hers limousines for him and his mistress each with a personalised
numberplate. What the powers would not stand was his bragging. He
had let it be known, loudly, that he owned several senior policemen
and had killed four men. Kilner was a compulsive liar, but also a
psychopath, so some of the boasting might be true. Whatever thie case,
the Metropolitan Police and two Regional Crime Squads had gone into
partnership to nail him for good.

Hence the big money, from pooled funds. The first thing the team
had done, exactly like Phil Kilner’s criminal team, was to buy itself an
inside man. Buy, and blackmail. .

Micro was greedy, and he could be sent to prison without undue ef-
fort or bending of evidence. So the police walked straight up to the
counter in the great underworld department store and pointed at him.

Yes, that was the wéy it was, Micro told himself. He hung up and
turned ‘round and for half a second his heart stopped beating and his
lungs stopped working.

Priest was there, not ten feet away, the big hands seemmgly a dead
welght at the ends of his arms. Waltmg Looking.

“Gawd, you give me a start,” Micro managed.

Priest smiled gently and vaguely. He was an ex- pollceman broken
for his love of violence. For the past decade he had been Phil Kilner’s
strong right arm, not to mention boot in the guts and razor to the
throat. “What you doing, Micro-son?” It was not a social query—Priest
wanted to know.

“Phoning,” Micro replied, his voice sounding far away.
“Yeah, well, you would be.” Priest said, savoring the by- play Micro
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was so small, the rat to Priest’s ravening, towering wolf. Priest enjoyed
tormenting and terrifying him at any time, for no reason. Now' that
there was a reason, with the bullion robbery no more than 48 hours
away, his taste for bullying might neutralize “his security instincts,
" Micro thought. :

Might.

If Micro said he'd been calling his bookie or his dear old mother—
no. Only minutes earlier he had left the others, telling them he was
_ going to-Marble Arch for a haircut. And here he was beside a pay
phone in a hotel at Baker Street, half a mile in the opposite direction.

Priest had followed him. But that was not as disastrous as it might
appear. Priest was known to follow people to keep in practlce or as a
spot check, or simply on a whim. -

“There’s this bird,” said Micro, having no trouble to look sheepish
and wan_and hesitant, because he felt close to injury or worse and .was
making it all up as he went along. “She’s married, see. I don’t want the
-others to get a sniff.”

“Found a nympho’ then?”. Priest stepped closer. “Dirty little sod
he added without rancor. “Who is she? Do I know her?”

“No!”

Priest mulled it over and Micro, nerves screaming, realized that the
monster had detected a lie and come to the wrong conclusion.

The denial rang false because there was no.woman, but Priest as-
sumed that she existed and that he did know her.

Sweat was burning Micro’s eyes when he blinked it away and saw
the big man receding through the blur. Priest never bothered with
_greetings or farewells.

The following day Micro made another call, with even more agoniz-
ing care, and towards nightfall Phil Kilner’s team ambushed the bullion
wagon and blew the ‘cargo doors, releasing a dozen dazed but fighting
mad Flying Squad and Regional Crime Squad heavies who captured
them emphatically. -

Somehow Micro managed to turn up as usual when Kilner held the
inevitable inquest.: Kilner had lost some of his best men. He had also
increased the chances of being informed on in return for-reduced sen-
. tences. He was displeased and insanely suspicious. There were rumors
that he and his teenaged- mistress, Stefli, were quarreling. Kilner was a
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man under pressure from several different angles and it was driving
him mad. Or, rather, more mad than before.

Shirt sticking to his back, Micro sat near the door and said nothing.

When the hangdog gathering broke up, Priest walked with him to
the lift. “Still knocking off that bird, are you?” )

Micro nodded, felt the reaction was too tame, and amplified, “Yes,
but it's dodgy. She’s got sort of guilty about it, know what I mean?
Wants to tell her old man. I got to keep her sweet.” At the back of his
mind he thought that might be an investment, explaining furtive de-
partures and unexplained—unexplainable—absences.

Priest studied him from on high. “Women can be the death of you.”
The doors shut him away and the lift plucked Micro down. His finger
left a steamy bloom on the control button. He felt sick and giddy and
thankful to be getting away from Priest. .

A month later, with the police no closer to him though they were
steadily eroding.and breaching his operations, Phil Kilner set up a
bank job.

Criminals™ security can be ludicrously sloppy. Perhaps, like compul-
sive gamblers, they labor under a subconscious desire to lose. More
likely, as enemies of society, they regard the rest of the world-as The
Other Side and find it hard to be discreet within their own frontiers.

But this time security was good, -information was dispensed on a
need-to-know basis, and Micro had to listen and deduce feverishly to
gain even a hazy idea of the scheme.

Since he had a living-in job at Phil Kilner's London apartment, mak-
ing phone calls was the trickiest part of the enterprise.

But Priest had been teasing him in public. His clandestine affair was
a_domestic joke by then—even Kilner taunted him ever it—so his
sneakings out were less perilous. He believed that until the end.

His employers—the other employers—insisted on a meeting. Curs-
ing them, unable to postpone it any longer for fear that they would
make a direct approach and doom him out of hand, Micro took the
Underground train out into the Home Counties suburbs and spent an
hour with a deputy commander, two superintendents, and numerous
detective sergeants on a golf course.

When he walked into Phil Kilner’s apartment that afternoon, he
sensed that everything had gone badly.
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“Been out to see your blrd again, on the sly?” Priest suggested Phil
Kilner, hunched over, had his back to the room, but the back quivered
as Priest spoke.

" "Micro weighed his answer and was stlll welghmg it when Priest said:
“She’s dead, Micro. You killed her, you silly sod. The boss’s Steffi.”

When Micro. recovered consciousness—he’d never fainted before, it
was the first and last occasion in his life—Priest ‘told him, “Phil knew
she was cheating on him, see. So I've been digging. Steffi had this flat,
this little place in Chelsea, where she met the feller—you.”

Phil Kilner’s face was streaked with tears and sweat and mucus and
he made noises for a long while without managing to form words.
Micro, who had observed his rages, could make sense of the sounds.
Kilner was saying that snatching his bird—his—was a klllmg matter on
its own. But to.boast about it to them—!

Micro squealed, “What? Me and her? That Steffi? She wouldn’t look
at me! She’s a cracker, a béaut—I'm old enough to be her dad! I swear I
never—_ Then he fell silent, for he could see the way ahead, and it led
directly to the crag and the abyss.

“Women can be funny,” said Priest. “Maybe she was kinky. But
strangling her—that was stupid, Micro. What was it, son? She get
scared, want to tell Phil and take her chances he’d forgive her?”

“Look, there’s nothing between us, on my mother’s life,” Micro
whined. : .

Phil Kilner crossed the shag-pile carpet at a shambhng run, moving
crabwise through the open door of the master bedroom to root in the
wardrobe. He swung 'round, holding what looked hke a fat dueling pis-
tol and was a sawed-off shotgun.

Micro remembered that the apartment was soundproof. He tried to
pray, knowing that running was beyond him. “Right stupid,” Priest was
lecturing him, “the way things are with the law and all. I mean, we got
to tidy her away, lose her, now she s dead. Else the law will stitch Phil
up for it, and we can’t have that.”

He laughed "abruptly. “Still, that means you won’t never come to
trial for murdering her; Micro-son. Eh?”

Blood struck salty on Micro’s palette as he chewed the inside of his
cheek. “Listen, I promise this is nothing to do with me.”

On the far side of the room, the shotgun made a curious, reverberat-
ing gulp as a cartridge was dropped into the breech. '
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Almost flirtatiously, Priest said: “Well, you been sneaking out nearly
every day. An hour here, an hour there. And phoning on the sly. And
telling us about this bird. If it wasn’t Steffi, all right, just tell us who
the bird was. Phil’s very fair, he wouldn’t top you if it wasn’t in order.”

“T'll top the little bastard all right, no danger,” Phil Kilner raved, his
hands shaking so that he was hard put to close the shotgun after load-
ing it. ,
“Hang about, Boss.” Priest put 4 thumb under Micro’s chin.- “Come
" on, this is the Court of Appeal like, Micro-son. Just name the bird and
I'll chat her. If she confirms it . . . . Otherwise, well, somebody stran-

gled poor old Steffi. Somebody who knew her. Eh? So who’s the bird?”
* Micro looked deep into Priest’s gin-bottle eyes, nigh colorless,
sparkling with unspeakable humour and some other emotion—
gambling lust or fear.

It was then that Micro divined that Prlest had been onto him all -
along. .

Which meant that Priest—

“Phil Kilner hobbled up before Micro’s train of thought was complete
He pressed the shotgun to Mlcro s back and severed the little wretch’s
spmal column.

“All in order,” said Priest. “Written on his face, eh? He only had to

say who he was phoning, and he couldn’t.” His expression was impas-

sive, his tone judicial, but his big, strangler’s hands twitched as he
* spoke the epitaph. A\
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Bin Leighton, on his way home from the West Indies, stopped in
Amsterdam to deliver the records of native music he’d made for van
Reeder, one of the top men in Indbhgasian anthropology—second only,
in fact, to John Michaels, Bill’s teacher and friend.

Ever since John had not been well enough to travel, Bill had been
doing the field work alone. He found it beautifully unpredictable and
wholly absorbing. The only hardship was the lack of companionship,

44 ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE



not having someone of one’s own civilization to talk to. It would be
nice to eat a ham sandwich, he thought, and tell whomever he was

with how the Mentawa comforted a pig about to be slaughtered with
the promise.that its skull would be wreathed and hung in the banquet
tent forever after. He wondered whether John had already written that
up for the journal. '

. Hungrily, he reached for the last issue, tore off the wrapper, stared
at the cover picture, and grinned delightedly. Why, it was his color-
photo of a brown man sitting crosslegged on the ground, communing
with a pig! “See p. 5.” He flicked the leaves. And there it was: “The
Mentawa and Their Food Animals.” Only it did not say .“by John
Michaels,” it said. “by William Leighton and John Michaels™—Bill’s
name first. -

So John had done it again. He always pushed the young ones in the
department to the fore. Bill could see the smile in his eyes. “It’s all
your data, son,” he’d say. Sure, the facts were Bill's, but the way they.
were presented in a clearcut pattern was not. He could hardly wait to
see John and thank him. What a time they’'d have over his notes, over
the native carvings and puppets he’d brought. If only Liz wouldn’t
keep interrupting or glower because she felt left out.

Bill was first off the plane. He looked around eagerly and frowned. It

wasn’t John but Weston Brock, the associate professor, who greeted
him, shook his hand. “Bill, I'm so sorry. I have bad news and there’s
no way to soften it. John’s dead. He died of convulsions last Tuesday.”
- Bill was stunned.. Everybody knew that John had an incurable dis-
ease: hypoglycemia, low blood sugar. He ate quantities of sweets and
preferred to have the reason known rather than be thought a sweet-
_tooth. Having low blood sugar was rarer than having too much, like
diabetics, but many people had it and lived to be eighty and over. The
malady was not that difficult to keep under control, and less difficult if
your wife happened to be a reglstered nurse.

“She’s my health insurance,” John had joked when Bill returned
from Africa shortly after the marriage. And he told how he’d beeh
taken to the hospital in convulsions because he’d been forgetting to
carry chocolate with him. Thanks to the note on his condition"in his
wallet he’d been rushed to Emergency where a glucose injection had
saved his life. The nurse on duty had been Elizabeth Conway, now
Michaels. “She’s called Liz,” John had said when he introduced Bill as .

THE CALENDAR OF DEATH 45



~

the oldest and dearest of his young friends.

She came to the service, a day after Bill’s arrival, in a subdued grey
suit. People didn’t wear mourning these days. Nothing, though, could
subdue her red-gold hair. It framed a face charming enough to fall in
love with, Bill had decided when he first met her.. Later, when he
watched her with the keen eyes of a trained observer, he changed his
_mind. There was something restless about. her mouth, something

greedy about her green eyes, always looking—for what? After all, she’d
made it. That John was distinguished in his profession must have come
as-a bonus. Or perhaps not. Wives of great men did not always relish
being background passages. Had Xanthippe“been happy? Or Ann
Hathaway? It could not have taken Liz long to discover that her hus-
band, more than twenty years her senior, would never change his
routine to allow for the travels, plays and parties she longed for. Bill
had seen her breezy little plans break like ripples against the rock of
John's work. When she found out that most of John’s money went into
financing expeditions and endowing fellowships, her exasperation had
been patent. Bill remembered how contemptuous she always was of
the souvenirs he brought back from his field trips once she realized
that native jewelry and handwoven stuffs were but a small part of
them. How disagreeable she had been about the Calendar of Death!
Sybil Leek had mentioned it in her Diary of a Wztch and John had
asked Bill to check on it.

“What’s in it?” Liz had asked as he produced an énvelope with. three
fat red seals.

“It's a fungus that grows in the roots of certain vines.”

“What's it good for?”’

“It's not in the least good! A pmch of it and you die. Its tasteless -
and you've no idea you've eaten it.”

“Couldn’t you stop saying ‘you'?”

“Oh, you know the kind of you I mean. O.K., then, I'll say ‘one.” So
one doesn’t know one’s éaten it, but eighty-four days later—that’s three
lunar months—one gets an infection of the intestine -and dies the day
after. Also, it doesnt show up in autopsy. It comes in very handy— 1f
you have enemies.’ )

_Then they had left Liz and gone off to John’s study and locked the
envelope in the. curio cabinet. Later he’'d felt a bit guilty about his
grim recital, felt a little sorry for Liz, and gone to help her get their
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afternoon tea, which was always coffee. How-pathetically grateful she
seemed to be for companionship. '

“You puit the filter in the ‘pot,” she directed, “while I get out some
cake. No, not that pot,”. she added as he reached for a big, shiny pot
on a table by itself. “That’s an ormament.” '

“It looks as if it.could hold twenty cups.”

“It can, but John doesn’t like a lot of people milling around happily.”
There was an edge to her voice. Idly Bill lifted the lid.

“Do you know you have a lot of papers in it?”

“All coupons. You get them with so many things these days: frozen -
waffles, Woolite, breakfast foods, candies. . . They're usually worth a
dime apiece.” ’ ,

“It looks like you're thrifty,” he teased, glad they were on safe
ground again.

“You wouldn’t think I'd have to be, would you?” Her voice was bit-
ter. “This lovely house, everything I need—or everything John thinks I
need. But just mention a dishwasher or getting rid of the old coal fur-
nace, not to speak of Florida or Paris.”

Luckily the phone rang. In another minute she’d have started in on
John’s subsidies by which he, Bill, had so often profited. And now?

- What would happen now? he worried. The work on the Mentawa was
only half done. There were rumors that John had intended to establish
a substantial fund, the interest on which was to finance longer stays in
those regions which were of particular ‘interest to him. Weston claimed
he had spoken about having a lawyer draw it all up in unshakable
terms. But then his health had failed. He had let things slide.

Bill thought hard. When he had left at the end of July John had
been fine. Why, after years of the right diet with excellent results, had
something gone wrong? Was it really convulswnsp Only Liz had been
there. ]

How long had he been away? He started counting the weeks, then
the days. He counted twice over. It came to eighty-five. Had she fed
John the Calendar of Death the day he boarded the plane? Stop it, he
told himself—see John's doctor.

“It’s difficult to explain to a layman,” a rather worried medical celeb- -
rity said with a disarming smile. “And it’s humiliating to admit that
something unpredictable can make short shrift of perfect treatment and
care. Mrs. Michaels—she was one of our most competent nurses—was
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" s0 conscientious and patient. Hypoglycemia patients can be quite irri-
table, you know. She even broke his chocolate into handy bits and put
them in foil so_he wouldn’t have to struggle with wrappers when he
felt an attack coming on. But the intricate body went its -own way,” he
" ended abruptly.

Bill brooded. He had to find out whether the envelope_ w1th the
Calendar of Death was still in the curio cabinet. Fate played into-his
hands. He was asked to catalogue all the objects.in John’s study. To his
surprise, Liz gave him 'the keys without the slightest reluctance.

“John was so careless with them. I used to retrieve them from his
suits before they went to the cleaner’s.’ :

So she had always had access to the cabinet. There was no list of the
items in it. No one would know if anything was missing.

“You'll find things rearranged a bit. John- loved to putter.” Her sly
coldness enraged him. -

He took the keys. In the study he went straight to the cabinet.
There were three drawers that slid smoothly along metal grooves. The
objects in the top drawer had certainly been rearranged. It held only a
few carved ivories and a small vase painted from the inside. Japanese
women did that, John had told Bill, lying on their backs on the floor.
and holding the vases to the light. Nothing but kriss handles in the
second drawer. Bill was almost sure they'd put the envelope in that
second drawer. In the third was something new: a black coral bracelet,
the ends tipped with gold. From India, Bill decided. And the gold was
the 20-carat gold uséd even for the small rings around the feet of the
temple-doves. John had placed the bracelet on a square of crimson vel-
vet. Never good with his hands, he hadn’t made a good job of it. It
looked lumpy. As Bill- reached under to straighten it, his fingers
touched paper: He drew it out, stood with a thudding heart, and
slumped into a chair. The envelope in his hand was intact. The seals
had not been broken. Baffled and helpless, he slid it intc his pocket.

Minutes later he followed the sound of plates being set down and
went into the kitchen. ) -

“How.about some coffee? [ was just going to have some.”

“T'd love a cup of coffee.” -

“Cream ‘with it too. No more milk or half-and-half.”

‘How she must have resented those small economies. Restlessly, Bill
prowled while she put on the kettle and disappeared into the pantry. A
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shaft of sunlight struck the big coffeepot. Would she soon be giving the
parties she’d dreamed of? Again he lifted the lid. Coupons, still
coupons. Only that pink thing was not a coupon! He took it out and
examined it. Sweet-'n-Low, it said on it. A sugar substitute. He looked
into the pot. More pink envelopes. Dozens and dozens of them mixed
in with the coupons. So that was how_.she had done it! “He’d been
going downhill for weeks,” they’'d said. And no wonder. The coupons
had all come with sugarless foods—canned fruit, wafers, candy, choco-
late, the foods for people with high blood sugar—or diabetics, not for
hypoglycemiacs.

“I have some lovely cakes from the French bakery,” Liz said, coming
from the pantry. “Napoleons, all nice and gooey inside.”

He did not answer, and she approached him questioningly.

“You're at my coupons again. I'm afraid I've let them expire. So

~dumb of me. I save them and then forget the date. I'll dump them this
minute.”

Should he stop her? But what for? They'd never be accepted as
proof. Suppose she said she’d bought them for herself, to reduce?

“I'll be back in a minute,” she said and smileéd. “The old coal furnace
will be good for something before I have an -0il furnace installed.”
There was trlumph in her voice. Her mouth twitched. She was laugh-
ing at him.

By the time she returned he was qu1te calm.

“TI've put the cake on two plates,” he said. “Here’s yours.”
She looked at him curiously, shrugged her shoulders ever so slightly,
and began to chatter. '

“It’ll take a few more months to get everything in order. John never
threw anything away. There’s such an accumulation. I don’t want to lose any
of this creamy stuff,” she said parenthetically and went to fetch
a spoon. “Two months and then another three weeks or so to get
ready. I haven't told anyone yet, Bill, but I'm going to Paris—just in
time for May first when they sell those little bunches of lilies-of-the-
valley. T'll walk along that river—what’s its name?—with a corsage of
them. Goodness, Bill, don’t look so solemn. Do you blame me for look-
ing forward to that?”

“No, look forward by all means. It’s the best part of any experience,
.they say. Do look forward, because—"

“Because what, for heaven’s sakes?”
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“Because you are not going to see that lilied first of May.”
“And may I ask why not?”

“You've counted it out so mcely—m weeks In days, the ﬁrst of May

is exghty-ﬁve days from now.
G

“Have you forgotten? Doesn’t it ring a bell?”

" She sat very still. She was remembering. She went white, as white -

as the envelope he had taken from his pocket. He pushed it toward
her. The seals had been broken. The envelope was empty F rantlcally
she reached for it, but he gripped her wrist. .
“You're hurting me!”
He dropped her hand. Three strides took him to the stove. He
struck a match.’ :
" He returned and she had not moved.
“If there are crimes that cannot be proved,” he sald calmly, ° there is
also punishment that can never—”
His last words were drowned by her screams.
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Slow and steady solves the crime . . .

One morning in April the body of a woman wearing a tan bathing suit
was found on the beach south of San Vicente, which is a coastal town
in Santa Barbara County. The body was found by an early-morning
jogger, who drove three miles back-to his home and called the San
Vicente Police Department. _

Sergeant Andy Cahan, a slim, red-haired young man with perceptive
dark eyes, arrived on the scene. It was just after 6:00 A.M. The jogger



had driven back and was standing near the body. The morning, after a
windy night, was still. Fog lay over the beach.

~ Cahan knelt by the body, which lay prone inside the high-water.
‘mark- on the beach, about six -yards from the receding surf. The face
was turned so that he could see the right profile: a woman of about
thirty-five, who had been attractive. She Had auburn hair.

“What time did you find her?”

The -man-said, “A little before 5:30. I drove rlght home. It s a ten-
-minute drive. The clock in my kitchen said 5:37.”

Cahan glanced back at the cleared area above the beach where his
blue-and-white police car was parked. Two other cars were parked
there: a late-model Pontiac and an old Galaxy. “Which is yours?”

“The Pontiac.”

The policeman walked through the sand to the Galaxy. The man, a
wiry fifty-year-old, accompanied him. Cahan opened the driver’s door,
which was unlocked, and found the registration clipped to the sun-
shield: Sandra Jane Woods, 1627 Court Avenue, San Vicente.

He took out hig notebook and jotted down the information. He got
the jogger’s name which was Philip Stanley, and his address. He put
the notebook back in his pocket and looked over the car. In the switch
was the ignition key and the trunk key hanging from it on a key ring.
No other keys hung from the ring. On the front seat was a clean white
towel, a yellow terrycloth robe, and a green handbag. He opened it
and slipped out the wallet. The driver’s license: matched the registra-

* tion. o

On the floor on the passengers side was a pair of slip-on ‘brown
shoes. In the back seat, nothing; on the floor in back, nothing but dust
and general debris, some crumpled Salem cigarette packs, sandwich
wrappers, used-up match folders, and a couple of empty Coke cans,
indicating only that Sandra Jane wasn’t the most meticulous person in’
the world. He opened the glove compartment and saw some folded
road maps and a couple of unopened packs of Salems. Nothing else.

. He started back to the police car to radio the station, verifying the
death and asking for the hearse Stanley said, “Do you need me © any
more?”

“If we do, we ll let you know. Thanks for your help

Stanley got in his red Pontiac and drove away.

Cahan went back to the body and gazed down at it. He notlced a
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tiny shred of tan cardboard, visible now as the sun was higher, at-
tached to the suit just where it ended below the woman’s right hip. It
seemed to be the remnant-of a pricetag. So Sandra Jane Woods had
put on a brand-new bathing suit to take her last swim.

He waited fifteen minutes. Then two police cars pulled up next to
his, and then a.hearse. From one of the police cars stepped the
coroner’s man, whom Cahan nodded to and from whom he got a nod
back; he knew him slightly, an older man named Freeborn. Freeborn
walked toward the body ‘Got a drowning to start my day, hey?”

“Looks that way.

“Better than a kmfmg I don’t really enjoy knifings before breakfast.”

Cahan smiled and walked up the beach to give information to the
three policemen who had got out of the cars. Two men from.the ambu-
lance walked toward the body with a stretcher. Cahan got into his car
and drove to the-police station.

A reporter from the San Vicente Press-Courier was there. Cahan
knew him-—a tall, bony-faced man named Walker, of middle age, who
had been on a Los Angeles paper; but hard drink had closed their
doors on him. So Cahan had heard. But he respected Walker, who was
shrewd and competent; apparently in the two years he had been in San
Vicente, he had gotten his act back together.

Walker asked, “What's the story?

“A drowning at Ochoa Beach.” He consulted his note pad and gave
the newspaperman the names and addresses, which Walker copied on
a slip of paper and shoved in his right jacket pocket. “I'm going out to
the victim’s house. Do you want to come?”

“Sure.” .

“T'll be a few mintues.” ‘

“T'll go down to the ptomaine trap on the corner and get some cof-
fee.” - ) ‘

“Pick you up there.” Cahan went in to make a verbal report to
Lieutenant Blanchard, the duty officer, who had just started his shift.

It was two minutes past 7:00. Cahan’s shift was over. But this looked
like a morning for overtime.

Blanchard said, when he was through with his report, “Any sign of
anything peculiar?”

“Nothing that T saw. She hadn’t been in the water long. It must have
happened last night, or early this morning. Kind of an odd time to go
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for a swim, but I guess people do.”

He told Blanchard that he would check out Sandra Jane Wood’s
house. He picked up Walker at the coffee shop and drove out to Court
Avenue, a street in a pleasant ‘middle-class subdivision. 1627 was a lit-
tle run-down compared to its neighbors, with a frowsy hedge and some
tied bundles of newspapers stacked by the front door. There were oil
spots on the driveway. The door of the attached garage was wide open.
The floor in there, with some heaps of clothes and empty cans and bot-
tles around its edges, made Cahan remember the back-seat floor of the .
Galaxy.

They went to the front door. The pohceman pushed the bell several
times. They could hear it ringing loudly, but there was no response.
“Let’s try next door,” he said. They walked to the next door west.

A big man'in a yellow shirt answered the ring. Cahan said, “Sorry to
bother you, but T wonder if you know the lady next door?” B

“The nurse? Not really, but.I wouldn’t mind.” The man had a broad
pink face, in which bright blue eyes were surrounded by wrinkles of
good humor.

“What is it, Frank?” A small brown- halred woman in a pink bathrobe
. had come up behind him. -

“Cop here asking about Fireball -Sandy.” The eye wrinkles
‘deepened. “Most exciting thing in this neighborliood since the last
time the guppies ran. She sunbathes every weekend. You ought to see
the grass under my back fence. It isn’t bothered by the drought.”
~ “Really?” said Walker with a crooked smile.

“Really. That’s ‘cause I peer over the fence and drool.”

“Oh, Frank!” The woman laughed softly. :

“She’s always in her bathing suit. And that is quite a sight.” The
blue eyes were merry. “She’s got the equipment and she’s not shy
about showing it.”

“Flaunting is the word,” said his wife.

The man 'grinned at Cahan. “You ought to see her in her bathing
suit, officer.”

“I did. A little while dgo. On Ochoa Beach She drowned.”

The man and the woman stared.” The man'said, “You're kidding.”.

“I'm afraid I'm not.”

“Oh, my God. I'm sorry.” He turned away, shaking his head “My
God. The poor kid.” :
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His wife said, her voice hushed, “How did it happen?”

“She was apparently out for a.swim. Could we come in and ask you a
few questions about her?” :

The man said, “Sure. Come on in.”

Cahan said, “I'm Sergeant Andy Cahan. This is Mr. Walker.”

“I'm Frank Williams. This is Margaret.”

The woman said, “I'm just fixing Frank his breakfast. Would you
men like some?” ’

“No, thank you.”

“How about some coffee?” ,

“Fix them some coffee,” Williams said. He sat-down at the table in
the front room. The woman went into the kitchen and came back with
a plate piled with scrambled eggs and buttered toast, which she set in
front of him. She went back into the kitchen for coffee.

Cahan and Walker took chairs at the table. Cahan had his notebook
out and Walker had taken a slip of paper from his left jacket pocket.
Walker never used a notebook. At the end of a working day, his right
pocket was filled with folded slips of scrawled-on paper.

The woman brought four cups of coffee on a tray and joined them at
the table. With her husband, who dug into the eggs and toast like a
professional eater, she filled them in on Sandra Jane Woods, as far as
they knew her. Which wasn’t much. Sandra Jane Woods kept to her-
self. She had lived in the neighborhood about eight months. She was a
nurse at City Hospital. She was apparently a divorcée. A son, about
seventeen, had lived with her awhile but hadn’t been seen around
lately—it was thought that he had moved out and was sharing an_
apartment with some other boys. Williams and his wife didn’t know
where it was. ‘

“Did she have any boyfriends?” Walker asked.

“Yeah. There’s this guy that often spent the night.”

“Oh, Frank!” said his wife. ‘ _ ‘

“What's the matter? It’s true. There’s no secret about it. He’d park
his car in the drive, and you'd see him leave in the morning.”

“Even so—you shouldn’t gossip about her.”

Gossxp, hell. These are policemen. I'm trying to glve them the
facts.” :
“I'm not a policeman,” said Walker. “I'm a newspaperman.”
“Are you Stuart Walker?” Walker nodded. “I read your stuff. You're
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* too good for a hick-town paper.”

“I'm damn lucky to be on any paper.”

Cahan said, “How about the guy you were talking about?”

“He drives a new Buick. Got a soupy motor, you know what I mean?
I heard it last night.” ‘

“Did you? What time?”

“I don’t know. Midnight, maybe. I can’t swear it was the Buick. It
seemed to stop a few seconds in front of her house, motor running—
then it drove on. Does that mean anything?”

Cahan made some notes. “Do you happen to know his name?”

“No. I nodded to him once or twice, in the morning, when we were
both going to our cars. Tall guy, about forty-five, grey hair, thin face,
sunlamp tan, kind of distinguished-looking if you're impressed by -
phonies. . . Woman, go about your task! Fill the sugar bow]!”

She stuck her tongue out at him, grinned at the visitors, and went
into.the kitchen with the sugar bowl.

Walker said, “Why do you call him a phony?”

“I don’t know. It’s just that thls town seems to be full of them.
That’s southern California for you.”

Walker’s lips twisted. “You could be right.”

Cahan asked, “When did you first see him?”

“Oh, two months ago or so. . . Is there something fishy about this
drowning?” - :

“It’s a routine drowning, as far as we know.”

. Something ﬂasgled into his mind—the shred of cardboard attached to
the tan bathing suit. Did that mean something?

Margarét came back with the sugar bowl and took her seat. Williams
spooned sugar into his coffee.

Cahan asked, “How about her sw1mm1ng? Did she swim a lot?’”

Williams said, “She lived in that tan bathing suit. I mean, around
the neighborhood. I guess she didn’t wear it at the hospital, though it
would have been great medicine if she had. For the old guys.”

“Frank,” said his wife. : )

“Yeah, you're right. This isn’t the time for my bum jokes. All
right—yeah, she swam a lot. She didn’t wear that bathing suit just for
show. She’d go off in the mormng, on the weekend and come back
with her hair wet. She swam.

“Did you éver notice if she swam at night?” -
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“No, I didn’t. You, Margaret?’ .
She shook her head. “She’d come and go in the evening, but I dont ,
. know where. I heard her last night.”

“Heard her come home?” »

“Heard her go out. About 1:00. That old car of hers makes a big roar
"when it starts up. It started to roar. Then I heard her garage door

open. It squeaks a lot when it opens. Then I heard the car drive

away :

“I didn’t hear it,” said her husband.

“You wouldn’t have heard a. plane fall through the roof.”

“She’s right,” said Williams. “I sleep the sleep of the pure in heart.”

Walker said, “Did she usually leave her garage door open when she
went out at mght? .

Margaret said, “I never knew her to leave it open.” Her husband
nodded agreement. -

Walker said, “It’s open now.” .

-Cahan made notes. “Do you know if the boyfriend ever went swim-
ming with her?” ) .

Margaret shook her head. Williams said, “I don’t eitier. What's with
him, Sergeant? Why are you so interested in him?”

Cahan smiled faintly. “I don’t really know.”

Margaret said, “Frank, it’s time to go.”

He looked at his ‘wristwatch. “Leaping lizards! Duty calls. Got to
push a load of hot corsets today He got up.

Cahan and Walker got up. “Thanks for your help,” said Cahan. “And
for the coffee.” ‘ ' ,

“Any time. So long boys,” Frank strode by his wife, aimed a kiss at
her lips, missed, tried again, connected, plucked a jacket from the back
of a chair, and went out the front door.

Cahan said, “T'd like to get into her house and look around.”
Margaret said, “Why?”

“Mostly to find out if there’s any lead to her boyfriend. If he saw her
yesterday, or last night, he mlght be able to tell us something of her
state of mind before she went for her swim—if she was upset or if any-
thmg unusual happened.”

“Are you thinking of suicide?”

“Not really. I'm just flndmg out what I can.’

She pursed her lips. “If you want to get in, that should be 51mple
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enough. She put the key under the mat. It was a very stupid thing to
do—don’t you agree? .

Cahan nodded. “I agree.”

“Why she didn’t carry it in her purse, I don’t know. She carrled her
car keys in her purse, I'd see her pull them out when she got in the
car. .

Cahan said, “You spoke of a son who’s apparently moved out. Maybe
she left it for him, not knowing when he might come home.”

They thanked Margaret and walked back to 1627. Cahan picked up
the worn mat. A key lay there. He slid it into the lock, opened the
- door, and put the key in his pocket. They looked around a cluttered
living room. Walker said, “She wasn’t much of a housekeeper.” Against
one wall, on the floor, was a record player with stacks of records
" around it. : ;

Cahan opened a door and found himself in a bedroom. He frowned
at the bed, with the blanket pulled down, the sheets rumpled He said
to Walker, who had come in, “She slept in it last night.”

“Last night or last week. Sometime since she last made it.”

Cahan smiled. “You've got a point. . . Here’s her nightgown.” He
pointed to a filmy cloud of blue that lay on the rug by the bed. Near it
was a circular mark, about a foot in radius, the nap of the light-green
rug slightly flattened, some discoloration darkening the edges of the cir-
cle. He gazed-at it a moment, then shrugged and turned away. With a
housekeeper like Sandra Jane, it was probably just one of many stains. .

He looked back at the nightgown. “So she gets up, takes off the
nightgown, puts on the sw1msu1t—maybe she  was upset, went to the
ocean to swim away her worries.” He turned to a full-length mirror at-
tached to the closet door. “What about that?” '

“What about it?”

“It means something, and I .don’t know-what. I'm mlssmg thmgs
There are all kinds of thmgs and I'm missing what they mean.

“Maybe Bart can tell you. -

“Bart? Who's Bart?”

“Bart’s the boyfriend.”

Cahan stared. Walker stood at a cluttered desk across the room. He
had been shifting papers around on it and glancing at them.' He held a
sheet of tan notepaper. He read aloud, as Cahan came up by his
shoulder and looked at the sloping handwriting on the paper:
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“Dear Bart, It's been a long lonely five days w1thout you.
Nothing has changed, has it? Can you think up a story that would
get you free next weekend? I'd like to go for a drive-—a long,
long drive in the moonlight. I love you very much.” -

Walker murmured, as he put the sheet back on the desk, “It was in
this. Not yet sealed.”

He handed Cahan a tan envelope addressed in the same handwrltmg
as on the note: Mr. Barton T. Currey, Main Avenue Auto Supply, 231
Main, San Vlcente Calif. Personal

“So there he is,” said Walker. “The boyfriend.”

“Looks like it.” The policeman put the envelope back on the desk
and went into the bathroom. A plastic hamper was against one wall.
Around it was a litter of towels, stockings,-and washrags. He opened it,
reached in, stirred briefly through the contents, and pulled out a tan
swimsuit.

“She had two tan swimsuits.” ‘He dropped it back in the hamper
“You'd think she’d get a different color and style.”
“She liked tan. That was her color. Look at the notepaper.”

Cahan walked into the front room, picked up the phone, dialed the
police station, and asked for Lieutenant Blanchard. “Lieutenant,” he
said, “Any preliminary medical on the drowning victim?”

“Seawater in the lungs, a bump on the head. Probably she was hit
by a floating piece of wood and knocked cold—"

“I'll poke around a little more,” Cahan said.

» They drove to the Main Avenue Auto Supply It was now almost’
9:30.
A young man behind the service counter said, "What 1l it be?
“Is Mr. Currey in?”
“No, he won’t be ‘in this morning.”

“What's his job here?” .

“He owns the plantation.”

“Would he be at home now?”

“Yeah, I imagine you could reach him there.”

Walker copied the address the man gave them on one of his innu-
merable slips of paper: 56 Ashwood Drive. Both knew the neighborhood
of large, executive-type homes.

They rode through the city and climbed the hill east of it. Ashwood
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was the last street on top. At 56, a new green Buick was in the drive-
way of the two-car garage. Cahan rang the bell of the long, low modem
stone house. A tall woman wearing glasses opened the door.

Cahai said, “Mrs. Currey? Is Mr. Currey in?”
~ “He’s having coffée on the patio. Come in.”

They proceeded into a rich living room. She continued on to an
open French wmdow across the room. “Bart! Some pohce officers want
to see you!”

“Police officers?” A man in a green pullover sweater, who was close
. to Frank Williams’s description of him, appeared outside the window
that gave onto an attractive brick terrace on which a-marble-topped
_iron table stood. Beyond was a sloping yard, ending in poplar trees,
which were backed by a stone wall. The man said, “What is it?”
“I'm Sergeant Cahan and this is Mr. Walker. Can we talk to you pri-
VatelyP
“Privately?” He glanced at the woman, whose pallid face was still.
Behind the glasses, her eyes, enlarged by the thick lenses, looked cold.
“All right,” said Currey. “Let’s take a walk.” ,
They walked across the lawn, toward the poplar trees. In their
shade, Currey-stopped. “What is it?” .
“It concerns Mrs. Woods.”
His lips tightened. ° “Who's Mrs. Woods'r’
Cahan said calmly, “Your friend. We found a letter and an envelope
addreSSed to you on her desk.”
“What the hell were you domg at her desk?”
“Making an investigation.” The policeman paused. Are you pre-
pared for some bad news?”
Currey took a deep breath. “Go ahead.”
Cahan told him.
“Oh, no,” he said softly. He put a hand to his forehead.
Glancing back at the house, Cahan saw. Mrs. Currey watching them.
He said, “I'm sorry. You understand I have to ask some questions.
Were you over on Court Avenue last night?”
“What? No.”
Somebody thought that you stopped for a few seconds in front of
her house.”
“Somebody is wrong. I was in L.A. last night. I drove up to the ball
game. I took a couple of friends. We do that every once in a while.
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After the game we went to some night spots. I didn't get home until
after 3:30.” '

“Did you see Mrs. Woods at all yesterdaiy?”

“I haven'’t seen her in almost a' week.”

“Do you have any 1dea why she’d go for a swim at 1:00 in i the morn-
mgp .

“Why not? She liked to swim.’

“Did she often g0 late at night?”

“Now and then.” -

“Did anything upset her recently? Can you recall anything unusual?

“Well, things run their. course, you know. They're good while they
last, but they don’t last forever.”

“You mean you were breaking up?”
“Things were winding down.”

“Was that your idea, or hers?”

“What is this? A cross-examination?”

“No. I'm trying to get at her state of mind.”

“Who knows a woman’s state of mind?” He glanced toward the .
house. His wife had gone. He muttered, “I'll have-to tell ‘her it’s some-
thing to do with business. She doesn’t know anything about Sandra
You didn'’t tell her anything, did you?”

“No.”

“That’s good. It could be a wild row. It's happened before, with
other girls. But this time I've been careful. She thinks I've been mak-
ing overnight business trips. She doesn’t know anything about Sandra.”

Cahan said, “Did you buy Mrs Woods a new swimsuit recent]yp
“No. Why do you ask?”

“She was wearing a new one when she was found.”

“She’must have bought it herself. Anything strange about that?”
“I guess not. Do you have a key to her place?”

“A key? No: Why should I? I.never wert. over there except when
she was home.”

“Those friends you went to L.A. w1th—were they with you all
nlghtP”

“Sure. They're San Vicente men. I drove them home. So we were
together from about 1:00, when I picked them up, until after 3:00. Do
you want to check- with them? What is this? Do you always cross-
examine people when someone drowns?”
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“Not always Thanks for the information. Sorry to sprmg it on you
like this.”
“I just don’t want my wife to know.” :

He walked them back across the slopmg lawn and into the house
His wife was not in the living room as they went through it to the front
door. Currey said in a hard voice, “I don’t want her to know. 1 dont
want another of those rows.’

As they drove back down the hill,” Walker said, “Do you beliéve
him? About last night?”

“I guess so. He wouldn’t mention witnesses if he dxdn t have them.”

“I suppose not. He's-more bothered with the idea that his wife
might find out about Sandra than he is*with her death. If he’d known I
was with the paper he’d have been really shook up.”

. Cahan dropped the newspaperman off near the Press-Courier Build-
_ing, then went on to the station. It was 10:50. Blanchard was out of his
office again, so Cahan spent some time writing his report. As he
dropped it in the basket on. Blanchard’s desk, he had a sudden convic-
tion that a steak sandwich, niftily turned out at Pease’s Restaurant in
the Millview Shopping Center, was what he required. He drove to the
shopping center, parked, and sauntered past bright modern shops to-
ward the restaurant. Swimsuited figures in a window caught his eye.
He stood a few moments rubbing his jaw, thinking of Sandra Jane
Woods lying on the beach with a shred of a pricetag on her right hip.
Pricetags were attached to the. waxen figures in the window. On ‘a sud-
den impulse, he strode into the shop.

A small young woman with-soft brown eyes smiled at him. “May I
help you?” _ »

“I don’t know.” He felt a little embarrassed, it seemed pointless—
but he was here. “Look, Miss. Suppose a young woman bought a new
swimsuit—" - -

“Did she buy it here?” :

“Here or someplace else. That's not the point I'm gettmg at. Sup-
pose she bought a swimsuit, see, then went for a swim—are you fol-
lowing me?”

Her smile was puzzled but receptwe It was also, thought Cahan,
beautifal. “So far, Officer.”

“O0.K. And then she drowned And her body was washed up: And on
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the right hip, here, you found a scrap of a pricetag—what would "you
* think?”

“I beg pardon?”

He laughed, a little awkwardly. “Do you get the picture?”

“Yes, I get the picture, but—well, what? What would I think?” She
looked at him with her soft eyes and shrugged. “I'd think it was a little
strange ” : .

“Why?”

“Because any woman puttmg on a new swimsuit is gomg to inspect
it, every inch of it, for what it does to her figure. Shell turn this way
and that in front of the mirror, if she has a mirror.”

“She has a full-length mxrror

“Then it’s a little strange

“That’s what I thought,” said Cahan. “But I didn’t know why.”

“I don’t see how she could leave a prlcetag on her suit. It just isn’t
what most women would do.”

“Thanks.” He smiled at her,

“Did I give the right answer?”

“You gave the right answer.” -

“Then you won't arrest me?”

“I'm not the arresting officer. But if I was the arrestmg oﬂlcer I
mlght start with you. If you were arrestable. Are you arrestable?”

“That’s a leadmg question. I don’t answer ‘leading questions during
workmg hours.” .

“Do you answer leading questions over dinner?”

“It depends on who’s asking the questions.”

He liked her smile. He liked her warm eyes. He liked the tilt of her
chin.” He liked the way her small figure filled the white blouse and the
neat brown skirt. He couldn’t see anything about her that he didn’t
like. She was the best thing he had seen in many days. :

He said, ° How could I ask you leading questions? I don’t even know
your name.’

“Lisa Girard.”

“All right, Lisa. My name is Andy Cahan and I'll be by at—what
time?” :

“We close at 6:00.”

“T'll be by at 6: 00 to take you someplace for dinner and start asking
leading questions.” :
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“A good citizen doesn’t argue with the police. Today I'll be a good
cmzen .
You a]ready have been.”
“Have I? With that routine about swimsuits? I've never heard that
line before.” . ) - , _
“I just made it up.” He took her hand. “T’ll see you at 6:00, Lisa.”

He forgot about a steak sandwich at Pease’s. He got in the car and
drove back downtown, thinking: about where he would take her. Did
she like lobster? He'd never dated a girl who didn’t. John’s Sea Grill-.
- was the place to take a lobsterphile, if she was a girl who meant some-
thing to you. Cahan had a strong feeling that Lisa Girard was going to
wind up meaning a great deal to him.

He drove to the Press-Courier Building, walked in, and went past
the front classified-ad counter, down an aisle into the rear where the
editorial desks were. In a glass cubicle he saw Walker hunched over
his typewriter and went in. Walker, a cigarette stuck to his bottom lip,
glanced up. The policeman said, “There’s a new angle.” °

Walker’s eyes narrowed. He sucked on the cigarette. Suicide?”‘

“Murder.” : :
The newspaperman gaped "Cahan turned. “You want to come with
me?” :

“Where?”

“To see Currey.” He walked back down the corridor. Walker grab- .
bed his jacket and came after him.

In the car, Cahan said, “T didn’t ask him the rlght questlon

“The names of the people he said he was with last night?”

“No.” Cahan smiled. He felt lighthearted. That's what meeting a girl
like Lisa Girard could do. That’s what solving a crime could do. He
said, “I'm going to play Kojak. I'm not going to tip you off on the ques-
tion. You have to guess it.”

Walker grinned. “0.K., Kojak. Ill ask about murder: If it's murder,
someone hit her on the head, then drowned her. Right?”

“Right ” They headed through town, going west.

“So someone had to be swimming with her. Currey?”

“No.”

“Who?”

“Nobody.”



“What?”
“Nobody was swimming with her. Because she.wasn’t swimming at
all.” . :

Walker stared. Cahan said, “She didn’t put on her swimsuit. Some-
body put it on her dead body. She was dead before she left the
house.”

They started up the hill, toward Ashwood. Walker was sﬂent for a
few moments. Then he said, “How about the seawater in her lungs?”

“Seawater-isn’t only in the sea.”

“Meaning?”

“You can take a bucket of water out of the sea.”

Walker nodded. “You could. Go on.”

“This is' speculation. Let’s try something. Let's imaginé that you're
the killer. That way, maybe it'll be easier for you to tell me if it seems
to make sense, if the actions would seem logical for a killer.”

Walker smiled his crooked smile. “I don’t know much about being a
killer. All Y've ever killed is time, and a few thousand fifths of bourbon.
But all right—in a good cause, I'll be a killer. So what do I do?”

“You've decided that Sandra Jane Woods rates death. So you drive .
to the beach and fill a bucket with water. You drive out to Sandra’s,
stop a moment, take the bucket out of the car, and set it behind her
hedge

“Which would explain why Frank Williams heard the Buick stop for
a few seconds.”

“Yes. You drive the car around the block and park it, then you walk
back to Sandra’s, pick up the bucket of water, and let yourself into the
house with your key. You come into the bedroom. She’s asleep. You
‘set the bucket by the bed.”

Walker said softly, “Where the circle was, on the rug.”

“You noticed it? Yeah. Then, with a weapon of some kind that
you've brought in your pocket, a wrench or a heavy screwdriver, you
hit her on the head and knock her out.”

He turned onto Ashwood: “Then you pull her to the edge of the
bed, put her head in the bucket, and she drowns. And her lungs are
full of seawater.” ‘

They were half a block from Currey’s house. The Buick sat in the
driveway. Cahan pulled the police car to the curb and cut the motor.
He looked at Walker. “Are you with me?”
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“So far. 1 have some questions, but I'm with you. Carry on, Kojak.”

“You take off her mghtgown and put a swimsuit on her. A new tan
sw1msu1t recently bought by you.’

. “Wh p” .

“Because you were up on her messy life-style and were afraid that
you might not find her regular one in the mess. Or maybe because you
were afraid that she might have been out for a swim that evening and
her suit would be sopping wet. It’s hard to pull a wet swimsuit on a
living body, let alone a dead one. Anyway, it’s you, the murderer, who
pulled the new suit on her—because no woman would wear a swimsuit
with part of the pricetag still on it.” He grinned. “I have that on the
highest authority.” ’

“I didn’t know about the pricetag.” ‘

“Neither did the murderer. The murderer missed it.

“0.K., now you drag or carry her body from the bed, through the
kitchen, and into her car, probably in the back-seat. You go back to the
house, find her handbag in the front room, get the car keys and the
house key, and put the house key under the front mat. The key that
you've let yourself in with is still in your pocket. You empty the bucket
into the toilet and carry the handbag, a terrycloth robe, a towel, and a
pair of shoes to the car, planning to leave them on the beach. You take
the bucket and the weapon you hit her with. '

“You drive to the beach. It's a mile drive. You carry or drag the

“body from the parking area down-to the surf. You're dressed for it—
boots, old jeans, something like that. You drag her out into the ‘water
and leave her floating there.”

Walker was watching him intently. He went on: “You go back up the
beach, kicking away or smoothing your tracks, and leave the towel, the
robe, the shoes, and the handbag in the. car. You walk back a mile to

.where the Buick is parked and drive it back to the beach, to' Sandra’s .
car. : : :

“You remove the bucket and the weapon from her car, drive on
home and put the bucket and the weapon' where they belong,~probably
in your garage. And you've managed something that looks very much
like an accidental drowning—except that -you missed tearing off all the
pricetag.” : :

Walker said, “Is it time for questions?”

“Fire away.” :
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“The key that I opened the door w1th—h0w did I get it? Did Sandra
glve it to me?”

“No. You got the key by spying on her, by parkmg down the street
and learning her habits and routines. You found out that she practically
lived, when off duty, in a tan swimsuit. In the same way, you found
out her habit of putting the house key under the mat. You got her
working hours from the hospital and knew when it would be a good
time to steal the key.”

“Steal it?”

“Right. One day when she was at work and the neighborhood was
quiet, you went up to the door and kicked the mat with your foot, as if
maybe it was an accident in case someone happened to be glancing
that way. You bent as if you were straightening it and got her key.
Then you went to a loeksmlth and had a dupe made.”

Walker said, “There he is.”

Currey had come out of the house and was staring. He walked to-
ward them.

He said, as he got to the car, “I saw you through the window. Do
you want something?”

“One question 1 didn’t ask you. Do you drive another car?”

“My wife has a Falcon. In the garage. Now and then I drive that.”

“Which one did you drive last night?”

“The Falcon. Easy on gas, easy to park. Why do.you want to know?”

“So the Buick was here.”

“Sure. I left her the keys—she said she had some shoppmg to do.
What are you getting at?”

Cahan started his motor. “Just getting things clear He nodded to
Currey, and the car moved away.
Walker said, “So it wasn’t him. He’s a crumb but it wasn’t him.”

“He wouldn’t kill a girlfriend. He'd just walk away from her.” He
smiled a faint smile. - “A triangle has three sides. His wife was the
third.”

“What do you do now?” '

“Give it to Blanchard. We'll go after \Vltnesses—people on Court
Avenue, like the Williamses, who might have seen the Falcon parked
around there. People on Ashwood, who might have seen what time the
Buick drove away last night and what time it came back. Locksmiths.
Clerks in stores where they sell swimsuits. We'll check on those quar-
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rels Currey spoke of. Maybe his wife has a psychoti¢ history. Maybe -
this isn’t the first of his girls she’s attacked. Maybe she’s killed before.
We'll search for the bucket and the weapon, though she might have
gotten rid of them. We'll check that dark spot on the rug for salt
There are things to do now that we know what to look for.”

“No story for me to write yet.”

]ust that a woman drowned. But there’ll be more. We'll bring’ it
home.”

“You're qu1te a Kojak, Andy :

“Not me.” He smiled. “I'm just a cop who asks Ieadmg questions,
especially when the person I'm talking to seems receptive.

He drove back downtown, thinking that after he reported the latest
to Blanchard he'd stop for a sandwich, then go home and have a good
nap before getting ready for the special evening that lay ahead.
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Corbett was losing the Christmas spirii fast—and
furiously . . . ‘ ' :

Mm 15 m SMAL

Duff
Carpen er

With Christmas just four days away, I should have been festive, but I
wasn’t. I was spitting angry with the human race. Psychologists say that
there are people who suffer from holiday depression due to loneliness.
That wasn't my problem; I was surrounded by people. People with
their own axes to grind. Even in my own family. V

“JTeff Corbett, if you have any idea of using our own money to make
up the deficit in your fund drive, you're crazy.” That's my wife Sally,
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who was reading my mind, as usual. She is not a selfish woman, but it

" rankles her when I get mixed up in civic affairs at the expense of
spending time with her and our three kids.

Normally, she just has my part-time twice-a-week tour as a Small

. Claims Court referee to complain about. Then I went and signed up as

a district captain for the annual Christmas Chatity Drive, which went

over like a case of pellagra at home. In fact, the way the contributions

were trickling in, T was convinced that the entire concept of charity
was going over like a pandemic of pellagra.

-I had simply mentioried to Sally that I was $1,200 under quota, but

as I said she was reading my mind. After fifteen years of marriage,

she’s an expert at uncovering my innermost thoughts. For the life of
me, I never know what she’s thinking.

“Those quotas were too high to begin with, Jeff. Cood Lord, when
thmgs are booming it’s easy to be generous, but times are tough.”

“You hit it right on the head, honey. Gener051ty——true charlty——
shouldn’t be easy. That’s what makes it a virtue.”

“You're starting to sound like someone out of Charles Dickens.
Look, darling, I know you mean well, ‘but you have to be realistic.
Your own company didn’t hand out a bonus this year. Speaking of your
company, you’d better get on your horse, it’s late. What's today?™

“Tuesday.” :

She 51ghed ‘Tl see you tonight then. Later tonight.”

My Tuesday and Thursday evenings are spent at Small Claims,
where most of the litigation is over small amounts of money, but you
can sue for up to $1,000. In my state, a referee doesn’t have to be a

- lawyer. I qualify because I have an MBA, twenty years’ business experi-
ence, and have passed a court-supervised examination. My wife would

be quick to add that I do not get paid for my-services. Our eating

money comes from-the non-bonus-paying corporatlon where I'm a vice
president of marketing.

Court convenes at. 7 P.M., but I always get there early to go over a
_ docket, to see what kind of crazies I'm to be faced with. This particular-

Tuesday, the case load looked rather mild, ‘with most of the plaintiffs -

going for amounts.in the $100 range. One, however, stood out: Tilapia
Fish Importers vs. Fungo Swingers, Inc., with $950 in contention. It
was down for the fifth hearing of the evening.
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By 8:15, I had disposed of four cases: nondelivery of a Christmas
item, lost dry-cleaning, defective carpeting, and a woman who wanted
her money back on a guaranteed bust developer. The last one went in
the plaintiff's favor since she walked in with prima facie evidence of the
- program’s failure. I was now ready for the fisherman versus the Fungo
man—at least I thought I was. The door to room 407A opened and in
they walked—well, one of them waddled—to find justice at my hands.

The waddler turned out to be the defendant, Emil Sarton, president
of Fungo Swingers. Despite his shortness and corpulence, he cut a
mean figure. The little dude wore a leather leisure suit, a purple
cashmere turtleneck, and a gold medallion hanging from a neck chain.

I don’t know what a fish importer is supposed to look like, but Mr.
Tilapia was holding up the fish part. He looked like a man who has
spent most of his life on the water. His long lean body projected a salty
ruggedness that matched his craggy features. They were quite a
pair-—Sarton looking like he had never seen dayhght and Tilapia seem-
ing rarely to_have set foot indoors.

I opened with my usual spiel, telling them that they had the choice
of a referee, whose judgment was final, or a judge, whose ruling could
be appealed to a higher court. In turn, they agreed to my arbitration.

“Fine. Well, Mr. Tilapia, suppose you begin, since you're the plain-
tiff. Please try to be brief.” )

“Certainly,” he said, taking a sheaf of papers from his coat pocket.
His voice had a touch of accent I couldn’t place, but if he wanted to
get out of the fish business, he could probably make it as an operatic
‘basso. “The -claim is quite simple. Mr. Sarton contacted me several
weeks ago to supply special imported foodstuffs for a party—"

“Excuse me,” I interrupted, “your suit may be improperly drawn.
You are serving papers on a corporation. A ‘party’ is a private affair, and
you would have to serve him as an individual. Didn’t the Clerk of the
Court explain that?”

‘Mr. Sarton raised a pudgy hand, showing a wrist encircled with a
silver slave bracelet. “The party was part of my business—that is my
business, arranging parties. You see, Mr. Corbett, Fungo Swingers is a
group of enlightened people who want to get the most out of life. The
- members pay a handsome fee to belong to my organization, and they
demand the best. The high point of the annual activities is the Party of
the Year, which is what Mr. Tilapia was referring to. This year’s was
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going to be the greatest ever——untll he messed it up That’s why
don’t think I owe him anything.”

“That's what we are here to determine,” Tilapia intoned from some-
where in his stomach. He addressed me: “I appréciate your allowing

- the plaintiff to go first, Mr. Corbett, but I think you will have a clearer
picture of the problem if Mr. Sarton explains.” S

" I gave him an incredulous look. Either he had a sure case or he was

a first-class dope. Then it dawned on me. “Mr. Tilapia—ah—1I don’t

" want to put this indelicately, but do you understand Enghsh that well?
We have an interpreter service, and—"

He smiled, showing the whitest damned teeth I ever saw. “I speak
English as well as ten others, Mr. Corbett. Please, I am not offended.
I offer to let Mr. Sarton state his case first merely as an expediency.”

“Very well.” I nodded to Sarton. “Go ahead. How did this man
‘mess up’ your party?”

“Well, it all started back in November right after our Thanksgiving
Bacchanal. I sat around wondering how I could top that way-out bash,
and I mean it was way out! It was beautifully orchestrated, if I do say
.so myself. The theme was The Pleasurable Puritans.” His eyes rolled
in_his puffy cheeks. “Wow! The costumes those fillies came up with
were a gas and a half. You see, the whole idea was built around—"

“Mr. Sarton, 1f Mr Tilapia wasn’t involved in this November party,
it’s not pertinent.”

“He sure wasn’t. That's why it was a success. But it is pertinent, Mr.
Corbett, because I had to top it for the December affair. That's when I
had the Lupercalia brainstorm. Wow! What a way to end the year' A
Roman orgy! Food, frolic, and f-u-n, if you know what I mean.” He
gave me a fat wink. :

“Now I don’t know xnnéh about Roman times,” he continued, “so I
start looking around for an expert. Someone told me about Tilapia, and
I got in touch with him. Well, he was quite impressive, quoting Ovid
and a bunch of other names I forget. So I figure he's the man for the

. _]Ob and I contract him for it.’

“You had a written contract, gentlemen?” .

“Yes,” Tilapia said, pushing his sheaf of papers forward. “It’s a sim-
ple agreement stating that I would supply an authentic repast. I also
pointed out to him that the Lupercaha was actually in February,
but—"
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I was reading the contract and it seemed to me that it would stand a
legal test if all the conditions had been met. I asked Sarton the obvi-
ous. ’

“Met the conditions? Well, let me tell you, Mr. Corbett, they were
not met! No, sir, sardines and bread and some wine aren’t my idea ofa
Roman orgy!”

“Sardines and bread?”
“Yes siree, Mr. Corbett, that's what he came up with.”

I looked at Tilapia in a new perspective. 'He could be a very clever
con man and I didn’t like the idea of aiding him in collecting on a
scam. At the same time, I had no great respect for Sarton, either.

“Mr. Tilapia, $950 seems like a lot of money for sardines and bread.”

“If I may, sir, I think this case rests on two proofs. First is the value
of the goods, and second, their acceptance as authentic. The first proof
. is validated by these wholesale invoices which show that the fish were
specially imported. They were caught with nets in the east Mediterra-
nean and processed according to the method of Roman times. The
bread was also authentically made in stone ovens and flown in for the
affair. As far as the wine is conceined, it too was imported from the
Middle East.”

I looked at the invoices and they were in order, complete with cus-
toms stamps and signatures. This guy had an angle, but.I was damned
if I'could figure it out. '

“I think there is another factor here, Mr. Tllapla and that is
the authenticity of the menu. '

He gave me those beautiful teeth again. Along with the smile, I got
another piece of paper. It was a Xerox copy of a book page describing
the food served at a Lupercalia in 31 A.D. to the Roman Legion on .
duty in the Middle East. Attached to that was an affidavit by a profes-
sor of Roman History attesting to the fact that fish, bread, and wine
were served as the main fare. The professor’s name was familiar to me
since I had once servéd on a review board with him out at the Com-
munity College. It looked as if Tilapia had covered all the bases, but I
wasn’t just going to hand it to him.

“It seems that your case is based on the concept of caveat emptor,
Mr. Tilapia—that Mr. Sarton ‘could have known, would have known,
or should have known’ what was authentic. What had you envisioned,
Mr: Sarton, as a Roman—ah—meal?”
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“I didn’t have any idea. That’s why I hired him.” _
Now Sarton was playing dumb, despite my bending over backwards-
to help him. At this point, both parties repulsed me—Sarton for his

sleazy business and Tilapia for his dubious guile. But I had to be fair.

“Did your clients complain about the food?”

“No, they liked it all right. Some said it was delicious. -In fact, the

" food was so good they spent all their time eating, and the fun and
games went, down the drain. :

“To make matters worse,’ * Sarton went on, “I'm not getting many
bookings for next month’s party. Somehow everyone has lost interest. 1
wouldn’t doubt that he drugged the food.”

“Now that isn’t an issue for this hearing, Mr. Sarton,” I said. “Those
allegations are a police matter. As for a judgment, I will have to find
for Mr. Tilapia on the basis of his contract. The selection of the food -
was left to his discretion and he fulfilled the requirements and substan-
tiated his costs. I will issue an order that Mr. Tilapia be awarded $950.
That's all, gentlemen.”

If I was angry then, I was hv1d as I drove home. I am sophisticated
enough to accept the foibles of people, but to have them dropped in my
" lap at Christmas time was too much. I had made up my mind to cover .
the 81,200 Christmas fund. deficit with my own money, no matter how

much hell Sally raised. >

I must have taken my temper out on the front of the house, because
the wreath fell off as I slammed the. door. I was plckmg it up when
Sally came into the foyer.

“Here,” she said, taking it from me, “I'll put it back up later.” She
reclosed the door and looked at me.

“Jeff, I've been thinking. If you want to use our money for the fund
go ahead. Sitting here wrappmg the kids™ gifts, I've felt so gu1lty—
Lord, we have so much.”

I reached down and kissed her and she kissed me back. “An hour
ago, I was ready to write off the human race as not worth a damn,” 1
said. “You've rejuvenated me, darling.” »

“So will some eggnog. Was it a bad night at court?”

“It was the pits, as the kids say I had one case you wouldn’t be-
lieve.” :

“Come tell me about it,’ she sald. ‘Oh, I almost forgot. Someone
left an envelope for you.- Here it'is on the table.”
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I picked it up. “I hope one of our neighbors decided to get some
Christmas spirit.”

When 1 tore open the sealed envelope I couldn’t believe all the
green inside. I quickly counted the tens and twenties and gave a low
whistle.

“950 bucks. Who dropped this off, hon—Santa Claus?”

“It wasn’t a neighbor. I never saw the man before. He ju'st told me
to glve it to you and left.”

“An anonymous donor—" I stopped. $950! The same amount 1 had
awarded Tllapla ‘Sally, this could be awful.”

“How can a $950 contribution be awful?” ‘

I described Tilapia to her and she confirmed that the man who deliv- .
ered the envelope fit the picture.

“Don’t you see, Sally? I can’t accept this. It would look like collu-
sion. I guess the old con man had a change of heart, but
"it’'s . . . What's the matter?”

Sally had walked to the window and .was lookmg out, “Hold me,
]eff she said in a low voice.

“Sally, are you all right?”
“Yes. Jeff, you're not very. rehglous so you don't see it.”
“See what?” I peered out at the snow-covered lawn.
“Not out there, Jeff. Are you sure Tilapia was the man’s name?”
I nodded. \
“Darling, don’t you know what tilapia is?”

"I shook my head.

“Tilapia is the type of fish Christ used to feed the multltudes

“Oh, baby, that’s just a commdence

“I know, Jeff. Just hold me.’ -

I.did. I held her then and I held her all through the mght We cried

like happy children who live where doubt has no address. 4

The January issue of Alfred Hitchcock’s Mys-
tery Magazine will be on sale December 15.
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Men and women die, but sorrow never does . . . . . L

What a surprise it was to see Sweets yesterday—and not altogether a
pleasant one.

By the time I got my chair turned around in the kltchen -after 1
heard him knock and. rolled through the arch into the living room, he
had walked in.

It was just like Sweets to do that, just walk in. He stood there in the -
center of the room looking around, his pudgy face divided by a: ‘wide
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toothless grin that made his head look like a Bender melon split by a
cleaver. Not a bad idea, that.

I had come back from a ride down to the Heron Valley overlook just
before his car pulled up in front. “You've put on weight, Sweets,” I
said. I looked at the bulge above and below his narrow belt. He eased
into a rocker facing the couch. Aside from my bed and a dresser, that’s
about all the furniture left in my house. When you live in a wheel-
chair, that’s the first move you make—you get rid of all the road
hazards. N

“It's been near four years, old buddy,” Sweets said. He shifted his
weight in the rocker. It creaked in protest. I noticed that the pressure
within had tested every fiber in his soiled chino pants. The stitching
down the front had surrendered in the struggle and the zipper was ex-
posed, a silver snake that caught the light from the west window. It
was like Sweets to go around that way. My distaste for him spilled over
into my voice.

“Don’t old buddy me, Sweets. What do you want? Wht are you
after now, after all this time? I have nothing left.” '

“That ain’t no way to talk to an old friend. Ain’t I the one who told
the boys they should build the ramps for you? Ain’t I the one who said
you need a low counter in the kitchen for.cooking and eating? Ain’t I
the one who hung those bars on chains in the bathroom so you could
get in and out of the tub—take care of yourself?”

I couldn’t help but mimic him. “Yeah, and ain’t you the one that got
careless setting off that dynamite charge in the quarry that put me in
this chair for life?”

Sweets wriggled - his button nose as if he smelled somethmg bad. It
twitched side to side, a pink crabapple adrift on a sea of bread dough.

“That was a accident. That was five years ago. You shouldn’t oughta
hold a grudge like that. Lord knows I wouldn’t hurt a flea.”

Wouldn’t hurt a flea. When he was eleven, after having been
punished by his father for beating his dog, Sweets had let a mean bull
out of its stall into the barnyard. There it gored and killed the old man,
who was patching a watering trough. Everybody thought the bull had
broken the tie rope, but a few days later in school 1 heard him brag-
ging how he had cut the rope .and rubbed dirt on the frayed ends.

Wouldn’t hurt a flea. I remembered how Sweets used to catch flies
when we were kids in the one-room country scliool we both .attended.
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He'd pull off their wings, then tie a thin thread to one leg.

“See my pet,” he’d say. He would draw a blob of ink from the ink-
_well with his pen and wet the fly with it. Then he’d walk the fly
across the paper on his desk, or on the nice white collar on the dress of
the girl in front of hxm :
~ “Chinese wrltmg, he used to say, and his laugh shook fat even

then.

Why the girls took to him so, I never understood. But if I did not
understand then, his success with women when he grew older was
even more of a mystery to me. He'd had three wives—my Norah
among them. His first, Charlene, fell from a boat and drowned when
the two of them were fishing in Heron River. Ellie hung hérself from a
rafter tie in the attic of their house. I stopped taking the Heron Falls
Gazette when I read Norah’s obituary six months after she left ime for
Sweets. The story said she fell down the cellar stairs with a load of
laundry in her arms and hit her head on a protruding rock in the
fieldstone foundation.

Sweets. What a name. Did I tell you how he got it? HIS last name is
Sharger, but the kids in school found it hard to say and seeing it was so
close to- the kitchen staple and how the girls loved him, they hung'
- 'Sweets on him.

My life has always been tied to his in some way. My dislike for him,
begun in boyhood, hardened into something deeper long before he hit
- the switch that sent a piece of rock into my spine, long before he took
away my Norah. I never held anything against her for leaving half a
man. The bitter part was her going to Sweets.

“You still in the quarry?” I said, desperate for any toplc to get my

mind off Norah.
“Yep.” Sweets brightened. “Been foreman ever since Jeff Bellins
died.” ' ‘

“Teff's dead? He was younger than either of us.’

“One of those things. An accident. You know better than most that

. stone quarries is dangerous places.” He stared at my wasted legs.

“How did it happen?” '

Sweets’ voice turned slick and oily. “He was careless. I seen it all
happen. He was standing by the big flat belt that drives the crusher.
He must of leaned over to look at something and the belt caught his
clothes—pulled him kerspang right into the pulley. Tore him up fierce.

80 . : ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE




I was only a step aWay but I couldn’t do anything for him. Poor guy.
He yelled just once.

“How long ago was this? How did Debbie take it?” I remembered -
Jeffs slender little auburn haired wife. She was nearly as pretty as .
Norah and ten years younger.

“Yes, Debbie. I felt terrible sorry for Debbie. Guess I understood
better than most how lonely she was. Let’s see, that was a couple of
months after Norah passed on, and we both—me and Debbie——took to
leanin’ on each other We had happy times together so we up and got
married.”

“Is she out in the car? Is she with you? I'd love to see her.”

. The corners of Sweets mouth turned down and for a moment I
thought I detected a hint of moisture in his eyes.

“I wish I could. Sure wish I could. But she took sick less than a .
month back. Got off her feed and just kind of pmed away. Sweets
seemed genuinely moved. “I buried her two weeks ago.”

“I'm sorry to hear that, Sweets

“Well, we got to go on living.” His mood changed. “I just came over
.to see how you're getting on. It don’t pay to lose touch with old
friends. That's the way I've always felt about your family. A day or two

~ago I got to thinking on it, the way I haven’t seen you in years. Then I
got to wondering about your brother, Harry.- He moved to California,
didn’t he?”

I nodded.

“And Hester, your younger sister, where is she now? [ suppose she’s
off and married with a slew of kids.” _

“No, Hester isn’t married. She’s up in Augusta. She has a job with
the_state.” The moment the words were out I wished my tongue had
been paralyzed too.

“Say! I bet she’s on Debbie’s Christmas-card address list I threw out
when I was cleaning her dresser this morning.” He brushed away an
imaginary tear. “I haven’t burned that trash yet. When I get home I'll
dig that list out and sit right down and write Hester a letter. Maybe I'll
phone her. That would be nice.”

My insides felt knotted and cold. I hoped he hadnt noticed the way
I'd gripped the arms of the wheelchair.

He rambled on. “I ought to drop in on her someday just for old

times sake. She was just a pretty little snippet when we was getting
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out of school, but I bet she’s a real lady now.”

The fear in my belly was a coiled cold serpent. “Sweets, why don’t
you wait a day or two™ My mind raced in search for something to
delay him. “I have some pictures of Hester taken when she and some
. of her girl friends were on a swimming party last summer.” I struggled
to keep my voice calm. “She’s a real beauty ”

Sweets heaved his bulk out.of the chair. “Are they in your bedroom?
" I'll go and get them. What drawer are they in?”

I rolled my chair acrgss his path.

“That’s not necessary. I have them in a box somewhere in the closet.
Tell you what. You come by tomorrow. and I'll have them out to show
you. We can call Sis on the.phone from here. It will pave the way for
your visit if I tell her you're coming to see her.” '

. “Good!” Sweets rubbed his hands together. “I'll bet little Hester is a
- livin” doll.” He gave me a good view of pink gums and a tip of tongue

wettmg his lips.

“And, Sweets, as long as you're coming -over tomorrow, could you
bring a load of wood in your pickup for my Franklin stove? Do you still
have the old pickup? It's getting toward fall-and I could use some
firewood.” I added, “I just got my disability check. I'd pay you well for
some wood.” ) ' ' )

He stood by the door with his hand on the knob: “Well, 1 don’t
" know. The brakes ain’t so good on the pickup.”

Sweets paused while the cold coil in my belly turned slowly.

“I guess if I'm. your friend I can haul a load of wood for you. After
all, we're almost family.” The quality of reeking old motor oil was back
in his voice. A ’

“Good, then. I'll see you tomorrow,” I said to his back as he walked.
out the door. ) v

As soon as he was gone I rolled down the front ramp to the sidewalk
and on out to the narrow blacktop road. I live around a bend on this
dead-end highway, the last house on the road the town extended a
quarter of a mile some years ago to a small picnic area. It's beside a
scenic view that looks out over Heron Valley and the mountains be:
yond. I'm about the only person who goes there any more. Every day,-
weather permitting, I wheel down to the overlook, poking here and
there among the grass and weeds. with the stout walking stick 1 always
carry across my lap. It's like an extension of my arms. :
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The seclusion and beauty of the place have been my joy, and the
exercise has given me tremendous arm and shoulder development that
makes getting around in the house easy. Even swinging on the bars in
the bathroom seems like play to me. : -
 The town paved a turn-around area at the end of the road and
erected posts and crossbars around it. The dropoff at the ledge is
perhaps six hundred feet. It’s so abrupt no trees grow on' its face to
obscure the view. Grass and weeds grow in the cracks in the amesite.
The wood posts are rotten at the base. They cracked ominously when I
set the brakes on my wheelchair and pushed against them.

When I got back to the house I had a sandwich. A little later I drank
a glass of scotch over ice before I went to bed. I slept well.

This morning I brought the bottle and a couple of glasses into the
living room. I think Sweets and I should have a few drinks to celebrate
our renewed friendship. Today 1 feel calm and at peace with my nar-
row world as I wait for Sweets. Surely he’ll be so happy at the prospect
of seeing Hester that he won’t mind giving me a ride in his truck down
to the scenic overlook where we can admire the view across Heron Val-
ley.

While I wait, I've been jamming my stick against the baseboard by
the front door. I'm certain it’s just the right length to reach a pickup
gas pedal. o ‘ -
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Was he doomed to repeat the episode over and over again? . . . t\

~ .
Hoif a block ahead of me, the masked man sprang from the shadow of
a public telephone booth and pounced upon the woman’s handbag.
She clung desperately to its straps, thereby initiating a grim tug-of-
war. -’ }
Even ‘at this late hour, there. were perhaps a half a dozen pedes-
trians within aiding distance, but they quickly turned their faces and

scuttled away.
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1 sighed. People simply do not want to become involved any more.

I dashed forward and grasped the hoodlum’s right wrist with suffi-
cient firmness to rearrange the bones of his carpus. He shrieked, of
. course, and released the handbag. I then lifted him high overhead and
tossed him some thirty feet onto a metal trash container-at the curb. It
collapsed under his weight and he lay inert among the ruins of metal,
paper napkins, and old newspapers. :

I turned to the woman, who was approximately in her middle twen-
ties and had dark hair and violet eyes.

“Madam,” I said, “I trust that you are not m)ured?

Her eyes were still wide. “I don't think so.

I indicated the phone booth. “I shall summon the . police: im-
mediately.” 3

Her eyes flickered. “I don’t think that’s really necessary. I mean,
there was no harm done. After all, he didn’t get the purse. Why bring
the police into this?”

1 noted the initials E. W. on the brooch she wore. “Madam, you are
indeed generous-hearted. However, the odds are that this scoundrel
has snatched dozens of -purses and will continue to snatch more until
some pubhc spirited citizen, such as yourself, sees that he is put be-
hind bars by testifying against him.”

I spied the lights of a police cruiser down the block and waved.

“What the hell are you domg” she demanded.
“Flagging down a squad car.

She glared. “Why don’t you mind your own' damn business.” Then
she turned and disappeared into a dark alley between two buildings. ’

I blinked and then moved to the still-unconscious man amidst the
debris. I pulled the nylon stocking from his head. He seemed to be in
his middle thirties.

The squad car drew up to the curb and two oﬂicers got out. They
surveyed the situation and one of them addressed me. “What hap-
pened?”

I explained. -

He looked about. “I don’t see no lady.” .

I cleared my throat. “She seems to have disappeared.”

He studied the unconscious purse snatcher. “I don’t see him wearing
‘no stocking over his head.” '

“I took it off. It must be somewhere in that rubbish.”
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He sighed.

“Mister, you're in big trouble. That trash container is city property
and they don’t come cheap.” -

The second officer walked back. to the car to call an ambulance.

~ The-first officer continued to eye me suspiciously. “All I see here is
one man standing and another on his back. I don’t see no lady or no
stocking mask. What's the real story? I think maybe we'd better. take
you down to headquarters until we get this straightened out.” p

“Officer,” I said, “I am a licensed and bonded private detective.
Cardula is my name.” I reached for one of my cards and found myself
staring into the barrel of his quickly drawn service revolver. -~

“Don’t try nothing,” he snapped. “Hands on the top of your head.”

‘I did as directed and he proceeded to search me, but found no
weapon. “Put your hands behind you.”™ :

I felt—and heard—handcuffs being snapped upon my wrists. “Now
see here,” 1 said, “this is absolutely ridiculous.”

He shrugged: “So it’s ridiculous. In which case your lawyer should’
be able to get you out in the morning,”

Morning? That would never do.

I waited meekly until the arrival of the ambulance diverted his atten-
tion and then I broke away and dashed for the aperture into which the
woman had disappeared.

In the darkness, I quickly shed the handcuffs and took refuge in a
blind window high up on the building wall.

Below me the two .officers dashed into the al]eyway, their guns
drawn and their flashlight beams playing about.

One of them picked up the handcuffs. “How the hell did he get out
of these? They're still locked.”

They continued down the passage to its other end and dlsappeared
.around the corner.

I qu1ckly departed from the scene and went back to my office.

I found my man,; Janos, waiting at.the locked door, ready to drlve
me home. L -
“Janos,” I said, “You have no idea what a jungle it is out thele 7
As we made our way back downstairs to the parking lot and our Volks-
“wagen minibus, I related my experlence
. Janos frowned thoughtfully. “That is strange mdeed sir.”
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“Of course it's strange, Janos. Here I try to do my citizenly duty and
I'm seized by the police.”

“I mean that it is most unusual for a purse snatcher to-be masked.”

- We entered our vehicle and Janos began driving. “What would a
young woman be doing wandering around downtown at nearly four in
the morning?” he wondered. “You don’t suppose that she was a . . .”

“Ne,” I said. “She looked quite respectable. Though to tell you the
truth, Janos, I don’t suppose that these days that is a criterion at all.” I
watched cross traffic as we stopped at a corner. “Janos, did you know
that I can now distinguish between blood types A and B simply by the
way they walk? I am quite certain she was a B.”

Janos made a turn towards the freeway. “And how dld your investi-
gation of Mr. Decker go?”

“Fine,” I said. “Just as Mrs. Decker suspécted, her husband did not
leave town on a business: trip. He simply -took his suitcase to the
apartment of a Miss Leslie Schwendtke- and he was still there when [
broke off my surveillance at 3:30 this mornlng

I live in a‘quite large Victorian mansion situated some -t'h.irty miles
from the city in a comfortably desolate countryside. When we arrived
home, I went directly downstairs to my quarters. I read a bit—
stopping at ten minutes before sunrise—and then went to bed.

The next evening, Janos drove me directly to Miss Schwendtke’s
apartment and I resumed my surveillance.

At eight-thirty, Decker and Miss Schwendtke left the apartment for
a motion picture theatre. I followed, of course. After the movie, they
had a late dinner and a few drinks and then returned to the apartment.
The lights went out shortly thereafter, but I remained on duty until
3:30 a.M., when I called it quits for the night and began my return to
the office.

As I walked the street I'd used the night before I thought I saw a
familiar figure approaching.

Yes, as she came closer I recognized the same woman who had al-
most had her handbag snatched the previous morning.

She had nearly reached the point where the incident had occurred
when a masked man sprang from the cover of a public telephone booth
and grabbed for her handbag.

. Once again she clung to it stubbornly and again the nearby pedes-
trians hurriedly disappeared. s
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As before, I swept down onthe hoodlum. I grasped his larcenous
right wrist and flung him through the air. :

Too late, I realized that he was going to descend squarely on anotherv -
metal trash container. It collapsed under h1m and he lay there sense-
less. = :
I turned to the woman and found her glaring at me.
“Damn you!” she snapped. And once again she turned and’ disap-
- peared down the narrow passageway she had used the night before.

I watched her departure, shrugged, went to the recumbent figure,
and removed the stocking from his head.

I blinked. Really, this was too much! It was the same man who had
attempted to snatch the woman’s purse earlier. I put my hand to my
forehead. Was I losing my mind? Had I somehow inadvértently passed
through a time warp? Was I doomed to repeat this purse-snatching
episode over and over agamP :

* If I turned now, would I see a squad car apptoaching?

I turned. I saw lights on the roof of a car down the street. Was it a
squad car? Or-a taxi? :

1 didn’t wait to find out. I'rushed to the passageway just in time to

see the young woman reach the opposite street and turn to the right.

"I flew quickly after her, seeing her again when I reached the oppo-

site street. I followed her, keeping half a block behind.

She walked two blocks and then entered a large apartment building,
I watched her enter the elevator and the lights above the door indi-
cated that she got off at the nineteenth floor. -

I went to the bank of mail slots in the foyer and studied those in the
1900 series. One contained a last name beginning with the letter W,
and that was a Richard Walker and Elizabeth Walker in 1903.

I took the elevator to the nineteenth floor and found door number
1903. 1 looked about for a suitable hiding place and discovered an un-
locked utility closet. I returned to 1903, pressed ‘the buzzer, and
quickly retreated to the closet, leavmg the door open a fraction of an

_inch.

Who would answer the door? Richard Walkerp Or a servant, if he
had one? No. I thought that at this hour of the morning—nearly
four—the one who. answered the door would most likely be the one
who was still awake, and that should be the young woman I had been
following.
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1 was correct. .
She opened the door and peered up and down the hall. Frowning,
she closed the door again. I heard the bolt being shot home.

At the office, Janos was waiting, and as we drove home I told him
about the second purse-snatching incident. '

He was thoughtful. “This assailant, he was masked again?”

I nodded.

Janos sighed. “We have here a number of coincidences. First, there
is the coincidence of your being at the same point, at the same time,
two nights in a row.’

“That . isn’t -a' genuine coincidence, Janos. I was Watching the
Schwendtke apartment. I quit at my usual time in such a case, and
took the shortest route back to the office.” ‘

Janos frowned. “But then we have the coincidence of your tossing
that man upon a trash container two successive nights.” '

“That also isn’t as much of a coincidence as it first appears, Janos.
When one throws anything one instinctively or unconsciously aims at
something—a tree, a rock, a tin can. The trash container was simply
the nearest logical target.” ) _

Janos pursued the point. “This trash container, sir. Was it the same
trash can as last mght?’ i

I pondered. “No, Janos, now that I remember it, there were two
trash containers at the curb some fifty feet apart. Last night I de-
stroyed one and tonight the other.”

Janos was greatly relieved. “For a moment I had fears that you
might have broken through -a time warp and were doomed to repeat
this episode over and over again. However—if I remember the rules
for such situations correctly—lt would have had to be the same trash
can both nights.”

Janos increased his speed on. the freeway. “But we are still faced
with the coinciderice of this woman beirig on the street at the same
early hour twice in succession and twice having someone trying to steal
her handbag. And both attempts, apparently, by the same man.”
~ “Janos,” I said, “I could have sworn that he was a hospital case the
first time I threw him through the air. I was at least positive that his
right wrist would have to be put into a cast. Yet the very next night he
reappears, hale and hearty.”
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Janos brightened. “I believe I have the answer to that conundrum,
sir. This was not one and the same person twice, but two. different |
.people who happened to be twins. Or possibly two of triplets, or quad-
ruplets or quintuplets.” . '

‘1 agreed.

“You're right, Janos. Tomorrow I'll be at the same place at the same |
time to see if we are dealing with twins, triplets, or whatever.”

I began the next evening, however, by resuming my surveillance of |
Miss Schwendtke’s apartment. At ten, Decker left alone, carrymg his
suitcase.

He found a taxi downstairs and I followed as it drove him back to his .
own residence and, possibly, the arms of his wife.

I returned to my office, typed a report to Mrs Decker, and along
with my bill, mailed it to her.

I spent the next few hours waiting fon new clients—of whlch there

- were none. ‘Finally at three A.M., I decided-that instead of waiting for
the Walker woman at her usual place, I might just.as well begin the
episode by following her from her apartment.

It was fortunate that I did, because when she came out of the build-
ing at three-thirty, she turned instead in a new direction.

She -again carried the large handbag, however, and this time she
stopped at the lighted display window of a book store. She appeared to
be studying the book jackets, but now and then she glanced covertly
up and down the almost deserted street. v

Finally, she turmed and went quickly to the metal trash container at
the curb.- Opening her handbag, she pulled out a large brown package
and pushed it through the swinging top. Then she walked briskly away,
without looking back.

I frowned. Trash containers seemed to play an mordmately large part
in this case.

My eye caught a movement down the block. A tall man carrying a

- briefcase stepped onto the sidewalk from the darkness of a doorway
where he had evidently been lurking,
"~ He approached the trash container, reached inside, and groped
about until he pulled out the brown package. He quickly slipped it into
his briefcase and departed.
I followed as he tirned down a side street and slipped into an auto-
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mobile parked at the curb. )

He drove for some twenty minutes, turning constantly and doubling
back in an obvious effort to throw off anyone who might be following
him. Finally, he headed for the industrial valley of the city and
stopped in front of a large grimy warehouse. A

After he entered the building, I myself found an opening through
which I could slip.

The warehouse appeared to be filled to the rafters with bales of
paper pulp.

From the advantage of height, I watched the tall man move down an

“aisle toward a corner which was separated from the rest of the bu1ld1ng
by eight-foot partitions.

I looked down into the enclosed space and saw two battered desks,
some filing cabinets, and several chairs.

And tied securely to one of the latter was a man of about fifty, grey-
ing at the temples.

A heavy man wearing a gun in a shoulder holster greeted the tall .

n. “Well, Maxie, how did it go this time?” ‘

-Maxie patted the briefcase. “Like clockwork, Pete.” He removed the
package, tore off the paper cover, and poured bundies of currency onto
one of the desks. . 4

While they counted the packs of bills, I put two and two together.
Obviously this was a kidnapping. The man tied to the chair bore a cer-

-tain resemblance to the woman in apartment 1903, and I deduced that
he was probably her father. .

He had been kidnapped and a ransom ' had been demanded.

Elizabeth Walker had left her apartment with instructions to deposit
the money in a certain trash container on a downtown street.

But two unexpected things had happened. One, the purse snatcher
had made an appearance, and, two, so had I. And in the ensuing action
I had destroyed the very trash container into which she was to deposit
the ransom money.

She had had no recourse but to.return to her apartment and await
further instructions from the kidnappers. '

The tall kidnapper, Maxie, had probably been watching from a
doorway and seen the incident. And acting on the wholly logical as-
sumption that the purse-snatching could not reoccur in a hundred
years, he had phoned her again and instructed her to repeat the errand
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_the next morning, this time droppmg the package into a trash contamer
further down the street.

But once again history had repeated itself and another trash con-
tainer had been obliterated. Y

~ Maxie, however, 'was not one to give up on trash containers, and a
third time he directed her to another location. This time the transac-
tion had gone off without a hitch. ) '

Below me, they finished countmg the money.

“Well, Pete,” Maxie said, “it’s all there. We had the damndest tlme
but it worked.” ‘

Pete seemed to study him. “I been thinking things over, Maxie, and
I just don’t believe it.”

“Don’t believe what?”

“This story you brung me twice about the purse- snatcher and the

-gent in black clothes who tosses him like a rag doll thirty feet or more
onto trash cans.” °

“I know it’s crazy, Pete, ‘but it happened

Pete eased his gun from the holster. “No, Maxie. I'll tell you what
really happened. The first time you picked up the money all right, but
you hid it somewhere and come to me with the story about the purse- -
snatching: And then when you phoned the Walker dame again, you
told her that the fifty grand was nice but that we wanted another fifty
before we'd let her old man go

“You got it all wrong, Pete.”

Pete shook his head. “And the first time went so good, that you fig-
ured why not try it just once more. So you hid the second fifty grand
too and came back to me with the same story you used the first time.”

“Pete, I swear . . .”

“So you call the dame a third time, and once ‘again she comes up -
with another fifty grand. But now you figure you can’t pull the same
deal any more, so you finally bring the money here.” Pete glowered. “
say that you got a hundred grand packed away somewhere and now
you even got the nerve to expect to get half of this last fifty thousand.
In short, Maxie, you wind up with a hundred and twenty-five

“ thousand, and I geta lousy twenty-five. Now somehow that don’t seem
to me to be fair.” The automatic moved ominously.

Maxie paled and quickly held up a hand. .

“All rlght Pete, all right. So that's the way it went. But 1f you kill
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me, the money’s lost.” He licked his lips. “I’ll show you where all of it
is, just don’t, don’t .

I nodded admlrmgly Fast thinking on the part of Maxie. To con-
tinue claiming innocence would simply have led to .his immediate
death. But by confessing to a double-cross of which he was not guilty, he
not only spared his life for the precious moment; but also galned time
and the possibility of turning the tables later.

However, I thought that it was about time for action on my part. I
left my rafter and dropped down to the cement ﬂoor directly in front of
Pete.

He swore with surprise at the suddenness of my appearance and
pulled the trigger of the automatlc the bullet ricocheting off my meso-
sternum. )

I flicked the weapon from his hand and then dealt him a side-handed
blow which rendered him distinterested and oblivious to all further
proceedings. :

In the meantime, Maxie had broken a chair over my head. I turned
on him and heaved him high over the partition walls. He disappeared
from my sight and landed somewhere in the warehouse proper with a
satisfactory crunch. \ :

I untied Walker and used the desk phone to call the-police.

Walker was still wide-eyed. “You must be wearing a bulletproof
vest.”

I glanced at my watch. I could not wait for the police to arrive. They
would insist on detaining me for questioning and that wouldn’t do this
close to daylight. '

“Who are you?” Walker asked.

I smiled sparmgly “At the moment I prefer to work w1th a ceftain
degree of anonymity.”

“But you deserve a reward.” :

Reward? Well, perhaps something, I thought. After all, I had put in
some time on this job, authorized or not. And my suit and shirt had
been ruined by that-bullet. -

Perhaps he could slip me a few hundred from the ransom money?
But no. He would need all of it for evidence when the police arrived.

I consulted my watch again. “I'm sorry, but I cannot remain a mo-
ment longer. However, I shall get in touch with you again. Perhaps
tomorrow evening.”
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When 1 left, 1 passed Maxie senseless upon the remains of a metali
trash container. :
I frowned. Now that was a coincidence.

I arrived at my office to find a worried Janos. We wasted no. time
reaching the minibus and arrived home three minutes before sunrise.

At sunset later in the day, Janos drove me to the Walkers™ apartment |
building.

On the mneteenth floor, I pressed the buzzer at door 1903.
™ Elizabeth Walker answered the door. Her eyes widened. “Good |
heavens, it's you again!” ' :

Walker came to my rescue. “Elizabeth, this is the man I was telling |
you ahout.” -

She allowed me to enter, but with some reluctance. .

'The Walker quarters were large and it was obvious from their fur-
' mshmgs that they had enough money to be worth kidnapping. J

A middle-aged, sullen-faced woman in a cloth coat appeared from |
one of the side doorways “I'm going now,” she announced curtly. “T’ll
be back about nine. '

. When she was gone, Walker said, “That was Maggie. She’s a bit
surly, but live-in servants are hard to find these days.” He turned to
his daughter. “Where is she going?”

“To the hospital to see her brothers. You remember them don’t
you? They pxck up Maggie every once in a while to take her to a movie
or something.”

Walker nodded. Oh yes. The twins.’

“It’s the strangest coincidence,” Elizabeth, said. “First one of them
had some kind of an accident and broke his right wrist and some ribs.,
And the very next day exactly the same thing happened to the other
twin. Maggie’s tight-lipped about the whole thing and I probably
wouldn’t know about the accidents at all except that she was out both
times when the hospital-called.” .

-1 had, of course, been listening with a great deal of attention= “When
you went out to deliver the ransom money, did Maggie know why you
were going out and where?”

Elizabeth nodded. “After all, she was in on the ground ﬂoor as far as
the kidnapping was concerned. When she went to answer the door,
those two kidnappers forced their way into the apartment.”
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In on the ground floor? Was she a part of the kidnapping conspiracy?
No, I didn't think so. Pete had spoken of a fifty-fifty split. There had
been no mention of Maggie or her brothers.

Nevertheless, Maggie must have seen thé opportunity to profit from
the kidnapping herself. She had dispatched one of her brothers to the
point where the kidnap money was to be delivered. He was to snatch
Elizabeth’s handbag and Maggie and her brothers would be fifty
thousand dollars happier.

But that attempt had failed-and so had the second. I wondered if
there would have been a third try if Maggle s brothers had been trip-
lets.

1 sat down and proceeded to tell the Walkers why they should begm .
looking for a replacement for Maggie.
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Chief Calvin Spurgeon, huge, bumbling, and as old-fashioned as the
night stick and police whistle he’d been brought up on, sat in his office
. and wondered whether they'd kick him out and put a younger man in
charge if he muffed this one. - ,
Chances were he would, and they would, and -then the state.police
would take over and their modern computerized staff with all its scien-
tific gadgets - would go to work. They might succeed and they might
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not, but they were a lot better equipped than his small town force of a
dozen men, most of them just traffic trained.

Still, Spurgeon wasn’t giving up. Police work was -an art and a pro-
fession, and after you'd devoted a lifetime to it, you knew a couple of

.things that no electronic equipment could duplicate. So, waiting in his
office and reviewing the meager evidence that he had, Spurgeon was
neither confident nor despairing. All he knew was that he’d do the best
he could, and that his best was usually pretty good.
~ Officer Baker brought the dapper Frenchman to the door and the
Frenchman nodded and dismissed him as if Baker was a butler who'd
ushered him in—and, still playing his role, came forward and smiled a
kind of condescending apology for being a trifle late.

“Monsieur,” he said, in stilted but reasonably adequate English, “I
am so happy to- oblige, to help you. Your task, it is difficult, but you
must pursue it, you must illuminate this little mistake.”

“You call murder a little mistake?”

“Ah, but who says it is murder? My good friend Monsieur Norton
has disappeared and I am desolate but 1 do not give up the hope
Perhaps he returns.’

“And perhaps he never existed.” '

“You joke,” the Frenchman said. “You Americans—always the joke.”

Spurgeon had the theme then, had his fight plan. The Frenchman
was suave, urbane, supremely sure of himself, and he wanted to pro-
voke a battle of wits. Well, let him. The more he talked, the more

~ likely he was to give himself away, for a man who loves words will sac-
. rifice almost anything for the sake of a pun or an epigram.

Tt would be no easy job, however, to break the Frenchman down.
From all accounts, he was a brilliant scientist and a consummate corpo-
rate politician. He had been living in town for the last month while
working as a consultant to the big chemical company. And if he
seemed a little sorry for Spurgeon, all the better. Help him along.
Give him a taste of Spurgeon’s high school French. Spurgeon had -
brushed. up on it the year before when he’d been in France, and he
knew how to say oui and non and merci bien, plus a few basic phrases.
So he would spout them in a flat American accent and let the French-
man laugh and give full play to his Gallic wit.

“Tell me,” Spurgeon said, “exactly what happened.”

The Frenchman shrugged. “If [ but knew! Monsieur, to be there and
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not know what happened is a stupidity for which I am deeply ashamed.
And for which I apologize.”

So that was his defense. It was a familiar one. I don’t know I don’t
remember. And the only way to break it was to. pick at it piece by
plece until the lies showed through.

“How well did you know Norton?” Spurgeon asked. ‘He came here
to see you, didn’t he?”

“I knew him and did not know him all together and at the same
time. I knew him through his son and through mine, and I ‘ask you—is
that knowmg a man?”’

“Tell me. )

“I saw him for the first time on the day he disappeared, but I knew
his age, where he worked, what kind of cigars he smoked, what he did

“on weekends, and what time he went to bed. He played golf bad, he

liked gardening, and he was a cinema addict. He was generous to his
wife and family, he went skiing once in his life and broke his ankle. He
drank scotch how-you-say? Neat. And he gave moneys too big to wait-
ers and doormen. In my mind I have a dossier. But do I know him?”

“How did you get all that information?”

“Through his son, and through mine. Monsieur, for one year we ex-
changed sons. His for mine. Through the international what do you call
it? Student exchange. The international good will.”

“And Norton’s son told you all about his father?”

“But yes—his son, Mark, told me much. And my son, André, when
he returned from America, sang the praises of Monsieur Norton.
Sometimes I think he like Monsieur Norton more than me, his own
father.”

“What makes you thmk that?”

“André,” the Frenchman said, “had the talent. Mark is a nice gar-
con, a nice boy, but distinction? No. He is like his father. He will be a
.man of affairs, he will enter the bank like his father and think money
and give and refuse loans, and that will be all. But André—" The
Frenchman half-closed his eyes, and dreamed some dream that was too
personal to voice. Andre he said, “had the talent even greater than
‘mine, and mine is great.” :

“So Norton came to see you?’

“Of a verity. T am too occupied to go visit him, so I write the letter
and ask him to come here. I love him, Monsieur. We are sympathetic,
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he and I, because of our sons.”

“Didn’t you ask him to bring his wife?”

“She live in a wheelchair. Very sad, Monsieur. She have an accident
and spent the rest of her life sitting. What kind of wife is that?”

“So Norton came alone. Where did you meet him?”

“At the airport. We know each other immediately. I smile and say,
‘My friend,” and he smile and say the same thing, and we embrace.
Which is much embarrassment for him. You Americans do not embrace,
you think it funny.” -

“Did you take your car to the airport?”

“But of a certainty. He is my guest. We embrace and I bring him to
the car and we sit next to each other while I drive to my apartment. It
is not a grand apartment, but it has a kitchen where I cook. I am a
very good cook. I am a very good scientist and a very good driver and
a very good cook, and I make first a Quiche Lorraine and then a Boeuf
. Bourguignon, and I give my friend the scotch. Just the scotch.”

" “No wine?’ _

“The wine later. But because he is a friend and he likes scotch, 1
take the scotch also, and my mind turns. It whirls. And my English
escapes me, so now and then I speak French.”

“Norton understood French?”

“He speaks the words. He is pleasant, he is most amiable, and we
talk of mternatlonal amity. And then we have another scotch. But I do
not tell him yet.”

“Tell him what?” ‘

“I permit him to talk first. I am the host, he is the invited, so I ask
him about Mark. Mark is-in college now. He is on the tennis team and
he has a girl and he is on the list that you brag about.”

“The dean’s list?”

“But of course. He is, according to his father; a bov with a gift. A
paragon. To me, Mark is a good enough boy, with a future in the bank.
But to Monsieur Norton, his future is in the sky. He will be president
of the bank and then a minister of finance, and his career is certain.
Over the scotch, you understand.”

“How about the dinner?”

“Yes, the dinner.” The Frenchman smiled. “An excellent dinner.”

“Norton enjoyed it?”

“Who knows? Monsieur, over the quiche he asked me about André,
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and I tell him.” The Frenchman sighed. “America, it is not good for a .

boy who is merely in the lycée.”

“That’s high school?”

“Yes. And at eighteen, what would you? When his friends take the
drug, he take the drug. First a little of this and then a little of that,
and after a while the drug hard. So when he comes back he has the
habit, and it is the fault of Monsieur Norton, is it not?”

“You accused him of not supervising your son properly?”

“I accuse him of nothing. All I do is confide my anguish to Monsieur
Norton—and he keep saying yes, how good, how glad he is!”

Spurgeon said, “You're leaving something out. What?”

“With the scotch, how can I know?”’

“You know damn well Norton didn’t say he was glad your -boy had
the drug habit.” A

“But he kept saying it. ‘Ca, c’est bon. Tres bon. Je suis content, je
suis heureux.” And what would you?”

“You spoke in French?” Spurgeon said.

“When I am excited, when it concerns me deeply, I lose the English.
I speak French because it is my language and because it is the best
and most beautiful language.”

“So you told him about your boy, André, and Nortgn kept saying he
was glad. Is that it?”

“As 1 have told you.”

“And because he insulted you, because you thought he had no feel-
mg, no civility, you killed him and then disposed of the body.”

“But ‘he said— " The Frenchman broke off, and tears came to his
eyes. “André was a fine boy. Who dared teach him the drug? I find
him with it one evening and I tell him it is bad and he is bad, he is
stupid and sick and worthless. I confess this my tragedy to Monsieur
Norton, and he smile and say how good it is, and then I tell him how
André make the suicide, and Monsieur Norton smile as if this show
how superior Mark is. It is the insalt which I cannot forgive.”

“Tell me more about André.”

“He suspended himself, and with what? With my best cravat. My
cravat kills him, and thus he accuses me with his last breath. Mon-
sieur, that is my failure and my tragedy. But when I tell it to my
friend, when I confess what is deep in my soul, he says he is glad. So I
lose my head, I go out of my mind.”
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“And killed him.”

“Monsieur the Commissioner, 1 am mnocent until proved guilty. So
you prove I have the guilt, but I think you cannot. I know your Ameri-
can law, I have studied it, and it says I am innocernt.”

“Do you think so? You just told me your motive, and that’s what I
was after. All I had was one of Norton’s buttons and some hairs of his
that were found in your car, plus the fact that you. left your house
around midnight dnd drove out to the country somewhere. I guessed
that you took the body .and disposed of it, but I didn’t know why until
Just now.’

“So Monsieur Norton lose a button on the way from the airport,” the
Frenchman said imperturbably. “And of course his hairs are in my car.
Every hour we lose a hair. It is the fate of all men.”

“Most of his hairs were on the back seat, not merely next to you in
front. What did you do? Strangle him?”

The Frenchman bounced to his feet and paced the room. When he
returned to his chair, he was again in command of himself, affable,
suave, condescending.

“Monsieur,” he said, “you have such good laws in America. It is not
like in France where they accuse and give no rights. Here the law pro-
tects. I am not only innocent until proved guilty, but there must be a
body also. There can be no murder without a corpus delicti, and you
have nothing but a button and a few hairs and some hopes. But the
corpse? No.” : .

“But you made a little mistake,” Spurgeon said. “The corpus delicti
means the body of the. crime, the essential evidence that a crime was
committed. And your statement of the circumstances, plus those hairs
and the button, are all I need. They eonstitute the corpus.”

With an effort of will, the Frenchman maintained his composure. “I -
do not regret,” he said. “For his impoliteness he deserved to die.”

“Wrong again,” Spurgeon said. “Your friend was being the height of
politeness and was trying to say things that would please you. But he
had no idea what you were saying. He'd memorized a few phrases,
but he didn’t understand a word of French.” ' _

The Frenchman drew in his breath and clamped his lips tight. Then,
with a supreme effort he said, “But I should have guessed. Because
that accent of his, it was abominable. And if he murder the language,
then I murder him. Why not? And the Frenchman managed a smile.
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There was evil in those Reedsville woods, and extraordinary
beauty . . . ,
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It began with a telephone call.

I employ talent scouts all over the Western Hemisphere and they
rarely let me down. Chuck Cochrane, never. If the child really was as
good as he had told me, I ought to go and see for myself.

“Another Nazavari—~ ‘ .

The words were sweet. Sign up-a child with that talent and who
knows what you've got in five years’ time? Of course sometimes the
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talent disappears with the first wisdom tooth but in my busmess risks
go with the assets.

Slowly I cradled the receiver and sat swinging in the chair behind .
my father’s desk. Mine now. Had been for some time.

“Another Nazavari—"

I studied the notes scrawled on the blotter. It would mean a domes-
tic flight and then a drive in a rented car. It could have been Paris,
London, Rome, Madrid—endless cities around the world. The tip off,
the call, the hunch carries me to them all. Why hesitate now? ]

I decided to go as quickly as-possible. I might even bring the child
back with me. Turn her over to Ida Forster, the best children’s coach
in the business.

I smiled, remembering.

“Auntie Ida.”

I had known many “aunties” before, standing straight, the top of my
head touching my father’s elbow But out of the whole bunch, Ida
topped the list with me.

The place was called Reedsville. It matched Chuck’s description. I
hoped the child would do the same, as I crossed a dusty porch and
went into a hallway that made me want to finish before I'd even
started.

The hotel clerk—I have to call him that, because he was all there
was—took me. up to a room against which I closed my eyes. When 1
opened them, he was waiting, my bag hanging from his tired hand.

I gave him five bucks and said I wanted some information. He set
down the bag and when I put the question, he brlghtened In fact, he
came to life.

The family Cole lived way up in the woods, he said. They'd moved
there recently. Moved overnight. Before that, they'd been around
Reedsville, or more on its edge like, a year come Labor Day. Strange
folk. Just the two of them and their little girl.

At the mention of the child, a slight flush mounted his cheeks and 1
sensed a kind of anger in him, an urge to talk that needed no encour-
agement from me. :

It wasn’t as if she went to school, he said. There'd be compamonshlp’
there. But the mother was what you call educated and put the kid to
books herself. The child was bright and pretty as a picture. But she -
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never went nowhere, except walking between them, like a little dog on
a rope.
Agam the flush mounted to his cheeks but it was deeper now. .
“An only child with overprotective parents,” I ventured.
“No, they was h1d1n somethin’. The whole town knew it.”
“Now come on—"
“It came out! What they was hidin’ came out at the county fair!”

Well, I knew about the county fair. Chuck had told me. But not all.
Now the clerk gave me the whole picture.

He was full of talk about what happened there. He couldn’t believe
his eyes, he said, when he saw that kid run alone, breathless and ex-
cited, onto the fairground. Lord only knows how she’d shed her folks..
That was his first thought. But to see her fairly burstin’ with joy, eatin’
it up, made his own heart beat faster. She’d never seen such a sight,
you could tell. It was packed, mind—folks came from all over to the
county fair. City folks, even.

“They put on an amateur contest,” he said. “Do it every year.”

But that time, he added with a rush of words, the crowd was in for a
big surprise. Biggest one they’d had in years. During a break, the child
had stepped suddenly and with no introduction onto the platform -and
.sung. She had sung like nobody’s business. ‘She had the sweetest voice
you ever heard—better than the kid that sang on TV back in the fifties.
The big discovery. . . He frowned, trying to remember.

“Nazavari—" 1 prompted softly.

“That’s it. You never hear of her now.”

“She’s singing in London this season—Covent Garden Opera House. -
Then Milan—Italy. Next season she’ll be at the Metropolitan in New
York.”

“She sure growed.”

“She did.” _
. The clerk stood a full moment. Then he was off again on the kid’s
voice. That's what her folks had been hidin’. That’s why they’d moved
overnight to the cabin in the woods. They buried her, in his view.
Well, she’d be competition for the birds there, he’d lay odds on that.
And nobody but the birds to hear her. It was a criminal shame. Any-
one with half an eye could see how that kid loved to sing.
He paused again. “But she needs—she needs—"
He looked at me. He ‘didn’t know how to put it. But I did.
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“An audience.”

“That’s it, someone to sing to. Fat chance. If they could, they'd
throttle that voice.”

“But why?”

“They’re afraid.”

“Afraid?”
“Afraid of losin’ her, I mean. What you ]ust told me about—"
“Nazavari,” I prompted again.

“That could happen to her. She wouldn’t be like no little dog on a
rope then. She’d be free.”

“There are some people who don’t:want to be free. But we should
all have the right to choose.*

I was leading him but I didn’t expect the reaction I got.

“You're dead right!” he said with passion. “She’s a hand short.” A
helping hand. There was a guy in a check suit and elevator shoes tried
to get to her But they got the rope back on her and by mornin’ she
was gone.’

“You keep saying that.” .

“I keep thinkin’ it.” He looked at me. “A check suit and elevator
shoes-—"

His voice held a direct question. I felt he deserved an answer and -
gave it.

“Cochrane’s the name. Chuck Cochrane. He likes to stand higher
‘than his boots. He’s what we call a talent scout.”

“That’s what I figured.” He shook his head and sighed. When he
spoke again, there was genuine  compassion in his voice and the
same expression reflected in his red-rimmed eyes. -

“She sits by the lake most afternoons, singin’ into the water. Quiet
like, mind—they don’t want no one to hear.”

“Loud enough for you to hear—"
“I've got sharp ears. Ain’t many can hear from the roadway.”
“How do they live?” :

“He’s some kind of an electrician. Does odd - jobs.” He glanced at
me, and then added grudgingly: “Folks are always satisfied.”

We looked at each other. He broke the silence.

“Take the long track. You'll avoid the cabin then.”

“I don’t want to avoid the cabin.” _

“Mister, if he sees you he won'’t let you near her.”
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“Maybe I shouldn’t waste my time—".

“Don’t you want to hear the sweetest voice in the world'r’
He was shrewd, that clerk. He knew I'wanted like hell to hear. '
Before I could answer, he pressed his advantage.

“She’s a prisoner ‘Like in the fairy tales. A princess in an ivory
tower—only it’s a cabin near a lake with only the birds to’sing to.’

“That’s not a fairy tale, it’s.a horror story.”

“You said it, Mister. It ain’t healthy. It smells.”

“Has anyone complained to the cops?

“No need. They been up there more'n once.’

“Then they don't like it,’

The clerk frowned and for the first time his eyes slid from mine.

. “No law against keepin’ your child to yourself,” he muttered. “I
reckon they went there for somethin’ else.”

“What?”

“Searchin’, maybe. Pickin’ up. They was doin’ it all over. We had a

little trouble here. Finished now, far as we'ré concerned.”

“What trouble?”

“Well—" He sighed.” “Let me put it this way—that track amt no
Lovers’ Lane these days.”

T couldn’t get any more from him but it didn’t seem all that impor-
tant. My job was to find the child, so I said: “All right. Will you show
me where I turn off?” _

“Will do. But mind.” He pointed a finger. “Don’t leave the long
track. He's got a gun. He took out a license a month ago.’

“For God’s sake, he can’t use a gun on me. What am I doing? Tak-
ing a stroll through the woods—" -

“Plain mean he is, Mister. And don’t you forget it.”

The clerk put me on the long track, repeated his warning not to
leave it, and I went on alone.

I hadn’t gone far when I saw a shadow between the trees. I stopped
and stared. The shadow .was that of a man. He was very still, but alert,
watching me. He wore some kind of a hat.

I shook my head clear, and when I looked again the shadow had
gone. I walked on.

The track narrowed and then I reached a place where the trees
massed and deepened.
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- I stopped again and looked all around. I saw the shadow, the man—

there—there . . . and there. He seemed to be in ten places at once.
The woods were getting to me. I was seeing things. But no—he was
here now—nearer—much nearer—then over there—now here agam—
there.

It wasn’t an illusion. He was in ten places at once. And always wear-
ing a hat. :

Fear runs through the blood many times before the mind becomes-
aware. So I don’t know how long I stood, learning the taint of—what? I
couldn’t find the word. Till finally it came to me. ‘Evil. This wood was
an evil place and that man was expecting me to turn and run.

I almost did turn and run. I only hoped I could find the way. The
trees were so dense where I was standing, they seemed to be pressing
in on me. And my knees were weak. But I wanted to get out.

And then the. sound reached my ears and I forgot everything. I just
stood and listened.

It was like all the sweet singing birds in the’ world put together.
Lovely. Wonderful.

There was nothing I would have turned back for now. I walked as
quickly as I could toward thé sound.

Soon I glimpsed water between the trees. The sound was clearer.
And strangely mature. I couldn’t believe I would come upon a child.
But there she was—a small girl, sitting on the bank, singing into the
water.

I broke softly from out of the trees and came slowly up behind her. I
halted a little distance away, .sensing that if I went further I would be
stopped Then I put the question gently, but as loudly as I dared.

“Do you enjoy singing to yourself?”

The voice ceased and the child turned and looked at me. Her eyes

were big and blue and filled with calmness.
“I'm singing to the frog.”

“Does he understand?” : :

“Of course. He's really a prince. If I sing into the lake every day,
soon- he’ll come up beside me. Then when he turns into a frog again
I'll go back into the lake with him. Forever.”

How easily children say “forever,” I thought.

And then I was suddenly afraid again, but for the chlld this time—
the voice. If she went in the water, it might be forever.
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“No, you mustn’t do that!” 1 almost went nearer, but instead, I re-
treated a pace or two. “How old are you?”

“Fourteen years, two months, and four days.”

She stood up then, and she was as graceful as she was beautiful. I
wished that I could pull her away from that lake, right away, forever.

But I didn’t go closer. I knew that evil wood was listening. Watch-

ing. . '
" “You've got your wisdom teeth then,” I said lamely.

“Of course.” , ’

She smiled, an odd conspiratorial smile comiing from a child.

“I know I look younger than fourteen.”

Well, T couldn’t argue with that. She did. Nazavari was the same.
She didn’t look her years until she was seventeen. And by then she
was ready. Trained. _

“That’s why the prince won't take me with him,” she sighed.

“I thought you said he was a frog.” -

“Not when he comes on the bank. He's a prmce then.”

“Listen,” I said harshly, “prince or frog, you must never go into the
lake with him Do you hear me? Never!”

“I must!” She stamped her foot.

I was glad to see that. Charm and youth are fine, but strength is all
important when there’s work to be done And talent is nothmg without
work.

“He belongs there,” she added with the same strength. “And I be-
long with him!” B

“You don’t!”

I put out my hand and took a step toward her. It was a stupid thing
to do, but I did it and there was no going back. '

“Turn around, Mister! Sharp!” ‘

The voice was high and shrill——with hysteria, I thought vaguely—but

I didn’t turn all that sharply. I was looking at the child and she was
'looking back at me. There was something behind the calmness in those
eyes. Something intent. Like a message—

I saw it spark and then there was only the calmness.

She’s intelligent, I thought. She’d understand what I had to offer if I
could get her .to myself. Clever little girls soon understand. “Let’s pre-
tend doesn’t last forever,” I said, to start the ball rolling. And then I
turned. ' )
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Tall and gaunt, the man was holding a shotgun. It was pointed
. straight at me. And he was standing at just the right distance.

“He’ll shoot if you move,” the child said. “You were lucky to get so
close. It isn’t as if you can turn into a frog and jump in the lake.” I
heard the sulky note in her voice and knew she didn’t like what I'd
said to start the ball rolling. .

“You—you're not wearing a hat,” I said to the man.’

“The hats are here.” : -

I turned my head and saw two men. They were both wearing hats
and both had a hand on their holsters.

The realization hit me like a rocket Cops! The woods were lousy
with deputles

“Go ‘away,” the child said behind me. “I want to sing to the frog
again. I have to concentrate. It’s hard to sing quietly. But Ma doesn’t
like me to sing too loud.” o ;

Now why did she say “Ma?” I didn’t pay much heed, because I
wanted to have the last word, so I said quickly and without looking at
her, because I was damned scared: “Life isn’t all fairy tales, honey.”

And then when the deputy who'd spoken jerked his head toward the
track I'd come from, I went like a lamb.

As we passed the tall gaunt man, I saw that he hadn’t moved a mus-
cle; but was standing rigid. Motionless.

There was no expression in his face and I wondered if he had ever
smiled in the whole of his wretched life.

Between the trees one of the deputies frisked me, Then said I
could lower my hands. I supposed I was what they call “clean,” so_
when T heard the child singing again, I said: “You can’t let that voice
end up in the lake.”

“Or the child.”

The words were so laconic, 1 glanced at the deputy.

“Keep moving,” he said. “Just keep moving—"

I went with the two of them and ‘didn’t speak again until I could no
longer hear the child’s voice. Then I glanced around.

“I thought there were ten of you.”

“Fair-guess.” :

“But why?”

“Ask the sheriff.”

“Where the hell does the sheriff.come into it?”.
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A stupid question, with the sheriff's deputies all over the wood. I
wasn't surprised when this one didn’t answer.

There was a sheriff's car waiting at the end of the track and I got in
the back without being told and settled down between' two more dep-
uties already there. As the car moved off, I stared through the rear
window. '

The thought of the lake, the woods, and all those deputies surround-
ing that one child was chilling. She wasn’t an heiress or anything like
that—except to me, of course. Why was the gaunt man allowed to.keep
a child like that hidden? Phantasizing, dreaming her life away? It only
needed one deputy to take away his gun, the sheriff to tear up the
license, and someone—me, for instance—to let air into the girl’s life.

I looked through the window again.

“Bad enough in daylight,” I said. “God knows what it'’s like at
night.” : ' :

No one answered.

v

I was glad to reach the sheriff's office. I wanted to establish my
identity—make clear the fact that I'd come to help the child, not harm
her—and I wanted to ask questions.

“There we are,” I said and laid my wallet on the sheriff's desk.

He emptied it out, and transferred his gaze to me.

“Joe Hogan—" -

“That’s right.”

“What were you after?” )

“Ten percent. That girl’s another Nazavari.”

“That girl’s dead, if we don’t take care.”

He flipped my identification papers across the desk and the young -
deputy standing at his elbow picked them up and crossed to the door.

“Ask for Chief Peterson,” I said before he left the room. And then,
more urgently, to the sheriff: “What do you mean she’s dead if you
don’t take care? Get her out! Get her away! If she stays there, she’ll
end up in the lake, looking for the frog. She’ll never be deader than
that.” A '

The sheriff didn’t answer.

“She’s as good as a prisoner there!” I shouted.

“She is a prisoner. 4 ‘

“But why? For God’s sake, why?”
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“Mr. Hogan, if I get the right answer from New York, you'll get the
right answer from me.”

Uneasy, helpless for the time being, I sat, looking at the big bland
man in front of me. A strong, red-blooded American. The kind that
goes with good bourbon. ‘

“Can I have a drink of bourbon?” I asked. “Straight?”

The sheriff laughed. “You know better than that.”

“I need a drink.- That wood made me feel as if I believed in
werewolves. I smelt evil there.”

The sheriff's smile faded abruptly.

“Evil was done there.” ‘

His face reflected genuine disgust now. I wished I knew why. I
wished the young deputy would hurry back.

“I did say Chief Peterson,” I said and shifted in my chair.

“You did.” _

“We shoot pool,” 1 added lamely.

The sheriff stared silently past my shoulder.

The door opened and the young deputy came in and setting my
identification papers beside my wallet, he nodded to the sheriff. The
sheriff nodded back and the deputy went out of the room.

“Give Mr. Hogan some bourbon,” the sheriff said. “Straight.”

Another deputy who had been there all the time—I'd accepted him
as part of the furniture—moved to a cabinet and did as he was told.

I swallowed the golden brown stuff thankfully.

“Now please,” I said. “Explain that evil to me.”

“Do you care about the child herself or just the voice?”

“They’re one and the same,” I told him. “You can’t separate them.”

“Mr. Hogan, I must have your word that what I'm going to tell you
will go no further. The girl’s life may depend upon it.”

“The girl’s life depends on that damned lake.”

“You don’t understand.” .

“I understand the creative soul.” No use picking and choosing
words. I had to get through to the sheriff somehow. “T understand the
‘imagination that lives in the heart of a born artist. That child believes
there’s something in the lake she belongs with.” '

The sheriff sighed. “It’s better to let her mind dwell on what she
imagines,” he said, “than on what she actually saw. I've got men all
around her. I had to bring in extra help. They're not going to let that
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child go into the lake. I'd prefer her in custody, under armed guard.
But her folks won’t allow that so I'm doing the best I can.”

“Custody! Armed guard! She’s a little girl!”

“A little girl that saw a murder,” he said levelly. “Your word, please,
Mr. Hogan?

I couldn’t speak for a moment and then I said with a long gasp:

““O.K.”

“There was an old woman, a harmless old body, who used to gather
wood, take it home to burn, keep herself warm. She was found with a
wire twisted around her neck and tied tight in front. Not a pretty
death, Mr. Hogan. And slow. She put up a fight.”

I thought of the hotel clerk’s words—"We had a little trouble here.”
And then 1. thought of what the sheriff had _]llSt said—"A little girl that
saw a murder .

I swallowed. She sa w1tness—

“An eyewitness,” he told me. “The only one. She saw it all. From
beginning to end.” : - ‘

“That’s dreadful.”

“It could be worse. We got him. Name of Bllly Grant. He comes
here to fish. Fancies himself. A weekend’s fishing is a flash hobby for a
city boy. He has very powerful friends around him, Mr. Hogan. Very
dangerous friends.”

“But why would he want to~d0 a thing like that?”

“Well, they do say the fish doesn’t feel the hook in its throat. Per-
sonally, I don’t believe that. I would guess he plays with the fish once
it's caught, like he played with that old woman.

I felt horror spread through my blood, as fear had done in the wood.

“And you're relying on the child to identify him.”

“She described him. And she hasn’t forgotten a detail. It's her tes-
timony that can put him .away for life.”

“Why did she just stand and watch? Why didn’t she run home?’

“The girl’s old for her age. She knew she was safe as long as she
stayed hidden in the trees. She figured if she ran, she might trlp and
fall. There’s a lot of stubble in that wood.” /

I remembered the intelligence behind the calmness in those blue
eyes and nodded slowly.

But I couldn’t let it rest there. I knew now why the tall gaunt man
seemed rooted in anguish. Sitting in that chair, I felt the same emo-
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tion. “Are you sure you've got enough men?” I said anxiously.

“You counted them.” '

“I saw them too.”

“You were meant to.”

“I nearly turned back.”

“I know.”

“Why did they let me go on? They let me get right up behind her.”

“They didn’t let you get near enough to push her in, did they? And
the law is curious. You stood, you looked, you shivered—"

“Werewolves—"

“Then you heard the child’s voice. You listened. You stopped shiver-
ing and went on as quickly as you could, although the track was getting
rougher all the way. Like a man with a mission, Mr. Hogan. That was
strange. It could have meant you went on because you heard a child
smgmg A child you'd come to get.”

“Oh, my God, me, Joe Hogan, a hitman!”

“You'd talked for sometime with the clerk at the hotel. We
questloned him.”

“Oh, 1 did, I did. He told me—"

“I know what he told you. The county fair, the move overnight, the
cabin. The child hidden in the forest. Town gossip, that’s all.”

“No!” I was suddenly stubborn. “That happened before the murder.
They did it to hide the voice.”

“The theater is still a sink to some people Mr. Hogan. Maybe they
don’t want her—dlscovered as you'd call it.’
“It’s a sin.”

The sheriff shrugged. “Overprotective parents. An only child—"

I remembered I'd said that to the clerk. But only to draw him. I've
never yet met parents too protective to be bought or persuaded.

“There isn’t a-body in the county knows that child’s the sole eyewit-
ness except her folks and us,” the sheriff said.

“And the dangerous friends.”

The sheriff nodded.

“And now me. Why did you tell me?”

“You were never going to let go that voice unless I told you the

“truth, Mr. Hogan.”
“I'm not going to let it go now.”
“What?”
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“This won't finish,” I told him. “Not even when you’ve got the boy
put away for life. I can take her, change her name, have her trained.
Make her into a star, hide her in a blaze of notoriety. No one dare
touch another Nazavari. No one.” ,

“I doubt her folks will agree,” the sheriff said:

“It’s different now,” I persisted. “I'm offering her~an escape, her
only chance.” .

He was silent.

I leaned forward.

“Look, I don’t go around with my eyes shut. I know what-you mean
by dangerous friends. T shoot pool with all kinds in New York. It’s part
" of my business.” : .

“Sounds more like mine.’

“What else do you do if you need backing for a bnlhant untried per-
former? I wouldn’t like to tell you where the original backmg came
from for Nazavari.” -

I fell silent for a moment. It hadnt done her any harm. They d asked
for no payback. Just the usual percentage—and the right to watch lis-
ten, and feel proud. There’s pride in every kind.

I had another thought. .

“And on top of all that, what about that damned lake? To my mind
that’s twice as dangerous!”

The sheriff had been thinking, turning over in his mind what T'd
said. Now he sighed heavily.

[ knew.I'd got him worried. So I waited. _

“There’s a lot in what you say, of course,” he said. And then sud-
denly: “Right. You can see her folks. But under guard.”

“That's 0.K.”

The two deputies watched in silence without the slightest visible
emotion, but I could sense their interest. And no wonder. I never
worked so hard in my life as I did with that man and his wife.

The woman was tougher than the man. She did the talking while he
nodded or shook his head in corroboration of everything she said.

T wasn’t surprised the kid had said “Ma” and left out “Pa.”

Stringy and small, with greyish tow-colored hair that reminded me of
dirty straw—it would once have been as the child’s was now, pure
gold-—she stood like iron. Obstinate. Unrelenting.
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All her responses came down to the same thing. It was like a litany,
a litany of ferocious hate.

They weren't afraid for the child. They could keep her safe. They'd
always kept her safe. Once the trial was over, she’d soon forget. They'd
see to it that she forgot. It only needed time—and them. Her safety lay
with them.

I brought up the lake. Surely to God they recognized the danger
there. Didn’t they worry about the frog and the prince and all the rest
of it? Didn’t they think she might disappear one day?

No. The woman couldn’t have been more emphatic. The child was at
a difficult age, the age when children dont know what to do with
themselves. It was only natural for her to invent her own games, noth-
-ing but make-believe to pass the time. '

Near enough to what I'd told the Chl]d myself.

So then I came down to tacks.

Her voice! They had no right—oh, I knew they were her parents,

.but even so they had no right to keep that voice to themselves. The
child was gifted: Her voice belonged in a much wider arena. It be-
“ longed to the public.

At this ‘the-woman’s eyes blazed. For a second they. were like blue
ice” And set too close together. I couldn’t bear them.

“Never!” She bit out the word again. “Never!”

I stared at her and she stared back.

There was something else about her I couldn’t bear—something I
recognized—

Instinctively, without even thmkmg, I said: “Were you ever in *the
theater?”

For a moment I thought she was going to throw herself at me, claws
bared.

Then her eyes went blank, she folded her hands, and said calmly,
“No.”

I wanted to get away from that woman as I'd wanfed to get out of
the wood. But it was the child that mattered. The voice.

I turned to the tall gaunt man—after all, he was the father—and saw
that he was standing in a trance of terror—that’s all I can call it—
holding onto the table.

“Why are you holding so tight to that table?” I asked.

It seemed a long time before he said, “I'm tired.”
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His voice was cracked, drained, and old. But I pressed on. “You're
tired now. How do you think you'll feel when the deputies have gone
and you're alone with her?”

He. opened his mouth twice but no word came forth.

The woman stepped quickly in front of him and looked up at me.
“That’s what we want. To be alone with her. ]ust the three of us.’

Her expression was hard and set. . ,

“So that you can put her on a rope again, like a little dog,” I said.
“She wants more.” '

I'd seen it in the child’s eyes. I knew she wanted more.

“She’ll grow out of it,” the woman said. “T know.”

Not if I can help-it, I thought. Deep inside that child’s mind, there
was a seed of knowledge that told her what she could be. If I could
reach that seed, I knew she was clever enough to take it from there.
I'd started the ball rolling beside the lake. Now I determined that,
given the chance, I'd kick it right to the back of the girl’s mind. “Ma”
would be glad to be shut of “little Madam” before 1 was through.

I sighed hopelessly, as if I'd given up. Then I smiled at the
woman—ruefully, I hoped.

Wlll you let me say goodbye to her?

" she said. B

I looked automatically at the man. Anywhere just not to see her. But

his eyes were fixed on his wife. And there was no sympathy or human
“warmth in them, just dumb misery.
It was the woman or nothing. I steeled myself and turned to her

again. o
“It must have been a nightmare,” I said. “I'm so sorry if I've made it
Worse ...7 1 paused and then added, with all the charm I could mus-

“Please let me say goodbye. You see, I'know what I'm losing. And
what you'ré keeping.”

The man released a loud sob and. the woman whipped around llke an
asp whose tail had been pricked and said something to him I couldn’t'
quite catch. But again 1 had that feeling of recognition.

I tried to hold onto it, but the woman had put herself rlght up
agamst me and was lookmg into my face.

“Go then,” she said. “You know where to find her. Say goodbye and
then leave her in peace.” ‘ )

More lke in the bloody lake, I thought. But I did just wonder
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brleﬂy why she didn’t want the man to speak. She’d given way so sud-
denly. '

When 1 walked between the two deputies toward the lake one of
them looked at me and said: “Tough work, yours. It must pay well.”

“In ulcers.”

I can be as laconic as the next, although it’s not really me.

“You can’t do any more,” the other deputy siad. “I don’t know why
you're wasting your time with the kid. She’s got no say.”

As he finished speaking, we heard her singing.

“That’s why,” I said.

The deputies grunted. They were sick to death of the sweetest voice
in the world. Their loss, my gain, I hoped. 4

“You wait here,” I said casually.

We were standing now with the tree behind and the lake in front.
The deputies hesitated.

“The three of us might frighten her.” I left the words in the air for.a
moment,

They grinned. They weren’t fools, but they agreed to let me talk to
her alone.  They were sorry for us both—the k1d stuck here, me with
my mission unaccomplished.

So as they watched, I came up ‘behind the girl and slipped quietly
down beside her.

The singing stopped and she turned her head.

She was wonderful. Her eyes were so intent and her face was really
beautiful. , .

“I heard what you said to Ma.” She spoke very softly. “I heard every
word.”

“How did you get here ahead of us?”

“I've got a secret way. Much quicker than the way you came.’

“Do you understand why the sheriff is taking you to the city soon?”

“Of course.” She was looking at me disdainfully now. “I have to say
what I saw and who I saw.” "

“And then come back here—"

“Yes.” .

“Do you want to come back here?”

“I want to be with my prince.” . _

“He isn’t real.” I leaned just a little closer. “He’s not real. You be-
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Jong in a world of real princes. A world of gaiety and light. Pretty dres-
ses. Parties. Dances. And when you're old enough, great cities, beauti-
ful shops, grand houses. Theaters. People standing up, clapping their
hands, shouting for you. Big bouquets of flowers in decorated baskets,
all yours. And everyone loving you, showering gifts on you. Jewels.
Sapphlres as big and blue as your eyes. I can take you into that
world

' She stared at ‘me, with the same calm, intent look.

“You can’t.”

I knew she was thinking of what she’d heard back in the cabin, so I
gave it a moment and then said carefully: “Do you ever fly into a
temper? 1 know you can stamp your foot. I've seen you. But do you
ever scratch and scream and fight?”

“Sometimes.”

She gave me the odd, conspiritorial smile I'd seen before
“Well, that’s what you have to do now. And keep it up.’
“Keep it up?”

“That’s right.”
The child bit her lip. Her teeth were very wlnte and even. Then she
looked -at the water and sighed.  ~
“When the frog’s down there, he’s real.”
“Honey, there are fifty—a hundred frogs down there.”
“But only one prince.”
- There was a doubtful note in her voice now.
“I can give you princes to choose from.” I knew I was repeatmg my-
A self but even the cleverest kids need telling. ’

“Princes to choose from,” she echoed, while-her eyes searched mine.

“Yes, honey. That’s what I can give you. And nothing’s going to stop
me.” o

“Nothing?”

“Nothing. I promise.” -

. “I knew from the beginning you'd come to take me away.”

“Hogan always keeps hls word. That’s what my friends say about
me.”

“It was bound to happen sooner or later.”

She spoke with such wisdom- And I responded.

“That’s a sensible girl.” . .

‘We looked at each other. She was studying my face. She trusted me.
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And I vowed then and there that I'd never rest till 1 saw her free and
happy.

“Make it a big temper,” I murmured. “And don’t let go. That’ll set-
tle it.” )

The last word spoken, I stood up, turned, and trudged with deliber-
ate despondancy toward the deputies.

1 had asked to be taken back to the hotel, so. when the sheriff’s car
stopped I climbed out and walked with the same despondent steps into
the hallway I'd wanted to run away from.

The clerk took me up to my room, although I said there was no
need.

But I was exhausted. The whole episode had been a strain.on my
nerves and muscle and selling power. My voice was hoarse too, my
throat sore, and I could feel a headache coming on.

The space between the four drab walls seemed so small. And there
was something else troubling me, something that I could hear A
buzzmg———An angry furious noise that filled the room.

“There’s a wasp,” I told the clerk.

I felt the threat before the thmg stung my wrist.

“She’s a witch!” I said. “I knew she was out to get me.”

I meant the woman, not the wasp, and the clerk didn’t know what to
make of me. Come to that, I didn’t know what to make of myself.

The clerk caught and killed the wasp, then opened the window wide
to let some air into the room. He looked at me nursing the wounded
wrist with my other hand. “T'll get an onion,” he said. “Best thing for a
wasp sting, raw onion.” ' :

I sat on the bed and pressed my fingers against my temples, trying
to make the headache go away. ‘

The wasp sting hurt like hell.

The clerk returned with a raw onion cut in half and rubbed it on my
wrist. But the onion smelt and the bite stung more.

“That won't last he said. “It will be gone by mornin’. Have a good
night.”

"His red-rimmed eyes seemed thoughtful as he went into the COI‘I’IdOI‘
and closed the door.

I looked at the key stuck where it ought to be. So easy to cross and
lock myself in. But such an effort. I elected just to clean my teeth and
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swallow a couple of shots from the bourbon bottle the clerk had -
. thoughtfully provided along with the onion. Then I climbed between
the clean, rough-dried sheets.

The pillow was, hard, the bed much harder but it didn’t matter. I
stretched out thankfully. -

The last thing I remembered was the red-rimmed eyes that belonged
" to the clerk and the smell of onion—and then I dropped into the dark.

I had a dreadful nightmare, the kind you struggle to wake from. I
dreamed I was in that evil wood, in the place of that old woman, and it
was so real I could feel the wire around my neck. I could feel the pain
and the fear. And I knew the child was watching. Run, run! I screamed
inside myself. And then: No, don’t! Stay hidden! .

I must wake up, I must! I screamed inside myself again. I've got to
save the girl!

And then—then I knew I was awake The evil was in the room with
me and the wire was around my neck.

They say a man’s whole life passes in front of him when he’s drown-
" ing. It’s true, I'm sure, because mine was passing in front of nie now,
as the wire tightened. My father telling me my mother, his dear pretty
French girl, had died when 1 was born. Mother! help me! Christ!
I tugged at the wire. Me, Joe Hogan, crying for my mother—spangles,
lights, clowns, horses, cats, the Big Top! Papa Gaudin! MAXIE! . . .
the best bravest strong man I ever knew . . . gone. JULES! Jules . . .
gone. Femina, you bastard, where are you? I helped you, you help
me. Myrtle . . . where’s that bloody chimp? Fenella . .. come get
your Uncle Joe. Ida . . . Ida . . . Auntie Ida. Orchestras. Opera. Dad!
Dad! Nazavari . . . Nazavari . . . you got me into this. Pythons, poo-
dles, wasp, onion, red-rimmed eyes, red-rimmed'eyes ... No! Ice
blue, set too close together. Milwaukee accent. Cruel, cruel . . .

I couldn’t get my breath—I was choking—and then through a thick
red blur, I heard the woman’s hateful voice saying, “You look like the
fish on my prmce s hook. Opening and shutting your mouth. It’s funny
Do it again.

It wasn’t the woman—it was the chlld' The child! That horrible child
with the odd conspiritorial smile and the strength in her that when she
grew to her mother’s age those big blue eyes would show too close to-
gether and with the same spark behind the blue ice. Like a message,
I'd thought. Damned right. A message of hate that was coming home
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to roost now. Now! And that voice was speakmg again, the song all
gone .

“You were prying around like that old woman. And you smell the
same. Nasty.”

Oh, my God .

“You've done this before,” I croaked.

“Lots of times.” S

“The old woman wasn’t doing any harm.”

“Yes, she was!”

Somehow I had to make the clerk’s sharp ears function. So that he’'d
hear—please, God, let him hear . .".

“What wrong did she do?”

The wire slackened. Just a little.

“She wanted to kill the frog—tear off his legs and eat them. My
prince told me. Frighten her off, he said, or I won't be able to come -
back.”

That's when it fell into place. And I'd bought it. The prince swim-
ming under the water, coming up onto the bank, teaching her the
games people play, teaching her .

“Make it a big temper,” I'd said. “Don’t let go . :

Then the wire tlghtened and I croaked hurriedly: “You told the cops
your prince did it.”

“What’s it matter? He can turn into a frog again and jump back in
the lake. When he comes on the bank, I'll be waiting.”

Any moment, she would twist the wire and—and tie the knot.

Desperation gave me the strength to remind her, “Your prince
taught you a different game with the fish. Slow-. . .” :

“Yes,” she said, “It was lovely.”

And the wire slackenéd a little. : .-

“You played it with the old woman . . .” :

“Oh, yes.” " )

She giggled. That child giggled. The sound was horrible.

“T'll play,” 1 managed to say.

“You don’t know how.”

“Teach me . . .”

“Cry. Pray. Beg.”

Poor soul—I spared a thought for that old woman before I said, “T
can’t hear you.”

35
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“Mercy!” she bleated in a gross parody of an-old woman’s voice—a
terrified old woman. :

That did it. _

“You'll never see your prmce agam I said. “Because I'm going to

take you away.” -

[ don’t know how I got the words out but they must have sounded
‘ convmcmg because they drew the reaction I wanted.

“You won’t! You won't!”
“Yes,” T gasped.
“You won’t!” The wire bit into my throat. “Because you’ll be dead!”
“Tcan't hear...”
“Dead, dead, DEAD!”
[ heard the shout. It sounded very far away.
“What did . . . you say?”
“Listen, will you! LISTEN!”
[ heard the stamp of her foot. Like it was going into cotton wool.
And then the red blur closed in and I was out.

" I sat in the sheriff's office with a bandage around my neck.

There was a lot of coming and going but my attention stayed mainly
on the clerk.

He'd sat up all night, he told the sheriff. Listening for me. Dldnt
like the look of me, thought I was talking wild. ’

“I'd never have believed it,” he said. “I seen it with my own eyes
though. I had to throw the coverlet over her, like she was a mad dog
or somethin’. It’s all there.”

_He jerked his head toward the deposition he’d just 51gned

““She . . . she didn’t seem like no princess in an ivory tower then.”
He swallowed. “Hunched up on that bed, twistin’ the wire.”

“Forget it,” I said. “Try to forget it.” '

The clerk shook his head.

“Sweetest voice in the world,” he sighed. “That’s a memory I'll hang
onto. I don’t want to lose that.”

He slumped a little. The sheriff inclined his head toward the door
and-the young deputy took the clerk out of the room.

We sat in silence for a moment.

“Try Milwaukee,™ 1 said.

“What?”
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“I recognized the woman’s accent. But my mind was too set on the
child to place it at the time. And those ice blue eyes. A relic of Ger-
man immigrants, way back.”

“Germany—"

“Hitler’s Germany.”

The sheriff seemed in shock.

“She said she’d done it lots of times before,” I heard myself say.

“I don’t doubt that.”

“Are you looking into it?P”

“What do you think?” .

The sheriff stared past my shoulder and I knew he was thinking of
how the tall gaunt man had wept—a sound I'll remember long after
I've forgotten the sweetest voice in the world. .

“Check the theater records in that aréa,” I said. “You may turn up
something.” ' )

“Milwaukee—"

“I'm only guessing,” I added, to be on the safe side.

He nodded.

My guess turned out to be rlght

The man had been a theatér electrician, The woman a young blonde
clerk working her way through college—a calm, controlled girl with big
blue eyes and few friends. The man—he would have been handsome
and rangy then—appealed to her, but he fancied another girl—a
cheeky, teasing little usherette who died suddenly, got herself strangled
in a fly rope when she was playing hide-and-seek. A tragedy. But her
own fault. She’d no right to be there. Verdict: accidental death.

The electrician left Milwaukee after the inquest and disappeared:
The blonde clerk—she had never come into the case at all—gave in
her notice, saying she was getting married and moving away.

“Did she tell him before or after he married her?”’ I wondered
aloud. -~

“I would guess he learned slowly,” the sheriff said.

“Lots of times,” I murmured.

“We've turhed up several incidents,” the sheriff said. “That’s why
they moved so frequently. Overnight. Not that folks believed the child
could have done such things, with her—her—"

“Purity of expression,” I prompted. °
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“That’s it.” :

“But her mother—” I paused. “Her mother was afraid someone
would do as you've done——chase up Milwaukee and connect it with
her.”

“You should be sitting in my chair,” the sheriff said
I let that go. God knows I never wanted to see him or Reedsvﬂ]e
again. :

_But there was something puzzling me still.

“Who was she gomg to pin it on when they found nie strangled?” I
asked the sheriff. “And why, if she knew her prince was locked up, did
she keep on singing into the water?” )

“I wouldn’t know why she wanted you dead, unless you told me.”

“T won't rest until I know.”

“What better time than now?”

The sheriff rose.- and 1 followed. We both knew where we were

. going.

She was in a small room with bars and padded walls.

The sheriff put the first question.

“What were you going to say when we found Mr. Hogan strangled,
the way we found the old woman?”

“I'd given that a lot of thought,” she said. “I was going to say Ma did
it.” )
She was calm, deliberate and open, as I'd 'seen her at the beginning.

The sheriff: seemed silenced forever, so I asked the next question.

“Why did you keep singing into the water when you knew your
prince was locked up?”

“Well—" she spoke slowly with studious emphasis “~—after I had that
game with the old woman, I told Ma about the frog and my prince and
everythmg

“Why?” .
“Ma’s my teacher. She taught me to read and write. So I knew she d
tell me what to do.”

We waited. Then she looked. at 'us and said: “It was easy. I just had
to make out I thought the frog.was still there. So I kept on singing to
him.”

“Your father’s very unhappy,” I said, because I couldn’t stop: think-
ing about that wretched man and his wretched life. “Aren’t you sorry?”
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“Him!” the child scoffed. “He’s a sick rabbit. He cries.”

Her eyes went wide. Then she added dreamily: “I had .a rabbit
once.” )

I plunged for the door. And the sheriff came with me. Thankfully.

But I couldn’t help myself—it’s this thing with me of having the last
word or the last look—I glanced back. '

The child was twisting her hands together, as she’d twisted the wire
around my neck. She caught and held my gaze. “I wish I had some-
thing to play with,” she said pettishly. “Something real.” .

I shuddered. The sheriff opened the door and pushed me into the
corridor, where someone in a white coat stood waiting. :

“What'll happen—"

My voice trailed away. I didn’t really want to know but a quiet
voice told me. “We shall restrict her hands. Otherwise, eventually,
she’d destroy one with the other.” _

The sheriff took my arm. And we supported each other out of that
awesome building.

The sheriff gave me two straight shots of bourbon, And did himself
the same favor. Then he said: “They let Billy Grant go today. You'd
better get back to New York. You'll be told if you're needed. You may
not have to go into court. The child’s 1nsane

“Is that a fact?
He didn’t aiswer, so I had the last word.

The sheriff had offered to send for my bag and the rented car, but I
wanted to see the clerk alone. T owed him considerably more than five
bucks and I meant to settle up.

He didn’t want to take the money, but I pressed it into his pocket
and told him to be silent.

When we shook hands, he held onto my wrist. He said he ought to
rub the wasp sting with raw onion again, it wasn’t healed.

I looked into his red-rimmed eyes, knowmg that something 1n51de
him would never heal.

I said I was pressed for time. The truth was, I would have passed
out right there in the hallway if I'd smelled that onion. . .

In New York I sat at my desk, talking over the "phone to Chuck.
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He said he’d never get over it, that he felt responsible. I told him to .
please forget it, as I must. '

When he said he was thinking of trying another business, I really
went to work. I couldn’t afford to lose a good talent scout. After I
calmed him down and he promised to be sensible, I cradled the re-
ceiver, sat back, and put my fingers to my eyes. That rotten headache
had begun to plague me again and I wanted to relax.

I had asked not to be disturbed, but two men came in without an-
nouncement, closed the door, and crossed.-to stand in front of the desk.

I 'knew the type. I shoot pool with them sometimes. .

They were both about the same size and one of them put a hand
inside his breast pocket. -

‘1 sat'up quicker than I'd ever sat up in my life. I thought he was
going to bring out a gun.

-But instead he laid a fat envelope on my desk.

“The boss said to give you this. Young Billy’s his sister’s one and
only.”

They nodded brusquely and made for the. door.

“How is young Billy?” I asked
“He suffers from mlgrames, " the man who had spoken before said
shortly ' '

“I'll bet,” I said. “After what he put into that kid’s head about the
frogs legs.” -

Dont bet on anythmg, pal.” The reply was hard. “Count your win-
nings.’

I sat, staring at the closed door. I was determined not to look at the
envelope. But I did glance at my father’s slogan hanging in its worn
and freckled frame on the wall beside my desk. ‘

HOGAN NEVER SPLITS COMMISSION.

I said the words aloud and then picked up the envelope weighed
it in my hand.

In my business, if one doesn’t work out, you move on to the next.

This envelope was heavy enough to pay for something.

What? Who? -

It didn’t take long to remember two young tumblers I'd seen.in Ida’s
gymnasium.

“I can’t keep them much longer, Joe,” she’d said. “They’re gettin’ to |
eat too much.” : ‘
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They were good, those little tumblers. Perhaps the best in ‘the

world.

I drew the telephone toward me and put in a call to Auntie Ida.

I told her she could go on feeding those little tumblers till they were
ready for Papa Gaudin. I always try to help kids. I take after my father
in that way. “Sign up a child with real talent and who knows what

you've got in five years?” he used to say.
He was right. After all, he had discovered Nazavari.

YOU'LL BE DELIGHTED WITH THE 1978
EQ MYSTERY ART CALENDAR—the first
to feature great mystery suspense charac-
ters in portraiture. Each month commem-
orates one of your favorite characters.
Portraits are selected from the artwork
of some of the finest artists to have
graced. our genre with their own unique
visions of the art of mystery.

They range from Robert Fawcett's superb
depiction of Sherlock Holmes to Mara
McAfee's beautifully realistic rendering
of Jane Marple. Celebrate with us Ellery
Queen’s Year of the Detective!

Name (please print)

0 Enclosed is $2.95 plus 35¢ postage ($3.30) for EQ 1978 Calendar(s).

Address

City. *__State

TO: ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY CALENDAR oy yare. Ny 10008 7
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i " Classified

'MARKET PLACE

The rate per word for Classified Ads is $1.00 each insertion, minimum ad $15. OO—payabk;

in advance. Capitalized words 40¢ per word additional.

Space réservations close 1st

3rd month preceding COVER date. Send order & remittance to R. S. Wayner, Classified
Ad Mansger, DAVIS PUBLICATIONS, INC., 229 Park Ave. South, New York N.Y. 10003.

AUTHOR’'S SERVICE

BOOKS & PERIODICALS—Cont’'d

PUBLISH YOUR BOOK! Join our success-
ful authors in a complete, reliable publishing
program: publicity, advertising, promotion,
beautiful books. All subjects invited. Send
for fact-filled booklet and free manuscript
report. Carlton Press,-Dept. IOK, 84 Fifth
Avenue, New York 10011.

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,
AH20, St. Paul, MN 55104, .

FREE List! Used Hardcover Mystery-Detec-
tive Fiction. Dunn’s Mystenw, 251 Baldwin
Avenue, Meriden, CT 06450

SAVE 60% on life insurance! Book tells how.
Send $1.00. Boushco, POB 4816A Springfield,
MO 65804.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

MAKE Magnetic Signs. Blg proﬁts Details,
Universal, Lenora, KS 6764

$25.00 DAILY possible stuﬂing envelopes'
Details Free. Service, Box 715-D, Lynbrook,
NY 11563.

$30.00 HUNDRED Stuffing Our Circulars’ in-
to Stamped Addressed Envelopes., Immediate
Earnings. Beginners Kit $2.00. - COLOSSI,
1433-61 Street, DC-11, Brooklyn, NY 11219,

1000% PROFIT Bronzing Baby Shoés, Free
Literature. NBC, Box 1904-DG, Sebring, FIL.
33870. . .

$3000.00 MONTHLY. Immediate income.
Stuff envelopes at home. Information, ‘send
self-addressed stamped envelope, Cottage, Box
730-DFL, Baldwin Park, CA 91706.

$500.00 profit stuffing 1,000 envelopes. De-
tails $1.00 (Refundable). Elamco, B-13337
D12, Waldo, AR 71770. :

FREE catalogues, hardbacks, paperbacks.
Search Service, Detective Mystery Booksearch,
Box 15460, Orlando, FL 32808.

90% OFF all current hardcover bestsellers!
Buy one or many. Unique shared purchase
concept. Free brochure: Bestseller Exchange,
Box 957, Brighton, Ontario, Canada. R

JOIN THE UNIVERSITY OF- CALIFORNIA
MYSTERY LIBRARY. NOW AVAILABLE,
CLASSIC MYSTERY NOVELS. Free bro-
chure: Drawer P, Del Mar, CA 92014,

A QUARTERLY SCIENCE FICTION MAG-
AZINE by Isaac Asimov. Send $4.00 for 4 is-
sues (includes shipping & postage) to lsaac
Asimov’s Science Fiction Magazine, P.O. Box
1855 G.P.0O., New York, NY 10001.

BOOK Bargains! Fiction, Health, Hobbies,
Business, Religion. Catalog free. Tom Carson,
Box 513, Ardmore, OK 73401,

WISH to obtain issues of A.H.M.M. from
1958-1959. Richard Franke, P.O. Box 3973,
Hollywood, CA 90028.

BOOK CATALOG. Success, happiness, per-
sonality, sex, wealth, business, sports, etc.
Satisfaction guaranteed. Send 50¢ to: Pompa
%93(;-8;8 Enterprises, 1610 Argyle, L.A.,

.

"BUSINESSES"’

“999 SUCCESSFUL LITTLE KNOWN
information write, Gentry
llaligtgigutors, Dept. DP Box 511, Pascagoula,

GUARANTEED $178.00 WEEKLY. Work
one hour daily. Free Brochure. FAS, Box
13703, San Antonio, TX 78213.

NEW ADDRESSING, MAILING opportu-
nity. Valuable information 10¢. Lindbloom
Services, 3636 Peterson, Chicago, IT. ANARY,

HOW TO RECRUIT COMMISSION SALES-
PEOPLE! Free details! Success publications,
223 3llnterlachen Place, Excelsior, Minnesota

BUMPER STICKE™ printing device. Cheap,
simple, portable. Free details, Bumper, POB
22791(TW), Tampa, FL 33622.

AMAZING! Home Enterprise Opportunity
guaranteed. Details 35¢ Iwanna. 5052. North
Ashland, Chicago, 60640.

COLLECT names for $1. each, instructions

. $2,. 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 0464/

128/ ALFRED HITCHCOCK'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE DECEMBER 1977



BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES—Cont'd

GIFTS THAT PLEASE

BUMPER STICKER printing device. Cheap,
simple, portable. Free details. Bumper, POB
22791 (TW), Tampa, FL 33622,

MAIL VETERINARY APPROVED PET
WATERBEDS to owners for big profits! Kel-
ler’s, 1912 D, West 71 Street, Los Angeles,
90047 “‘stamp’’

YOUR name forwarded to over 100 nationally
advertised business opp. Send $2.00 to AD-AN-
10, #302-11455-41 Ave., Edmonton, Canada
Te6J 0T9

X50P MAGIMATIC CAMERA with vinyl
pouch, Takes color prints, slides or black
and white. No flash batteries. Uses 126 film.
Free roll of color film. $14.98. Midwest Mail -
(5)rder, 716 North 3rd Street, Aberdeen, SD .
7401,

QUALITY jewelry affordable prices. Rings,
watches, pendants, mens, womens styles. Send
50¢ (refundable) for catalog. Roose and
Bailiff, Dept. D1, 451 Cambourne, Ferndale,
MI 48220. .

$800-$1000 WEEK MOONLIGHTER’S BO-
NANZA! Fantastic Opportunity! Limited of-
fer. Hurry—Details Free: M/L, Box 68011,
Seattle, WA 98188.

AMAZING Formulas. How to lose fear Only
$2.95, satisfaction guaranteed. Ostermiere, Box
882, Hzgh Prairie, Alta. Can. TOG 1EO.

BUY IT WHOLESALE

SAVE money! Buy low cost quality Christmas
Gift Items (5) catalogs $3.00. Winchester
Enterprises Inc. 2807 SS Hargrave Street,
Phila., PA 19136 :

BUY merchandise 10%/retail. Closeouts:
course and sourcebook explains. $5.95. Saltz,
2370E-16th, Brooklyn, NY 11229.

DETECTIVES

NEW! The Big Brother Game ., . 230
pages detective techniques, FBI, CIA, KGB
0SS, wiretapping, tailing, electronic surveil-
lance, surreptious, entry, weapons, counter-
measures, much much more . . . postpaid
$9.95, Qmmtromx, Box 548-DV, Seattle, WA
98111

EDUCATION & INSTRUCTION

UNIVERSITY DEGREES BY MAIL! Bach-
elors, Masters, PhD.s. . Free revealing
details. Counseling, Box 389-AH- 12, Tustin,
CA 92686.

FINANCIAL security, retirement income you
control, amazing safe method. Revealing
booklet, send today $2.00. Kani, P.O. Box
368, Decatur, IL 62525.

INFORMATIVE BOOKLET—“‘How to Write
a Classified Ad That Pulls.” Includes certifi-
cate worth $2.00 towards a classified ad. Send
$1.50 (includes postage) to R. S. Wayner,
Davis Publications, Inc., Dept. CL, 229 Park
Avenue South, New York NY 10003.

ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT & SUPPLIES

GIANT Bargain Packed Canadian Surplus
Catalogs $1.00. Etco Electronics, Dept. DG,
183G Hymus Blvd., Pointe Claire, Quebec
HIR TE9.

FOR_THE HOME

HYPNOTISM

FREE Fascinating' Hypnosis Information!
g;gf)tshng' DLMH, Box 487 Anaheim, CA

MISCELLANEOUS

OLDTIME Radio Programs on quality tapes.
Free catalogue. Carl D. Froelich, Route One,
New Freedom, PA 17349,

MONEYMAKING OPPORTUNITIES

$3 Hourly stuffing envelopes. Easy work,
ll)et::;uls free. Feldco, Box 228 Ryder, Brook]yn
1234

$1000 MONTHLY POSSIBLE, mailing com-
mission letters. Information—Free! OPPOR-
TUNITIES, Box 721D, Lynbrook, NY 11563.

$250.00 profit/thousand possxble—stufﬁng-
mailing envelopes. Offer: Rush stamped a
dressed envelope: Universal-ADVS X16180
Fort Lauderdale, FL 33318.

DO YOU KNOW *‘“‘How to Write a Classified
Ad That 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 1000 R

$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 46D12, Brook-
lyn, NY 11219,

NEW! Stuff letters for $$$. Details free! Car-
lois, 1724 Kimberly, Klamath Falls, OR 97601.

$500.00 profit stuffing 1000 envelopes. 25
cents details: Canapro Enterprises, Box 215,
Station “H’’, Montreal, Que., Canada.

$500 per thousand stuffing envelopes, free
supplies. Rush stamped envelope: Mosely, 19
Rodney, Seafard, DE 19973.

SPARE TIME CASH AT HOME! Only $15
starts you. Free reports! A. J., Box 16093D,
Minneapolis, MN 55416.

FOR anyone who wants the satisfaction and
economy of repairing, furnishing and main-
taining the furniture in his home, Send $1.50
(including postage) to FURNITURE, 229 Park
Avenue South, New York, NY 10003.

BADGE-MAKING BONANZA! Complete
system only $19.95. Fun! Profitable! FREE
SAMPLE BUTTON and details. Write:
BADGE-A-MINIT, LTD., Dept. CNB-127,
Box 618, La Salle, 1L 61301.



Classified
Continued

MONEYMAKING OPPORTUNITIES—Cont’d

$500.00 WEEKLY! IMMEDIATE Home In-
come Stuffing Envelopes. FREE Supplies!
Guaranteed! Send 25¢, Stamp. ALCO, B19110-
DPD, Las Vegas, NV 89119.

HOMEWORKERS don’t get ripped off on
stuffing envelopes. Send stamped envelope,
MS, Dept. D, 58 Stillwell Ave., Yonkers,
NY 10704, )

MAKE MONEY! 25 ways! Three 13¢ stamps:
Wayu, Box 127-AH, Wayzata, MN 55391.

GOOD MONEY AT HOME! Just $15 need-
ed. PReliable firm. Free booklet. JK Enter-
prises D12, Box 3484, Green Bay, WI 54303.

PERSONAL—Cont'd

BEAUTIFUL MEXICAN GIRLS! Corres-
pondence. Photos, details free! ‘‘Latins,”” Box
1716-DE, Chula Vista, CA 92012.

DO YOU KNOW ‘“‘How to Write a Classified
Ad That Pulls” includes a certificate worth
$2.00 toward a classified ad in any of our publi-
cations? For your copy cend $1.50 (includes
postage) to R. S, Wayner, Davis Publicat’ons,
Inc., Dept. CL, 229 Park Avenue South, New
York, NY 10003.

LIVE LONGER BOOKLET reveals the sec-
rets.of a-long and healthy life. Send $1.50.
Bee Mail Order House, 10010 Sussex, Hous-
ton, TX 77041.

ADULT PRODUCTS. Giant Catalog. $1.00°
(Refundable), Trader Jack, 1045 Tabor Ave.,
Fairfield, CA 94533.

SWEDISH girls. Details, photos $1., Sweden
gléeArnational, Box 7425-DC, Chicago 60680,

$1000 monthly possible stuffing envelopes.
Free details. Broker, 615 Olive, Texarkana,
TX 75501.

NEED financing? Credit? Investments? Send
$3.00 for booklet. FRECO, P.0O. Box 5025,
Alexandria, VA 22305.

EARN at home. Address envelopes. Send ad-
dressed stamped envelope, Nelson Tift, 1913
Lullwater, Albany, GA 31707,

$250 WEEKLY POSSIBLE mailing pre
stamped letters. Free details. Showco, Box
11588-HM, Spokane, WA 99211,

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, Carnelian Bay, CA 95711.

BEAUTIFUL Mexican-Oriental girls Needing
American Boy-Friends. Free Details, ‘‘actual’’
photgs World Box 3876-DC, San Diego, CA
9210

DATES GALORE! Meet singles-anywhere.
Call DATELINE, toll-free (800) 451-3245.

HOW you can gain new Success; Wealth:
Happiness; Health, How to Solve Personal
Problems. You can get—Free—a list of low
cost, helpful books From: Glenn Cove, 101-A
Garden St., Stratford, CT 06497,

LATIN AMERICAN GIRLS appreciate their
men. Let us introduce you to a dark-eyed, un-
spoiled beauty. Complete application package
and photo selection $2.00: Maria Garcia, Box
80801D, San Diego, Calif. 92138, -

“ADULT” X-Ratéd Novels. Photo Maga-
zines. Free Brochures. (State Your Age).
Barglam Books, Box 7041-AL, Richmond, VA
2322 .

FIND your PEN-PAL -through “TODAYS .
SINGLE PUBLICATION,” Box 33255-S,
Granada Hills, California 91344.

1000 Ladies Photos/350 Men in world’s larg-
est matrimonial catalog $5.00. Box 12, To-
ronto, Canada M4A - 2MS8. -

CONTRACEPTIVES FOR MEN-AIl lead-
ing brands featuring TEXTURE PLUS TM
with ‘‘pleasure dots,” BOLD 45TM world’s
only color condom with texture, Trojans, and
Stimula, Three samples: $1. Economy sam-
pler, 12 condoms: $3. Free illustrated cata-
logue with each order. Plain package to pro-
tect your privacy. Satisfaction guaranteed or
your money refunded. POFPLAN, P.O. Box
400, -Dept." CDG-8, Carrboro, NC 27510.

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-12,
229 Park Ave. South, N.Y., NY 10003.

PRINfING, MIMEOGRAPHING
& MULTIGRAPHING -

WHOLESALE, Printing Office Supplies,
Equipment., Free Catalog. Atlantic, DP-11,
Box 1678, Florence, South Carolina 29503.

SPECIAL SERVICES

ADULT Pleasure Products—over 600 items!
Giant catalog $1.00. Clifton’s D-1068, Sau-
onne CA 01151

WIN!! At the dog races. Simple system Guar-
antees Satisfaction. Send $5 00 to A, d., Box
16003 CC Mnle MN 55416



15 BEST-SELLING MYSTERIES FOR JUST °1
Worth $100.80 in Publishers’ Editions!

J.J. Marric.
Sl B e -
. Ed. $6.95 :
E“e Stanley Gardner. l: i‘gﬁpa'&‘ﬁ”‘, / o AGA[‘H
The Case of the g N\ ] CHR[S

Postponed Murder

Publ. Ed. $5.95

Lillian O’'Donnell.

Leisure Dgins

Publ. Ed. $6.95

Agatha Christie.

Hallowe'en Party

Publ. Ed. $4.95

John D. MacDonald.

A Purple Place for Dying

Pubi. Ed, $7.95 " s

Agatha Christie. A

Endless Night N ll4

Publ Ed. $4.50 T [ : ISP N | | .‘
N

Sjowall & Wahios. éﬁa}-suflﬁ ;
. The

HALLOWE'EN
PARTY

The Terrorists

Pubi. Ed. $7.95

Erle Stanley Gardner.

The Case of the

Fenced in Woman

Publ. Ed. $5.95 |

?:Ilign?nFEb:arhart. . ) S (
amily Fortune L

Publ. Ed. $7.95 ' ; } ’ NLQW" -hlm' \

: - . . Jper ]

Georges Simenon.

Maigretand the
:AGATHA EIN}31 FRAME

CHRISTI % Dick rm?cis

Apparition

Publ. Ed. $7.95

Erle Stanley Gardner.
The Case of the

lrate Witness

Publ. Ed. $4.95

Len Deighton.
Catcha Fallmg Spy
Publ. Ed. $7.

Ellery Queen ]
A Fine and Private Place N
Publ. Ed. $5.95 vk
Agatha Christie. ‘.
Nemesis

Publ. Ed. $5.95
Dick Francis.

In The Frame

Publ. £Ed. $8.95 <

Please enroll me as a member and send me at once my five triple-
volumes shown here, containing fifteen mysteries. | enclose no money
now. | may examine my books for one week, then will either accept all
five volumes for the special new member price of only $1, plus postage
and handling. or return them and owe nothing.

As a member, | will receive free the club’'s monthly Preview which
describes my next selections but | am not obligated to accept them. |
will always have at least ten days to reject any volume by returning the
form provided. | may return any book at the club's expense for full credit.
For each monthly tripte-volume | keep, | will send you only $4.39. plus
postage and handling. | understand | may cancet my membership at any
time.

dooefpdp
T ¥

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB, ROSLYN, N.Y. 11576

Name
Street
7-OH
City
WORTH 15-56-7D
$100.80 IN
PUBLISHERS' State Zip.

T X . . . .
DETAN € ON Note: Members accepted in U.S.A. and Canada only. Canadian members will be serviced



15 Best-Sellers for-Just $1.00

THE BIGGEST BRIBE
"IN THE HISTORY OF CRIME

Worth $100.80 in Publishers’ Editions!

Now's the time to take advantage of the most
generous mystery book offer ever: 15 full-length
novels, including some of the finest mystery
writing to appear in recent years, for just $1.

You'll get the brand-new Dick Francis thriller,
in The Frame. Best-selling classic adventures of
Perry Mason, Agatha Christie’'s Miss Marple,
and Ellery Queen. Plus new
mysteries by Len Deighton,
Georges Simenon, Mignon
Eberhart, John D. MacDonald
and more!

These spine-thrilling mys-
teries would cost $100.80 in
their publnshers “editions.’ But
you can get ali 15 of them, in
five handsome hardbound
triple-volumes, for only $1 as
your introduction to The
Detective Book Club.

As a member, you'll get i
free the Club's monthily
Preview which describes in-
advance each month's selec-
tions. They're chosen by the
Club's editors who select the

best from more than 400 mysteries published,
each year. You may reject any volume before or!
after receiving it; there is no minimum number of }
books you must buy. And you may cancel your,
membership at any time.

When you accept a club selection, you get|
three complete, unabridged detective novels in.
one hardcover triple-volume:
like the ones shown on this|
page for only $4.39. That's $3,
$4, or $5 less than ofe mystery |
would cost nowadays in the:
publisher’s original edition.

Recent selections have in-
ciuded new thrillers by top1
names like those featured|
above plus Brian Garfield
Richard Lockridgé, Anne:
Morice, and many ot?\ers Start |
enjoying the benefits of mem-
bershipin The Detectlve Book:
Club. Send no money now
You'll be billed later for your 15
mysteries. Send the post-paid |
card today to: The Detective:
Book Club, Roslyn, NlY 11576.

1

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

!
!

First Class
Permit No. 7
Roslyn, N.Y.






